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[t was a nightmare week, but the President

has pulled off a coup that even his closest
advisers doubted would work. By John Cassidy
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LETS TALK
ABOUT THE SEAT YOU'LL SOON
Be ONTHE EDCE OFE

%mews seAT in the Acura 3.5RL is so luxuriously comfortable,
the natural inclination is to settle back, let the adjustable lumbar support
go to work, and relax. Its hand-gathered leather is exceptionally soft to the
touch, thanks to a special curing process, There are computer-designed
springs that absorb extraneous vibration. Even a two-position memory.
Its a level of refinement equaled only by the other appointments
found in this automobile: burled walnut trim; a CD* audio system, and
elegant instrumentation. All encompassed by a whisper-quiet cabin.
Punch the accelerator, however, and any notion of lazy tranquility
goes right out the window. For under the hood lies the spirited wallop
of a 3.5-liter V-6 which, in combination with a finely tuned suspension,
translates into a ride that will keep you on the edge of, well, you know.

Which isn't to say you'll never get the chance to sit back and enjoy

this seat simply for what it is. Of course you will. Like when you're at

a stop sign, for example. Or waiting for a light to change. @

To find out more information, call 1-800-TO-ACURA. ALEuA
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« 3.5-LITER, 210-HORSEPOWER, V-6 ENGINE
» STEERING WHEEL-MOLNTED AUDIO CONTROL
« ELECTRONIC TILT AND TELESCOPING STEERING COLUMN
» Automanic CUMATE CONTROL SYSTEM
« POWER MOONROOF WITH TILT FEATURE
« HEATED FRONT SEATS® WITH MEMORY FEATURE

» PRICED FROM $41,000%



to realize

the power
you have.

'Source: Morningstar. Data as of 3/31/96 and includes all equity and bond funds tracked by Morningstar. Top-rated funds are defined as those funds that have a 4- or 5-star overall

Morningstar rating. Fidelity has 73 4- or 5-star rated funds out of 138 funds as of 3/31/96, which is more than any other fund family. Morningstar equity fund universe includes domestic

stock funds (which include, but are not limited to, growth, growth and income, and equity-income objectives), international stock funds, and specialty funds. Morningstar bond fund
Fidelity Distributors Corporation. Brokerage services provided by Fidelity Brokerage Services, Inc. Member NYSE, SIPC

universe includes both taxable and nontaxable bond funds.



Tlm first step toward realizing your financial
goals is finding an investment company with
the right amount of experience, the depth
of resources, and a track record of helping

millions of investors pursue their financial goals.

A company like Fidelity Investments’

1-800-544-0003

To join America Online: Call 1-800-706-5577 for 10 free hours,
2d/12484.001

24 hours a day

Fidelity offers you a wide range of financial
options and convenient ways to manage your
money. Of course, you can turn to Fidelity for
top-performing mutual funds. And while past
performance is no guarantee of future results,
the fact is we've produced more of Morningstar’s

top-rated funds than any other firm.

You can also trade stocks at a discount. Buy
bonds. Purchase U.S. Treasuries. Request timely
market information. And get planning tools to
help you make the right investment decisions.
We even offer thousands of mutual funds from
200 other well-known fund companies. And
you can do it all-24 hours a day, every day

of the week.

So when you choose Fidelity, you’re not just
choosing a place to buy stocks, bonds, or
mutual funds. You're choosing a firm that will
give you the power to be a more successful
investor. Call us, visit an Investor Center, or
access our Web site today. Isn't it time you

had Fidelity Investments working for you?

Fidelity
Investimenlis:

http://www.fid-inv.com

For more complete information on any fund available through Fidelity, including charges and expenses, call for a free prospectus. Please read it carefully before

you invest or send money.
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NOW IN ITS SECOND PRINTING

“May be the year's
finest volume of verse...
a sensibility of genius.”

— Time

RANDOM il HOUSE
NEW FROM THE MODERN LIBRARY
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JOoE GOULD’S SECRET
JOSEPH MITCHELL

“One of our finest journalists, unique
in his compassion and understanding
for the haunted little lost men such as
Joe Gould. He transforms a forlorn,
intolerably pathetic gentleman
panhandler into an engaging,
Dickensian orphan rogue.”
— DawnN POWELL
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The new Club World cradle seat. Lullaby not included.

Introducing the unique new business class cradle seat. It doesn't simply recline but tilts as a whole raising your knees and relieving
your body of stress and pressure. Pity you may not be awake to enjoy all the other changes on new Club World.

BRITISH AIRWAYS

The “rc;rldls fa_\.rﬂurite airline® [ntreduced thronghout ths year. £19% Brnsh Alrways
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THE PIONEER’S SWISS WATCH SINCE 1832
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The new Golden Wing

collection by Longines
bears the mark of a
tradition of over 160 vears
in watchmaking. ..

the winged bourglass

This symbol of perfection
in ttme measurement
expresses the innovation
and creativity of the

Golden Wing

Longines’ Golden Wing. Exclusive models for men or
women in 18K gold and steel, with integrated bracelet
and triple safety clasp. Quartz movement. Sapphire crystal
Water-resistant to a depth of 30 meters

22062 Michigan Ave. = Dearbom, Michigan 48124
(313) 562-6557 « (313) 562-4770




ISRAEL VS§. ISRAEL

Behind the squeaker, two core communities.

HE heart-stopping result of the Is-
raeli election may prompt the
thought that the Israeli public is

perfectly divided against itself, a single or-
ganism with rival minds, one for “peace”
and one for “security”—the nation as neu-
rotic, torn between romance and dread.
And this description does fit some Israe-
lis—especially younger ones, whose hard
swing to Shimon Peres after the assassina-
tion of Yitzhak Rabin, in November, and
hard swing back to Benjamin (Bibi) Ne-
tanyahu after the bus bombings this win-
ter gave the electorate a deceptively vola-
tile look.

But the truth of Israeli politics is more
stable and more disquieting. In the end,
all that followed from Rabin’s handshake
with Yasir Arafat changed few minds. Is-
rael is just about perfectly divided into two
eloquent, grounded, and deeply antagonis-
tic communities, each with its own capi-
tal, its own pedigree, and its own purchase
on Jewish history and faith. When Leah
Rabin, the late Prime Minister’s widow,
learned of Netanyahu's razor-thin victory,
she said bitterly that she felt like packing
her bags and leaving the country. Can Pal-
estinians in Gaza be any more apprehen-
sive than this about the prospect of inter-
nal exile under a Likud government?

The data tell us the following. If the
electorate were made up only of Israeli
Jews who lived in and around Tel Aviv,

were of European (or “Ashkenazi”) extrac-
tion, earned above-average salaries, had
more than a high-school education, and
approached religion with secularist toler-
ance, then Peres would have won by some-
thing like twenty or twenty-five points.
On the other hand, if the electorate were
made up only of Jews who lived 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 Orthodox Judaism, then Netan-
yahu’s margin of victory would have been
something like thirty or thirty-five points
instead of a fraction of one per cent.

But such rough-cut voter profiles don’t
do justice to the integrity of the core com-
munities beneath the divisions. People
who are for the “peace process” have come
to understand the term not as an endorse-
ment of a certain foreign policy but as an
elaborate ideology for a still emerging
Jewish state—as a term evocative of a life
to be lived in a new political economy.
This is true also of the community fo-
cussed on “tightened security.” The heart
of the matter is an old disagreement about
whether Israel is going to be a normal
commercial republic or the culmination of
a messianic tale, a (mostly) Jewish demo-
cratic state or a (mostly) democratic Jew-
ish state, a home or a cause.

Labor’s real achievement has been to
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rally urbane Israelis to a vision of peace as
process—a curiously consoling vision of
Israelis and Arabs as tragic people, who
need ways of resolving civil 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
who wept at his funeral, of candles lit, one
by one, of his own anguished “Enough of
blood and tears, enough!™—these have be-
come part of the liturgy of Israeli democ-
racy’s civil religion. That civil religion has
deep springs in what, a hundred years ago,
was called “cultural Zionism™ —the move-
ment that promised Jews a way to be
modern and democratic in Hebrew. In-
deed, what 1s democracy itself if not a
peace process?

Moreover, Labor and the rest of the
peace community have accomplished
something that the state socialists around
Golda Meir in the nineteen-seventies
conspicuously could not do: they have
made a 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 about six per cent a year and its exports
of goods and services at about ten per
cent, largely as a result of what has come
from “Silicon Wadi"—the Tel Aviv-to-
Haifa corridor. Meanwhile, unemploy-
ment has fallen to 6.3 per cent, though the
country has absorbed almost seven hun-
dred thousand Russian immigrants since
the collapse of the Soviet Union. Intel is
building a 1.6-billion-dollar semiconduc-

tor factory. The industrial empire of the
Histadrut labor federation, Koor Indus-
tries, has been privatized. And Israeli en-
trepreneurs are learning about overseas
markets—in Hungary and Venezuela and
China—from the dozens of foreign com-
panies that have invested in their country.

Peres was the custodian of Israel’s place
in the knowledge economy—a confident
world of Motorola chip designers who get
the morning’s work-in-progress from
Phoenix, Arizona, over the Internet and
pass it on, with “value added,” to Banga-
lore, India, at night. Among the people of
the peace process, anchored in (or, at least,
tethered to) 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
the election, though the leadership of the
Israel Manufacturers Association had
helped found the Likud, in the seventies.
A stall in the peace process, the industri-
alists know, would also stall Israel’s inte-
gration into global markets.

The community now speaking of
tightened security considers itself more
authentic. Its fears are not just about to-
day’s terrorists but about something in-
tractably terrifying in modern Jewish his-
tory, from the Inquisition (of which Ne-
tanyahu’s father, Ben-Zion, is a celebrated
historian) to the expulsion of Jews from
Arab countries after 1948. Its ideology
resonates with the old “political Zionism”
of retaliation and power, a Jewish peo-

| i

‘T should be more like Sharon Stone? You should be 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 comes from the cer-
tainties of Orthodoxy, even when its laws
are not strictly observed, and from a de-
fiant faith in a new, post-1967 ingather-
ing, a scoffing at Diaspora Jews who refuse
to come, and a celebration of a reclaimed
Jerusalem—that sublime incubator of cer-
tainties, never to be divided again. The
heroes of this community are the settlers
of “Judea and Samaria,” whose sacrifices
secure Jerusalem’s hinterland; its villains
are liberals too weak or too naive to face
up to the world’s hardness.

Netanyahu's people are not quite thriv-
ing in the new economy: while their boats
are raised by the nising tide, they them-
selves are not getting rich. Though Likud’s
economic policies are, in principle, no
different from Labor’s, many of Likud’s
supporters may imagine doing better un-
der a return to the hard line: better under
a command-economy that is commanded
to “thicken” West Bank settlement, bet-
ter in a world where Arab labor is sealed
out and yeshivas are automatically funded.
In any case, they feel, the global economy
is full of “materialist” seductions that can
only corrupt the national project. The na-
tion can never be normal, because it has
to give history meaning.

The great irony, of course, is that when
you trouble to look at the demography
underlying the ideology, you could hardly
find a better candidate for the “peace”
camp than Netanyahu himself—a West-
ern Jew by instinct and bearing, a gradu-
ate of MLI.'T.'s Sloan School, a modern
politician steeped in American democ-
racy. It may not be too much to hope that
he will come to recognize that scuttling
the Oslo accords—by repudiating with-
drawal from Hebron, say—would present
dangers to Israel’s economy and diplo-
macy many times as great as any gains to
Israeli security from renewed settlement
and occupation.

Sull, politicians who come to power
democratically are not necessarly demo-
crats, and business thinkers who grasp the
virtues of economic freedom do not nec-
essarily create conditions for it. This is
worth saying, if only for the sake of those
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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Deciding Factor.

Today, the question about sun block
is not whether to use it, but how
high an SPE Clinique’s guiding
dermatologists say SPF 15 is good.

But, they add, it's wise to have

an edge. Because many sunscreens
slip off. Rub off. Are not always
applied thoroughly or evenly enough.

Clinique Total Cover Sun Block SPF 30
has the edge. It's waterproof. Rub

proof. Gives long-lasting protection
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CALViNy TRILLIN

“One of the great
writers of his

generation.
—Joseph P. Kahn
The Boston Globe

“A master of insight

and irony.”
—stefan Kanfer

Time

“Calvin Trillin is
a national treasure.”
—Curt »chleier

The Kansas City Star ‘
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ROARING BACK

I was interested to find myself included
in the list of “chick” writers provided by
James Wolcott in his recent article about
the Times columnist Maureen Dowd
(“Hear Me Purr,” May 20th). Chicks,
Wolcott tells us, are females who “cling
to and fluft up an image of themselves
that seems flirty and confrontational at
the same time” and who fail to “attack is-
sues with the contentious spirit and idea-
crunching machinery” of “grownup fe-
male opinion writers.” For the most part,
Wolcott’s diatribe is rather sweet—TI re-
member boys like him at college, leaping
out at you in hallways and warning you that
wearing makeup was oppressing you. Still,
when he wags his finger at Dowd, saying
that she “can’t be said to have carried on
the cause of sisterhood,” and that her work
“lacks any sense of social dimension,” he
begins to grate a little. Must all women
writers fret over late-term abortion?
When was the last time Calvin Trillin got
really heated up in print about prostate
cancer? Where will it all end: “This week,
Wolcott demands to know why Cindy
Adams can’t write more like Simone de
Beauvoir”? What is Wolcott doing pre-
scribing a woman writer's place, anyway?
Would he feel as comfortable berating a
bunch of African-American writers for
insufficient gravitas? And, if so, would
he style that misdemeanor “minstrel-1it”?

There’s no doubt that newspapers and
magazines tend to deploy women writers
as light relief. One reason for this is a re-
sidual sexism that makes it more com-
fortable for a male editor to ask a woman
writer, rather than her male colleague, for
some personal “color.” Another reason, |
suspect, is that women tend to be more
at ease with writing honestly about them-
selves. And light, personality-based writ-
ing of this sort has doubtless diverted
some talented women from the more se-
rious work of which they are capable. But

IN THE MAIL

e

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 “a woman’s
point of view.” If a writer is weighed down
with the ludicrous task of expressing
representative female thoughts, it’s little
wonder that her personal style becomes
a shtick.

Interestingly, Wolcott has no objec-
tions to the notion of a special girls’ cor-
ner on the Times Op-Ed page. (He writes
of Anna Quindlen’s departure as having
opened up “a spot” for “another female
voice,” as 1f “female voice” were as spe-
cialized a job as, say, “Middle Eastern-
affairs expert.”) What bugs Wolcott about
Dowd is not that she writes about herself,
or “as a woman,” but that she doesn’t write
as the kind of woman he approves of. She
comes off as a “cool insider.” She doesn’t
“threaten” men. But Wolcott’s expecta-
tions are no less restrictive than the more
conventional insistence that women writ-
ers be men-friendly. Either way, the woman
writer is instructed to shape her ideas and
trim her style in relation to some notional
set of male expectations.

Wolcott assumes that the unpredict-
ability of “chick” opinions—the fact that
Dowd mocks George Bush and Bill Clin-
ton—is a cutesy caprice or a cynical con-
trarian routine. But might it not be an
indication of good faith, a sign of these
writers' determination to call it as they
see it, regardless of the current party line?
I had the idea that that was what good
journalism was all about. Silly old kit-

tenish me!
Z0FE HELLER
Los Angeles, Calif.
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Letters should be as brief as possible, and sent
with the writer's name, address, and daytime
phone number to “In the Mail,” The New Yorker,
20 West 43rd Street, New York, N.Y. 10036.
They may be edited for length and clarity.






THE THEATRE

OPENINGS AND PREYIEWS

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

ALways TogetHeR—The Romanian-born play-
wright Anca Visdei's semiautobiographical
drama, about two sisters separaled by the
Iron Curtain, gets an encore production by
the Ubu Repertory Theatre. Opens June 11
at 8 and runs through June 23. (15 W. 28th
St. 679-7562.)

Tue Bovs v THE Banp—A revival of Mart Crow-
ley's 1968 play, about a birthday party at-
tended by a group of gay men. In previews.
(WPA Theatre, 519 W, 23rd St. 206-0523.)

EnsemeLe Stupio THeEaTRE—The final series in
this year's six-week marathon of one-acts
continues through June 16 with Joyce Carol
QOates’'s ““The Adoption,”” Laura Cahill’s
“Home,”” Greg Germann's ‘‘The Observa-
tory,”” and Paul Selig’s *‘Slide Show." (549
W. 52nd St. 247-3405.)

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

Making Porn—REex Chandler has the role of
the straight 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 8 ““The Wild," a new music-theatre
work by composer Andy Teirstein, loosely
based on ‘‘Robinson Crusoe.'” Through June
16. ... 9 June 7-8 at 10: ““The Ballad of June
Cool,”" a noirish one-woman melodrama star-
ring Laura Kenyon as a fifties jazz singer.
Directed by Thommie Walsh. Through June
29. (74A E. 4th St 475-7710.)

A Park in Our House—The New York Theatre
Workshop presents a new drama by Nilo
Cruz, set in Cuba in the seventies, in which
a family opens its door 1o a seductive Rus-
sian émigré. Preview on June 5. Opens June
6 at 8. (79 E. 4th 5t. 460-5475.)

P.5. 122—June 7-8 at 8 ‘“‘Crash Test Com-
edy,”’ two evenings of jocular performance
art by Deb Margolin, Idris Mignott, Mo
Angelos and Peg Healey, Basil Twist, James
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Godwin, and others. . .. 4 June 11-12 at &
“Interviewing the Audience,” a Q. & A_ with
Spalding Gray. (150 First Ave, at 9th St
477-5288.)

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

So...Ir's Come 1o THiIs—Emmetl 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.)

Tokyo Can Can—A musical set in Tokyo shortly
after 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—The fateful, bittersweet arbi-
trariness of relationships is the rock-hard
streambed under the 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 are likely
to end up divided. The superficial point of
conflict 1s that he is Catholic and she is
Jewish, but Ives seems to be asking a much
larger, more unsettling question about love:
Doesn't anybody here know how to play this
game? Unfortunately, the twosome is Le-
dious, and the play, unlike the relationship,
goes on forever. (Primary Stages, 354 W.
45th St. 333-4052, Closes June 23.)

Arts anp LEisure—A new satire, about a drama
critic in crisis, by Steve Tesich. Directed by
JoAnne Akalaitis. (Reviewed in this issue.)
(Playwrights Horizons, 416 W. 42nd St. 279-
4200. Closes June 9.)
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Baar—The Independent Theatre Company
presents an energetic staging of Brecht's
first play, with new music by Paul Todaro,
who also stars. The drama is more broadly
cruel and crude than Brecht's later work,
and the philosophy far less clear, This pro-
duction is somewhat unfocussed, loo—Ilor
instance, it seems to be set in the nineteen-
fifties, but for nec apparent reason excepl
that the period fits Mr. Todaro’s rather
menacing guilar music. Still, he is very
engaging, and the rest of the cast is strong.
(House of Candles Theatre, 99 Stanton St.
353-3088. Closes June 22))

Bic—The other new musical not nominated for a
Tony. This adaptation of 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 sweer and
likable. The dance numbers are full of grimly
talented, grinning kiddies—it's like a midget
minstrel show—and the trouble doesnt end
there: Richard Maltby, Jr., and David Shire's
score is melodically challenged, and John Weid-
man’s patronizing book has lost all the movie's
charm and puignancy. Directed by Mike Ock-
rent. (Reviewed in our issue of 5/27/96.) (Shu-
bert, 225 W. 44th St. 239-6200.)

Bring In pa Noise, Bring In pa Funk—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 CHiLo—This production of Sam Shepard's
1978 play, directed by Gary Sinise, comes by
way of 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 filthy living room of a family
with a horrible secret, the play forces you Lo
look—for three long hours—at the ugly facts
of family life, but in a big Broadway house
what you see 1s ugliness as spectacle, and this
distance dilutes the play's power. Sinise has
brought the laughs to the forefront—and James
Gammon, who plays the patriarch (for lack of
a better word) of this rancid clan, is terrifi-
cally funny—but when the laughs aren't there
you feel as though you were in a theatrical
Dust Bowl, waiting for the irritating, monoto-
nous wind lo stop. (5/27/96) (Brooks Atkin-
son, 256 W. 47th St. 719-4099.)

By THe Sea, By THE Sea, BY THE BeaumiFuL Sea—
Manhattan Theatre Club wraps up the sea-
son with an evening of one-acts by Terrence
MeNally, Joe Pintauro, and Lanford Wilson,
With Lee Brock, Tim Carhart, and Mary
Beth Fisher, Leonard Foglia is the director.
(City Center, 131 W. 55th St 581-1212.
Closes June 30.)

The Cocoanuts—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'l—particularly under the unfocussed di-
rection of Richard Sabellico. The superb cast
deserves better. (American Jewish Theatre,
307 W_ 26th 5t. 633-9797. Closes June 23.)

Coweirts—DBy the end of this appealing, if some-
what predictable, 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 uptight violinist learning how
to shake it. Betsy Howie, who wrote the book,
is also in the fine cast. (Minetta Lane Thealre,
18 Minetta Lane, east of Sixth Ave., between
W 3rd and Bleecker Sts. 420-8000.)

DAMNIEL MALA
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Curtains—Stephen Bill'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 Rapture—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
stop piling on the conspiracy theories, and
the sizzle eventually ends in a fizzle, Though
Marisa Tomei is 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 Devicate Barance—Decorous suburban en-
nui is transformed into real angst in this
bracing, astringent revival of Edward Albee’s
1966 play about a family that has sacrificed
much of 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
under each other’s skin, are
marvellous foils for each
other—one with a cool, deadly
elegance, the other all gritty,
pretension-puncturing di-
rectness. As Harris's hus-
band, who eventually sees
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.)

Foreippen Hoiirywoon— Ge-
rard Alessandrini’s hit-
and-miss movie-biz send-
up. (Triad, 158 W. 72nd
St. 799-4500.)

A Funny THiNG HAPPENED ON THE
Way 10 tHE Forum—Burt
Shevelove, Larry Gelbart,
and Stephen Sondheim'’s 1962
musical-comedy version of
a Roman farce is a joke
play that 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 gel the audience pretty high,
but ultimately the show's unrelenting insis-
tence on not thinking can make you feel
like you're being tickled to death. (5/20/96)
(St. James, 246 W. 44th St. 239-6200.)

Gop's Country—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.)

AN lpeaL Huseano—In Oscar Wilde’s hundred-
and-one-year-old play, a youthful trans-
gression comes back to threaten the 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 out to 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 18 frisky—it pulls the rug out from under
conventional morality to find a deeper, more
humane morality underneath. The rest of
the delightful, mostly British cast, under
the direction of Peter Hall, is well up to 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.)

THe Kine anp I—In a word, magnificent. Hats
off to Donna Murphy, as Anna, Lou Dia-
mond Phillips, as the King of Siam, and
everyone else (including Rodgers and Ham-
merstein, of course) who had a hand in this
production. Christopher Renshaw directed.
(Neil Simon, 250 W, 52nd St. 307-4100.)

Love Tuy Neicusor—In his latest two-hour
monologue, Jackie Mason prowls the stage
like a rabid penguin, parcelling out tough
love with equal-opportunity glee. His range
may be limited, but his timing is perfect,
and the house rocks with laughter. (Booth,
222 W. 45th St. 239-6200))

Lovers—Brian Friel's 1968 play, directed by
Nye Heron and Brian Doyle. (Irish Arts Cen-
ter, 553 W. 51st St. 757-3318. Closes June 9.)

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

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

One Hour WitHout TeLevision—In Jaime Salom’s
comedy, a couple celebrating their anniver-
sary turn off the TV set and end up thrash-
ing out their relationship. Performances are
in English Wednesdays through Fridays and
in Spanish Saturdays and Sundays. (Puerto
Rican Traveling Theatre, 304 W. 47th St.
354-1293. Closes June 30,)

OrpHEe—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.)

Papa—In John deGroot’s one-man play, 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 pgets sideswiped by the overloaded
script, which has no surprises, way too
many words, and not nearly encugh fresh
insights. (Douglas Fairbanks, 432 W. 42nd
8t. 239-6200. Closes June 30.)

Rapio Mameo: CuLture CLasH INVADES Miaml—
Springing from a series of interviews the
Latino comedy troupe 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—The late Jonathan Larson's rock opera,
inspired by Puccini’s "“La Bohéme” and set
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 taken the audi-
ence 1o places the musical never ventures
these days. (2/19/96) (Nederlander, 208 W,
41st St. 921-8000.)

SevEN Guitars—August Wilson's exciting new
play, which flashes back to the final days of
a Pittsburgh blues singer (Keith David),
sends us 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
Richards is the director. (4/15/96) (Walter
Kerr, 219 W_ 48th St. 239-6200.)

SisTer Mary lenaTius Exprains 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 antihero has become a
televangelist. Directed by David Saint.
(Circle in the Square, 50th St. west of Broad-
way. 239-6200. Closes June 23))

THree 1N THE Back, Two N THE Heap—The title
promises a lot more action than Canadian
playwright Jason Sherman’s thriller delivers.
Most of it takes place in a series of flashbacks
set in a C.IA. office, where an agency official
(Byron 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 thriller make, and
the talented actors have little to do other than
grapple with some morality-of-power issues
and chew the scenery on the few occasions that
sherman's predictable script gives them the
chance, (MCC, 120 W. 28th St. 727-7765.
Closes June 22 )

YaLLer Sone—The South African playwright Athol
Fugard's latest drama, about the effects of
political change in his homeland, has returned
to Manhattan Theatre Club. With LisaGay
Hamilton and Marius Weyers., (City Center,
131 W. 55th St. 581-1212. Closes June 30))

Vircins anp OtHER MYTHs—Colin Martin's one-
man show—a sort of ‘‘This Gay Boy's Life."
(Atlantic, 336 W, 20th St. 239-6200.)

We'LL Meer Asain—A limited engagement of Vieki
Stuart’s one-woman musical memoir about her
childhood in England during the Second World
War. Presented by the York Theatre Com-

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

LONG RUNS

BEAUTY aAND THE BEaST: Palace, Broadway at
47th St. 307-4100. . . . BLUE MAN GROUP/TUBES:
Astor Place Theatre, 434 Lafayette St. 254-
4370, ... cats: Winter Garden, Broadway
at 50th 5t. 239-6200. . . . THE FANTASTICKS: Sul-
livan Street Playhouse, 181 Sullivan 5t., 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. ... ereasel: Eu-
gene O'Neill, 230 W. 49th St. 239-6200. . ..
HOW TO SUCCEED IH BUSINESS WITHOUT REALLY
teving: Richard Rodgers, 226 W. 46th St.
307-4100. . .. masTer cLass: Golden, 252 W
45th St. 239-6200. . . . Les misErasLEs: Impe-
rial, 249 W. 45th 5t. 239-6200.... miss
salgoN: Broadway Theatre, Broadway at 53rd
St. 239-6200. ... wmrs. kLEiN: Lucille Lortel,
121 Christopher St. 239-6200. (Closes June
29.) . .. MOON oveR BUFFALO: Martin Beck, 302
W. 45th St 239-6200.... PERFECT CRIME:
Duffy, 1553 Broadway, at 46th St. 695-
3401, ... THE PHANTOM OF THE opEra: Majestic,
245 W. 441th St. 239-6200. . .. rROB BECKER'S
DEFENDING THE caveEman: Helen Hayes, 240
W. 44th St. 307-4100.... SHOW BOAT:
Gershwin, 51st St. west of Broadway. 307-
4100, ... sMokey JoE's cafFé: Virginia, 245
W. 52nd St. 239-6200. . . . stomp: Orpheum,
126 Second Awve., at St. Marks Pl. 477-
2477. ...sunser BouLevarp: Minskoff, 45th
St. west of Broadway, 307-4007. . .. Tony W'
TiNa's wepping: St. John's Church, 81 Chris-
topher St. 279-4200.... vICTOR/YICTORIA:
Marquis, Broadway at 45th St. 307-4100.

Kevin O’Day rebearsing “Badchonim” with N.Y.C.B.

DANCE

Mew York City Baiwter—''Hey there, short
neck!”” the long-necked dancer Albert Evans
calls when the 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. standout can 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 chamber piece (*‘Overture on Hebrew
Themes'")y that Prokofiev sketched out in a
single afternoon in 1919, premiéres June 6.
His last work for the company, ‘‘Dvofak
Bagatelles,"” showed a healthy respect for
the divertissement tradition—he has called
it his *“pink piece.”” But with the new
work, (Day returns to the loose-hipped

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

AmericaN BaLter THeatre— June 5 at 2 and 8

and June 6 at 8 “La Bayvadére." ... ¥ June
7 at & “Apollo,” “Stepping Stones,” and “‘A
Brahms Symphony."' . . . €@ June B at 2: "“The
Leaves Are Fading,”" ‘'‘Apolle,”” and A

Brahms Symphony.”” . . . 9@ June 8 at 8; ‘‘Bal-
let Imperial ' *“Tchaikovsky Pas de Deux,”
"“The Nutcracker Pas de Deux,” ""Rose Ada-
gio,”" and ‘“The Sleeping Beauty, Act II1."" | . .
q June 10 at & “The Leaves Are Fading,”
“Stepping Stones,” and “A Brahms Sym-
phony."” ... 9 June 11 at 8: “‘Apolle,”” '‘Step-
ping Stones,' and *‘The Sleeping Beauty,
Act III" (Metropolitan Opera House. 362-
6000. Through June 22))

Lines ConTEMPORARY BaLLET—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 5t. 242-0800. June 4-7 at
8, June B at 2 and 8, and June
9 at 2 and 7:30.)
PerksDanceMusicTHEaTRE—With
its string of quick-hitting num-
bers (a woman moving to the
sound of her heartbeat, playing
the light of a candle against her
skin, or floating over a stage of
blue fabric), the dance card for
choreographer Rebecca Stenn's
current engagement reads like a
Brian Wilson song list: catchy,
satisfying, deceptively simple.
The live music, performed by
Nico Abondolo and a 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
s0 on). A bona-fide dance con-
cert. (La Mama, 74A E. 4th 5t
475-7710. June 6-8 at 7:30 and
June 9 at 3 and 7:30.)

SiLvia Martiis Soro Dance—The
onetime Mark Morris dancer, in
works by Molissa Fenley, Tere
O'Connor, and Doris Humphrey,
among others. (Dance Theatre
Workshop, 219 W_ 19th St. 924-
0077. June 5-8 at 8.)

BarLetHnic Dance Company—In
1989, emerging choreographers Waverly
and Nena Gilreath Lucas, then with the
Dance Theatre of Harlem, left New York
for Atlanta, partly to make ballets about
Africans (“We couldn't sit around and
wail for someone else to do it,"”" 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 brought five 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 5t 650-7100.
June 8 at 7:30 and June 9 at 3.)

LYMIMN PAULEY



NIGHT LIFE

CONCERTS

"Hart & Hammerstein CenTenniaL, PLus Owe"—A
free concert devoted o the work of Lorenz
and Oscar, featuring Mary Cleere Haran
(see Rainbow & Stars), and Broadway per-
tormers Jason Graae and Ron Raines. (Castle
Clinton National Monument, Battery Park
June 5 at 6:30.)

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

ONLY CONNECT

Web Sightings

Seinn Wese (huip://spinn thoughtport.com/
spinnwebe)—A window on the weird, Spinn
Webe shows you the regions of the World
Wide Web that your mother warned you
about, From its murky heme page Lo ils
popular “'Dysfunctional Family Circus,”
where Bil Keane's wholesome cartoons get
recaplioned by aspiring satirists, 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-
gestions for “‘Pelly Vengeances' (*'Lry rais-
ing vour arms along with the actors’”). Other
found annoyances include '‘Those Pesky
Apostrophe’s,”” a collection of “incorrect apos-
trophes by people who should know better,"”
and its 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 Weh. . .. When
asked a question, it searches the Web 1o
find the answer.”" A test query, “Who's on
first?,"" brough! up, within minutes, a series
of links to educational linguistics and gram-
mar sites. ““The answers lie within the dis-
covered tex(,” warns Lhe 9-Ball, “and mustL
be interpreted by one who is clear of mind.”’
(What’s on second?) The “Spinn Webe
Awards” go to Galcik’s choice of sites under
the headings Creative, Odd, and Twisted.
What's twisted in this context? Yossie's
Handcuff Collection; The Little Engine That
Tried—and Failed; The Exploding Heads
Page. Mama told you not to come.

Hassanw Hakmoun awp FriEnDs

son, Lake, and Palmer being its primary
exponents, the thrill of juxtaposing screechy
guitars and strangled synthesizers with bil-
lowing capes and medieval iconography
wasn't lost on the Yanks Of these two
American prog-rock leviathans, Styx was
arguably the better, if only for its cheery
castrato harmonies and its groundbreaking
forays into the so-called power ballad (the
most egregious example is ““Babe’). Kansas
had more hair and a wviolin player, but,
following Lthe 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
from echscurity by Quentin Taranuno: Dale's
blistering guitar work helped turn 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
genre as “‘Miserlou” and “Let's Go Trippin' ™
(though the high point of his career was
probably his appearance with Frankie and
Annette in “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
days, Dale has his “Pulp’ cachet, a new
wite, and a new record deal. Surf's up,
(Westbeth Theatre Center, 151 Bank SL
741-0391. June 5 al 8.)

Hakmoun hails
from Morocco, but he's been living in New
York for the past few years, and the experi-
ence has enriched his music in unusual
ways—at times he sounds more like Brook-
Iyn than Marrakech. Expeel a huge churn-
ing sound: North African rhythms, Western
melodies, raga, and his soaring, otherworldly
voice, (Town Hall, 123 W. 43rd 5L, 840-
2824, June 7 at B.)

Bos Secer—Seger has been singing about the

blue-collar life (and the Vietnam War, among
other unpopular lopics) since the late six-
ties. Although his latest album, “It’s a Mys-
tery,”” hasn't vielded any hits, his working-
man material still resonates for some folks,
and in concert he remains the lionhearted
warrior he's always been for them. (Jones
Beach Theatre, 1-516 221-1000. June 8 at 8))

Dave MattHEws Bano—Ewven before their multi-

platinum debut, this Charlottesville quin-
tet—imagine Peter Gabriel crossed with
Hootie and the Blowhsh—had become the
pride of our nation’s undergraduates, Now,
as the band’s new release, *'Crash,"" dodges
the sophomore jinx, the kids don't seem to
mind that their humble heroes have become
full-fledged rock stars. They still pack every
show, sing along with every song, and pur-
chase Dave screen savers for their laptops.
And, like the band they worship, they still
ignore everything the Alternative Nation
says is cool. With Ben Harper, who inter-
prets soul for the Birkenstock set. (Jones
Beach Theatre, June 9 at 8.)

Berry BuckLey—Broadway's current incarnation

of Norma Desmond leaves the cavernous
stage of ‘'Sunset Boulevard' for one night
at this audiophile’s paradise. (Carnegie Hall.
247-7800. June 10 at 8))

JAZZ AND STANDARDS

(A highly arbitrary listing, in which boldface
type indicates some of the more notable per-
Sormers in town. Musicians and night-club
proprietors live complicated [ives; it is advis-
able to call ahead to confirm engagements.)

Arconguin Hoter, 59 W. 44th St. (840-6800)—

Vocalist susaNMaH mc corkte, here through
late June, should feel at home in this up-
scale aerie: both she and the hotel know
how te be sophisticatled withoul making a
big deal about it. Literate and knowledge-
able about the history of her art, she takes
her audience on a jazz-inflected stroll
through the past seventy years of American
popular song, stopping this time to breathe
in the rarefied atmosphere of Cole Porter,
Dining.

Brue Note, 131 W. 3rd St., near Sixth Ave.

(475-8592)—A double bill featuring the LarrY
CORYELL qquartel and the MARK WHITFIELD quar-
tet has the stage from June 11. It's funny to
think of the perennially youthful Coryell as
an older-generation jazz guitarist, bul next
to the twentysomething Whitheld, he most
certainly is. No matter how far he strays,
Coryell's rools keep him honest; Whitfield is
still learning that what he doesn’t play can
be a jazzman’s best friend. Dining.

BraoiLer's, 70 University Pl., at 11th St. (228-

6440)—Through June 8 Back in the late
fifties, a trio comprised of pianist MIKE
LE DONME, bassisl PETER wasHINGTONM, and drum-
mer Lows Haves would have been able 1o
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Hawud YER
wheesht.

In 1690, the Great ALLAN MACALLAN,
using only BAGPIPES, drove all
the wolves from SCOTLAND
(delighting the HIGHLAND sheep).
To silence Great Allan's
(endless) screechin’ on the pipes,
keen son ALLAN — hero in 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 quiet tradition
for more than 300 years.)

Harpy Father’s DAy.

THE MACALLAN.

The Single Malt Scotch.

To join our small (but merry)
band of malt sippers,
please call

1-800-428-9810.
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* At the crossroads

of fine dining,
art and fashion.

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

For rates or a brochure, please call
Luz Rodriguez at 1-800-9 SURREY.

SURREY HOTEL

A MANHATTAN EAst SurtE HOTEL
Get the better of New York.™

20 East 76th Street » New York. NY 10021
Fax: (212) 628-1549

NEW YORK C1TY BALLET

1996 Spring se;asun now through June 30th

Don’t miss classies by Balanchine. Robbans
and Marons as well as innovatve new works.

For ticket information call
(212) 870-5570

name their own price. Haves, a maniacally
swinging plaver who cut his teeth with
Cannonball Adderley, may be the enly one
of the three who can actually remember the
glory days, but his vounger bandmates are
so genuinely steeped in hard bop that he
should expect severe déja vu. Dining.

CartyLe Hotel, Madison Ave. at 76th 5t. (744-
1600)—Aiter twenty-nine vears at the Cafe
Carlyle, soesy sHorT is polished to such a
high gloss that he's almost blinding to be-
hold. Ewveryvthing he does is breathlessly
paced: tempos accelerate, notes ascend, hands
clap, teeth flash. His speech has the arcane
ring thal comes from travelling in glamor-
ous circles: *You're a knockout!”' “*“What an
audience!”” "“How chic!" ““Wow!' Just as
your attention begins to flag, he shifis gears
and does ten minutes of blues with cheeky
conviction. But all his mannerisms really
come into 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

Iripium, 44 W. 63rd St. (582-2121)—Through
June G: the cHARLES LLoYp quintet. Ewvery
hippie’s favorite tenor saxophonist has un-
fortunately failed to maintain the crossover
audience he cultivated during the sixties,
He's still guilty of some head-in-the-clouds
posturing, but when he comes down to earth
he can be entrancing. With pianist Michel
Petrucciani. Postmodern guitar god siLL FRISELL
drops by with a guartet on June 11. His
latest recording, ‘‘Quartet,”” is an atmo-
spheric chamber work so delicate that all
drums have been banished. Whether he can
re-create this mood in an uptown jazz room
1s anyone’s guess, bul 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.

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

Raineow & Stars, 30 Rockefeller Plaza (632-
5000)-—The preéminent interpreter of the
great American songbook, MARY CLEERE HARAN
(in through late June), is an artist of almost
supernatural poise. For this engagement she
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
turn into pocket essays (she may be the only
singer who can work Proust and Mel Brooks
into the same sentence). Closed Mondays

Sweetr Basi, 88 Seventh Ave. S, at Bleecker
St. (242-1785)—Through June 9: the sTeve
Turre sextet. Whether making his trombone
jump through hoops or extracting melodies
from his arsenal of tuned conch shells, Turre
15 a lusty improviser who's been a welcome
presence on the bandstand since his days
with Rahsaan Roland Kirk in the mid-
seventies, The BLUE NOTE ALL-5TARS take over
on June 11. Although their recenlt début
album, “'‘Blue Spirits,”” was a bit chilly, the
All-Stars are chockablock with talent: saxo-
phonists Javon Jackson and Greg Oshy,
trumpeter Tim Hagans, pianist Kevin Hays,
drummer Bill Stewart, and bassist Essiet
Essiet have dene such conspicuously ma-
ture work in the past two vears thal elec-
tricity seems inevitable, Dining.

Tavern on THE Green, Central Park W, at 67th
St (873-3200)—Through June 9; the iLLiNoIS
JacQuET big band. Now in his seventies, the
tenor saxophonist is a survivor whose career
high points include his famous solo on Lionel
Hampton's recording of “Flying Home"" and
his screeching, stomping tenor battles in
the fifties, as a 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,
easy to dance to and most notable for its
leader’s sumptuous sound. Dining.

Fez, 380 Laiaveite St

YiLLace Yanguarp, 178 Seventh Ave. S, at 11th

St. (255-4037)—roy HarGROVE (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 bil, The JamEs carTER quartet
gets the nod starting June 11. The vaneuaro
JAZZ orcHESTRA holds sway on Mondavs.

Visiones, 125 Macdougal St, at W. 3rd St

(673-5576)—wmose aLuisonN, who plays here
with a trio June B-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-
eved Mississippi charm lies the mind of a
killer), but he still finds the time 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.

Zinno, 126 W. 13th St. (924-5182)—Through

June B: piano, bass, and sax with Jumior
MAMNCE, CALYIN HILL, and JOE TEMPERLEY. Dining,

ROCK, ETC.

Borrom Ling, 15 W. 4th St , at Mercer St, (225-

6300)—]June 5: po piopLey. Those pounding
tom-toms, those sinewy maracas, that dis-
torted, fuse-blowing guitar. Call it hambone,
call it shave and a haircut, two bits, call it
anything you want—it’s still going to be the
Bo Diddley beat. And once it gets vou in its
clutches it's impossible Lo shake loose. June
fi. sHAROMN sHANNON. By mixing traditional
Irish folk with rock and reggae and wearing
leather jackets and hiking boots, this fleet-
fingered accordionist has made quite an
impression on the flourishing Celtic music
scene. Her latest collection of instrumental
gems is called “Out the Gap.'”” June 11: An
evening with veteran keyboardists aL xooper
and Jimmy wese. 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 through the sixties
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.”

Browmies, 169 Avenue A, at 10th St (420-8392)—

June 5: The keioy peaL so00. Freshly sprung
from rehab after a well-publicized heroin
bust, Kelly (twin sister of Eim from the
Breeders) has returned with a topneich col-
lection of unwieldy hooks called “Go to the
Sugar Altar.’" Pretty good for a musician
who was still a novice guitarist when she
quit her day job three vears ago. June 6:
XANAX 25, June 11: waALT MiINK.

Cricaco B.L.U.E.5., 73 Eighth Awve., at 13th

St. (924-9755)—Devoted to the music of
the Windy City. Bi6 TiME saArRAH lavs it down
June 5-6.

(333-7000)—]June 11:
Klezmer music can bring out the goofball in
some musicians: in the case of the kLEzMATICS,
it happens en masse. They inject left-of-
center mirth into an already mirthful mu-
sic, but they also have the chops to back up
their attitude, which is half downtown, half
shtetl, The Mineus eI Banp still packs them
in every Thursday, Dining

Irving PLaza, 17 Irving Pl., at 15th St (777-

6800)—June 5: aMEE mManM. 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
seminar on 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 released a terrific
new album, *I'm with Stupid,”” some of
which was previewed—believe it or nol—on
an excellent 1995 collection of music from
“Melrose Place.”" June 7: Luna. Led by Har-
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An installation by Pepon 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 derivative it's both dispos-
able and eternal. (The touchstone here is
the Velvet Underground—the band recently
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.

Maxwewr's, 1039 Washington St.,, Hoboken

(1-201 798-4064)—June 8: soNnY BURGESS and
the rosie rLores band. Although he’s been
eclipsed by some of his Sun Records
stablemates, Sonny's ‘“‘Higher' still turns
up on any respectable rockabilly compila-
tion. And the man—wafer-thin and well in
control of his Fender Telecaster—continues
to make the rounds when he's not tooling
around with the venerable Sun Studio band.
A pgreat opportunity to see a down-home
rockabilly hero up close. Flores has a voice
that, like Gram Parsons’, cracks in all the
right places. This mean, guitar-toting San
Antonio rose has long been the darling of
the Austin and L.A. country circuits. Her
eponymous 1987 début, which featured the
classic “‘God May Forgive You (But I
Won't),” was a keeper, and her followup,
“Once More with Feeling,”” is none too
shabby either. June 9 The KELLY DEAL 8000
swings by from Brownies.

Mercury Louwnee, 217 E. Houston St. (260-

4700)—June 5. Joan JeTT. She was just Af-
teen when she became a founding member
of LLA’'s all-female rock band the Eun-
aways in 1975 and it was her brutally
frank songs that made the group more
than just a gang of coquettes. That she and
Runaways lead guitarist Lita Ford became
solo stars in the eighties was one of rock’s
sweel success stories, And, as her 1994
album, ‘“Pure and Simple,”” demonstrates,
she's still one tough cookie. June 6 and
June & aLesawpro Escovepo. 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. His riveting 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,
strange trip since her delightful 1990 début,
“Surprise.”” In the intervening years, this
former Golden Palomines 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 wvoealists around,
and it's been too long since she played
New York.

Tramps, 51 W. 21st St. (727-7788)—June 5:

BELA FLECK AND THE FLECKTOMES. The first banjo
player to parlay virtuosity and matinée-idol
looks into a successiul 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
most part the band offers challenging, good-
natured instrumental music. The FUNKY METERS
(the adjective has been added for contractual
reasons) swing by on June 7. Now that 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-
bone of Crescent City soul sound. Their hits
define funk at its leanest and toughest.

WertLamps, 161 Hudson St. (966-4225)—€eL vez,

“the Mexican Elvis,” is your host on June 10.
Sefior Vez is far more than your run-of-the-
mill Elvis impersonator: he claims to be the
illegitimate man-child of the King and Charo.
He sings in Spanish and wears a layered
outfit that he slowly unpeels and tosses into
the audience. Viva Las Vegas, indeed.

ART

MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

Musgum MiLE FestivaL—The eighteenth annual open

house takes place on Tuesday, June 11, from 6
to 9 p.m. Fifth Avenue between 82nd and
104th Streets will be accessible to pedestrians
and street performers only, and eight muse-
ums along the way will admit visitors for free.

MEeTRoPOLITAN Museus, Fifth Ave. at 82nd St.—

After a painstaking ten-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-l'oeil Renaissance cham-
ber, with intricately inlaid wood panels that
give the illusion 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. . . . 9 “‘Genoa:
Drawings and Prints 1530-1800."" The spec-
tacular works of the Roman Baroque have
always stolen the spotlight from what was going
on in the sticks. This well-curated exhibition of
prints and drawings from the Republic of Genoa
turns up 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. . . . 9 Sixteenth- o 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....9 “Enamels of
Limoges.” Through June 16.... wote: 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 Friday and Saturday evenings until 8:45.)
Museum oF Mopern Art, 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....9“Picasso and
Portraiture: Representation
and Transformation’’ includes
a hundred and thirty paint-
mngs, and nearly as many
works on paper, depicting lov-
ers, wives, poets, arl dealers,
and children. Through Sept.
17. (See also Galleries—
Uptown.) . . . 9 "“Come Sun-
day: Photographs by Thomas
Roma."" Through June 18
(For the run of the Picasso
show, the museum’s hours
are Saturdays through Mon-
days, %30 to 6; Tuesdays,
11 to 6; and Thursdays and
Fridays, noon to 830. Timed-
entry tickets to Picasso are
available in the lobby and
through Ticketmaster, al
307-4545.)

GueeenHEIM Museum, Fifth Ave
at 89th St.—'‘Adrica: The Art
of a Conunent” includes
more than five hundred
sculptures, murals, ceremao-
nial objects, pieces of jew-
elry, and textiles, culled from
collections around the world.

plants and animals. ... 9 “Amber: Window
to the Past.” (Open daily, 10 to 5:45, and
Friday and Saturday evenings until 8:45.)

BrookLyn Museum, Eastern Parkway—'‘Converg-

ing Cultures:; Art & Identity in Spanish Ameri-
ca.”' An intelligently curated, wonderfully in-
triguing exhibition of Latin American art from
the sixteenth century through the 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 that artists 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.)
Asia Society, Park Ave. at 70th St.— “Worlds
Within Worlds.”” As long ago as the Sung
dynasty (960-1279), Chinese artists and

Starts June 7. . . . 9 “In/Sight:
African Photographers, 1940
to the Present.” The first
exhibition of this scope on 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 photographs from the eighties and
nineties by Oladélé Ajiboyé Bamgboyé, Mody
Sory Diallo, and Ike Udé. One section of the
show focusses on pictures published in Drum,
the influential magazine founded in South
Africa in 1951 and subsequently published in
Nigeria, Ghana, and Easl and Central Africa
as well. Through Sept. 22. (Open Sundays
thr-:}ugh Wednesdays, 10 to 6; Fridays and
Saturdays, 10 to 8.)

WhiTHEY Museum oF American Art, 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. . . . 9 “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.)
AmERICAN Museum oF NaturaL History, Central
Park W, at 79th St—Large-format black-
and-white and color photographs document-
ing a hundred endangered North American

“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-
days through Saturdays, 11 to 6, and Thurs-
day evenings until 8 Sundays, noon to 5.)

Frick CorLection, 1 E. 70th St.—'""Soane: Con-

noisseur & Collector,”” fifty architectural
drawings from Sir John Soane’'s Museum, in
London, including sheets by Piranesi, Wren,
William Chambers, Joseph Michael Gandy,
and Robert Adam. Through July 7. (Open daily,
except Mondays, 10 to 6; Sundays, 1 to 6.)

Morean 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
book illustrations 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
ornate, elegant bindings. Two smaller exhibits
complement the main show. “Morris’s Medi-
eval Manuscripts’’ comprises some of the 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 shows through Sept. 1.
(Open Tuesdays through Fridays, 10:30 to 5;
Saturdays, 10:30 to 6; Sundays, noon to 6.)

Museo peL Barmo, Fifth Awve. at 104th 5t —

Alicia D’Amico, Mario Cravo Neto, Luis Gon-
zalez Palma, and Flor Gardufio are among
the artists in ‘‘Image and Memory: Latin
American Photography, 1880-1992 "' Through
June 16. . . . 9 “The Catherwood Project’’ 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 Fouk Art, Columbus Ave. at

65th St.—"The Art of the Contemporary Doll”’
features examples in all sorts of mediums by
such artists as Jane Cather, Nancy Wiley,
Akira Blount, and Lawan Angelique. . . . 9 An-
tique and contemporary quilts from the
museum’s collection, representing all of the
major quilt-making traditions, are on view in
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 GiLLespie—What a weird, unsettling

vision this artist has. Naive art-historical
references, encompassing everything from
Arcimbolde to Keith Haring, run riot in
these new works; nothing seems to go lo-
gether. Gillespie has intensity, technical vir-
tuosity—everything but a 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. _ . . ¥ Selected
works by Gillespie, from 1971 to the present,
are at Kind, 136 Greene St, 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 a still-life
of a classical bust and a vase of 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 eve and a joy to the memories, in case
you have such well-bred memories.”” Through
June 7. (Kraushaar, 724 Fifth Ave., at 57th St )

“PaBLO Picasso: ACADEMIC AND AnTi-Acapemic (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. Spunish 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 three roosters. Through June 15. (Yoshii, 20
W, 57th St....wote: Gagosian, 980 Madison
Ave., at 76th St., has Picasso oil portraits from
1920 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 the artist by David Douglas Duncan.
Through June 30. . . . A selection of the artist’s
ceramics is at Hammer, 33 W. 57th St., through
July 14. Open Mondays.)

Grour SHow—Paintings and collages from the

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

SHorT LisT—avicoor arkHa, Marlborough, 40 W.

57th St. Open Mondays; through June
15....José Bepla, Adams, 50 W. 57th 5L
Through June 7....ross BLECKNER, Boone, 745
Fifth Ave., at 57th St. Through June 29. . . . JoHn
CHAMBERLAIN and ELzaBeTH murray, Pace Wilden-
stein, 32 E. 57th St Both shows through June
8. _..sanDro cHia and mALCOLM MORLEY, Janis,
110 W. 57th St. Both shows through June
8. . . . roeerT GoopnoucH, De Nagy, 41 W, 57th
St. Through June 15....pavio Hockney, Rob-

SERGIC RUZZIER
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ert Miller and Emmerich, 41 E. 57th 5t
Both shows through June 15, ... PER KIRKEBY,
Werner, 21 E. 67th 5t. Open Mondays; through
June 28, ., . wirrepo Lam, Galerie Lelong, 20 W,
57th St, Through June 15. . . . GEORGE MACIUNAS,
Ubu, 16 E. 78th St Through June 22, | | | maTTA,
Martin, 23 E 73rd St. Through June 15, . . .
HancY o'connor, Sculpture Center, 167 E. 60th
St Through June 7. . . . pamieL spoErRl, Zabriskie,
41 E. 57th St. Through June 15. . . . ANNE TRUITT,
Emrnerich, 41 E. 57th St Through June 21.

GALLERIES—DOWNTOWN

CarroLL DunHam—Ectoplasmic tenement build-
ings with Donald Duck lips and phallic knobs
copulate and make war (is there a differencer)
with one another. The painter's bizarre, cartoon-
ish work is often compared to children’s art, but
this new exhibition of big bad doodles seems
rather to be the work of 2 madman, Amusing,
disturbing, and wallopingly authentic. Through
June 22 (Nolan/Eckman, 560 Broadway.)

Jutio GaLtAn—New paintings, some incorporat-
ing mixed-medium elements, by the well-known

Mexican eccentric; 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, 530 W. 22nd St
Open Wednesdays through Sundays, 11 1o 6.)

Damien HirstT—' ‘No Sense of Absolute Corrup-

tion,”" a bravura sideshow by the baddest of
British bad-boy artists. In addition to some of
his signature animal carcasses floating in 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 an artist have to go to

Yavol Kusama—

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

Toea Kuepoori—Spectacularly fussy architec-

tural drawings executed on huge sheets of
paper coaiedg 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 Greene St.

survey of paintings, collages,
and soft sculptures from the fifties and sixties
by a pioneering Japanese minimalist. Elegant
formalism (a famous square canvas covered
with airmail stickers) abuts earthy sensuality
(a chair upholstered in white canvas fingers
that undulate like the tentacles of a sea anem-
one). A series of paintings of “infinity nets’—
thousands of tiny overlapping circles—dem-
onstrates the artist’s interest in such painterly
questions as color and compesition without
compromising her cool credentials. Through
June 21, (Cooper, 155 Wooster St.)

Perdn Osormio— ‘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 on the 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

L’%:re is no more daunting target on the agenda of scientific ng
research than the replacement of fossil fuels with energy from the Transporhe
sun. If science triumphs, the use of inexhaustible, pollution-free
solar energy will someday bring on an era of unprecedented health
and prosperity. The world’s decision makers often relegate solar

the S\

State Penitentiary, in New Jersey, 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)

Roeert Ryman—The maximal minimalist has
discovered design and (are you sitting down?)

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
tower facilities — 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

1",

“solar energy pipeline”; producing hydrogen from water for
use as a clean fuel; laser light produced by solar power instead

of electricity; solar-heat gas turbines generating electric ”
power. ® Albert Sabin once observed that the development
humanity more than any
vaccine. Solar research merits support wherever i
sunshine inspires scientific imagination and skill.
The Weizmann Institute, 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,

of solar energy will benefit

neurosciences and children’s diseases
to chemistry, physics, agriculture,
computer science and the IS

environment. % %%
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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-
tionally well mounted, with soaring interior
architecture, designed by the artist, which
gives every painting its own wall. And these
works deserve special treatment; looking at
Ryman takes time, but the longer you lin-
ger the more intensely they glow., Through
June 21 (Pace Wildenstein, 142 Greene St.)

THomas TroscH—""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 gaudy colors and
heavy impastos somewhat reminiscent of the
gushy de Kooning of the sixties—but, whereas
de Kooning adhered to a liquescent, seem-
ingly organic painterly dribble, Trosch, as if
Lo heighten the artifice 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 very rich dish. Through
June 30, (Fredericks, 504 W, 22nd St. Open
Wednesdays through Sundays, 11 to 6.)

RacHeL WHITEREAD—Since she won Britain's pres-

tigious Turner Prize, 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 continues filling 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 real objects that were
pressed up against them. Through June 18.
(Luhring Augustine, 130 Prince St.)

SHort Lis—om awmoe, Boesky & Callery, 51 Greene

St. Through June 8, . | . MicHAEL asHkin, Keenan,
494 Broadway, Through June 8. ... sQueak
carnwaTH, Beitzel, 102 Prince St. Through June
15, . .. merLIN carpenTer, Petzel, 26 Wooster St.
Through June 29. ... karen carson, Maymes,
225 Lafayette St. Through June.29. . . . cHeN
zHeN, Deitch Projects, 76 Grand g‘»’t Through
June B, ... wiLem pE kooming, Marks, 522 W,
22nd St. Open Thursdays through Sundays,
noon to 6. Through June 30. . . . pavip DEUTSCH,
Gorney, 100 Greene St. Through June
22, . . . SPELMAN EVANS DOWNER, Arstarl, 568 Broad-
way. Through June 28. . . . Lucy sunning, Greene
Naftali, 526 W, 26th 5t. Open- Wednesdays
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through Saturdays, 10 to 6; Sundays, noon to 6;
through June 15. . powalp Juop, Inglett, 100
Wooster St. Through June 29. . | . CHARLES LONG,
Bonakdar, 130 Prince St. Through June
29. . . . 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

Barara Kasten—Cyanotypes, Polaroids, and

regular Cibachrome prints depicting ancient
ruins, artifacts, and fossils. Greek lanagra
figurines are rendered nearly abstract in daz-
zling, stainlike fuschias, indigos, and tanger-
ines. Photograms of amphorae from the Mu-
seum of Underwater Archeology, in Bodrum,
Turkey, seem to float in a sea of brushed-on
cyan. It takes a little time for this artful
treatment of science and history to register,
but when it does, it's intoxicating. Through
June 15. (Richardson, 560 Broadway.)

Danny Lyon—"Letter from Chiapas,” a small

sampling of black-and-white prints and color
montages made during three trips to that
Mexican state last vear: subdued images,
mainly of Mayan women and children in
the markets of San Cristobal de las Casas
and the Zapatista villages of L.a Realidad
and Zocalo, in the photographer's typical
mode of personal and eloguent reportage.
Through June 29. (Lowinsky, 578 Broadway.)

Joser Supexk (1896-1976)—The Czech photog-

rapher experimented with pigment printing
in the forties and fifties, and the slower
process made his poetic, 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 evenings until 8.)

"PauL Hivmer anp THE BropoviteH CircLe"—Him-

mel worked for Harper’s Bazaar, Vogue, Fortune,
and several other magazines from the forties
through the sixties; his photographs exempli-
fied the kind of movement demanded by Alexey
Brodovitch, the renowned art director of Ba-
zagar. This show, which concentrates on his
noncommercial work, includes many pictures
by other leading lights, such as Robert Frank,
Louis Faurer, Lisette Model, Bruce Davidson,
Irving Penn, Lillian Bassman, Richard Ave-
don, Martin Munkacsi, 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. . . . asery cHong, Throckmor-
ton, 153 E, 61st St. Through July 20....
CLEGG & GUTTMANN, American Fine Arts, 22
Wooster St. Through June B. . . . BRUCE CRATSLEY,
A Different Light Bookstore, 151 W. 19th St.
Open daily, 10 to midnight; through July
30, ... wawker evans and JnN mine, Laurence
Miller, 138 Spring St. Both shows through
June 29, ... GerarD FiEReT, Mann, 42 E. 76th
St. Through June 29. . . . raLPH GiBsoN, Castelli,
420 West Broadway. Through July 26. . . . em-
MET Gowln and plana micHener, Pace Wildenstein
MacGill, 32 E. 57th St. Both shows through
June 29. .. .Jan croover, Borden, 560 Broad-
way. Through June 22. ... HELMAR LERSKI, Gal-
lery 292, 120 Wooster St. Through June
22, ... wersert LIsT, Robert Miller, 41 E. 57th
St. Through June 15....INGE MORATH, Leica,
670 Broadway. Opens Saturdays at noor;
through June 12....rreperic oHriNGER, Houk
Friedman, 851 Madison Ave., at 70th St.
Through July 12. . . . sesasTiano PiRas, Helman,
20 W. 57th St. Through July 14.

(See the museum listings for photography ex-
hibitions at the Metropolitan Museum, the
Museum of ModernArt, the Guggenheim Mu-
seum, the American Museum of Natural His-
tory, and El Museo del Barrio,)

"Deap Ewp Avemue"—Final

FroriLEgium CHameer CHoOR—

American FestivaL oF Micro-

CLASSICAL MUSIC

OPERA

MeTropoLiTan Opera—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
conducts, (North Meadow, Central Park,
near Fifth Ave. and 102nd 5t. June 11 at 8.)

Fuying Horse Homnan Opera Troure—With the

Chinese-opera diva Wang Hai-ling, in "“Tang
Po-hu Courts Chiu Hsiang." (Taipei The-
atre, 1221 Sixth Ave., at 48th St 373-1850.
June 7-8 at 7:30 and June 8-9 at 2.)

Opéra Francais oe New York—The troupe presents

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 soprano Amy Bur-
ton and baritone Brett
Polegato. Also on the bill
is a shorter, non-operatic
work, Poulenc’s dramatic
monologue “‘La Dame de
Monte Carlo.”” (Alice
Tully Hall. 875-5050.
June 11 at 8.)

performances of a music-
theatre work by William
Schimmel and Miclki Good-
man, who describe it as
“‘an ontological journey with
the accordion as center-
piece.”” (Anahid Sofian Stu-
dio, 20 W. 15th St. June 8-9
at 8. For information about
tickets, call 876-0827.)

ORCHESTRAS AND
CHORUSES

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 at 8. Tickets
at the door.)

TOoMAL Music ORCHESTRA—
For fifteen 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 never finished it. A
version by the composer Larry Austin, who
doctored what was there with a fair amount of
new material, was unveiled in Cincinnati two
years ago and recorded on the Centaur label,
Now Mr. Reinhard, a bassoonist who is 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 needed solving ) Next season, he'll lead
the piece in Paris and Moscow, but New
York gets the honor of the premiere. (Alice
Tully Hall. 875-5050. June 6 at 8.)

Ciry IsLanp Barogue EnsemeLe—The Sunday concert

series at this way-uptown bed-and-breakfast
celebrates its third anniversary with performances
of concertos by Corelli, Bach, and Vivaldi. Harpsi-
chordist Ilan Rechtman and 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 al noon )

MEeTrOPOLITAN Greex CHoraLe—In a program that

includes motets by Schiitz and Hans Leo
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Hassler, Handel's ‘‘Utrecht Jubilate,” and works
by fAve Greek composers. (Merkin Concert
Hall, 129 W. 67th St 501-3330. June 9 at 3.)
Rotreneere CHorale—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 Inplan Jews—A series of perfor-
mances and lectures devoted to Asian music
and dance turns its 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 § at 3. No tickets necessary.)

Lincoln Center marks the sax's hundred and fiftieth birthday.

Morpecal SHEHorI—The pianist performs works
by Rameau, Beethoven, Chopin, and Liszt.
(Merkin Concert Hall, 120 W. 67th St. 501-
3330. June 5 at 8.)

SaxoeHonE Browour—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 and attached his name to. In
%oraeral, the saxophone has been treated as the

ney Dangerfield of the classical world, a
reputation not exactly enhanced by certain Presi-
dential performances of recent memory. The
New York Public Library honors the saxo-
phone’s sesquicentennial with a week of recitals
and lectures designed to delve into the
instrument’s classical, popular, and jazz lega-
cies. June 6: A lecture on the saxophone

tent. . .. 9 June 7: Works for alto saxophone

: Polish and Belgian composers, played by

zariusz Gadzina. ... ¥ June 8 Ensemble
works performed by the Trondheim Saxofon-
kvartett, a Norwegian group .... 9 June 10
Contemporary American works, featuring saxo-
phonist John Sampen. (Bruno Walter Audito-
rium, New York Public Library for the Per-
forming Arts, Lincoln Center. All events are at
3. No tickets necessary. Through June 15)

Barcemusic—For the summer, New York’s only
Aoating concert hall is adding Friday-night
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performances to its lineup. June 6 at 7:3(:

Mendelssohn's D-Minor Piano Trio, Barber's

Cello Sonata, and Franck’s Piano Quin-

tet. . . . ¥ June 7 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

EIIIE}'EV;S G-Minor Piano Quintet, (Fulton Ferry
Landing, Brooklyn. 1-718 624-4061 )

Avako YosHioa—Violinist, playing sonatas by
Beethoven (No. 9, in A Major, the “Kreul-
zer'"), Bartok qf\odr 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 YioLs anND THE PriSM SAXOPHOME
Quarter—Now, there are some strange bedfellows,
But who knows? The contrast—the introverted
tones of a viol consort (playing seventeenth-
century Enilish fantasias and modern works by
Daniel Pinkham and Will Ayton) and the ex-
troverted sounds of a saxophoursome (in works
by Glazunov and Richard Rodney Bennett)—
could turn out to be provocative. And when else
will you get to hear ensembles this disparate
playing together—as the two ps will be doi
in Venetian polychoral worE:DEy Gabrieli an
Cesario Gussago and in a new work written for
this concert by David Loeby (Christ and St Ste-
%ht:n's Church, 120 W. 69th St. June 6 at 8.

or information about tickets, call 580-9787.)

MNew 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. 1, Ne. 2). (St. John's-
in-the-Village, West 11th St. at Waverly Pl.
June 9 at 4, For information about tickets,
call 866-3459,)

Juniper EnsemeLe—An oddly constituted cham-
ber group—violin, cello, recorder, and three

uitars—performs music by Mauro Giuliani,

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

Piamo Trios—Violinist Colin Jacobson, cellist
Edward Arron, and pianist Avner Arad per-
form trios by Mozart (in C Major, K. 548)
and Schubert (in E-Flat Major). (Hotel Wales,
Madison Ave. at 92nd St. June 9 at 6 and 8.
No tickets necessary.)

Steven Copes—The violinist is assisted by pia-
nist Ilan Rechtman in Beethoven's Violin
Sonata No. 9 and lighter works by Kreisler,
g ansfield Hotel, 12 W, 44th St. June 10 at

. No tickets necessary.)

OUT OF TOWN

Care May Music Festivar—The annual spring
festival, now at its midpoint, runs through
June 30. June 6: Stephen Rogers Radcliffe
conducts the Cape May Festival 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
New York Chamber Ensemble plays Stra-
vinsky's “L'Histoire du Soldat,’” as well as
works by Frangais and Weber. (Evenings at
8, at various venues in Cape May, New
Jersey. For information, call 1-800 275-4278.)

Music Mountain—Opening concerts of the 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 the first to arrive this season is
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
“Verklirte Nacht” (with colleagues assisting).
(Falls Village, Connecticut. For information,
call 1-203 824-7126.)

ABOVE AND BEYOND

Lone SHors 1N Sitks—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 was the site of the first-ever traffic
jam; an equestrian bottleneck could occur
at the finish line this year. Who will be the
sprat among the 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 enjoyved his oats the most
at breakfast. (Belmont Park. 1-516 488-
6000 or 1-718 641-4700., NYCE machines
on the premises.)

THe Buick Crassic—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 won again. This week
he's hoping to surpass the two other repeat
winners, Jack Nicklaus and Seve Ballesteros,
with a third title. Though he brings a new
and effective putting style to the hard, fast
greens, Singh tends to distance himself from
the competition mainly with his gambles on

the tee shot. 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 game plan just to hit
fairways,’’ the sweel-swinging Fijian explains,
“I stay aggressive off the tee.'" (Harrison,
New York. For more information, call 1-800
765-4742. June 6-9.)

Does & Doe Have Bupona Marure?—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 heard that you have per-
sonally seen 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 Remew at
645-1143.)

Ou, Roe!—A Brooklyn native who has been

more closely identified 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. Citizens of
the unknowable borough will celebrate their
new monarch and her court (Harvey Keitel,
David Benzali, Max Roach, Cousin Brucie
Morrow) with an outpouring of readings
and feasting. (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.)

AutosioGrapHIES—]une § at 7:30; Barbara Griz-

zuti Harrison reads from “‘An Accidental
Autobiography.” (Barnes & Noble, Sixth Ave.
at 22nd St. No tickets necessary.)...
9 June 6 at 7:30: Jamaica Kincaid reads
from her latest novel, ““The Autobiogra-
phy of My Mother.'" (Lafayette Avenue Pres-
byterian Church, 85 S. Oxford St., Brooklyn.
For more information, call 1-718 243-0424.
No tickets necessary.)...% June 10 at 7:
Judy Nelson reads from “*Choices: My Jour-
ney After Leaving My Husband for Mar-
tina and a Lesbian Life.” (A Different
Light Bookstore, 151 W. 19th St. No tickets

Necessary.,)

Tatks—June 6 at 6: Folk-art historian Drunell

Levinson addresses contemporary doll-making
and the art of Jeanelle Myers. (Museum of
American Folk Art, Columbus Ave. at 65th
S5t. No charge bevond museum admis-
sion.) . . . 9 June 10 at 8: Anna Deavere Smith
talks with Jessye Norman about the diva's
career. (92nd Street Y, Lexington Ave. at
92nd St. 996-1100)

i

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

GARY PANTER
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THE MOVIES

FILMS OPENING THIS WEEK

Brusi—Li Shaohong’s
drama, set in post-
Eevolutionary China, tells
the story of a triangle in-
volving a former pros-
titute (Wang Ji), her
wealthy young client
(Wang Zhiwen), and her
best friend (He Saifei).
Adapted by the director
and Ni Zhen from a novel
by Su Tong. In Canto-
nese. Opening June 7.
(Quad Cinema.)
DesoLamion AnGeLs—Writer-
director Tim MecCann's
drama about a young
New Yorker (Michael
Rodrick) who becomes
unhinged when he learns
that his girliriend (Jen-
nifer Thomas) has been
raped by a [riend of his
(Peter Bassett). Opening
June 7. (Quad Cinema.)
Heavy—The story of an
overweight pizza chef
(Pruitt Taylor Vince) who
falls in love with his new
waitress (Liv Tyler). With
Shelley Winters and
Deborah Harry. Written
and directed by James
Mangold, Opening June 5.
(Film Forum.)

Kaspar Hauser—A new
take en the mystery of
the nineteenth-century
wild child (here played
by André Eisermann),
which links his early im-
prisonment and ultimate
assassination to German
political rivalries. Writ-
ten and directed by Pe-
ter Sehr. In German.
Opening June 7. (Cin-
ema Village.)

TrHe PHanTOM—Billy Zane
15 cast as the comic-strip
hero in Simon Wincer's
action adventure, With Treat Williams, Kristy
Swanson, and Patrick McGoohan. Written
by Jefirey Boam. Opening June 7. (Art Green-
wich Twin, Astor Plaza, B6th Street East Twin,
First & 62nd Cinemas, Lincoln Square, 19th
Street East 6, and 34th Street Showplace.)
THe Rock—A thriller about terrorists on Alca-
traz, featuring Sean Connery, Nicolas Cage,
and Ed Harris, Directed by Michael Bay.
Screenplay by David Weisberg, Douglas
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, and Vil-
lage East Cinemas.)

CURRENT FILMS

(The signed notes are by Bruce Diones, Sarah
Kerr, Anthony Lane, and Terrence Rafferty.
If a movie has been reviewed in The Current
Cinema, the date of its review is grven. Theatre
information is listed on page 28.)

The ArmivaL—Charlie Sheen stars as a NASA
astronomer caught between a government
conspiracy and 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. . . . 9 Astor Plaza; through
June 6.)

Tue Birocage—Mike Nichols's remake of “‘La
Cage aux Folles' (1978) largely contents it-
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
making this movie feel a little, as the French
might say, de trop. Although Robin Wil-
liams and Nathan Lane, as the bickering
middle-aged lovers originally played by Ugo
Tognazzi and Michel Serrault, are skillful,
the script doesn’t give them much vpportu-
nity to distinguish themselves from their
memorable predecessors. Oddly, the funni-
est performer here 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.)

Cowp Cowmrort Farm—John Schiesinger's ec-

centric rural comedy is based on a 1932
novel by Stella Gibbons. The bright, sophis-
ticated young heroine, Flora Poste (Kate
Beckinsale), goes to live with obscure rela-
tives in Sussex, and, appalled by their igno-
rance and their dour inertia, sets out to
change their 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 Ian
McEellen—attempt to dazzle her, and us,
with their virtuosity. Schlesinger, working
from a script by Malcolm Bradbury, main-
tains a steady rhythm and a light, cheerful
mood.—T R, (5/13/96) (Lincoln Square and
Village Theatre VII.)

DraconHeEarRT—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 Cohern. Screen-
play by Charles Edward Pogue, (Chelsea
Cinemas, First & 62nd Cinemas, Lincoln
Square, Park & 86th Street Cinemas, 34th
St. East, Waverly, and Ziegfeld.)

Epoie—A comedy directed by Steve 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 VI, and Village East Cinemas,)

Fareo—Everybody in Joel and Ethan Coen's

movie talks with painful slowness, as if the icy
Minnesota air were freezing their chops; the
resulting mood is 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 wiolence.
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Frances McDormand has a high old time as
the police chief of the town of Brainerd; decent
and unhurried (her character is seven months
pregnant), she brings order to the weirdness
and warms it up—A.L. (3/25/96) (Art Green-
wich Twin, First & 62nd Cinemas, Lincoln
Square, and 19th Street East 6.)

Fueper—FElijah Wood joins Paul Hogan and
that dolphin in a family film directed by Alan
Shapiro. With Isaac Hayes. (Art Greenwich
Twin, First & 62nd Cinemas, Murray Hill
Cinemas, National Twin, Olympia, Orpheum
V1L, Regency, and 23rd St. West Triplex.)

Fuirting with Disaster—David O. Russell's farci-
cal road movie sets a thirtyvish New Yorker
(Ben Stiller), 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 Tomlin as the bio-
logical ones (devious ex-hippies)—the picture
remains as confused as its hero; unlike him, it
never dees find its identity. —T.R. (4/15/96)
(Lincoln Plaza Cinemas, 68th St. Playhouse,
and Village East Cinemas. . . . 9 86th Sireet
East Twin; through June 6.)

THe Horseman oN THE Roor—Jean-Paul Rappe-

neau’s adaptation of Jean Giono's 1951 novel,
about a cholera epidemic in nineteenth-
century Provence. With Juliette Binoche and
Olivier Martinez. In French. (Reviewed this
week in The Current Cinema.) (Paris.)
| SHot Anpy WarnoL—The story of Valerie Sola-
nas (Lili Taylor), the deranged woman who,
in 1968, ambushed Warhol at the Factory and
nearly killed him. 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 monotonous performance deesn’t do much
lo 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. . . . 9 Sutton; through June 6.)

Jame Eyre—Franco Zeffirelli's adaptation of

Charlotte Bronté’s novel is more sedate than
you might expect. The reason to see it is
Charlotte Gainsbourg, who plays Jane with
just the right combination of ethereality
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-

| B e _-“T-_"i

Opening June 5 at Film Forum, Liv Tler
and Pruitt Taylor Vince in James Mangolds “Heavy.”

LARA TOMLIN



WENT M 2Y JOE BERLINGER AND BRUCE SINOFSKY

IT'S FRIGHTENING
TO THINK THEY DID IT.

TERRIFYING
TO THINK THEY DIDN'T.

PREMIERES MONDAY, JUNE 10, 8PM ET/PT Hm

1996 Home Box Office. a division of Time Wamer Entertainment Company. L P, All nghts reserved HBO is a registered service mark of Time Wamer Entertainment Company, LP




28

fax. —S K. (Angelika Film Center, Eastside
Playhouse, and Murray Hill Cinemas.)

THe Man BY THE SHore—An unusually powerful
heartbreaker, set in Haiti in the early nineteen-
sixties and told from the point of view of an
eight-vear-old. The leisurely opening sequence,
in which Sarah (Jennifer Zubar), singing and
playing in her grandmother’s attic, sees a man
out in the street being tortured, seems Lo prom-
ise something impressionistic and elliptical
But an artful layering of flashbacks starts to
lay our a story. Two years earlier, Sarah's
father, a captain in the military police, caves
in and betrays a friend to the Tontons Ma-
coutes; soon after thas lapse, he 15 edged out of
his post by a brutish new buss and forced 1o
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 can get. Along the way it turns
innto 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 Marco, 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. Written and directed by Raoul Peck. In
French and Creole.—S.K. (Quad Cinema.)
Mission: ImpossisLe—This action blockbuster's ob-
vious selling points are nostalgia for the long-
running TV series and the presence of a big
star, Tom Cruise (who is also one of the
producers), but the real star here is the direc-
tor, Brian De Palma. His elegant, baroque,
multilayered style is so perfectly suited to the
material that even the most blatant commer-
cial strategies of David Koepp and Robernt
Towne's screenplay somehow wind up playing
to his strengths. De Palma finds a current of
bitter humor in the betrayals that set the plot
in motion. And he uses the movie's up-to-date
technology as a means of increasing the den-
sity and formal complexity of his imagery,
with computer screens and video monitors
splintering the action into near-Cubist rear-
rangements of wisual data. The film is an
exhilarating magic act: De Palma’s hand 1s
quicker than even the most alert spectator's
eye. Also with Jon Voight, Emmanuelle Béart,
Henry Czerny, Ving FRhames, Vanessa Red-
grave, Kristin Scott-Thomas, and (unbilled)
Emilio Estevez —T.R. (6/3/96) (Chelsea Cin-
emas, 84th Street Sixplex, Metro Cinema, New
York Twin, Orpheum VII, State, 34th Street
Showplace, and Village Theatre VII.)

MNeLLy anp Monsieur Apwavo—The latest demon-
stration of Parisian decorum from the French
director Claude Sautet. Nelly (Emmanuelle
Béart) leaves her marriage and goes to work
for Arnaud (Michel Serrault), a former judge
who is writing his memoirs. The two tiptoe
toward love, then pull back. The movie is
played tas you would expect) with watchful
finesse, particularly by the morose and sar-
donic Serrault, but you sometimes long for a
little wildness; Beart's character should be
driving men crazy, but what does she do?
She interests them. In French.—A.L. (4/22/96)
(Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.)

THe Postman—Antonio Skarmeta’s bittersweel 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
where the poet spent much of his later life. In
Michael Radford’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 —SK. (Carnegie Hall Cinemas,
First & 62nd Cinemas, and Quad Cinema.)
PrimaL Fear—In Gregory Hoblit's conventional
but enjoyable courtroom drama, Richard Gere
plavs an attorney defending a young man
accused of killing the Archbishop of Chi-
cago. The story is full of tired characters (a
prosecutor who's an old flame, a corrupt city
developer), vet Frances McDormand, Laura
Linney, John Mahoney, and Andre Braugher
are all so casually skillful that Gere's ¢'mon-

you-know-you-want-me style has the room
it needs to play. But it's Edward Norton, as
the Boo Radley-like defendant, who steals
the movie. Hoblit has an economical style,
and he gets the job done with very little
fuss —B.D. (Olympia and 72nd Street East. . . .
q Embassy 4; through June 6))

Someone Euse's America—Goran Paskaljevic's

comedy, about a family of illegal aliens
from Montenegro living in Brooklyn. With
Tom Conti and Miki Manojlovié, (Lincoln
Plaza Cinemas and Quad Cinema.)

Sey Haro—Leslie Nielsen plays “*Sieele, Dick
Steele,"" an idiotic Bond-like secret agent (code
name WD-40) called in by the American
government Lo stop a cackling, armless villain
named General Rancor (Andy Griffith, his
eyebrows combed out to lvok 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 parody here quickly be-
gins to seem secondhand. With an intelli-
gently silly Nicollette Sheridan as the love
interest, and Weird Al Yankovic, in a hilari-
ous opening-credits sequence, singing the
theme song underwater against a cartoon back-
drop of obese aquatic nymphs. Directed by
Rick Friedberg.—S. K. (Gotham Cinema, Lin-
coln Square, Murray Hill Cinemas, 19th Street
East 6, and Village East Cinemas. . . . 9 86th
Streel East Twin, and Embassy 1; through
June 6. . . . ® Embassy 4; starting June 7.)

Tre TrutH Asout Cats anp Does—Janeane Garo-

falo plays a radio wvelerinaran; 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 along pretending 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
fantasy girl who scrunches her nuse 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 runaway hit with “Speed."”
The new movie is, if possible, even more
content-free; all you get is a bunch of terri-
fving 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 vou don't really care what hap-
pens to them, or to the unfortunate Melissa
(Jami 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 Sguare, 19th Street
East 6, Olympia, Orpheum VII, 34th Sireet
Showplace, and Village East Cinemas.)
WeLcome 1o THE Downouse—Todd 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
grader 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 between glib poignance
and scabrous comedy until, inally, his urge to
avenge the humiliations of his own New Jer-
sey childhood seems to 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 youngest child.
It's 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 Cinema 3. . . . ASHES

ofF TiMe: Cinema Village. . .. BROKEN ARROW
2/19/96): Worldwide Cinemas. . . . BUTTERFLY Kiss:

ngelika 57....ciry HatL (2/19/96) Man-
hattan Twin. . .. cowp rever: Angelika Film
Center, . . . THE crafrr: Criterion Center and
23rd St West Triplex. . . . peap manN: Angelika
Film Center and Carnegie Hall Cinemas. . . .
DEAD MAN WalkiNg (1/8/96): Worldwide
Cinemas. . . . plasoLIQue (4/1/96); Worldwide
Cinemas. . . . Fear: Manhattan Twin. ... THE
FLOWER OF MY SECRET (3/25/96): Angelika Film
Center. . . . THE GREAT WHITE HYpe: National
Twin. .. GuiMBA: THE TYRaNT: Cinema Vil-
lage. . . . JAMES AND THE GIANT PEACH (4/22/96):
86th Street East Twin. . . | LEAYING LAS YEGAS
(11/6/95). Worldwide Cinemas. . . . MA SAISON
prEFErEE: Lincoln Plaza Cinemas. . .. MIGHTY
apHrRODITE (10/30/95); Sutton. ... THE MONSTER:
Angelika 57 and Cinema 3rd Avenue. . . . ORIGI-
NAL GANGSTAS: Embassy 3. ... THE PALLBEARER:
Cinema IL. . .. sense anp sensisiLity (12/18/95);
Worldwide Cinemas. ... se1. piLko (4/8/96);
Worldwide Cinemas. ... suwser park: Crite-
rion Center, , . . A THIN LINE BETWEEM LOVE AMD HATE:
Criterion Center. . . . 12 Mmonkeys (1/22/96). 59th
Street East Cinemna. . . . Two peaths: Quad Cinema.

THEATRE ADDRESSES

(For show times, call 777-FILM,
except where noted )

ANGELIKA 57, 225 W_ 57th St

AnceLika Fitm Center, 18 W Houston St.

Art GreenwicH Twin, Greenwich Ave, at 12th St

AsTor PLaza, 44th St. at Broadway.

Barower, Third Ave. at 59th St

Beekman, Second Ave, at 661h St.

Carnecie Hatt Cinemas, Severith Ave between
56th and 57th Sts.

CHeLsea Cinemas, 260 W. 23rd St.

Cinema |, Third Ave. at 60th St

Cinema I, Third Ave. at 60th St

Cinema 3rp Avenug, Third Ave. at 60th St

Cinema 3, 2 W. 59th St

Cinema YiLLaee, 22 E. 12th St

CoromMer, Third Ave. at 59th St

Criterion Center, Broadway at 44th St

East 85tH Streer, First Ave. at 85th SL

Eastsipe PLaynouse, Third Ave, at 55th St

84tH Streer SixeLex, Broadway al 84th St

BbrH Streer East Twin, Third Ave. at 56Lh Si.

Emeassy |, Broadway at 46th St.

EvmiBassy 2, 3, anp 4, Seventh Ave, at 47th St

5%+ Streer East Cinema, 230 E, 59th St

Firm Forum, W. Houston St west of Sixth Ave
(727-8110).

First & é2np Cinemas, 400 E. 62nd St

GemiM | anp 2, Second Ave, al 64th St

GorHam Cinema, Third Ave. at 58th St.

GuiLp, 33 W, 50th St,

LincoLn Praza Cinemas, Broadway al 63rd St
(757-2280).

LimcoLn Square, Broadway at 68th 5t

ManHATTAN Twin, Third Ave. atl 59th SL.

Metro Cinema | anp 2, Broadway at 99th St

Murray Hite Cinemas, 160 E, 34th St

MationaL Twin, Broadway al 44th St

New York Twin, Second Ave. at 67th St.

1971 Streer East 6, Broadway at 19th St

Ouympia | anp I, Broadway at 107th St

Orpreum YII, Third Ave. at 86th St.

Paris, 4 W. 55th St

Park & BbrH StReer Cinemas, 125 E. 86th St

Quao Cinema, 34 W. 13th St

Recency, Broadway al 67th St

£2up & Broapway, 62 W, 62nd St

681 St. PuavHouse, Third Ave, at 68th St

72up Street East, Third Ave. at 71st S

State, Broadway at 45th Si,

Surron | anp 2, Third Ave, al 57th St

23rp St. West TripLex, 333 W. 23rd St

34t St1. East, 241 E. 34th 5t

3411 STREeT SHOwrLace, 238 E. 34th St

ViLLace East Cinemas, Second Ave. atl 12th St.

VicLage THeatre YII, Third Ave. at 11th St

Waverty | anp 2, Sixth Ave. at 3rd St

WorLowipe Cinemas, 50th St. between Eighth
and Ninth Aves,

Ziecrewp, 141 W, 54th St,




TIM BOWER

REVIVALS

(The following notesare by Pauline Kael and Mi-
chael Sragow. Theatre addresses and phone num-
bersappearwith the listings following these notes.)

La Berie Noiseuse (1991)—The first half of this

two-part, four-hour Jacques Rivette film is a
droll and intriguing portrait of an artist and
his model: the exalted painter Frenhofer uses
Marianne, the woluptuous girlfriend of a
younger ]::aintcr to finish a nude study of a
crazily destructive woman. Rivette brm;_,'a us
up close to Frenhofer's eye and hand and to
Marianne's body, and the result is a refined
form of voyeurism—we respond to Marianne’s
curves by way of Frenhofer's consciousness,
As Frenhofer, Michel Piccoli puts on a dis-
play of comic virtuosity: every shift of his
pen or his chair gets a laugh, And as Mari-

Rafelson, and the scriptwriter, Jacob Brack-
man, seem to be sayving ‘‘Let them eat meta-
phors.”—P.K. (Film Forum 2; June 5-6.)
Payoay (1'3?3}—3]101 entirely on location 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, Daryl 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 bark of his Cadillac between two
girls, The movie's only real flaw is the flaw
that’s also present in hardboiled fiction: when a
world is this clearly defined, our imagination
is frustrated —P.K. (Film Forum 2; - June 10-11.)

At Symphony Space, Maya Derens “Meshes of the Afternoon.”

anne, Emmanuelle Béarl summons just the
richt 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.—M.5.
(Symphony Space; June 11.})

Bve Bve 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 and it'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 Velkswagen, set out to attend the
funeral service in Brooklyn, and get lost. It's a
low-comedy situation playved for emotional wal-
lowing as well as for laughs; you keep wishing
the camera would back awav a bit. With
Georpe Segal; Jack Warden (miscast as a poet);
Sorrell Booke, who has some wonderful mad
movements of his head, as a fussy little book
reviewer; and Joseph Wiseman, whose cold,
bitter characterization is very effective—P K.
(Walter Reade Theatre; June 5-6.)

Tue Kine of Marvin Garpens (1972)—Indeci-

pherable, dark-toned movie about brothers
and spurious goals and the American Dream.,
Set in the decaying playground of Atlantic
City, in the gray, wintry off-season, it keeps
declaring its alienation. Bruce Dern works
hard tryving to be charismatic as the pro-
moter brother who fronts for black gangsters.
Jack Nicholson is the artuist brother. Trying
to act intellectual, Nicholson wears a prissy
expression, huddles in his overcoat, and gives
a dim, ploddingly serious ]wrmrnmnf{ (If
the roles had been reversed the film might
have had a little energy.) This is an unquali-
fied disaster of the type that only talented
people have; the producer-director, Bob

Sunpay BLoopy Sunpay (1971)—John Schlesinger

directed this complex, remarkably modu-
lated English movie about three Londoners
and the breakup of two love affairs, from a
delicate, pungent screenplay by anl:!npe
Gilliatt, and it may be his Anest work. A
homosexual doctor in his forties, played by
Peter Finch, and an employment counsellor
in her thirties, played by Glenda Jackson,
are both in love with a boyish, successiul
kinetic sculptor, played by Murray Head,
who casually divides his time and affections
between them. The film is a curious sort of
plea on hehalf of human frailty—it asks for
sympathy for the non-heroes of life who
make the best deal they can. Schlesinger has
a gift for pacing and the energy to bring all
the elements of & movie together, but he
uses his technique su that it's just about
impossible for you to have any reaction that
he hasn't decreed you should. The film is full
of planted insights; you can practically count
the watts in the illuminations.—P.K. (A
Different Light Bookstore; June 9.)

Tre TrousLe witH Hagrry (1955)—Harry visits a

rural Vermont lown to reclaim his estranged
wife (the fetching young Shirley MacLaine),
only to end up dead and buried, and dug up
and reburied, and so on; the irony 1s that he
does more good for his spouse (and everyone
else) dead than alive. The villagers drawn
into the genteel comic skullduggery include
a retired sea captain (Edmund Gwenn), a
nearsighted country doctor (Dwight ]"Ir'larﬁt-ltl),
and a convivial general-store owner (Mildred
Dunnock). The director, Alfred Hitchcock,
moves from a calendar-art view of the New
England setting to a theatrical one, in which
everyone makes farcical entrances, and then
on to a more spontaneous, cinematic one, in
which frogs leap and telltale doors open and
shut without warning. John Forsythe 1s the
hero, a virile young painter; as he brings the
sca captain logether with an unmarried older
woman [Mil{lrefi Natwick), wins over Mac-
Laine and her young son (Jerry Mathers,
later of “Leave It to Beaver'), and even
snags a modern cash register for Dunnock,
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the film becomes a beguiling, funny riff on
Ecclesiastes’ l’T‘l} Lv&r}, thing there is a sea-
son.”'—M.S. (American Museum of the Mov-
ing Image; June 8.)

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

FiLm Forum 2 anp 3, W. Houston St. west of Sixth Ave,
{TET—EHG)—THEATE z 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' (T). ... THEATRE 3:
“The Umbrellas of Cherbourg’ (1964, Jacques
Demy; in French), with Catherine Deneuve.

Museum OF MODERN Au'r Roy and Niuta Titus The-
atres, 11 'W. 53rd St. (708-9480)—Films di-
rected by Don Siegel. ]um:* 6 al 2:30: '‘Hound
Dog M'm (1650), . ]unu at 6 and June 7 at

2:30; “Flaming Star'’® (1960). . ..June 6 at B
and June 7 at 6: "“'Baby Face Nelson”
(1957).... 9 June 6 at 3 and 6 “The Hall"
(1995, Neven Hitrec) and ‘730 Days After’”
(1996, Hitrec). .. . 9 June 7 at 3: ‘‘Harry Cal-
lahan’ (1993, Jllriith Wechsler), ““Jazz Dance””
(1954, Roger Tilton and Richard Leacock),
and ‘““Welcome to the Water Planet’” (1990, Seth
Schneiderman and Manvie Kavaliauskas). ...
q June 7 at 6 and June 10 at 3: “Angel City”’
(1977, Jon Jost). . . . 9 A series of films starring
Blanche Sweet. June 7 al 8 “‘Anna Christie”
(1923, John Grifith Wray). . . . June & at 2 and
5 and June 10 at 2:30: Two different programs
of short films....June 9 at 2: “Judith of
Bethulia" (1914, D. W, Griffith). . . . June 9 at
5: “The Avenging Conscience’' (1914, Grif-
fith). .. . June 10 at 6 “The Warrens of Vir-
ginia’ {lgln Cecil B. De Mille). . .. 94 June 7
at & and _]une 11 al 6 “‘The Ruqqmn Idea"
(1996, Sergei Selyanov; in Russian). . . . 4 June
8 al 2:30: *‘Speaking Dirr:rti}r: Some American
Notes™” (1974, Jost), ... ¥ June & at 5: “Slow
Moves'’ (1983, Jost). . . . ¥ June 9 at 2:30: *"'The
Black Box (1992 Tamar Trampe and John
Feindt). ... 9 June 9 al 5 and June 10 at 6
“Fate'’ (1994, Fred Keleman).... ¥ June 11
at 3 “The Battle of the Rails” (1946, Rene
Clément: in French).

WaLTEr Reape THeatre, Lincoln Center, 165 W,
65th SL., plaza level (875-5600)—June 5 at
2 and 6:15 and June 6 at 4: “‘Bye Bye Braver-
man’ (). ...June 5 at 4 and 9:15 and June 6
at 2: “Homicide" (1991, David Mamet). . ..
June 6 at 6:30; *“The Killers' (1995, Tanya
Hamilton) and “‘Sudden Manhattan™ (1996,
Adrienne Shelly). ... June 6 at 9; *“The Dis-
tant Journey' (1948, Alfred Radok; in
Czech)....June 7 at 2, 415, 6:30, and 845,
and June 8 al 4, 6, 8 and 10: Three different
programs of films and videos from Argentina,
Brazil, and Chile, .. June 8-9 at 2: ““The
Five Pennies'" (1959, Melville Shawvel-
son), ... June 9 at 4 and 845 and June 10 at
2: “The Dybbuk’’ (1937, Michael Waszynski;
in Yiddish). ... June 9 at 6:30: ‘‘The Jazz
Singer'' (1927, Alan Cresland). . ]une 10 al
4:30 and ©:15 and June 11 at 2: “August
Snow'’ (1993, Hagai Levi; in Hebrew and
Italian). . .. June 10 at 7 :md June 11 at 4:14:
“Le Golem’' (1936, Julien Duvivier; in French).

A Dirrerent LicHt Bookstore, 151 W, 19th St (989-
45850 —A Sunday-night series of free films (and
popcorn). On June 9 at 7, the feature will be
“Sunday Bloody Sunday’ (1)

SympHONY Space, Broadway at 95th St. (864-5400)-
June 11 at 7: “*‘Meshes of the Afternoon’” (1943,
Maya Tleren) and ‘‘La Belle Noiseuse' ().

AmEriCAN MUsEUm oF THE Moving IMace, 35th
Ave. at 36th St Astoria (1-718 784-0077)—
June & at 2; “Moonfleet’ (1955, Fritz
Lang)....June & at 4. “The Trouble with
Harry'" (f)....June 9 at 2: “Rope” (1948,
Alfred Hitchcock). . . . June 9 at 4: ““The Big
Heat" (19533, Lang).

PusLic THeatre, 425 Lafavette 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 videcos
from around the world, will be unspooling in
the Little Theatre and the Newman Theatre
starting June 6 and running through June 16.
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WHY IS KENNETH
STARR SMILING?

MONG professionals in politics, the
reaction to a misfortune that

befalls one’s opponent is gov-

erned by a law of inverse proportions:
the more minor the misfortune—a de-
bate gaffe, or the revelation of some bit
of hideous behavior on the part of a
campaign co-chairman—the louder one
trumpets; the graver the wound, the qui-
eter and more reticent 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 man said over the
phone. “We believe the campaign is,
and should be, about clear and obvious
differences on the issues between Bob
Dole and Bill Clinton, in such areas as
crime, welfare reform, taxes.” A few
minutes later, 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
going to frame this election on the clear
differences between Bob Dole and Bill
Clinton on the issues of welfare, bal-
ancing the budget, crime, and taxes.”
- The Dole campaign can afford its
2 good manners. Until last week, the Clin-
E ton line of defense in Whitewater and
2 related affairs was lookin till, after
& Webb Hubbell, and Mrs. Clinton’s
< commodities trading, and the mysteri-
; ous discovery of the long-sought Rose
© Law Firm billing records in the First
& 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. |he leading congres-
sional inquisitor, New York Senator
Alfonse D’Amato (who was suffering
in home-state polls), had announced
with more of a2 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 question is, VWhat
did Bill and Hillary Clin-
ton know about the 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

.":I-.!, AT

Bill Chnton

L LA

THE TALK OF THE TOW

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 bank records, and
misapplying bank funds in a scheme al-
legedly intended to funnel money into
Clinton’s 1990 gubernatorial campaign.
Once again, the President of the United
States has been subpoenaed to ap-
pear for the defense. The day
the trial is to begin 1s also
the day a newly emboldened
D’Amato is scheduled to re-
lease what will 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 grand jury active
in Washington and a new
one impanelled last month
in Little Rock, further in-
dictments are expected.
And the legal 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 and possible illegal acts
that may have been commit-
&y ted by James and Susan
#h McDougal was tangential.
@l Just because the Clintons
¥ and the McDougals hap-
pened to be co-owners of the
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 imperilled
that defense. The verdict established
as fact—proved by the prosecution,
backed by documents, and certified
by a jury—that some of 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 had sto-
len millions of dollars from the Small
Business Administration by falsely ob-
taining federal loans intended for “so-
cially and economically disadvantaged”
applicants. One of the fraudulent loans,
for three hundred thousand dollars,
went to Susan McDougal. Of this three
hundred thousand dollars, fifty thousand
was funnelled by the McDougals into
Whitewater. To put it simply, it has
now been proved in a court of law that
nearly fifty thousand dollars obtained by
defrauding the United States govern-
ment went into a company that was co-
owned by Bill and Hillary Clinton. To
build a case against either or both of the
Clintons, all Starr has to do now is show
that they knew about this 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
cobperate with Starr, but he can com-
pel them to give grand-jury testimony
by promising them immunity. And,
on reflection, 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. She is
forty-one years old, she’s looking at a
prison term of up to seventeen years,
and it 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.
Clinton testified 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 verdict from Little Rock was read, a
senior official was musing about the

damage done. So far, not so bad, he
said. The jurors said that they had found

I pronounce you husband and wife of opposite sexes.”

THE NEW YORKER, JUNE 10, 1996

the President believable. Clinton’s own
overnight polls showed no significant
change in the President’s favorable rat-
ings—which last week hit the highest of
his Administration—and an uptick of
only a point or two in the percentage of
people who found Whitewater a serious
matter. “So, bottom line, I think the
effect of this event in and of itself is neg-
ligible, both short term and long term,”
he said. “But you know what I keep
thinking about? The face of Starr. Did
you see him on TV after the trial? That
was the face of a man looking good,
looking happy, looking forward to to-
morrow. The face of a man looking for-
ward to the next kill.”

THE FISHER KING
MEETS THE PLAYER

NE of those 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
fringes of the set, an older man wearing
a Scottish-style cap arrived on a bike,
strode confidently over to the food table,
and began eating. 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!”

“I used to be called Aqualung,” the
man said, referring to the time when he
first started hanging around movie sets,
about five 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,
and all that?” These days, he’s known as
Radioman because he always has a ra-
dio dangling from his neck (which at
that moment was playing the theme
from “Hawaii Five-O”). He's famous
among film crews in New York for his
encyclopedic knowledge of the local
movie business.

After he’d eaten his fill, 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-



M L+ N

= -

1#

Not just big, but full, rich, and incredibly lifelike.
You literally have to hear the Bose® Wave® radio
to believe it. Very simply, it’s like no other radio
made. The key is our patented acoustic waveguide
speaker technology, which enables the Wave radio
to fill the room with big, natural stereo sound.
Yet it’s small enough to fit almost anywhere.

The Wave radio is designed for convenience
as well as great sound. There’s a handy remote
control, pre-set buttons for your favorite
stations, and many other features. You can even
connect it to a CD or cassette player to enjoy your
favorite music.

MAKES A
GREAT
FATHER’S DAY
GIFT!

MR /MRS /MS. e
NAME (PLEASE PRINT)

ADDEESS

Call 1-800-845-BOSE, ext. R2663

O mail to: Bose Corporation, Depr. CDD-R2663, The Mountain, Framingharn, MA 01701-9168,
or fax to 1-508-485-4377. Ask about FedEx™ delivery.

Enjoy the convenience of six interest-free payments

and delivery in time for Father’s Day.

The Wave radio is available directly from
Bose. Simply call the toll-free number for more
information or to learn about our in-home trial
and satisfaction guarantee. When you call, ask
about our six-month payment plan.

Only Bose offers all this advanced technology.
And for just $349. Call 1-800-845-BOSE, ext.
R2663, or return the coupon. And learn all
about a small wonder.

S

Better sound through research«
( ) | )

DAYTIME TELEFHONE EVEMING TELEPHOMNE

Installment payment plan option is not to be used i combination with any other offers.
Price and/or payment plan are subject to change withour notice,

&l
=
L=
By
i
-
-
~=
=
o
3
&
]
&
o=
=0
™
i
o)
=
e
2
=
7]
1=
v
=
=
()
=
(=]
]
]
Nt
=
L
=
5]
3
=
]
L=y
L=y
Ly
L=




34

ing films. “People come up to me all the
time and say, ‘Radioman, what else is
shooting around? You know, we need
work,” ” he said.

Radioman 1s also a good source for
finding out which stars are in town. “He’s
got a lowjack on everybody in New
York,” Robin Williams said later by
phone. Williams, whom Radioman
resembles, first met him on the set of
“The Fisher King” and still talks to him
regularly. “He’ll give you every celebrity’s
location at any given moment, and he
seems to have their schedule for the day,
too,” the actor said. He gets his informa-
tion by riding from set to set, talking to
the crews. And he loves to discuss movies.

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

Radioman

standing by the food table. “He’s unbe-
lievably fast—one, two, three takes and
he’s done, then he goes to another one,
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 De Niro, he reported, is less
congenial than, say, Harrison Ford:
“De Niro’s not too friendly—he’s into
himself, so he doesn’t like 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 were finally getting under
way, Patrick Markey, one of the produc-
ers of “The Associate,” told of his first
encounter with Radioman. “When we
started shooting, I didn’t know who he
was, so I wanted to kick him off the set,”
he said. “But Whoopi intervened and
told me to let Radioman go wherever he
wanted.” Radioman spent the rest of the
night wandering around, talking to the
grips and extras and security guards. Ev-
eryone wanted to say hello, even the star.
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,”
Radioman said. “A lot of times, I'll
just be hanging out on the set, and theyll
say, ‘Radioman, we've got a part—
you wanna be in 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

IN Washington, sincerity is so rou-
tinely denied that it is thought not
even to exist. All tears are reptilian, all
expressions a mask. The layers 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 that all are
meant to understand as “What lies can
we expect to hear now?”

No one’s gestures are more roundly
discounted as insincere than those of
Hillary Clinton. Last week, in an inter-
view with Walter Isaacson, the manag-
ing editor of 7ime, 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 about at his initia-
tive—the magazine was planning a
cover story on children to coincide with

the Stand for Children march—that he
had raised the issue, and that Mrs. Clin-
ton’s answers seemed to him spontane-
ous and sincere.

Not so 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 these days for his loose-tied
appearances on talk shows. “It’s a ten on
the cynicism scale. These people are ab-
solutely shameless.”

William Kristol, formerly Dan Quayle’s
“brain” and now the editor of The Weekly
Standard, said he was hoping to 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 Democrat baby, or

maybe a woman baby.” Kiristol 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
sharing it all with 7%me magazine,” Kris-
tol said. “Is there any sentiment not suit-
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
or strategic,” she is “a woman whose
appearance changes all the time, physi-
cally and in all ways.” The Clintons,
Deaver said, “are people who are in a
constant state of creating an image
for themselves. Maybe it will wash.
But Ronald Reagan used to say the
camera never lies. You can’t be who
you aren’t.”

The undertone is 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 of baby 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-
mgss tlon process easier

¥=== 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 assumed a tone of infinite pity. “I
think that's a sad commentary,” she
said. “Giving a child a chance is one of
the greatest things a person can give
to oneself as well as to the child.” ¢

“Why Is Kenneth Starr Smiling?,” Michael Kelly;
“The Fisher King Meets the Player,” Thomas
Hudson; “Playing Up Baby,” David Remnick.
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THE POLITICAL SCENE

——

ACE IN THE HOLE

It’s been a bad week for Bill Chnton, but on a key issue that nobody
thought he could win he is suddenly looking very good.

BY JOHN CASSIDY

T was James Carville, Bill Clinton’s
fast-talking political consultant,
who in 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 me recently,
the sign also contained two
other statements—"Change vs.
more of the same” and “Don’t
forget health care”™—but it was
the first one that captured the
moment. Indeed, were it not
for the economic malaise that
gripped the country in late 1991
and early 1992 we might now
be discussing a Quayle-Gore
Presidential race.

This time around, the econ-
omy looks different, which is
excellent news for the White
House, although it tends to be
overshadowed by more dra-
matic stories, such as the recent
Whitewater convictions. A
glance at history confirms the
point. Of the sixteen occasions
over the past century in which
sitting Presidents have run for
another term, just five incum-
bents lost: Taft, Hoover, Ford,
Carter, and Bush. The elections
of 1912 and 1976 must be 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 years of financial gloom. In
1932 and 1980, the economy was actually
in a slump, and in 1992 it was just emerg-
ing from a recession the previous year.

Despite some suggestions 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. In the first quarter of 1996,
inflation-adjusted growth in national
output, which is the broadest index of

economic performance, was 2.3 per cent
on an annualized basis; over the full
course of the Clinton Administration,

such growth has averaged around 2.5 per
cent a year. ©his record is about average

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

for the post-1973 era but well above the
growth rate of 1.6 per cent eked out dur-
ing the Bush Presidency. A number of
other measures also suggest that the
economy is doing significantly better
than it was four years ago: two of the
most widely followed are the “misery in-
dex,” which is the rate of inflation added
to the rate of unemployment, and the size
of the federal budget deficit.

At the moment, the unemployment
rate is 5.4 per cent, and the inflation rate
is 2.9 per cent. Added together, these
numbers produce a misery index of 8.3,
which is an extremely low number. The
last year i1t was lower was 1968, when the

DAYID SMALL



unemployment rate was 3.6 per cent and
the inflation rate averaged 4.2 per cent.
For much of the 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
Administration is the improvement it has
wrought in the national finances. Ac-
cording to the Congressional Budget
Office, the federal budget deficit for the
1996 fiscal year, which began last Octo-
ber, will be about $145 billion. This is a
large number, but it is only half the size
of the deficit that the federal government
recorded in 1992, which was $290 bil-
lion. And these raw numbers don’t tell
the full story. In ranking budget defi-
cits, economists usually look at them
in relation to the size of the economy.
Measured in this way, the federal deficit
this year will be about 1.9 per cent of the
gross domestic product, according to
the C.B.O. This figure is down from 4.9
per cent in 1992; indeed, it is the low-
est such figure recorded since 1979, the
year before Ronald Reagan was elected,
when the budget deficit was just 1.7 per
cent of G.D.P.

Statistics like these are what prompted
President Clinton to make the recent claim,
which had all the earmarks of election-
year hyperbole, that the United States
economy is “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
economic consultants, issued a report
saying that “normal economic indicators”
suggest that the economy “is in its best
shape in decades.” When I asked David
Wyss, the Harvard-trained economist
who is the research director of DRI/
McGraw-Hill, how he came to make
that statement, he explained, “If you look
at the economy during the Clinton Ad-
ministration, you have to say that it’s
been a success. We have low inflation,
full employment, and steady growth.
This is really just about the best of all

macroeconomic worlds.”

TD understand how the present eco-
nomic situation came about, we
must go back to a winter morning in
Little Rock thirteen days before the In-
auguration. On that 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
budget deficit of $305 billion for 1997, an
increase of $70 billion over previous esti-
mates. Panetta believed the actual figure
could be as high as $360 billion.

By the end of that January day, after
six hours of discussions, the nascent Ad-
ministration had agreed on a course of
action that would define the forty-second
Presidency. Clinton had been elected on
a potentially contradictory platform of tax
cuts for the middle class, faster economic
growth, and budget-deficit reduction; in
Little Rock he decided to sacrifice the
first promise and prejudice the second in
order to achieve the third.

The result of this decision, following
eight months of intense political struggle,
was the Omnibus Budget Reconciliation
Act of 1993, which pledged to reduce the
budget deficit by a total of about $500
billion over four years. This would be
achieved through a program of about
$250 billion in spending cuts and about
$250 billion in tax increases.

Given the centrality of the 1993 bud-
get act to the Clinton Administration’s
record, it is surprising how little attention
has been paid to its results. Even some
people in the White House are reluctant
to discuss the subject, for fear of remind-
ing voters of the 1993 tax increases. This
is odd, because the story that has not
been told is that the deficit-reduction
policy turned out to be far more success-
ful than even its authors had dared hope—
a point made to me by Alan Blinder, a
Princeton economics professor and a
former vice-chairman of the Federal
Reserve Board, who was a White House
economic adviser during 1993 and 1994.
“The real story is that a calculated risk
was taken, and in this case it turned out
far better than anybody had any reason
to expect,” Blinder said. “There are plenty
of gambles in 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 about the first 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 by internal dissension. At various
points during that year, Hillary Clinton,
George Stephanopoulos, Paul Begala,
Stan Greenberg, and Mandy Grunwald
all expressed serious doubts about the
deficit-reduction strategy. Begala, in par-
ticular, complained repeatedly that the
White House was “obsessed” with the
budget. Even the President himself had
mixed feelings. According to Drew, he
considered deficit reduction a “rich man’s
issue,” and Woodward says he several
times referred to his own budget plan as
“a turkey.”

The Woodward and Drew books
were solid works of reporting, but both
essentially stopped at the end of 1993,
when the budget act had become law. In
terms of how the defiat-reduction policy
actually affected the economy, the story
only begins then.

The biggest danger back in early
1993 had been that the budget package
would tip the economy into another re-
cession. As anyone who suffered through
Econ 101 will recall, raising taxes and re-
ducing government spending both tend
to reduce the over-all level of demand for
goods and services in the economy. Presi-
dent Clinton is a lawyer, not an econo-
mist, but he knew enough about the dis-
mal science to see a potential
fiasco in the making. “You have  \{
to remember that the economy -
was perceived to be very fragile
back then,” Gene Sperling, a se-
nior White House economic
adviser, recalls. “There was lots
of talk about the possibility of a
double-dip recession. The Pres-
ident’s initial reaction was: If I call for a
major fiscal contraction, won't there be a
recesston?”

At the same time, 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
218-216 victory for the President. “This
is the Democrat machine’s recession, and
each one of them will be held personally
accountable.”

Even some of the President’s eco-
nomic advisers were worried about the
possible impact of the planned spending
cuts and tax increases. The economic
models they relied on suggested that an-
other slump was unlikely, but the models

could not rule out a “growth recession” of
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the sort that so damaged the Bush Ad-
ministration. Despite their private fears
that history might repeat itself, the eco-
nomic advisers argued that deficit reduc-
tion was the right thing to do—on both
theoretical and practical grounds.

The theoretical argument was one
that mainstream economists had been
making ever since 1981, when Ronald
Reagan’s tax cuts put the economy on the
path to fiscal chaos: budget deficits lead
to higher interest rates and lower business
investment, and lower investment, in
turn, restricts productivity growth and
technical progress, which are the keys to
future prosperity. Laura ID’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 but can lead
to disastrous financial panics in the short
or medium term, and these panics, which
have stricken many developing countries,
occur when investors 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 a crisis of confidence, but

back in 1992 perceptions were
~ different. In the twelve years
since Reagan’s election, the
amount of outstanding federal
debt had risen, from $909 bil-
lion to more than $4 trillion.
Even allowing for growth in the
economy, that rise was dra-
matic. The total 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, and it seemed to be on
an inexorable upward trend. “We all at-
tached some not insignificant probability
to a scenario of financial-market instabil-
ity if we didn’t take a credible position on
the deficit,” Tyson told me. “Given the
growth of total debt relative to output,
there really was a danger that at some
point—nobody could know when—the
United States could hit a confidence
problem.”

Jsa sl

BILL CLINTON didn’t need much con-
vincing that budget deficits were
bad, but he did need a good deal of reas-
surance that doing something about
them wouldn’t wreck his chances of
reélection. In making a practical case for
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deficit reduction, his advisers relied pri-
marily on one of the institutions that the
Democratic candidate had railed against
in his populist attack on the Reagan-
Bush years: 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
the effect a credible fiscal plan can have
on the bond market. If bond traders
could be persuaded that the planned bud-
get cuts were real, they would bid down
long-term interest rates, and the decline
in rates would provide a boost to the
economy which would at least 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 interest rate is determined
not by the government but by the bond
market; in fact, it is basically equal to the
nominal coupon on a thirty-year bond
divided by the bond’s market price, so
anything that raises bond prices also
reduces long-term interest rates. There
was a sequel to the story. If, in addition to
the favorable bond-market reaction, the
Federal Reserve’s response to the budget
package was to cut short-term interest
rates, which are under its control, then
deficit reduction might not slow the
economy at 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 and disbelief. “You mean to tell me
that the success of the program and my
re€lection hinges on the Federal Reserve
and a bunch of fucking bond traders?” he
responded in a half whisper. Nods from
his end of the table. Not a dissent.”

Clinton’s advisers were well aware that
relying on the bond market was a high-
risk strategy: traders might ignore the
budget package, or dismiss it as another
Washington gimmick. “We all believed
in the direction of the argument, but even
the models themselves were uncertain
about the size of the effects and how fast
they would occur,” Tyson recalls. “There
was a range of estimates.”

In order to provide an alternative
short-term stimulus to the economy, the
White House proposed an immediate
$16 billion program of public invest-
ments. “People called it old-fashioned

Democratic spending, but it was really
done as an insurance policy,” Sperling ex-
plains. Congress killed the stimulus pack-
age, however, leaving the advisers in the
White House ever more beholden to Wall
Street, a place few of them knew well.

The one senior official who 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 and secu-
rities firm, after twenty-six years. Rubin,
who later succeeded Lloyd Bentsen as
Treasury Secretary, was a passionate be-
liever in deficit reduction; indeed, he saw
it as a “threshold issue,” which had to be
dealt with before anything else positive
could happen to the Administration. But
even he was far from certain how his
former colleagues would react to the bud-
get package. “We'd seen a long period
during which the political process had
not dealt with the deficit,” Rubin ex-
plained to me recently. “Given the very
high level of skepticism in the markets
about the willingness of the system to
make tough decisions, it was unclear how
long it would take before the market gave
us credit for deficit reduction. There was
at least the possibility that the skepticism
would last much longer than we pro-
jected, in which case it could have up-
ended our program.”

In the event, the bond market’s re-
action to the Clinton fiscal 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 rates fell back down, and they have
stayed low ever since. At the moment,
they are still under seven per cent, which
1s remarkable for an economy that is in its
fifth year of recovery, with unemploy-
ment at 5.4 per cent.

It is one of the 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 more rapidly than folks had
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“What about all those nasty cracks you made about Philip Morris€”

expected—and, frankly, more rapidly
than I had expected,” Rubin says. Even
Blinder, who had presented the bond-
market argument to 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 of us thought it would get that
low. If you'd polled economists back then
and said we're going to drive the long-

term interest rate below six per cent, 1
don’t think one in 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
started to bite, the economy expanded by
a healthy 3.5 per cent. In 1995, growth
fell back to two per cent, but current in-
dications are that it will be back around
2.5 per cent this year.

The easiest way to trace the impact of
the falling 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
per cent a 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-
ment rose from 12.7 per cent in 1992 to
14.8 per cent in 1994. Much of this 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. Whether this
upturn in investment will lead to a higher
rate of productivity growth throughout
the economy is unclear—the results so far
are somewhat disappointing—but it is
precisely what economists of all political
hues have been recommending for more
than a decade. “I remember saying very
clearly in the first year that what this is all
about is shifting resources toward interest-
sensitive private spending,” Tyson says.
“That is exactly what has happened.”

BDB DoLE’s difficulties in construct-
ing an effective critique of Clinton’s
economic policies are obvious. (After
building a considerable reputation for fis-
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 of logic,
the Republicans have only two alterna-
tives: to say that things are not as good as
they seem or to say that things are as
good as they seem but Clinton has noth-
ing do with it. Earlier this year, Dole
seemed to be veering toward the first ap-
proach. Speaking in New Hampshire on
February 13th, he said, “Corporate
profits are setting records, but so are cor-
porate layoffs. And middle-class families
feel less and less secure about the future.
There is a wide and growing gap between
what the government’s statistics say about
our economy and how American families
feel about it.”

It struck me that 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, and there 1s clearly some truth
in it. Wages for middle-income house-
holds have been stagnant since the mid-
nineteen-seventies, and the over-all in-
equality of income and wealth has risen
sharply. These long-term problems have
not been solved by the Clinton Admin-
istration, and they will continue to
plague the country long after Novem-
ber’s election. The sad fact is that they
are so deeply rooted in the way capitalism
1s evolving that no Presidential candi-
date—and certainly 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 going to be prob-
lematical for Dole to pursue a Reichian
line for long. Predictably, once Pat Bu-
chanan was safely in his rearview mirror
he eased up on the populist pedal. There
may be sound political as well as personal
reasons for his switch of tactics. Although
the country does face serious problems,
there is evidence that most Americans are
more upbeat about the economy than
Buchanan believes 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 the electorate is still in a funk
about the economy. Their conclusion:
“When compared to four years ago, Amer-
icans’ current take on the economy and
their personal finances is noticeably
bright and certainly suggests that . . . in-
cumbent Bill Clinton is in a much better
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position vis-a-vis reélection than was
George Bush four years ago.”

At least three of Gallup’s findings are
worth mentioning. In January of this
year, just fourteen per cent of those
polled—down from forty-two per cent in
1992—identified the economy as the
most pressing problem facing the coun-
try. In March, when Gallup asked people
to describe business conditions in their
own community, seventy-one per cent
said local conditions were “good” or “very
good”—a number as high as any re-
corded since 1961. In the same poll, fifty
per cent said they were financially better
off than a year previously—up from
twenty-nine per cent in June of 1993. In
interpreting this finding, Newport and
Saad wrote, “Americans are as likely to
claim that they are ‘better off financially’
than they have been at any point at which

the comparable questions have been
asked since 1976.”

IF doom and gloom won’t work against
Clinton, what will? One person who
might have the answer is Martin Feld-
stein, a Harvard professor of economics
who was the chairman of the Council of
Economic Advisers under Ronald Rea-
gan. Feldstein, who is acting as an infor-
mal adviser to Dole, recommends the
second option open to the Republican
candidate: admit that the economy is do-
ing well but tell the voters that Bill Clin-
ton has nothing to do with it. Shortened
to two words, Feldstein’s argument could
be expressed like this: Alan Greenspan.

“I think that the good performance of
the economy can be attributed primarily
to the Federal Reserve,” Feld-
stein told me recently from his
home, in Belmont, Massachu-
setts. “Having set the goal of
low inflation back in the early
nineteen-eighties, they have
really stuck to it. That is the
principal reason interest rates have come
down, and why we have had this long re-
covery. If you put Saddam Hussein aside,
we've been in recovery since 1982. That's
where I put the credit, rather than in the
tax bill of 1993.”

According to Feldstein, whose ideas
are likely to figure prominently in Dole’s
campaign, the lower interest rates in-
duced by Greenspan’s policies can also
explain most of the budget-deficit reduc-
tion that has taken place in the past three
years. “If you take the reduction from
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$290 billion to $145 billion this year, Bill
Clinton can indeed say he cut the deficit
in half as promised,” Feldstein said. “But
you can actually explain most of that by
the recent decline in unemployment and
the rise in economic activity. Only about
forty billion of the deficit reduction has
been structural.”

To support his case, Feldstein and a
colleague recently published a research
paper arguing that the 1993 tax increase
on high-income earners raised less than
half as much revenue as the Treasury De-
partment had predicted. The paper cov-
ered only the 1993 fiscal year, and the
Treasury responded by arguing that the
tax shortfall was only temporary, but
Feldstein says he is confident that when
the data become available the same result
will hold up for later years. “In my expe-
rience with tax changes, people who
don’t want to 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 of Paul Volcker’s reign as chairman
(1979-87), but long-term interest rates
did not dip below seven per cent until
early 1993, when the Clinton deficit-
reduction package appeared likely to be-
come a reality. At that point, Greenspan
had not altered short-term interest rates
in almost two years.

Alan Blinder, the former Clinton ad-
viser, points out that when the Presi-
dent’s deficit-reduction program was be-
ing discussed, long-term interest rates fell
by two percentage 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 and early summer, when
the budget looked shaky, interest rates
stopped falling. Then the budget passed
in August and interest 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 “Meet the Press” that the
deficit-reduction package might include
an energy tax, as it eventually did. The
very next day, bond prices soared, and in-
terest rates dropped to a six-year low.
Bentsen was so impressed by the market
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reaction that he clipped a report from the
Wall Street Journal and read it aloud at a
meeting of the National Economic Coun-
cil, in the Roosevelt Room.

Feldstein’s dismissal of the budget
deficit as not being “structural” is also
questionable. When professional econo-
mists speak of “structural budget deficits,”
they are not referring to the deficit num-
ber that dominates public discussion.
The publicly discussed deficit number
goes up during economic downturns,
when tax payments fall, and down in
boom times, when tax payments rise.
Structural deficits, by contrast, are calcu-
lated by stripping out these cyclical ef-
fects, so that the underlying relationship
between taxes and spending can be seen
regardless of where the economy is posi-
tioned in the economic cycle. According
to Feldstein, the structural deficit has
dropped by at most $40 billion since
1992, and most of the $145 billion fall in
the over-all deficit is due to the economic
upturn.

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

the budget deficit since 1992 was caused
by the 1993 deficit-reduction package,
and slightly more than half was due to
the economic recovery.

While the $70 billion estimate is much
larger than Feldstein’s $40 billion figure,
it may actually understate the real impact
of the Clinton package—a point 1 was
reminded of by the independent eco-
nomic forecaster 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 $100 billion higher
than it actually is.

Wyss also made another point that is
often overlooked in the current debate
about the budget deficit. “We complain
about it, and we should complain about
it, but the fact is we now have the lowest
budget deficit relative to G.D.P. of any of
the major industrial nations,” he said.
When I looked up the official figures in
the semiannual O.E.C.D. Economic Out-
look, published by the Paris-based Orga-
nization for Economic Co6peration 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
of G.D.P. The estimated deficits for Ja-
pan, Germany, and the United Kingdom
are 2.7 per cent, 2.4 per cent, and 2.5 per
cent, respectively. The biggest developed

“What I'm proposing is this. No.”
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economy I could find with a lower struc-
tural deficit than that of the United States
was that of Australia,

There is yet another important statis-
tic that is rarely mentioned in the public
debate. For the past two years, the United
States Treasury has been collecting 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 means is
that if we didn’t have to service the vast
debts run up during the past fifteen years
the budget would now be balanced.

Both Alan Greenspan and his 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 honest effort to
reverse the trend of the budget deficit,”
Volcker told me. “T wouldn’t call it par-
ticularly structural, in the sense that it
didn’t involve any constructive changes in
the tax system, and it certainly didn’t re-
solve the entitlements problem, but it was
an honest-to-goodness attempt to come

to grips with the budget deficit.”

ONE of the minor mysteries of the
current political constellation is
why, when deficit reduction is the un-
questioned mantra of the moment, Pres-
ident Clinton doesn’t get more public
credit for reducing the deficit. Un-
surprisingly, this infuriates James
Carville. “The people who are never
called to the bar of justice are all
those who said when the Presi-
dent’s economic program was

that it was going to be a disaster!”
he shouted on the phone to me. “If
people were put on trial for eco-
nomic stupidity, these people who
said the plan would cause hardship
would all be felons!”

Of course, as I mentioned ear-
lier, one of those criticizing the
budget package was Begala, a
former colleague of Carville’s.
Begala no longer works for the
White House, but when I tracked
him down, in Texas, he was un-
apologetic about his stand back in
1993. “If reduced to their core, the
arguments were these,” he said.
“The economic advisers saying,
‘Do this, because it will be good
for the economy.’ The political ad-
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visers saying, ‘If you do this it will hurt us
politically.” T think history has proved us
both right.” Given the disastrous results
for the Democrats of the 1994 midterm
elections, even some of President Clin-
ton’s economic advisers concede the
point. Gene Sperling said, “The Repub-
licans, by being so repetitious with their
largest tax increase in history’ line, were
able to reinforce a definition which peo-
ple already had of Democrats. So it’s hard
to look back and say the political advice
had no merit.”

On the other hand, as Sperling and
others point out, the 1993 deficit-reduction
package produced a 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
had if we had not done this,” 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 kind of stuff that the Re-
publicans can throw at us.”

One of these will be the charge that
the President, through his political ma-
neuvering during the past twelve months,
scuttled the chances of a bipartisan agree-
ment to balance the budget by the year
2002. Another will be that he has done
little to head off the mother of all fiscal
crises, which is due to arrive in about
fifteen years, when the baby boomers
start to turn sixty-five. Both points have
merit, and Paul Volcker, for one, believes
the President’s heart is no longer in defi-
cit reduction. “T’hey’re now playing it po-
litically,” he said. “You get into this silly
business about whether you balance the
budget in ten years or eleven years or
seven years. It’s all never-never land.”

These criticisms, 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 remote possibility. In
fact, as Robert Rubin pointed out, with-
out the 1993 package the whole political
and economic landscape 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.

When I asked Rubin why, with all his
Wall Street experience, he thought the
markets had reacted so positively, his re-
ply was a modest one. “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 important in this case, to the
markets—in ways that they believed,” he
said. Volcker made a similar point. “I
think the market had some confidence
and satisfaction that this guy came in and
took on the budget deficit as a major pri-
ority,” he said. “The feeling goes beyond
the particular budget numbers.”

Rubin’s image of Bill Clinton as a
commanding leader who makes tough
decisions and sticks with them through
good times and bad is not one that gels in
the popular imagination, but it was also
evoked by Alan Blinder and Gene Sper-
ling. “T was amazed at how committed he
was to going for a substantial deficit re-
duction, even when he saw some of the
ugly things that you had to do to the
budget to get there,” Blinder said. “Basi-
cally, he didn’t flinch.”

Sperling praised the President even
more highly. “For us on the economic
team, we will always think of him as

a good decision-maker,” he told me.
“When he had hard choices to make, on

both the deficit and NAFTA, he listened to
everybody for a few days, then he made
the call and never looked back.”

I reminded Sperling of the passages in
Woodward’s book where the President
berated his own advisers and complained
about turning the government over to
Wall Street interests. Surely these stories
were true, | suggested.

“Yes,” Sperling conceded. “Just like
any of us, he felt pain at times when
things weren’t going his way. But Wood-
ward missed the bigger picture, which
was that Clinton did what virtually no
President had done before. The real issue
is that it was a very good, effective deficit-
reduction plan.”

After I:alkmg to Sperhﬂg, I reread
Woodward’s description of a meeting be-
tween Clinton and his economic advis-
ers on April 7, 1993. It goes as follows:
““Where are all the Democrats?” Clinton
bellowed. T hope you're all aware we're all
Eisenhower Republicans here, and we
are fighting the Reagan Republicans. We
stand for lower deficits and free trade and
the bond market. Isn’t that great?” ”

No, not great, but perhaps it’s what
the country needed after a decade of
Reaganomics. ¢
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ANNALS OF COMMUNICATIONS

BEHIND THE TIMES

While the Sulzbergers grapple with the issue of succession, other questions
arise about the future direction of their newspaper.

BY KEN AULETTA

ON the morning of April 16th, Ar-

thur Ochs (Punch) Sulzberger,
the chairman and chief execu-
tive officer of the New York Times Com-
pany, anxiously prepared for the com-
pany’s annual shareholder meeting, sched-
uled to begin at nine-thirty in Town Hall:
he put on a navy-blue suit and traded his
customary bold-striped shirt for a white
one. He was very likely more nervous
than usual; Sulzberger had just turned
seventy, and in the past several months
he had been avoiding inquiries about suc-
cession plans at the Times, the world’s
most influential newspaper. At Town
Hall, as he climbed the steps to the stage,
he was followed by four members of his
executive team, including Lance R. Primis,
the president and chief operating officer.
Sulzberger introduced the Times direc-
tors, who sat in the first row, and his three
sisters, also directors, who sat together in
the second row. He smiled at his new
wife, Allison Stacey Cowles (he had mar-
ried her in March), who sat in the eighth
row, beside Arthur, Jr., his son and the
publisher of the Zimes. He read from a
text, and when he was finished 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
Sulzberger looked pleased.

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
she seized it, she behaved as if everyone
in the audience were an employee of hers.

“Yes, Punch, good morning. I am
Evelyn Y. Davis, editor of Highlights &
Lowlights,” she said loudly. She then
went straight to the question that Sulz-
berger had avoided—the one that every-
body who works at the Times had been
wanting to ask, and the one that he him-
self probably didn’t know the answer to.

“What is being done here about the or-
derly succession?” she asked. “Sometime,
Punch, I'm sure you want to retire. And
the choice of who is going to be the
crown prince is not clear at all. Of course,
you had the article in the Wall Street Jour-
nal.” (On January 22nd, the Journal pub-
lished a front-page story about “a poten-
tially bruising competition” to succeed
Sulzberger.) “But I have been at this
game for 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 no clear-cut succession, and I would
like to recommend 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
the right aisle of the eighth row, and then
toward Sulzberger’s nephew Michael
Golden, the corporate vice-president for
operations development, who was seated
on the left aisle of the seventh row, and
she said, “Just what is 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
Journai—that is being bandied around, Tt
1s a topic of concern at the New York
Times. And T have discussed it with my
directors, and at the appropriate time,
when a few pieces fall into place, I will
be further discussing it with them, and
we'll have a constructive plan.”

“Let’s suppose you are on a trip in Asia
somewhere,” Davis said. “Who is maybe
in charge?”

“My colleague over here, Mr. Primis,
president of the organization.”

“Is he also being considered for the top
job?”

“I'm not going to discuss what I'm go-
ing to do.”



Davis’s questions mutated into a
speech, and she urged Sulzberger to en-
courage a contest among the three
men, by inviting each to serve on the
board, and “let the best man win.” Most
shareholders groaned, and others
laughed. The three Sulzberger sisters sat
stone-faced, shoulders squared, eyes
trained straight 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.

KART 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

of his sister 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 7imes general manager—to the
role of its publisher. She did so with the
usual family admonition: “No swelled
heads.”

During the past hundred years, a sin-
gle leader of the Sulzberger clan was al-

45

who was recently elevated from the New
York Times Magazine Division to a se-
nior corporate vice-presidency, and her
elder son, Stephen Golden, is a vice-
president in charge of the 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, who is a vice-
president in advertising sales; and Marian
Heiskell, who 1s active

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

This August will mark the family’s
hundredth year of 7#mes ownership, and
between now and then the city 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 New York Pub-
lic Library will commemorate the centen-
nial. These hundred years have seen only

w three heads of the T¥mes besides Punch
= Sulzberger: Adolph S. Ochs, his grand-
£ father; Arthur Hays Sulzberger, his fa-
s ther; and Orvil E. Dryfoos, the husband

ways able to anoint a successor. But Punch
Sulzberger, unlike his mother, his father,
or his grandfather, must act in concert
with the three sisters. “When Punch was
chosen, there was only one male in the
family,” one of the cousins told me. “Now
there are lots of them”™—a reference to the
four male cousins who, along with one
female cousin, hold executive positions at
the Times Company. Even if he wants
to choose Arthur, Jr. (and those who
know the company chairman believe he
does), his sisters may not.

All three of Iphigene Sulzberger’s
daughters have children who work at the
company: Ruth S. Holmberg, the chair-
man of the Times Printing Company and
a former publisher of the Chattanooga
Times, is the mother of Michael Golden,

Punch Sulzberger with the contenders to the throme: bis son,
Arthur, Jr., and his nephew Michael Golden. What offends the clan 1s the

suggestion that they are all p:iz‘red against each other.

in numerous chari-
ties, has a daughter,
f Susan W. Dryfoos,

who directs 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 a Times
Company director for
ten years, who sees no
reason to rush.

Sulzberger’s friends
and associates can only
guess when he plans to
step down, but they
agree that if he wants
his son to succeed him
as chairman and C.E.O.
he will need some time
to put such a plan into
effect. “Punch keeps his own counsel
about everything,” one friend said. “Ob-
viously, he wants his own son to get a real
run at it.”

Perhaps because of potential family
divisions, there is strife within the com-
pany. Corporate officers occasionally
mock the “dinosaurs” who edit the paper,
and Lance Primis is often pitted against
his boss’s son. Primis, who turns fifty this
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 about the fact that he looks like
an English gentleman,” a friend ex-
plained. Nor can Primis alter the fact that
he sometimes behaves like the formal
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“And what do you think will happen if you do get on the couch?”

man that Sulzberger only appears to be.

Allies of Arthur, Jr., have blamed
Primis or his allies for hints in the Wall
Street Journal’s January story that Ar-
thur, Jr., was a troglodyte. If Primis didn’t
talk to the Journal, “then someone close
to him did,” a supporter of Arthur, Jr.,
said. Primis, Brooklyn-born and some-
what arch, and Arthur, Jr., Mount Kisco-
born and wisecracking, were once close,
and had offices in the same suite after Ar-
thur was named publisher and Primis
worked for him, as his general manager.
When Primis was promoted, four years
ago, their relationship cooled. The ten-
sion between the two men is much talked
about at the upper levels of the 7imes, and
even among Punch Sulzberger’s friends.
“I hear their relationship is very, very
bad,” one friend says. “Which is strange
to me. Why would Lance set up a hos-
tile relationship with someone who will
be so influential?”

Not surprisingly, internal battles at the
company are an awkward subject for
Punch Sulzberger—and for the newspa-
per. What offended the Sulzberger clan
about the Journal account was—as Ar-
thur, Jr., noted in response to a question
from a 7Times employee at an annual meet-
ing—the suggestion that the family mem-
bers were “all pitted against each other.”
The fact is, though, that Arthur, Jr., and
Michael Golden are friendly, talk regu-
larly and easily, 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,
who call 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 of affection 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 may be, but they are none-
theless rivals. According to family mem-
bers and intimates, one or more of the
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 messy battle is possible.
“I can imagine it,” an important family
member told me, with a sigh. “But we work
hard to avoid it, and so far we've been
successful.” To keep from placing new
burdens on this unity, the senior Sulz-
berger declined to be interviewed for this
article. Following his lead, some other
members of the Sulzberger family and of
the Times Company refused to say any-
thing; still others spoke anonymously.
The resolution of the quandary is not,
however, merely an intramural matter. At
various levels of the newspaper, one en-
counters fear about whether the Old Gray
Lady will, like other newspapers, place
more emphasis on her stock price and her
profits than on her product. And there is
a larger fear that the family might not
eventually agree. “I'hat would be a disas-
ter,” a top executive at the company told
me. “That would be the end of the paper.”

PUNCH SULZBERGER, the youngest of
four children, was closest 1n age to
his sister Judith, known as Judy, and
when he was born his father wrote that
he had “come to play the Punch to Judy’s
endless show.” A. M. (Abe) Rosenthal,
the Times columnist and former execu-
tive editor, told me, “He’s a modest man,
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but not a person who will allow himself
to be pushed aside.” Rosenthal added that
there were those “who tried 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 and so nice that people
tend to underestimate him.”

In 1963, when Sulzberger succeeded
Orvil Dryfoos, the newspaper and the
company had total revenues of a hundred
million dollars. By the end of 1995, rev-
enues had reached two billion 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,
plans to buy two more TV stations were
announced), part of two paper com-
panies, and modest investments in new
media. “Our strategy 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 7imes. 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 a journalistic world driven
by profit margins. In the mid-seventies,
when the Times had lost readers and a
quarter of its advertising base, he rejected
paring news coverage in order to save
money. He approved increasing the daily
paper from two sections to four, expand-
ing suburban coverage in the tri-state re-
gion, and adding a daily business section
and special daily sections.

These moves attracted new, upscale
readers, and the new readers attracted
new advertisers. The Times was also di-
versifying by launching a national edition.
Today, nearly half the Times’ circulation
revenues come from outside the New
York metropolitan area. Arthur Gelb,
who was instrumental in developing the
sections and subsequently became man-
aging editor (he retired in 1989 and is
now president of the New York Times
Company Foundation), remembered,
“You always felt the paper had to make a
profit, but that was not the prime moti-
vation. You always believed that if you
put out the strongest paper the profits
would follow. Punch supported the
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newsroom’s belief that if something went
wrong you enriched the soup, you didn’t
water it and dilute it.”

The last four years, in particular, have
been eventful ones for Punch Sulzberger
and the 7imes, starting with his decision,
in 1992, to ask his son to succeed him as
publisher, while he retained the titles of
chairman and chief executive officer.
Arthur, Jr., who was then forty years old,
had served a fuller apprenticeship at the
paper than his father had: fourteen years
as reporter, editor, ad salesman, produc-
tion and corporate-planning executive,
and, finally, deputy publisher.

Over these last four years, the paper
has enhanced its metropolitan and busi-
ness coverage, and has introduced color
photographs and illustrations in its Sun-
day paper; it has gained more control over
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 Globe for 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 111,
the president and chief operating officer
of the McGraw-Hill Companies, ob-
served. Because this was a shared percep-
tion, the price of Times Company stock
sagged. Hoping to boost the stock, the
Times sold much of its magazine divi-
sion, where growth had stalled. When
the stock still didn’t move, the company
announced that it would rely less on print
and more on broadcast and new elec-
tronic media.

That shift, Lance Primis acknowl-
edged in a May 2nd presentation to in-
vestment analysts, has been slower than
the company’s executives hoped. Not sur-
prisingly, investors snickered, concluding
that the excellence displayed on the
Times editorial side was not matched by
boldness on the company’s business side.
The stock price, which reached a high of
more than forty-nine dollars in 1987, is
now trading at just over thirty-two dol-
lars, and until early this year the only an-
nouncement that seemed to elevate it
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came in September of 1995, when the
Times Company hired Diane Price
Baker, who had helped guide R. H.
Macy & Company out of bankruptcy, as
chief financial officer.

In a sense, the weakness of the Times
Company derives from its strength. The
family institution that justifiably prides
itself on inner values may suffer from
insularity. At the annual meeting, one
shareholder rose to complain that of fif-
teen company directors re€lected only
two are under sixty and eight are over sev-
enty. Like the railroads, which earlier in
this century thought that they were in the
railroad rather than the transportation
business, or like the networks, which
thought they were in the single-channel
rather than the program business and ig-
nored or fought cable, the Times Com-
pany was late to realize that it is in the
information rather than the newspaper
business. In 1995, of the company’s two
hundred and twenty-nine million dollars
in operating profits, almost ninety-three
per cent came from print; less than one per
cent of the company’s revenues, and no
profits, derived from new-media ventures.

By contrast, Dow Jones & Co., which
publishes the Wall Street Journal and is
also an institution that many think has
been too timid, generates more than half
of its profits from electronic publishing,
according to its president and chief op-
erating officer, Kenneth L. Burenga. “If
you asked who our competition is, we'd
probably say Reuters, not the New York
Times Company,” Peter Kann, the Dow
Jones chairman and C.E.O. and pub-
lisher of the Wall Street Journal, says. Mi-
chael Bloomberg, who has almost over-
night built a television, radio, news-wire,
and computer service, asks, “Why is
CNN doing worldwide news? Why isn’t
the New York 7imes or the Wall Street
Journal?”

Other media companies have raced
ahead of the Times in the electronic
realm. The Tribune Company decided in
the eighties to embark on the path that
the Times Company has more timo-
rously adopted in the nineties. Today, the
Tribune Company, which owns a 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!

He placed an interdict on

lamentation. He forbade all women to
weep at funerals, rescinded ululations,

and so each black cortege

wound through the lanes of Cairo voicelessly.
Even sorrow 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. According to its
president and chief operating officer,
Alan G. Spoon, about sixty-five per cent
of the Post Company’s cash flow derives
from nonprint investments. “They’re not
spending enough time on where the fu-
ture 1s going,” the PaineWebber media
analyst Christopher Dixon says of the
Times Company. “They’re buying TV
stations at the top of the market.” So far,
he adds, the Times Company has “put up
a good defense, not a good offense.”
Like other papers, the 7imes has also
moved to cut costs in order to boost profit
margins. The 7imes employed three
thousand nine-hundred and thirty full-
time people at the end of 1995, or four

—ERrIC 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 reductions are
modest, but they have added to tensions
at the 77mes. Mindful of the Times Com-
pany’s depressed stock price, and aware
that, according to a PaineWebber analy-
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, and a 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
had previously thought was a final figure.
Since the publisher reports to the corpo-
rate chief operating officer, Primis thought
he was doing his job, but Arthur, Jr., ac-
cording to senior executives, thought
Primis was trying to humiliate him and
the newspaper. According to a participant,
he said, angrily, “If that three million dol-
lars is to come from the newspaper, it
won't come solely from the newsroom!”
According to friends, 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 interviewed for this article.)

Many editors 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 they think 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 some of the corporate executives
are at times openly disdainful of top edi-
tors, and even of the publisher, criticiz-
ing them for resistance to change.

HE mystery is why events have taken
this turn. One theory is that Punch
Sulzberger wants to impose discipline on
his son, and that Primis is following his
boss’s lead. Father and son had an awk-
ward relationship over the years, starting
in 1956, when Punch and his first wife
divorced. At the age of fourteen, young
Arthur went to live with his father, but
the relationship between Sulzberger’s sec-
ond wife, the late Carol Sulzberger, and
her stepson was a wintry one, and in re-
cent years both Punch and Carol confided
to friends their belief that Arthur, Jr., had
allowed an excessive amount of opinion
to infiltrate the news pages. Whatever the
differences between father and son, how-
ever, it should be noted that when Punch
Sulzberger remarried, in March, Arthur, Jr.,
was his best man.

Then, there is a theory, held by some
in the newsroom, that Primis feels em-
boldened by a more assertive board.
I.B.M.’s chief executive officer, Louis V.
Gerstner, Jr., who joined the Times
Company board a decade ago, when he
was the president of American Express,

1s pressing the company to move more
swiftly on the electronic front—to shake
up the institution, as he feels he is doing
at LB.M. A senior Times corporate ex-
ecutive wonders, “Is Primis trying to
block Arthur, Jr.? Is it a case of an execu-
tive trying to secure his career, as every
executive does? Or is it a coup?” Such no-
tions may be overwrought, since by most
accounts board meetings are tepid affairs.
Donald Stewart, who, with Gerstner, 1s
the only director under sixty, says, “T'he
character of the board is very civilized,
very convivial, If anyone raised his voice,
eyes would go up.”

There are critics who theorize that
Primis is blinded by ambition for the top
job, and critics 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., may reflect differ-
ences “between some members of the
family and Arthur,” for Arthur, Jr., he
says, “is not popular.” A female friend of
the family says, “Part of this is the revenge
of the girls. They’re smart women, yet
their little brother got the job.”

Tensions inside the Times newsroom
further compound the institution’s angst.
Last year, about half of the company’s
profits was contributed by its flagship,
and in December editors were told that
their bonuses would be double the
amount for which they were eligible. This
good news soon soured, however, when
Joseph Lelyveld, the executive editor, met
with department heads and left the im-
pression that he was reluctant to see them
get such generous bounties because, he
reportedly said, they were greater than
the editors had any right to expect when
the newsroom was facing cuts. While
the editor is widely admired for his bril-
liance and integrity, 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 schedule will require the 77mes to
have a group of senior editors working at
night. Moreover, Arthur, Jr., and Lely-
veld are planning to eliminate some of the
paper’s seven assistant-managing-editor
positions—a move that would help make
room for the next generation of editors.
Already, one assistant managing editor,
Warren Hoge, has accepted the coveted as-
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signment of London bureau chief; others
may not be so fortunate.

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
turn sixty-five next spring and has told 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 of sixty-five was
stretched when he was asked to stay a
few months beyond it; 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 managing editor be-
comes the likely heir to the job of execu-
tive editor. With Roberts leaving, the
Times will probably announce his succes-
sor before the end of this year—a move
that alarms many in the newsroom, who
fret that Lelyveld will push Gerald Boyd,
who is seen as his personal favorite
among the assistant managing editors, to
succeed Roberts and thus be first in line
to become the next executive editor.

Boyd is commonly thought of within
the newsroom as both a micromanager
and a bit of a bully, and this reputation
prompted management to encourage him
to attend what the newsroom derisively
calls “charm school.” For five days, start-
ing on April 29th, Boyd attended semi-
nars for senior executives at the Center
for Creative Leadership, in Colorado
Springs. What editors at the 7imes say
they do not know is whether this training
was meant to enhance Boyd’s prospects of
becoming managing editor or was an ac-
knowledgment that he was out of the run-
ning. Because Boyd is black and many of
his critics are white, racial lines get drawn,
with each side claiming that Boyd is either
a beneficiary or a victim of a racial double
standard. “He’s at a management level where
a lot of guys are getting moved out, and
they hate him for it,” a black journalist on
the paper says. “A lot of people try to ratio-
nalize personal failures on racial grounds.”

Many of the people on the paper,
black and white, paint another scenario.
They believe that, just as Max Frankel,
the former editorial-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-page editor, 1s Arthur, Jr.,’s
choice as backup to become managing
editor and eventually to succeed Lelyveld.
Raines, who has won a Pulitzer Prize for
feature writing, has his detractors, includ-
ing journalists who believe that he is ar-
rogant and too pugilistic, and that he fa-
vors “stars” in a newsroom where starring
roles are scarce. But few doubt his qualifi-
cations or deny that Raines would invest
the newsroom with more spirit. To an
April 26th cockrail party at his home, on
West Eleventh Street, Raines invited an
army of 7imes employees, past and pres-
ent, and wandered through the four-story
house dispensing bonhomie. Few failed
to receive his message: It can be fun to
work at the Times.

For Raines, however, there would be
drawbacks to becoming managing editor.
He would be going from a job where he
reports to the publisher to a job where he
would report to Lelyveld. At the age of
fifty-three, Raines would have to coexist
as a partner with the fifty-nine-year-old
Lelyveld, probably for at least five years.
This could be a problem, since their re-
lationship has never been warm.

THE 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
1s still energetic and is happily remarried,
they guess that he will want to leave
within five years, at most.

The dilemma for Arthur, Jr., a close
associate says, is that he “wants both
jobs”—publisher and chairman—ryet
knows that unless something changes he
is unlikely to have both. Associates out-
side the 7imes have urged him to seek the
more powerful posts, those of chairman
and C.E.O. His allies in the newsroom
have also reluctantly concluded that the
best way for him to protect the newspa-
per is to become the head of the company
and keep an eye on the publisher. The
trouble with this scenario is that Michael
Golden has never worked at the newspa-
per, and has told friends that he believes
he has better training for becoming the
chairman and C.E.O. than for becoming
the publisher.

The signal that Golden, at forty-six,
is being groomed for one of the two roles
arrived in the form of an oblique an-
nouncement last December of his pro-
motion to a corporate vice-presidency. By
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placing him under Lance Primis, Punch
Sulzberger in effect sanctioned a contest
between his nephew and his son. The
promotion, Golden’s mother, Ruth Holm-
berg, said, “is a way of responding to what
he’s done so far.” She added, “Often a
family member has to run twice as hard
to stay in the same place. The world
doesn’t owe us a living. The next genera-
tion feels the same pressures we did.”

There is also the possibility that the
Times might go outside the family. 1

asked Holmberg if she could 1 1mag1n& a

non-family member at the head

of the company. “T guess I can,”

she said. “I hope I don’t have to
ever imagine the family not be-
ing involved.” The assumption of

family friends is that the longer
Punch Sulzberger remains on the

job, the less likely it is that the Times

Company will bestow the mantle of
chairman or C.E.O. on either Primis or
an outsider, as other family-dominated
communications companies—including
Hearst, E. W. Scripps, and McGraw-
Hill—have done.

Finally, there is the possibility that,
despite the safeguards of a family trust
that was created in 1986 and requires col-
lective, rather than unilateral, family de-
cisions, the family could find itself caught
up in the sort of struggle that has trau-
matized companies like Times Mirror
and has driven newspapers to the auction
block. “I don’t think you'd ever see the
family split like that,” a family friend has
said. “They’re too fond of one another
and of the institution.” Under the terms
of the trust, the sale of the paper can be
decided only by a unanimous family
vote—and then only if such a sale is de-
signed, in the words of the agreement, “to
maintain the editorial independence and
integrity” of the New York 7imes. The
agreement also stipulates that any family
member wishing to sell controlling stock
must first offer to sell it to other members
of the family, and then to the company
itself, before it can be sold elsewhere.

While the Sulzbergers may fall 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, of Dow Jones, declared,
“Those of us entrusted with what really
are a very few great news organizations
in this country—and you can count them on
the fingers of two hands—do have some
higher responsibility than profits. You can’t

run a news organization the way you run
McDonald’s outlets. That sounds pomp-
ous. . . . It doesn’t mean you can’t cut jobs
or make c 5.” It does mean, he added,
that if the quality of the Journal is main-
tained the company can extend its fran-
chise “to other forms™—like the magazine
SmartMoney or Dow Jones’s business-
news channels in Asia and Europe. “The
return you make from news comes back
to you in so many ways,” he said.

That is the value system that has sus-
tained the New York Times for a hundred
years. “T'o me, and to the people
who work on the New York
Times, 1t's not a money genera-
tor—it’s a public trust,” Ruth
Holmberg said. That is not a
phrase much in favor among me-
=2 dia C.E.O.s, who fear 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 of CBS, I asked him at a
press conference whether owning a net-
work was different—more of a public
trust—from owning other businesses. He
seemed almost embarrassed by the ques-
tion. “Yes,” he answered. “I think there
is something to that.” Lest he be misun-
derstood by investors worried that he
might do something rash, 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, ]r., on the other hand,
invoked the word “quality” like a mantra,

That spirit was very much present in
February of 1990, at the memorial ser-
vice for Iphigene Sulzberger, at Temple
Emanu-El Susan Dryfoos looked at the
mourners who crowded the synagogue,
but she spoke to her grandmother:

We, your family, understand our birth-
right, and will pass it along to future gen-
erations. T'o be born into this family means to
carry on a tradition that is by far greater than
any single individual. We undﬁratand that the
New York Times is a trust. . . . We under-

stand that we have the I'ﬁSpDI]Slbﬂ.lt_‘; and the
privilege—to carry on. And we will, 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’s parents encountered in the New York of the thirties was so hard and painful that
they went back home to Ireland, thinking that nothing as terrible could ever happen to them again.

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

hair, sour eyes, a black shawl,
and no smile for my mother or any of us,
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. She called two boys who
were hanging around the railway station
and paid them to carry the trunk. The
boys had shaved heads, snotty noses, and
no shoes and we followed them through
the streets of Limerick. I asked Mam
why they had no hair and she said their
heads were shaved so that the lice would
have no place to hide. Malachy said,
What's a lice? and Mam said, Not lice.
One of them is a louse. Grandma said,
Will ye stop it! What kind o’ talk is
this? The boys whistled and laughed
and trotted along as if they had shoes
and Grandma told 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. When she
stopped every few minutes to catch her
breath, Grandma said, Are you still
smokin’ them fags? Them fags will be the
death of you. There’s enough con-
sumption in Limerick without people
smokin’ fags on top of it an’ 'tis a rich
man’s foolishness.

Along the path through the park there
were hundreds of flowers of different 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.”
One of the boys with the trunk said,
God, are they Americans? and Mam
said, They are. They were born in New
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York. The boy said to the other boy,
God, they're Americans. They put the
trunk down and stared at us and we
stared back at them till Grandma said,
Are ye goin’ to stand here all day lookin’
at flowers an’ gawkin’ at each other? And
we all moved on again, out of the park,
down a narrow lane, and into another
lane to Grandma’s house.

HERE is a row of small houses on
each side of the lane and Grandma
lives in one of the small houses. Her
kitchen has a shiny polished black iron
range with a fire glowing in the grate.
There is a picture on the wall by the
range of a man with long brown hair and
sad eyes. He is pointing to his chest,
where there 1s a big heart with flames
coming out of it. Mam tells us, That’s
the Sacred Heart of Jesus, and I want
to know why the man’s heart is on fire
and why doesn’t He throw water on it?
Grandma says, Don’t these children
know anything about their religion? and
Mam tells her it’s different in America.
Grandma says the Sacred Heart is every-
where and there’s no excuse for that kind
of ignorance.

There aren’t enough chairs for ev-
eryone so I sit on the stairs with my
brothers to have bread and tea. Dad
and Mam sit at the table and Grandma
sits under the Sacred Heart. She says,
I don’t know under God what I'm goin’
to do with ye. There is no room in
this house. There isn’t room for even one
of ye.

Malachy says, Ye, ye, and starts to
giggle and | say, Ye, ye, and the twins say,
Ye, ye, and we're laughing so hard we can
hardly eat our bread.

Grandma glares at us. What are ye
laughin’ at? There’s nothin’ to laugh at in
this house. Ye better behave yeerselves
before I go over to ye.

She won'’t stop saying Ye, and now

Malachy is helpless with laughter, spewing
out his bread and tea, his face turning red.

THAT night Mam’s sister, Aunt Ag-
gie, came home from her job in
the clothing factory. She was big and she
had flaming-red hair. She was living
in Grandma’s because she had had a fight
with her husband, Pa Keating, who told
her, when he had taken drink, You're a
great fat cow, go home to 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 her son Pat, who was my uncle
and who was out selling newspapers.

Grandma spread coats and rags on the
floor of the little back room and we slept
there and in the morning Aunt Aggie
came for her bicycle telling us, Will ye
mind yeerselves, will ye. Will ye get out
of my way?

When she left, Malachy kept saying,
Will ye mind yeerselves, will ye? Will ye
get out of the way, will ye? and I could
hear Dad laughing out in the kitchen till
Grandma came down the stairs and he
had to tell Malachy be quiet.

That day Grandma and Mam went
out and found a furnished room on
Windmill Street. Grandma paid the rent,
ten shillings for two weeks. She gave
Mam money for food, loaned us a kettle,
a pot, a frying pan, knives and spoons,
jam jars to be used for mugs, a blanket
and a 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 charity at the St. Vincent
de Paul Society, or go on the relief.

The room had a fireplace where we
could boil water for our tea or for an egg
in case we ever came into money. We
had a table and three chairs and a bed
that Mam said was the biggest she had
ever seen. It didn’t matter that there were
six of us in the bed, we were together,
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away from grandmothers, Malachy could
say Ye, ye, ye, and we could laugh as
much as we liked.

Dad and Mam lay at the head of the
bed, Malachy and I at the bottom, the
twins wherever they could find comfort.
In the moonlight I could look up the
length of the bed and see Dad still awake
and when Oliver cried in his sleep Dad
reached for him and held him. Whisht,
he said. Whisht.

Then Eugene sat up, screaming, tear-
ing at himself. Ah, ah, Mommy, Mom-
my. Dad sat up. What? What's up, son?
Eugene went on crying and when Dad
leaped from the bed and turned on the
gaslight we saw the fleas, leaping, jump-
ing, fastened to our flesh. We slapped
at them and slapped but they hopped
from body to body, hopping, biting. We
jumped from the bed, the twins cry-
ing, Mam moaning, Oh, Jesus, will we
have no rest! Dad poured water and salt
into a jam jar and dabbed at our bites.
The salt burned, but he said we’d feel
better soon.

Mam sat by the fireplace with the
twins on her lap. Dad pulled on his trou-
sers and dragged the mattress off the bed
and out to the street. He filled the kettle
and the pot with water, stood the mat-
tress against the wall, pounded it with a
shoe, told me to keep pouring water on
the ground to drown the fleas dropping
there. The Limerick moon was so bright
I could see bits of it shimmering in the
water and I wanted to scoop up moon

bits, but how could I with the fleas leap-
ing on my legs?

A man on a bicycle stopped and want-
ed to know why Dad was beating that
mattress. Mother o’ God, he said, I never
heard such a cure for fleas. Do you know
that if a man could jump like a flea one
leap would take him halfway to the moon?
The thing to do is this, When you go back
inside with that mattress stick it on the
bed upside down and that will confuse the
little buggers. They won't know where
they are and they’ll be biting the mat-
tress or each other, which is the best cure
of all. They’re a right bloody torment an’
I should know for didn’t I grow up in
Limerick, down in the Irish Town, an’
the fleas there were so plentiful an’ for-
ward they’d sit on the toe of your boot
an’ discuss Ireland’s woeful history with
you. It is said there were no fleas in an-
cient Ireland, that they were brought
in be the English to drive us out of our
wits entirely, an’ I wouldn’t put it past the
English.

Dad said, You wouldn’t by any chance
have a cigarette, would you?

A cigarette? Oh, sure, of course. Here
you are. Aren’t I nearly destroyed from
the fags myself. The oul” hacking cough,
you know. So powerful it nearly knocks
me off the bicycle. I can feel that cough
stirring in me solar plexus an’ workin’ its
way up through me entrails till the next
thing it takes off the top o’ me head.

He wobbled away on his bicycle, a
cigarette dangling from his mouth, the

cough racking his body. Dad said,
Limerickmen talk too much. Come on,

we'll put this mattress back and see if

there’s any sleep in this night.

EUGENE is sleeping under a coat on

the bed. Dad sits 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 an onion 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 coal for
that fire.

She gives Dad the docket for the coal
down the Dock Road. He takes me with
him, but it’s dark and all the coalyards
are closed.

What are we going to do now, Dad:

I don’t know, son.

Ahead of us, women in shawls and
small children are picking up coal along
the road.

There, Dad, there’s coal.
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She gets 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. She says that’s what she
missed most of all in America, the River
Shannon. The Hudson was lovely but
the Shannon sings. I can’t hear the song,
but my mother does and that makes her
happy. The other women are gone from
the Dock Road and we search for the bits
of coal that drop from lorries. Mam tells
us gather anything that burns, coal,
wood, cardboard, paper. She says, There
are them that burn the horse droppings
but we're not gone that low yet. When
her bag is nearly full she says, Now we
have to find an onion for Oliver. Malachy
says he'll find one but she tells him, No,
you don’t find onions on the road, you
get them in shops.

The minute he sees a shop he cries
out, There’s a shop, and runs in.

Qonyen, he says. Oonyen for Oliver.

Mam runs into the shop and tells the
woman behind the counter, 'm sorry.
The woman says, Lord, he’s a dote. Is he
an American or what?

Mam says he is. The woman smiles
and shows two teeth, one on each side of
her upper gum. A dote, she says, and
look at them gorgeous goldy curls. And
what is it he wants now? A sweet?

Ah, no, says Mam. An onion. I
wanted to get an onion for my other child
that’s sick.

True for you, missus. You can’t beat

means and be says, Sickness, son, and things that don't fit.” Etchings by Dieter Blodau.

the onion boiled in milk. And look, little
boy, here’s a sweet for yourself and one
for the other little boy, the brother, I sup-
pose. And here’s a nice onion for the sick
child, missus.

Mam says, God bless you, ma'am, and
her eyes are watery.

Dad is walking back and forth with
Oliver in his arms and Eugene is playing
on the floor with a pot and a spoon. Dad
says, Did you get the onion?

1 did, says Mam, and more. I got coal
and the way of lighting it.

I knew you would. I said a prayer to
St. Jude. He’s my favorite saint, patron of
desperate cases.

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

Dad says, 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 sent St. Jude
down the Dock Road.

Mam gets the fire going, cuts the on-
ion in half, and drops it in boiling milk.
She takes Oliver on her lap and tries to
feed him, but he turns away and looks
into the fire.

Ah, come on, love, she says. Good for
you. Make you big and strong.

He tightens his mouth against the
spoon. She puts the pot down, rocks him
till he’s asleep, lays him on the bed, and
tells the rest of us be quiet or she'll de-
molish us. She slices the other half of the

onion and fries it in butter with slices of

bread. She lets us sit on the floor around
the fire where we eat the fried bread and
sip at scalding sweet tea in jam jars.

The fire makes the room warm and
with the flames dancing in the coal you
can see faces and mountains and val-
leys and animals leaping. Eugene falls
asleep on the floor and Dad lifts 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.

Soon we're all in bed and if there’s the
odd flea I don’t mind because 1t's warm in
the bed with the six of us and I love the
glow of the fire the way it dances on the
walls and ceiling and makes the room go
red and black, red and black, till it dims
to white and black and all you can hear is
a little cry from Oliver turning in my
mother’s arms.

AD is touching my shoulder. Come
on, Francis, you have to take care
of your little brothers.

Mam is slumped on the edge of
the bed, making small crying sounds
like a bird. Grandma is pulling on her
shawl. She says, I'll go down to Thomp-
son the undertaker about the coffin
and the carriage. The St. Vincent de Paul
Society will surely pay for that, God
knows.

Dad stands facing the wall over the
fire, beating on his thighs with his fists,
sighing, Och, och, och.

Dad frightens me with his Och, och,
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och, and Mam frightens me with her
small bird sounds, and I don’t know what
to do, though I wonder if anyone will
light the fire in the grate so that we can
have tea and bread. If Dad would move
away from the fireplace I could light the
fire myself. All you need is paper, a few
bits of coal or turf, and a match. He won't
move so I try to go around his legs while
he’s beating on his thighs, but he notices
me and wants to know why I'm trying to
light the fire. I tell him we’re all hungry
and he lets out a crazy laugh. Hungry? he
says. Och, Francis, your wee brother
Oliver is dead.

He picks me up and hugs me so hard
I cry out. Then Malachy cries, my
mother cries, Dad cries, | cry, but Eugene
stays quiet. Then Dad sniffles, We'll have
a feast. Come on, Francis.

He carries me through the streets of
Limerick and we go from shop to shop
with him asking for food or anything
they can give to a family that has two
children dead in a year, one in America,
one in Limerick, and in danger of losing
three more for the want of food and
drink. Most shopkeepers shake their
heads.

Dad says he’s glad to see the spirit of
Christ alive in Limerick and they tell him
they don't need the likes of him with his
Northern accent to be telling them about
Christ and he should be ashamed of him-
self dragging a child around like that, like
a common beggar, a tinker, a knacker.

A few shopkeepers give bread, pota-
toes, tins of beans and Dad says, We'll go
home now and you boys can eat some-
thing, but we meet Uncle Pa Keating and
he tells Dad he’s very sorry for his
troubles and would Dad like to have a
pint in this pub here?

There are men sitting in this pub with
great glasses of black stuff before them.
They lift their glasses carefully and slowly
drink. There is creamy white stuff on
their lips which they lick with little sighs.

Uncle Pa says, Frankie, this is the
pint. This is the staff of life. This is the
best thing for nursing mothers and for
those who are long weaned.

He laughs and Dad smiles and I laugh
because I think that’s what you're sup-
posed to do when Uncle Pa says some-
thing. He doesn’t laugh when he tells the
other men about Oliver dying. The other
men tip their hats to Dad. Sorry for your
troubles, mister, and surely you'll have
a pint.

Dad says yes to the pints and soon he’s
singing “Roddy McCorley” and “Kevin
Barry” and song after song I never heard
before and crying over his lovely little girl,
Margaret, that died in America and his
little boy Oliver. It frightens me the way
he yells and cries and sings and 1 wish 1
could be at home with my three brothers,
no, my two brothers, and my mother.

The man behind the bar says to Dad,
I think now, mister, you've had enough.
We're sorry for your troubles but you
have to take that child home to his moth-
er that must be heartbroken by the fire.

Dad says, One, one more pint, just
one, eh? and the man says no. Dad
shakes his fist. I did me bit for Ireland,
and when the man comes out and takes
Dad’s arm Dad tries 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 wants to go to another place for
a pint but Uncle Pa says he has no more
money. Dad says he'll tell everyone his
sorrows and they'll give him pints. Uncle
Pa says that’s a disgraceful thing to do
and Dad cries on his shoulder. You're a
good friend, he tells Uncle Pa. It’s ter-
rible, terrible, says Uncle Pa, but you'll get
over this in time.

Dad straightens up and looks at him.
Never, he says. Never.

NEX’T day we rode to 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 jackdaws that perched on 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 know what a soul was but I 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
graveyard littered with dead jackdaws.

HE morning after Oliver’s burial
Dad went to the Labour Exchange

to sign and collect the week’s dole, nine-
teen shillings and sixpence. He said
he’d be home by noon, that he'd get coal
and make a fire, that we'd have rashers
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and eggs and tea in honor of Oliver, that
we might even have a sweet or two.

He wasn’t home by noon, or one, or
two, and we boiled and ate the few pota-
toes the shopkeepers had given us. He
wasn't home anytime before the sun went
down that day in May. There was no sign
of him till we heard him, long after the
pubs closed, rolling along Windmill
Street, singing.

He stumbled into the room, hanging
on to the wall. A snot oozed from his
nose and he wiped it away with the back
of his hand. He tried 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?

She tried to stick her hands into his
pockets but he pushed her away. Have
reshpeck, he said. Reshpeck in front of
shildren.

She struggled to get at his pockets.
Where’s the money? The children are
hungry. You mad oul’ bastard, did you
drink all the money again? Just what you
did in Brooklyn.

He blubbered, Och, poor Angela.
And poor wee Margaret and poor wee
Oliver,

He staggered to me and hugged me
and I smelled the drink I used to smell in
America. Mly face was wet from his tears
and his spit and his snot and [ was hun-
gry and I didn’t know what to say when
he cried all over my head.

AM follows Dad to the Labour
Exchange. She marches in be-

hind him and when the man pushes the
money toward Dad she takes it. The
other men nudge each other and grin and
Dad is disgraced because a woman is
never supposed to interfere with a man’s
dole money. He might want to put six-
pence on a horse or have a pint and if all
the women start acting like Mam the
horses will stop running and Guinness
will go broke. But she has the money
now and we move to another room, on
Hartstonge Street. Then she carries Eu-
gene in het arms and we go up the street
to Leamy’s National School. The head-
master, Mr. Scallan, says Malachy and |
are to return on Monday with 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

noses are to be blown at all times, not on



I'™M A BAD YANK

the floor, that spreads the consumption,
or on our sleeves but in a handkerchief or
a clean rag. He asks us if we are good
boys and when we say we are he says,
Good Lord, what's this? Are they Yanks
or what?

The boys in Leamy’s want to know
why we talk like that, too. Are ye Yanks
or what? And when we tell them we
came from America they want to know,
Are ye gangsters or cowboys?

A big boy sticks his face up to mine.
I'm asking ye a question, he says. Are ye
gangsters or cowboys?

I tell him I don’t know and when he
pokes his finger into my chest Malachy
says, I'm a gangster, Frank’s a cowboy.
The big boy says, Your little brother is
smart and you're a stupid Yank.

The boys around him are excited.
Fight, they yell, fight, and he pushes me
so hard I fall. T want to cry but the black-
ness comes over me and I rush at him,
kicking and punching. I knock him down
and try to grab his hair to bang his head
on the ground, but there’s a sharp sting
across the backs of my legs and I'm pulled
away from him.

Mr. Benson, one of the masters, has me
by the ear and he’s whacking me across
the legs. You little hooligan, he says. Is
that the kind of behavior you brought
from America? Well, by God, you'll
behave yourself before I'm done with you.

He tells me hold out one
hand and then the other and
hits me with his stick once on
each hand. Go home now, he
says, and tell 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.

Now say, I'm a bad Yank.

I'm a bad Yank.

Malachy says, He's not a bad
boy. It’s that big boy. He said we
were cowboys and gangsters.

Is that what you did,
Heffernan?

I was only jokin’, sir.

No more joking, Heffernan.
It’s not their fault that they’re
Yanks.

"Tisn’t, sir.

And you, Heffernan, should
get down on your two knees ev-
ery night and thank God you're
not a Yank for if you were,
Heffernan, you'd be the greatest

gangster on two sides of the Atlantic. Al
Capone would be coming to you for les-
sons. You're not to be bothering these
two Yanks anymore, Heffernan.

I won't, sir.

And if you do, Heffernan, I'll hang
your pelt on the wall. Now go home, all
of ye.

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
hands it’s called a slap. They hit you if
you're late, if you have a leaky nib on your
pen, if you laugh, if you talk, and if you
don’t know things.

They hit you if you don’t know why
God made the world, if you don’t
know the patron 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, if you don’t know the chief
towns and products of the thirty-
two counties of Ireland, if you 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
name in Irish, if you can’t say the Hail
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Mary in Irish, if you can’t ask for the
lavatory pass in Irish.

One master will hit you if you don’t
know that Eamon de Valera is the great-
est man that ever lived. Another master
will hit you if you don’t know thart
Michael Collins was the greatest man
that ever lived.

M. Benson hates America, and you
have to remember to 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 Eugene is
too small to know anything. When he
wakes in the morning he says, Ollie, Ol-
lie, and toddles around the room looking
under the beds or he climbs up on the
bed by the window and points to children
on the street, especially children with fair
hair like him and Oliver.

Dad and Mam tell him Oliver is in
Heaven playing 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.

Malachy and I play with him. We try

phei o
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to make him laugh. We make funny
faces. We put pots on our heads and pre-
tend to let them fall off. We take him to
the People’s Park to see the lovely flow-
ers, play with dogs, roll in the grass.

Dad says Eugene 1s 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.

He died anyway:.

Six months after Oliver went, we
woke on a mean November moming and
there was Eugene, cold in the bed beside
us. Dr. Troy came and said that child
died of pneumonia and why wasn’t he in
the hospital long ago? Dad said he didn’t
know and Mam said she didn’t know and
Dr. Troy said that’s why children die.
People don’t know.

Mam says 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 sometimes she sees Oliver outside
and Eugene inside, 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 the rest
of her life. She says if she doesn’t move
soon she’ll go out of her mind and wind
up in the lunatic asylum.

*_._‘_____________.-—
\—H__"r-________..—

We move to Roden Lane on top of a
place called Barrack Hill. The houses are
called two up, two down: two rooms on
top, two on the bottom. Our house is at
the end of the lane, the last of sox. Next
to our door is a small shed—a lavatory—
and next to that a stable.

Mam goes to the St. Vincent de Paul
Society to see if there’s any chance of
getting furniture. The man says hell give
us a docket for a table, two chairs, and
two beds. He says we'll have to go to a
secondhand-furniture shop down in the
Irish Town and haul the furniture home
ourselves. Mam says we can use the pram
she had for the twins and when she says
that she cries.

We're happy with the house. We can
walk from room to room and up and
down the stairs. You feel very rich when
you can go up and down the stairs all day
as much as you please. Dad lights the fire
and Mam makes the tea. He sits at the
table on one chair, she sits on the other,
and Malachy and I 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 door and says,
Why are you emptying your bucket in
our lavatory? He raises his cap to her.

I
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Your lavatory, missus? Ah, no. You're
making a bit of a mistake there, ha, ha.
'This is not your lavatory. Sure, isn’t this
the lavatory for the whole lane. You'll
see passing your door here the buckets
of eleven families and I can tell you it
gets very powerful here in the warm
weather, very powerful altogether. "Tis
December now, thank God, with a chill
in the air and the lavatory isn’t that bad,
but the day will come when you'll be call-
ing for a gas mask. So, good night to you,
missus, and I hope you’ll be happy in
your house.

And he shuflies up the lane laughing
away to himself.

Mam comes back to her chair and her
tea. We can’t stay here, she says. That
lavatory will kill us all with diseases.

Dad says, We can’t move again.
Where will we get a house for six shil-
lings a week? We'll keep the lavatory
clean ourselves. We'll boil buckets of wa-
ter and throw them in there.

Oh, will we? says Mam, and where
will we get the coal or turf or blocks to be
boiling water?

Dad says nothing. He finishes his tea
and looks for a nail to hang our one pic-
ture. The man in the picture has a thin
face. He wears a yellow skullcap and a
black robe with a cross on his 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 found it thrown cut by some-
one who had no time 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 get it into the wall
without a hammer. Mam says he could
go borrow one from the people next door
but he 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 and a blob of blood falls on
the Pope’s head. Mam tries to wipe
the blood away with her sleeve but
it’s wool and spreads the blood till the
whole side of the Pope’s face is smeared.
Dad says, Lord above, Angela, you've
destroyed the Pope entirely, and she
says, Arrah, stop your whining, we'll
get some paint and go over his 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 we to say if someone
from the St. Vincent de Paul Society
comes in and sees blood all over him?
Mam says, 1 don’t know. It's your blood
and ’tis a sad thing when a man can’t
even drive a nail straight. It just goes
to show how useless you are.

can’t get any work. He gets up

early on weekdays, lights the fire,

boils water for the tea and his shaving

mug. He puts on a shirt and attaches a

collar with studs. He will never leave the

house without collar and tie. A man

without collar and tie is a man with no
respect for himself, he says.

Bosses and foremen always show him
respect and say they're ready to hire him,
but when he opens his mouth and they
hear the North of Ireland accent they
take a Limerickman instead. That’s what
he tells Mam by the fire and when she
says, Why don’t you dress like a proper
workingman? he says he’ll never give an
inch, never let them know, and when she
says, Why can’t you try to talk like a
Limerickman? he says he'll never sink
that low and the greatest sorrow of his life
is that his sons are now afflicted with the
Limerick accent. He says that someday,
with God’s help, we'll get out of Limer-
ick and far from the Shannon that kills.

I ask Dad what “afflicted” means and
he says, Sickness, son, and things that
don't fit.

When he’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
work right away with his cap on and his
collar and tie. He works so hard and long
the farmers have to tell him stop. They
wonder how a man can work through a
long hot day with no thought of food or
drink. Dad smiles. He never brings home
the money he earns on farms. That
money seems to be different from the
dole, which is supposed to be brought
home. He takes the farm money to the
pub and drinks it. Mam hopes he might
think of his 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,
but he'll never bring home anything, be-
cause he’d never stoop so low as to ask
a farmer for anything. Mam says "tis

all right for her to be begging at the
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I feel there’s a whole culture around mules.”

St. Vincent de Paul Society for a docket
for food but he can’t stick a few spuds in
his pocket. He says it’s different for a
man. You have to keep the dignity.

When the farm money is gone he
rolls home singing and crying over Ire-
land and his dead children, mostly about
Ireland. If he sings “Roddy McCorley,” it
means he had only the price of a pint or
two. If he sings “Kevin Barry,” it means
he had a good day, that he is now falling-
down drunk and ready to get us out of
bed, line us up, and make us promise to
die for Ireland, unless Mam tells him
leave us alone or she’ll brain him with the
poker.

He goes to bed, pounds the 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 me and we're tired from be-
ing kept up the night before with his
talking and singing. We complain and
say we're sick, we're tired, but he pulls
back the overcoats that cover us and
forces us out on the floor. It's December
and it’s freezing and we can see our
breath. We pee into the bucket by the
bedroom door and run downstairs for the
warmth of the fire Dad has already
started. We wash our faces and hands in
a basin that sits under the water tap by
the door. Everything around the tap is
damp, the floor, the wall, the chair the
basin sits on. The water from the tap is
icy and our fingers turn numb. Dad says

this is good for us, 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 hands to 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 and he tells us be good
boys at school because God is watching
every move and the slightest disobedi-
ence will send us straight to hell where
we'll never have to worry about the cold

again.
And he smiles.

’ I ‘HE master says it’s time to pre-
pare for First Confession and

First Communion, to know and re-
member all 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 master says it’s a glorious thing
to die for the Faith and Dad says it’s a
glorious thing to die for Ireland and I
wonder if there’s anyone in the world
who would like us to live. My brothers
are dead and my sister is dead and I
wonder if they died for Ireland or for
the Faith. Dad says they were too young
to die for anything. Mam says it was dis-
ease and starvation and him never hav-

ing a job. Dad says, Och, Angela, puts
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on his cap, and goes for a long walk.

It’s very handy to have Mikey Molloy
living around the corner from me. He’s
eleven, he has fits, and behind his back
we call him Molloy the Fit. Mikey knows
everything because he has visions in 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
eleven like me and you're not so thick and
ignorant.

I's a good thing he says Frankie so I'll
know he’s talking to me because he has
crossed eyes and you never know who
he’s looking at. He says it’s a gift to have
crossed eyes because you're like a god
looking two ways at once and if you had
crossed eyes in the ancient Roman times
you had no problem getting a good job.
When he’s not having the fit he sits on
the ground at the top of the lane reading
the books his father brings home from
the Carnegie Library. His mother says,
Books, books, books, he’s ruining his eyes
with the reading, he needs an operation
to straighten them, but who'll pay for it.
She tells him if he keeps on straining his
eyes they'll float together till he has one
eye in the middle of his head. Ever after
his father calls him Cyclops who is in a
Greek story.

Nora Molloy knows my mother from
the queues at the St. Vincent de Paul So-
ciety. She tells Mam that Mikey has
more sense than twelve men drinking
pints in 2 pub. He knows the names of all
the Popes from St. Peter to Pius X1. He's
only eleven but he’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 to see if there
are people who want coal or turf deliv-
ered, and down the Dock Road he'll go
to haul back great bags a hundredweight
or more.

Mikey's father, Peter, is a great cham-
pion. He wins bets in the pubs by drink-
ing more pints than anyone. All he has to
do is go out to the jakes, stick his finger
down his throat, and bring it all up so
that he can start another round. Peter
is such a champion he can stand in the
jakes and throw up without using his
finger. He’s such a champion they could
chop off his fingers and he’d carry on re-
gardless. He wins all that money but
doesn’t bring it home. Sometimes he's

like my father and drinks the dole itself

and that's why Nora Molloy is often
carted off to the lunatic asylum demented
with worry over her hungry famishing
family. She knows as long as you're in
the asylum you’re safe from the world
and its torments. 1t's well known thar all
the lunatics in the asylum have to be
dragged in, but she’s the only one that
has to be dragged out, back to the five
children and the champion of all 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
make sure the children won’t starve while
she’s gone and she roams Limerick beg-
ging for flour. She goes to priests, nuns,
Protestants, Quakers. She goes to Rank’s
Flour Mills and begs for the sweepings
from the floor. She bakes day and night.
Peter begs her to stop but she screams,
This is what comes of drinking the dole.
He tells her the bread will only go stale.
There’s no use talking to her. Bake, bake,
bake. If she had the money she'd bake all
the flour in Limerick and regions beyond.
If the men didn’t come from the asylum
to take her away she’d bake till she fell to
the floor.

Nora comes home calm, as if she had
been at the seaside. She always says,
Where's Mikey? Is he alive? She worries
over Mikey because he’s not a proper
Catholic and if he had a fit and died who
knows where he might wind up in the
next life. He’s not a proper Catholic be-
cause he could never receive his First
Communion for fear of getting anything
on his tongue that might cause a fit and
choke him. The master tried over and
over with bits of the Limerick Leader but
Mikey kept spitting them out. The priest
tells Mrs. Molloy not to worry. God
moves in mysterious ways His wonders
to perform and surely He has a special
purpose for Mikey, fits and all. She says,
Isn't it remarkable he can swally all kinds
of sweets and buns but if he has to swally
the body of Our Lord he goes into a fit?
Isn’t that remarkable?

He sits under the lamppost at the top
of the lane and laughs over his First
Communion Day, which was all a cod.
He couldn’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,

I'm not lying so '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, 1magi-

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
New York. The canvas, which is 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
Mexican art 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
of fixing 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 Velizquez's infantas and the
lacerating self-portraits of Frida Kahlo.
It was Kahlo, Galan’s most power-
ful ancestor among Mexican artists,
who pinpointed the “magic realist”
strain in so much Latin-American art
and literature when she said, “I never
painted dreams. I painted my own
reality.”

One suspects that is also true of
Galan. As a boy, he spent a great deal
of time on his grandfather’s remote
mining estate, in northern Mexico, as-
sembling a vast collection of antique
dolls. In the mid-eighties, he moved to
Manhattan and quickly fell 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
from a catalogue photograph, Galan’s
boyish features resemble those of his
pouty seforita without a torso. It’s
an image that recalls André Breton’s
description of Kahlo’s paintings as
“ribbons round a bomb.”

—CHARLES MICHENER 0

COURTESY OF ANNINA NOSE| GAI.LER‘!"



“Silenzio” (1996), by Julio Galan.



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 Catholic till 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?
He has two eyes in his head and he’s not
a Greek. But Mikey’s father, champion
of all pint drinkers, is like my Uncle Pa
Keating, he doesn’t give a fiddler’s fart
what the world says.

Mikey tells me the best thing about
First Communion is the Collection.
Your mother has to get you a new suit
somehow so she can show you off to the
neighbors and relations and they give you
sweets and money and you can go to the
Lyric Cinema to see Charlie Chaplin.

What about James Cagney?

Never mind James Cagney. Lot of
blather. Charlie Chaplin is your only
marl.

Mikey got over five shillings on his
First Communion Day and ate so many
sweets and buns he threw up in the Lyric
Cinema and Frank Goggin, the ticket
man, kicked him out. He says he didn’t
care, because he had money left over, and
went to the Savoy Cinema the same day
for a pirate film and ate Cadbury choco-
late and drank lemonade till his stomach
stuck out a mile. He says he'll go to the

cinemna the rest of his life, sit next to girls
from lanes, and do dirty things like an ex-

pert. He loves his mother but hell never
get married for fear he might have a wife
in and out of the lunatic asylum. What's
the use of getting married when you can
sit in cinemas and do dirty things with
girls from lanes who don’t care whar they
do because they already did it with their
brothers. If you don’t get married you
won't have any children at home bawling
for tea and bread and gasping with the fit
and looking in every direction with their
eyes. When he’s older he'll go to the pub
like his father, drink pints galore, stick
the finger down the throat to bring it all
up, drink more pints, win the bets, and
bring the money home to his mother to
keep her from going demented. He says
he’s not a proper Catholic and that
means he’s doomed so he can do any-

thing he bloody well likes.

HE master, Mr. Benson, is very old.

He roars and spits all over us every

day. The boys in the front row hope he
has no diseases for he might be spreading
consumption right and left. He tells 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. We have to know by heart 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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them in Irish and English and if
we forget an Irish word and use
English he goes into a rage and
goes at us with the stick. If he
had his way we'd be learning
our religion in Latin, the lan-
guage of the saints, who com-
muned intimately with God
and His Holy Mother, the lan-
guage of the early Christians,
who huddled in the catacombs
and went forth to die on rack
and sword, who expired in the
foaming jaws of the ravenous
lion. Irish is fine for patriots,
English for traitors and inform-
ers, but it’s the Latin that gains
us entrance to Heaven itself. It’s
the Latin the martyrs prayed in
when the barbarians pulled out
their nails and cut their skin off
inch by inch. He tells us we're a
disgrace to Ireland and her long
sad history, that we'd be better
off in Africa praying to bush or tree. He
tells us we're hopeless, the worst class he
ever had for First Communion but as
sure as God made little apples he'll make
Catholics of us, he'll beat the idler out of
us and the Sanctifying Grace into us.

Brendan Quigley raises 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 master rolls his eyes to Heaven.
He’s going to 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 what you're told. There
are too many people wandering the world
asking questions and that’s what has us in
the state we're in and if I find any boy in
this class asking questions I won’t be re-
sponsible for what happens. Do you hear
me, Quigley?

I do.

I do what?

I do, sir.

He goes on with his speech, There are
boys in this class who will never know the
Sanctifying Grace. And why? Because of
the greed. I have heard them abroad in
the schoolyard talking about First Com-
munion Day, the happiest day of your
life. Are they talking about receiving the
body and blood of Our Lord? Oh, no.
Those greedy little blackguards are talk-
ing about the money they'll get, the Col-
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lection. And will they take any of that
money and send it to the little black ba-
bies in Africa? Will they think of those
little pagans doomed forever for lack of
baptism and knowledge of the True
Faith? Limbo is packed with little black
babies flying around and crying for their
mothers because they'll never be admitted
to the ineffable presence of Our Lord and
the glorious company of saints, martyrs,
virgins. Oh, no. It’s off to the cinemas our
First Communion boys run, to wallow in
the filth spewed across the world by the
Devil’s henchmen in Hollywood. Isn’t
that right, McCourt?

"T1s, sir.

Question Quigley raises his hand
again. There are looks around the room
and we wonder if 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, the legs.

Look at this specimen, he roars.

Question is shaking and crying. I'm
SOITY, SIT.

The master mocks him. I'm sorry, sir.
What are you sorry for?

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 would take you to His
bosom.

He sits down with the stick before him
on the desk. He tells Question to stop the
whimpering and be a man. If he hears a
single boy in this class asking foolish ques-
tions or talking about the Collection again
he’ll flog that boy till the blood spurts.

Now, Clohessy, what is the Sixth
Commandment?

Thou shalt not commit adultery, sir.

And what is adultery, Clohessy?

Impure thoughts, impure words, im-
pure deeds, sir.

Good, Clohessy. You're a good boy.
You may be slow and forgetful in the sir
department and you may not have a shoe
to your foot but you're powerful with the
Sixth Commandment and that will keep
you pure.

ADDY CLOHESSY has no shoe to his
foot, his mother shaves his head to

keep the lice away, his eyes are red, his
nose is always snotty. The sores on his
kneecaps never heal because he picks at

the scabs and puts them in his mouth.
His clothes are rags he has to share with
his six brothers and a sister and when he
comes to school with a bloody nose or a
black eye you know he had a fight over
the clothes that morning. He hates
school. He’s seven going on eight, the
biggest and oldest boy in the class, and he
can’t wait to grow up and be fourteen so
that he can run away and pass for seven-
teen and join the English Army and go to
India where it’s nice and warm and he'll
live in a tent with a dark girl with the red
dot on her forehead and he'll be lying
there eating figs, that’s what they eat in
India, figs, and she'll cook the curry day
and night and plonk on a ukulele and
when he has enough money he'll send for
the whole family and they’ll all live in the
tent especially his poor father who's at
home coughing up great gobs of blood
because of the consumption.

I think Paddy likes me because of the
raisin and I feel a bit guilty because I
wasn't that generous in the first place.
One day Mr. Benson said the govern-
ment was going to give us the free lunch
so we wouldn’t have to be going home in
the freezing weather. He led us down to
a cold room in the dungeons of Leamy’s
School where the charwoman, Nellie
Ahearn, was handing out the half pint 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
and said the bottles would freeze our
things off and the master roared, Any
more of that talk and I'll warm the bot-
tles on the backs of yeer heads. We all
searched our raisin buns for a raisin but
Nellie said they must have forgotten to
put them in and she’d inquire from the
man who delivered. We searched again
every day till at last I found a raisin in
my bun and held it up. Now the boys
were begging me for the raisin and
offering me everything, a slug of their
milk, a pencil, a comic book. Toby
Mackey said I could have his sister and
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Mr. Benson heard him and took him out
to the hallway and knocked him around
till he howled. I wanted the raisin for
myself but I saw Paddy Clohessy stand-
ing in the corner with no shoes and the
room was freezing and he was shivering
like a dog that had been kicked and I al-
ways felt sad over kicked dogs so I
walked over and gave Paddy the raisin
because I didn’t know what else to do
and all the boys yelled that I was a fool
and a feckin’ eejit and I'd regret the day
and after I handed the raisin to Paddy 1
longed for it but it was too late now be-
cause he pushed it right into his mouth
and gulped it and looked at me and said
nothing and I said in my head what kind
of an eejit are you to be giving away your
raisin.

Mr. Benson gave me a ook and said
nothing and Nellie Ahearn said, You're a
great oul’ Yankee, Frankie.

FIRST COMMUNION DAY is the happi-

est day of your life because of the
Collection and James Cagney at the
Lyric Cinema. The night before I was so
excited I couldn't sleep till dawn. I'd still
be sleeping if my grandmother hadn’t
come banging at the door.

Get up! Get up! Get that child outa
the bed. Happiest day of his life an’ him
snorin’ above in the bed.

I ran to the kitchen. Take off that
shirt, she said. I took off the shirt and she
pushed me into a tin tub of icy cold wa-
ter. My mother scrubbed me, my grand-
mother scrubbed me. I was raw, [ was red.

Come here till T comb your hair, said
Grandma. Look at 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 your father.
That’s the kind of hair you see on Pres-
byterians. If your mother had married a
proper decent Limerickman you wouldn't
have this standing-up, North of Ireland,
Presbyterian hair.

She spat on my head.

We ran to the church and arrived just
in time to see the last of the boys leaving
the altar rail where the priest stood with
the chalice and the Host, glaring at me.
Then he placed on my tongue the wafer,
the body and blood of Jesus. At last, at
last.

It's on my tongue. I draw it back.

It stuck.

I had God glued to the roof of my
mouth. 1 could hear the master’s voice,
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Don'’t let that Host touch your teeth for
if you bite God in two you'll roast in Hell
for eternity.

I tried to get God down with my
tongue but the priest hissed at me, Stop
that clucking and get back to your seat.

God was good. He melted and I swal-
lowed Him and now, at last, I was a
member of the True Church, an official
sinner.

When the Mass ended Mam and
Grandma were at the door of the church.
They each hugged me to their bosoms.
They each told me it was the happiest
day of my life. They each cried all over
my head.

Mam, can I go now and make the
Collection?

No, said Grandma. You're not mak-
ing no Collection till you've had a proper
First Communion breakfast at my house.
Come on.

We followed her. She banged pots and
rattled pans and complained that the
whole world expected her to be at their
beck and call. I ate the egg, I ate the sau-
sage, and when I reached for more sugar
for my tea she slapped my hand away.

Go aisy with that sugar. Is it a million-
aire you think I am? An American? Is it
bedecked in glitterin’ jewelry you think I
am? Smothered in fancy furs?

The food churned in my stomach. 1
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gagged. I ran to her back yard and threw
it all up. Out she came.

Look at what he did. Thrun up his
First Communion breakfast. Thrun up
the body and blood of Jesus. 1 have God
in me back yard. What am I goin’ to do?
I'll take him to the Jesuits for they know
the sins of the Pope himself.

She dragged me through the streets
of Limerick. She told the neighbors
and passing strangers about God in her
back yard. She pushed me into the con-
fession box.

In the name of the Father, the Son,
the Holy Ghost. Bless me, Father,
for I have sinned. It’s a day since my last
confession.

A day? And what sins have you com-
mitted in a day, my child?

I overslept. I nearly missed my First
Communion. My grandmother said I
have standing-up, North of Ireland,
Presbyterian hair. I threw up my First
Communion breakfast. Now Grandma
says she has God in her back yard and
what should she do.

Ah . ..ah... tell your grandmother
to wash God away with a little water and
for your penance say one Hail Mary
and one Our Father. Say a prayer for me
and God bless you, my child.

Grandma said, Were you telling jokes
to that priest in the confession box? If "tis
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a thing I ever find out you were telling
jokes to Jesuits I'll tear the bloody kidneys
outa you. Now what did he say about
God in me back yard?

He said wash Him away with a little
water, Grandma.

Holy water or ordinary water?

He didn’t say, Grandma.

She pushed me back into the
confessional.

Bless me, Father, for I have sinned, it’s
a minute since my last confession.

A minute! Are you the boy that was

just here?

I am, Father.

What is it now?

My grandma says, Holy water or
ordinary water?

Ordinary water, and tell your grand-
mother not to be bothering me again.

I told her, Ordinary water, Grandma,
and he said don’t be bothering him again.

Don'’t be bothering him again. That
bloody ignorant bog trotter.

I asked Mam, Can I go now and
make the Collection? I want to see James
Cagney.

Grandma said, 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.

Mam said, Wait a minute. That's my
son. That's my son on his First
Communion Day.

Grandma said, Take him
then to James Cagney and see if
that will save his Presbyterian
North of Ireland American soul.
Go ahead.

She pulled her shawl around
her and walked away.

Mam said, God, it’s getting
very late for the Collection. We'll
go to the Lyric Cinema and see
if they'll let you in anyway in
your First Communion suit.

We met Mikey Molloy on
Barrington Street. He asked if 1
was going to the Lyric and T said
1 was trying. Trying? he said.
You don’t have money?

I was ashamed to say no but
I had to and he said, That’s all
right. T'll get you in. I'll create a
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“You notice how these telephone pitches always come just
when you're about to achieve satori?”

diversion.

What's a diversion?

I have the money to go and
when I get in T'll pretend to have
the fit and the ticket man will be



IN ARCADIA

Half buried in scrub and red poppies
And half exhumed, the barren half-moon

Of the 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 Y of blood divining the air,

There and gone. There and gone. There.

out of his mind and you can slip in when
I let out the big scream. I'll be watching
the door and when I see you in I'll have a
miraculous recovery. That’s a diversion.

Mam said, Oh, I don’t know about
that, Mikey. Wouldn't that be a sin and
surely you wouldn’t want Frank to com-
mit a sin on his First Communion Day.

Mikey said if there was a sin it would
be on his soul and he wasn’t a proper
Catholic anyway so it didn’t matter. He
let out his scream and I slipped in and sat
next to Question Quigley. It was a thrill-
ing film but sad in the end, because James
Cagney was a public enemy and when
they shot him they wrapped him up and
threw him in the door to shock his poor
old Irish mother.

RANDMA won't talk to Mam any-
more because of what I did with

God in her back yard. Mam doesn't talk 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. No one talks to Un-
cle Tom’s wife, Jane, because she’s from
Galway and she has the look of a Span-
iard. Everyone talks to Mam’s brother
Uncle Pat because he was dropped on his
head, he’s simple, and he sells newspa-
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pers. Everyone talks to Uncle Pa Keating
because he was gassed in the war and
married Aunt Aggie and if they didn’t
talk to him he wouldn’t give a fiddler’s
fart anyway and that's why the men in
South’s pub call him a gas man.

That’s the way I'd like to be in the
world, a gas man, not giving a fiddler’s
fart.

People in families in the lanes of Lim-
erick have their ways of not talking to
each other and it takes years of practice.
There are people who don’t talk to each
other because their fathers were on oppo-
site sides in the Civil War in 1922, If
anyone in your family was the least way
friendly to the English in the last seven
hundred years it will be brought up and
thrown in your face and you might as
well move to Dublin, where no one cares.
There are families that are ashamed of
themselves because their forefathers gave
up their religion for the sake of a bowl of
Protestant soup during the Famine and
those families are known ever after as
soupers. It’s a terrible thing to be a souper
because you're doomed forever to the
souper part of Hell. It's even worse to be
an informer. The master at school said
that every time the Irish were about to
demolish the English in a fair fight a
filthy informer betrayed 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 one talk to him, for if no one
talks to you you're better off hanging at
the end of a rope.

You can always tell when people are
not talking by the way they pass each
other. The women hoist their noses,
tighten their mouths, and turn their faces
away. If the woman is wearing a shawl
she takes a corner and flings it over her
shoulder as if to say, One word or look
from you, you ma-faced bitch, and I'll
tear the countenance from the front of
your head.

Mam is friendly with Bridie Hannon,
who lives next door with her mother and
father. Mam and Bridie talk all the time.
When my father goes for his long walk
Bridie comes in. They talk for hours and
they whisper and laugh over secret
things. We're told go out and play. It
might be lashing rain out but Mam says,
Rain or no, out you go, and shell tell us,
If you see your father coming, run in and
tell me.

If my father comes back early and sees
Bridie in the kitchen he says, Gossip,
gossip, gossip, and stands there with his
cap on till she leaves.

Bridie’s mother and other people in
our lane and lanes beyond will come to
the door to ask Dad if he'll write a letter
to the government or to a relation in a
distant place. He sits at the table with his
pen and bottle 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 what he feels like
writing. The people tell him that’s what
they wanted to say in the first place,
that he has a lovely way with the English
language and a fine fist for the writing.
They offer him sixpence for his trou-
ble but he waves it away and they hand
it to Mam because he’s too grand to
be taking sixpence. When the people
leave he takes the sixpence and sends
me to Kathleen O’Connell’s shop for
cigarettes.

AM says, I'm a martyr for the fags
and so is your father.

There may be a lack of tea or bread in
the house but Mam and Dad always
manage to get the fags, the Wild Wood-
bines. They tell us every day we should
never smoke, it’s bad for your lungs, it's
bad for your chest, it stunts your growth,
and they sit by the fire puffing away.
Mam says, If ’tis a thing I ever see you
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with a fag in your gob I'll break your face.
They tell us the cigarettes rot your teeth
and you can see they’re not lying. The
teeth turn brown and black in their heads
and fall out one by one. Dad says he has
holes in his teeth big enough for a spar-
row to raise a family. He has a few left
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 new white smile that makes
him look like an American and whenever
he tells us a ghost story by the fire he
pushes the lower teeth up beyond his lip
to his nose and frightens the life out of
us. Mam’s teeth 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
of a fag this minute for the comfort that's
in it.

When the bleeding stops and Mam’s
gums heal she goes to the clinic 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 Woodbines eases them. She and
Dad sit by the fire when we have one and
smoke their cigarettes and when they talk
their teeth clack. Dad claims these teeth
were made for rich people in Dublin and
didn’t fit so they were passed on to the
poor of Limerick who don’t care because
you don’t have much to chew when
you're poor anyway and you're grateful
you have any class of a tooth in your
head. If they talk too long their gums get
sore and the teeth have to come out.
Then they sit 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 want to go
downstairs and see if we can wear the
teeth?

The teeth are so big we have trouble
getting them into our mouths but Mal-
achy won’t give up. He forces Dad’s up-
per teeth into his mouth and can’t get
them out again. His lips are drawn back
and the teeth make a big grin. He looks
like 2 monster in a film and it makes me
laugh but he pulls at them and grunts,
and tears come to his eyes. Malachy runs
from me, up the stairs, and now I hear

Dad and Mam laughing till they see
he can choke on the teeth. They both
stick their fingers in to pull out the teeth
but Malachy gets frightened and makes
desperate uck-uck sounds. Mam says,
We'll have to take him to hospital. Dad
makes me go in case the doctor has ques-
tions because I'm older than Malachy and
that means I must have started all the
trouble. He rushes through the streets
with Malachy in his arms and I try to
keep up. I feel sorry for Malachy up there
on Dad’s shoulder, looking back at me,
tears on his cheeks and Dad’s teeth bulg-
ing in his mouth. The doctor at Bar-
rington’s Hospital says, No bother. He
pours oil into Malachy’s mouth and has
the teeth out in a minute. Then he looks
at me and says to Dad, Why is that child
standing there with his mouth hanging
open?

Dad says, That's a habit he has, stand-
ing with his mouth open.

The doctor says, Come here to me.
He looks up my nose, in my ears, down
my throat, and feels my neck.

The tonsils, he says. The adenoids.
They have to come out. The sooner
the better or he'll look like an idiot when
he grows up with that gob wide as a
boot.

Next day Malachy gets a big piece
of toftee as a reward for sticking in teeth
he can’t get out and I have to go to
hospital to have an operation that will
close my mouth.

I’M seven, eight, nine, going on ten

and still Dad has no work. He drinks
his tea in the morning, signs for the dole
at the Labour Exchange, reads the papers
at the Carnegie Library, goes for his long
walks far into the country. If he gets a job
at the Limerick Cement Factory or at
Rank’s Flour Mills he loses it in the third
week. He loses it because he goes to the
pubs on the third Friday of the job,
drinks all his wages, and misses the half
day of work on Saturday morning.

Mam tells Bridie Hannon that Dad’s a
right bloody fool the way he goes to pubs
and stands pints to other men while his
own children are at home with 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 when it
was neither popular nor profitable, that

he'll gladly die for Ireland when the call
comes, that he regrets he has only one life
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to give for his poor misfortunate country
and if anyone disagrees they're invited to
step outside and settle this for once and
for all.

Oh, no, says Mam, they won’t dis-
agree and they won't step outside, that
bunch of tinkers and knackers and be-
grudgers that hang around the pubs.
They tell him he’s a grand man, even
if he’s from the North, and "twould be
an honor to accept a pint from such a
patriot.

Mam tells Bridie, I don’t know under
God what I'm going to do.

Bridie drags on her Woodbine, drinks
her tea, and declares that God is good.
Mam says she’s sure God is good for
someone somewhere but He hasn’t been
seen lately in the lanes of Limerick.

Bridie Jaughs. Oh, Angela, you could
go to Hell for that, and Mam says, Aren't
I there already, Bridie?

And they laugh and drink their
tea and smoke their Woodbines and tell
one another the fag is the only comfort
they have.

"Tis.

IT is a torture to watch Mr. O'Neill
peel the apple every day, to see the
length of it, red or green, and if you're up
near him to catch the freshness of it in
your nose. If you're the good boy for that
day and you answer the questions he
gives the peel to you and lets you eat it
there at your desk so that you can eat it
in peace with no one to bother you
the way they would if you took it into
the yard.

There are days when the questions
are too hard and he torments us by drop-
ping the apple peel into the wastebasket.
We'd like to ask Nellie Ahearn to keep
the peel for us before the rats get it but
she’s weary from cleaning the whole
school by herself and she snaps at us,
I have other things to be doin’ with me
life besides watchin’ a scabby bunch
rootin’ around for the skin of an apple.
Go 'way.

He peels the apple slowly. He looks
around the room with the little smile.
He teases us, Do you think, boys, I
should give this to the pigeons on the
windowsill? We say, No, sir, pigeons
don’t eat apples. Paddy Clohessy calls
out, "T'will give them the runs, sir, and
we’ll have it on our heads abroad in
the yard.
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Clohessy, you are an amaddn. Do you
know what an amadin is?

I don't, sir.

It’s the Irish, Clohessy, your native
tongue, Clohessy. An amaddan is a fool,
Clohessy. You are an amaddn. What is
he, boys?

An amaddn, sir.

He pauses in his peeling to ask us
questions about everything in the world.
Hands up, he says. Who is the President
of the United States of America?

Every hand in 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 the foot of the cross when Our
Lord was crucified?

Mulcahy is slow. The Twelve Apos-
tles, sir.

Mulcahy, what is the Irish word for
fool?

Amaddn, sir.

And what are you, Mulcahy?

Fintan Slattery raises his hand. I
know who stood at the foot of the
Cross, sir.

Of course Fintan knows who stood at
the foot of the cross. Why wouldn’t he?
He’s always running off to Mass with
his mother, who is known for her holi-
ness. She’s so holy her husband ran off
to Canada to cut down trees, glad to be
gone and never to be heard from again.
She and Fintan say the Rosary every
night on their knees in the kitchen. They
go to Mass and Communion rain or
shine and every Saturday they con-
tess 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 known for getting
drunk and sometimes eating meat on
Fridays before it goes bad and cursing
on top of it. Mrs. Slattery’s neighbors
call her Mrs. Offer-It-Up because no
matter what happens, a broken leg, a
spilled cup of tea, a disappeared hus-
band, she says, Well now, T'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 is ridiculous because you can’t be
a saint till you're dead. He says our
grandchildren will be praying to his pic-
ture. One big boy says, My grandchil-
dren will piss on your picture, and Fintan
just smiles. His sister ran away to En-
gland when she was seventeen and every-

one knows he wears her blouse at home
and curls his hair'with hot iron tongs ev-
ery Saturday night so that he'll look gor-
geous at Mass on Sunday. If he meets
you going to Mass he'll say, Isn’t my hair
gorgeous, Frankie? He loves that word,
“gorgeous,” and no other boy will ever
use it.

Dotty O’Neill says, Come up here,
Fintan, and take your reward.

He takes his time going to the plat-
form and we can’t believe our eyes when
he takes out a pocketknife to cut the
apple peel into little bits so that he
can eat them one by one. He raises his
hand. Sir, I'd like to give some of my
apple away.

The apple, 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 the apple itself. Not
my apple, 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 my friends, sir.

The boys around the room are sneer-
ing and nudging each other and I feel
ashamed because they'll say I curl my hair
and why does he think I'm his friend?

Quigley takes the bit of peel from Fin-
tan. Thanks, Fintan.

The whole class is looking at Clo-
hessy because he’s the biggest and the
toughest and if he says thanks I'll say
thanks. e says, Thanks very much, Fin-
tan, and blushes.

After school the boys call to Fintan,
Hoi, Fintan, are you goin’ home to curl
your gorgeous hair? Fintan smiles and
climbs the steps of the schoolyard. A big
boy from seventh class says to Paddy
Clohessy, I suppose you’d be curlin’ your
hair too if you wasn’t a baldy with a
shaved head.

Paddy says, Shurrup, and the boy says,
Oh, an’ who's goin’ to make me? Paddy
tries a punch but the big boy hits his nose
and knocks him down and there’s blood.
I try to hit the big boy but he grabs me by
the throat and bangs my head against the
wall till I see lights and black dots. Paddy
walks away holding his nose and crying
and the big boy pushes me after him.
Fintan is outside on the street and he
says, Oh, Francis, Francis, oh, Patrick,
Patrick, what’s up? Why are 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’ I'm
ashamed of meself.

Fintan says, Come with me, Patrick.
My mother will give us something. Fin-
tan’s flat 1s like a chapel. Mrs. Slattery
comes in with her rosary beads in her
hand. She’s happy to meet Fintan’s
new friends and would we like a cheese
sandwich? And look at your poor nose,
Patrick. She touches his nose with the
cross on her rosary beads and says a little
prayer. She tells us these rosary beads
were blessed by the Pope himself and
would stop the flow of a river if re-
quested, never mind Patrick’s poor nose.

Fintan says he won’t have a sandwich
because he's fasting and praying for the
boy who hit Paddy and me. Mrs. Slattery
gives him a kiss on the head and tells him
he’s a saint out of Heaven and asks if we’'d
like mustard on our sandwiches and 1 tell
her I never heard of mustard on cheese
and I'd love it. Paddy says, I dunno. I
never had a sangwidge in me life, and we
all laugh and I wonder how you could live
ten years like Paddy and never have a

sandwich. Paddy laughs, too, and you can

see his teeth are white and black and
green.

We eat 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 when they
come back Paddy says, I have to go
home. Me motherll kill me. I'll wait for
you outside, Frankie.

Now I have to go to the lavatory. Fin-
tan says, I have to go, too, and when I
unbutton my fly I can’t pee because he’s
looking at me and he says, You were
fooling. You don’t have to go atall. I like
to look at you, Francis. That’s all. 1
wouldn’t want to commit any class of a
sin with our confirmation coming next
year.

Paddy and I leave together. I'm burst-
ing and run behind a garage to pee.
Paddy is waiting for me and as we walk
along Hartstonge Street he says, That
was a powerful sangwidge, Frankie, an’
him an’ his mother is very holy but I
wouldn’t want to go to Fintan’s flat any-
more because he’s very odd, isn’t he,
Frankie?

He 1s, Paddy.

A few days later Paddy whispers, Fin-

1 brought the bougaimvillea in from the greenbouse. It wasn’t happy out there.”
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tan Slattery said we could come to his flat
at lunchtime. His mother won't be there
and she leaves his lunch for him. He
might give us some, too, and he has
lovely milk. Will we go?

Fintan tells 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 and is there mustard
on it? Fintan nods and slices the sand-
wich in two. Mustard seeps out. He licks
it oft his fingers and takes a nice mouth-
ful of milk. He cuts the sandwich again,
into quarters, eighths, sixteenths, rakes
the Little Messenger of the Sacred Heart
from the pile of magazines and reads
while he eats his sandwich bits. I know
Paddy is wondering what we’re doing
here at all, because that’s what I'm won-
dering myself hoping Fintan will 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 himself and says grace after
meals and, God, we'll be late for school,
and blesses himself again on the way out
with holy water from the little china font
hanging by the door.

It’s too late for Paddy and me to run
and get the bun and milk from Nellie
Ahearn. Paddy stops at the school gate.
He says, 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.

Paddy explodes. You're a feckin’ chan-
cer, Fintan. That’s what you are an’ a
teckin’ begrudger, too, with your feckin’
sangwidge an’ your feckin’ Sacred Heart
of Jesus on the wall an’ your feckin’ holy
water. You can kiss my arse, Fintan.

Oh, Patrick.

Oh, Patrick my feckin’ arse, Fintan.
Come on, Frankie.

Fintan runs into school and Paddy
and I make our way to an orchard in Bal-
linacurra. We climb a wall and a fierce
dog comes at us till Paddy talks to him
and tells him he’s a good dog and we're
hungry and go home to your mother.
The dog licks Paddy’s face and trots away
waving his tail and Paddy is delighted
with himself. We stuft apples into our
shirts till we can barely get back over the
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wall to run into a long field and sit under
a hedge eating the apples till we can’t
swallow another bit and we stick our
faces into a stream for the lovely cool wa-
ter. Then we run to opposite ends of a
ditch to shit and wipe ourselves with
grass and thick leaves. Paddy is squat-
ting and saying, There’s nothing in the
world like a good feed of apples, a drink
of water, 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 cows in a field with
their heads over a stone wall and they
say moo to us. Paddy says, Bejasus, 'tis
milkin’ time, and he’s over the wall,
stretched on his back under a cow with
her big udder hanging into his face. He
pulls on a teat and squirts milk into his
mouth. He stops squirting and says,
Come on, Frankie, fresh milk. Tis lovely.
Get that other cow, they’re all ready for
the milkin’.

I get under the cow and pull on a
teat but she kicks and moves and I'm
sure she’s going to kill me. Paddy comes
over and shows me how to do it, pull
hard and straight and the milk comes
out in a powerful stream. The two of
us lie under the one cow and we're hav-
ing a great time filling ourselves with
milk when there’s a roar and there’s
a man with a stick charging across the
field. We're over the wall in a minute
and he can’t follow us because of his rub-
ber boots. He stands at the wall and
shakes his stick and shouts that if 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 when he drinks the
dole money and Mam is 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 can I do that when I'm up with him
early every morning with the whole world
asleep? He lights the fire and makes the
tea and sings to himself or reads the pa-
per to me in a whisper that won’t wake
up the rest of the family. My father in the
morning is mine. He gets the Irish Press
early and tells me about the world, Hitler,
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Mussolini, Franco. He says this war is
none of our business because the English
are up to their tricks again. He tells
me about the great Roosevelt in Wash-
ington and the great de Valera in Dub-
lin. In the morning we have the world to
ourselves and he never tells me 1 should
die for Ireland. He tells 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 hedge schools in the depths of the
country and learned English, Irish, Latin,
and Greek. The masters risked their lives
going from ditch to ditch and hedge
to hedge because if the English caught
them teaching they might be transported
to foreign parts, or worse. He tells me I
should be good in school and someday I'll
go back to America and get an inside job
where I'll be sitting at a desk with two
fountain pens in my pocket, one red and
one blue, making decisions. I'll be in out
of the rain and I'll have a suit and shoes
and a warm place to live and what more
could a man want. He says you can do
anything in America, it’s the land of op-
portunity. You can be a fisherman in
Maine or a farmer in California. Amer-
ica is not like Limerick, a gray place with
a river that kills.

At night he helps Malachy and me
with our exercises. Before bed we sit
around the fire and if we say, Dad, tell us
a story, he makes up one about someone
in the lane and the story will take us all
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over the world, up in the air, under the
sea, and back to the lane. Everyone in the
story is a different color and everything 1s
upside down and backward. Motor cars
and planes go under water and subma-
rines fly through the air. Sharks sit in
trees and giant salmon sport 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.
We say the Our Father, three Hail
Marys, God bless the Pope, God bless
Mam, God bless our dead sister and
brothers, God bless Ireland, God bless de
Valera, and God bless anyone who gives
Dad a job. He says, Go to sleep, boys,
because holy God is watching you and
He always knows if you're not good.

I think my father is like the Holy
‘Trinity with three people in him, the one
in the morning with the paper, the one at
night with the stories and the prayers,
and then the one who does the bad thing
and comes home with the smell of whis-
key and wants us to die for Ireland.

I feel sad over the bad thing but I can’t
back away from him because the one in
the morning is my real father and if 1
were in America I could say, I love you,
Dad, the way they do in the films, but
you can’t say that in Limerick for fear you
might be laughed at. You're allowed to
say you love God and babies and horses
that win but anything else is a softness in
the head. ¢
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BUYING THE FANTASY

The photographers who stole fashion’s cutting edge.

URING the early part of my ado-
D lescence, nearly twenty years
ago, I was drawn to the surreal
four-color universe manufactured by fash-
ion magazines. In fashion pictorials I saw
something [ wanted to be: a woman “cap-
tured” by the photographer’s gaze and ca-
ressed by high production values that
made her lips and eyes and hair shine just
so. What I meant for those still, gleam-
ing images to give back to me I couldn’t
say, but 1 used to pore over them for
hours. I remember the feeling of frustra-
tion that would come over me during
that period of non-exchange, and also a
kind of glee: like most romantics, I thrived
on rejection. I gradually gained control
over the fashion magazines—over the
source of so much of my self-conscious
“sadness™—by becoming critical of their
unreality, and of the women they featured,
whom most of us could never know
or hope to be.

In the intervening decades, the mod-
els I once projected my longings and
dreams onto have mostly lost 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, and Jil Sander, shot by Ste-
ven Meisel, Juergen Teller, and Craig
McDean, respectively—suggest that the
most adventurous fashion “journalism” is
the ads themselves, and the best fashion
“editors” are the photographers and art di-
rectors who design the ads. These three
campaigns do not vie with editorial fash-
ion for attention; in fact, editorial fashion
has taken to emulating its once barely tol-
erated money-grubbing ugly sister—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-
graphs and the raw, dislocated look of the
models, is that fashion is dead. It’s a mes-
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sage at odds with what editorial fashion,
in those four-color features about going
“white for summer” or adopting “the
strong suit” for fall, still tries desultorily to
project—a “finished” woman, made so by
fashion. The new fashion 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 he singles out the former
film star and sex kitten Joey Heatherton,
whose battles with anorexia and the law
have been well chronicled by the press; she
stares out at the viewer like a memento
mori with peroxided hair, barely a person.
This approach—essentially an attempt
to demythologize models as “super”™—is
more aggressively 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 how trivial beauty seems in rela-
tion to depression. In a Teller ad, that de-
pression may be economic or it may be
just youthful posturing, but it is always
predicated on the subject’s failure to relate
to the world. In the Hugo campaign,
which looks like a series of B-movie
stills, a dark-haired youth struggles with
a woman wearing a flower-patterned
dress. Their exchange is marked by a pal-
pable silence, which has less to do with
photography’s silence than with the idea
of the characters’ failure to communicate
with each other. Hands grasping, flesh
made too pale by the bright light of the
flash, these figures pique the viewer be-
cause of all that the ad represents: the
death of editorial 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-
moussed and lip-glossed, gazes out at the
viewer, as though unmindful of the 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 Day started to appear in the Brit-
ish youth-oriented publications 7-D and
The Face. Unlike the work of many of her
predecessors, which relied on the usual
contraptions of fashion photography
(“genius” makeup and hair; improbable
girls and improbable situations), Day’s
pictures—of models clothed in the low-
budget, mismatched outfits of youth—
were about her subjects’ unabashed nar-
cissism, and how it sheathed them in
the glow or the gloom of self-love. Day’s
world unfolds in broad expanses of grimy
nature, or in dingy council flats that one
associates with post-Thartcherite Britain,
and the type of girl Day was attracted to
was not unlike her: awkward, thin, dis-
consolate. “That’s why I photographed
Kate—she was just a schoolgirl then. She
reminded me of myself,” Day recalls, 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 meant to resemble “snaps” but
were artful in their design and controlled
in their execution. Her vision—of a young
woman who was unaware of the corrosive
effects of time as her soul rotted or played
at the fringes of boredom, 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,
but in 1993, when her startling images of
Moss in underwear appeared in British
Vogue, “the commercial aspects of fashion
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A new era began with the photographs of Corinne Day, which are about the glow or the gloom of self~love.
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photography began to frighten me,” Day
recalls. “Kate came to me and said that her
agent told her that it wasn’t good for her
to be seen in my pictures anymore.”

The pictures 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—the photographs are a first tes-
tament to the fashion industry’s now per-
vasive flirtation with death. The naked,
bruised look in Moss’s eyes was an apt
expression of the brutality that Day was

beginning to experience in the fashion
world. “Corinne can’t compromise, not
one bit,” Edward Enninful, 7-D’s current
fashion editor, says. Day’s increasingly
challenging suggestion that fashion was
not strong enough to contain anyone’s
fantasies made her alienation 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 of indifference
or cool.

Ironically, just as one began seeing
Day’s poetic indifference influencing—in-
deed, defining—many ad campaigns and
magazine pictorials, Day herself began to
drop out of sight. The industry had pi-
geonholed her as the photographer of
grunge, which was on the way to extinc-
tion; 1t took what 1t needed from her and
moved on. Photographers like Meisel,
Teller, David Sims, and Mario Sorrenti

have all 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
MTYV. “Fashion’s become an all-boy

world,” she says.

PERI-LJ"LPS the most interesting of the
recent fashion-ad campaigns are
those produced for the German designer
Jil Sander by Craig McDean, which evoke
glass-encased wax figures. Born in 1964,
in Cheshire, England, McDean, like Day,
published his first photographs in The

Face and 1-D. The rough, unfinished look
favored by those magazines was some-
thing he had explored initially as a teen-
ager photographing his passion: motor-
bikes and motorcyclists. After a stint at
the Blackpool School of Art, in the late
eighties, McDean rejected the academi-
cism of photo training, “which wasn’t
training at all,” 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, McDean has received commissions
from Harper's Bazaar and, just recently,
Calvin Klein, for whom he has shot Kate
Moss in sleepwear.

But in his rich, 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—in revealing on the page his

interest in how lighting defines a photo-
graph. His lighting often acts—in the
Jil Sander campaign, especially—as a
strange kind of fluorescent accessory for
the skin and hair. His highly finished
veneer is probably what has made his
work more commercial than Day’s;
he makes the “down” feel “up.” But his
women don’t seem much affected by
the concentration of light on their faces.
Their dark interior selves cast 1t off, like
a repellent; the universe that revolves
around them consists only of McDean's
lights and camera. The attitudes they

strike seem the outgrowth of some silent
distress, and one wishes, somehow, that
they would stop looking in and look out.

MeDean’s style has just begun to be re-
flected in the work of photographers like
Meisel, who is a survivor precisely because
he knows how to imitate trends. McDean
himself disavows his trendiness. “Don’t call
me a fashion photographer,” he says, with
a laugh, echoing the sentiment expressed
by many photographers before him: that
fashion photography is the glittering step-
child of “art” photography. “What I try to
show in my work 1s detail.” And it’s true
that the photographic effect of his work
i1s naturalistic—as though he were convey-
ing the impression of a bird by focussing
on the feathers of its wing. But the ennui
that has infiltrated the fashion industry is
reflected in this kind of highly aesthetic
advertising—and in the way its photog-
raphers want women to appear either
oblivious of fashion or exhausted by it. ¢
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Craig McDean, who luxuriates in photographic alchemy, creates campaigns (above and opposite) that
suggest that the most adventurous fashion ‘journalism” 1s the ads themselves.
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DIAMANTINA

A boy who likes boys. A girl who likes boys. An unlikely romance?

COLLEGE friend
had told me to
look up his Ro-
man cousin, Lina.
On the phone she
had a wonderfully
low, seductive voice
and a schoolgirl’s
sudden, explosive laugh. She told me
to come right over. 1 pointed out that
it was three o’clock on a Tuesday after-
noon, which seemed to surprise her. She
laughed and said, “But I don’t under-
stand nothing you say.”

Her huge nineteenth-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 made it, 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
Diana drew an arrow from a quiver, but
her concrete bow had broken off and the
exposed metal armature had stained
her hunting skirt with rust drips. The el-
evator clanked noisily. I was immedi-
ately struck by how this once grand,
bourgeois palazzo, now fallen into
neglect, was profoundly foreign, more
than the Roman churches, which I'd
studied since childhood, or even my
own Trastevere apartment, with its
falsely luxurious interior invented yester-
day and imposed on a humble old
building.

Tina opened a heavily barricaded
door, shook my hand manfully, and led
me down a dark hall with a stone floor.
We entered a cold, damp sitting room—
an electric fire and a tattered couch and
a chair marooned in the midst of an im-
mense stone floor—and stood for a mo-
ment, eying each other. She seemed to
be as much a 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” on a 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-
lectual, but she turned out to be too un-
predictable to be any single 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.”

“Cosar” she asked, looking at me with
huge liquid eyes, floating between lids as
black as mussel shells. A cheap Italian
cigarette, a brand called MS, burned be-
tween her yellowed fingers. She shook
her head silently as though to wake her-
self out of a bad dream.

“I'm 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.
Her hair glistened wet on the sides
where she'd just slicked it back, which
gave her a slightly raffish glamour. She
scrutinized me so closely that I felt un-
comfortable; so much attention was
bound to expose my superficiality or
my failings.

The room was cold 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—was lit and trained expectantly
on the velvet.

I started a sentence with the respect-
ful form of “you” (“Lei”) and she imme-
diately corrected me.

An hour went by, and the smoke of

our cigarettes floated across the light, I
tried to communicate, putting my two
hundred Italian words together in vari-
ous unlikely combinations, but each at-
tempt fell flat, and I became frustrated
and ashamed. Her large, unhealthy eyes
dissected me; I could feel them carving
me so 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-minus scrawled
in red across my exercise sheet, Tina
dropped into ever gloomier silence. 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 from it.

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 of her dimly lit, 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 been installed in the
place once occupied by an immense iron
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 the air as she
spin-dried salad leaves, mixed a vinai-
grette, filled a cauldron with water to

cook spaghetti.

I SPENT a lot of time with Tina
(which was, I would learn, short for

Diamantina, a family name), who took

what I judged to be a big sister’s inter-

est in me. She’'d pick me up in her bat-

tered Cinquecento and speed me con-
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fidently through the narrow, clangorous
streets, to where we'd have dinner, in a
dark restaurant looking out at a rugged
Renaissance palace across an empty, wet
square. We'd eat our plate of spaghetti
and nugget of veal in almost total si-
lence. In the center of the square, a
wide, ancient Roman basin overflowed
in the rain, its surface smooth as pol-
1shed onyx.

Tina took me by to meet her father,
a tiny, wizened scholar who lived in an-
other apartment in the same family pa-
lazzo. 1 was used to the American no-
tion that parents are dull, if responsible,
creatures and their children wild and
fascinating, but Tina’s father was as
hopeless and eccentric as his daughter.
He seemed to live on cheap wine, regu-
larly forgetting to eat, turned night into
day, and wore the same suit every day,
although he was persuaded by his
daughter every third day to change his
shirt. He was usually morose—much
of his thought was devoted to a hundred-
page essay on time that he’'d been writ-
ing for twenty years—but occasionally
he’d throw a rust-colored scarf around
his neck and sally forth in his old jeep.
His girlfriend, an extremely elegant lady
his age, invited Tina and me to her pa-
lazzo for a 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 made us 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 the jeep, 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 of us sitting together ma-
rooned under a lone lamp, our armchairs
and the scrap of rug underneath like el-
ements in a cheap set hastily assembled
on an immense soundstage. We were
enduring yet another stretch of exhaust-
ing silence, and I was about to confess
that I felt we should meet in a month’s
time, when I knew more Italian. But
Tina spoke first and said, “I love you.”
I was amazed by this declaration. 1
hadn’t seen it coming. And while it sud-
denly made me feel important and desir-
able rather than annoying and tongue-

tied, it also scared me. “But you know,”
I told her, “I like men.”

She stared at me with her huge black
eyes. She did not wheedle or seduce or
whine or even argue her case; she had
simply presented herself to me and that
was enough, at once Salome and the
head on the platter.

“Sono frocio,” 1 said—Tm 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. You use 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 and returned to the
assault: “We are pegples,” she kept re-
peating in English, which 1 assumed
meant we're individuals before we're
gendered (a truism I wasn’t sure 1 be-
lieved) and that as individuals we're as
likely to fall in love with another soul as
another body, with a simpatica woman
as a dull man.

And then silence. I began

to wonder

how soon I could plausibly take my

leave. We were both drunk, but she was
drunker than I was. She seemed to let
the silence collect, as though in a big cis-
tern that was ready to overflow. She was
not going to permit me to 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.
We embraced, and I found my hands
travelling over her lean body, pressing
her flanks through her skirt. I could
feel myself kindling under her touch,
but I instantly worried that I'd disap-
point her, 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,
too flaccid 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—and to have to
pay for the pleasure. In gay life, hustlers
were paid to penetrate men; we assumed
that passivity was always the more de-

sirable role and that the drudgery of ac-
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tivity naturally had to be recompensed.

But now I was drunk, and the drink
must have calmed my fears. Tina was
neither decorous nor cold, and we grap-
pled as violently as any two men might
have done, and somehow 1 found my-
self in a dark hallway leading to the
room where her bed glowed like a
moonlit pond seen at the end of an al-
leyway of firs. Then she bit my nose,
hard. She’s mad, I thought, she’s dan-
gerous. I'm getting out of here.

“O.K,, that’s it,” I said. “I'm leaving.”
I said it in English, quickly.

I had reached the hallway, groping
for the light switch while fumbling to
zip up my trousers, when I was over-
come with the chilling certainty that
Tina really was crazy and that she might
try to kill me.

I didn’t wait for the elevator but ran
down the five flights and through the
rainy courtyard, my feet striking a
muffled sound off the old, mossy pave-
ment. Behind me, 1 heard the elevator
motor groaning into action and I knew
that Tina would soon be pursuing me.

I ducked through the small door set
into the porfone and found myself on a
deserted street, beside the ugly fountain
that had provoked its sculptor’s suicide.
I was seized by the intense fear that Tina
was going to run me over with her car.
I started to streak down the hill past the
Barberini Palace; then I spotted a side
street and I ducked down it, but after 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 time to see a grim-faced Tina

hurtling by behind the wheel of her tiny,
battered car.

A bit more composed now, 1 went
down to the taxi 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 who had been following us.

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 my jealous wife; and I realized
that, whereas every aspect of gay life
is always regarded as aberrant, there’s
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“How about this? ‘Old Bob Dole 1s a merry old soul.””

not a moment of straight life, no mat-
ter how bizarre 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 now and we'll speak in
the morning.” She nodded slowly.

I crossed the square, dim and de-
serted in the midnight rain. The square
was closed to cars, but I kept expecting
to hear Tina’s Cinquecento gunning its
motor as she came crashing down on
me. By walking confidently away from
her I felt like a torero who turns his 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 at the airport,
popped some speed laced with a hallu-
cinogen into my mouth, and led me on
a tour of the new gay discos that had
sprung up like magic mushrooms since

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 of talking
(“Hey, Howie, wanna cwoffee?”) as the
guys who used to beat us up.

I kept up a desultory correspondence
with Tina. I had worked out how to say
“I miss you™—“Sento la tua mancanza—
and after receiving my letter 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 was pleased to see that
we'd be sleeping side by side in a small
bed every night: 1 had separated the
two mattresses of my single bed and
thrown them on the floor. 1 had found
so little echo in New York of the time
that I'd spent in Rome that I was happy
to have Tina here—her wonderful,
heady laugh, her face devoid of makeup
except for the mascara tracing her huge
eyes in black, her skinny flanks, the
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clean but unpainted nails, the eter-
nal MS cigarettes.

She wanted to see Harlem. I
found a friend with a car, and the
three of us drove her up and down
the streets of Harlem, Tina unable
to conceal her disappointment by
what she considered to 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 shocked to discover an ash-
tray bearing the portrait of Benito
Moussolini. “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—is stored
in mothballs.”

“Cosa?” she asked, puzzled. 1
never understood why she went
blank around me. I'd never had
anyone look at me so searchingly.
Was it because she was studying
me sorrowfully or because she was
looking at me with desire and not
really listening to me? Was it be-
cause 1 spoke in English too rapidly or
was it my faulty Italian®

One night she wept because 1 had
never cooked her any spaghetti and she
couldn’t get through another day with-
out “them.” At my little stove, posed on
top of the waist-high fridge, I made a
rich, delicious Bolognese sauce, as roaches
scuttled out to escape the heat.

But that night she threw herself over
me again and 1 exploded. I sat up,
switched on the light, lit a cigarette, and
held it in my trembling hand. “Tina,
this can’t go on. I'm a homosexual. I
don’t want to 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 my train. Last night I missed my
enema.’ It means absolutely nothing at
all.”

She was in her slip, sitting up on the
mattress, her hair pushed forward on
one side. She looked miserable. “In Ital-
ian it means I love you.”

The next day she took a train for
New Haven, where she knew a tall,
skinny American graduate student
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who'd spent a year in Rome studying
Ttalian social structure. Two weeks later
they were married.

AST spring I was in Rome again. 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 wanted to see me instantly.
Tina, still slender, still lived in the same
palazzo, except now I was jowly and she
seemed to be missing a few teeth. I told
her everything [ could remember about
her father, and that pleased her, and she
asked me to repeat my recollections to his
elegant old girlfriend, who'd become his
wife. Tina said her father had abandoned
his little book about time ten years ago.
She told me that she’d married that
American just to spite me, but the mar-
riage had lasted only a year and a half. The
big love of her life was Hector, and the two
of them had lived together fifteen years.
“He died last year, and 1 suffered ter-
rible angoscia,” Tina said, sitting forward
and nursing her cup of espresso 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 Argentine terrorist living
in hiding, and for fifteen years we never
went out. For fifteen years, we did noth-
ing but drink. There are whole years of
blackout, we were always hiding from the
enemy.” She sliced 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 why are you angry?” I asked.

“Because when he died I met his en-
tire family. They came to the funeral.
They were all Romans. He wasn't Ar-
gentine, he was a2 Roman. For fifteen
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 of AIDS, had pretended to be
a member of the “minor nobility.” 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

mine for an explanation. ¢
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JOSEPH MITCHELL

——

Three generations of New Yorker writers remember
the city’s i?fmmpaméfe chronicler.

OSEPH MITCHELL, who died on
May 24th, at the age of eighty-
seven, was a staff writer at The

New Yorker for fifty-eight years and
was one of its dearest and most irre-
placeable friends. But his death is not
merely a personal loss to his colleagues,
or a loss to the magazine. He was an es-
sential figure in modern writing and in
the history of the city.

Joe was born in Fairmont, North
Carolina, where his father was a well-to-
do farmer and tobacco and cotton
trader. There had been Mitchells farm-
ing in the area since before the Revolu-
tionary War, and it was assumed that
Joe would carry on the tradition. As an
undergraduate at the University of
North Carolina, however, he began
writing feature stories for newspapers
around the state; he even sent one piece
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 nose into other people’s business?”

Joe arrived at Pennsylvania Station on
October 25, 1929, four days before the
stock market crashed, and over the next
nine years served an apprenticeship at
the Tribune, the Morning World, and the
World-Telegram. He started out as a copy
boy, then covered murders and fires,
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-kidnapping trial. He be-
came so popular that the vans deliver-
ing the paper carried ads on their flanks
advertising the next Mitchell feature.

Harold Ross hired Mitchell for The
New Yorker in 1938, and it was here that
Joe developed his craft, raising the feature
story—the Profile—to the level of art. His

precincts were the seaport, the Bowery,

the Staten Island ferry, the Village—always

somewhere near the smell of the 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 to their stories,
drinking with them, studying the pat-
terns of their speech, watching how they
worked, how they walked, how they bore
the burdens of their days and nights. Then
he went back to Forty-third Street and
wrote his sentences. He could start a tale
like no one else: “Every now and then,
seeking to rid my mind of thoughts of
death and doom, I get up early and go
down to Fulton Fish Market.”
Mitchell’s metabolism as a writer was
the opposite of A. J. Liebling’s; Liebling,
his great friend at the magazine, wrote
at a blinding pace and so delighted him-
self with the ribald virtuosity of his sen-
tences that he used to laugh out loud at
the typewriter. Liebling was like a trum-
peter whose solos 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 spent a lot of time through the
years poking around the part of it that
flows past the city. I never get tired of look-
ing at it; it hypnotizes me. I like to look at
it in midsummer, when it is warm and dirty
and drowsy, and I like to look at it in Janu-
ary, when it is carrying ice. I like to look at
it when it is stirred up, when a northeast
wind is blowing and a strong tide is run-
ning—a new-moon tide or a full-moon

tide—and I like to look at it when it is
slack.

To achieve that deceptively simple
rhythm took great attention and, in-
creasingly, great periods of time. A
Profile might take him months or years;
it took as long as it took.

Joe wrote about a New York that is
now mostly gone: the New York of
street preachers and bearded ladies,

Mohawks and Gypsy royalty. He found

in cach 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-
body is me. I didn’t know it at the time,
but I interviewed people like me.” If you
were to list 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
about time and life and death, set in places
as vivid as Captain Charley’s Private
Museum for Intelligent People. In Joe’s
hands, an ordinary woman 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 his last piece—a Profile of the cel-
ebrated eccentric Joe Gould—in 1964,
Jo€’s reputation for reluctance or perfec-
tionism, or whatever it was, nearly eclipsed
his reputation for what he had actually
done. He was no more sentimental about
his silence than he had been about his
characters; he longed to publish again,
and his struggle pained him to the core.
But he won a new audience in 1992,
when an editor at Pantheon, Dan Frank,
persuaded him to republish his New
Yorker pieces in an omnibus collection,
“Up in the Old Hotel.” The book be-
came a best-seller, found countless new
readers, and, maybe most important of
all, thrilled its author. “It meant a lot to
him when Up in the Old Hotel’ came
out, that it was there and well received
and still stood up,” said Sheila McGrath,
Jo€’s companion in his last years.

There is a concluding note in the col-
lection which fills the reader in on the
facts of Joe’s life, and at one point de-
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
an hour or so as a pileated woodpecker
tore the bark off the upper trunk and limbs
of a tall old dead black-gum tree, and he
says he considers this the most spectacu-
lar event he has ever witnessed.” The at-
tention he paid that bird was the atten-
tion he paid his characters, his sentences,

OF ARTS & LETTERS

—

CADEM

S

(=3
|55}

S,
[ T

K

<
r
L]
o
Z
pa
=
3



Joseph Mitchell in 1959: His collection “McSoriey’s Wonderful Saloon” was this city’s “Dubliners.”
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and his friends. His art was filled with
the world’s troubles, but it never de-
spaired. As Joe once said, “Life’s a
goddam mess, but you wouldn’t want to
miss it.” The impressions that follow are
from some of the many staff members
who will miss him.
L 2

BRENDAN GILL: He was a round-
shouldered man with a bald pate, a big
nose, blue eyes, and an old-fashioned
Southern courtly presence. Though he was
mostly of Scots descent, Joe loved the
Irish as a people, and he would sit talk-
ing by the hour to old tads at McSorley’s
saloon, upon which, by having written
about it, he had bestowed an unintended
fame. He was also a frequenter of the
bar that Tim and Joe Costello ran on
Third Avenue at Forty-fourth Street, in
the days before the EI came down. Cos-
tello’s was the hangout of a number
of Joe’s New Yorker companions, includ-
ing Liebling, James Thurber, John Mec-
Nulty, Charles Addams, Ann Honey-
cutt, St. Clair McKelway, Jean Stafford,
and Maeve Brennan. Tim Costello, who
had come from Ireland and was ignorant
of the American past, was in awe of Joe’s

incomparable knowledge of New York. Joe

made a habit of prowling 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 of him once, “He’s a great
one, Joe is, for pawin’ over other people’s
fallin’-down properties. If he ever disap-
pears, start lookin’ for him under fifty
foot of brick, with a rusty fire escape on
his chest and a smile on his face.”

Joe's favorite writers were Mark Twain
and James Joyce; he was for decades a de-
voted member of the James Joyce Society,
and would put in many a long evening
abiding some scholar’s highfalutin liter-
ary nonsense in order to feel close to Shem
the Penman, his lifelong mentor. His
voice, however, was more like Twain’s.
He wrote in 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 what he called “graveyard
humor.” Being of Baptist Presbyterian
stock, he believed (or claimed to 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 and prayerful, with
the odds plainly favoring doom.

Several months ago, the Modern Li-
brary brought out a handsome edition of
his pieces about Joe Gould, and it was
announced that he would give a reading

at Books & Co., on Madison Avenue. I

“Cbargi?zg you anything less would be fmpmpfr. 7
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had been asked to introduce him, but
when I arrived at the shop, thinking that
I had come in good time, the upper floor,
where the reading was to take place, was
impenetrably jammed with people. So
was the ground floor, where, though out
of sight of the author, the audience—
many of them in their twenties and thir-
ties—could at least hear his voice over
the P.A. system. I found myself im-
prisoned in the crowd by the front door,
and Jeannette Watson, the proprietor of
Books & Co., made the introduction in
my behalf. By then, dozens of people
had gathered out in the street, appar-
ently content to 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 by friends and admirers,
laughing, signing copies of his book,
and, as he liked to say, “carrying on.”

ROGER ANGELL: Joe Mitchell’s last
piece for The New Yerker appeared in the
magazine on September 26, 1964, and,
though he came to work almost every
day for the next thirty-one years and six
months, he submitted no further writ-
ing. Knowing him as a colleague during
this profound and elegant silence 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 on a piece that hadn’t
quite gone right so far. Each morning,
he stepped out of the elevator with a
preoccupied air, nodded wordlessly if
you were just coming down the hall, 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 and a half
later, he reversed the process, again clos-
ing the door. Not much typing was heard
from within, and people who called on
Joe reported that his desktop was empty
of everything but paper and pencils.
When the end of the day came, he went
home. Sometimes, in the evening eleva-
tor, I heard him emit a small sigh, but
he never complained, never explained.
He was not remote, though. If you fell
into a conversation, he listened with a
rapt expression and a crinkly V-shaped
smile of extraordinary candlepower.

No one, in my recollection, ever sug-
gested that Joe was idle in his office, or
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was doing anything except writing
or trying to write. No one made jokes
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, when it came, would be worth
the wait. The silence became famous,
became a legend, but still Joe came
in to work every 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
sometimes you slipped back to the li-
brary files to take down his clip book
once again and allow your eyes to run
along those effortless corners. As we
continued to long for that next piece—
the one that was giving him such trou-
ble—it came to me slowly that Joe’s
patience and class in enduring so
many empty days had become a source
of comfort and even admiration. Ev-
ery writer has experienced the inner
dread that this day’s work, this very
paragraph, may be the last one before he
dries up for good—and, along with it,
the inner mad conviction that this same
piece may be the one that at last fulfills
all hopes and expectations, the one that
will hold up not just for tomorrow or
next week but down the years. At both ex-
tremes of the writer’s experience, Mitch-
ell was a shining avatar.

NANCY FRANKLIN: The first piece of
writing by Joseph Mitchell that I came
across was something called “T'anya,” in
“A Subtreasury of American Humor.” It's
a recollection of an interview he’d done
in 1936 with a nineteen-year-old named
Florence Cubitt—the titular Tanya. Mitch-
ell was still working for a newspaper then,
and he’d been sent to Tanya’s hotel to
talk to her. He hadn’t really 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.

8l

“That's my new au pair, Mr. Cochran, formerly with A.T. & T.”

It was the first time a woman [ had been
sent to interview ever came into the
room naked, and 1 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 my life as she did
when she walked into that room.” By
the time he got ready to go, after spend-
ing several hours with Tanya, Mitchell
wrote, “my cold had vanished.”

My favorite line in the story belongs
to Tanya. She told Mitchell that she
sometimes posed for artists: “Once one
of them told me I looked like a Ma-
donna. .. and I said, ‘O.K.” Mitchell
had that same kind of authentic, accept-
ing wonderment about him, and it made
him hard to approach but easy to talk to
once you got there. His loop-the-loop
stories always reminded you that there
were good alternatives to cynicism.

The last time I saw him, in early
January, was the first time I had been in
his office. I was supposed to be interview-
ing him for a piece I was writing, but we
just talked about life at the magazine
and life in the city. I was acutely aware
of the fifty-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-brow en-
thusiasm. “Ah know it,” he’d say in a
conspiratorial whisper.

A few days later, two mornings after
the biggest blizzard since 1947, my phone
rang at home. It was Mr. Mitchell. He
was already in the office; I was still in bed.
We talked about the amazing weather,
and he told me that once, after James
Thurber had gone totally 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
remark he treasured, and treasured shar-
ing, because it said everything—or, as he
put it, it was “tragedy and comedy all
balled up into one thing.”

MARK SINGER: Once, when I was
still in the short-pants phase of my re-
porting career, Joe invited me for a
drink. We went to the Blue Bar, at the
Algonquin. He was in a distracted
mood—he’d just 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 newspaper days, he
wrote, “Most of the time I have been as-
signed to write feature stories and inter-
views and in the course of this assign-
ment | have been tortured by some of the
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-
times it is necessary for me to go into a
psychopathic ward on a story and I never
notice the difference.”

After that, when it was possible, I
liked to bring along someone who could
hold up my end of 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 survey the 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, whose li-
brary he had inherited, once used a strip
of bacon as a bookmark. Ricky would
talk about Houdini’s marginalia and
then segue into Cockney rhyming slang.

Fifteen years ago, when I thought I
had read everything Joe put between

hard covers, someone gave me a copy of

“My Ears 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 when I feel
guilty hoarding this treasure, but I can
live with myself. If my house catches
fire, I know what I'm grabbing first—
“My Ears Are Bent” and everything else
on that shelf.

WiLLiaM MAXWELL: There is no
point in saying what everybody knows—
that as a literary artist there was no one
like him, though many people have tried
to be. His conversation also was like no
one else’s. He would start to say some-
thing and then stop in order to say
something different that was prompted

by what he hadn’t quite managed to say
in his initial remark, and that sentence
didn’t get finished either. Instead, the
unfinished statements built up like cloud
castles, creating a sense of the ineffable,
the almost discernible but not quite de-
scribable, out of which you emerged
knowing somehow, by thought transfer-
ence, what he meant. And illuminated
by it. Add the soft Southern voice, the
wicked snicker, and the lightness with
which he moved even though he was an
old man.

No one was more intransigent in the
literary standards he applied to writing
in general but most of all to his own. No
one more charitable in his view of hu-
man failings. The sense of loss is great.

CALVIN TRILLIN: I once dedicated a
book to Joseph Mitchell as “the New
Yorker reporter who set the standard.”
He was that to me and to a number of
nonfiction writers I knew—inside and
outside the magazine—during decades
when most literate 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
seemed to 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 me if there were any
writers | 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 I'd heard
about why he quit handing in pieces—
a theory that was offered as presumably
apocryphal but somehow true in 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 some internal New Yorker pub-
lication, and eventually Mitchell showed
up in my office, holding it in his hand.
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“I wanted to thank you for the nice
things you said,” he told me.

“I guess I sort of got carried away,” I said.

He smiled, and said, “You're not go-
ing to 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 for the first time in my life, and
in it I found a piece by Joseph Mitchell
about a Hugh G. Flood, aged ninety-
four, “inviting me to come down to his
hotel in the Fulton Fish Market district
and help him eat a bushel of black
clams.” As I read, I knew immediately
that I wanted to report and to write in
a way that would be worthy of Joe
Mitchell. When 1 joined the maga-
zine—Joe used to call it “our paper™—I
discovered that everybody else here also
wanted to write in a way that would be
worthy of Joe Mitchell. Nobody ever
tried to imitate him, but everybody
learned from him. Mystically, he gave
us the key to finding our own original
ways of working.

Joe loved the word “mystical” and
loved talking about it. 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 laugh at ourselves.

One afternoon, when Emest Hem-
ingway was in town, I brought Joe over
to meet him at his hotel. It seemed logi-
cal to me at that naive point in my life
to bring the greatest living fiction writer
together with the greatest living re-
porter. Joe had read all of Hemingway’s
writing; Hemingway read The New
Yorker only sporadically and had read
none of Mitchell’s. Both men were very
shy. Hemingway and his wife, Mary,
broke out champagne, and we talked
about a prizefight the Hemingways had
taken me to see, but fight talk didn’t get
us onto common ground. We were
squirming. Then Mary brought in the
afternoon newspapers. The headlines
were devoted to the “scandal” of the
moment: Ingrid Bergman was 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! Hemingway said
he wanted to fight her enemies. Every-
body raised a glass to her. We were all
in synch. A couple of hours later, Joe
and I left. “Jeez,” Joe said softly, screw-
ing up his face at the mystique of it.
“Wasn’t that good, the way Hemingway
defended her?”

JANET MALCOLM: There is a re-
markable passage in “Huckleberry Finn”
about a circus act in which twenty bare-
back riders, “resting their hands on their
thighs, easy and comfortable,” as Huck
reports, enter the ring, then rise to stand-
ing positions on the horses’ backs and,
as the horses go faster and faster around
the ring, execute a series of effortless
dance steps. I thought of this scene (an
account of true, as opposed to sham,
aesthetic experience) while trying to
think of some way to describe the effect
Joe Mitchell’s writings produced on his
students—as my generation of nonfic-
tion writers at this magazine have always
thought of ourselves. Joe's feat—which
looked so effortless that some reviewers
of his books actually condescended to
him—was so far beyond what anyone
else could do that it inspired no envy; it
simply inspired. As listening 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 of life and death), one
would blush for the flaccidity and pre-
tentiousness of one’s own effort; Joe’s
work forced one to take more risks and
put on fewer airs.

Joe himself progressively risked more
and more. As his 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
that at his death it was still not finished.
Much has been made of the fact that Joe
didn’t publish anything for thirty years.
To his friends this was not remarkable;
it was simply another sign of Joe’s seri-
ousness about writing. During his period
of patient struggle with unimaginably

daunting artistic problems, Joe retained
the preternatural gaiety, charm, and lov-
ableness of his days on the lower slopes
of literature. If there was an unkind word
ever spoken about Joe, the person who
uttered it must have been mad or think-
ing of someone else.

PHiLr HAMBURGER: Joseph Mitch-
ell and I were close friends for some six
decades. When I heard that he was
gone, | 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 mind is a long and
lazy Saturday some thirty years ago
when Joe asked me to join him in a
visit to a man he deeply admired, Mr.
George H. Hunter, the distinguished
chairman of the board of trustees of the
African Methodist church, who lived in
a house with lightning rods 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
prepared a royal chicken fricassee and a
memorable lemon meringue pie. We ate
and talked and walked away the after-
noon. We visited 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 the spirit 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, we sit around the 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 what I call
the mysterious verses, the ones that if you
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 you still don’t touch bottom.” ¢

“A wonderful cat is coming into your life.”
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RAGING BULL

Dennis Rodman and the sports confessional.
BY DAVID REMNICK

HILDREN yearn to read about ex-
C emplary lives, and the children of
the television age inevitably select
the objects of their passion from the little
screen. If the doings of Achilles had been
televised when I was growing up, I might
have memorized the Iliad 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 a state of addiction and with no choice
but to read and reread the stories of such
noble Athenians as DeBusschere and
Reed, Mantle and Ford. Often my friends
and I would read these books at the rate
of two or three a day—consuming them
like literary Cheez Doodles. Each tale
had its 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 ID)’Arthur,” a primer
in the art of noble battle; Gale Sayers’
threnody for 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 1 Get Better-
Looking Every Day.”

And then 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 lite
studies by the suspiciously prolific Maury
Allen and Phil Pepe.) In my circle,
“Koufax” was known simply as the Tal-
mud. While I was a pupil of dubious
standing at the Temple Emanuel He-
brew School, I successfully recycled on an
annual basis my classic Linn-lifted dis-
sertation, “Sandy Koufax: Great Pitcher,
Greater Jew.” By recounting with in-
creasing fervor and commitment the
story of Koufax’s legendary refusal to
pitch a World Series game on Yom Kip-

pur, I sidestepped any need to work up a
new paper on the traditional twin tow-
ers of adolescent Jewish studies—Rabbi
Akiba and Sammy Davis, Jr.

I pull this juvenilia down from the
shelf not to riffle through its dusty pages
but, rather, to understand the meaning of
a current phenomenon. Dennis Rodman’s
“Bad As I Wanna Be” (Delacorte; $22.95)
is No. 1 on the Times nonfiction best-seller
list. How are we to account for this? Rod-
man is a certifiable star in a mainstream
sport, and yet one is curious about how, as
a matter of literary history, we got from
the herculean tales of Mantle and Mays
to the confessional style of an athlete who
poses on the book jacket with his bare fuchis
flush to the camera and who writes that
to “put on a sequined halter top makes me
feel like a total person and not just a one-
dimensional man.” This is not the first
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 on its 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 Rodman first met
Madonna, he told her that “I didn’t like
her music.” But, he insists, “that was the
one thing about this relationship—we
were totally honest with each other. I
told her that her house in Los Angeles
sucked.” In what must surely be the most
selling passage in the book, Rodman de-
scribes his first night of intimacy with
Madonna—more particularly, how he
denied her a sexual favor that the lady
had said would “get me loose.”

“Believe me,” our hero said. “I won't

do that, darling.” And, he duly reports,

“I didn’t do it. I think she was a little sur-
prised that I said no to her, but I did: 1
said NO to Madonna.”

Admittedly, a scene as gallant as that

is also in Rodman’s commercial favor,

but, still: No. 17

BEH}RE the advent of television, the
pivotal sports books were works of
inspirational fiction, much like the homi-
letic prose inventions of Parson Weems.
(“Father, I cannot tell a Lie. I chopped
down the cherry tree,” etc.) John R. Tu-
nis’s “The Kid from Tomkinsville” and
“World Series,” exemplars of the form,
were sandlot tales of effort and sports-
manship. Many of the early 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 had to actually go to the park, and
even at the stadium there was a sense of
enormous distance. One was never close
enough to begin wondering about a
player’s wife, his history, his halter top.

The books of my childhood, however,
derived from our intimate access to the
game through television. 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: triumph over tragedy,
victory through work, etc. As a result, a
thoroughly unpleasant man like Mantle
could be portrayed as an archetype. We
learned of Mutt, Mantle’s doomed and
devoted father, and of the way Hodgkin’s
disease haunted the entire clan, genera-
tion after generation. But we were spared
the details of o’ No. 7 being hung over
in the dugout on game day and of his
womanizing on the road.

It’s not as if no one knew any better.
Ty Cobb, Hemingway once said, was
“the greatest of all ballplayers—and an
absolute shit.” Cobb’s ghost, Al Stump,
suffered every indignity possible in a lit-
erary venture. Old, psychotic, and sick,
Cobb hurled empty booze bottles at
Stump, and even threatened him with a
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With Rodman’s “Bad As I Wanna Be,” we are on the edge of a new form. autopathography.

pistol. Needless to say, none of this un-
pleasantness was recorded in “My Life in
Baseball: The True Record,” published
in 1961. The contractual agreement
among star, ghost, and publisher was that
the publisher would hire 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 most celebrated parts of
their story, rather than to insist at large
% on every particular circumstance of it.”
s The athlete in question was then meant
T to live up to the chronicle; he was not re-

quired to read 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,” he said.
Times have changed, of course. Stump
eventually did write an independent ac-
count of Cobb’s life, portraying him in all
his ugly brilliance. But that came in 1994,
thirty-three years after Cobb died. Wilt
Chamberlain, for his part, wrote a book in
which he claimed to have slept 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 was also late: he re-
tired from basketball eighteen years be-
fore its publication.

The book that changed everything in
the commercial sports-literature field was
Jim Bouton’s baseball memoir, “Ball Four,”
which came out in 1970. Although Bou-
ton had known some winning moments
as a pitcher, next to teammates like Man-
tle he was a pipsqueak. As a writer, how-
ever, he was fresh, funny, and irreverent,
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
News columnist, who wrote, “I feel sorry
for Jim Bouton. He is a social leper. He
didn’t catch it, he developed it.” Trying
to imagine the commotion around “Ball
Four” now is a bit like wondering what
all the fuss was over “Les Demoiselles
d’Avignon.” Bouton’s younger readers
tended to appreciate him; the older ones
thought he had “torn down” heroes and
betrayed what was inevitably called “the
sanctity of the game.”

As it turned out, of course, one might
as well have tried to resist free verse.
Publishers would continue to put out
reverent books about sports heroes—the
shelves are filled with hagiographies of
everyone from Michael Jordan to Joe
Montana—but Bouton had changed the
form.

HE history of the sports autobiog-
raphy most closely parallels that of
the other form of literary 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 who are terribly in-
terested in the life of Tom Cruise, or are
under any misapprehension that what
Tom Cruise does is as difficult as hitting
a major-league curveball.

I can still remember with a weird clar-
ity hundreds of details from books I read
before I was twelve. And, whether I like
it or not, I can already see signs of this
fascination in my elder son, Alex, who is
almost six. Five seems to be the geneti-
cally encoded starting point. I made the
mistake of once taking Alex to a Mets
game when he was not quite four: after
he made his way through a hot dog, a
pint of Coke, popcorn, another Coke,
and a miniature batting helmet filled
with chocolate ice 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 he started drawing pic-
tures of Patrick Ewing and wearing a
Knicks road jersey as pajamas.

So far, Alex’s loyalties are imitative.
He has declared himself a Knicks fan

and a registered Democrat. But he has
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also taken a disturbing interest in the
opposition: he has, for example, told me
that Michael Jordan is “real awesome”
and Scottie Pippen is “also real awe-
some.” He doesn’t know quite what to
make of Dennis Rodman. Kids are not
often scared or offended by the bizarre,
but they are deeply curious—they notice
everything. Certainly Alex has noticed
what there is to notice about Dennis
Rodman. “Why is his hair red?” he has
asked. Or yellow. Or green. And “Why
can’t I tattoo my shoulders?” One day,
to help him understand, I'll give him
“Bad As I Wanna Be.” Like when he's
thirty-two.

ODMAN is not the only player-
litterateur who is selling himself as
an anti-hero, but most of his competitors
do nothing to risk shocking the con-
sumer of fast 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 we are on the edge of a new sports
form: autopathography.

The book opens with the scene of
Rodman, at the height of his talents, sit-
ting in his pickup truck with a rifle and
“deciding whether to kill myself.” His
championship team, the Detroit Pistons,
is being dismantled; his coach and father
figure, Chuck Daly, is gone; his marriage
is a ruin; he is a tortured mess. Mostly,
Rodman was haunted by the undeniable
truth—that if he were not six feet eight
and a master of the art of grabbing a bas-
ketball as it bounces off the rim he would
more than likely be dead or back in the
hole he came from.

Rodman grew up in Oak CIiff, a dis-
mal housing project in Dallas. His father
was the aptly named Philander Rodman.
He ran out on the family when Dennis
was three years old. As Rodman tells the
story, his sisters were successful students,
while he himself was slow, homely, and,
in general, a disappointment to his
mother. He felt rejected by everything
and everyone around him. “T'here have
been many times, none of them recent,
when [ sat back and wished I 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 odd jobs at 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 for stealing fifty watches from
the gift shop. Having flunked out after a
semester of junior college, he ran across
a coach from a tiny school in Oklahoma
who thought he had some promise. Rod-
man became a twenty-one-year-old
freshman. (At twenty-one, Shaquille
O’'Neal was already a bazillionaire and
had published an autobiography, “Shaq
Attaq™—a book with all the spontane-
ity of a Pepsi ad.)

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, that it all depended on his abil-
ity to play ball. “When I was twenty,
those people would have crossed the
street to get away from me.”

Rodman was drafted 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 been stars since they were in the
sixth grade. Rodman more than acquit-
ted himself on the basketball court.
What was 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 of life in the NBA i1s
sex,” he writes. “The other fifty percent
is money.” Rodman is exaggerating only
slightly. As a newspaper reporter, 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 women fairly audi-
tioned for them. One reporter told me
that a player he covered—one of 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 1
was a kid, the girls made fun of me and
didn’t find me attractive at all. I was
skinny and small and they thought I was
funny-looking. Now, they all want me.
Too many of them want me.” (For the
record, Rodman does not believe Cham-
berlain’s boast of having slept with twenty
thousand women: “That’s three or four
women a day for fifteen to twenty years.
I dare anybody to keep up that kind
of pace.”) But while Rodman, like so
many of his colleagues, availed himself
of his sexual privileges, he did it, he tells
us, with a darkness in his soul: “Once
you've had a total stranger ask you to
fuck his wife while he watches, you're
not going to be easily shocked. There’s
only one thing that shocks me: I'm still
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 dunk a ball, you've got
dancing gorillas and highlight shows
during time-outs.” This is the sort of
grouchy rant that Michael Jordan, with
his awareness of his place on the corpo-
rate marquee, would never indulge in.

Rodman not only resists the N.B.A’s
blandishments to be a “role model” (a
dubious concept plucked out of the social-
science jargon of the fifties) but insists
on his own confusions. “Sometimes |
don’t even know who 1 am, and these
people are calling me their hero?” The
sports-addicted American public now
has a player willing to describe his sexual
anxieties (he fantasizes abour making it
with another man); a black man who ad-
mits that his alienation from black cul-
ture is so deep that his favorite band is
that icon of Seattle grunge Pearl Jam; a
star who shows up late 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 not sure
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we have ever known a star athlete so ea-
ger to tell us that he paints his fingernails

and that his pickup truck is pink and
white. Whereas Michael Jackson denies
up and down his ambiguities in a music

world that would be more likely to ac-
cept them, Rodman celebrates his in a
realm of conspicuous machismo:

I don’t think painting my fingernails is a
big deal. It’s not like I'm sitting home by
myself, tr},ring on lingerie. That's not my
style. I don’t do lingerte. . . .

When I cross-dress now, it’s just another
ﬁgﬁ I Calil show all thehmdcﬁ <13f Dennis

man. I'm giving you the whole package,
I'm becoming the a% urpose person. . kﬂ—g

I'm not gay. I would tell you if T was. If1
go to a gay bar, that doesn t mean that ]
want another man to put his tongue down

throat—no. It means I want to be a
whole individual.

R:}DM is right to complain that he
is making only two and a half mil-
lion dollars a year when inferior, lazy
players like Derrick Coleman make three
times that. But sometimes his insistent
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 and superior to nearly
everyone he encounters. (“I said, ‘T'm
Dennis,” and she said, T'm Madonna,’
and we both said, ‘Great.””)

At least one teammate, John Salley,
claims that Rodman gives himself an
casy ride in the book, but I think our
man comes across with some real truth.
Jordan’s sponsors demand of us that we
“Be Like Mike.” Rodman wants to be
a different kind of hero, a frontiers-
man of the soul. He is an embodiment
of the 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 was so.” 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 of one who says, “I want to play
my last game in the N.B.A. in the nude.”
He gives us a reason to go on living. ¢

SHE CANT HELP IT

Remember fallin o 1 love?
BY BROOKS APPELBAUM

EW writers can
do with a title
what Doris

Lessing can, so at first
glance her latest—
“Love, Again” (Har-
perCollins; $24)—
seems strangely de-
flated: an almost irri-
table rejection of the
music that imbues
“T'he Grass Is Sing-
ing,” “T’he 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-

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-
yond the novels 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
the sawdust sensation of knowing that
one's darkest despair and brightest ec-

MICHEL FAVREFELY
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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 company in London; she is sixty-
five, has been a widow for thirty years,
and has long since dismissed romance
from her life. Not surprisingly, the plot
centers on her falling in love, again—
“forgetting the hard law that says you
must suffer what you despise.” At first,
her suffering is empathic: she becomes
haunted by 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 of her two
great loves, chose to live in isolation as
an assiduous observer of the self. Sa-
rah also forms a close friendship with
Stephen, a wealthy middle-aged backer,
who is 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
have to divorce and remarry every time
they fall in love.”

These stories of frustrated longing
form the novel’s only action, and, un-
fortunately, they soon become stale.
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 thar 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 famous dismissal 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

incorporates a second, interior perspec-
tive: this is the voice of Sarah, dissect-
ing her love and grief with the ruth-
less precision of a 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 genuine pity and
terror. There is nothing new to be said
about falling in love, as that merciless
comma in the title implies. The expe-
rience is an “again’ for all 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
of them, have come to control us.

By the novel’s end, Sarah’s anguish
has almost disappeared: “She stood in
a landscape like that before the sun
comes up, one suffused with a quiet,
flat, truthful light where people, build-
ings, trees, stand about waiting to be-
come defined by shadow and by sun-
light. This is the landscape recommended
for adults.” Virginia Woolf rejected
this landscape, and Lessing responds
by dismissing Woolf, who is conspicu-
ously absent from the acknowledg-
ments and the dedication. Instead, she
shows up in the guise of a minor char-
acter named Virginia, who is greatly
improved when she trades in her
“wispy chignon and droopy clothes” for
a stylish modern haircut.

One wishes, 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 dinner is, at least, one certain
way to survive. ¢

JorpAN, Mont., April 11—T'wo members
of the Freemen, a mulitant anti-government
group that has held off law enforcement offi-
cials near here for almost three weeks, turned
themselves into Federal Bureau of Investiga-
tion agents late this afternoon—7he Times.

If you can’t beat 'em. . .
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BRIEFLY NOTED

OpenN HEART, by A. B. Yehoshua; translated
from the Hebrew by Dalya Bilu (Double-
day; $24.95). A hospital administrator and his
wite set off to rescue their daughter (hepati-
tis, India) accompanied by the narrator, a
methodical surgery resident. But once the
three arrive, it's the young doctor who con-
tracts the wasting ailment that courses
through this novel: his improbable love for the
administrator’s plump, pampered, middle-
aged wife. Yehoshua, thanks to a S}fmpaﬂ‘scdc
bedside manner, turns the peevish narrator’s
observations—about open-heart surgery,
burning ghats along the Ganges, devious
d.dl.ﬂtel% anesthesia, sex—into a galloping
East-West epic mingling passion and the
transmigration of souls.

BEHIND THE SCENES AT THE MuseuM, by Kate
Atkinson (St. Martin’s; $22.95). Bunty Len-
nox is the kind of intolerant, ever put-upon
mother who is regarded as PEI'.FECTJI; accept-
able by onlookers, though she does have a way
of letting her dauf%lters die or disappear; the
youngest of them, 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 she finds that she
has known everythmg about the Lennox
history except the single fact that affects her
most, her story has deepened to a moving
seriousness.

SHOWDOWN: THE STRUGGLE BETWEEN THE
GingricH CONGRESS AND THE CLINTON
Whirte Housk, by Elzabeth Drew (Simon &
Schuster; $25). This report, at a midpoint be-
tween journalism and history, 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 way for an irresistible surge of right-
wing leglslatlcn designed to remcrdﬁl this
country’s institutions. That didn’t happen.
Drew shows us the frustrations of the 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). %‘hﬂ author, a naturalist
and a tour guide, describes his quest for tigers
and comes to the sad conclusion that wild ti-

ers will soon be extinct. All over Asia, he
%nds that their habitats are bemg dE‘StL’D}'Ed
human population growth. Ives's personal style
involves us emotionally; we share his excite-
ment and fear whenever he succeeds in
ghmpsmg or encountering a tiger. But he

oesn't attemnpt to sentimentalize his subject:
its glamour lies in its ferocity and untamabulity.

Nancy Lancaster: Her Lire, HErR WoRLD,
Her Art, 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 SPmed with candid pas-
sages of memoir, isn't a practical guide for
most readers, but its fascinations are in-
numerable. Thﬁ}’ include intimate Anglo-
American social histo {Lancaster, like her
aunt, Lad}f ﬁsmr, was born in Virginia),

e:qualIy intimate views of great art and archi-
tecture, and a striking portrait of a perfectionist.
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FIRST TANGO IN TUSCANY

“Stealing Beauty” and “Ihe Horseman on the Raaf =
BY ANTHONY LANE

HE good news about “Stealing lessness. There is Diana (Sinead Cusack),
Beauty,” the new movie from Ber-  who lives in an isolated villa with her hus-
nardo Bertolucci, which opens band, a sculptor (Donal McCann). At

June 14th, is that it is set in Italy. The bad  least, I think he’s her husband; I spent
news is that it is set in Tuscany. Seasoned  much of the film wondering who on earth
Bertolucci watchers have been praying for  most of the people were, how (or if ) they
some time that the director would stop the ~ were related to one another, and why I

Jeremy Irons and Liv Tyler: Her innocence meets bis experience in Bertolucci’s new film.

globe-trotting, cut down on the luscious-  didn’t care either way. I was positive that
ness of movies like “The Last Emperor,”  Richard (D. W. Moffett) was married to
and return to his homeland—the scene of ~ Miranda (Rachel Weisz), given the steady
his strongest work. So now the guy comes  rattle of their bickering, until it turned out
back, and what does he do? He heads that he was married to someone else. As
straight for the Sienese countryside and  for the old guy played by Jean Marais, I
introduces us to a pack of English-speaking  never did place him, but still—Jean Ma-
intruders whose sole function is to dis- rais! The pleasure of seeing the star of “La
courage us from ever going near the place  Belle et la Béte” alive and working was so
again. In other words, the man behind  intense that it almost overcame the groggy
“The Conformist” and “1900"—films that ~ embarrassment of his actual performance;
felt as if they had to be made, as if the art-  did Bertolucci deliberately encourage him
ist had a duty to dramatize his country’s  to ham it up? The sadness is that “Steal-
disease—has now decided, in his wisdom, ing Beauty” is by and large a badly acted
to give us Italy without the Italians. film; in aiming at liquid languor and a

The intruders are a mixed bunch, haze of emotional incest, it gives the per-
though not quite mixed enough; they formers almost nothing to bite on. Even
have no defining force of character, Jeremy Irons, whose hdughﬁﬂESSCE_HUSu-
merely a shared boredom and bone- ally be relied upon to lend any movie a £

FAY JOMES



certain acidity, a dry chill of intelligence,
shuffles to and fro looking lost; he plays a
house guest named Alex, a playwright
within spitting distance of death, but the
film’s mania for sophistication makes his
pain more precious than melancholic.
Bertolucci does to Irons what Visconti did
to the Dirk Bogarde of “Death in Venice™
he deadens the dying.

Into this merry setting comes Lucy
(Liv Tyler), a family friend who flies in to
stay at the villa and generally to ripen her
soul: think Daisy Miller with jet lag. As
the film proceeds, you realize that its title,
“Stealing Beauty,” is in part a coy, rather
eighteenth-century euphemism for the re-
lieving of virginity. Lucy is nineteen and
is still 2 pure maiden—a highly unlikely
combination, but out of it arises the whis-
per of a plot. Who will deflower the Amer-
ican girl> Will it be one of her fellow-
guests? And, if so, how can she be sure
that it isn't her own father? Lucy’s late
mother, we gradually learn, was a poet,
and a suspiciously close friend to some of
those now staying at the villa, where Lucy
believes herself to have been conceived;
Alex remembers the mother “writing
transporting little verses in between fash-
ion shoots.” | am sorry to say that this line
is delivered with no more than a drop of
irony; one basic problem with the film,
which was written by Bertolucci and Su-
san Minot, is that only at rare intervals do
the characters express themselves in ordi-
nary human speech. There are jokes here,
of a kind, but you can never swear that
they are intentional. Everything is very
slightly off-key, just enough to set your
teeth on edge.

All of which may, of course, be the
point of the picture. Bertolucci may sim-
ply be registering his disdain for our ex-
pectations of realism, and tuning his un-
eventful tale to the pitch of fantasy. It
certainly looks like a half-waking dream,
the sort of erotic pastoral that might filter
through a boozy brain after a long lunch.
No other living director can equal Berto-
lucci’s devotion to texture, his mastery of
the illusion that the very skin of film is
sexy; “Stealing Beauty” is often about
nothing more than the work and play of
light and the supersaturation of burnt-
earth colors. The camera that pursues
Lucy as she dives into a pool and glides
along the bottom has its own matching
fluidity, a rhythm halted only by a cutaway
shot to the near-naked figure by the side

of the water—Miranda, lounging there
like a Matisse odalisque.

The movie’s gaze 1s surprisingly unlu-
bricious, somehow managing to remain
cool and classical in the heat; when Lucy
spies a young couple smooching under a
tree, the camera travels upward to a stone
creature perched nearby on a wall, look-
ing pretty severe. Again, the title brims
with suggestion: the beauty of this scen-
ery is so obvious, such a common aesthetic
currency, that the only way to endow it
with any novelty or thrill 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
chopped editing of Lucy’s journey at the
start of “Stealing Beauty”: Bertolucci leafs
briskly through the landscape as though it
were a book. If only he were able to keep
that momentum,; sadly, by the end of the
picture we are right back in Merchant-
Ivory territory, with lovers canoodling be-
fore a bargain sunset. Lucy has finally
settled on her elected predator—the shi-
est in a series of sensationally unappealing
local lads. The film honors her integrity in
this matter and grants her instant bliss,
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 ravishing is a dreary, pop-
video affair; 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. The trouble with “Steal-
ing Beauty” is not that it’s dirty—it’s not
quite dirty enough, to be honest—but that
its tastefulness and reverence for glamour
soften the whole enterprise into what you
might call higher pornography. The movie
is stuffed with horrible types whom the
director alone seems to find worthy of our
attention; it’s like “Kids” with a tan. If these
curious, moneyed creatures want to strip
and gambol by the pool, fair enough; but
as they continue to unveil and display an
engorged set of feelings that seem bereft
of all motive you sense that a peculiarly
glossy fraud is being perpetrated. The film
passes off “in” jokes as velvety secrets and
cheap gossip as philosophical rumination.
When Alex turned on his heel, smacked
his walking stick in fury, and strode away
from Lucy, all because Diana had told

l

|

BOOKS 7

ON TAPE

s Call for Free 2
Brochure i

: « Best Sellers |
S on Cassette &
E 7
e * Full-length 3
= Readings =
2 =
8

(800) 626-3333

RARE DALI PRINTS

If you own, or are considermg purchase
of a Salvador Dalt prine..

Olur exclusive caralog fearrey fiell-color
Suvanor Dau

prerures of more than 400 symed limared
edinon Salvador DPali prints: Each print is
fully documenred by Albert Field, curator

of thie Salvador Dall Archives, and guar

anteed authentic The catalog, “Salvaidor
Daly A Rerrospective of Master Prines,” :'"'l'"‘
15 must for anyone interested m works
signed by Dalt. Call now and we'll rush you a free copyof
The Salvador Dah Collecror™s Newslemer ™ (515 an e )
1-(800) 275-DALI
Beama Fine A
15332 Angiex h_ Wit 6 Paciine Palisicdes: CA 0272

GALAPAGOS

You, 9 other adventurers and our licensed natural-
ist will sail by yacht to explore more islands than
any other Galépagos expedition. 60 trip dates.
Machu Picchu option. Free brochure

Inca Floats 510-420-1550
1311-Y é3rd 5t., Emer;,w-i”e CA 944608

PUBLISH YOUR BOOK NOW

Leading subsidy book publisher seeks manuscripts of
all types: fiction, non-fiction, poetry, scholarly. juve-
nile and religious works, etc New authors welcomed.
Send for free 32-page illustrated booklet E-108
Vantage Press, 516 W 34 St.. New York, NY 10001

PRAGUE

+Crzech-Amencan Guides *Small Groups
*Concerls *Operas *Day-trips +Fine Dining
+Four-star Hotel +Sprirg. Fall, Chnstmas Tours

: % A Fi
TlheSBol ernianbxpress
Call us at 800-962-9255 for free brochures!

PUBLISH YOUR BOOK

At A Price You Can Afford!
Size: 5'/:"x B'2", 96 pgs,
1000 copies. 2-color cvr.

Sophisticated
Walking Tours
& Customized
Independent
Itineraries

51 4
EACH Megs, Proofs, Perf Bd
From $529. Write for Price List.

800-277-8960 PROFESSIONAL PRE
P.0. Box 3581 - Chapel Hill, NC 27515-3




92

Lucy that she, Diana, had heard from
him, Alex, that she, Lucy, was still await-
ing her first lover, I'm afraid that I gave
up. “We don’t mean you any harm,” Alex
tells Lucy later. “Up on this hill, the only
thing we have to talk about is each other.”
So why not give it a break?

There is one commanding reason to
see this movie, and that is Liv Tyler. Not
the performance of Liv Tyler: just Liv
Tyler. I'm not really sure how good an ac-
tress she is; some of her line readings
come out stiff and graceless, and she
seems happiest when she’s allowed to for-
get the daunting fact that she is taking
part in a film—when she puts on a Walk-
man, for instance, and thrashes around
her bedroom as if trying to flush the de-
lights of Tuscany out of her skull with a
tide of rock and roll. But there are extraor-
dinary moments in “Stealing Beauty”
which feel like hours—suspensions of
normal time, as the indulgent frippery
that surrounds Lucy just falls away and
leaves her stranded, alone with the cam-
era. It’s as if Bertolucci were confessing, to
himself as much as to us, that he has got
the movie wrong, that it was never going
to make the grade as an elegant comedy
of manners—that its true subject, in short,
is Tyler’s face. Leaning over the lip of
the bathtub, or posing—hair drawn back,
one breast exposed—for the sculptor, she
stares with disconcerting directness at the
lens and dares it to look away. The whole
drama of innocence and experience that
Bertolucci planned but failed to achieve in
his plot is there in these closeups, as
strong-boned and swollen-mouthed as
those of Liv Ullmann in “Persona.” Ber-
tolucci’s movie—roasted, ravishing, and
ridiculous—is a piece of toy cinema com-
pared with Bergman’s great interrogation
of troubled spirits; the inhabitants of
“Stealing Beauty” find life less a trouble
than a drag. But only the most confident
and contemplative of moviemakers have
the nerve to peel their art back to essen-
tials: lights, camera, countenance. As Alex
says to Lucy when his wasted frame is be-
ing stretchered out of the house for the
last time, “T've so enjoyed watching you.”

‘THE HORSEMAN ON THE ROOF” is
set in Provence—an area that is
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 of available
gorgeousness scarcely represents a chal-
lenge—how can a beauty spot look any-
thing but beautiful’—and the real tri-
umph would be to make an ugly, grungy
film about such places. This is not a con-
sideration that worries Jean-Paul Rap-
peneau, the director of “The Horseman
on the Roof.” There is not a frame of his
work that you couldn’t blow up and paste
onto a table mat.

The story 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. He learns a
way to treat it: undress the victim, splash
on some alcohol, and rub it all over. This
exciting froftage comes in handy when,
toward the end, he has to revive the body—
or, more likely, the body double—of Ju-
liette Binoche. She plays Pauline, a mys-
tery woman whom he met when he came
through the eponymous roof. She wants
to find her distant husband, and Angelo
wants to help. He always wants to 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
15 one of those unfortunate actors whose
good looks make them more rather than
less credible onscreen. His thrusting jaw
suggests a man who is determined to find
some underwear to model before the close
of the day.

How very different from Rappeneau’s
last movie, “Cyrano de Bergerac,” which
took its cue from a nose. It's clear that the
director has decided to specialize in pad-
ded and cushioned costume epics; whether
he knows how urgently they require a
solid core is another question. The deli-
cacy of “Cyrano” depends on the long
reach of its comedy—on the robust con-
viction that it is possible to be heroic and
mock-heroic at the same time. “I'he Horse-
man on the Roof,” however, has a vacuum
where the hero should be, with predict-
able results. It's a grand, humorless movie
in which everything happens but nothing
matters; Angelo and Pauline are 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, frightened children,
and an admirably cool cat; there is every
variety of derring-do. And yet, when you
look back at the film, you realize with
regret that derring never really did. ¢
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EVERYONE'S A CRITIC

“Arts & Letsure” and “Curtains.”
BY NANCY FRANKLIN

HATEVER you think of Steve

Tesich’s “Arts & Leisure,”

now at Playwrights Horizons,

you have to give the author a citation for
bravery. The play is about an intelligent but
emotionally sterile drama critic, and on the
surface it’s just the kind of thing that a
touchy, insecure person who makes a living
as a drama critic—not that I personally
know anyone who fits that description—
might want to sink his or her rabid teeth
into. But I've had my shots, and, besides, I
liked the play, which isn’t really about a
drama critic at all; it’s about how easy it has
become for people to shut themselves off
from the world at large and the world at
home. At the beginning of the play, Alex
Chaney (Harris Yulin) addresses the audi-
ence and says that we've all become drama
critics, that we judge events by their dra-
matic impact—their impact on us, not nec-
essarily on the people to whom the events
are happening. He talks about how the
Kurds have, as it were, fallen off our map:
“There was a time when the plight of the
Kurds was a very dramatic event. Iraqis
were killing the Kurds and we were pro-
foundly moved by their plight. . . . But
then, less than a year later, when the Turks
started killing the Kurds . . . the plight of
the Kurds was no longer dramatic at all. So
it would appear that death of itself and by
itself 1s no longer automatically dramatic. If
it 1s or not depends on who's killing you.”
Alex holds up head shots of his family
members and introduces them to us “in or-
der of appearance,” as if they were merely
fellow-actors who by chance were appear-
ing in the play that is his life. When his
mother (Mary Diveny) comes to visit him
at his apartment—furnished with a few
theatre seats and a fish tank, the ultimate in
disengaged spectating—and starts talking
about Alex’s dying father, Alex tries to
shape and contain her responses: “We
could, for example, have a breakthrough in
our relationship, if you're in the mood for

that. . . . Father is dying in agony, I know,
but that’s no reason for this scene to die as
well. . . . There is still time for us to have a
wonderful mother-son scene. The kind
that I find so moving.” It’s the same with
his daughter (Elizabeth Marvel), a runaway
who has returned after several years and
told her father that after all this time what

Harris Yulin as a drama critic without a conscience.

she still really wants is just to be loved by
him. He breaks off from their conversation
to talk to the audience, as if to gain sym-
pathy by the sheer fact that he is exposing
his limitations: “I care for her. I worry
about her. I want her to be happy. ...
When you put it all together, it’s just like
love, but she doesn’t want love that’s just
like love, she wants to be loved instead.”

‘What keeps all this from becoming im-
possibly hortatory is the steady stream of
self-deprecating humor: Tesich has planted
criticisms of the play in the mouths of the
characters. Under the direction of JoAnne
Akalaitis, the brilliant Frances Conroy gives
a nervously alive performance as Alex’s ex-
wife, a former actress on the verge of a men-
tal breakdown, and Yulin is good as a man

93

on the verge of nothing. The part of Maria,
Alex’s live-in maid and “conscience”™—a
foulmouthed Thelma Ritter is what she
is—was played well enough by Randy
Danson; perhaps my dissatisfaction with
the character had to do with my not believ-
ing that Alex actually had a conscience. You
can take issue with the play’s generalities,
but I found its psychology compelling,
its world view sound, and its message—
forgive me, Mr. Tesich—entertaining.

COTT ELLIOTT, a young director who
did outstanding ensemble work last

year with Mike Leigh's “Ecstasy,” has done
it again, with “Curtains,” a new play by the
English playwright Stephen Bill, about
the discomfort of old people—and the dis-
comfort old people cause in others. The
play is set in a drab Birmingham living
room, and it opens with a birthday party
for Ida (Kathleen Claypool),
who has turned 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 on her lap. Only
Ida’s grandson, Michael (Fred-
erick Weller), seems to care
about what Ida might really
want: he sportingly gives
her a puff of his cigarette.
Late that night, Katherine,
one of the daughters (Laura
Esterman), carries out the
promise she once made to her
mother, who had asked her to
make sure she wouldn’t end up living a life
without dignity. The scene is as difficult to
watch as if it were happening in real life—
Katherine muffs her first two attempts—
and the characters spend the rest of the play
arguing about the rightness of the deed and
confronting their own ambivalence about
it. The actors—the rest of the cast mem-
bers are Jayne Haynes, John Henry Cox,
David Cale, Betty Miller (she’s wonderful
as a helpful and extremely annoying neigh-
bor), and Lisa Emery—distinguish them-
selves with vivid characterizations, and
though some of the relationships are 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 play isn’t covered with plastic. ¢
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SUMMER BLOCKBUSTERS

CHIPPER: An evil entrepreneur (Pat-
rick McGoohan) devises a scheme to
supply his chain of fast-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) who is convinced that
seahorse hooves hold the secret to a cure
for prostate cancer, and by a spunky sal-
vage hunter (Jennifer Aniston) who has
trained a pod of dolphins to find Amelia
Earhart’s plane.

EnissION IMPOSSIBLE: LIVLF agents
(Charlie Sheen, Courteney Cox) set out
to start 2 war between two ruthless Mid-
dle Eastern dictators (Martin Lan-
dau, Joe Pesci) by convincing them that
they are impotent.

EXTERMINATOR: When a 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-
way rat that brought
the bubonic plague to
Europe. After offend-
ing the wife (Sandra
Bullock) of a Vene- .
tian doge (Danny De- *4
Vito) by suggesting ‘w7 %
that the rat might be & ‘gb

hiding in her dress, he
persuades her to join

forces with him against a corrupt ship
owner (Alan Rickman) who i1s 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 of Tours.

BY CHRISTOPHER BUCKLEY

PLIGHT OF THE OSPREY: A Marine
test pilot (Brad Pitt) is told not to worry
when the control stick of his tilt-rotor
plane keeps coming off in his hands, but
after a Defense Department procurement

officer (Demi Moore) tells him that the
aircraft’s engines are powered by slave
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. When he
and the N.Y.S.E. president (Meg Ryan)
realize they have little hope of locating
five hundred virgins in Manhattan be-
fore the deadline—or, indeed, ever—
they enlist the help of a 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.

SW.A.K.: An orthographically
challenged philatelist (Johnny Depp)
advertises in the personals for some-
one of similar interests and finds him-
self mixed up with a stockbroker
(Maria de Medeiros) with a penchant
for oral sex.

No, Houston, You HAVE A PROB-
LEM: The crew of a U.S. space shuttle (Den-
zel Washington, Helen Hunt, William
Baldwin), tasked with performing experi-
ments to determine the effects of weight-
lessness on the mating habits of fruit bats,
detects an asteroid the size of Liechten-
stein on a collision course with the earth.
A heated argument breaks 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) must slay a e
mythical half kanga-
roo, half garden slug
before a beautiful
princess (Partsy Ken-
sit) will make merry
with him. But just as
he is about to behead
the rep -

ulsive creature
it reveals (voice by
Dick Cavett) that the :
beautiful princess has already made merry
with all the other knights in the fiefdom.

BaywatcH, THE MovViE: A Chinese
military satellite containing plutonium
lands in the bay and starts turning beach
babes and dudes into gnarly mutants. Lo-
cal authorities clash with the military
over who has jurisdiction. As bureau-
crats argue, it becomes clear that the life-
guards must remove the toxic debris
themselves, using their bare hands and
those orange lozenge lifesaver things.
Lt. Hank Hunk (David Hasselhoft) and
Tiffany Topps (Pamela Anderson Lee)
find themselves in a race against time with
a band of renegade Australian lifeguards,
who plan to recover the satellite them-
selves and sell it to the Russian mafia so
they can afford to buy imported beer. ¢
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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 have a seat in 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 moved by it. @TOYOTA CAMRY

I love what you do for me

Call 1-800-GO-TOYOTA or visit our Web Site at: http://www.toyota.com for a brochure and location of your nearest dealer,
€1385 Toyota Motor Sales, US A, Inc. Buckle Up! Do it for those wha love you, *There are over 2 million Camrys currently in operation. R.L Polk, 1994 **Camry XLE V6/Best car built
In amenca Avtemobie Magazing, March 1993 Most Camrys are built in Amenca.



