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CONTRIBUTORS

Michael Specter (“High-Heel Heaven,”
p. 102) is a Rome-based correspondent
for TheNew Yorker.

Irving Penn(Photograph, p. 102) is cur-
rently at work on a new bookofhis still-
life photography.

Elizabeth Kolbert (“The Last Floor
| Shows.” p. 84) writes about politics and
New York City for the magazine.

Seamus Deane (“The Famous Seamus,”
p-54) is Keough ProfessorofIrish Stud-
ies at the UniversityofNotre Dame. His
mostrecent books include “Reading in
the Dark” and “Strange Country.”

Sandra Bernhard (“Front Row Notes,”
p. 122)is a writer and performer. Her
showT'm Still Here... Damn I” hasjust
been released on DVD and homevideo.

   

Helmut Newton (Portfolio, p. 112) has
published more than twenty books, in-
cluding, mostrecently, “Sumo.”

Jeffrey Toobin (The Talk of the Town,
p- 44; “The Regular Guy,” p.94) is the
author of “A Vast Conspiracy,” which
was published inJanuary.

Edna O’Brien(Fiction,p. 116) has two
new books: a biography ofJames Joyce
anda novel,“Wild Decembers,”thatwill
come outnext month.

Alex Ross (A Critic at Large, p. 124)
writes about music for The New Yorker.

Ronald Searle (The Back Page, p. 146).
has published more than a hundred
books,either aloneorin collaboration,

including, most recently, a collection
ofhis drawings for Le Monde. ¢
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THE MAIL

CAPITAL IDEAS

John Cassidy’s article about the econo-
mist Friedrich von Hayek(“The Price
Prophet,” February 7th) notes that,
despite Hayek’s support for the capital-
ist system andits encouragement of
information sharing, even he realized
that it hadits limitations. Proof of
thoselimitations can be foundin Jon-
athan Weiner’s account of the Hey-
woodbrothers’ struggle against Lou
Gehrig’s disease in the sameissue
(“Curing the Incurable”). Weiner writes
that “the big drug manufacturers aren't
interested in investing research funds
in a disease that claims only twenty-
five thousandpatients.” Today’s anti-
governmentpoliticians need to under-
stand—as Hayek did—that allowing
the laws of supply and demand to de-
termine where resourcesare allocated
whenit comes to human health (and
human lives) is fundamentallydifferent
from allowing thoselaws to decide how
muchour shoesorairplanetickets are
goingto cost.
Simone Pfeiffer
Canada

Friedrich von Hayekclaims that free-
market capitalism provides the wid-
est and freest dissemination of in-
formation to guide consumer choice,
which supports the wisdom of the
market, which, in turn, leads to the
mostefficient allocation of scarce
resources, which maximizes social

welfare throughthesatisfaction of con-
sumer demand. Leavingaside the prob-
lem of those disenfranchised by the
marketplace(future generations,for ex-
ample, and those too poorto “vote” by
buying goods andservices), how can
present-day consumers express their
wisdom of choice whencritical infor-
mation is withheld by companies? For
example,I’m sure that someof the peo-
ple who boarded the Alaska Airlines
flight that crashed in January would
havedeclinedto buyticketsif they had
knownthat the airline hadinitially
determined that their plane needed
repair—a decision that the company

reversedafter furthertests, Similar ex-
amples, from the long-hidden hazards
ofcigarettes to confidentialsettlements
after car crashes, abound. The power of
firms to keep consumers uninformed
seems to thwart the disciplinary func-
tion of informed consumer behavior
that drives Hayek’s modelofthe theo-
retical economy.
Jon R. Koppenhoefer
Springfield, Ohio

In his tribute to Friedrich von Hayek
John Cassidynotes, in parentheses, some
thingsthat theguru ofunrestrained cap-
italism “neglected,” things “such as in-
equality and pollution.” These minor
omissions—man’srelations and respon-
siblities to his fellow-man and to na-
ture—betray the limitations of both
Hayek's work and the economic system
he championed.
DavidF. Noble
Toronto, Canada

 

POP HISTORY

Congratulations to Frank Gannonfor
having the audacity to “pop” a few of
the major poets in “The Norton Pop-
Up Anthologyof English Literature,”
his February 14th Shouts&Murmurs.
“Pop-Up Video” couldn't have hoped
for a funnier or more inspired Valen-
tine. We've popped everything from
the “Today” show to the World Series
to New YorkCity’s annual Halloween
Parade. But it took Gannon to show
us that the hypertext weuseto revital-
ize classic music videos works just as
well over the plain, old, un-hyper text
of the classics. Just wait until we get
our hands on the Dead SeaScrolls.
PaulLeo
Producer, “Pop-Up Video?
NewYork City

°
Letters should be sent with the writer’s name,
address, and daytime phone number to
“The Mail,” The New Yorker, 4 Times Square,
New York, N.Y. 10036. They can also be
faxed to 212-286-5047orsent via E-mail to
themail@newyorker.com. Letters may be edited
for length and clarity, and may be published n
any medium; we regret that owing to the vol-
ume of correspondence we cannot reply to
everyletter.



 



 

GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

 

THE THEATRE
OPENINGS & PREVIEWS

Please call the phone numberlisted with the
theatre for timetables andticket information.

AIDA
A musical based on the Verdi opera. With music
by EltonJohn,lyrics byTim Rice, and a book by
Linda Woolverton and David Henry Hwang.
RobertFalls is the director. In previews. (Palace,
Broadway at 47th St. 307-4747.)
AMERICAN BUFFALO

William H. Macy leads the cast in an Atlan-
tic Theatre Company staging of David Mam-
et’s 1975 play. Preview on March 15. Opens
March 16 at 8. (336 W. 20th St. 239-6200.)
HOUSE ARREST

AnnaDeavere Smith's latest one-womanshow, in
which she explores the office of thePresident of
the United States. In previews. (Public, 425 Lafa-
yette St. 239-6200.)
A MOONFOR THE MISBEGOTTEN

Cherry Jones and Gabriel Byrne star in O°Neill’s
1943 drama, under the direction of DanielSulli-
van.In previews through March 18. Opens March
19 at 6:30. (Walter Kerr, 219 W. 48th St. 239-6200.)
PEARL THEATRE COMPANY
Presenting Congreve’s “The Way of the World.” In
previews through March18. Opens March 19 at
7. (80St. MarksPl. 598-9802.)
THE WAVERLY GALLERY
Eileen Heckartportrays an aging Greenwich Vil-
lage art dealer who must give up hergallery, in
a new play by Kenneth Lonergan.In previews.
(Promenade, Broadwayat 76tb St. 239-6200.)
THE WILD PARTY

Joseph Moncure March’s Jazz Age poem is the
basis for Michael John LaChiusa and George C.
Wolfe’s new musical, starring MandyPatinkin,
Eartha Kitt, and Toni Collette. With music by Mr.
LaChiusa. Mr. Wolfe is the director. In previews.
(Virginia, 245 W. 52nd St. 239-6200.)

 

  

 

 

OPENED RECENTLY

THE ALTRUISTS
Nicky Silver's new comedy, starring Veanne
Cox and Sam Robards. (Reviewed in this issue.)
(Vineyard, 108 E.15thSt. 353-0303.)
AMADEUS
FromLondon, a revival ofPeter Shaffer’s drama,
starring Michael Sheen as Mozartand David Su
chetas Salieri. Sir Peter Hall is the director. (Music
Box, 239 W. 45th St. 239-6200.)
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ANCESTRAL VOICES

A staged reading, with a rotating cast, of A. R.
Gurney’s play, in which a Buffalo grandmother
discupts her family when she divorces her hus-
band to marry his bestfriend, Sundays at 7:30 and
Mondaysat 8. (Mitzi E. Newhouse, Lincoln Cen-
ter. 239-6200.)
ARMS AND THE MAN

A Roundabout Theatre production of Shaw’s
1894 play, under thedirection of Roger Rees.
(Gramercy, 127 E, 23rd St. 777-4900.)
BAD BOY NIETZSCHE
Richard Foreman’s forty-seventh play
In-the-Bouwerie, Second Ave, at 10th
BIRDSEED BUNDLES

Lola Pashalinski and Valda Setterfield are in the
cast of Ain Gordon’s latest play. (Dance Theatre
Workshop, 219 W. 19thSt. 924-0077. Closes
April 2.)
THE BOMB-ITTY OF ERRORS
In this exuberant take on “The Comedyof Er-
rors,” the action has been shifted to a hip-hop
realm, but the basic ideas remain the same.Like
the Shakespeare original, “Bomb-Itty” is witty,
lewd, allusive, and chaotic, and it plays fast and
loose with stereorypes, bur the four extravagantly
calented writer-actors (whoplayall of theparts)
make it seem altogether new. (45 Bleecker, 45
Bleecker St., at Lafayette St. 307-4100.)
CONTACT

The director and choreographer Susan Stroman’s
dance play has reopened at the Vivian Beaumont
Tieabe: A wiseyeh oF ample teeeancen tie
various forms of human connection and the at-
mosphere of longing, it’s a big-hearted, witty
crowd-pleaser. (Reviewed in our issue of 10/18-
25/99.) (Lincoln Center. 239-6200.)
THE COUNTRY BOY

A youngIrishman returns homeafter fifteen years
in America, in a drama by John Murphy. (Irish
Repertory Theatre, 132 W. 22nd St. 727-2737.
Closes April 2.)
DAMEEDN. THE ROYAL TOUR

Former housewife turned international entertainer
Dame Edna Everage (the sublime comic creation
of the Australian Dadaist and dandy Barry Hum-
phries)is, to adopt her penchantfor alliteration, a
virago of vitriol. a harpy of happiness, a megastar
of maliciousness.(11/1/99) (Booth, 222 W. 45th
St. 239-6200.)

  

  

 

  

DINNER WITH FRIENDS

Donald Margulies’s newplay is a perceptive depic-
tion of the mystery and the mundanityof marriage,
and the cast give well-rounded performances.(Vari-
ety Arts, 110 Third Ave., at 14th St. 239-6200.)
THE DIRECTOR

Throughthe character of a theatre director who
tries tofind truth by playing abusive mind games
with everyone he knows, the playwright Nancy
Hasty asks whether acting (which is essentially
lying) can reveal deeper truth. It’s a smart play,
and, thoughit’s not entirely satisfying intellec~
tually, John Shea’s brilliant performance as the
director almost makes it seem so. (Arclight, 152
W. 7st St. 279-4200. Closes April 1.)
AN EMPTY PLATE AT THE CAFE
DU GRAND BOEUF

John Randois the director of this comedy by Mi-
chacl Hollinger, in which a restaurateur goes ona
hungerstrike. (Primary Stages, 354 W. 45th St.
333-4052. Closes March25.)
ENOUGH ABOUT ME: AN UNAUTHORIZED
BIOGRAPHY OF VARLA JEAN MERMAN

Thealleged love child of Ernest Borgnine and
Ethel Merman shares songs and stories from her
painful life. (Chelsea Playhouse, 125 W. 22ndSt.
307-4100.)
FUDDY MEERS

There is such a thing as inspired nonsense, but
don’t look for it in David Lindsay-Abaire’s com-
edy, which is an exemplar of expired nonsense.
Theplayrelies heavily on handicap humor: oneof
the characters is blind in one eye, and has a limp,
lisp, and an ear that’s a “twisted mass of burnt
scartissue”; another has garbled speech asa result
of a stroke; another is—ha ha ha—dyslexic. The
excellent cast, featuring J. Smith-Cameron, Rob-
ert Stanton, John Christopher Jones, and Patrick
Breen, makes the most of what cleverness the play
does contain; nonetheless, you may leave the
theatre with the feeling that you just attended a
Helen Keller-joke marathon.(3/6/00) (Minetta
LaneTheatre, 18 Minetta Lane, east of Sixth Ave.,
between W. 3rd and Bleecker Sts. 307-4100.)
LAS HORAS DE BELEN: A BOOK OF HOURS

A Mabou Mines adaptationof poems by Cath-
erine Sasanov. March 15-19 at 8:30. Continues
through March26.(PS. 122, 150First Ave., at 9th
St. 477-5288.)
IMPERFECT LOVE

Thetightrope betweenlove and ambition is delin-
cated with passion, charm, andwitin this retelling
of thestory of the great Italian actress Eleonora
Duse and her playwright lover Gabriele D’An-
nunzio(here called Gabrielle Torrisi), written and
directed byBrandon Cole. Cole also co-wrote last
year’s movie “Illuminata,” which explored the
same tertitory on a larger canvas; as a miniature,
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HELPING FEED COMMUNITIES IN NEED

 

“T help hungry people

get fresh and wholesome food.

Andthat just feels good.”

With the supportof the Kraft Fresh ProduceInitiative, Warren Brice

selects nutritious produce to feed the families who needit most.

Warren worksat the Houston Food Bank— oneof

manylocal programsacross the nation that collect  fruits and vegetables from wholesalers and
distribute them to families in need. Supported by
the Fresh ProduceInitiative from Kraft Foods, Inc.,
andits parent company, Philip Morris CompaniesInc.,
the Houston Food Bankcan provide 60 servings
offresh producefor each dollar contributed.

It’s all part of ThePhilip Morris Fight Against Hunger,

the largest corporateeffort to fight hunger in America.

Through programssuchasthe Fresh ProduceInitiative,
the people of Philip Morris have been making a
difference for communities in need for more than

 

forty years.

To find out how you canhelpfight hunger,
pleasecall oneof these national organizations:

Foodchain

(800) 845-3008 www.foodchain.org

America’s Second Harvest

(800) 532-FOOD wwwssecondharvest.org

Working to makea difference.

PHILIP MORRIS COMPANIES INC.

KRAFT FOODS, INC. MILLER BREWING COMPANY PHILIP MORRIS CAPITALCORP!

PHILIP MORRIS INTERNATIONAL INC. PHILIP MORRIS U.S.A.

www.philipmorris.com  
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in which every detail counts, every aspect of this
drama—fromthe sumptuous costumesto the per-
fectly turnedlines to the splendid acting—is just
right. The cast includes Leslie Lyles, Christopher
McCann, Ed Hodson,Peter Dinklage, and John
Gould Rubin. (New York Performance Works,
128 Chambers St. 969-0166.)
JACKIE MASON: MUCH ADO
ABOUT EVERYTHING

The comic is back on Broadway with his latest
show. (Golden, 252 W. 45th St. 239-6200.)
JAMES JOYCE'S THE DEAD
Playwrights Horizons’ musical version of the short
story. (11/8/99)(Belasco, 111 W. 44th St. 239-6200.)
KISS ME, KATE
‘With allits admirable expertise andits various de-
lights, this production of the Cole Porter musicalis
oddly earthbound: it comes downto the vexing

 

Powers (whoalso co-directed). Bukowskiis played
with acerbicintelligence and fond humorby Ste-
phenPayne;his world ofcarnival barkers, small-
time boxers, too much alcohol, and toolittle
money becomes vivid and significant, particularly
because theproduction allows the audience to see
not just Bukowski’s art butalso theinspiration be-
hindit, (29th Street Rep, 212 W. 29th St. 465-
0575. Closes March 26.)
SUENO.
MCCTheatrepresents a new translation,byJosé
Rivera,of the Calderéndela Barca drama “Life
Is a Dream.”(120 W. 28th St. 727-7765. Closes
March 19.)
SWING!
A musicalsalute to the genre, directed and choreo-
graphed by Lynne Taylor-Corbett. (St. James, 246
W. 44th St. 239-6200.)

 

“TheMoment When,” byJames Lapine, at Playwrights Horizons.

assue of chemistry. The leads, Marin Mazzie and
Brian Stokes Mitchell, are expert players, but they
are not—in the true meaning of the words—star
performers. (11/29/99) (Martin Beck, 302 W. 45th
St. 239-6200.)
THE MOMENT WHEN

A new play by James Lapine,starring Illeana
Douglas, Phyllis Newman, and Mark Ruffalo.
(Playwrights Horizons, 416 W. 42nd St. 279-
4200. Closes March 26.)
1953

The British poet Craig Raine’s modern verse adap-
tation of Racine’s “Andromache.” (Grove Street
Playhouse, 39 Grove St. 877-568-0359. Closes
March 19.)
SATURDAY NIGHT

Stephen Sondheim wrote the music and thelyrics
for this showforty-five years ago, when he was
twenty-five, but it is only now having ts New
York premiére. Set in Brooklyn in the twenties, it’s
about a group of young men and women caught
upintheclassic struggle between love and money.
(Love wins, natch.) The book, by Julius J. Ep
stein, is pure com, but Sondheim’s work trans-
formsit into delicious popcorn; his wise, funny
lyrics in particular make this musical much more
than a mere curiosity. Under the direction of Kath-
Jen Marshall, the good cast brings out the shine
onthe show’s shoes. (3/6/00) (SecondStage, 307
W. 43rd St. 246-4422. Closes March 26.)
SATURDAY NIGHT FEVER

The musical, based on the 1977 film. (Minskoff,
45th St. west of Broadway. 307-4100.)
SOUTH OF NO NORTH: STORIES

OF THE BURIED LIFE

Nine short stories by Charles Bukowski, adapted
intoa seamless evening byLeo Farleyand Jonathan
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TAKING A CHANCE ON LOVE

‘A musical revue aboutthe life and work of the
late, overlooked lyricist John Latouche,staged by
the York Theatre Company. (Theatreat St. Peter's
Church, Lexington Ave. at 54th St. 239-6200.
Closes March 26.)
THE TALE OF THE ALLERGIST'S WIFE

Charles Busch’s newcomedy, aboutan antidote to
midlife malaise, stars Linda’ Lavin, Michele Lee,
and Tony Roberts. (Reviewed in this issue.) (Man-
hattan Theatre Club, 131 W. 55th St. 581-1212.)
THE TIME OF THE CUCKOO

Arthur Laurents’ 1953 play, set in Venice, about a
romantically deprived American woman(or spin-
ster, as they called them in the old days) whogets
a chance at a vacation affair with an Italian shop
owner. It’s a lovely production of a dated play,
with roundly good acting. The fine actress Debra
‘Munk plays the lead with a chirpy-angryedge (“I
love being alone,” shetells other guests at her
penstone as they depart, by twos, for dinner). Her
performance may seem asif it’s spinning out of
Control once the romantic gomnggets rough, and
you find yourself hoping the poorItalian doesn’t
take her on, butit’s an accurate portrait of the
character she has chosento portray: womantoo
far goneinto lonely desperation to elicit much
sympathy, even from herself. (Mitzi E. Newhouse,
Lincoln Center. 239-6200.)
TRUE WEST

Philip Seymour Hoffman and John C. Really star
in Sam Shepard’s 1980play, under the directionof
‘Matthew Warchus. (Circle im the Square, SOth St.
west of Broadway. 239-6200.)
THE VAGINA MONOLOGUES
Eve Ensler’s one-woman show is now being per-
formed by a rotating three-womancast. There’s a

 

certain amountof shtick involved, but most of the
stories are touching and memorable. (Westside,
407 W. 43rd St. 239-6200.)
WAITING IN THE WINGS

In thebest of Noél Coward’s postwar plays, old
gallant theatricals duke it outin a retirement
home,wherethey fire off someterrific one-liners.
Althoughthe playitself is somewhat creaky, the
pros who bringit to life here aren’t: Bette Hentitze,
Elizabeth Wilson, Rosemary Harris, Dana Ivey,
and the evergreen Lauren Bacall. (Eugene O’Neill,
230 W, 49thSt. 239-6200.)
WASTE

Harley Granville-Barker’s 1907 drama about a
‘Tory sex scandal. (American Place, 111 W. 46th
St. 239-6200.)
THE WILD PARTY

In taking Joseph Moncure March’s dark caution-
arypoemabouta groupof Prohibition-era profli-
gates and turning it into a musicallove story be-
tween an angry vaudeville clown and a louche
flapper, the composer Andrew Lippa and Man-
hattan Theatre Club have ended up with a crass,
overplayed muddle ofmixed intentions and missed
opportunities. There’s plenty oftalent on display—
a great set byDavid Gallo, mostly good costumes,
few fun songs, and, especially, a terrific perfor-
mance from Brian D'Arcy James, as Burrs the
clown, But most of the tunes build to the typical
pop-maudlin crescendo thatblights contemporary
musicals, and they’re sung generically, without re-
gard for character. If, however, you're a particu-
larly big fan ofin-your-face lasciviousness—the
women spread their legs for the audience as casu-
allyas other womenyawn; the male chorus could
work for Chippendales—there’s plenty to hold
yourattention throughout. (Manhattan Theatre
‘Club, at City Center, 131 W. 55th St. 581-1212.
Closes April 2.)
WOYZECK

‘The Axis Theatre Company's version of Biichner’s
unfinished play. (One Sheridan Sq., near Seventh
Ave. 807-9300.)

 

 

LONG RUNS

ANNIE GET YOUR GUN
Marquis, Broadway at 45th St. 307-4100.
BEAUTY AND THE BEAST

Lunt-Fontanne, 205 W. 46th St. 307-4747.
BLUE MAN GROUP/TUBES

Astor Place Theatre, 434 Lafayette St. 254-4370.
CABARET

Studio 54, at 254 W. 54th St. 239-6200.
cats
Winter Garden, Broadwayat SOth St. 239-6200.
CHICAGO

Shubert, 225 W. 44thSt. 239-6200.
DE LA GUARDA

Daryl Roth, 20 UnionSq. E.,at 15th St. 239-6200.
THE FANTASTICKS
Sullivan StreetPlayhouse, 181 Sullivan St.,
at Bleecker St. 674-3838.
FOOTLOOSE

Richard Rodgers, 226 W.46th St. 307-4100.
FORBIDDEN BROADWAY

Stardust, Broadway at51st St. 239-6200.
FOSSE
Broadhurst, 235 W. 44th St. 239-6200.
FULLY COMMITTED

Cherry Lane Theatre, 38 CommerceSt.
239-6200.
HEDWIG AND THE ANGRY INCH

Jane Street Theatre, Hotel Riverview
Ballroom,113 Jane St. 239-6200.
| LOVE YOU, YOU'RE PERFECT,
NOW CHANGE

Westside, 407 W. 43rd St. 239-6200.
JEKYLL & HYDE
Plymouth, 236 W. 45th St. 239-6200.
THE LION KING

New Amsterdam, 214 W. 42ndSt. 307-4100.
LES MISERABLES
Imperial, 249 W. 45th St. 239-6200.

 

Continued on page 19, overleaf.
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MISS SAIGON
BroadwayTheatre, Broadway at
S3rd St. 239-6200.
OVER THE RIVER AND THROUGH
THE Woops
John Houseman, 450 W. 42ndSt. 239-6200.
PERFECT CRIME

Duffy, 1553 Broadway, at 46th St. 695-3401.
THE PHANTOM OF THE OPERA
Majestic, 245 W. 44th St. 239-6200.
RENT
Nederlander, 208 W. 41st St. 921-8000.
STOMP

Orpheum, 126 Second Ave.,
St. Marks Pl, 477-2477,
TONY N' TINA'S WEDDING

St. Luke’s Church, 308 W. 46th St. 239-6200.
wit
Union Square Theatre, 100 E. 17th St. 307-4100.

 at

 

DANCE

MARGIE GILLIS
The solo dancer, daughterof two Olympic ski-
ers, presents six solos, including “Blue,” set to
the music of Leonard Cohen, and “Loon,” set to
the calls of that reclusive bird. (Joyce Theatre,
175 Eighth Ave., at 19th St. 242-0800.
14-18 at 8 and March 19 at 2 and 7:30.
KEELY GARFIELD'S SINISTER SLAPSTICK

The choreographer presents “MySister
Refugee,” thefinal installment of a triloj
began with “My Father Was a Spans!
tain” and “My Mother Wasa Four-Alarn
along with other works. (92ndStreet Y Hark-
ness DanceProject, Playhouse 91, at 316 E. 91st
St. 415-5553. March 16 and March 18 at 8 and
March 19 at 5.)
“OUT OF BREATH™
Thechoreographer Kyle de Campuses FBI.
transcripts, interviews, film clips, and otherpri-
mary sources for an evening-length one-woman
show(with dj.) that follows New Wavehottie
JeanSeberg, who moved from the lead in Otto
Preminger’s “Saint Joan” to a supporting role
with the Black Panthers. (The Kitchen, 512
W. 19th St. 255-5893. March 15-18 at 10.)
TRINITY IRISH DANCE COMPANY

For theSt. Paddy’s Day weekend,the twenty-
member step-dance company(two men, eigh-
teen women) offers works in the Hiberniantap
tradition. (NewVictory, 209 W. 42nd St. 239-
6200. March 17 at 7, March 18 at 2 and 8, and
March 19 at noon and 5. Through March26.)
"SOUL DEEP™

Urban Bush Women and the David Murray Octet
collaborate on a two-part piece (“Saturday
Night” and “Sunday Mornng—From a Whisper
to a Shout”) that moves from jazz. partying to
praise danamng. (Davis Hall, City College, Convent
Ave. at 134th St. 650-7289. March 17-18 at 8.)
“SPEAKING IN TRUTH™
Worksby five African-American women chore-
ographers: Alexandria Bangoura, Hope Boykin,
Kerri Edge, Jamie J. Philbert, and Laila Sibongile
Sales. (Riverside Church, Riverside Dr. at 120th
St. For reservations, call’718-481-6773,ext. 2.
March 17-18 at 8.)
“CARMINA BURANA™
The Ballet Contemporaneo de Caracas presents
the work choreographed by John Butler in 1959,
based ona thirteenth-century song cycle com:
posed by monks turned minstrels. (Queens The-
atre in the Park, Flushing Meadow-Corona
Park. 718-760-0064. March 18 at 3 and 8 and
March 19 at 3.)
“SHIKU HAKKA—THE EIGHT

SUFFERINGS OF MAN"

TheIndalo Artists, under the direction of the

  

    

   

  

 

NIGHT LIFE
CONCERTS

D'ANGELO

With the possible exception of pre-“Purple Rain”
Prince and “Sexual Healing”-era Marvin Gaye,
never has a male singer exuded so much sala-
ciousness. On“Voodoo,” his sophomore effort—
released almost fiveyears after his impressive
début, “Brown Sugar”—this chiselled, twenty-six-
year-old vocalist/pianist, whobegan playing at the
age of three, has put thesoul back into modern
R.& B.(alongside female R. & B. singers like Lau-
ryn Hill and Macy Gray). The richness of D’An-
gelo’s sound comes from the fact that he uses real
instruments, as opposed to the digital samples that
plague most contemporary R. & B.;his songs
sound like they were actually written, rather than
programmed. (Radio City Music Hall, Sixth Ave.
at SOth St. 307-7171. March 16-17 at 8.)
“LOUIS ARMSTRON! NE HUNDRED YEARS"
You don’t have to be a Wynton Marsalis-hke jazz
zealot to appreciate the impact that Armstrong,
had on the twentieth century, and continues to
exert. If American culture swings, it’s because of

     

  

THE STILL CENTER Forthe
past elevenyears, the dancer Rachel
Lynch-Johnhas teamedup with
the choreographer Keely Garfield.
Their wordless duets—tender, elusive
pieces that coverdark, psychological
territory—replace thelift-and-letdown
conventions ofthe boy-girlpas de
deux with the loadedtugs, hugs, and

brushes ofsisterlycontact. The sardonic
Garfield is the unmistakable auteur
ofthepieces (thelatest, “My Sister Was

a Refugee,”premiéres this weekend), but
muchoftheirreflective quality comes

choreographer Shigeko Suga, blend flamenco Srom Lynch-John's powerfiul reserve.
and Butoh styles in a work based on sufferings
enumerated in Japanese folk tradition: birth,
death, sickness, aging, hatred, missing your
squeeze, and being brokeor frustrated. (La
MaMa, 744AE.4thSt. 475-7710. March 16-18
at 10 and March 19 at 5. Through March 26.)

Herbalance andcalmare riveting—
theperfectfoilfor Garfield's aching and

ironic invention.

 

Armstrong’s warm spint, his soul, andhis aston-
ishing achievements as an instrumentalist and
singer. Joining Jon Faddis and the Camegie Hall
Jazz Band in celebraung the master will be brass
virtuoso Clark Terry and Armstrong-band vets
bassist Arvell Shawand pianist Marty Napoleon.
A celebrationlike this should take place oncea
year ratherthan once every hundred. (Carnegie
Hall. 247-7800. March 16 at8.)
THE ALLMAN BROTHERS BAND
The boys from Macon, working their way
through a thirteen-night stand. (Beacon The-
atre, Broadwayat 74th St. 496-7070. March 16-
18 and March 20-21, all at 8.)
THE CHIEFTAINS
It wouldn’tbe St. Patrick’s Day withouta visit
fromIreland’s musical ambassadors. Fromtheir
late-fifties work as members of Sean O’Riada’s
visionaryensemble, Ceoltorri Chualann, to the
years of collaboration with such big names as
Van Mornson,James Galway, and Mack Jagger,
these mstrumental wizards have been doing for
traditionalInsh music whatBill Monroedid for
the rural American string band—treating it with a
respect and dignity thatlift it well above any salt-

the-earth contentiousness. Their latest album,
“Water from the Well,”is their most traditionalin
years. Forthis show they'll be joined by Art Gar-
funkel and the Tuvanthroat singers Yat-Kha.
(Carnegie Hall, 247-7800. March 17at 8.)
JOAN JETT AND THE BLACKHEARTS
‘Twenty-five years after her work with the seventies
all-female band the Runaways madeher the origi-
nal not grrtl, and nineteen years after “I Love Rock
°N’ Roll” made hera wealthy young woman, Joan
Jett has become something of a post-punk’ elder
statesperson. Her 1999 CD,“Fetish,” foundher
exploring a fewadult themes, but don’t expect any
shortage of wailing guitars and snarling vocals
here. With the Donnas, anall-girl teen-age version
of the Ramones whoare moreattractive (both
physically and musically) thantheir heroes, and the
garage rock of Vancouver's Smugglers.(Roxy, 515
W. 18th St. 307-7171. March 17 at 10.)
TOM JONES
Thehirsute pantie magnet brings his titantum
lungs and ball-bearing pelvis back toNew York.
‘Noworsefor the wearatfifty-nine, Jones is en-
joying yet another comeback in Europe, and his
latest CD,theaptlytitled “Legend,” suggests
he'll keep roaring forever. (Whitman Theatre,
BrooklynCenterfor the Performing Arts, Brook-
lyn College. 718-951-4500. March 18 at 8.)
ANI DIFRANCO/GILLIAN WELCH /
GREG BROWN
A heavenly singer-songwniter troika. Buffalo~
born DiFranco, as famous for her indie entre-
preneurship asfor herfeminist folk,is flanked by
the hauntingtraditional bluegrass twang of
Welch (who's actually from Los Angeles) and the
solid, beef-stew-scasoned, good-ol’-boyvorceof
Brown, whose singing remains sexy and sweet
even when it’s sour. (Avery Fisher Hall, 875-
5030. March20at 8.)

   

 

   
 

 

  

 

CLUBS

Muscians and nightclubproprietors Ing
complicated lwes: 1t’s advisable to call
ahead to confirm engagements.
BLARNEY STAR
43 Murray St. (732-28 Flats
Catherine Mel laying
brother John and pianist Felix Dolan for a
night of fine Irish music.
BOWERY BALLROOM

6 Delancey St. (533-2111)—March 16: There
are other deep-vorced, mordant misanthropes
with secret reserves of sensitivity, ofcourse, but
none who havebeen at it as long as Warren
Zevon. Recent albumsflagged a bit, but his lat-
est, “Life'll Kill Ya,” finds Zevon in surprisingly
good form. With Jill Sobule, a feisty post-punk
feminist whose work brings to mind a cross b
tween Liz Phair and Gertrude Stein. March 18:

 

)}—March 1   
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Great Big Sea—four guys from Newfoundland
and their mandolin, accordion, bass,and bodhran
(a goatskin drum)—writes and performs revved-up
popand chanteys. March 20-21: Cracker has given
upits erudite alternative honky-tonk to play some-
thing even stranger: FM-style classic rock, The
band’s most recent album, “Gentleman's Blues,”
suffered as a result, but onstage David Lowery’s
ferocious charisma and Johnny Hickman’s fiery
guitar still dehver a worthy Southern-boogie
blowout.
BROWNIES
169 Avenue A, at 10thSt. (420-8392)—March18:
An extremely worthytriple bill of local acts, fearur-
ing Peter Salett, Spottiswoode and His Enemies, and
John Carlin, Singer-songwriter Salett has talent for
engaging narratives whichis complemented nicely
by a rich voiceand a set of thick sideburns. / Spor-
tiswoode, the backboneof the tight sextet bearing
his name,writes astringently morose ballads about
love, and his deep, rough-hewn voice will makeyou
think of Leonard Cohen. / In the earlynineties, the
smoky-voiced singer Carlin achieved minor céleb-
rity as the front man for the alternative-rock outfit
700Miles, which had twoalbums out on RCA, but
his recent self-produced work is stylistically more
sophisticated and more rewarding.
IRVING PLAZA

17 IrvingPI., at 15th St. (777-6800)—March 16:
Ireland’s Saw Doctors bring their biting Celtic
unk to town. March 17: BR5-49,a high-powered

Fepese quarecr from Nashville whiclr mixes Ko:
netic covers of rockabilly and country-and-Western
classics with its own time-warping originals.
‘March 21-22: Peter Murphy. The Boris-Karloff-in-
leather-pants lead singer of Bauhaus cut quite a
figure back in 1979, when he was chanting “Bela
Lugosi's dead” ina sepulchral monotone. His re-
cent work, by contrast,is all sunshine andjoy.
JOE'S PUB

425 Lafayette St. (539-8777)—March 16: The
young lead singer of Antony and the Johnsons
Orchestra possesses a sweet and haunting voice
reminiscent of Brian Ferry and a theatrical, pan-
sexual stage presence that recalls early Marc Bolan.
March17-18: Mare Riboty los Cubanos Postizos.
Appropriating the arrangements of Arsenio Ro-
driguez and other pre-Castro bandleaders, Ribot’s
“prosthetic” Cubans are a postmodern,post-Cold
War pleasure.
MAXWELL'S

1039 WashingtonSt., Hoboken (201-798-0406)—
March15: The Donnas and the Smugglers (see
Concerts—Joan Jett). March 19: Milwaukee's
Promise Ring turnsouta style of music called, var-
rously, emo-core, emo-rock, and just plain emo,
whichis short for “emotion.” Their sound 1s lo-
cated between the wrath of punk and the sap of
pop.It’s carefully crafted, earnest, and surpris
inglyarticu
MERCURY LOUNGE

217 E, HoustonSt. (260-4700)—March17: Rogue's
March, the fieryrocking band of Hiberniansled
by the barroomi-seasoned baritone of Joe Hurley.
With the country, folk, and rock sounds of the
Health & Happiness Show.
SHINE
285 West Broadway, at Canal St. (941-0900)—
March 16: Red Rooster delivers raw acoustic blues
tunes that feel ike they’re straight from an im-
promptujamcircle ata backyard summer barbecue.
WETLANDS:
161 HudsonSt, (966-4225)—March 17: Black
47. Under the leadership ofthe tradition-shaking,
Celtic music gadfly Larry Kirwan, this raucously.
rocking crewhas become American verstonof
the Pogues—only with a wider musical point of
view and fewer barroom-brawl wounds. March
18: The Promise Ring (see Maxwell’s).

 

  

 

  

 

  

  

   

     

 

JAZZ AND STANDARDS

BIRDLAND
315 W. 44th St. (581-3080)—March 16-18: The
guitar-organ-drums combothat John Abercrom-
bie hasled for thepast ten years has given his work
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BEATPOETRoyHaynes, the sharp-dressing icon ofmodernjazz drumming,
willhavepianist Chick Corea, saxophonistKennyGarrett, and bassist Christian
McBride onboardatthe BlueNote this week to help him celebrate his seventy-fifth
birthday. Since allfour musicianshaveplayedtogether before (Flaynes’s association
with Corea stretches back to the early sixties), expectan intenseparty. The whip-snap
pulse thatpowered the beat behindLester Young, Charlie Parker, Sarah Vaughan,
Jobn Coltrane, and Stan Getz—to merely scratch the surface ofthe masterdrummer’
résumé—remains as crisp and inventiveas ever (seeJazz andStandards).

an urgency and focus thatreaffirm his standing as
one oftoday’s most imaginative post-bop gui-
tants, Joiningthe rioforthis engagementwal be
MarkFeldman, whose lustrous violin improvisa-
tionsaided Abercrombie’s accomplished 1999 al-
bum,“Open Land.” Dining.
BLUE NOTE
131 W. 3rd St., near Sixth Ave. (475-8592)—
Through March 19: Roy Haynes's seventy-fifth
burthdaycelebration. Dining.
CARLYLE HOTEL

Madison Ave.at 76th St. (744-1600)—The Café
“arlyle, a snug, windowless enclavein the door-

man district, features discreetwaiters, wraparound
pastel murals, and, through March 17, the big, un-
abashed voice and even bigger emotions of Betty
Buckley. # Across the hall, in Bemelmans Bar, Peter
Mintun1s in attendance.
IRIDIUM

48 W. 63rd St. (582-2121)—Through March 19:
The Illinois Jacquet Big Band. Every chance to
hear the great tenor saxophonist Jacquet should be
grabbed—his wide-as-Texas toneand melodic elo-
quence 1s matched bya bull-out-of-the-pen ex
berance. Mondays belongto clectric-guitar inno-
vator Les Paul. Dining.
JAZZ STANDARD
116 E. 27th St. ($76-2232)—March 15-19: Don
Sickler’s weeklong celebration of the trumpeter
and composer Kenny Dorham was one oflast
year’s musical highlights. Nowthe invaluable
arranger and trumpeter salutes some more horn
legends, among them Miles Davis and Booker Lit-

     

tle, The former has had his share of deserved praises
thelatter could use a whole lot more. Dining
KNITTING FACTORY
74 Leonard St., between Broadway and Church St.
(219-3055)—Pat Metheny(here March 15-18)
often makes his most satisfying music with just bare-
bones support. His newalbum, “Trio 99-00,” finds
the guitarist romping free and easy over a wiryfoun-
dation provided by bassist Larry Grenadier and
drummerBill Stewart, the same exemplary rhythm
team that accompanies Metheny at thisrareclub ap-
pearance. March 16-19: The Jason Morantrio.Pi-
anist Moran belongs to that shifting conglomerate
of innovative young players which centers around
saxophonist Greg Osby, who, a decade ago, was a
smart upstart like his protégé.
UP OVER JAZZ CAFE

351 Flatbush Ave., at Seventh Ave., Brooklyn
(718-398-5413})—March 17-18: The Hamuett
Blurett Group. Shunning the conventional range
of his cumbersomeinstrument, Bluiett can coax
unnatural and beautiful sounds from the baritone
xophone. Whether he’s growling like a bullfrog

or improvising in ambulance-siren tones, all of
Bluiett’s explorations are grounded in the bedrock
of blues and gospel music.
VILLAGE VANGUARD
178 Seventh Ave. S., at 11th St. (255-4037}—Jazz
doesn’t want for master pianists, but there’s only
one Tommy Flanagan, whostarts a two-week run
with his mo on March 14. Tone, touch, taste,
technique—he’s got tall. The Vanguard Jazz Or-
chestra holds sway on Mondays.
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ART
MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

METROPOLITAN MUSEUM

Fifth Ave. at 82ndSt. (879-5500)—Signs of wear on
small limewood carvings of Mary and the baby Jesus
memorialize five-hundred-year-old “caresses and
kisses of worshippers,” according to a label in the
Metropolitan Museum’s “Tilman Riemenschneider:
Master Sculptorof the Late Middle Ages,” a showof
somesixty works in wood andstone by the German
artist (andhis school) who, amid the Northern Re-
naissance, brought Gothic style to a peak ofelegance
and eloquence.It helps to imagine those caresses. The
Balposes ehGeum ape ooane TG
verge of impassivity, though swathed inravishing, in-
tricate draperies that can seem stirred bydivine
winds. In truth, the works evoke pure raptures of me-
dieval piety. For many, the perfect art of this unfa~
miliar master comes as a major discovery. Through
May14. # “Ancient Faces: Mummy Portraits from
Roman Egypt.” Through May 7. ¢ “Painters in Paris
1895-1950”presents more than a hundred mo
ernist works from the museum’s collection,bythi
eight masters. Through Dec. 31. ¢ “Walker Evans,”
a comprehensive retrospective, the photographer's
first. Through May 14. ¢ “The World of Scholar's
Rocks.” Through Aug. 20. (Open Tuesdays through
Sundays, 9:30 to5:30, and Friday and Saturday eve-
nings until 9.)
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART

11 W. 53rd St.(708-9480)—“Making Chosces,” the
second cyclein the MOMA 2000 exhibition, covers
1920-1960,with nearlyevery room in the museum
slated to focus on a separate aspect of thevolatile pe-
nod. Ths first phase of the three-part opening features
galleries devoted to eleven shows, including “Art
Is Arp,” “Kahn’s Modernist Monuments,” “Man
Ray; Photographer,” “Paris Salon,” and “War”—to
be followed by fourteen more. The exhibition opens
March 16. (Open Saturdays throughTuesdays, and
Thursdays, 10-30to5:45; Fridays, 10:30 to 8:15.)
GUGGENHEIM MUSEUM
Fifth Ave. at 89th St. (423-3500)—With green
laser beams ricocheting througha six-story water-
fall, and hundreds of TVscreensproviding ambi-
ent noise and light, the Nam JunePaik retrospec-
tive looks, from groundlevel, like a sure-fire
crowd-pleaser. Instead 1t leaves one disenchanted
and puzzled. A surprisingly meagre selection of
works, casually charming installations that pair
TV sets with fish, candles, or plants, fill the mu-
seum’s long, spiralling ramp. At the top of the ro-
tunda, photographs ofPaik’s early performances
have @ frisson of glamour, thanks to the willing-
ness ofhis collaborator Charlotte Moorman to
take offher clothes. For the most part, though, the
father of video art comes off as an unexpectedly
slight figure, a likable, playful avant-gardist whose
imaginative resources have seldom matched his
commitment to the idea of innovation. Through
April 26. (OpenSundays through Wednesdays,
9 to6; Fridays and Saturdays, 9 to 8.)
WHITNEY MUSEUM OF AMERICAN ART

Madison Ave. at 75th St.(570-3676)—Selecti
from the permanent collection are on display.
(Open Tuesdays, Wednesdays, andFridays through
Sundays, 11 to 6; Thursdays, 1 to 8.)
AMERICAN MUSEUM OF NATURAL HISTORY
Central Park W. at 79th St. (769-5100}—The
Hayden Planetarium, in the new glass-sheathed
Rose Center, looks hike what might have arisen if
Sony had commissioned I. M. Pei to build the
Centre Pompidou. Space Show tickets, designed as
3-D postcard-size “passports to the universe,” let
youenjoy a twenty-minute cosmic journey, nar-
rated by Tom Hanks, which goes from Earth to
the Milky Wayoutto the Virgo Supercluster, then
through a black hole right back home. You can
cruise the new building, size up exhubuts that bog-
gle the mind with postulationslike “On this time
line, each step you take 1s seventy-five million
yeats long,” and watch a mini star show that be-
gins, “Hello and welcometo the big bang. Pm
Jodie Foster.” Reservations for regular Space
Shows are advised, and available at 769-5200. #

 

   

 

   

  

 

  

 

 

    

“BodyArt: Marks of Identity.” Through May29.
(Opendaily, 10 to 5:45, and Friday and Saturday
evenings until 8:45.)
BROOKLYN MUSEUM OF ART

Eastern Parkway (718-638-5000)—“Hiroshige:
One Hundred Famous Views of Edo” showcases
the museum’s complete set, one of the finest ex-
tant, by the influential master of the woodblock
print. Through April 23. ¢ “The GuennolCollec-
tion: Cabinet of Wonders” presents more than
forty objects donated by the museum patrons
Alastair Bradley Martin and his wife, Edith Park
Martin, whose collectionis noted for its range—
the exhibit includes a Cornell box, a carved Zuni
frog, a Babylonian dog sculpture, and a Beatrix
Potter watercolor. (Open Wednesdays through
Fridays, 10 to 5; Saturdays and Sundays,11 to 6.)
P.S. 1 CONTEMPORARY ART CENTER
22-25 Jackson Ave., at 46th Ave., Long Island
City (718-784-2084)—*“Greater New York.”
With more than a hundred and forty artists, this
exhibitionis so populousit could almost qualifyas
a sixth borough (candidates wereselected from the
existing five, as well as Westchester and New Jer-
sey). The show was assembled collaboratively in
just five months by PS. 1 and the Museum of
Modern Art, with residency and youth (just a
handful of the participants are over forty) as the
only apparent curatorial criteria, If any trend
emerges from the welter, 1s simply that anything
goes. The curators sometmes force works to-
gether—Justine Kurland’s provocative photo-
graphs of womenin the wilderness hang opposite
Brad Kalhamer’s Twombly-ish painting “Happy
Girls with Eggs,”to the benefit of neither, It’s
hardlysurprising, then, that the artists with rooms
of their own—generally those whocreate videos
and installations—look the best. Or sound it, in
the case of Stephen Viteello,whose electro-acoustic
sound collage, sampled from accordion, bass, and
violin, occupies an otherwise empty room like a
Iitele shce of heaven. Other standouts include Je-
remy Blake’s mesmerizing abstract digital projec-
tion andJulian LaVerdiere’s show-stopping ship-
wreck lying in state, whichhad the throngs queued
up solemnly to pay their respects at the mobbed
opening. Through May 16. (Open Wednesdays
through Sundays, noonto 6.)

   

 

 

 

GALLERIES-UPTOWN

Unless otherwise noted, gallertes are open
Tuesdays through Saturdays, from around 10
or 11 to between 5 and 6.

MAURIZIO CATTELAN/TACITA DEAN
This Italian arust is emerging, as the art world’s
designated jester. His new work at Manan Good-
manis a seven-foot-tall, painted polyester-styrene
elephantwearing a white sheet with eycholes and a
trunk hole crudely cut out. The beast’s painted eyes
look through you with a pachydermal thousand-
yard stare, eloquently abashed—henceforth you
will not forgerthatashy clephant makesfora really
tremendous quantity of shyness. Also at Goodman
are two looping films by another internationally nis-
ing star, Tacita Dean. Shotin England, they are en
chanting pastorals. One of them, seven minutes
long, centers on a strange old concrete mulitary in-
stallation. The other records an hour spentin a sea-
side pasture during last year’s solar eclipse. It fea-
tures cows that react oddly to the false nightfall
and, while neither shy nor bold, are absolutely
adorable. Both shows through March 25. (Marian
Goodman,24 W. 57th St. 977-7160.)
“EARTHLY FORMS™

Aspectaculartriple bill, featuring three masters of
biomorphic abstraction: Jean Arp, Alexander
Calder, and Isamu Noguchi. With thetr shared love
of smooth-contoured form, the three sculptors turn
the galleryinto a whimsical gymnasium,full of un-
dulant shapes in wood, bronze, stone, and painted
steel. The similarities are fascinating, but aboveall,
the show trains us to see differences: the jaunty so-
ciability of Calder’s suspended forms, like litde
midair tea partes; Noguch’s perforated planes,

    

with their anatomical allusiveness; and the obsti-
nate esouretul simplicity of Arp. While the cura
oideserve Plentyofcrtie the ete load OF chow
that couldn’t have gone wrong. Through March
18. (Pace Wildenstein, 32 E. 57th St. 421-3292.)

Short List
ROMARE BEARDEN / ROBERT BLACKBURN

Bookstein, 50 E. 78thSt. 439-9605.
Through March 25.
JOSEPH DI GIORGIO

Kouros, 23 E. 73rd St. 288-5888. Through April 1.
NANCY GRAVES

Knoedler, 19 E. 70th St. 794-0550.
Through April 20.
PHILIP GUSTON

McKee, 745 Fifth Ave., at 7th St.
688-5951. Through Apri 5.
YVONNE JACQUETTE
DC Moore, 724 Fifth Ave., at 57th St.
247-2119. Through April 15.
ABBY LEIGH
Maxwell Davidson, 41 E. 57th St.
759-7555. Through March25.
ANDY WARHOL AND CECIL BEATON

Sheehan, 20 W. $7th St. 489-3331.
‘Through May20.

GALLERIES-CHELSEA

BRUNO FAZZOLARI

For anyone who has ever groaned at the dreary
bravado of Carl Andre’s floor sculptures, Fazzolar's
installation offers a happy, ruefullyfunnyantidote.
On thefloorof the gallery's back room w a rectangu-
Jar formation of nine hundred and sixty-one trompe-
Posi crackers, each painted a delicate shade ofgolden
yellow andineased with the word “LEIBNIZ.” Sadly,
Fazzolari’s other faux foods (Brussels sprouts, pizza,
peanutbuncrandlly sandwiches, ex) lack
one installation’s sardonic bite. Through March 25.
(Debs, 525 W. 26th St. 643-2070.)
DAVID IVIE
Nocturnal melodramas, painted byan artist who
wastramed as a Jungian therapist. In Ivie’s ty, al-
most monochromatic images, the moon shines
down on tentacular woods where figures carry-
ingflashlights conduct mysterious searches. De-
spite their manifest debts to older artists (Munch,
Ryder, and above all, Edward Gorey), Ivie’s mages
have a cozy, spooky, reassuring charm of their
own:they're ghost stories your analyst might tell
you. Through March 25. (Maynes, 529 W. 20th
St. 741-3318.)
THOMAS NOZKOWSKI

Abstract paintings composed of bright, beguiling,
cartoonyshapes: trapezoids and teardrops, tweaked
gnids andovals, glowing gerrymandered districts
whose contours stretch, crimp, and intersect. Noz-
kowsktis often seen as the late-modernist equivalent
ofa petit-maitre, inventing Chardinesque refinements
on the language of Malevich. But he hasalso been,
for manyyears, an editor at MAD magazine,and
someof his sideline rubs off in these latest pictures,
cach the product of a sly, tinkermgeye. Through
March 18, (Protetch, 525 W. 22ndSt. 633-6999.)
KRISTEN OPPENHEIM.

Anyone visiting 303 Gallery this month will be
haunted by the artist’s whispers, which shift
through a labyrinth of narrow white corridors with
theaid of four speakers. Occasionally, one of the
hushed phrases emerges with clarity—*As my
magein the mirrorfades away,” for example—but
forthe most part the layered sound remains elusive,
ike a word on the up of your tongue. Through
March 18. (525 W. 22nd St. 255-1121.)
PATRICK STRZELEC

Three handsome abstract sculpturesfill this store~
front gallery. There’s a mammoth necklace of
cay-red rubber and steel, a boulder made of

aster and copper, and—dominating the others
Wi aiees naced rapledea lovely rele
ofwelded arcs,like a jungle gym that has been put
through a trash compactor. Through March 25.
(Grimm, 505 W. 28th St. 564-7662.)
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Short List
RITA ACKERMANN
Rosen, 525 W, 24th St. 627-6000. Through
April 15.
LAURA COTTINGHAM AND LESLIE SINGER

Postmasters, 459 W. 19th St. 229-2829.
Through March 25.
RENEE GREEN

Hearn, 530 W. 22nd St. 727-7366. Through
April 8.
JOSIAH MCELHENY

Sikkema, 530 W. 22nd St. 929-2262.Through
March 25.
UGO RONDINONE

Marks, 522 W. 22nd St. 243-2000.
‘Through April 15.
YOSHIRO SUDA
D’Amelio Terras, 525 W. 22ndSt.
352-9460. Through March 25.
DAN WALSH
Cooper, 34 W. 21st St. 255-1105. Through.
April 15.
OTTO zITKO
Cheim& Read, 521 W. 23rd St. 242-77;
Through April 15.

 

GALLERIES-DOWNTOWN

BURA /SIMON FROST

A beautiful exhibition of thousand-year-old fu-
nerary vessels from the necropolis of Bura-Asinda-~
Sikkka, in what 1s now Niger. These elongated clay
vases were filled with the deceased’s clothes and
belongings andthenburied,like supernatural duf-
fel bags. Decorated with abstract faces and geo-
metric designs, theyoccasionally sprout small
eerie heads, as though the enclosed spirits were as-
cending, tuber-fashion, towarddaylight. Accom-
panying them are a group of drawingsby Frost,
anEnglish artist who spends his timeobsessively
repeating hundreds oftiny marks. Compared to
the nummouselegance ofthe uns, Frost’s grayish
patterns seemlike some kind of dreary, penitential
labor. Both showsthrough April 1. (Blum, 99
‘WoosterSt. 343-0441.)
EBERHARD HAVEKOST

Impressive paintings by a Germanartist weaned
on GerhardRichie and the pause baton ofthe
VCR.The freeze-frameeffect is a weird blend of
velocityandstasis, underscored by the paint
handling, which alternates between blurriness
and clarity, as in “Passage 1,” wherethe smeary
feathered strokes of a pine branch converge with
the smoothwhite surface of a building facade
Havekost’s paintings are pictures ofpictures:
sometimestaken from thetelevision, sometimes
from the world,they eradicate the difference be-
tweenthe two realms, bringing pamting straight
to video. Through April 22. (Kern, 558 Broad-
way. 965-1706.)
“FISSURE”
‘Two pairs of jeans and underwear lie crumpled
onthe floor. Next to a nearby open window, a
tny broken manacle dangles from an empty
perch. There’s something missingin these sculp-
tures by the Danish team of Michael Elmgreen
and Ingar Dragset; that’s precisely the point
of this group show, which could be subtitled
“Mind the Gap.” Also included are drawings by
the late Guy de Comtet, who employed DaViner's
technique of“mirror reverse text”t0 create grace-
ful work in which the meaning of the words
themselves is subsumed by poetic decoration,
‘Through March18. (Staff USA Gallery, 495
Broadway. 925-9700, ext. 117.)
“SHEER REALITIES: CLOTHING AND POWER

IN NINETEENTH~CENTURYPHILIPPINES.”
This entrancing exhibition examines the nse of
mestizoculture, the Filipino mixed-race middle
class whose customs and dress borrowed from
both Spanish and indigenoustraditions, but re~

5 mained discince from both. Artifacts range from
heavily beaded bags by the Bagobopeople to an
elaborate silver toothpick holder inthe shape of
a pineapple. Thattropical fruit, considered a
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symbolof hospitality, plays a starring role in the
sartorialsaga.Its fbers providethe basis ofpitta
cloth, a sheer fabric favored by mestizos in their
delicately embroidered shirts and blouses, ex-
amples of which are seenon mannequins and in
revealing nineteenth-century portraits. Through
April 22. (Grey Art Gallery, 100 Washington
Square E. 998-6780.)

Short List
CHRISTINE BORLAND
SeanKelly, 43 Mercer $
‘Through April 22.
LUCIO FONTANA
Sperone Westwater, 142 GreeneSt. 431-3685.
Through March 25.
JUDY FOX / KATHARINE KUHARIC

PP.O.W, 476 BroomeSt. 941-8642.
Both shows through March 25.
KELLY E. LAMB

Brownstone, 39 Wooster St. 334-3455.
Through April 1
KENNY SCHARF

Shafrazi, 119 Wooster St. 274-9300.
Through March 25.

  

343-2405.

AUCTIONS AND ANTIQUES

CHRISTIE'S
Asia week at New York’s auction houses begins
withsales of Chinese art. March 21: Highlights of
the opening two-session sale include ming-chi—
tomb sculptures from the Han and ‘Tang dynas-
ties—assembled several decades ago bythe late,
legendary collector and self-taught scholar Ezekial
Schloss and his wife, Lillian, # Also on March 21:
‘A single-ownersale of snuff bottles. (20 Rocke-
feller Plaza, at 49th St. 636-2000.) # Note: From
March 18 through April 2, Christie’ 1s exhibiting
important pieces—none of them for sale—from
three mayor Chinese institutions: the Capital Mu-
seum, Beying Art Museum, and Ding Ling Mu-
seum,) # At Christie’s East: Asian decorative
pieces (219 E. 67th St. 606-0430. March20.)
SOTHEBY'S
March 15: American pamtings, drawings, and
sculpture. # March 16: Contemporary art works,
withan emphasis on ceramics. # March21: Sales of
Japanese and Korean art works in many genres, as
well as of approximately three hundred wood and
ivory netsuke from the renowned Raymond Bushell
collection.(York Ave. at 72nd St. 606-7000 )
DOYLE
Asian art works, including manycontemporary
Chmese paintings and Korean ceramics from
the Koryo and Chosondynasties. (175 E. 87th
St. 427-2730. March 20.)

Funerary vesselsfromthe necropolis ofBura-Asinda-Sikka,at Blum.

ANTIQUORUM

Anauction of modern watches and jewelry.
(Grand Havana Room, 666 Fifth Ave. March
16. For information, call 750-1103.)
TRIPLE PIER EXPO
Six hundred dealers movein forthefirst of two
weekends. (Piers 88, 90, and 92, Twelfth Ave.
between48th and 52ndSts. March 18-19. For
information,call 255-0020.)

PHOTOGRAPHY

ELLEN BROOKS
These color pictures of blanket forts immedi-
ately summonthe concealment and comfort of
childhood retreats. In the adult space of the
gallery, their dappled light and solitary air create
a similar serenity. Through April 1. Leslie
Tonkonow, 601 W. 26th St. 255-8450.
GREGORY CREWDSON

Crewdsonstages surreal color tableaux with a
Hollywood-worthy production crew; his credits
list lighting, set, and costumedesigners, along,
with cordinators of aerial operations and taxi-

dermy. Onepicture peeks outa front window at
a pregnant woman standing on thelawn in her
underwear—aloneamidst the alien bungalows.
‘Through March 25. (Luhring Augustine, 531
W. 24th St. 206-9100.)
LARRY FINK
Backstage at fashionista hives like the Thierry
Mugler and Versace shows, 1t would be hard
norto find comely subjects worth a few rolls of
film. Larry Fink, a documentary photographer
who most recently captured theless prepos-
sessing world of boxers, does more than just
frame prettyfaces. He enhances the elegant
flawlessness of models and the glamouroftheir
entourages withan intensity that transforms off-
the-cuff moments—a Bardot look-alike touch-
ing upher makeup before stepping into the
lights; a Claudia Schiffer doppelganger leaning
back to receive a chivalric kiss on the neck at
Elane’s—into masterpieces of a kind. Through
March 25 (Revolution, $25 W. 22ndSt, 4D.
463-8037.)
MICHAEL FLOMEN
These large-scale gelatinsilver prints become in-
creasingly problematic the longer you look at
them. At first glance Flomen seems to have got
himself up to the moon with camera in tow. Or
has he spent a lot of nights in the desert? Or are
those hint flecks? Thetruth 1s far less unlikely or
exotic.Alll the pictures are of Flomen’s snow-
filled pasture in Vermont—it turns outhi
magician in the darkroom. No matter.
tual tranquillity, technical elegance, and pure

  



 
ae ‘ cS : Sem

She's a fan.

MANDARIN ORIENTAL
THE HOTEL GROUP

Find out why Jerry Hall is a fan at www.mandarinoriental.com- paxcxoxk - HONG KO
KUALA LUMPUR MACAU + MANILA + SINGAPORE « SURABAYA LONDON + HAWAII + SAN FRANCISCO + MIAMI (LATE 2000) + NEW YORK (20 



  
WUiloamuscle

SZ
ANUMOSea
Briscreecae ne

 



wonder, the results are worth being beguiled by.
Through March 25. (Ricco Maresca, 529 W. 20th
St. 627-4819.)
ED KASHI

Kashi has spent more than four years photo-
graphing elderly Americans. Theresult, “Agingin
America,”1s a penetratinglook intoa large, often
underappreciated segment of society. Through
April 6. (SABA, 116 E.L6th St. Mondays through
Fridays, 10 to 6; Saturdays, by appointment.
477-7722.)

Seven photo-essays spanninga decade (1951-60) | ’
vouch for Newman's versatility and range. Pic- |caener, oea on aie Ws
neighborhood are as sensitive as Bruce Davidson’s
orHelen Levitt’s work;a series portraying Mickey |
‘Mantle on theballfield is pure photojournalism; a
collection of circus prints is moodilygarish.
man's studiesat Chicago's Institute of Design, y e
where he met Edward Steichen, are evidentin hisCeeeeesee ecause VVere Vutitu
reduces a child playing ona sandybeach toa ges- *
tural inkblot against a white background. Theef-
fectis startlingly surreal. Through March 25. (De
Lellis, 47 E. 68th St. 327-1482.)
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OQusws
OH, BEHAVE! THE RELENTLESS PURSUIT OF PERFECTION.

‘When the world was a simpler, smaller place,
the rules of decorum were, oddly, more elaborate.
At least accordingto Etiquette in Society, in Busi-
ness, in Politics and at Home (http://www. ©1999 Lexus, a Division ofToyota MotorSales, U.S.A., Inc. www.lexus.com

bartleby.com/95), the canonical 1922 text bythat as
Emily Post lady—or, rather, Mrs. Post.In thirty-
eight brisk chapters, Mrs. Post dispenses advice on
the opera, teas, formal dinners, dances, weddings, Milan * Rome « Florence © Paris * New York * Tokyo
christenings, and funerals. Those expecting re-
lentless moralizing will be disappointed; Post ac-
knowledges that “at out-door games, or at the
Circus,itis not necessary to stoptalking.” But one
should always remember: “A gentleman does not
bow to lady from a club window.”

Mrs, Post was not exactly a cultural relativist;
“good manners,” she wrote, “are good manners
everywhere.” But travelers should heed the ad-
viceof such sites as The Guide to Finnish Customs
and Manners (httpy/virtual.fnland.4/finfofenglishy aba

 

 

    
guide.html), which uses brief essays and cartoons
to help first-time visitors navigate Scandinavia.
Unlike Americans andBrits, Finns prefer bein;
addtessed with titles intact “ina profesional or TANINO CRISCI
official context: Doctor Virtanen, Architect Poh-
janpalo, Director General Kannisto.” With advice Finest Shoemaker in Milan since 1919

n everything from smoking to saunas, this site
will ensure that you never again make the mis-
take of addressing anolder Finn using the second-
personsingular.

Not every foreign domamis located on a map.
Netiquette (http://www.albion.com/netiquette),
based on the book by Virginia Shea, reviews the
rules for behavior in cyberspace, though theyare
sometimes vague (Rule No. 1: “Remember the
Human”)and sometimes tautological (Rule No.
2; “Adhereto the samestandards of behavior on-
Ine that you followin reallife”) ‘Thesite also in-
cludes a Netiquette quiz and a catalogue page that
peddles the print edition of Shea’s book.

Finally, Etiquette Hell (hetp://www.thinds.com
Jjimb/ehell) collects horror stories from vari-
ous nuptial train wrecks. Under “TackyToasts”
you can read of the best man whoaccused the |
groom—his brother—of getting more women
than himand thenburst into tears. In “Bridezillas
and Ther Groomonsters,” you'll learn of the
groom whopassed out once and threw up three
times—duringthe ceremony. Mrs. Post would not
have approved.

 

  795 Madison Avenue ¢ New York
For yourcopy othe Tanino Crisci Worldwide Catalog

call (212) 835.1014 orfax (212) 535.1125
{$ 3,00shipping and handling)
www.taninocrisci.com  
 

 
THE NEW YORKER, MARCH 20, 2000 25

 



Short List

E. O. HOPPE
Gallery 292, at 120 Wooster St.
431-0292. Through April 22.
MARY ELLEN MARK

Greenberg, 120 Wooster St. 334-0010.
Through April 22.
TRACEY MOFFATT
MatthewMarks, 523 W, 24th St.
243-0200. Through April 8.
JAMES RAVILIOUS / HUMPHREY SPENDER
Leica, 670 Broadway. 777-3051.
Both shows through April 8.
LOUIS ROBERT
Zabriskie, 41 E. 57th St. 752-1223.
Through April 15.
GARY SCHNEIDER / "THE PHOTOGRAPHY

OF "FORTUNE’ MAGAZINE"
International Centerof Photography, 1130Fifth
Ave., at94th St. 860-1777. OpenTuesday
through Thursdays, 10-5; Fridays, 10-
Saturdays and Sundays, 10-6. Schneider show
throughApril 9; ‘Fortune’ showthrough May 14.

     

See the museumlistings for a photography
exhibition at the Metropolitan Museum,

 

OPERA

METROPOLITAN OPERA

“La Cenerentola,” with Theodora Hanslowe, Greg-
ory Kunde, Alessandro Corbelli, Simone Alaimo,
andJulien Robbins; conducted by Bruno Cam-
panella. (March 15 at 8.) ¢ The company’s new
production of “The Merry Widow,” presented in
anappalling English translation, reaches its final
performance, with Frederica von Stade, Korliss
Uecker, Placido Domingo, Tony Stevenson, and
John DelCarlo; AndrewDavis. (March 16 at 8.) #
“Il Barbiere di Siviglia,” with Sonia Ganassi, Mi
chael Schade, Thomas Hampson, Mr. Del Carlo,
andEgils Silins; Mr. Campanella. (March 17 and
March 20 at8.) ¢ “Lady Macbeth of Mtsensk,” by
Shostakovich,with Catherine Malfitano, Vladimir
Galouzine, Mark Baker, and Serge: Koptchak;
Valery Gergiev. (March 18 at 1:30 and March 21
at8.) (Metropolitan Opera Hou:
NEW YORK CITY OPERA

March 15 at
March16 at 7:30 and March 17-18 at

ess.” # March 19 at Virgil Thomson's “The
Mother ofUsAll,” in the production created two
summers ago at Glimmerglass Opera, spotlighting
Soar Fate tiaraiets isoramarBked
thony. (New York State Theatre. 870-5570.)
AMATO OPERA COMPANY

Presenting “Manon.” (Amato Opera Theatre, 319
Bowery, at 2nd St. 228-8200. March 17-18 at
7:30 and March 19 at 2:30.)
"LA GIOCONDA™

Robert Bass leads a concert versionof Ponchielli’s
opera, with soprano Jane Eaglen, mezzo-sopranos
Florence Quivar and Elena Obraztsova, tenor
Richard Margison, bass-baritone Simon Estes, the
Collegiate Chorale, a children’s choir, and the Or-
chestra of St. Luke’s. (Carnegie Hall. 247-7800.
March18 at8.)

 

  

  
  

  

  

  

 

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES

NEW YORK PHILHARMONIC
At AveryFisher Hall, Valery Gergiev conducting.
‘March 15 at 6:45: short concertfortheafter-work
crowd, comprising Beethoven's SymphonyNo.6 (the
“Pastoral”).# March 16, March 18, and March 22 at
8 and March 17 at 11 a.m: Scriabin’s orgasmic
“Poemed’Extase” and Prokofiev's Piano Concerto
No.3 (with Leif Ove Andsnes as soloist), in addition
to Beethoven's “Pastoral” Symphony. (875-5030.)
ARTEK
Gwendolyn Toth directs the singers and period-
instrument ensemble in sacred cantatas and secu-
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lar madrigals by seventeenth-century German
composers,including Heinrich Schiitz, Franz’ Tun
der, and Dietrich Buxtchude. (St. Francis of Assisi
Church, 135 W. 31st St. March 15 at 8. # St. James
Cathedral, Jay St. at Cathedral Pl., Brooklyn.
March 17 at8. Forinformation about tickets to ei-
ther concert, call 212-967-9157.)
STONEWALL CHORALE
Nancy Vang directs the forty-member choir, the
nation’s first gay-and-lesbian chorus, in Part’s
“Berliner Messe” and Chris DeBlasio’s “The Best-
Beloved.”(Calvary Church, Park Ave. S. at 21st
St. March 18 at 7:30. For information abouttick-
ets, call 971-5813.)
CANTICUM NOVUM SINGERS

Harold Rosenbaum directs Bach’s six motets, with
cellist Myron Lutzke and organist Edward Brewer
providing the continuo. (Merkin Concert Hall,
129 W, 67th St. 501-3330. March18 at 8.)

 

 

(cleventh edition and following)—elevated popu-
lar musical discourse throughout English-speaking
lands. Thoughhe mostlyinspired a deeper appre
ciation of the classic masters, he also helped
teners understand some of the modernist threads
that were then complicating the tapestry. Tovey
was also aneminentprofessor (at the University of
Edinburgh), a respected concert pianist. and an es-
teemed composer of orchestral, chamber, and solo
instrumental works (not to mention an opera,
“The Brideof Dionysus,” which was premiered in
1932). This week, Tovey’s rarelyplayed Prano
Concerto (composed in 1903) gets three work-
outs, with Makiko Hirataas soloist, in a program
thatalso includes“The Lark Ascending” (with vi-
olinist Arturo Delmoni) by Tovey’s longer-lived
contemporary Vaughan Williams and the Sym-
phony No.2 byhis adored Brahms. # March 23 at
2and 7: Music by Mozart,includinghis late Piano

  

 

   

  

LarryFinks off-the-runwayfashion work shows models at ease (see Photography).

NEW YORK CHAMBER SYMPHONY

Gerard Schwarz conducts Tchaikovsky's Suite
No. 4 (“Mozartiana”), Shostakovich’s “Ham-
let” Suite, and, with Joseph Kalichstein as solo-
ist, Beethoven's Piano Concerto No. 5. (Alice
Tully Hall. 875-5050. March 18 at 8 and March
19 at 2.)
RUSSIAN CHAMBER CHORUS OF NEW YORK

Nikolai Kachanoydirects Rachmaninoff’s“Lit-
urgyofSt. John Chrysostom,” Georgy Sviridov’s
“Springtime,” Poulenc’s “Gloria,” and a new
work by HampsonSisler. (St. Peter’s Church, Lex-
ington Ave. at S4th St. March 18 at 8 # St. Ie-
natius Episcopal Church, West End Ave. at 87th
St. March 19 at 4. For information about tickers
toeither concert, call 718-445-5799.)
JUPITER SYMPHONY

At Good Shepherd Presbyterian Church, Jens Ny-
gaard conducting. March 20 at 2 and 7 and
March 21 at The name of Donald Francis Tovey
(1875-1940)is knowntoall serious concertgoers
of a certain age. Perhaps the most astute musical
analyst from thefirst half of the twentieth century,
his lectures and essays—including many of the
music articlesin the “Encyclopaedia Britannica”

  

 

  

 

Concerto in B-Flat Major(K. 595, featuring Adam
Neiman). (152 W. 66th St. For information about
tickets, call 799-1259.)
BACHWORKS

To celebrate Bach’s three-hundred-and-fifteenth
birthday, Bradley Brookshire directs the chorus
and period-instrument orchestra in the composer's
Cantatas No.51 (“Jauchzet Gott,” with soprano
Olga Makarina) and No. 198 (the “Trauer-Ode”),
and plays the A-Minor Prelude and Fugue (BWV
894) as a harpsichord solo. (Merkin Concert Hall,
129 W. 67th St. 501-3330. March21 at 7:30.)
ORATORIO SOCIETY OF NEW YORK

Lyndon Woodside directs Bach’s “Saint Mat-
thewPassion.” (Carnegie Hall. 247 7800, March
21 at 7:30)

  

 

 

RECITALS

BACHMANN-KLIBONOFF-FRIDMAN TRIO

Performing Beethoven’s “Archduke” Trio, in a
lunchtime performance. (Morgan Library, 29
E. 36th St. 685-0008, ext. 347, March 15 at 1.)
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Close your eyes.
Imagine theWorld’s most beautiful strand ofpearls.

Wehave one more beautiful.
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“Traveling at the speed of dreams

Enjoy ultradeluxe accommodations and our attentive
staff as you travel aboard our exclusively chartered

aircraft. To experience the INTRAVdifference, please
see yourtravel agent or call 1-800-964-0500

AROUND THE WortBy Private CONCORDE.

Cussic Eomion — 24 days
May16, October 4, 2000 * $62,000

Apventure Eomion — 24 days
September 11, 2000 * $62,000

 

(desail) Photograph of “The Wild Bunch,” with
Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid, 1900,from
theJames D. Horan Collection, At auction Apr 3.

Private CONCORDE SAMPLERS
PaRis, LONDON, AND THE

Supersonic Concorve — 10 days
May 7, September 2, October 26, 2000 * $6,880

Mon April 3 Important 19th & 20th
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$25 in U.S. / $35 Elsewhere
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SYLVIA MC NAIR
John Coriglianotakes perverse pride in pointing out
that he composed his cycle “Tambourine Manz
Seven Songs of Bob Dylan” without the benefit of
ever having heard a Dylan performance, cither live
or recorded, This, he avers, allowed him toselect
Dylan’s texts strictly on their poetic merits since he
encountered themin ananthology oflyrics, without
any assumptions about how they might be inter-
Breeeel Gee te eegiOnog
symphonic predispositionrather than to something
recalling the poet's folk style. Ms. McNair, a so-
prano, offers the premigre of the set, along with
Falla’s “Siete Canciones Populares Espatiolas”and a
handful of French mélodies. Pianist Martin Katz as-
sists. (Carnegie Hall. 247-7800. March 15 at 7:30.)

ICHSTEIN~LAREDO-ROBINSON TRIO

Performingpianotrios bySchubert (his “Notturno”),
Dvorak (in E Minor, the “Dumky”), and (with vi-
olinist Ida Kavafian and violist Steven’ Tenenbom as-
sisting) Flgar’s Piano Quintet. (92ndStreet Y, Lex-
ington Ave. at 92nd St. 996-1100. March 15'at 8.)
DANIEL SWENBERG

Performing eighteenth-century lute suites by Sylvius
Leopold Weiss and Jakob Lauffensteiner. (St. Fran-
cis of Assisi Church, 135 W. 31st St. March16 at
1:15. No tickets necessary.)
PAUL O'DETTE

‘What's going onthatall these lutenists are playing
recitals on the same day? O’Detteis one of the finest;
his recordings (for Harmonia Mundi) of Dowland’s
complete lute works should be in every music lover's
CDcabinet.In this recital, heoffers a heaping hand-
ful of that composer’s works, as well as works by the
Spanish Baroque composer Santiago de Murcia.
(BordenAuditorium, ManhattanSchool of Music,

at 122ndSt. 749-2802, ext. 428. March

  
 

 

  

 

 

  

BARGEMUSIC
March 16-17 at 7:30: Violinist Mark Peskanov and
soprano DeBorge Pinningtonpresent the premiére
oftheir collaborative work “Chart J,” in a concert
that also includes Mozart’s Horn Quintet (with
French hornst William Purvis) and Schubert’s
Octet. # March 18 at 7:30 and March 19 at 4: Ms,
Pinningtonis featuredin Schubert songs arranged
for string quartet, and Charles Neidichis featured
in clarinet quintets by Anton Reicha and Mozart.
(Fulton Ferry Landing, Brooklyn. 718-624-4061.)
MUSIC BY KURTAG
Gydrgy Kurtég was born in 1926 in what was
then Romania and now Hungary. He has won
an enthusiastic following amongintellectual mu-
sicians, who appreciate bothhis reverence for the
mainstream of classical music and the elegance
and intricacy with which heinterlaces apparently
disparate aspects in his compositions.In this con-
cert, soprano Susan Narucki, clarinettist Charles
Neidich, violinist Daniel Phillips, violist Kim Kash-
kashian,and pianist Robert Levin join for a concert
thatspotlights several of his pieces, including his
Schumann-inspired “Hommagea R- Sch.” and his
“Kafka Fragments.”(Weill Recital Hall. 247-7800.
March 16 at 8.)
NEW YORK GUITAR FESTIVAL
David Torn, Vernon Reid, and Benjamin Verdery
take to the stage to play and discuss contemporary
guitar music, focussing on the influence ofJimi
Hendrix and rock music on modern concert works.
(Merkin Concert Hall, 129 W. 67th St. 501-3330.
March 16 at 8.)
SEAN DUGGAN
‘Thepianist, a Benedictine monk whowas the 1991
winnerof the District of Columbia's Johann Sebas-
tianBach International Competition for Pianists, is
currentlyperforming Bach’s complete keyboard
works (arranged in roughly chronological order) in
fifteenrecitals at the Churchofthe Holy Innocents.
March 17 at 7:30: A grab bag of preludes, fugues,
and other short pieces. # March 19 at 5:30: Thefirst
two-thirds of the “Well-Tempered Clavier,” Book
One, ¢ March 21 at The end of Book One and
thebeginningof Book Twoof the “Well-Tempered
Clavier.” (128 W 37th St, Notickets necessary.
The cycle continues through April 9.)
VERONIKA KINCSES
‘The soprano,a longtimesoloist of the Hungarian
State Opera and a recipient of the Kossuth Prize

  

 

  

  

 

  
 

 

 



), performsa recital
thatincludesarias by Cilea and Puccini, in addi
tion to folk-song settings by Bartok and Kodaly.
Pianist Aniko Péter Szabo s. (Weill Recital
Hall. 247-7800. March18
EIGHTH BLACKBIRD
This instrumental sextet, which came together for
student performance of Schoenberg’

Lunaire” at Oberlin College Conservatory of
Music in 1996, has needed to commissiona reper
toire in order to create aplace for themselves
inthe chamber-music community. Their joyfully
uninhibited approach to performing, along with
their tendencyto not playpieces until eachof the
players can render them from memory, has en-
deared them numerous composers, three of
whom—David Schober, Carlos Sanch
and Thomas Albert—have provided th
with works for this pro;

igh Schoc ig Pl. at 16th St. March18 at 8.
For information abouttickets, call 586-468(
AN DIE MUSIK
The chamber ensemble offers a quintet by J. C.

string trio by Haydn, Arnold Cooke’s Oboe
Quartet, and Beethove Major iano Quartet,
in addition to newpi Bruce Adolphe.

thurchof the Holy
19 at 4. Tick

CHAMBER MUSIC
OF LINCOLN CENTER

Presenting a Haydnflute trio, Yehudi Wyner’
Horn Trio, Ezra Laderman’s “Duetti” for Flute
and Clarinet, and Schumann’s Piano Trioin F
Major. all, 50, March19 at S
and March 21 at 7:3
MAURIZIO POLLINI
Thepianist performs both b
‘Etudes,” in additionto Boulez

itten for the instrument.(C:
800. March 20 at7:30.)
PIANO CENTURY
The Juillia os yearlong survey of twentieth-
century piano literature reac eighties,
offering works by thirteen composer
Perle, Ferneyhough, and Schnittke, performedby

tory. (Paul Hall, Juil-
liard School, Lincoln Center Pla
No ticketsnecessary.)
GWYNETH WENTICK

READINGS
March16 at 7: By Mark Z. Danielew

B s
March 17 10:30: By DorothyFriedman:
Thaddeus Rutkowski, Su ind other
contributors the newly published anthology

owntown Poets.” (St. Mark’s In-th werie,
Second Ave. at 10th St. Tickets the door,
March20 at y poets Edwin Frankand B:
bara Hamb: hamUniversity, 113 W. 60th

s at the door.)
TALK
March15 ai

les Stephen Bur, and Michael
action ¢ ‘ooper Union, $1

‘or Pl, For more information, call 254-96
WALK
March17 at 3: Adventure on a Shoestring offers a
St. Patrick’s Day tour of Hell’s Kitchen. For more
information, call2 3
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Paris in New York is made
possible by the State of New York

cand other generous funders.
Hearthe exhibition audio

guide made possible by
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Oursoft andfeminine puresilk
ginghamcheckshirt offers any woman
a fresh,crisp look with a fluid drape.
Perfect undera suit or paired
with trousers. Straight collar.
Butron cuffs. White with
camelorlavenderchecks.
Sizes XS,S, M,L.
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New York
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“He chanted as heflew, and the car
responded with a sonorous drone; the
miles were eaten up under him as he
sped he knew not whither, fulfilling
his instincts,living his hour, reckless of

what might cometo him.” So wrote
Kenneth Graham of Mr. Toadsteal-
ing a car in the 1908 classic “The
Windin the Willows.” Ofcourse, that
kind of exhilaration is not unique to
amphibians. Michael Keyser experi-
enced a similar high whenhedrovehis
father’s brand-new green Porsche 911

| from Stuttgart to Siena, in 1968. Other
thrill rides followed. As Keyser writes
in the newlyreissued sPEED MERCHANTS
(Bentley), within a year he wasfielding
his own motor-racing team andtravel-
ling around the world to photograph
races.

Withthis year’s Daytona 500 in
the rearview mirror, readers can take
a pit stop to look at other new books
about the racing game. Behind-the-

| windshield perspectivesfill mY GREAT-
EST DAY IN NASCAR, edited by Bob

| McCullough (St. Martin’s), which
gives inside information about such
strategies as “drafting,” “slingshot-
ting,” and “pitting.” Rich with pictures,
NASCAR GREATEST RACES,byTom Hig-
gins (HarperCollins), documents the
twenty-five best races in the history
of the National Association for Stock
Car Auto Racing, from the first (it
tookplace in 1948 on a 2.2-mile course
madepartly of hard-packed sand) to
morerecentcontests.

BURNIN’ RUBBER, by George Sullivan
(Millbrook),tailors the history of stock-
car racing to youngreaders, beginning
in the nineteen-thirties, when “runner
cars” snuckillegal whiskey past watch-
ful sheriffs. There is also a helpful vo-
cabulary list that explains, for example,
that getting “broadsided” is the same
thing as getting “T-boned.”

—Nicole LaPorte CH
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Resolutions Were
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IT’S A MEANINGFULLIFE: THE PRITIKIN® PRINCIPLE
IT JUST TAKES PRACTICE eorcercvcvccccccccecce

see eee by Robert Pritikin
Gy Bo Lozoff

 

 

 

The country’s premier nutntion expert

    

 

    

Drawing upona diversity of spiritual tradt- promotes healthy, long-term weight
tions, the co-founder of the Human Kindness loss in a revealing look at the principles
Foundation offers an accessible primerto behind his renowned Pritikin diet. Learn
those seeking fulfillment with pragmatic advice how to permanently lose two to seven
on developing your personal practice and adding pounds a week by making lowdensrty
meaning to your dailylife. food choices. os
(Wiking) (Time-Life Books) Pee

Pub. Price: $24.95,

 

OurPrice: $19.16
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ATTITUDE 1S EVERYTHING MAKE uP YOUR LIFE

by Keith Harrell by Victoria TackaoA

Based on the premise that high performance
is directly related to positive attitude, one of
IBM's formertop training instructors outlines how
both individuals and business teamscan tap into
this intangible yet most valuable commodity.
(Cliff Street Books)

Thetop makeup artist and founder
of Victoria Jackson Cosmetics offers
women a realistic regime for looking
good and feeling great. Practical make-
uptps, beauty essentials and health
advicefill the pages of this absolute
guide to maximizing your potential.

 

Pub. Price: $24.00 (Cliff Street Books)

Pub. Price: $27.50Our Price: $19.20

 

Our Price: $22.00

 

DR. JUDITH ORLOFF’S
GUIDE TO INTUITIVE HEALING

es huaith Orloff, M.D.

STOP WHINING:‘AND START WINNING

by Frank Pacetta with Roger Gittines
   

 

In an effort to cure what ails corporate
‘America, a Fortune 500 insider and Sz0p
motivational speaker provides hands-on
solutions to the mayor problems that Ween. |
prevent many businessesfrom achieving
‘success:apathy, attrition and lack ie
of leadership. a
(HarperBusiness) apr

athPecett
OurPrice: $20.00

BARNES<-NOBLE
shop online at bn@ orvisit our stores

>area
(© 2000 Barnes & Noble,In. Prices effective at storelocations trough 3/27/00

Through meditation, energy awareness, dream-
work, and other mind-body techniques, the board-
certified psychiatrist and psychic shares insights
on how to use your intuition to promote physical,
‘emotional and sexual wellbeing.
(Times Books)

Pub. Price: $24.00

OurPrice: $19.20   | j
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MOVIES
OPENING

BEYOND THE MAT
A behind-the-scenes documentary aboutthe world
ofprofessional wrestling, featuring Mankind
and Jake the Snake. Directed by Barry Blaustein.
Opening March17. (UnionSquare.)
THE CARRIERS ARE WAITING

‘A comedyby Benoit Mariage, about a Belgian fa-
ther and son whoenter a car-door-opening con-
test. In French. Opening March 15. (Film Forum.)
COTTON MARY

Ahiistorical dramasetin post-Independence India,
about the relationship betweena British woman
and her Indian nurse. Directed by Ismail Mer-
chant. Opening March 17.(Paris.)
ERIN BROCKOVICH

Julia Roberts plays a legal secretary whobuilds a
poisoning case against a water utility. Directed by
Steven Soderbergh. Opening March 17.
FINAL DESTINATION
A sci-fi thriller in which the suryivors of a plane
crash begin to die mysteriously. Directed by James
‘Wong. Opening March 17.
THE LIFESTYLE
A documentary byDavid Schisgall, about middle-
aged swingers in California. Opening March 16.
(Pioneer Theatre.)
SPECTRES OF THE SPECTRUM
Director Craig Baldwin uses clips from low-budget
sci-fi old television broadcasts, and high-schoolin-
structional films to create an alternate history of
the twentieth century. Opening March 17.(
emaVillage.)
TRASH

Reviewed below in Film Notes. Opening March
17. (Quad Cinema.)

 

 

FILM NOTES

If a movie has been reviewed recently in The
Current Cinema,the dateofits review tsgiven.

AMERICAN BEAUTY

This amazing and impassionedfantasia about
Americanloneliness beginsas satire and ends with
a vision of the sublime The defeated suburban pa-
triarch Lester Burnham (Kevin Spacey), condemned
by his withdrawndaughter (Thora Birch) andhis
hyperorganized wife (Annette Bening), drops out of
his job and misbehaves badly. After Lester’s mar-
riage gets blown apart by squalls of comic con-
tempt, the movie, which was written by Alan Ball
and directed by the British theatre maestro Sam
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Mendes(it’s his first film), opens up and takes in
Lester’s suburban territory—the dissatisfactions of
the business-mad nineties, n which the gospel of
selfishness leaves peopleclenched andisolated. The
bitter satirical riffs slowly give way to a mystical ap-
preciation of the vagrant beauty trapped beneath
the surface of life. The hard-edged, almost hyper-
real cinematography, by Conrad L. Hall, and the
editing, by Tariq Anwar and Chris Greenbury, shift
back and forth between dream and actuality with
mesmerizing beauty. With Mena Suvari as a teen
vamp who is terrified of being ordinary, and Wes
Bentley as a youngdrugdealer whouses his video
camera to discover the hidden connections among,
things——David Denby (9/20/99) (Beekman, East
85th Street, 84th Street Sixplex, Kips Bay Theatre,
19th Street East 6, Olympia I and Il, State, Village
Theatre VIL, and Ziegfeld.)
THE BEACH
A cautionarytale for travellers, in which Richard
(Leonardo DiCaprio) arrives in Thailand, learns of
a mythical beach, and makes the elementary mis-
take of trying to find it. He and his companions
swim to Paradise, and soon human malevolenceis
running high, thanks to the tensions amongthe
happycampers wholive by the water. There is
the scary Sal (Tilda Swinton) and the charming
Frangoise (Virginie Ledoyen), both of whom al-
ready have boyfriends, and both of whom hit on
Richard. (Someoneshould have explained to them
that a crush on DiCaprio 1s not exactly an un-
precedented emotion.) The film skitters along
nicely forthefirst half; fromthen on,it grows dark
anddeadly, as Richard—and sometimes the im-
ages on screen—start to go mad. (Whenthe whole
thingbriefly turnsinto a video game, are we meant,
to ponder the crowded horrors of Western con-
sciousness, or merelyto be annoyed?) The director
is Danny Boyle, the screenwriter is John Hodge,
and the producer is Andrew Macdonald; together
they made“Shallow Grave” and“Trainspotting,”
and you wonder whether they were wise to quit
the Scottish turf they know so well. This movie,
which was adapted from thebestselling Alex Ga
land novel, wants sobadlyto bea cult film thatit
forgets to be any good.—Anthony Lane(2/14/00)
(Criterion Center and Union Square.)
BOILER ROOM

sensationally entertaining melodrama about
young outer-borough louts in Canali suits whosell
stocks of dubious value from a fly-by-night bro-
kerage firm. Like “Wall Street” before it, this
movie—written and directed by the twenty-seven-
year-old Ben Younger—mightbe described as an
ambivalent love letter to the outrageous hustle
and greed of the great American bull market.
Younger wants us to enjoythe young men’s gleeful
exhibitionism and powers ofpersuasion. At the
sametime, he depicts the brokers’ triumphs as
a low-life rampage. Amused, clear-sighted, and
objective, “Boiler Room” has been made without
false piety or hypocrisy. It stars Giovanni Ribisi as
a young man lured into the brokerage house, and
RonRifkin,in a brilliant performance, as his dis-
approving,federal-judge father. Among theyoung,
actors who playbrokers, BenAffleck, Vin Diesel,
and Nicky Katt stand out.—D.D.(3/13/00)(Chel-
sea West, CinemaIl, 84th Street Sixplex, 42nd
Street E Walk, Kips Bay Theatre, Orpheum VI,
andVillage East Cinemas.)
BOYS DON'T CRY

delicately conceived butfearless movie. In small-
town Nebraska, a young woman named Teena
Brandon (Hilary Swank) clips her hair into a butch
cut, flattens her breasts, puts on boys’ clothes and.
a boy’s swagger, and passes in the world as Bran-
don Teena, handsome young dude. What she feels
is pure exhilaration,the excitementofleaving her
past behind and becoming a lover; whatwe feel is
dismay and fear. Brandonfalls in with a group of
derelict, white-trash kids andattracts the languid
beauty Lana(Chloé Sevigny), who allows herself
to thinkthat Brandon 1s a man—with inevitably
disastrous results. The movie is a fine, terrifying
tragic poem that 1s also, at times, subversively
funny: the womenwholike Brandon seem to want
the feminine as well as the masculinein a lover. Di-
rector Kimberly Peirce, who wrote the screenplay

  

  

  

with Andy Bienen, embraces a full-bodied lyrical
realism in which nothingis exaggerated but noth-
ing is avoided eithet—D.D.(12/20/99) (Criterion
Center, East 86th Street Cinemas, Murray Hill
Cinemas, and Quad Cinema.)
THE CIDER HOUSE RULES

Thedirector Lasse Hallstrém has come tospecial-
ize in grownup movies aboutkids and teen-agers,
especially ofthe luckless variety. This new pic-
ture, adapted by John Irvingfrom his own novel,
tems with scores of thelittle beggars;the tale be-
gins at a snowbound orphanagein Maine, where
Dr. Larch (Michael Caine) tends tothe bodies and
souls of the unwanted, even extendinghis skills to
anillegal abortion practice. His protégé is Homer
Wells (Tobey Maguire), whois set to follow in
Larch’s footsteps until those of Candy (Charlize
Theron) appear. Homer departs for the wide
world, where he learns about apples and sex, in
that order. As an older and wiser man he returns
tohis destiny, although the getting of that wis-
dom has been oddly unengaging. The orphan
scenes have an imaginanwve solidity that fades as
thefilm proceeds, and you can’t work out whether
the gruellingsocialissues, like incest and abortion,
are the subject of the movie or simply ballast. As
apple movies go, this one lacks a core.—A.
(12/13/99) (Angelika Film Center, BAM Rose Cin-
emas, Chelsea Cinemas, Criterion Center, East
86th Street Cinemas, Gotham Cinema,Kips Bay
Theatre, and Lincoln Square.)
THE CUP

Khyentse Norbu, a Tibetan incarnate lama, di-
rected this spare, simply producedpicture that tells,
thestory of a groupof young monks whoask their
abbot for permission to renta televisionsetso they
canwatch the final match of the 1998 World Cup.
Norbu shot the film at Chokling monasteryin
India, and all of the “characters” are actual monks,
who mostly play themselves. The Tibet typically
shown to us by Hollywoodis so freighted with
consequence that it’ refreshing to see a monastery
depicted as a kind of NewAge prep school, com-
plete with a jocular give-and-take among the mas-
ters and pupils and surreptitious peeks at girlie
magazines. A thirteen-year-old novice, Jamyang
Lordo, shines as a cheekytroublemaker who wor-
shipsthe Brazilian superstar Ronaldo. (“He has a
shaved head, but he is not a monk.”) All is not
lightness, though. The Chinese occupationofTibet
is frequently hinted at, and the young monks’ love
of soccer, while mirthful and humanizing, shows
thedifficulty of preserving Tibetan culture in exile.
Norbu does much here with very litle; his film 1s a
testament to the powerof understatement. In Ti-
betan and Hindi—Michael Agger (BAM Rose
Cinemas and Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.)
DIRTY HARRY

‘This 1971 right-wing fantasy about the San Fran-
cisco police force as a helpless group (emasculated
bythe unrealistic liberals) propagandizes for para-
legal police power and vigilante justice. The only
waythat the courageous cop Dirty Harry Calla-
han (Clint Eastwood) can protect thecity against
the mad hippie killer (Andy Robinson) whoter-
rortzes women and children is bytaking the law
into his own hands. Harry, who knows whatjus-
tice is and how to carry it out, 1s the best there is,
a Camelot cop; he got his nicknamebecause he’s
the dedicated trouble-shooter whodraws the dirt-
1est assignments. He is our martyr—stained on
our behai€. As suspense craftsmanship,the picture
is trim, brutal, and exciting; it was directed in the
sleekest style by the veteran urban-action director
DonSiegel. It’ also a remarkably single-minded
attack on liberal values, with each prejudicial de-
tail in place—a kind of hardhat “The Fountain-
head.” Harry’s hippie adversaryis pure evil: sniper,
rapist, kidnapper, torturer, defiler of all human
values. This monster—who wears a peace sym-
bol—stands for everything the audience fears and
loathes. The action genre has always had a fascist
potential, and it surfaces in this movie—Pauline
Kael(Film Forum; March 20.)
GHOST DOG: THE WAY OF THE SAMURAI
Part satire, part comic book,Jim Jarmusch’s new
film is set in a future that’s one beat beyond the
present and takes place in a generic cityscape
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called the Industrialized State. Forest Whitaker
stars as a hulking, dangerous, yet curiously gentle
samurai known as Ghost Dog. Hefollowsthe
austere precepts of the samurai code butis also
partial to gangsta rap and high-tech weaponry.
His master is an Italian mob underling who serves
a family in hilarious decline: they operate out of
theback ofa Chinese restaurant and cannot make
the rent on their social club. Jarmusch keeps the
camera moving slowly, attending to details, and
the rap soundtrack by RZA (of Wu-Tang Clan
fame) gives the whole undertaking a fuguelike
quality. When the movie becomes a showdown
between two ancient codes—the samurai and
omerta—Jarmuschplayfully aligns the pretend vi-
olence of cartoons with the stylized violence of
Hollywood, leading to an enigmatic ending thatis
thoroughly unnerving.It’s like an elaborate joke
without a punch line. Thesetup, though,is worth
it, thanks to Whitaker's quiet, powerful perfor-
mance;in Jarmusch’s hands he becomes a beacon
of purity in a collapsing world—M.A.(Angelika
Film Center, 84th Street Sixplex, First & 62nd Cin-
emas, and 42nd Street E Walk.)
HARD EIGHT

Paul Thomas Anderson’s recent movies have won
a followingfortheir epic attempts to mesh height-
ened, surreal imagery with seamy banality, whether
in the boomingporno world of “Boogie Nights”or
the apocalyptic San Fernando Valleyof “Magno-
lia.” But some of us prefer his sturdy début, from
1996, in which a wise old gambler named Sydney
(Philip Baker Hall) tutors and protects a sham-
bling orphan (John C. Reilly) and a woebegone
cocktail waitress (Gwyneth Paltrow). Hall is a mar-
vel of emotional containmentin his portrayal of
Sydney, whobristles with hard-won knowledge
from an enigmatic past. Anderson places us under
the spell of this courtly stranger, then breaks the
spell, brutally. The result is a more coherent con-
trast between movie reality and realreality—and a
moreprofound statementon paternal responsibil-
ities—than either of Anderson’s later films. Reilly
andPaltroware both poignantly befuddled, and
SamuelL. Jacksonbrings a merry theatrical men-
Erieieaaeemeean ann
tant who rubs Sydneythe wrong way.—Michael
Sragow(Film Forum; March16.)
THE INSIDER
Midnight calls, clandestine meetings, threatening
E-mail messages, not to mention cell phones use
as obsessively as lances andshields in a jousting,
epic: the circuits never stop burningin this self-
important but juicily entertaining public-affairs
melodrama about big-time journalism and corpo-
fate villainy: Russell Crowe lave the sealfe
whistle-blowerJeffrey Wigand, who in 1995 had
devastating things to reveal about his former em-
ployer, tobacco giant Brown & Williamson, and
Al Pacinois thebristling “60 Minutes” producer
Lowell Bergman, who wantedto bring Wigand’s
information to the public. The two men—one
stolid, the other self-dramatizing—make an odd
butsatisfying couple; they are meantto represent
two kinds of personal honor arrayed against venal
or merely smooth corporate game-players,includ-
ing Michael Gambonas a tobacco executive and
Christopher Plummeras a mildly satirized Mike
Wallace. Director Michael Mann creates a rising
line of tension and paranoia whichleads, para-
doxically, to a muted. not entirely reassuring end-
ing. Mannand Eric Roth wrote the screenplay,
which is based on actual events and on Marie
Brenner’s reporting in Vanity Fair. With Bruce
McGill and Diane Venora.—D.D.(11/8/99) (Cri-
terion Center, First& 62nd Cinemas, Murray Hill
Cinemas, 62nd& Broadway, and Union Square.)
MISSION TO MARS

Reviewed this week in The Current Cinema.(Art
Greenwich Twin, Chelsea Cinemas, Cinema I,
Park & 86th Street Cinemas, 42ndStreet E Walk,
Kips BayTheatre, Lincoln Square, Olympia I and
Il, and Union Square.)
THE NINTH GATE

Reviewed this week in The Current Cinema. (84th
Street Sixplex, First & 62nd Cinemas, 42nd Street
E Walk, Kips Bay Theatre, 19th Street East 6, Or-
pheum VIL, and Village Theatre VII.)

  

34 ‘THE NEW YORKER, MARCH 20, 2000

  
NOT ONELESS

Ina rural Chinese village, a thirteen-year-old stu-
dent(Wei Minzhi) becomes an emergencysubsti-
tute teacher. When one of her charges, a ten-year-
old boy, leaves to find workin a vast, namelesscity
nearby, she abandons her post, and setsoutto find
him. The great Chinese director Zhang Yimou
shorthis film in a style that mightbe called austere
fabulism. He uses documentary techniques—cast-
ing nonactors and presenting the raw concrete
walls and dirt roadsin all their authentic ugliness.
Yer the story is shapedlike a fable from thesilent-
film days, and one gets caught upin it.It becomes
a slow-motion chase movie, and the persistence
of the young teacher gives the film a tone of hilar-
ious monomania. Intentionally or not (it’s hard for
an outsider to tell), Zhang reveals the meanness
and impersonality ofcontemporaryChinese soci-
ety.—D.D.(2/21-28/00) (Lincoln Plaza Cinemas
and Quad Cinema.)
ORPHANS

Reviewed this week in The Current Cinema.(State.)
SWEET AND LOWDOWN
Sean Penn, in cream-colored suits and matching
hat, a cigarette dangling from his lips, gives one of
the best performances ever seen ina Woody Allen
film. He plays Emmet Ray, the notorious (and
made-up) jazz guitarist from the thirties, a great
artist who was also a worm and a loser. Emmet
handles his instrument almost as well as his idol
DjangoReinhardt, but he’s the victim of his own
neuroses and obsessions. His not knowing himself
atallis turned into a joke, but it’s also played for
pathos—incomprehension is Emmet’s soulfulness,
mysteriously linked to his elegant playing. The
picture is made up of short vignettes framed by
“memories” of Emmet spoken by various experts,
including Allen himself, and the entire movie is
caughtin the loving grip of jaza-world nostalgia,
with its stylized glamourof thirties clothes and
cars—the tawdry life on the road, in which the
greatest art was made on the run. With the English
actress Samantha Morton, hated and crumpet-
faced, her body hidden in a shapeless dress,as the
mute girl who falls for Emmet. The golden-hued
cinematographyis by Zhao Fei. The contempo-
rary guitarists Howard Alden and Bucky Pizzarelli
dotheplaying. In all, one of Allen’s finest achieve-
ments.—D.D. (12/6/99)(First & 62nd Cinemas
and Union Square.)
TOPSY-TURVY

Mike Leigh’s brilliant re-creation of the most
famous partnership in the British theatre—the
collaboration of W. S. Gilbert and Arthur Sulli-
vanin the glory era of imperial rule. There are
elements hereof a traditional bio-pic—failure, tri-
umph, intimations of immortality—but none of
the stodginess and self-congratulation that usu-
ally plague the form. Sullivan (Allan Corduner),

  

 

OpeningMarch 17, “BeyondtheMat,”aprofessional-curestling documentary.

a libertine who nevertheless had serious preten-
sions as a composer, andGilbert (Jim Broadbent),
formal, irascible, and asexual, but a great the
atrical pro, are so dissimilar in temperament that
they can hardly bear each other’s company. Leigh
suggests that the combination of sentimentallan-
guor and incisiveness produced the art of “The
Mikado,” whose preparation and first perfor-
mance take up the second half of the movie. The
authentic period stagelighting produces a glowon
thepainted faces; the fragile beauty of Sullivan’s
tunes is piercing when theyare played, as they are
here, at slower tempos than we are used to
hearing, In all, one of the greatest movies about
the theatre. With Lesley Manville, Timothy Spall,
Ron Cook, and Wendy Nottingham.—D.D.
(12/27/99-1/3/00) (BAM Rose Cinemas and Vil-
lage Theatre VII.)
TRASH

Anabsurdist 1970 porno-comedy about an im-
potent junkie (Joe Dallesandro) whodrags him-
self around while various women try to arouse
him.His sort-of wife is played by a goofy female
impersonator, Holly Woodlawn, whose in-
tensity amidst the general dejection is crazily—
and entertainingly—incongruous. The wife’s high-
est aspiration is to get on welfare, and to ac-
complish this she pretends to be pregnant, but
the welfare investigator (Michael Sklar) wants the
fabulous-forties shoes that the wife found in the
garbage can, and sherefuses to give them up.
The picture is steeped in a sense of grotesque par-
ody, though most of thetimeit’s as enervated and
limpas the hero. The knocked-out couple dotheir
put-onof marriage, and we are invited to laugh
at their outcast status and their meaningless lives
and to feelsorry for them. This Andy Warhol pro-
duction was directed by Paul Morrissey, who
lingers over needles goinginto flesh and puts a
nimbusaround the messiest head of hair. With
Jane Forth as the indolent housewife in the modem
apartmentthat the herotries to burglarize.—P.K.
(Quad Cinema.)
WHAT PLANET ARE YOU FROM?
GarryShandling plays a humanoid sent to Earth
from an all-male planet. His task: to impregnate
an earthling and thereby set off a population war
against us. His equipment: a motor-driven vibrat-
ing penis that buzzes and buzzes and won't give
up. Shandling has big soft lips, a red face, and a
squelched, outrageously bland mannerthat allows
hm todeliver startlingly acid lines (mostly to the
female characters) as if they were entirelyreason-
able. His humanoid touches down in Phoenix and
meets up with a quivering ex-alcoholic plagued by
Jow self-esteem—Annette Bening at her most soul-
ful. These two are perfectly pleasant together, but
they are trapped in an idea that doesn’t expand
into muchof anything. Directed by Mike Nichols,
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“What Planet Are You From?” plays like a ten-
minute TVskit that has been teased out to full
length and treated as thoughit were theperfect
material for a brilliant comedy of manners. It
isn’t—D.D. (3/13/00) (Art Greenwich Twin,
Chelsea Cinemas, Lincoln Square, 64th and 2nd,
State, and Union Square.)
THE WHOLE NINE YARDS

‘Matthew Perry, whois sometimestheonlything
that keeps “Friends” onits toes, attempts yet an-
otherleaptothe big screen. He plays a Montreal
dentist whose next-door neighbor(BruceWillis)
turnsoutto be a hit manhiding fromthe Mob.
Throwin a deep-voiced heavy(Michael Clarke
Duncan)and a couple of fiercely disappointed
wives (Rosanna Arquette and Natasha Hen-
stridge), and soon everyone wants to kill some-
body else. Perry and Willis—the scared and the
smooth—are not a badpairing, and Perry gets
the chance for some jerky slapstick (he bounces
off Clarke Duncan asif off a vast rubber wall),
but thefilm is too hectic and scattershottogive
the actors much room.Visually, this may be the
dingiest film ofthe year so far. although Amand
Peet, in her role as a death-crazed dental ass
tant, cheers things up considerably. The director
is Jonathan Lynn, who doesn’t quite have the
courage to carry off this black comedy; the mood
of loving contentment which triumphs at the end
feels like an insult.—A.L. (3/6/00) (Chelsea Cin:
emas, Coronet Cinemas, 42nd Street E Walk,
Kips BayTheatre, Lincoln Square, Orpheum VII,
and Union Square.)
WONDER BOYS

A pleasant dud fromdirector Curtis Hanson and
screenwriter Steve Kloves. Michael Douglas plays
GradyTripp, pothead campus novelist and hero to
undergraduates, who cannotfinish his new book
andgets drawninto all kinds of social complica-
tions. Douglas gives a surprisingly mild and rueful
performance, but the movie has very little dra
matic interest and quickly slides into whimsy. The

    

  

 

    
 

  

vibrant Frances McDormand is the university's
chancellor, with whomTripp is having an affair;
‘Tobey Maguire is a maddeningly elusive writing
student who may or maynot have talent; and Rob-
ert Downey, Jr, drifting througha fey, meaningless
performance,is a visiting New York book editor.
“Wonder Boys” isn’t sloppy; it’s been made with
love, but one looks atit in bewilderment, amazed
that so much care has been taken with desultory
material that seems all wrong for the movi
‘Adapted from Michael Chabon’s novel.—D.D.
(2/21-28/00) (Coronet Cinemas, 42nd Street EWalk,
Kips Bay Theatre, Lincoln Square, MetroCi
ema 1 and 2, 19th Street East 6, Orpheum VIL, and
Village Theatre VIL)

    

ALSO PLAYING

AGNES BROWNE

First & 62nd Cinemas, LincolnSquare, and
Village East Cinemas.
ALL ABOUT MY MOTHER (1/22/99)
Angelika Film Center, BAMRose
Cinemas, Eastside Playhouse, and Lincoln
Plaza Cinemas.
CONDO PAINTING
Angelika Film Center.
DETERRENCE
First & 62nd Cinemas and Union Square.
THE HURRICANE (1/10/00)
Criterion Center and Union Square.
MAGNOLIA (12/20/99)
Chelsea Cinemas, Sutton 1 and 2,
and Union Square
MIFUNE
Angelika Film Center and Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.
THE NEXT BEST THING

42ndStreet E Walk, Kips Bay Theatre, 19th.
Street East 6, Park & 86th Street Cinemas, 72nd
Street East, and Village TheatreVII.

  

PITCH BLACK
Chelsea Cinemas, 84thStreet Sixplex, 42nd
Street Walk, Kips Bay Theatre, Park & 86th
Street Cinemas, and Union Square.
REINDEER GAMES

42ndStreet E Walk, Lincoln Square, Metro
Cinema 1 and 2, Murray Hill Cinemas, New
York Twin, 19th Street East 6, Orpheum VII,
andVillageTheatre VI.
THE SIXTH SENSE (8/23-30/99)

Criterion Center, MurrayHill Cinemas, and
Village East Cinemas.

   

  

 

THEATRE ADDRESSES

Unless noted, call 777-FILMfor showtimes.

Angelika Film Center, 18 W. Houston
Art Greenwich ‘Twin, Greenwich Av
Astor Plaza, 44th St. at Broadwa
BAMRose Cinemas, 30 Lafayette Ave.,
Brooklyn (718-623-2770).

Beekman, Second Ave. at 66th St.
Chelsea Cinemas, 260 W. 23rdSt,
Chelsea West, 333 W. 23rd St.
Cinema I, Third Ave. at 60thSt.
GinemaIl, Third Ave. at 60th St
Cinema3rd Avenue,Third Ave. at 60th Si
Cinema Village, 22 E. 12thSt. (924-336.
CoronetCinemas, Third Ave. at 59th St
Criterion Center, Broadwayat 44thSt.
East 85th Street, First Ave. at 85th St.
East 86th Street Cinemas, Third Ave.

at 86thSt.
Eastside Playhouse. Third Ave. at 55th St.
84th Street Sixplex, Broadway at 84th St.
59th Street East Cinema, 239 59th St
Film Forum, W. Houston St. west of Sixth

Ave. (727-8110).
First & 62nd Cinemas, 400 E. 62nd St.
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42nd Street B Walk, 42ndSt. near Eighth Ave.
Gotham Cinema, Third Ave.at 58th St.
Kips Bay Theatre, Second Ave. at 32nd St.
Lincoln Plaza Cinemas, Broadway at 63rd St.
Lincoln Square, Broadwayat 68th St.
Metro Cinema 1 and 2, Broadway at 99th St.
Murray Hill Cinemas, 160 E. 34th St.
New York Twin,Second Ave. at 67th St.
19th Street East 6, Broadway at 19th St.
Olympia I and I, Broadway at 107th St.
Orpheum VIL, Third Ave. at 86th St.
Paris, 4 W. 58th St. (688-3800).
Park & 86th Street Cinemas, 125 E. 86th St.
Pioneer Theatre, 155 E. 3rd St. (254-3300).
Quad Cinema, 34 W. 13th St.
‘TheScreening Room, 54 Varick St.

(334-2100).
72nd Street East, Third Ave. at 71st St.
64th and 2nd, SecondAve. at 64th St.
62nd & Broadway, 62 W. 62nd St.
State, Broadway at 45th St.
Sutton 1 and 2, Third Ave. at 57th St.

Union Square, Broadwayat 13th St.
Village East Cinemas, Second Ave. at 12th St.
Village Theatre VII, Third Ave. at 11th St.
Waverly 1 and 2, Sixth Ave. at 3rd St.
Worldwide Cinemas,50th St. berween Eighth
and Ninth Aves.

Ziegfeld, 141 W. 54th Se.
 

REVIVALS, CLASSICS, ETC.

Titles with a dagger are reviewed above.
AMERICAN MUSEUM OF THE MOVING IMAGE
35th Ave. at 36th St., Astoria (718-784-0077}—
Thefilms ofdirector Claire Denis. All films are in
French, with English subtitles. March 18 at 2:
“Chocolat” (1988). # March 18 at 4: “Keep It for
Yourself” (1991) and “The HoopSkirt” (1992). #
March 19 at 2: “I Can’t Sleep” (1994). # March
19 at 4:30: “No Fear, No Die” (1990).

 

true METROPOLITAN
MUSEUM OF ART
Ceaects

Dnne aee

Tickets not required for special exhibitions.
HenMatisse, The Young Sailor906, The Metropolitan Museum of Ar, lacques and Natasha Gelman Colection, 198
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ANTHOLOGYFILM ARCHIVES
32 Second Ave., at 2nd St. (505-5110)—March 16
at 7 and 9: “Madein U.S.A.” (1966, Jean-
Luc Godard;in French). ¢ March17 at 7 and9:
“TheDistant Journey”(1948,Alfred Radok). +
‘Through March 26: “The HavanaFilm Festivalin
New York,”a selection offeatures, shorts, and an-
mations representing forty-one years of Cuban
cinema. The festival opens on March18 at 7 with
a screening of Juan Padron’s parodyof gangster
films, “Vampires in Havana”(1985; in Spanish),
BAM ROSE CINEMAS

30 Lafayette Ave., Brooklyn (718-623-2770)—
March 15 at 7 and 9:30: “Personals” (1998, Mi-
chael Sargent). # March 16-17 at 4:30 and 8 and
March 18-19 at2, 5:20, and 8:45: “The Saragossa
Manuscript” (1965, Wojciech Has; in Polish). #
‘Twofilms with soundtracks composedby Philip
Glass. March 20 at 4:30, 7, and 9:30: “Candy-
man”(1992, Bernard Rose). # March 21 at 7 and
9:30: *Mishima: A Life in Four Chapters” (1985,
PaulSchrader). Schrader and Glass will introduce
the 7:00screening.
FILM FORUM

W. Houston St. west of Sixth Ave. (727-8110)—
Through April 6: The “Neo-Noit” film festival, a
selectionoffilms that reinterpretthe classic noir el-
ements ofcrime, corruption, and paranoia. March
15: “Klute” (1971, Alan J. Pakula) and “Cruising”
(1980, William Friedkin). # March 16: “Hard
Eight”(t) and “House of Games” (1987, David
Mamet). ¢ March 17-18: “The Last Seduction”
(1994, John Dahl) and “Red Rock West” (1993,
Dahl). # March 19: “Jackie Brown” (1997, Quen-
tin Tarantino). ¢ March 20: “Dirty Harry” (+) and
“Death Wish” (1974, Michael Winner). # March
21: “The HotSpot” (1990, Dennis Hopper) and
“The Underneath”(1994,Steven Soderbergh).
FLORENCE GOULD HALL

55 E, 59th St. (355-6160)—March 14 at 12:30,
3:30, 6:30, and 9: “Les Silences duPalais” (1996,
Moufida Tlatis in French).
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART

Roy and Niuta Titus Theatres, 11 W. 53rd St. (708-
9480)—Through April: “From Automatic Vaude-
ville to the Seventh Art: Cinema’s Silent Years,
1893-1928.” March 16 at 1 and March 18 at 2:30:
“Napoléon Vu par Abel Gance” (1927, Gance). #
March 16 at 6 and March 17 at 2:30: “Tokyo Cho-
rus” (1931, Yasujito Ozu). ¢ March 17 at 6 and
March 19 at i
March 17 at “Intolerance”(1916, D.W. Grif
fith). ¢ March 17 at 8:“Civilization” (1916, Thomas
H.Ince, Raymond B. West, and Reginald Barker). #
March 18 at 2: “Seventh Heaven” (1927, Frank
‘Borzage). # March 18 at 5 and March 21 at 6: “Don
Juan” (1927, Alan Crosland). # March 18 at 6: “The
Coward” (1915, Barker). # March 19 at 2: “Les
Deux Timides” (1929, René Clair). # March 19 at 5:
“Ella Cinders” (1926,Alfred Green). # March 19 at
§ and March 20 at 2:30: “Flesh and the Devil”
(1926, Clarence Brown). # March 20 at 6 and
March 21 at 2:30; “Humoresque” (1920, Borzage)..
SYMPHONY SPACE

2537 Broadway(864-1414)—Thefilms ofJohn Wa-
ters and Pedro Almodovar. March 21 at 7: “Mata-
dor” (1986, Almodévar; in Spanish). # March 21
at 9:15: “Desperate Living” (1977, Waters).
WALTER READE THEATRE

Lincoln Center (875-5600}—Through March 19:
“Rendez-Vous with French Cinema Today,” a pro-
gram of contemporary French films. All films are in
French, with English subtitles, March 15 at 1 and
6:15 and March 18 at 2: “Pas de Scandale” (1999,
Benoit Jacquot), # March 15 at 3:30 and March 19
at 2: “La Puce” (1999, Emmanuelle Bercot) and
“Les Vacances” (1999, Bercot). # March 15 at 9 and
March 18 at 4:15: “Peau d’Homme, Coeur de Béte”
(1999, Hélene Angel). # March 16 at 1 and March
18 at 7: “Le Vent de la Nuit” (1999, Philippe Gar-
rel). # March 16 at 3:30, March 17 at 9, and March
19at 8:45:“C'est Quoi la Vie?” (1999, Frangois
Dupeyron). ¢ March 16 at 9 and March 19 at 3:30:
“Le Créateur” (1999, Albert Dupontel). # March 17
at 1 and 6:15 and March 19 at 6:15: “La Déban-
dade”(1999, Claude Berri), # March 17 at 3:30:
“Belle Maman”(1999, Gabriel Aghion), # March
18 at 9:15: “Peut-Etre” (1999, Cédric Klapisch).

 

 

  

   

 



IF YOU DECIDE TO STAY

AN EXTRA WEEK, IT’S NO PROBLEM.

WE’LL MOVE FAYE DUNAWAY

TO ANOTHER ROOM.

   
  

ONLY HAPPEN HERE
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SOME THINGS CAN

CALL 800-345-2210 OR VISIT US AT WWW.VISITBH.COM FOR YOUR FREE VISITORS’ GUIDE TO BEVERLYHILLS.
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glamour and

style, Beverly Hills’

beauty is legend. In PS

its endlessly chic 5.69 square miles you'll find stunning

celebrities, restaurants, boutiques, spas and hotels. As a city

devoted to the art of luxury, Beverly Hills is also home to

someof the art world’s most renowned museums,galleries

andcultural centers.

Dedicated to perhaps Beverly Hills’ greatest natural

resource, The Academy of Motion Picture Arts and

Sciencesis film buff’s paradise. In addition to free exhibits

andlectures on moviehistory, the Academy, home ofOscar,

features fascinating film-screening displays of the costumes,

scripts,stills and scores from your favoritefilms.If it’s broad-

cast memories you preferto relive, peruse The Museum of

Television & Radie, designed by award-winningarchitect

Richard Meier, andits definitive collection of 75,000classic

radio and television programs and memorabilia.

a
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Gopublic with your passionforart. Every first Saturday of

 THe Beverty Hints Hore THE BEVERLY HILTON

 

Set on 12 acres of lush tropical gardens with
exotic flowers, the Beverly Hills Hotelis a
living legend. The Grande Dameof Beverly
Hills’ hotels. A Five-Star hotel with 203
suites and bungalowsthat have been home
to internationalroyalty, stars of stage and
screen, and captains of industry. And now,
after two years of restoration, the Beverly
Hills Hotelis granderthan ever.
(310) 276-2251 or (800) 283-8885

PNTCO aOvi
Eenesterect

(310) 277-5221 » (800) 535-4715

agaee
125S. Spalding Drive

ELPyAme RGNemia

Located in the heart of Beverly Hills, Merv
Griffin's Four-Star, Four-Diamondhotelis the
crossroadsofhospitality and elegance. And
with state-ofthe-art in-room conveniences,
heated pool, the new Coconut Club and
Trader Vic's award-winning restaurant fea-
turing international cuisine and Polynesian
ambiance all under one roof, The Beverly
Hiltonis an idealplaceto stay.
(800) HILTONSor(310) 274-7777

BLUE Soren ea)
esteeramete

erashaggcayaOl

Beverly Hills’ newest5-star hotel, L'Ermitage
Beverly Hills is located on beautiful Burton
Way, walking distance to the famous
Rodeo Drive, unique boutiques, galleries
and museums. Theartistic and contempo-
rary décor of the hotel offers an Asian
ambiance. Beautiful artwork 1s displayed
throughout, highlighting the hotel's
elegant simplicity.
(310) 278-3344 or (800) 800-2113

Micias)aVsingaOlea welelse
Oe ecmens

eiPrabaLeatCO EyerEos
No 



SPECIAL ADVERTISING SECTION

5 CNET
the month, in Beverly Hills’ Civic Center, the city hosts a

docentled free Public Arts Walking Tour. You'll see

up-close works by such master sculptors as Rodin, Henry

Moore, Isamu Noguchi and Claes Oldenburg. Or have an

Affaire in the Gardens the third weekend in May and

October, judging for yourself the juried selections at this

biannualoutdoorartfair.

To bring homea bit of Beverly Hills’ world-class art, stop

by premier galleries Gagosian Gallery and Grant Selwyn

Fine Art. Ortakein the bidding at Christie’s or Sotheby’s

internationally renowned auction houses.

Why not conclude your arts tour with a visit to other

cultural attractions on Beverly Hills’ glittering horizon? The

Los Angeles County MuseumofArtis just 5 minutes away.

So is the Getty Center, a heavenly hilltop vision in white

marble andglass, also designed by Meier. The Getty offers

a world-class art collection and panoramic vistasof the city,

mountainsand Pacific Ocean.

 

Call (800) 345-2210

or visit www.visitbh.com for
more information about

Beverly Hills’
cultural highlights.  

The only Five-Star, FiveDiamondhotel in
Southern California, the Peninsula Beverly
Hills is an oasis of luxury and personal
service. And whetheryoustayin oneof the
Peninsula’s elegant rooms, spacioussuites
orpalatial detachedvillas, youwill feel as if
youarein a romantic world of your own,
nestled amidst luxurious gardens and
subdued elegance.
(310) 551-2888 or (800) 462-7899

THE BEVERLY CRESCENT
409

(sOPZveeena tePom iacy

Horet Det Flores

Located onthe corner of Rodeo Drive and
Wilshire Boulevard, The Regent Beverly
Wilshire looks out on a world of excite-
ment and sophistication. Perhaps that is
whythis historic hotel has been home to
kings and queens, celebrities, dignitaries
and discerning travelers from around the
world since 1928.

(310) 275-5200 - (800) 421-4354 (within
California) - (800) 427-4354(outside California)
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THE RADISSON BEVERLY
PAVILLION HOTEL
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

COMMENT
DOUBLE TROUBLE

  
T2 by two, they marchedinto the

ark, and two bytwotheycontinue
to comeat us. This thoughtis pressed
forcefully by the news that two musical
versionsof “The Wild Party,” that odd
bit of Jazz Age doggerel by Joseph
Moncure March,are about to openin

NewYork, or, rather, that one version
has opened and anotheris just aboutto.
Howis it, one wonders, that such a
thing can happen? The poem, which
wasn't exactly “Paradise Lost” to begin
with, has been lying around since the
twenties.Men havebeen born and have
died, “Oklahoma!” has opened and
“Dude”hasclosed, and throughoutall

that time no one has thought, Ah, an
all-singing version of “The Wild
Party’—the very thing for the Ameri-
can musical theatre. And then,all at
once, two companies independently
come up with the idea. What syn-
chronicity is at work to make an idea

z just barely worth having once suddenly
3 happentwice?

Thefirst thing to noteis thatthisis
merely theall-singing version of what

a has by now becomea general principle
g ofreplication, of the absolute twoness
& of absolutely everything. Senator Gores
= came in twos and so do Candidate

B
A
C
H

Clintons, and President Bushes mayyet
do; but the cineplex provides the real
testing ground. Brian De Palma’s Mars
movie will be followedthis fall by an-
other Mars movie—both having been
shotin Petra, Jordan,the rose-red city
half as old as time, whichis, apparently,
a double for the red planet. We've had
two Wyatt Earp movies, two volcano
movies, and not just two cosmic-de-
bris-crashing-into-earth movies but
two cosmic-debris-crashing-into-
earth-plan-to-nuke-it-fails-then-sur-
prise!-succeeds-at-the-very-last-sec-
ond movies. And there are equally
menacing developments in book pub-
lishing: two new translations of the
Bhagavad Gita are now hurtling to-
ward the bookstores. (Time to send
Bruce Willis up again with the nukes.)
We'll have two R-EK. biographies, two

  

Maobiographies, and two Ruskin bio-
graphies, as last yearwe hadtwolives of
the French writer whom,as it happens,
nobody in America reads but every-
body wants to read about. The well-
lined old girl had beensitting around
foryears, unnoticed beyondthe walls of
the Palais-Royale, and suddenly we
were in Colette City.

This is a small version ofa big prob-
lem.It recalls the nineteenth-century
suspicion that weare creaturesofa force
greater than us—call it History, call it
the Spirit of the Age,call it C.A,A—
which speaks and makes everything
walk in one direction, leaving double
footprints in the sand. Go toJordan and
makeaMars movie, it says. Western civ-

ilizationarrivesatits necessary moment
and, just as Leibniz and Newton were

boundto inventthe calculus at the very
sametime, determines that one producer

is boundto put “The Wild Party” on in
a NewYork theatre while another pro-
ducerputsit on next door.

But the real mystery isn’t that two
people will come up withthe sameidea;

it’s that nobody is deterred by the pos-
sibility that his or her work may have
become redundant. Forit is inevitably
thecase that somebodygetsit out there
first. Knowing that Scott was on his
wayto the South Pole didn’t stop
Amundsen,and knowing that Amund-
sen, the more experienced man, had
joinedtherace did not,alas, stop Scott.
‘This is whatgives the fighting spirit to
all men whostart out second in a race
with a big idea: who’s to saymy asteroid
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can’t beat your comet, my antz your

bugs, my slightly sleazy Brechtian
Fosse-esque Jazz Age musical your
slightly sleazy Brechtian Fosse-esque
Jazz Age musical? In the event, both
volcano movies spouted money, both
spacerocks struck gold. The road com-
panyof “The Wild Party” will proba-
bly be knocking ’em dead in Minnea-
polis even as the other road company,
of“The Other Wild Party,” is packing
“em inin St. Paul. It is not building a
better mousetrap,but building a second
mousetrap moments after the finish of
the first mouse, that makes redoubled
America secure in the knowledge that
we're No.1.

—Adam Gopnik

WIND ON CAPITOL HILL
A CHAT WITH THE SENIOR,
SENATOR FROM NEW YORK

g

“photonics.” If Hillary Clinton wins
her race for the United States Sen-

ate, this singleword from Senator Daniel
Patrick Moynihan mayendup being as
famous as the advice Benjamin Brad-
dock receives in “The Graduate”: “Plas-
tics.” Chatting in his hideawayoffice in
an unmarked cranny of the Capitol re-
cently, afew days before his seventy-third

birthday, Moynihan exhibited his trade-
mark combination of big-picture cos-
mology andstreet-level smarts. As the
Senatorseesit, photonics—the use of
light rays to transmit data—mayprove
key to the First Lady’s political salvation.

“The problem is, upstate New York
is just being passed by,”Moynihan said.
“Tt’s not that the unemploymentrateis
high, but people are just leaving in
droves. The photonwill be to the next
century what the electron was to the
last, and wecould have a great corridor
for photonics along Route 17’—an
aging highwaythat runseast-west not
far from the Kodak and Xerox facilities
in Rochester. At Moynihan’s urging,
Mrs.Clintonis adoptingthis rather ob-
scure economic-development cause
as her own. “She's found something
that no oneelse has said,” the Senator
asserted of his would-be successor,
whose campaign he views with re-
strained optimism.“She's picked people
she knows and dependson, and she’s a

formidable absorber of information, and
shedid pickup on the upstateNewYork
decline.”

Will Mrs. Clinton win? “New York
mayors don't get elected anything in
NewYorkState,” he said, “and people
with a conspicuous identity outside the
state don’t win,either.” So? “It will be a
veryclose race,” hesaid.

In this year’s Presidential contest,
Moynihanhasbeen perhapsthe best-
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known supporter of his former Senate
colleague Bill Bradley, whose cam-
paign wasclearly in its final days
when wespoke. “This was a wonder-
ful, gallant exercise,” Moynihan said,
“and with a difference ofsix thousand
votes in New Hampshirethings might
have been very different.” According
to Moynihan, Bradley’s hands-on
approach to the details of his cam-
paign helped doom the effort. That
was neverthestyle ofMoynihan cam-
paigns, which were managed by the
Senator's wife, Liz. “Liz always said
the candidate is not allowed to make
any decisions,” Moynihansaid. “They
do whatthey are told, they go where
theyare told, they say what theyare
told. That always worked rather well
for us.”

Moynihan’s legendarily frosty rela-
tions with the Clinton-Gore Adminis-
tration have carried over into the cur-
rent race. In endorsing Bradley last
September, Moynihanasserted that the
Vice-President “can’t win” the Presi-
dency, and Gore’s victory over Bradley
hasn't caused the Senatorto reévaluate
that view—much, “Gore is going to
havea hardtime,” hesaid. “But maybe
Tl be proved wrong again.” As for
the spirited race between George W.
Bush andJohn McCainforthe G.O.P.
nomination, Moynihan had a rather
surprising view. “The fact is that the
Republicans have put up two people,
either of whom would be a fine Presi-
dent,” he said. “Oneof the reasonsit’s
so personal between themisthat there
is solittle political difference between
them.”

Moynihan hasonlyrecently recu-
perated from difficult back operation,
and the suspenders on his tweed pants
were hanging looselyover histall,
spindly frame. Although he’s facing the
last ten monthsofhis twenty-four years
in the Senate, he said he generally sees

things moving in the right direction
these days. “Sometimein thesixties or
seventies, civic reputation in New York
began to accrue to people who pre-
vented things from happening. We're
just getting back from that,” he said.
(His most beloved project, the immi-
nent reconstruction of Pennsylvania
Station, could be Exhibit A.) “There
wasthis idea for a long time that we
couldn't do anything big,” he said, a  
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smileflickering above his checked bow
tie, “but, you know, we'restarting to see
it’s rather nice to do something big.”

—Jeffiey Toobin

THE SPORTING LIFE
AN N.B.A, UNDERSTUDY TAKES
THE COURT

E@®

Fi Bohannon’s brief, happy ca-
reer as aNewYork Knick began one

afternoonlate last month when hear-
rived at practice with the Fort Wayne
Fury, the team he had beenplayingon in
Indiana. The Fury’s coach called him
over and told him that he was wanted in
NewYork that evening. “Stop playing
with me,” Bohannonsays hereplied. The
coach assured himthatthis wasnojoke,
and Bohannon hurried to the airport,
leaving behind the team bus and the
7-Eleven dinnerstops of the Continen-
tal Basketball Association, the N.B.A.s
“developmental league,” for a ten-day
contract with the Knicks. LaGuardiawas
iced in, and he spenteight hours on a lay-
over in Cincinnati. But whenhefinally
arrived in New York, at eleven o'clock
that night, he wassurprised to see that a
car anddriver were waiting to take him to
his hotel. “In the C.B.A., you carry your
own bags,” Bohannonsays.

player ona ten-day N.B.A. contract
is basketball’s equivalent of a Broadway
understudy; it’s a stopgaphire tofill a ros-
ter spot whena player is injured—inthis
case, Marcus Camby, whohadstrained a

ligamentin his knee.The Knicks retained
Bohannon,whois twenty-six, primarily
to play the part of Cambyin practice.
The moneywas good (the league mini-
mumforten daysis nearly twenty-three
thousanddollars), and Bohannon was
well suited for the role. Heis tall and
rangyand,like Camby, is an energetic
presencenear the backboard.

In addition to the Fury, Bohannon’s
basketball résumé includes two high
schools and the universities of Arizona
and Tennessee. Hehas beenon twoother
N.B.A.teams,the Indiana Pacers and the
Washington Wizards, though he hardly
playedat all—four minutes in twogames
with the Wizards. For a professional bas-
ketball player, he is something of an

46 THE NEW YORKER, MARCH 20, 2000

ascetic. Helives alone in FortWayne, and
his only family is the grandmother who
raised him. In New York, when he was
notatpractice, hewas in his hotelroom in
White Plains, watchingtapes ofgames to

prepare forpractice. “T wouldn'tknow one
part ofNewYork from the next,” hesaid.
“I don't hang outanddothe other things.”

Bohannon understood that after
Camby’s knee healed the Knicks would
mostlikelyno longerrequire hisservices.
Buthe wasin no hurry toleave. Sitting
ona bench in the Knicks locker room,in
frontof a locker that bore his name on a
metal plate, he said that he had seen
otherplayers return “down there” to the
C.B.A., crushed by the realization that
the N.B.A. no longerwanted them. “You
have players who comeback andgo into
a shell—T'm here again,” he said. The
Knicks trainer, Mike Saunders, walked
byto hand outpaychecks, and Bohannon
accepted his envelope with thetired non-
chalance ofhis new teammates.

“T dontt lookat this as a ten-day,” Bo-
hannon wenton. “A lot of people don’t
understand the opportunity they have in
life.” He played ferociously in practice,
once knocking a backboard screw loose in
aslam dunk. In pre-gameshoot-arounds,
he was thelast player to leave the court. In
warmups,heretrievedtheball for Patrick
Ewing, so that the team’s remote star
would not have to doit himself.The other
players, Bohannonwasquick to say, had
been cordial and encouraging. “Larry
Johnsontalks to meall thetime,”hesaid.
During games,hesat on the floorat the
far edge of the bench,as if he did not
wantto get in the way.

“I’m having a great time. This is
where I’m supposedto be,” he said,
sounding like a man whobelieved that a
lapse in confidence mightjeopardize his
chanceofstaying on. On the tenth and
final day of his contract, Camby’s knee
wasnotyet healed, andthe Knicks signed
Bohannonfor anotherstint.

They also rewarded him with a chance
to play. He appeared twiceon the Garden
floor, both timesin the closing minutes of
routs by the Knicks. Bohannon played
like a man eager to impress—hands in the
air on defense,running thefloor, falling as

hefoughtfora rebound. Andlast week, in
an otherwise forgettable gameagainstthe
Vancouver Grizzlies, he scored his first
three points in the N.B.A.

—Michael Shapiro 

heryl Mendelson is the author of
thestrangely compelling newbook

“Home Comforts,” a manual about
housekeepingwhich aimsto reintroduce
the pleasures ofhand washing andlinen
folding andtable setting to modern folk
who have become dependent upon an
efflorescent service economy, with its dry
cleaners and maids and Chinese-food
delivery guys. Cheryl Mendelsonis also
the wife of Edward Mendelson,a pro-
fessor at Columbia University, who is
the biographer of W. H. Auden andthe
executor ofAuden'sliterary estate.

 

Thecoincidenceof the Mendelsons’
interests is a provocative one, since
Cheryl Mendelsontakes neatnikness to
a level that almost qualifies as camp:
“You need not wash the freezer every
week,” she writes, as if doing such a
thing had ever occurred to you. Auden,
on the other hand, was the authorof a

cycle of love poems about his home,
“Thanksgiving for a Habitat,” who was
nonetheless notoriously slovenly in his
housekeeping habits. In an oft-repeated
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‘Tm a Reagan Republican. That’probably why Ismileandwaveforno reason.”

story, Vera Stravinsky, while visiting
Auden’s apartmenton St. Mark’s Place,

found what she thought was a bowl of
dirty water on the bathroom floor and
flushed it down thetoilet, only to dis-
cover that it was, in fact, a chocolate

pudding she was to have beenserved for
dessert.

Edward Mendelsonrecently sat
downin the couple’s extremely neat
Upper WestSide kitchen (“When you
finally achieve a modus vivendi with
your kitchen, you have been accultur-
ated”—“Home Comforts,” page 103),
poured coffee into attractive earthen-
ware cups (“Whenyouhavevisitors in
your home for more than a few min-
utes, hospitality calls for you to offer
them refreshment”—page70), and dis-
cussed the poet’s reputation for slob-
bishness, which, he insisted, has been
exaggerated. “The reports of Auden’s
horrible housekeeping tend to come
from deeply fastidious people, like the
Stravinskys, who carried around their

own medicinechest,”hesaid. “His home
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wascozy. I know lot of people never
seemed to notice that it was messy.”
Contrary to an accountoffered by Rob-
ert Craft, Stravinsky's protégé and biog-
rapher,of having a drink chezAuden—
Craft says that one first had to find a
glass and emptyit ofcigarette butts—
Mendelson said, “Cups were not used

for ashtrays.An ashtraywasdisplayed. It
was a Vesuviusofcigarette butts, but it
was an ashtray.”

Mendelson admitted, though, that
Auden’s apartmentwas dirty,When he
first visited St. Mark’s Place, in thelate
sixties, “There were cracks in the glass
onthe dining-roomtable, andall the
cracks were filled with crumbs.”Clearly,
Audenhad notlearned the lesson on
page 60 of Mrs. Mendelson’s book:
“You can brush the crumbsinto a tray
used for that purpose or into a plate.”
Audenwouldlikely not have cared for
the book’s bedroom guidelines,either,

which admonish, on page 663, “Don't
put bags, purses,briefcases, shoes, and
similar things on the bed; they have

beenon too manyfloors,sidewalks, and

other questionable places.” “Auden
liked heavy weight on the bed,” Men-
delsonsaid. “Manyvisitors have reported
comingin andfinding that Auden had
piled the rug on thebed,as well as the
blankets.” Nor, it seems, would the ad-
vice on page 104—“Whenyouare cook-
ing something complicated, there
is nothing like being surrounded by
towering heaps of food-encrusted
bowls and pots to give you a panicky
feeling”—have got much attention in
the Auden household.“In the summer
of 1972, I wentto visit Auden in his
house in Austria,” Mendelson said.

“There were papers strewnall over, and
the kitchen was an appalling mess of
dirty dishes, out ofwhich Chester Kall-
man’—Auden's longtime companion—
“produced this staggeringlydelicious
turkey-and-veal sausage. I was struck
by the degree of amazingly delicate
cuisine that came out of this messy
kitchen,which I supposeis the analogue
of the poems coming outof the messy
household.”

Audenonce told Edmund Wilson
that he hated living in such disorder
but that it was the only way he could
work. If his shade were to come back
andvisit the Mendelson home,itwould
likely have to throw a few books and
pots around in order to produce any
poetry. The book-lined apartmentis
sprawling andlight-filled andvery tidy,
though not oppressively so.A cleaning
lady comes in for about four hours a
week, but otherwise the Mendelsons
do the chores, and they save many of
the worst ones, like scrubbing the kitchen
floor, for themselves.

In spite of Cheryl Mendelson’s as-
cendanceas a kind of Martha Stewart
for the Ph.D.set, Edward Mendelson

claimsthat he was the morefastidious of
the pair when theyfirst met, a decade
ago.“I had an Indian bedspread, the pat-
tern ofwhich included a rectangle that
wasexactly the samesize as the bed, and
I wasvery particular aboutinsuring that
the pattern lined up correctly with the
edgesof the bed,” hesaid, smiling at the
follies ofbachelorhood.That bedspread,
he added,is long gone. Then Professor
Mendelson offered more coffee, and,it
seemed, an inward thanksgiving for a
habitatof his own.

—Rebecca Mead
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THE CAMPAIGN
AUTHENTIC IS OUT, AND THE
RACE WILL ONLY GET UGLIER

n the moments before John McCain
and George W.Bush began their de-

bate in South Carolina on February 15th,
there wasa terse butinstructive exchange
between the two men. Bush had just
unleashed his astonishing post-New
Hampshire assault; surrogates were al-
ready accusing McCain of abandoning
his fellow Vietnam veterans,of favor-
ing the “union bosses” and waffling on
abortion, and of other assorted acts of
personal depravity. “George,” McCain
greeted his opponentsoftly, reproach-
fully, shakinghis head.

“John,” Bush responded,with appar-
entsorrow, “it’s politics.”

“George,” McCain said quietly, jaw
taut, “everything isn’t politics.”

In the most exquisite shorthand imag-
inable, the two Republicans had crystal-
lized therecent political season, which
ended with a sickening thud on Super
‘Tuesday—the essence not just of their
race but of the Democratic contest be-
tween Al Gore and Bill Bradley as well.
Both of these campaigns were mostly
concerned with matters of style,butstyle
in its most profound sense—the question,
of howpoliticianstalk to us and how they
comport themselves. The race was so
compelling because the public was of-
fered competing romantic and pragmatic
visions ofpublic life. Romance lost.

For Bush and Gore,“politics” is an
impersonal, somewhatalien exercise—
synthetic, distasteful, but necessary as a
means to the endofvictory. Their cam-
paignsconsisted oftransparentploys and
talking points, and not muchelse. They
are political holograms, images built for
the arena,down to the waytheydress. For
the romantic challengers, by contrast,

“politics”was a calling that could be men-
tioned in the same breath as “honor’—
both qualities were integral to their quirky
personalities, and their personalities were
integral to their quirky campaigns. Mc-
Cainprovidedthebreathless public spec-
tacle of a warriorin full flight, speaking
his mind, heedless of the consequences.
Bradley’s was a less gaudy but noless
courageousdrama:thatofa private man

offering himself withoutfrills, driven
purely by the substanceof his beliefs.
Therewas an arrogance inherentin both
visions, an arrogancethatwas at the root
oftheir respective failures—because, in
the end,the natural tics and spikes and
troughs of their personalities required
more patience andeffort from the public,
and offered fatter targets to their oppo-
nents, than the burnished,tactical cyni-

cism thatfuelled the winning campaigns.
Unfortunately, it seems that Bush and

Gorehavelearned the sameprofoundly
depressinglesson from their near-death
experiences: the way to win is to be
as unlike Bradley and McCain as possi-
ble. Spontaneity is dangerous; candoris
ridiculous;the appearance of authentic-

‘
Al Goreand George W.Bush

ity is useful, butan afterthought; tough-
ness is far more important than righ-
teousness. And anything you can get
away with is permissible—changes of
wardrobe and personality, warp-speed
conversions on matters of substancelike
campaign-finance reform,even the politi-
cizingofbreast cancer, (Bushlater admit-
ted thathis ads accusing McCainofcut-
ting funding for breast-cancer research
were misleading.)

As result, it is likely that the next six

months will be as depressing as thelastsix
were exhilarating. The commonbeliefin
the political communityis thatthe general
election will be latrine, and that is un-
doubtedlytrue: the predictable, heavily
scripted jabs have already begun. In the

first two interviews I saw Al Gore give
after Super Tuesday, he used the phrase
“risky tax scheme” no fewer than four
timesto describe George Bush’s proposed
tax cut; Bush will pulverize the phrase “no
controlling legal authority”to similar ef-
fect. Even mostefforts by the candidates
to appear positive and substantive will, in
truth, be tactical and negative: Gore’s im-
mediate challenge to Bush to drop soft-
moneycontributions and thirty-second
television ads and to debate twice a week
was offered solely to put Bush on the de-
fensive.(Itworked against Bradley, sowhy
nottry it again?) It is possible, but not
likely, that at timesthe campaign will drift
into the appearance of a real debate—
each man hasdistinctideas about educa-
tion, Social Security, and economic pol-
icy—butsuch debates will be crippled,as
the health-insurance debate between
Bradleyand Gore was,bythe candidates’
unwillingness to spend as much time ex-
plaining their own ideas as they do at-
tacking their opponent's plans.

George W. Bushwill be at a distinct
disadvantage in such a contest. Al Gore
has proved himself brilliantat this game.
Overthe past few months, his aggression
has been exceedinglyartful: he distorted
the substance of Bradley’s proposals and
picked awayat the peripheryofhis leg-
islative record, but neverattacked the for-
merSenator personally. Bush was more
desperate, and less honorable,fending off
McCain. Healso betrayed,from time to
time, stray wisps of humanity—embar-
rassment, dumb pride (that smirk), im-
plicit remorse (“John,it’s politics”), and
even a certain willfulness in spending so
much timetalking aboutissues (remedial

education,charitable socialwork) oflim-

ited interest to Republican audiences.
Oneimagines that Bush, a genuinely
congenial fellow, has been severely dis-
comforted by the campaign that he has
beenforced to run. Butthere will be no
roomfor such personal luxuries as discom-
fort or humanityin this election. Al Gore
will not waste time in self-indulgence.
Hewill notrisk letting us get to know, or
Jove, or even like him. Hewill attempt to
demonstrate his fitness forofficeby prov-
ing George W. Bush’s weakness, and
Bushwill do the same.It won't be any-
thingpersonal, of course.Just politics.

—Joe Klein  
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LIFE AND LETTERS

THE FAMOUS SEAMUS
Theauthor recallsgrowing up with Ireland’ Nobellaureate in Literature.

BY SEAMUS DEANE

 

Heaney didn'tplayfootball, andmusically he was hopeless. Photograph by Steve Pyke.

ournalist to famous and tired-of-
being-asked-it comedian: “Tell me, sir,

‘whatis the secret of—”
Comedian, impatiently: “Timing,

timing.”
‘That's one of Seamus Heaney’sjokes.

Once he had become famous, he told
jokes, with a nice smirk ofirony, about
famouspeoplebeingpestered. He began
to be famousin 1966,after the publica-
tion ofhis first volumeof poems,“Death
of a Naturalist.” I've now known thefa-
mousSeamus, “Seamus Heaney,”longer
thanI knew him before the fame, when
he wasjust Seamus Heaney or Seamus
Justin Heaney, or Heaney, S.J., as his name
appeared on examinationlists at schools
anduniversities thatwe attended together
for elevenyears. Ifyou were named Sea-
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mus,you needed another initial, to dis-
tinguish you from the throng of Sea-
muses that emerged in Northern Ireland
in thethirties and forties and have con-
tinued to emerge ever since. The name
Seamuswasthe Irish version of James
anda signal that the Northern Irish Cath-
olic communitywas loyal to the Gaelic,
and nottothe British, accountofthings.

Iremembermydistress onbeingtold that
Seamuswas nota real Gaelic nameatall.
Legend hadit thatit derivedfromJames,
indeed, but from the English James:

KingJamesII, the one who,bylosing to
the Dutch King William of Orange,in
1690,insured the Protestant succession
in England anda version ofit in Ire-
land—whenceall our woe. And, because
that KingJames had been such a wimp,

he wascalled Seamus a’Chaca, mean-
ing Shitty Seamus. Nota noblelineage.

Christ,it’s near time that somesmallleak
wassprung,

In the great dykes the Dutchman made
‘To damthe dangerous tide that followed

Seamus.

That poem,“Whatever You Say Say
Nothing,” was published in 1975 in a
volumecalled “North.”The first poem in
thatvolume,“Singing School,”was ded-
icated to me and rememberedthelocal
Protestantmilitia, the B-Specials, a thug-
gish lot whopatrolled the roads at night
during andafter the I.R.A. launched a
campaign at the end of 1956. To be
called Seamus then was a giveaway, and
identified you as a Catholic, or a Fenian,
ora Teague:

“What’s your name, driver?”
“Seamus...”

Seamus?

It was a namethat always seemed to
need a qualifier of some kind, even if
only a raised eyebrow, until Heaney
madeit rhyme with “famous.” Thenthe
name Seamuswas his in a special way. 1
became Seamus ei/e—Irish for “the other
Seamus.” A nice qualifier. Otherhood
via brotherhood.

eamus Heaney and I metat St. Col-
umb’s College, in 1950,when hewas

eleven years old and I wasten. St. Col-
umb’s College is a diocesan grammar
schoolfor boys in the city of Derry (as
wecalled it), or Londonderry(as the of-
ficial title had it). Derryis only a few
miles from the border that separates
NorthernIreland from the Republic of
Ireland. It has a historical resonance for
Protestants, because they endureda fa-
mous siege there in 1689 by the Catholic
armies of King JamesII, and also for

Catholics, because between 1922 and

1972thecity wasnotoriousfor discrim-
inating against the local Catholic major-
ity. The Protestants remained in power
byopenly gerrymanderingtheelections.

Although someof the teachers at
St. Columb’s were laymen,the president

in those days was always a priest, and
the school, like all Catholic schools in
Northern Ireland,was controlled by the
Catholic hierarchy and, specifically and ==
beadily, by the local bishop, His Lord- =
ship Neil Farren, who was a small round $
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man with a piping voice and an air of
implacable authority.

The school was divided between
boarders and dayboys. I was a day boy; I
came from thecity. Boarders came from
thecity’s hinterland—in County Derry
and County Donegal. The countryside
that the boarders camefrom seemed to
the day boys strange, and indicated a
wildness. Beyondthecity, all civility
ceased. Heaney wasa boarder from Bel-
laghy, which was near Swatragh and
Maghera and Magherafelt, on the far
side of the mountain range. The names
ofthoseplaces, with all their “gh”s squat-
ting on wide vowels, seemed designed
for the boarders’ accents. Boarders talked
so slowly that sometimes you thought a
sentence had been spoken whenin fact
only place-namehad been.The names
seemed to be divided equally between
liquid, or open-vowelled, and frozen, or
consonantal, combinations. This,for in-
stance, was how Heaney later described

thelocal river, the Moyola:

The tawny guttural water
spells itself: Moyola
is its own score and consort,

bedding thelocale
in the utterance,
reed music, an old chanter

breathingits mists
through vowels and history.   

   

This was in contrast with another
local name, Broagh:

its low tattoo
among the windy boortrees
and rhubarb-blades

ended almost
suddenly,like thatlast
gh the strangers found
difficult to manage.

‘he fate of boarders seemed to us
day boys a dismal one. They lodged

in thecollege, ate thelousy food, andhad
to attend regular supervised homework
sessions before and after dinner; their
sole recreation seemed to be walking
around the looped driveways that encir-
cled the wide, sloping lawn in front of
the college buildings. Years later, when I
read Heaneyon Wordsworth,| smiled at
how he concentrated on Wordsworth’s
habit of composing “somehow aided by
the automatic, monotonous turns and
returns of the walk.” This was Words-
worth as boarder, Heaneyfied into that
forever ambling monotonythat seemed
to metypical of the boarders’ existence
whenclass was over.

Dayboys escaped at 3:30 PM., or later
ifwe stayed to play socceron thebumpy,
grassless, stone-studdedpitches that
wereofficially used for Gaelic football.
Gaelic football, a cross between soccer

|

andrugby, was for the country boys,the
boarders; day boys played soccer—al-
though someteachers jeered at our lack
ofnational spirit or at our sly evasiveness
when we were faced with the uncom-
promising physical confrontation that
Gaelicfootball involved.

Heaney didn’t playfootball, either
soccer or Gaelic, except when required.
He would smile from thesidelines. He
had boarder friends—Hugh Bredin
(now a philosopher), Tom Mullarkey
(nowan architect), Desmond Kavanagh
(nowan orthodontist)—andthey spoke
a strange language among themselves,
switching from jokes to bog Latin and
on to composite phrasings that included
French andIrish, English and Latin, and
maybe some Greek. They had crystal
sets in the dorms,on which theylistened
to—what? Radio Athlone,the national
station of the Free State? The BBC? I
imagined that they had a splintered,
ethereal vision of the world beyond as
it camehissing through those clever
and pathetic sets. Whereas we, the day
boys, went homeandlistened to the loud
popular-music world of Radio Luxem-
bourg on our regular valve radios.

That distinction between boarders
and day boys becamefor Heaneyand me
a convention within which we described
our differences. Each ofus could carica-
ture himself happily: Heaney slow, calm,
solid, country-cunning; Deane quick,
volatile, city-smart. Heaney had bulk; 1
was a wisp. Musically,hewas hopeless: he
liked comic ballads and knewall the
words, and hedid céi/ydancing—a kind of
traditional crossroads dancit hereas
I liked anything from Peggy Lee to the
jazz of Django Reinhardt and Cannon-
ball Adderley and the arias of Caruso,
Bjérling, and Tagliavini. I knewthe op-
era music from 78 rp.m.records belong-
ing to one of myfather’s brothers. Both
Heaney and I were satisfied that such a
shorthand was available to us. Each could
be the other's Other, the other Seamus.

Once we almoststarred together, in
“The Merchantof Venice.” But we got
only as far as an audition on the school
stage, where a pile of cushions formed
theset. Theclass was watching. A love
scene. Heaneywas Lorenzo, IwasJessica.

Shirt-sleeved, I lay backon the cushions
and put myleft hand behind my head,
the elbowcrooked. In my right hand I
held a purplerose. Heaney’s face, crowned
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by a tricornered hat with fraying gold
stitching, leaned over me. He was con- |
trolling himself, just. I closed myeyes.

“Nearer,” shouted a voice. “Get closer.”
Icould feel his breath on mycheek.

He made a noise. Swallowinghis spittle.
“Sit,Jess—”
Hisvoice broke and he half fell on

me.We were bothhelpless foramoment. |
“Stop thatat once. Start again. Both

of you. Stop giggling like schoolgirls.” |
‘Thevoice camefrom below thestage.

Rusty Gallagher, the teacher whoalways
produced the Christmasplay,was there,
his neck twitchinginsidehis tight, striped
collar, as usual,

“Right,Jessica, recline. Re-cline!”
I reclined. 1 tried to imagine I was

being kissed bya girl I knew. It almost
worked for a moment. ThenI felt and
heard Heaney’s voice again.

“Sit, Jessica. Look how the floor of
heaven...”
He movedhis hand, and his weight

fell on myleg fora moment.
“Jesus, you gom.”
Werolled aboutlaughing. Rustywas

really angry now, standing above us on
the stage, his crinkled reddish hair show-
ing little beads of sweatatthe roots.We
had beenrehearsingall morning and he
‘waspastit.

“Getup, the two of you. You're out.
Maybeyou can makeit as stagehands—
that'd bethe height ofyour powers. Hea-
ney, I'm disappointed in you. I thought |
you had more sense. And nicelittle
Jessica you'd have been, too,” he said,
pulling myear. “If only you could speak
twoconsecutive words.”

Tt was in our last twoyears in St. Col-
umb’s, 1956 and 1957, that wereally
began to know each other.We bothwon
university scholarships but delayed tak-
ing them up,andstayed onfor an extra,
transitional year. In an Englishclass we |
took together, there were only four of
us—Michael Cassoni, PaddyMullarkey,
Heaney, and me. Cassoni andI were the
day boys. Cassoni wassocially smooth,
fondofpokerandgirls. He wasn't really
interested in school. Mullarkey was al-
mostshyly pragmatic. For him,literature |
was a bit airy-fairy. That left Heaney
and meand our teacher, Sean B. O'Kelly,
who was a man of such sweetness and
enthusiasm that evenatsixteen or sev-
enteenyears of age we appreciated how
fortunate we wereto have him. He took
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us through Chaucer's “General Pro-
logue” to the “CanterburyTales,”“Ham-
let,” “Paradise Lost,” Wordsworth and

Keats, Lamb and Hazlitt, Hardy, Hop-
kins, Shelley, Tennyson, and Arnold.
Since our scholarships had already been
won,allwe needed to aim forwas a State
Exhibition,a sort of super-scholarship,
which provided an additional financial
boon.It wasa perfect year. Heaney and I
becamefastfriends.

T rememberreading Hazlitt, and of
his recognition that the memory of the
sun coming through the window ofthe
blue room wherehefirst read Rousseau
wasforever afterward partof his under-
standing of Rousseau’s work. It seemed
so obviously true to us then, reading his
essays in the red octavoedition we used,
with its close-printed pages, Sean B. half
leaning out the window into the incom-
ing sunlight with a haze of motes danc-
ing overhissuit, Heaney crouched slightly
over thebookbeside me, the town spread

out belowthe hill where the schoolstood,
Weabsorbed those texts deeply, drank
themlike hottea and thenfelt the faint
sweatof pleasure comeout on ourskin
as they reacted within us. Even when
we giggled at the occasional sentence
(“Thoseare the Irishman’s balls”was one:
Hazlitt’s description of Cavanagh, the
fives player), or at an error in reading
“Hamlet” aloud (“And in the cup an
onionshall he throw’—“onion” instead
of “union”), the glee then becamepart of
the text thereafter. Heaney misremem-
bered this in his poem “Granite Chip”:

Saying An union in the cup I'll throw
Uhave hurt my hand, pressing it hard

around
this bit hammered off Joyce’s Martello
Tower.

In reading these authors, with their
heavily impregnatedallusions and ref-
erences, we gazed as througha lattice at
the mysterious world of writing, where
people with nameslike Sir Thomas
Browne, George Herbert, Beaumont
and Fletcher, John Dryden, moved
dimly amongtheir titles and citations.
Now and then, a chill came off the

page. In Hardy’s “The Woodlanders,”
an early sequence of wordsrolled out
like a premonition. To move from the
Hintock plantationto the deserted high-
way, Hardywrote, involved the “exchange
bythe actof a singlestride the simple
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NIGHTS OF ’57

It wasn't asphodel but mown graSS
Wepracticed on each night after night prayers
Whenwelapped thecollege front lawn in bare feet,

Heel-boneand heart-thud, open-mouthedfor summer.
The older I get, the quicker and the closer
Thear thoselaboring breaths andfeel the coolth.

absence ofhuman companionshipfor an
incubusofthe forlorn.” Sean B. O'Kelly
read thatout; | remember looking side-
wise at Heaneyand found that he was
looking sidewise at me. Theair between
us was cold. Sean B.asked usifweliked
it.We shook our heads.We didn’tlike it,
butwe were impressedbytheforce with.
which we didn't. So small and tight was
our knowledge thatwe heard in Hardy's
words echoes of our other authors:
Keats's “forlorn”in his “Ode to a Night-
ingale,” Wordsworth’s large therapies of
recovery in “Tintern Abbey’—a poem
we knew byheart. I think itwas the first
timea literaryworkmade mefeel miser-
able andisolated, and I saw Heaney re-
sisting the misery andisolation, then
accepting them, then overriding them.
I recognized then—also for the first
time—why Heaney respondedso fully,
with suchtimbre, to Wordsworth. Like
Wordsworth, Heaneywas ofthe healing
schoolof readers and writers.

Despite the fact that we were en-
vironed by examinations, I remember

those last years at schoolas leisurely, lit-
erary, almost excessively privileged. It
‘was nota matterof ignoring the outside
world; that would have been difficult,
even for adolescents. In 1957, an LR.A.
campaign had just begun, and the local
police were more aggressively sectarian
thaneverbefore, especially at night; un-
employmentin our area was running at
nearly fifty per cent, housing was ap-
palling; discrimination, with a Sten gun
behindit, was what we knew of British
democracy—with oneglorious excep-
tion. That was the introduction of the
welfare state, the great socialist experi-
ment of the postwar years in Britain,
which guaranteed secondary schooling
for every British subject up to the age of

—Seamus Heaney

fifteen, provided unemploymentinsur-
ance, and dispensed free medicine under

the auspices of the National Health Ser-
vice. The unionists who ran Northern
Ireland opposed anddelayedthis legisla-
tion as longas theycould,forit struck at
their sectarian system of inequality. But
ithad to be implemented. Whenit came
to the crunch,it was London, not Bel-
fast, that ruled Northern Ireland. Quite
appropriately, it was education that de-
livered the first serious injury to the
unionists’ blind bigotry: advancement
was nowto be achieved on the basis of
merit, not on sectarian affiliation. As a

consequence, school becamevital to us.

Learning had an extra dimensiontoit,
an extra pleasure; it nowcarried a politi-
cal implication,a sense of promise.

In the autumn of 1957, Heaneyand
started university together—Queen’s
University, in Belfast. Even here, we
were in the same Englishclass.The out-
standing teacherwas Laurence Lerner, a
poetandcritic from South Africa, who
appeared to recognize as familiar much
in the Northern Irish political landscape.
Heopeneda lecture on Shakespeare,in
a downtown Presbyterian hall, with the
remark that Shakespeare was very prob-
ably a Roman Catholic. This lost him
half his audiencestraightaway. In a tuto-
tial group, he asked his students if they
really believed that they could distin-
guish between Catholics and Protestants
byany feature other than their names or
the schools they had attended. Usually,
everybody said yes: Prods were better
dressed (because they hadjobs, because
they were Prods), and had thin mouths,

blue noses, pinched, disapproving faces
with starched expressions; Teagues had
dirty shoes, curly hair, and nervouseyes,
and didn’twear suits. Lernerdid not teach



us anything that was initself new, but,
being South African he reordered the
local tyrannyin our minds, by showing
us howdeeplyintrojectedthe sour hege-
monyofoursectarianism had become.

In retrospect,I thinkthathis lessons

weresilently meant to teach us how
to read literary texts in a living way—
reminding us that ourlives, too, were

embroiled with these books. I remem-
ber the oddness of seeing Protestant
working-class Belfastfor thefirst time:
I would cross its most notoriousstreet,
Sandy Row, and hear the Saturday-
night evangelicals screaming and rav-
ing through loudspeakers about Popery
and repentance, and pass by the clam-
orousshops, and smell the sweet aromas.

from the Erinmore tobacco factory, above
therailwaybridge,and then return to my
rented roomin a nearby Catholic neigh-
borhood,to read Milton and Dickens—
whose seventeenth- and nineteenth-
centuryworlds were suddenly coexistent
with myown. I knewthebitterness of
Protestantism, andits philistine pride,
butforthefirst time I beganto senseits

magnificence. Lerner broughtthe streets
ofBelfast and the poemsand novels we
read into contact with one another. It
was a salutary lesson.

In our second year, Heaney and I
lived in the same digs—in Mrs. Clif-
ford’s house, in Park Road. Oneofthe
other residents was also from our sec-
ondary school and was a boarder from
Heaney’s part of the country. He hated
Heaney, though,and took every oppor-
tunity to rile him. Why? Heaney had
been head prefect at school, a residual
grouse. But itwas surely because Heaney
was Heaney:calm andsly, recognizablya
south-countyDerry boarder and recog-
nizably something other, unforgivably
foreign. One night, the animosity cli-
maxed in a fight. Hearing the com-
motion, I opened the doorto find the
two of them rolling in a furious, wres-
tling embraceonthefloor. It was comic,
butitwas also serious. It was anearly in-
stanceofa peculiar kindofhostility that
Heaneycould provoke. Heaneywasal-
ways “well in” with those in power—
teachers, professors, and thelike. At

the sametime, he was conspiratorially
against them, holding them at arm’s

length byhis humor, his gift for parody.
To manypeople, this seemed merelyto
be anexercise in cunning,andit was. But
it was also Heaney’s wayofdealing with
his own contradictorysense of himself:
his authority and his uncertainty. The
balance betweenthese is not delicate.
The authority usually wins out, butit

needs the self-doubt to keep it from
hardening, to keep vulnerabilities open.

Asundergraduates,we began to write
poemsand,especially in the long sum-
mervacation,to exchange them. Then,

in oursecondyear, westarted publishing
our work in student magazines. Atthis
stage, almostall Heaney’s poems were

pastiches, poems molded around the
contours of poems bythe writers he
favored—Hopkins, Frost, and Dylan
Thomas being the ones I recall most
from then. Evenin poetry, we seemed to
keep the boarder and day-boycontrast
alive. Heaneywentinfor sturdy, muscu-
lar “nature”types; I wentin forthe “met-
ropolitans’”—Wallace Stevens, Rim-

 



baud,John Crowe Ransom,Allen Tate.
Also, I wasdrinkingquitea lot and gen-
erally played the delinquent; Heaneydid
not drink, becamean official of the uni-
versity Catholic Students’ Society, at-
tended lectures, wentto thelibrary,
wrotehisessays.

I remember (with some embarrass-
ment) an issue of the English Depart-

ment student magazine, Gorgon, in
which I published a long, shapeless
poem, full of vacuous profundities,
based on Allen Tate’s “Odeto the Con-
federate Dead,” and in which Heaney
had a short, shapely poem entitled
“Aran”: it was as modest as mine was
pretentious, as precise as mine was

vague. Laurence Lerner asked meif I
had noticed Heaney’s poem.I had, but I
wanted to hear what Lerner hadto say
about mine. Ofcourse, shatwas whathe

had to say about mine, but I was too
dumbtorealize it then. Lerner did en-
courage meto write poetry, but recall a
letter from him in which hetold me
that these days a poetwas still young at
forty. That made mesnortin derision.
I told Heaney. He smiled and handed
me a book of poems, “Domestic Inte-
tior,” by Lerner. He had beenreading
Lerner’s poems; I had been reading Ler-
ner’s letters. The contrast wastypical.
Heaneywas servingan apprenticeship.I
was just being an undergraduate. Lerner
putit nicely. Heaney, he said, was try-
ing to write poems, and I wastrying to
write poetry.

VJ /easstustedin 1961.1 went back
to Derry briefly, to teach ina sec-

ondary school there, and then went

on to Cambridge University to do
doctoral research on the European
Enlightenment.

Heaneystayed in Belfast, teaching in
asecondary school. In the next five years,
Belfast, and Queen's University in par-
ticular, becamethesite of a newliterary
energy. An English poet, Philip Hobs-
baum,arrived to start a series of work-
shops. Heaney, Michael Longley, and
other Belfast poets participated in them.
A Belfast festival was inaugurated;it
published several pamphlets of poems
by these two,their friend DerekMahon,
andothers. Heaneywrote to me in Cam-
bridge andinveigled a sequence ofpoems
from mewhich, unfortunately, was also

published in that series.An exchange of
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letters on these poemswasthefirstinti-
mationI had that there was a newsense
of excitementin theliterary world of
Belfast. It wasalso the first solid indica-
tion to me that Heaneywas turning to a
career as a poet. Welost contactafter that
for about two years. The Northern Re-
vival, effectively the literary predecessor
of, and then companionto, the Northern

Troubles,initially passed me by—and
then I hada surprise visit from Heaney
in Cambridge.

Hehadjust been married, and hear-
rived with his wife, Marie, bearing a
copyofhis first book, “Death of a Nat-
uralist,” news ofa prize that went with
it, and, wonder of wonders, a bottle of
whiskey. Heaney theteetotaller had
gone. Heaney the poet hadarrived.

ithin a few months, I left Cam-
bridgeto teach in America, where

I stayed for two years. I came back
from Berkeley andits storms andriots
in 1968, just in time for the civil-
rights marches in Northern Ireland. By
then, Heaneywas a central figure in
theIrish literary world, which had al-
tered so much that I scarcely knew
anyonein it. In the spring of 1969, he
published his second volume, “Door
Into the Dark’; in the next few years,
with “Wintering Out” (1972) and,
aboveall, with “North”(1975), he won
widespread recognition both at home
and abroad.

Theearly poemsarelike an acoustic
autobiography. Heaney dwells on the
namesofplaces andpeople,their formal
andofficial titles, their informal and de-
motic variants. Like any Irish country-
man, Heaney has to lock a personal
nameinto a place-nameso that he can
get a fix on the wholehistory and geog-
raphy with which eachis freighted.
Names, titles, accents, nicknames, pro-
nunciationsarelike a syrup in which a
complex politics is suspended; they in-
dicate class, sectarian divisions, family

lineage, belongingness, even degrees of
intelligence.

‘Throughoutthefirst four volumes, he
remained formallyconservative. His po-
etry was concerned withretrieval, redis-
covery, reénactment. But it was clear,
too, that every disinterred memory, every
recapturedsensation, camein a nimbus
ofradiantlightandfeeling that madeit
seem new. After theseearly volumes, he

began to expand theterritory he was
exploring. With “North,” he got out of

Irish bogs andinto Viking ones. All the
Viking corpses andartifacts so beauti-
fully Brailled onto the page were also
relics oftribal revenge andviolence.The
poemsare both repressing atrocity and
acknowledging it. Their bearing upon
the Northern Irish landscape was sadly
vivid,vividly sad, for they mutate sud-
denly into an image ofa living girl,
tarred andfeathered andtied torailings
outside a church,to punish her for con-

sorting with British soldiers:

Iwhohave stood dumb
whenyourbetraying sisters,
cauled in tar,
wept bythe railings,

who would connive
in civilized outrage
yet understoodthe exact
and tribal, intimate revenge.

During thoseearlyyears of theTrou-
bles, Heaney was teaching in Queen’s
University, in the department where we
had been students together. In Belfast,
Heaney, increasingly well known as a
voice from the nationalist community,
received the occcasional threatening
phonecall, and was eventually singled
outfor attention byIan Paisley’s news-
paper, the Protestant Telegraph. In 1972,

heleft his university position to live in
County Wicklow, twenty-five miles
south of Dublin, and to concentrate on
his writing. I was married by then and
wasteaching at University College,
Dublin. A couple of years later, while
house hunting in Dublin,mywife, Mar-
ion, and I saw, and considered bidding
for, a house that she said the Heaneys
wouldlove;the next day, theysaw it and
boughtit. Now we were once again in
the samecity.

In those years, it was easy to meet
often. Sometimes wetalked in pubs, or
in one another’s houses; moreoften,it

seemed, we talked while driving the

winding road down toWicklow through
Shangannagh, Shankill, Newtown-
mountkennedy, under the hill of the
Sugar Loaf above Kilmacanogue and
the Glen of the Downs,into Ashford,
then a right turn toward the Devil’s
Glen, below which his gate-lodge hide-
away stood. It seemedto rain lot,
specifically on us. I now recall half a
dozen conversations as a hypnotized  



drone dominated by the metronomic
dunk-dunk ofthe windscreen wipers
clearing their half-moon snapshots of
gleamingroad and drippingtrees.

Onenight in October, 1976, after I
had givena talk at Heaney’s invitation,
at Carysfort Training College,in Black-
rock, County Dublin, where he was
teaching in the English Department,
andhadtakenalot oftea and buns, we
agreed to go back to my house in our
separate cars for a redemptive whiskey. I
was driving aheadof him. A motorcy-
clist swervedin front ofme, and, when
T turned mycarto avoid him, it began

to ascend a lamppost, whichblazed
whitely through my windowwhile one
ofthe wheels erupted throughthefloor.
I managed, somehow,to lift mylegs
away from being crushedjust as the
car gave upits attemptto travelverti-
cally and slammeddespondentlyto the
ground.I tried to open the door, butit
had jammed, andthere was Heaney’s

   

  

face at the window,franti
dragging onthe door handle, beating
the glass. I finally emerged,to be metby

 

d Heaney

 

one very upset poet. After the police
haddonetheirbusiness, Heaney drove
me home.I wastotally unhurt. As we
sat—Marion, Seamus, and I—in the
living room,drinking strong tea and
talking aboutthe accident, he seemedto

gointo suddenshock, andbegantalking
in the slow, drawly wayof the boarder.
“Ochaye,” “Man, dear,” “Them’s the
boys,”and other phrases fromthe rural
dialect emerged, with much head shak-
ing andrattling of the teacup. He came
outofit soon enoughtotell me that he
hadthought I wasa goner, “youfucker,
you.”Weagreedthat driving anddrink-
ing tea were not a combination to be

 

recommendedorrepeated. But it had
been aclosecall. Such a boarder he was,
and, whenI sawhis shock anddistress
again, sucha friend.It almost made me
shyto thinkofit.

obert Lowell had become one of
Heaney’s better-knownfriends

er they met in London,intheearly
seventies. In 1977, at Heaney’s request,

Lowell gave a reading in Kilkenny,

 

aboutseventy-five miles southwest of
Dublin. I wantedto attend, but I was
delayed. Bythe time I got there, the
dinner afterward was well under way
and a massacre ofliterary Ireland ap-
peared to have taken place. Various
figures were lying about in chairs or
slumped over tables as though they
had beenshot. In the midst ofit all
sat Lowell, drinking whiskey and
milk alternately. He summonedmeover
to talk to him, since I seemed to be
the onlypersonstill conscious. A long
monologue ensued, in which Lowell
wondered about poetry and power, the
relative status in worldhistory of Shake-
speare, Virgil, and Dante, on the one
hand,and of Napoleon,Stalin, and Hit-
ler, on the other. He wastalking very
fast, his eyes dartinglike fish, and he
grabbed myarmeverysooften and then
apologizedfor having done so. “Should
we take poetry—all ofthat—seriously
atall? Tell me yes, give me reasons.” But
he wouldn't havelistened if I hadre-
plied. Still, in his distress, he managed
to look verysenatorial and upright
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amid thatscene of magnificent debauch.
Heaneyrevered Lowell’s patrician

authority, his Daedalus-Icarus combi-
nationoftheclassical and the Romantic,
repeatedly drivingitself to the point of
breakdown.I guess Heaney showed too
muchrespect for people whotookrisks,
because hedisliked in himself a charac-
teristic that hefelt was failure. He was,

indeed,as cautiousasa cat, and instinc-
tively played safe, was nice to everyone,
entertained(in every sense of the word)
multitudesofpeople at his home, among
whom the percentage of hangers-on
must have been considerable. But, as
usual, Heaneywas also fomenting little
rebellion in his morerecondite provinces
offeeling. Heaney, the man who writes
poems, can sometimesrail at Heaney the
Poet, the public persona. The authority
of reputation is notidentical with the
authority ofthe writer’s voice;it may un-
dermineit. What Heaneyobserved and
admired in Lowell was his way of deal-
ing with this conflict.

He the nineteen-eighties, Heaney be-
came a more pronounced andpro-

filed figure; he was appointed the Boyl-
ston Professor of Rhetoric and Oratory
at Harvard and the Professor of Poe-
try at Oxford. Like Robert Lowell, he
began to have the appearance not so
much of someone whowrites poetry as
of someone who embodies an idea of
poetry, the stamped-on-a-coin look of
impersonal gravity. But the poetry it-
self, especially after the publication of
“The Haw Lantern,” in 1987, was be-
cominglighter, moving off the suck-
ing, dragging ground andintotheair.
Milosz, Brodsky, and Walcott would
eventually becomehis new mentors and
friends, new exemplarsfor the compli-
cated passages he was tracking from
conditions of oppression to those of
freedom,from dispute, clamor,and vio-
lenceto serenity, ocularity, and wisdom,
from the transformation of memory
into the condition of reverie, a Yeats-
ian maneuver.

This process continued into “The
Spirit Level,” the winner of the 1996
Whitbread Book of the Year and the
first volumeofpoetryhe published after
he was awarded the Nobel Prizein Lit-
erature, in 1995. But it was his third

Whitbread winner,his translation ofthe

Old English poem “Beowulf” (1999),
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THE AUGEAN STABLES

Myfavorite bas-relief: Athene showing
Heracles whereto broach the riverbank
With a nodof her high helmet, herstaff sunk
Intheexactspot, the Alpheusflowing
Outofits course into the deep dungstrata
Of King Augeas’reeking yard andstables.
Sweetdissolutionsfrom the watertables,
Blocked doors and packedfloors deluginglike gutters...
Andit wasthere in Olympia, down amonggreen willows,
Thelustral wash and runofrivershallows,
That we heard of Sean Brown's murderin the grounds
OfBellaghy G.A.A. Club. And imagined
Hosewater smashing hard backoff the asphalt
In the car park wherehis athlete’s bloodran cold.

that remindedreaders ofthe battle that
lies at the heart of his work. The deadly
combat between the dragon and Beo-
wulf is notonlya story ofa fight with a
monstrous and evil force. It is also an
emblem of the struggle between civi-
lization andits opposite. If freedom has
the air as its natural habitat, violence
clings to the ground.Yet,like the dragon,
it can rise from its buried lair and in-
fect theair: the “ground-burner”is also
the “sky-roamer.” Since his undergradu-
ate days, Heaney has beenfascinated by
this poem.Histranslationis one further
act ofretrieval, taking an Old English
poeminto the ambit of Northern Ire-
Jand,where the ancient combatbetween
monstrous violence and the search for
peace is even nowbeing refought at a
political level.

In Heaney’s work, peace needs a
space that is not emptiness:it needs to
be rich space, brimming withlight. In
oneofhis essays, Heaney remembers a
chestnuttree thatwas planted infront of
his house the year he was born. Later,
whenhis family moved,the tree was cut

down.Inhis earlyforties, he “began to
think of the space where the tree had
been’and“toidentifywith thatspace.” It
is remarkable how fond Heaneybe-
comes of empty spacesthat onlylight
can fill; how within them there remains

in the memory thetrace of a physical ob-
ject that defines the emptiness.It is a
parable of what happensin his poetry,
howall the guidditas, haeccittas—the

—Seamus Heaney

thinghoodof things—is transmuted
into an air that remainsalive andactual.
I remember meetinghis parentsat their
home; his parents meeting mine at our
graduation from university; the ready
sympathy between them, then their
deaths. Thesense ofthe space that they
vacated and created for both of us was
like a resource, forwhich Heaney found
the appropriately confident words:

Do not waver
Into language. Do not waverinit.

tockholm, December, 1995. Thetall,
brooding houses, the candles and

braziers that everywhere rebuked the
early dark and the glittering cold; the
sheen from Lake Malaren beyond the
windows of the Grand Hotel.There was
asmilein theair that emanated from the
Trish guests, including old friends of
Heaney’s, among them Ann Friel and
David Hammond;from friends and
publishers like Matthew Evans, Caro-
line Michel, Peter Fallon, Helen Vend-
ler. Faber 8& Faber, someone suggested,

should get a Nobel Prize for winning
NobelPrizes. In the glare ofa prize like
this, a sense of unreality emerges. That
was readilyheightened bythe staggering
bill for drinks that David Hammond,a
singer and filmmaker from Belfast, re-
ceived after he hadsatin the bar for the
first evening, on December8,like a mas-
ter ofceremonies, invitingall and sundry
whom he knew, and manywhom he did  
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not, to join him. Weporedoverthebill
together, converting kronurinto pounds

and then looking at each otherin wild
surmise. “Can't be,” hesaid, and wedidit
again. Butit was. Hehad spentthe price
ofhis airtickettwice over.

So, too, with the prize. “It can’t be”
was onereaction that ran in me. Butit
was so. After a false alarm,a couple of
years earlier, when a rumor swept Dub-
lin that he had won,hereit was. Heaney,
whenI finally met him coming out of
the elevator, wasexhausted, burdened by
a heavycold. Burdened,too, bythis im-
mensity. At reception laterthat evening
inhis suite, andat another the next day,
at the Irish Embassy, he seemedto have

becomemore dignified and at the same
time more shy. The shyness reminded
meof a pen namehe hadused whenhe
first started to publish poemsinthe uni-
versity magazine—‘Incertus.” Yet with
this shyness there wasa leonineair.

Thenext evening, as I watched him
receive the Nobel Prize in Literature,
sitting there onthe stage of the concert
hall, to the left of the King and Queenof
Sweden,shifting the boxed medalin his
hands, I began tofeel a certain empti-
ness. Thatfeeling wasstill there in the
great banquet room of Stockholm’s
TownHall, when hespoke to more than
a thousand guests seated at tables and
announcedthat he foundit hard to be-
lieve but knewit was true that he had
wonthe Nobel Prize in Literature. The
celebrations were a mixture of solem-
nity and exuberance. In the middle of
the meal, the musical accompaniments

that had beensupplied byvarious choirs
and musicians in a gallery above gave
wayto amomentstraightoutof the Eu-
rovision song contest. A group of men
and women,in Nordic folk outfits, be-

gan todescendthestairs, singing; half-
waydown,their leader suddenlyleaped
on the widebalustrade,straddledit, and

beganto slide downit backward, yodel-
ling over his shoulder. That capped the
senseofunreality.

Whatwasthe emptiness? felt that I
was witnessing twothings: thereal cele-
bration,the real prize, the real achieve-

ment, and a simulacrumof that. The
difference between them waslike the
difference betweenthe momentofwin-
ningthe prize and the momentof hav-
ing wonit. I remembered that I had
once addresseda letter to Heaney with
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Exessaerate

Everyone knowsthat Londonis one of the mostvibrant cities on the planet. But travellers should take note that

the CoolBritannia revolution has spread well beyond London. This summerall of Great Britain will be hopping

with events, festivals, and exhibitions. Someare traditional, others brand-new,but all are worthy excuses to

spend quality time across the pond. Fodor’s choices of unique hotels and restaurants will make yourvisit to

Great Britain ever morepleasurable.



 

SCOTLAND’S TARTAN FLING

An ancientvillage with long links to

Scottish royalty, Braemar is home to the
motherof all Highland games, the Braemar

Gathering (013397/55377; September2).

 

Londonto Paris
in three hours!

 

PRING SPECIAL! $ rg

nea$89
standardclass $1a9*

First Classa fare on Eurostar,

the sleek ChannelTunneltrain,
is a stunning $89 — that saves
you 40%!

With 18 daily departures
from the centers of eachcity,

you'll never wait longfor a seat.
UPTO Call todayfor reservations

°o\ andspecialsavings on
‘ope Eurostar.

Rall Europe isthe largest
f European rail

in North America

 

Call yourtravel agent or Rail Europe toll free

1-800-EUROSTARez7.s722)
go.raileurope.com

~Purchase and travel (Monday-Thursday)from
2/15/00 through 4/15/00. Restrictions apply.   
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special advertising section

This year thefestivities will feature the

finest pipe bands and Highland dancers, as

wellas burly athletes competingin “tossing

the caber,” “putting the stone,” and other

uniquely Highland events.
Scotland's version of an alpinevillage,

Braemar also boasts Invercauld Arms

(013397/41605). Withits magnificent views

overlooking Braemar Castle and the

Grampian Mountains, this handsome,

stone-built Victorian hotelis in the heart of

Braemar. Beautifully restored public rooms

lead to comfortable guest roomswithfloral

drapes and reproduction antiques. The

restaurant serves international cuisine

with Scottish overtones,notleast in the use

oflocalfish, game,lamb, and beef.

While in Scotland, plan a visit to
the Edinburgh International Festival

(0131/473-2001; August 13-September2).

This flagship ofarts events has for more
than half a century attracted performers

from classical to experimental music,
dance,and theatre.

The sheer élan and Edwardian splen-

dor of The Balmoral Hotel (0131/556-

2414) makes staying at this former grand

railroad hotel a very special introduction

to Edinburgh. Sundaybrunchis a particu-
lar joy at the Indigo Yard, one of
Edinburgh's hippest venues,

with a good menu and an even
betterinterior.

BRIGHTON’S BRIGHT LIGHTS

With its rich cultural mix—

Regencyarchitecture, long plea-

sure pier, pavementcafés,lively

arts, and, of course, the exotic

Royal Pavilion—Brighton is a
sparkling, eccentric, and cos-
mopolitan city by the sea. The
Brighton International Festival

(01273/709709; May 6-28) is one of

England’s biggest arts festivals. More than

six hundred eventswill cover drama, music,

dance,visualarts, and literature.

If you're looking for extra special accom-
modations, check out Horsted Place

(01825/750581) in Lewes,just eight miles
northeast of Brighton. Popular with the

RoyalFamily, it is beautifully furnished and

Pimm’s and strawber
Henley regatta

has such remarkable features as a Gothic

library with a secret doorthat leadsto a hid-

den courtyard, The dining room offers
superb haute cuisine—try the roasted
guinea fowl.

AT HENLEY, LIFE IS BUT A DREAM

Mention Henley to Britons, and even

those who havescarcely manned skiff

will conjure up idyllic scenes of summer

rowing. Indeed, the Henley Royal Regatta
(01491/572153; June 30-July 4), held on a

longstretch of the River Thames, has made

the charmingriverside hamlet famous
throughoutthe world. This year, Henley’s
riverbankswill become onegigantic, opu-

lent lawn party as five hundred thousand

visitors, including members of the Royal

Family, descend en massefortheregatta.

Right in the middle ofthingsis the Red
Lion (01491/572161), a wisteria-clad, six-

teenth-century hotel that overlooks the
river and townbridge. Guests have included

King Charles | and Dr. SamuelJohnson. An

oak-beamedrestaurant has recently been

installed, with a menu offering everything

from a cappuccinotoa three-course meal.
Four miles northwest of Henley lies

Stonor Armsoneof the showpiecerestau-
rants of the Thamesregion. Dating from the

cream are derigueur at rowing's most

eighteenth century, the inn’s mainlure is
its formal dining salon. The foodis as good
to eat asit is to look at—local game, duck
confit, lamb shanks with leek polenta—

andthere's a comprehensive winelist

FOODIES QUEUE U

Yorkshire makes an indelible impres-

sion: Poets have immortalized its ruined

This supplement has beenadapted fromFodor's Travel Publications.
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Knows whereto look for a unique
travel experience.

     

   

  

For the best information, you can't go wrong with Fodor's, Our top-selling guides now
comewithfull-color planning sections. All Fodor's 2000 Gold Guides contain up-
to-date expert advice from over 600 resident writers around the world, the smartest

choicesin hotels and restaurants for every price range, insider descriptions ofsights
on and off the beaten path, and a full-color foldout map.If you're looking for the
ultimate travel experience, Fodor's Gold is where youfindit.

Gold Is Where You FindIt
At bookstores everywhere.

   



EUROPE
Radisson Seven Seas Cruises invites

you to discover Europe in thefirst
summerof the new millennium aboard
theinimitable m/s Song of Flower or the
elegant ssc Radisson Diamond.

2 also. offers
uniquely European events on select
ctuises such as the Radisson Diamond's
renowned RoyalBaltic Music Festivals,
offering opportunities to experience
the world’s greatest classical music in
inspiring venues such as Catherinethe
Great’s beloved Hermitage Theatre
inSt. Petersburg.
With a six-star reputation for

unmatched luxury, we can promise
that ies willae Europe’s myriad of

handing delights.enriching andenc

= FREE ECONOMY-CLASS AIRFARE
from East Coast sate aysandair add-ons
of ® OF from the Midwest and*295
fromthe West
BARLY BOOKING SAVINGS that
rangefrom $200 to$1,000 p.p. (for
bookings made 120-days prior to sailing)

 

SPECIAL BUSINESS CLASS
UPGRADEFARESthatrangefrom
£1,395 to °1,595 pop. (transatlantic
portion only)
COMPLIMENTARY IN-STATEROOM
BARSET-UPuponembarkation and
house wine served with onboarddinners

BASIC GRATUITIESforvessel's
staff are included

ALL MEALS,ACTIVITIES AND
ENTERTAINMENTwhile aboard

SELECT SAILINGS FROM
May- NovEMBER 2000

FARES FROM 53,695 PER PERSON
(INCLUDING SAVINGS)

CALL YOUR TRAVEL PROFESSIONAL AT
800-285-1835 FOR MORE INFORMATION

OR VISIT US AT WWW.RSSC.COM.

dbss
RADISSON SEVEN SEAS

CRUISES
ply. Shi’ regi 

 
   

health spa

monasteries; its hamlets are almost too

pretty to be real; and the wild and

heather-covered hills are as haunting as

any “Wuthering Heights” reader could

hope for. Though travellers need no
excuse to visit this vast and brilliant

landscape,this spring there is an added

inducement. Through June 4th,

SAVOR SCOTLAN:

York's restored MiddlethorpeHall has added

special advertising section

city of York is hosting a mouthwatering

exhibition called “Eat, Drink and Be

Merry” at the historic Fairfax House

(01904/655543). The exhibit covers a

range of gastronomic history—from

Jacobean Banquets to the Victorian

table of Mrs. Beeton’s Breakfast to the

co
n

 

the Chic enclave at the Met Barin

Salmonplucked from the world’s freshest waters ... succulent lamb cooked as you

like

 

single-malt and exquisitely blended Scotch whiskies: Whenplanning yourvisit
to Scotland,allow ampletimeto attenda food festival. It’s one ofthe best ways to sample

the indigenouscuisine and meet the locals.
Comespring and summer,regionalfoods are highlighted via competitions, cooking

demonstrations, and exhibitions. Traditional dishes are presented forvisitors’ delecta-

tion:Arbroath smokie (wood-smoked haddock); Forfar bridies (meatpies); neeps andtat-

ties (mashed turnips and potatoes); black bun(arich, dark-coloredfruitcake); and haggis

(the country’s best-knownspicy delicacy) are amongthem. Often music is part of the fun

at a foodfestival, with a ceilidh (traditional Scottish dance) held onat least onenight.

Upcominggatherings include the Perthshire Food Festival (April 22-30)at various

 
venues in Perthshire County and Perth; the

Arbroath Sea Festival (August 12-13)on the North
Sea coast between Dundee and Aberdeen; and the
Highland FoodFestival (June 2-10) and Skye &

Lochalsh Food Festival (September 22-30), both in

the Highlandslocated in northwestern Scotland.

Connoisseurs offinespirits will also find them-

selves in a festive mood. The Spirit of Speyside
Whisky Festival (April 28-May 8) celebrates

Scotland’s whisky-making heritage at several loca-
tions alongthe River Spey. Enthusiasts can partake
of tours andtastings atdistilleries rarely open to

thepublic, and meet master blenders anddistillery

managers whoshare their passion.  
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TRAVELLER’S NEWS IN BRIEF

The singing voice in all of its myriad forms will be roundly

celebrated when The BOC Covent Garden Festival (May

13~June 3) observesits tenth anniversary carnival of opera,

musicaltheatre, concerts, and cabaret. . . Epicurean alert: Food

of Love (0208/333-1169) now provides behind-the-scenes sam-

pling tours to London’s most exclusive chocolatiers (dark, light,

truffles, and more) and cheese emporia (mouthwateringstilton,

camembert, andbrie). . . For Britain’s best billeting, As YouLike It

offers self-catered vacation accommodations—fabulousflats,

charming cottages, magnificent manor houses, and country

castles—in England, Ireland,Scotland, and Wales... To promote

 

travel and tourism to all of Great Britain, The British Tourist

Authority (BTA) has tourist information centers in both

New York (551 Fifth Avenue) and Chicago (625 North

Michigan Avenue)... Currently underconstruction, the Seven Seas

Marineris scheduled to debuton her maiden voyage in March,

2001. Shewill luxuriously accommodate 708 guests and will be

thefirst all-balcony, all-suite vessel in the Radisson Seven Seas

Cruises’ fleet . . . Travellers who would avoid driving on the

“wrong” side of the road can let Rail Europe's BritRail Pass

smoothly transport them to the far corners of

Britain (or to the heart of London,for that matter). Forty per cent

discounts on the Eurostarto Paris are available through April 15th.

Visit www.raileurope.com fortravel times betweenBritish and

Europeancities . . . A virtual map of England, Scotland, and

Wales can be found at Tayside & Thames’ new Website

(taysideandihames.com). Click on your intended destination to

view oneof T&T’s seventeen country-househotels . . . Bent on

increasing worldwide demand for luxury British products and ser-

vices, forty prestigious British firms—including the BTA, Jaguar

Cars, Asprey & Garrard, and the Royal Shakespeare Company—

have formed a marketing consortium, The Walpole Committee

(212-370-7180), to foster the growinginternational perception of

Britain asa vibrant and dynamic cultural and commercialnation.

All ofthe magic ofour ancient land, just a stones throwfrom London.

SOYerect errBrae oatTA Britain. You don’t know the half ofit.

 

 
watrXCerine Wales — landofmyth and legend, mountains and music —is not to be mised. It's one more reason tofly to Britain on
British Airwaysfrom any ofour21 U.S. gateways and enjoy special land rates. Car rentalstarts at $22 a day and accommodation
starts at $71 per night. Callyour travelagentor British Airways at 1877-4A VACATIONorvisit wunw.britishairways.comlusa

2
BRITISH AIRWAYS.

HOLIDAYS

Please call the British Tourist Authorityfor afree vacation planner, 1-800-831-8316 www.travelbritain.org/19
Terms& ConditionsSee the "Create Your Own Vacation” brochureforful! details. Prices validfr travel 6/1-9/30/00. Hotel priceare perperson, double oct Insurance is extra, Restrictions apply: ©2000 BritsAirways PLC.
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RE AT SEA

Not only have Cunard Line’s
Queen Elizabeth 2 and Caronia

beengiven a twenty-three million
dollar face-lift for the year 2000,but

bothluxury liners are also introduc-

inga series of thematic cruises.
The QE2 hascruises designed

to acquaint passengers with British
culture, offering themes such as

Gardens of Great Britain, Arts and

Culture of Great Britain, and British

Comedyand British Theatre, aswell
as its ever-popular Floating Jazz

Festival and Big Bands at Sea.

Caronia (formerly the Vistafjord),
which has been refurbished

to exude a decidedly British
sensibility, is featuring cruise topics
equally diverse anddiverting. They
include Food and Wine from

Around the World, the Future of

African Wildlife, Eco Issues of the

New Century, and Taste of the
Bayou. Now offering longercruises

worldwide, Caronia has adopted
the traditional Cunard red and

near-black livery, and its grand
ballroom has been completely

redecorated. A new “veddy English”
pubcalled the White Star Bar has
been added,andthereis alsoa new

lounge with an equally British
sounding name,thePiccadilly Club.

Forfurtherinformation,call

800-5-CUNARDorvisit

www.cunard.com.
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GrandSlamaction at Wimbledonside courts.

  

DODIES QUEUE UP” continued)
millennium place setting that features
ergonomic, new-waveflatware.

With so many choices of excellent

lodging in York,it can be hard to make a
decision. One of the most spectacular
optionsis MiddlethorpeHall (01904/641241),

an eighteenth-century mansion ten
minutes from York’s city center. The
uniquely decorated roomsare filled with
antiques,paintings, and fresh flowers; the
extensive grounds feature a lake and a

seventeenth-century dovecote; and the
vast garden growsfresh vegetablesfor the

hotel’s modern British restaurant.

ALL-ENGLAND LAWN PARTY

Fromits rich history and festive atmos-

phereto thedistinctive courts themselves, §
there’s nothing quite like the Wimbledon

fortnightly (0181/946-2244; June 26-July 9).
It’s pro tennis’s only Grand Slam tourna-
mentstill played on grass. This summer
Pete Sampras and Lindsay Davenportwill
vie once again for the championshipofthe
much-heralded event.

Whether you're looking for the
pampering of a grande damehotel or

thelatest hip hostelry as a home base
for the games, London will not dis-

appoint. Oneofthe more stylish hotels to
arrive on the scene is the Metropolitan

(0207/447-1000). This latest Park Lane

grand hotel is the preferred address for

fashionfolk, music moguls, and Hollywood
starlets. The lobby is sleek and postmod-

ern andall of the rooms have minimalist

beige-and-white décor. The Met’s restau-

rant, leased by Nobu Matsuhisa of Nobuin

NewYorkCity, is among the swankiest in
town. The MetBaris the hangoutof choice

for the chic Londonset.

‘THE SAVAGE SPLENDOR OF NORTH WALES
Setagainst the fierce beauty of North

Wales, Llangollen is the birthplace of
the International Musical Eisteddfod
(01978/860236; July 3-9). The eisteddfod

tradition goes back to the twelfth

century. Originally a gathering of bards,

the eisteddfod oftoday is morelike a com-

petition or festival. Choirs and dancers
from all corners of theglobe cometogether
for an unusualandcolorful arts festival.

Fron Deg (01978/860126) is your best

betfor a placeto stay in town.This immac-

ulate mid-nineteenth-century guest house,

 

Summertime eisteddfod celebrates Welsh culture.

set beside the Llangollen Canal, has

elegant rooms furnished with antiques

and paintings.

Eighteen miles southwest ofLlangollen,
the country mansion Lake Vyrnwy Hotel
(01691/870692) provides the ultimate

sporting holiday: guests can fish, bird-
watch,play tennis, bike, sail, or take long
walks around the estate. The award-

winning cuisine makes good useoflocal
trout, pheasant, and duck
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While somelivefor glitz and non-stop clamour, our guests seem

   
to enjoy life’s simple pleasures: like a vintage Montrachet under

the stars. Or a jamsession with an All-Star Big Band. Along

with an appreciation for understatement, graciousness and

a level of unobtrusive service which can only be described

as, well, British. Spacious accommodationsreflect not only

the past but the best of thpresent. The spa reflects what

maybe the best of tomorrow.In the restaurants, chefs turn.

out savory collations to rival Europe’s finest restaurants. And

everywhere, fromthe casinos to our authentic English pubs, there

 

  

is, asa writer put it in 1938,-“that serene gaiety 4, i

andcarefree luxury which only time andtradition Uma

achieve.” Cruise the world orcross the Atlantic. Queen Euzanern 2

The legacy of Cunard Line remains whatit has Spring & Summer Transatlantic
Crossings to & from New York,

always been: timeless elegance, incomparable Southampton, Boston & Amsterdam.

Cunard White Star Service™, are s

intriguing destinations and, quite
CARONIA

simply, amore cultured experience. Spring Caribbean & Amazon Voyages.PAY, Pi pring oyag
i A ieee Dominic, stKits & Brazil,

Call your travel counselorfor ‘SummerSailings tothe Baltic
the Mediterranean, Rusia
Finland, France & Spt

brochure, or call 1-800-7-CUNARD, “Y 7

reservations or a complimentary
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To lear more aboutthe past, present
and future of Cunard Line visit us at
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LUXURYSERVICED
APARTMENTS

in LONDON

Space andflexibility,
Elegance with great savings.

A hotelalternative with
no minimumstay.

For Colour brochure

Call Toll Free 1 800 454 4385
or www.manors.co.uk

Manors & Co,
1 Baker Street, London W1M 1AA

Fax: 011 44 20 7486 6770   
Yacht Charter is the
ultimate waytotravel
Contact us forthe full
colour brochure

YACHTING PARTNERS
Snternational

Tel: 1 800 626 0019
E-mail: ypi@ypi.co.uk
Website: wanypi.co.uk

 

ENGLAND Rental accommodations.
+Enchantinglyrustic to

LRELAND imply elegant
* Cottages, manor houses,

SCOTLAND castles.
ndon and Dublinflats

us +\Weekly or monthly

HOMEFrom HOMEin LONDON

a
Private Flats & Houses for Shore Remeals

‘TOLL FREE: 1-800 83
TEL: 011-44 (0) 20 7584 8914 FAX. 7823 8433

E Mail infothomefrombome.coske
Internet: waw-homefrombome.co.uk
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Discov
"TAYSIDE & _Britsin's Finest
THAMES Country Hous

Hotels

oer

  

For Reservations &
Information

800 965-0555
www.taysideandthames.com 201 236-0555      
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NEWS FROM

GreatBritain is one

of the world’s most

popular destina-

tions, which means

all types of trav-

ellers will be tempted by its charms.

And no matter whatkindof traveller

you are, Fodor’s has a guidethat’s

right for you.

“Fodor's 2000 Pocket London”

contains “must-sees” for travellers

who wantonly the highlights. “Fodor's

upCLOSE GreatBritain” is geared

toward those who wishtotravel well

but spend less. “Fodor's Exploring

Britain” is a beautiful, full-color

cultural guide that makes the perfect

companion to the Gold Guide,

“Fodor's 2000 GreatBritain.”
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OUR TIME TO SDINeE.

YOUR TIMETO COME.
The Scots will use any opportunity for a celebration, and this year there are

opportunities aplenty. With the turn of the new millennium, and our first Parliament

in 300 years, Scotland is alive with celebration! From sparkling cities to romantic

and ruggedislands, from the Highlands to the Lowlands, from chic new waterfront

restaurants to old-world pubs, Scotland extends you the warmest welcome.

   

  

  

  

                        

Music, song anddance,festivals old and new,bring joy and pride to every Scottish
heart. All over Scotland theair crackles with excitement as dancers,
sportsmen, pipers and drummersdazzle, entertain and compete in glorious

celebration of our vibrant culture.

Of course you mustvisit Scotland’s renowned castles, those proud

reminders of our romantic and stormy past. Each has a fascinating story

to tell...but then history and legend

await you at every turn. Explore our

spellbinding countryside, with its

mountains, lochs and glens captured

forever in poetry and song. Awaken to

the wondersof ourcities. Edinburgh

and Glasgow, warm with the friendliest

of people, and brimming with world

class culture, dining and entertainment,

have vitality all their own.

Scotland is building uponits past with

breathtaking new enthusiasm, while its

charm and beauty remain

intact. Come to Scotland.

There's no better time than
now. Witness for yourself

the rebirth of a nation.
Andcelebrate with us.

  

For your fr@@vacation planner,call 1-800-969-SCOT

or visit WWW.TOScotland.com   

   
Enter the Preview Travel sweepstakes
andwin tripto Scotland for two!
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his namein quotation marks on the en-
velope—‘Seamus Heaney.” Heliked
that. But Heaney wasaware,too,of the
chemistry that alters a writer who has
gained fameand transforms him from
whatheis to whathis reputationis. I felt
as though I were seeing him recede into
an abstraction, another one ofthe Irish
Nobel winners, up there with Shaw and
Yeats and Beckett, an object of national |
pride, a writer reified into a prize. Yes, 1
that was the emptiness. |

Would we ever be as we had been?
Would his fame now leave me, and oth-

ers,feeling that we, I, had nothingleft to
say except that we had remained ordi-
nary, whereas he had becomeextraordi-
nary? It was a powerful, spurious emo-
tion.I recalled a phrase he had used in an
essay about dramatizingthestrains be- |
tween “collective historical experience” |
and “the emergingself.” He hoped that
hecould do so “by meeting shades from
my own dream-life whohad also been
inhabitants of the actual Irish world.”

AndI could already hear the jealous
murmurings that were to come, especially
in Ireland: “Hegotit too early. That’s
him finished now.” Onthat evening in
Stockholm,no onecould have predicted
that, over the next fouryears, with “The
Spirit Level” and “Beowulf,” Heaney
wouldintensify the earlier conflict in his
work between a serene freedom and a
haunting violence. Reading his version
of “Beowulf” now, I findit strange that
the Swedesofold should return again in
the aftermath of Beowulf’s death:

 

Nor do | expect peace or pact-keeping
of anysort from the Swedes.

Today, these lines rise menacingly
andironically above my memory of the
Swedish King and Queenas theyrose at
the endofthe celebrations, and we with

them,to lead the Nobellaureates out of
thehall.

AsI watched Heaney move with the
others at a steady pace,I thought, Here
it is, December, 1995, and, whateveris
said hereafter, the momenthasnotonly
chosen Heaneybut Heaney has also
chosen the moment.I imagined shout-
ing across the tables and above the ap-
plause, “Tell me, Seamus, whatis the
secret of—” And him turning,smiling,
without breaking stride, and answer-
ing, “Timing, timing.” +
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2000 GRAMMY WINNER SS
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“Argerich addsa vital spark of
Latin fir jis) performance
sizzles with senseofrisk and
spontaneity.” Daily Telegraph

ith Charles Dutoit & the Montreal SymphonyOr
NEW YORK PERFORMAN

MARCH 14 CARNEGIE HALL WITH CHARLES DUTOIT
AND TRE PHILADELPHIA ORCHESTRA

MARCH 25 CARNHGIE HALL IX HER FIRST SOLO
RECSTAL HERE IN OVER 20 YEARS

More from Martha Argerich on EMI Classics
The Legendary 1965 Recording Chopin (7243 5 $6805'2 8)

Chopin: Piano Concertos (w/Dutoit) (7243 5 56798 Z 6}
Beethoven & Franck. Sonatas (w/Periman) (7243 5 56815 2 2)

Liszt & Bartok recital/The Saratoga Recordings (7243 5 56816 2 1)
Schumann. Chamber Music (7243 8 55484 2 9)

And Comingin May:
Live From the Concertgebouw - 1978 & 1979 (Recital) (7243 5 56975 2 3)

Live From the Concertgebouw - 1978 & 1992 (Mozart & Beethoven Concertos) (7243 5 56974 2 4)  
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SHOUTS & MURMURS

IF NOT NOT ELECTED...

BY BEN GREENMAN

 

h from a roundofvictories in last
week's SuperTuesdayprimaries, the

Presidential campaign of George W.
Bush has begun togear up for the gen-
eral election with a series ofnew televi-
sion advertisements that both fend off
the accusations of negative campaign-
ing levelled by Senator John McCain
and,forthefirst time, make use of the

Texas Governor's persistent difficulty
with the English language. Dubbed
“double-negative ads,” the new spots
show Bush in frontof a stark white
background,delivering an impassioned
pleato voters:

“Throughoutthis long and lengthy
process,I have beencriticized by others
whoare also part ofthis long and lengthy
process for running negative campaign
ads. But mycritics should not notcriti-
cize themselves, for many of them have
been nothing ifnotnegative themselves.

“Let me clarify. Some other candi-
dates, both those whoare notin myparty
and those whoare not notin my party,
have called for an endto all negative cam-
paign ads. They have said that these ads
are notrespectable. But, with all due re-
spect, these candidates have notrespected

their own disrespect. In South Carolina,
for example, Senator McCain did not
decide notto run television ad that ac~
cused meof stretching the truth like
President Clinton. Now, hewill tell you
that this ad did not run in places that
werenotin South Carolina. This is true,
butitis onlypart ofthe story. Therestof
thestory is thatit did run in places that
were in South Carolina. As anyone who
is nottheleast bit unfamiliar with my
recordcan tell you, I do notstretch the
truth—ortell lies, for that matter. What
would I stretch them around? It should
not be overlooked,also, that the other
candidates, whether Republican or not

Republican,are notentirely innocent of
these false charges either. am not saying
that the Vice-Presidentis guilty, but I
am saying thatif he were to be accused
of stretching the truth in a court of
law, he would have to plead not not
guilty, if he were honest about his record.
Butif he were honest abouthis record, he
would notbe the kind ofmanwhowould
be accused of dishonesty in a court of
Jaw, would he not?

“As the dark tunnel of this cam-
paign becomes somethingthatis not a BA
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tunnel, let us review what did not go
unremarked upon in these recentpri-
maries. Myvictorydid not happenbe-
cause those Americans who were notat
the core of the Republican Party did
notvote for me. It was morea result of
the fact that those Americans who
were notoutside of that core did not
votefor other candidates. This does not
suggest that other candidates are not
anything but unpopular with the peo-
ple whoare notpartof the Party’s core,
doesit? Mr. Gore claims to have won
his Party's support, anditis true that he
did not lose. But I would remind the
Vice-President that not losing is not
necessarily winning. And losing is not
necessarily notlosing.

“Supporters ofthe Vice-President, as
well as those who are not unsupportive
of him,havesaid that mycampaign tac-
tics, as they like to call my campaign tac-
tics, will notplayin the general election.
‘Well, to thosecritics I say that so long as
these advertisements do not practice a
kind of untruththeywill notnotplayin
the general election. Why, you mayask?
Task you, Why not? The powerof the
truth is not weaker than the power of
whatis nottrue.

“T cannot undo the negative ads I
have run. And I cannot undothose I
havenotrun. So as I prepare myprepa-
rationsfor the next step ofthis process,
whatwould mycritics have me do? Iam
notcertain that theywould not have me
do nothing. But I will not do nothing. I
will do something, andlotsofit. Some

of the something thatI will do will be
simple: to remain not undedicated to
makingsure thatthis nation is not un-
successful. But some will be difficult.
And,as mycritics no doubt know,it is

not easy to be Presidentif you are un-
easy with whatis difficult. This is easy
enough to understand: whatis not as
easyto understandis whyone man who
is not afraid to do whatis not easywould
do whatis easy, and spread untruths
about a second man whois also not
afraid to do whatis noteasy.

“In conclusion, I would justlike to

conclude bysaying that I trust Ameri-
can voters not to be unaware of what
they should be awareof, and that I

think that their awareness of their own
awareness is what will insure that I am
not the candidate whois unelected
comeelection time. Thank you.”+  
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OUR LOCAL CORRESPONDENTS

THE LAST FLOOR SHOW
What willbecome oftheNew York Stock Exchange?

BY ELIZABETH KOLBERT

TEs are a lot of people on the floor
of the New York Stock Exchange

who,it seems, wantto talk about death.
Brokers routinely have days in which
they are “butchered”or “killed” or “an-
nihilated,” but dying on the flooris not
regarded as an entirely metaphorical
prospect. Chest pains, I was told, are
common, andI spenta daystanding be-
side one morbid clerk who seemed to
view his colleagues as so many funerals
waiting to happen. “See that guy?” he
whispered to meat onepoint. “He has a
pacemaker. He’s a young guy.” Eventu-
ally, I asked the chairman of the ex-
change, Richard A. Grasso, what to
make ofall this talk, and he assured
me,only halfjokingly, that the exchange
had trained medical staff on duty at
all times.

Currently, there are three thousand
and twenty-five companieslisted on the
Big Board, with acombined market cap-
italization of more than sixteentrillion
dollars.The bull market has pushed vol-
umes up to the point where now, on a
completely ordinary day, somebillion
shares will change hands, and on a day
when something outof the ordinary
happens, as occurred last week, when
the Dow dropped by nearly four hun-
dredpoints,it is no longersurprising for
a billion two hundred million shares to
be traded.Thefloor oftheNewYork ex-
change is thus far and away the busiest in
the world, a distinction that would be

more meaningful wereit notalso one of
thelast.

Just about everywhere but in New
York, stock trading has becomean elec-
tronic enterprise, transacted via com-

puter rather than face to face. Over the
last few years, the London,Paris, and
Frankfurt exchangeshaveall abandoned
their trading floors, and even though tour-
ists routinely show upat the N.Y.S.E.’s
glassed-in viewing gallery asking for di-
rectionstoits rival, the NASDAQ,that
exchange doesnot, of course,exist in a
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physical sense, and never has. Mean-
while,the new trading systemsthat are
being unveiled practically every month
all employthe latest Internet technology
in lieu ofhuman contact.

‘That the N.Y.S.E.could have found
itself in this anachronistic position—it
is, even now, planning to build itself a
bigger trading flooracross the street—is

 

an embarrassing, if familiar, irony. A
businessso successfully squeezesoutits
rivals that eventuallyit comes toseeit-
self as immuneto the normal pressures
of competition. It uses its consider-
able political sway to protect its near-
monopolyfranchise, only to discover—
too late—thatat the very momentofits
greatest preéminenceit has become ob-
solete. Told in this way, the exchange’s
story is almost too hackneyedto be use-
ful as a business-schoolcase study.

Yet the men and womenof the
N.Y.S.E.still resist this rather obvious
narrative. Virtually everyoneI spoke to
at the exchange offered the same,frankly
John Henryesque, argumentthat the

people killing themselves out there on
thefloor couldstill outperform anyma-
chine,if not in termsof speed, then at

least in termsofjudgmentandreliabil-
ity. Theyseemed to hold this conviction
as earnestly andas unself-consciously as
the many track-layers, car-assemblers,
and steelworkers who, without benefit
of Wall Street’s clear-sightedness, be-
lieved their contribution to American
capitalism to besimilarly essential.

‘here is not enough space on the
floor of the New York Stock Ex-

change. Thisis partly for contingent rea-
sons—there are several thousand people
working in an area designed for far
fewer—andpartlyforintrinsic ones. At
the N.Y.S.E.everystock can be traded

 

onlyatthe postofthe specialist towhom
that stock has been assigned, meaning
thattheefficiency ofthe entire system is
inversely related to the distance between
the posts and the floor brokers’ booths.
Allofwhichis to say that to standon the
flooras an outsideris to be at all times in
someoneelse’s way.

Richard Plum is a specialist who
works for Phoenix Partners,a small firm
that employs a total ofaboutthirty peo-
ple. Heis thirty-three andtalland blond
and good-looking in a vaguely gloomy
way. Plum studied psychology at Ho-
bart College, which makes him some-
whatunusual on the floor, where there 2
are a lot of people earning mid-six-
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JOIN the Seven Continents around
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figure salaries who started working
straight outof high school. But Plum’s
father was also a specialist, a familial
connectionthatisstill surprisingly com-
mon,I encounteredseveral father-and-
son teams onthe floor, and, perhaps

because of the lousy working condi-
tions, they reminded meof the men I
once met whowere drilling a water tun-
nel under Queensandcould trace their
lineage back through several genera-
tions of sandhogs.

lum wasextremely generous andal-
lowed meto spendparts of several

days with him,even thougheach timeI
did so I’m pretty sure I managedto cost
him money. Hispostis in the middle of
the so-called Blue Room—thetrading
flooris actually spread outoverfour sep-
arate rooms—atoneendofa structure
that looks like a bank ofticketwindows
which has been twisted into a figure
eight. Like all specialists, Plum stands
on the outside of the post—there is a
batteredredleather fold-outseat he can
useifhe hastimeto sit down, which he
rarely does—while his clerks work in
ridiculously cramped conditions on the
inside. Above and behind him are two
flat screensthat display quote informa-
tion for his stocks: CBS; Championship
Auto Racing Teams; Westwood One,a
media company; and Price Communi-
cations, a cellular-phone company. In
front of him, attached to a tentaclelike

arm,is another flat screen that has been
programmedto showprices for stocks
of companies that compete with his,like
Time Warner and G.E., which owns
NBC.Nextto him,at chestlevel,is yet

another screen, which shows the con-
tents ofhis electronic display book.

Orders arrive at Plum’s post in sev-
eral ways, but the vast majority of them
are transmitted directly into the elec-
tronic book, over whatis called the Des-
ignated OrderTurnaround,or DOT,sys-
tem. DOT wasintroducedin 1976,and,
in a structural sense, is one of the few
concessions the exchange has made to
the computerage; before it arrived, ev-
ery order had to be hand-delivered to
the specialist by a floor broker, as most
large ordersstill are.

Oneeffect of DOT, which has since
been upgraded and is now officially
known as SuperDot, has been to speed
up enormously the pace oftrading; the

exchange boasts that the average turn-
around timefor an orderis just twenty
seconds.Still, no transaction of a hun-

dred shares or more can take place with-
out the specialist’s making it happen,
which meansthere is almost never a
momentwhenhisattention is not re-
quired. After several hours oftrying to
transcribe Plum’s rapid-fire patter, I gave
up and turned ona tape recorder: “One
trades for the figure. The figure for a
thouat a teeny, take ’em. A thoutrades
at a teeny. Six hundredtradesat a teeny.
Four hundredtradesat a teeny. Six and
nine trades at a teeny, cross ‘em all in
there. Show five thouat twoteenies; fig~
ure bidforfifteen thou. CBS,figure for

fifteen thou at a teeny, sold. Fifteen thou
tradesatthe figure.I sold you ten thou
at the figure; I'm por.” The “figure”is
whatever whole-dollar amountthe stock
is trading at—inthis case,I believe,it
was sixty—while a “teeny”is floorlingo
for one-sixteenth andis understood to
mean that much more than thefigure.

Plum’sbusiest stock is CBS; over the
course of an average day, roughly two
million shareswill trade hands. On be-
half of his firm, Plum is likely to have

bought a few hundred thousand of
these, and to havesold another fewhun-
dred thousand,or, in his words, to be
“in and out of”close to half a million
shares. While Plum’s primary responsi-

  

bility is to serve as a sort of auctioneer,
matching up other buyers andsellers,
oneof the manypeculiaritiesofthe spe-
cialist’s jobis that,at the sametimethat

heis collecting valuable information
about whois trading his stocks, he is
also allowed—indeed,in many circum-

stances obligated—to trade in these
samestocks.The exchange describes the
job as maintaining “a fair and orderly
market”; another description could be
supplying liquidity or simply keeping
the trading moving.If, for example,
someonewantsto sell stock and there
are no buyers,the specialist is expected
to step in and purchase somefor his
firm's inventory, and at a price thatis
reasonablyrelated to the price of the
last sale. To minimize the conflicts of
interestthatare inherentin thejob, the

exchangehas developed strict rules gov-
erningthespecialists’ behavior, the most
fundamental one being that they can
neverstep in to buyorsell if someone
else wants to make the sametrade.Fully
athirdof the exchange’sstaff is devoted
to monitoring trading activityand mak-
ing sure therulesare followed.

Thespecialist’s job struck meas al-
most impossibly stressful; in addition to
acting as an auctioneer anda principal,
Plum is often askedto serve as an agent
for floor brokers who wantto trade in
one of his stocks but also want to be

“Somehow, onyouit doesn't look shaved—itjust looks bald.”

 



 

 

“Haveyoupopped all thosepills Iprescribed?”

trading with someoneelsein different
place at the same time. At anygiven
moment, he maybestanding in for
threeorfour brokers whoare trading in
two orthree different stocks, and for
each of these transactions there is a
lengthy order form thathasto be filled
out by hand. When,on a particularly
busy day, I saw one of Plum’s partners
shovea piece ofpaper in his mouth and
chew it like gum—a nervoushabit, he

told me—Ifelt I could understand the
impulse,if not quite the mechanics.

The specialist’s job can clearly be
quite lucrative—according to the ex-
change’s own figures, net return on cap-
ital is twenty per cent—butit is just
as clearly quite risky. One day when I
was hanging out with Plum,the price
of CBS dropped by nearly two dol-
lars a share, and helosta lot of money;
though hewas cageyaboutexactly how
much,I got the impression thatit was
probably more than mynet incomefor
the year. Atthe closing bell, he held out
his handto show me.“I'm shakinglike a
leaf,”he said.

Afterward, we wentoutfor a beer at

arestaurantcalled Bull Run, around the
corner from the exchange. Plum, whois
a bachelor, is polite and reserved in a

waythatsuggests firm upbringing. He
told methatalthough he was concerned
abouta lot of the new electronic mar-
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kets that are springing up—“Obviously,
you've got to be scared”—hedid not
think computers could evereffectively
replace thespecialists on the floor. The
reasonforthis was notunrelated to the
beating hehadjust taken;what the spe-
cialist system offers that other systems
donot, he pointedout,is someone who

is under obligation to trade even when
nooneelse wantsto. “Whenyou wantto
sell stock, you'llwant methere,” hesaid.
‘This argumentis one I hearda lot, and it
struck meas curiousone,sinceit sug-

gested that the momenttheaverage in-
vestor learned to appreciate the New
‘York StockExchange wouldbeprecisely
the momenthelostfaith in the market
and decided to dumphis investments.

ee is an electronic communica-
tions network,or E.C.N., that hasset

upshopat 50 BroadStreet,just halfway
down theblock from thestock exchange,
in a suite of offices that is currently
being upgraded from grungy to nonde-
script. Founded four years ago by a cou-
pleof software developers,it now han-
dies roughly oneoutofeighttrades for
stocks that are listed on NASDAQ. Last
June,it applied to the S.E.C.to become
a stock exchangein its ownright,to try
to compete directly with the N.Y.S.E.

Island’s entire trading operation con-
sists of onespecially programmed off-

the-shelf Dell computer and four hun-
dred other computers that feed it or-
ders. The company employs aboutsixty
people, some of them so young that
they were notable to getinto last year’s
Christmas party at a local bar. Island’s
president, Matt Andresen,is a former
day-trader whokeepshis hair at stubble
length and wears a Mephistophelian
goatee;heis twenty-nine.

Andresen has the vaguely goofy yet
supremelyself-assured affability familiar
from so manyprofiles ofWeb entrepre-
neurs. A few weeks ago, I went down-
town to meet him andfoundhim sit-
ting behind a huge desk that looked as
if it had just arrived from OfficeMax.
Onitwereseveral pictures ofhisfifteen-
month-old son, and twoflat-screen com-
puters. Andresen hit a few keys on one
of the computers, and Island’s orders
for Dell poppedup.
A screenful ofIsland orders does not

look very different from the screen of
the specialist’s display book, except that
Island’s graphics are a lot snazzier. In
both cases, the important data are con-
tained in two columnsoflimit orders—
orders to trade the stock at a specified
price—onecolumnfor buyers and an-
other forsellers. Each line in the col-
umns lists the numberof shares to be
boughtor sold, and at whatprice. But
with Island’s system there is no human
intermediary;if someone wants to buy
at the sameprice atwhich someoneelse
wants to sell, the two orders are elec-

tronically crossed and disappear from
the screen. (Onlybrokerage firms can
post orders throughIsland,notindivid-

uals.) Island’s entire order book, mean-
while, is open to the public on the In-
ternet, meaning,at leastin theory, that
no onehas an information advantage
over anyoneelse.

Island, whichis eighty-five per cent
owned by Datek Online Holdings,
deals mainlyin small retail orders andis,
at this point,the nation’s second-largest
E.CN. The biggestis Instinet, which
deals almost exclusivelyin large institu-
tional trades. New E.C.N.s are being
created all the time, with increasingly
aggressive names,like Strike or Attain.
Merrill Lynch ownsstakesin five alter-
native trading systems, Goldman, Sachs
in six. Fora varietyofreasons, these sys~
tems haveyet to draw the samekind of
volume awayfrom the N.Y.S.E.as they
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have from NASDAQ,butthey are clearly

a threat, and oneofthe reasonsforthis
is their cost structure. Island charges
a transaction fee of just seventy-five-
thousandthsof a centper share.

Andresenlikesto speak in little para-
bles, which on the dayI visited seemed
surprisinglyoftento involve dental care.
“Let's say you guys make toothpaste,”
hesaid to meat one point, pulling an
industrial-sized bottle of ibuprofen out
ofoneofhis desk drawers. “Whatwould
happenif I cameupto you, not maybe
in a suit but in a T-shirt, and I said,
‘If you take oneofthesepills once, you
never have to brush yourteeth again,
ever.’ Andlet’s say that I’m going to
give this outfree over the Internet, in
the hope that I can get some adver-
tising revenue. Yourentire structure is
based arounda different business model.
Are you a bad person? No.It’s just that

| someoneelse found a wayto do it ina
| disruptively different way. That’s what
| Island has done. We have a very, very
simple business model.”

Andresenis laughingly contemptu-
ous of the notion that the New York
Stock Exchange, because ofits struc-
ture, would perform better than Island

| during a crisis, though, as he himself

notes, he was onlyin the eleventh grade
at the timeofthelast crash, in 1987.
WhenI raisedthis issue, he responded
bycalling up theIsland pageforA.O.L.
(Island already does some trading in
N.Y.S.E.-listed stocks, but the volume
is minuscule.) “A.O.L.’s traded eighteen
million shares todayat fifty bucks a pop,
andit’s, like, one o'clock,” he said. “So
let’s say that Alan Greenspan drops
dead now, O.K.? Let’s just say, hypo-
thetically, that this would cause the mar-
kets to drop twenty per cent immedi-

| ately. So what does the specialist do?
‘Thespecialist will buy a hundred shares
everyquarter point the whole way down.
That's whathis obligationis. Let’s say a
hundredshares everyeighth of a point
down.Is that going to hold up A.O.L.?
A.O.L.is trading eighteen million shares
on a nothing day. It’s going to trade
twenty-five million shares in an hour.
So whatcan one person do?” Andresen

| may have been understating the spe-
cialist’s obligation, but his basic point
still holds.

| Toward the end of our interview,
| Andresen broughtup thetopic of the

 

N.Y.S.E/’s plans for a new exchange.
The plans have beenin the works for
several years, but, given the changes that

are transforming stock trading, there
are many who doubt whether the new
exchangewill ever be constructed, An-
dresen predicted that it would be, but
that, instead of a trading floor, there

would be a shiny new data center. “I do
notbelieve that the floor is a healthy
thing,”he told me. “You've given time
and place advantages andthen you have
to police them. Whynot have a market
wherenoonehas any time andplace ad-
vantages, ergo thereis nothingto police?”

wo weeks ago, the Senate Banking
Committee held a hearing at the

S.E.C.’s regional headquarters,in lower
Manhattan. The topic was the future
of trading, and a lot of the emphasis
wason how,in technological terms, the

American exchanges were being out-
pacedbytheirinternational competitors.
Senator Charles Schumer, ofNew York,
related the cautionary tale of the New
Orleans Cotton Exchange, which al-
loweditself little by little to fall behind
its rivals until suddenly, oneday, “we never
heard of the New Orleans exchange
again.” Senator Phil Gramm,of Texas,
told the story of the American futures
markets, which, in their battle against
computerization, seemto have succeeded
mainlyin driving business to a fully
automated exchange in Germany. The
chairman of Goldman, Sachs, Henry

Paulson,Jr., and the chairmanofMerrill
Lynch, David Komansky, both urged
the N.Y.S.E. to be more aggressive in
embracing new technology. Finally, it
was time for the exchange chairman,
Richard Grasso, to speak. “Wesee con-
tinuedvalue in our time-tested, agency
auction model,” heinsisted. “It will be
our model for the foreseeable future.”

Grassoisa slight man, with a raspy
voice and a shinybald head, who has
worked on the exchange hisentire adult
life. Evenin theestimation ofN.Y.S.E.
critics, he is a shrewd businessman,
with a verydifficult job. The exchange,
which is owned byits members, was
founded two hundred andeight years
ago bya groupof merchantbrokers who
met under a buttonwood tree, and at

pretty much every juncture since then
the membershaveresisted anysort of
changethat mightadverselyaffect their

 



livelihoods. The N.Y.S.E.currently has
a thousand three hundred andsixty-six
seats, and even though manyare held
by huge multinational firmslike Gold-
man and Merrill, which have one vi-
sionofits future, there are plenty more
held by small specialist or independent
brokerage firms, which clearly have
another.

Last summer, when Grasso an-
nounced plans to take the N.Y.S.E.
public—plans that continue to be de-
bated—a lotof people assumedthat he
was hoping to use the cash raised by
theofferingeffectively to buy out mem-
bers who were about to become,as they
say on Wall Street, redundant. When I
asked Grasso aboutthisrecently, he did
not answer directly butsaid,“I’ve always
beenvery candid with my members. Ei-
theryou embrace technology as strate-
gic weaponoryou die.”

Grassois frequently asked aboutthe
future of the trading floor, and he in-
variably argues that it should be kept,
evenas he maintainsthat the exchange
is moving expeditiously toward more
computerized trading. (Amongother
things, the N.Y.S.E.is planning to in-
troduce a new system thatwill allow
automatic executionsof orders ofup to
a thousand andninety-nine shares.)
“What we've done is combine people

 

 

   

|

and technology at a singular point,”he |
told me. To do otherwise, he said, “I |
would argue is a muchless efficient
business model.” |

Whenit finally does happen, the |
passing of the floor of the stock ex- |
changewill be a loss to New York, and |
not just because a lot of people could |
find themselvesoutofajob. It will mean|
that yet another quirky, colorful sub-
cultureofthecity will have succumbed.
to thelevelling forces of globalization.
Standing in the Blue Room onedayat
theclosingbell, I found myself thinking
that, even as an outsider, I could under-
standa lotof the passionfor the trading
floor, which, thoughclearly inspired by
economicself-interest, at the same time
speaks to somethinglargerandless eas- |
ily calculated.

Atthe end of the day, the floor is
awash in paper—abandoned buy and
sell orders, wadded-up quoteslips,
ripped “cap” orders, and bits of scrap
paper, in blue, pink, and white. There
are gum wrappers and empty cookie
packages and crumpled napkins and
extra takeout menus and countless used
packets of Sweet’n Low. Thetrash is
unattractive, but also oddly expressive.
Like the detritus on the midway of an
old-fashioned county fair, it is, indis-
putably, a human mess. ¢
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ANNALS OF JOURNALISM

THE REGULAR GUY
UnderDonald Graham, the Washington Post hasprosperedas neverbefore—but at whatprice?

BE, morning, Donald Graham,the

publisher of the Washington Post
and chief executiveofficer ofits parent
company, gets upearlyat his homein the
District ofColumbia andtakes the sub-
way to work. On some mornings, Gra-
ham slipsa quarterinto the vending ma-
chineat the top of the Metro escalator to
buy a copy of the newspaperthat his
family has controlled since 1933. Re-
porters sometimes kid him aboutit. “I
didn’t get the Final at home,”he explains.

Four days a week, Graham has break-
fast at a hotel with his top deputies. Re-
cently, thelineup has included Mondays,
with Alan Spoon,the president of the
Washington Post Company; Tuesdays,
with Leonard Downie, Jr., the executive

editor of the newspaper; Thursdays,
with Fred Hiatt, the editorial-page edi-
tor; and Fridays with Boisfeuillet (Bo)
Jones,Jr. the paper’s presidentandasso-
ciate publisher. For lunch, Graham often
takes a cab with one or anotherof the
paper's editors to the ethnic restaurants
in Washington’s Adams-Morgan district
and then walks back to Fifteenth and L
Streets, where the paper hasitsoffices.
Healso talks occasionally by telephone
withWarren Buffett, the Nebraska-based
investor, who ownsa sizable amount of
Post Company stock. At least once a
month, Graham flies to New York for
meetings at Newsweek, which the Post
Companyalso owns. Graham attends
few parties, travels little for pleasure, and
rarely takes time off work. At about
threein the afternoon on the day first
met him, Graham told me that he was
just leaving to speak at a chamber-of-
commerce dinner in Prince William
County, a distant but growing Virginia
suburb. “Figuring rush-hour traffic, I
guessI'll be back by nine,” he told me.

In twodecadesas publisher and eight
years as C.E.O., Graham,whois fifty-
four, has run the nation’s second-most
important newspaper in a way thatre-
flects a disciplined, almost ascetic exis-
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tence. Heis focussed on, even obsessed
by, a single goal: maintaining the Posr’s
extraordinary market dominance in the
Washingtonarea. “Weare nota national
newspaper,”he told me.“Wearea local
newspaperfor a place that happens to be
the capital of the United States. We're
writing for the people whorun the gov-
ernmentbut also for the people who
clean their offices.” Because the Pastis so
widelyread in and around thecapital,it
remainsa low-cost, high-efficiency ve-
hicle for advertisers in the region. “A lot
ofwhat makes the Post a good business
is that if you put an ad in tosell shirts,
you'll sell a lot of shirts,” Graham said.

Thanks to Graham'sattention to the
local market, the paperhasthrived eco-
nomically. (So has Don Graham. His
shares in the Washington Post Com-
panyare worth aroundfour hundred and
twenty-five million dollars.) The Post’s
current daily circulation is about eight
hundred thousand, down onlya little
more than a percentage point since
1990. At a time whenvirtually all big
dailies have lost a far greater percentage
ofreaders—over the sameperiod,circu-
lation is down nineper cent at the Los
Angeles Times and twenty-three per
cent at the Philadelphia Inguirer—the
Post remainssolidly profitable.

Butit can be arguedthat changes Gra-
ham has implemented to help make the
Post a financial success have also affected
the toneofits writing and reporting. In
recentyears, the Timesand the WallStreet

Journal havebecomemore national—and
sharper—in their coverage.The Times in
particular has challenged its readers with
amore sophisticated andliteraryjournal-
ism. ThePast has taken a different path:
under Don Graham,it is no longer the
scrappy, irreverentpaper thatit once was.
Thestories, especially local stories, are
more thorough, and moreresponsible.
‘The embarrassing scandal, in 1981, in-
volving a young reporter named Janet
Cooke—she wona Pulitzer Prize for a

series of reports about“Jimmy,”an eight-
year-old heroin addict who,it turned out,
didn’t exist—is less likely to recur in
today’s newsroom. Butthe swashbuckling
Post that was memorialized in “All the
President’s Men’—the Post that auda-
ciouslylet two young reporters named
Bob Woodward and Carl Bernstein per-
sist in their pursuitof theWatergate story,
and thereby redefinedinvestigative jour-
nalism—has also been left behind. The
zest and spirit that produced both the
paper's embarrassments andits investiga-
tive triumphs are gone. “ThePastcan still
dothe great stories,’ BobWoodwardtold
merecently. “The questionis the culture.
Does it reach toward that, oris it content

with the routine B performance? Some-
times the Post doesn't get outof the rou-
tine B performance.”

To significant extent, Graham has
made these changes on purpose. And
though the Past’s scaled-back national
ambitions amountto a considered eco-
nomic decision, they are a product of
the publisher's soul as well. The Post re-
mainsa family business, andthestory of
the newspaper's transformationis in
manyrespects the story ofDonald Gra-
ham’ father figures—theonehe lost and
the one he found. Donald Graham in-
herited a newspapershapedbya brilliant
newspaperman,his father, Philip Gra-
ham. Whathewill pass on to the next
generation of the family is a paper that
adheresto the practices of a brilliant busi-
nessman,Warren Buffett.

Or a year, on late-fall afternoon,
a spaceis cleared in the Post’s vast,

third-floor mailroom, and hundreds of

the paper’s employees gather to honor
the three annual winners,from the busi-
ness, production, and editorial depart-
ments, of the Eugene Meyer Awards.
The awardsserve as the paper's official
memorial to Donald Graham's grandfa-
ther, who boughtthe paper at a bank-
ruptcysale. Past winners include such
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Once the nationalgadfly, the Post has become defiantly unpretentious,provincial, anddecent—like Graham himself.

well-known Post writers as David S.
Broder and’Tom Shales.

Graham, whopresided at the most
recent ceremony, greeted the crowd and
introduced Katharine Graham—or, as
he described her,“My very own Pulitzer
Prize-winning mom.” (The prize was

1 “Personal History,” a best-selling au-
tobiography.) Mrs. Graham is eighty-

and hip replacements haveleft her

 

with an unsteadygait, but she maintains
a regal bearing. “The awardis given to
support the principles that myfather es-
tablished,” Mrs. Graham said.“Quality,
excellence, hardwork—andendurance,I
guess.” She got a chuckle outofthatlast
line and then turned things back to her
son, to introduce the award winners.

Don Graham does notmuch look like
the scion that he is. There’s a widely be-

lieved rumorat the Post that he buys his
clothes at a discountplace near the of-
fice.The story isn't true,butGraham does
havethe ability to make even an expen-
sive suit looklike a sack. Ratty V-neck
sweaters also contribute to the down-
market look. Graham retains the mus-
cular build and shambling style of a
high-school jock, and has an open, all-
American face, with a kind of perpetual
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cockeyed smile. Though he grew up in
Georgetown,Washington's toniestneigh-
borhood, he speakswithwhat sounds like
a Midwestern accent. One Saturday night
a few years ago, a Post reporter stopped
by a popular home-supplycenter in the
area, to take advantage of a sale on mulch.
“When we gotthere,we saw Donin line
ahead of us, to get the mulch on dis-
count,” the reportersaid. “Itwas amazing.
Wewere with our two-year-old,and, of
course,Don remembered thekid’s name.”
(Graham's ability to remember the names
of even the most junior employees and
their spouses and children is renowned
aroundthe paper.)The thoughtof Kath-
arine Graham setting foot in such a store
on a Saturday night, or any night—no
matter what the price of mulch—seems
improbable.

As Graham cited the award winners,
he didn’t introduce them as much as
speechify aboutthem. Oneofthe awards
wentto awell-liked twenty-five-year vet-
eran named George Solomon.“So how
did George Solomon cometo be the
sports editor of the Washington Pos#?”
Graham began.“As it happens, I know
thatstory rather well.”

In the seventies, the sports section
was in terrible shape, and the executive
editorat the time, Ben Bradlee, plucked

Don Graham from an obscure corner of
the companyto run it. Graham has de-
scribed the period that followed as his
happiest year at the Post. Under Gra-
ham,and then under Solomon,the sec-
tion becamea big success. Or, as Gra-
ham put it in bestowing the Meyer
award, “The sports section today is
George’s creature—great columnists,
great beat reporters, outstanding pho-
tography, top layouts. The Post is every-
body’s paper in Washington, and the
sports pages keep that promise.”

Evenin a business known forits
cynicism, the people in the mailroom
radiated an unfeigned warmth—for
the award winners, for the paper, for
the Graham family, and for Don Gra-
ham. Near the end of the ceremony, I
happenedto be standing next to Brad-
lee (now a vigorous seventy-eight, he
still keeps an office at the paper), and
he blurted out, “Most of the goddam
children of publishers ought to be on
leashes somewhere. But look at him!
He's the greatest!”

raham’s aversion to pretense and
his commitmentto a regular-guy

personaare odd,to say theleast, for he
is an erudite man—possibly the only
newspaperpublisher to have served as a

 “We're thinking maybeits timeyou startedgetting somereligious instruction.
There’s Catholic, Protestant, andJewish—any ofthose soundgoodtoyou?”

speaker at the annual dinner of the
Trollope Society, in New York. Odd,
too, because in the many accounts of
his father’s life that have appeared in
print the sameadjectivesrecur: brilliant,
dazzling, unforgettable. Yet Philip Gra-

ham also expressed hisintelligence in
unconventional ways. A lawyer who
never practiced law, a Harvard prodigy
who never wrote anything of conse-
quence, Phil Graham built his consid-
erable legend on theforce of his per-
sonality—his charisma, humor, and
ability to get things done. The great
achievementofhis brief life—he died
at forty-eight—was tocreatethe idea of
the modern Past.

In the early years of the twentieth
century, Phil Graham's family scraped
togethera living in the Black Hills of
South Dakotaand,later, in the swamps
of the Florida Everglades. Eventually,
he wentto the University ofFlorida and
then to Harvard Law School. There,
with little warning—‘Hehad basically
drunk his waythrough college,” Mrs.
Graham told me—Phil compiled an
extraordinary career as a student. He
became perhaps the most favored of
Professor (later Justice) Felix Frank-
furter’s many protégés, and hisfriends
‘were convinced that he would someday
run for the Senate, and,eventually, the
White House.

“Phil was the golden boy,” says
Bradlee,oneofthefew peoplestill at the
Postwho knew him.“He was charming,
he was funny, and he had, appropriately,
a great confidence inhisskills.”

In Washington,just before the war,
Graham met Eugene Meyer’s tall, shy
daughter Kay, andthey fell in love. After
the war, Phil andhisbride, along with
their two children, Elizabeth (Lally)
and Don, returned to Washington to
plan their next steps. With some mis-
givings, in light of his political ambi-
tions, Phil agreedto his father-in-law’s
importunings to join the paper. In time,
Mr. Meyer becameso besotted with his
son-in-law that he sold the young man
and his wifetitle to the Post for a pit-
tance. Atthe age ofthirty-three,Phil set
outto remake the paper.

Meyer had bought the Post at an
auction in 1933,for eight hundred and
twenty-five thousanddollars, but bythe
nineteen-fifties Graham had persuaded
him to invest millions in the paper, to

 



make it a national power. Graham recog-
nized that the paper's future depended on
gaining a monopolyin the morning, and
that meantbuyingthe bigger, more prof-
itable Times-Herald. As Mrs. Graham
wrote, “Ourlife dependedongetting the
Times-Herald.” In 1954, when Don was
eight, Phil brokered the deal that saved
the Post, arranging for Meyer to buy his
larger morning competitor for a total
priceofnearly ten milliondollars. (“The
canary swallowedthecat,” Walter Lipp-
manwrote.) Atthe timeof the purchase,
Eugene Meyer made a remark that has
been repeated manytimes: “This will
make the paper safe for Donny.”

Dz Graham gave slight sigh of ir-
ritation when I asked him about

his grandfather’s famousprediction.
“Well, he didn’t say it to me,”hesaid. “I
thinkthefirst I heard aboutit was in a
book somewhere. My dad never, ever

gave me an ounceoffamily pressure or
expectation.”

‘We weretalking in Graham's office
on theseventh floorof the Post building.
Graham has run the Post’s parent com-
pany for almost a decade, but he has
never movedhis main office up to the
eighthfloor, where the corporate officers
sit. He remainswith the people who run
the newspaper,next door to Bo Jones, a
schoolmate from St. Albans and Har-
vard. Graham hasdecorated his office
with photographs of his wife, Mary,
whom he met at Harvard, their four
children, and favorite colleagues from
the paper. Notably, in a city where the
“ego wall” is practically an obligatory
decorating touch—Katharine Graham
has an enormous one in her study in
Georgetown—Dondoesn'thave single
pictureofa politician or celebrity. He
appears in almost none of the photo-
graphs, not even the family ones. More
than oneperson who knows Don Gra-
ham talked to me abouthis “passion for
anonymity.”

Notwithstanding Graham'sprotests,
he does seem to have been bred from
birth for his currentrole. According to
his youngest brother, Stephen, who, at
theageofforty-seven,is a graduate stu-
dent at Columbia (writing a Ph.D.dis-
sertation on George Eliot), “Itwas kind
of presented to me that Don would
work on the paper.It wasjust kind of in
the air. It lookedlike a thought-out pro-

gression, with the end predestined.”
(Graham's older sibling, Lally Wey-
mouth, who is as mercurial as Don is
even-keeled,is a conservative sometime
columnist for the Post. Bill, the third-
born,is a lawyer and money manager
in Los Angeles.) As Mrs. Graham told
me, “Don wasalways the one.” In Ben
Bradlee’s words, “This is a guy whois
really overpowered bya sense ofduty—
as an ownerand asa citizen.”

That becameclear after Gra-
ham graduated from Harvard,in
1966. “Whenyou wentto college
in thosedays,you didn’t sit trans-
fixed worrying about yourfirst
job,”he said.“You knewyou were
going to be drafted, and I was
drafted. I didn’t think there was
anyreasonnotto go to Vietnam.
felt if there were going to be
Americansthere, I didn't see why

I shouldn't be one of them.” Of
course,it wasn’t that simple. Only a few
members of Graham's class wentinto
the military, and he easily could have
found away out. Hedidn’t eventry. Gra-
ham servedas an informationspecialist,
mostlywritingpress releases about G.Ls
for home-town papers,but, even so,the
experience of seeing the war up close
was sobering.“I really didn't make up
mymind that I wanted to come work
here at the Post until I was in Vietnam,”
Graham told me. He showed meapho-
tograph he had taken there, which was
onthe wall ofhis office. “This is a soldier
explaining to a woman that he had to
blowup her house andrelocate her fam-
ily,” he said.
“When I gotthere, I felt that this

was just nothing like what I had read
aboutit,” he went on. “Overthere, I
found myself thinking, Whatcould be
more important than a newspapertry-
ing to getfacts right?” Again,this is
notthe lessonthat everyonewould take
from the chaos and disorder of Viet-
nam. While many ofhis fellow-vets
dropped out, Don Graham bored in.
‘Whenhereturnedfrom the war,Wash-
ington hadjust been through theriots
that followed the death of Martin Lu-
ther King,Jr., in April of 1968. “I really
felt that I didn't knowthecity anymore.
I thought I wanted to do something
that would help melearn.” Then,in a
truly un-Georgetown act, he decided
to try to get on the Washingtonpolice

force. “Police work seemedchallenging
and mysterious, and the cops were des-
peratefor people.”

Graham tookthe police-academyen-
trance exam,passed, and becamea cop.
Heserved for about a year and a half,
mostly driving a one-man patrol car, ina
dangerous northeastWashington neigh-
borhoodthat few tourists see. Then, in
1971, when he was twenty-six, Don

Graham wenttowork at the Post,
as a reporter on the metro desk.

Graham's initial reluctance
to be seen as followinghisfather
is understandable. In the years
after the purchase of the Times-
Herald, Phil Graham worked.

with a frightening intensity to
build up the paper—andto raise
his own profile. He became a
close adviser to both Lyndon
Johnson and John F. Kennedy,
and, manysay, brokered the deal

at the 1960 Democratic Convention
that put L.BJ. on J.E-K.’s Presidential
ticket. The following year, Phil bought
Newsweek for the Post Company.

During those years, Phil Graham
wassuffering fromwhatwould today be
called manic-depression. Healternated
between bouts of furious activity and
episodes of immobilizing lethargy, and
aggravated his condition by drinking
excessively. In the early sixties, he began.
a painfully public romance with a young
woman from Newsweek.There was talk
of divorce, then a reconciliation with
Katharine, and then a dramatic break-

down in Phoenix, in January of 1963.
President Kennedysent a plane to re-
turn Phil to Washington, where he was
hospitalized.
By the summer, Graham's doctors

thoughthe waswell enoughto visit Glen
Welby, the family weekend house, in
rural Virginia. He arrived on August3rd,
had a quiet lunch with Katharine, and

then the two of them decided to take
anap. While his wife slept, Phil wentto
a downstairs bathroom and shot him-
selfwith a rifle.
Don was eighteen, working as a

summerintern forJames Reston in the
Washington bureau of the Times, fol-
lowing his freshman year at Harvard.
Hewas at his parents’ house in George-
town when hereceived the call from
his mother.

Late one evening,when Graham and
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I were talking in his office, I tried to
raise the subject of his father’s death,
and he put a quickstopto it. “Hisillness
and death,I just can't get to,”he said.
“Tt’s too hard.”

Ore whenI asked Graham a ques-
tion abouthis father, he answered,

“He was just extraordinary, in a way
that’s very hard to capture.” Then he
mentioned Warren Buffett. “It’s just as
hardas explainingwhyWarren Buffett is
a good businessman.” Thesynaptic link
was notdifficult to explain. Few people
have beenas importantto both Don and
Katharine Graham as Buffett.

In 1971, Mrs. Graham receiveda let-
ter from Buffett, whom shehad metjust
once.In theletter, Buffett informed her
that his holding company, Berkshire
Hathaway, intended to buy more than
five per centof the Class B sharesof the
Post Company, and hehadplans to buy
more. Earlier, the Post Companyhad
been structured so that the Class A
shares alone hadvoting rights, and these
belonged exclusively to the Graham
family. Still, the idea that a thenlittle-
knowninvestor was accumulating a
hugestake in the company unsettled a
lot of people. “Kay had peopletelling
her, ‘Stay awayfrom this guy. All these
peopleare sharks,” Don Graham told
me. (Donrefers to his mother as Mrs.
Graham,Kay, or “my mother,” as the

circumstances warrant.)
Mrs. Graham chose to welcome the

mysterious investor and invited him
to serve on the board,a job Buffett has
held eversince. According to both Don
and his mother, that decision marked a
critical turning pointfor the company.
“Hiring Benas her editor was the best
decision my mother ever made,” Don
told me. “But getting Warren involved
was an awfully close second.” In “Per-
sonal History,” Mrs. Grahamis coy about
the precise nature of her relationship
with Buffett, calling him “eternally in-
teresting andfun to be with”and noting
that “people’s eyebrows shot up” about
their closeties,

Buffett joined the Post Companyat
around the same time Don Graham
did, and Graham remembers going
with his mother to meet with him.“I
asked him everyquestion I could think
of,” Graham said. “I quickly saw that
this was the smartest person I had ever
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met. Warren talks so clearly that, in a
way, he’s very deceptive.A lot of us flat-
ter ourselves that weare influenced by
him, but we always know there are

deeperlayers within him that we can’t
see. It’s like saying my chess is influ-
enced by Gary Kasparovor my basket-
ball is influenced by Michael Jordan.”

As Graham observed, Buffett’s in-

vestmentphilosophyis ostensibly sim-
ple. “Thekey to investingis not assess-
ing how much an industry is going to
affect society, or how much it will grow,
but, rather, determining the competitive
advantage of any given company and,
above all, the durability of that advan-
tage,” Buffett said in a recent speech.
“Theproducts orservices that have wide,
sustainable moats around them are the
onesthatdeliver rewardsto investors.”

Donald Graham'scareer as publisher
ofthe Post canrightly beseenas an exer-
cise in moatbuilding. “Warren was once
ungracious enoughto say to me that he
invests in companies where even average
managers can produce above-average re-
sults,” Graham told mehalf-jokingly,
but the point wasclear. As the only ma-
jor morning paperin a growingcapital
city, the Post could scarcely havefailed
economically, especially after the Star,
its main competitor, folded, in 1981.

According to a recent survey, the Post
reachesforty-six per cent of households
in theWashington metropolitan area on
weekdays and sixty-one per cent on.
Sundays.In the newspaperbusiness, this
is called “penetration,” and no major

paperin the country can compare with
the Postinthis regard.The Boston Globe,
whichserves a similar-sized region,

reaches twenty-seven percent and forty
per cent, respectively. The New York
Times, with its vast local population,
reachesjust nine per cent on weekdays
and thirteenper cent on Sundays.

Alan Spoon, Graham's chief dep-
uty at the Post Company, summed up
the paper's philosophy in the clipped,
analytical tones of marketing-speak.
“Penetration-pricing oncirculation,” he
said, explaining the paper's insistence

 

on keeping its daily price at twenty-five
cents. “Mass market. Service to adver-
tisers. Low cost per thousand. Cover lo-
cal things. Onlya fraction of our audi-
ence is following what's going on at the
White House.” (After eighteen years
with the company, Spoon announced
last week that he was leaving to join a
venture-capital firm.)

The touchstone of Don Graham's
leadershipofthe Post has been heavy in-
vestments to protect its local market
share, andit is here that the paper's strat-
egy has parted most dramatically from
that of the Times, with its national ori-

entation. The Post has onlyfive bureaus
around the United States but has ex-
pandedits bureaus in the Washington
suburbsto twelve, andit publishes four
zoned weekly supplements, with de-
tailed coverage of smaller suburban re-
gions. Soon,thanks to sophisticated new
presses, the Pastwill offer zonededitions
to even more differentiated suburban re-
gions. By contrast, the Times has only
ten bureaus in the New York area but
eleven others in the United States, and
twenty-six foreign bureaus.The Past has
twenty-oneforeign bureaus.
The Times, unlike the Post, now po-

sitions itself notas a paper ofNewYork
so much as a paper ofthe élites, wher-
ever they mightlive. As Michael Barone,
a US. News & World Report columnist,

observes, “The Times target marketis
anyone wholives within forty-five min-
utes of a Saks Fifth Avenue.”The Times
hasraisedits daily price to seventy-five
cents and concentrated onselling its up-
scale demographics to advertisers. In
Graham’s office, there’s a little news-
standsign boasting thatthe Pastis “Still
twenty-five cents.”A vast, rather than an
exclusive, readership remains for him
the Post’s preéminentgoal.
When Graham and others on the

businesssideof the papertalk about the
“competition,” they are usuallyreferring
not to the Times but to the many small
dailies and weeklies that dot Virginia
and Maryland. “We've got this five-
hundred-pound gorilla to deal with,”
said Luke West, the managing editor of
the Potomac News, a daily that com-

petes with the Post in Prince William
County. “They have a heavy marketing
effort outhere.” Indeed, under the Post's
onslaught, circulation of the Potomac
Newshasfallen from twenty-six thou-



sand,in 1996, to twenty-onethousand.
“Tf a local daily ever passes a metro

dailyin circulation,the metro daily never
gets it back,” said one person familiar
with the Post’ business strategy. “Don
Graham believes in this penetration
business model totally, as a matter of
faith. When Don Graham sees the Po-
tomac News, it’s like he’s staring death
itself in the face.”

Warren Buffett,who now ownsabout
seventeen percentofthe Class B shares,
remains very satisfied with the Grahams.
Heinvested aboutten million dollars in
Post stock at a time when shares were
selling for the current equivalentofabout
six dollars a share. Last week, shares sold
atjust underfive hundred dollars. asked
Buffett whathis ten-million-dollar in-
vestmentwas worth today.

“Tt’s worth abouteight hundred and
fifty million,” he told me, and,indeed,
Buffett has called the Post Company
his favorite investment. “I’ve been an
admirer of the product and the finan-
cial results,” he said.“And I'm veryhappy
owningit.”

r the world outside Washington,
the popular image of the Post was

fixed forever bythe movie version of“All
the President’s Men.”Inspirit, if not in
every detail, that dramaofinvestigative
journalism provided a reasonably accu-
rate picture of the Post in the nineteen-
seventies andeighties. Those wereyears
of enormous expansion at the paper—
growing circulation, new bureaus, and
journalistic success on a grandscale. It
was an exciting, vertiginous time, and
Mrs. Graham and Bradlee enjoyed an
extraordinary professional symbiosis.
Thepinnacle, of course, was the Post’s
lonely pursuit of the Watergate story;
the nadir was Janet Cooke.

In 1991, Don Graham chose Len
Downie as Bradlee’s successor, signalling
that the days of such dramatic swings
were over. Downie had made his name
as a Post reporter with an exposé of cor-
ruption in the District of Columbia
court system, and though he had done
timein different parts of the paper, in-
cluding a stint as the London bureau
chief, he remained,at heart, a local-news
guy, and thusa kindredspirit of the new
C.E.O. Bradlee courted controversy;

Downie,like Don Graham,avoidsit. As
Mrs. Graham told me,“Ben's personality

  CPrparvqtt:

“You were hungry? Case dismissed.”

did sort of spark the paper, but it’s easier
when youre building something.We had
absolutelyno money, andthenwe started
to make money, and weputit in the
paper. Whenyou getfull grown,so to
speak, it makesit harder to take the risks
that Ben and,I guess, I took. Size and
success make you more cautious.”

Graham clearly takes the Paost’s fi-
nancial success as a validation ofits
editorial direction, and he has con-
sistently promotedits new leadership
from within. Almostall the top man-
agers at the paper have spent most of
their careers at the Past. After the death,
last year, ofMeg Greenfield,the long-
time editorial-page editor, Graham
chose Fred Hiatt, a quietly competent
eighteen-year Postveteran and member
of the editorial-page staff, to succeed
her. Like Downie, Hiatt can be counted
onto make few dramatic changes.

Maybeitis the Past’s monopoly sta-
tusthat accountsforits lack of urgency.
“Thepaperisa little sloweroffthe mark
now,” Ben Bradlee told me. Indeed,
when we talked, Bradlee spoke can-

didly about what hebelieved were the
paper's flaws, notwithstandinghis obvi-
ous affection for Don Graham.“There’s
no more making people grind their
teeth and say, Jesus Christ!” Bradlee
said. “The editors of the paper are just
as tough and hard to push around as
theyever were, and I know Don wor-
ries about making sure that’s always

true. He just doesn’t like controversy.”
With the Star long gone as a com-

petitor, and the Times regarded as serv-
ing a different market, the Post often be-
havesas if it had all the time in the
world. Bob Woodward, whostill writes
for the paper now and then andruns the
newsroom on occasional weekends,says,
“Te’s not as aliveas it used to be.”

Downie acknowledges the contrast
that he and Graham poseto their pre-
decessors.“Neitheroneofus tendsto be
a social person,” Downie told me, un-
smiling. “He’s not Katharine, and I’m
not Ben. We're the dull guys. We joke
aboutit.”

Itis possible,ofcourse, to dismiss the

assessments of Bradlee and Woodward
as the grousing of old-timers, but their
views are widely shared by many peo-
ple now at the paper. Thisis especially
evident in the Style section. For more
thana decadeafter Bradlee founded the
section, in 1969, Style developed a dis-
tinctive voice—bitchy, funny, sometimes
smuglyfatuous, but always readable.
With writers likeMyraMcPherson and
Sally Quinn,the section's profiles and cul-
tural coverage stirred controversy long be-
fore the term “buzz” becamefashionable
in media circles. Bradlee doted on Style
(and married Quinn), butDownie largely
leaves the section to its own devices.

In theparts of the papergeared prin-
cipally to the world outside Washing-
ton—the op-ed page, the Sunday Out-
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look section, Book World, and cultural
coverage generally—the paper has ap-
parently lost the ambition to challenge
the Times.It’s possible to see, in the de-
clineofStyle and other“softer” sections,
the cost of Graham’s aversion to pre-
tense. Notwithstanding the Post's edu-
cated readership, the paperrarely chal-
lenges its audience about books,ideas,
or culture. The lead bookcritic, Jona-
than Yardley, whoservesas a sort of in-
houseintellectual, epitomized this at-
titudein a recent column about“various
cultural andliterary sites aboard the In-
ternet.”The columnconsisted mostly of
complaints about unreadable books by
vaunted authors, including Cervantes,

Henry James, George Eliot, and James
Joyce. “Proust? Schmoost!” As with the
Post generally, Yardley is so afraid of
playing the snob that he sometimes plays
thefool.

Like Downie, Graham haslittle in-
terestin frivolity.The publisher's favorite
kindofjournalism is onethat,like his ap-
proach to business,reflects his decent,
steady personality. Graham would never
beso impolitic as to namea favorite re-
porter at the Post, but the person he
mentioned mostoften to me was Kath-
erine Boo, an investigative reporter on
the metro desk. She recently wrote a
Pulitzer-worthy front-page story of
more than eight thousand words on the
death of a hundred andsixteen people in
group homes for the mentally retarded

 

which were run bythe District ofColum-
bia. “Unless we dothatstory, there is lit-
erallyno otherway thattheir storywill be
told,” Graham said, As onereporter says
of Graham and Downie, “Thestories
thatthey getexcited aboutare those that
comfort the afflicted andafflict the com-
fortable.There is always a sense about the
underdog.” These investigative projects
sometimes suffer from a kind of gigan-
tism that maylimit the numberofpeople
whoactually get through them—notall
readers can face an enormousfour-part
series about the deplorable conditions of
chicken workers in Delaware—but a
commitment to thelittle guy remains
a signature ofthe paper.

So does a persistent skittishness
about race. The Post has struggled for
decades with the problem of being a
white-run newspaper in a mostly black
city. Throughout his long tenure as
mayor,Marion S, Barrywon votes among
low-income African-Americansbyplay-
ing on their resentmentof the Post. In-
timidated, the paper responded to his
criticism by publishing an abundance of
patronizing,feel-good stories about the
District and by conducting a much-
belabored affirmative offensive in the
newsroom.In 1998, Barry was replaced
bythe less confrontational Anthony
Williams, and the racial environment

in thecity, and at the Post, has calmed.
As part of Graham's philosophy of

ubiquity in thecapital, there’s a bright-

ary)

‘Tm sorry, dear, butyou know how Ifeelabout intra-maritalsex.”

blue Post vending machine on what
seems like every street cornerin thecity,
and the design features an actual front
page of the paper. As it happens, the
lead story that the Post chooses to ad-
vertise is “PRESIDENT, HILL DEBATE
MORE CUTS.”The headlineis indicative
of the process-oriented coverage in the
Post. Although people at the Post call
national political coverage “the fran-
chise,” becauseofits importanceto the
paper, it’s a rickety asset these days.
‘Typical front-page stories have head-
lines like “GOP RAISES THE ANTE ON
SOCIAL PROGRAMS,” “CLINTON WILL
SUBMIT SOCIAL SECURITY PLAN,” and
“CLINTON, GOP TO MEET ON BUDGET
FIGHT.” Around the Post, one often
hears that the paper simply must chron-
icle this sort of tedious wrangling. It’s
not that coverage of the federal gov-
ernmenthas to be dull—as the Post’s
own stories sometimes demonstrate.
Michael Grunwald’s sharp analysis of
campaign contributions by the airline
industry cut through weeks ofplodding
coverage of the campaign-reform saga.
But, for the most part, the routine re-
mains routine—as does the Posts com-
mitmenttolocal minutiae.

Indeed, Downiehas an almost obses-
siveinterest in weatherandtraffic. The
weather section always occupies a full
page, and sometimestwo pages. Last
month,the Post devoted almost half its
front page andfour full inside pages to a
story called “IncredibleJourneys,” which
examined a day in thelife of several
‘Washington commuters and concluded,
after thousands of words, thattraffic is
bad. Recently, the paper gave front-page
play toa story revealing that a local high-
waywould be completed in 2007instead
of 2006.

‘Yet the Post has never yielded onits
commitmentto investigative reporting,
a great passion of Downie’s. Surely no
newspaper in America, including the
Times, devotes as many people to long-
term investigations. Last year, for ex-

ample, the paper won a Pulitzer Prize
for a series detailing how officers of the
D.C.police departmentshot moreciti-
zens than those of any other depart-
mentin the country.

Theseries had an unhappy postscript
for the paper. Twoof the four authors
soonleft the Past, one for academia and
theother for the Chicago Tribune. In re-



cent years, the Post has suffered a con-
siderable brain drain,which has included
such writers as Rick Atkinson, Blaine
Harden, Eric Lipton, Gustav Niebuhr,
Eleanor Randolph, Benjamin Weiser,
Pierre Thomas, and Laurie Goodstein,
several of them lost to poaching from
the Times.

here has been one significant ex-
ceptionto the Post's customary cau-

tion: the Internet.Though the company
does not separately declare the results
ofits Internet division,last year’s an-
nual report suggests that in 1998it lost
aboutsixty-seven million dollars on
these operations. Post Companystock
has dropped by abouteighteen per cent
in recent months, at leastin part because
ofthe prospectofeven more short-term
losses on the Internet. Earlier this year,
Graham namedBoJones associate pub-
lisherofthe Post andplaced him in day-
to-day control of the paper because,
Graham said, he wanted to focus his
own energies on the Internet.

To manyin the newsroom,theInter-
net seemslike a way to makea pitch for
someofthe Timesnational dominance.
Afterall, a move to net-based journal-
ism could makeirrelevant the enormous
investments the Times has madein na-
tionwideprinting plants and distribu-
tion networks. In truth, though, the

Post’s Internetoffensive reveals no such
grand ambitions;it merelyreflects, once
again, the gospel according to Buffett.

In the newsroom,the chief advocate
for washingtonpost.com, the paper’s
on-line edition, is Steve Coll, who was

named managing editor of the Post in
1998. Atthetime, Collhad had a terrific
career at the paper—he won Pulitzer
for reporting, served as a distinguished
foreign correspondent, wrote four books,

and edited the Sunday magazine,all be-
fore he turned forty—but he had never
held a managementjobin the Post’shuge
fifth-floor newsroom. When Graham
and Downietapped him,itwas regarded
as an unusually bold move.

With a prematurely receding hair-
line, Coll could pass for Graham's, or
Downie’s, younger brother. Andyet,
by Post standards, Coll’s approach to
his job has been unconventional. His
goal, he told me,was“tostart the con-

versation and create the models for
whatreally innovative and powerful

literary journalism might looklike.”
Oneday when visited Coll’s office,

he handed mea copy of a memothathe
wasjust then E-mailing to the news-
room staff. Latelast year, the Post went
backto the future andstarted publishing
an afternoonedition—on-line. Capital-
izing ona surgein Internet usage around
lunchtime, the Post's Website puts out
“PMExtra,” with staff-written pieces
aboutthe developing stories of the day.
(The companyalso started an alliance
with NBC and MSNBC,designed to
turn print reporters into pundits.) As

Coll said in the memo, “Within a few
months, we will be even further along. I
kid you not: Reporters will be wandering
into the streets not only with notebooks
in their pockets, but occasionally, with
little video camerasin their hats.A great
wayto covera riot,for instance.”Within
minutes, Coll was getting joking re-
quests from reporters for “hat-cams.”

Still, notwithstanding the consider-
able ambitions of Coll and others, the
Internet,too, seemslikely to be folded
into Graham'slocalized vision for the
company, as another form of moat-
building. “There are myriad opportuni-
ties in the Internet,” Bo Jonestold me,
“but the greater Washington area will
always be our focus.When the guywas
broughtin to runour site, I opened a
mapofthecity and suburbs and said to
him,‘This is whatweare interested in.’”

wo years ago, Don Graham was
treated forprostate cancer. His treat-

mentwassuccessful, and he seemsfine,
butthescare raised the questionof suc-
cession in the family business.
As of now, Katharine Weymouth

Scully, Don's niece and Kay Graham's
oldest grandchild, is the only member
of the next generation to work at the
Post, and manypeople both inside and
outside the family have great hopes for
her. After working in the legal depart-
mentofthe paperfor twoyears,Scully,
whois thirty-three and grewup inNew
York, becameassociate counsel and di-
rector of businessaffairs of Washing-
tonpost.Newsweek Interactive. That
Scully has been placed in theWeb busi-
nessstrikes many as a measure of the
importance Don Graham assignsto that
part ofhis company.

Scully, whoistall, like her grand-
mother, has an easypoise and an unpre-

tentious manner.“The moronin the next
generation,” she joked as we squeezed
intoher tiny officein theWebsite’s quar-
ters across the Potomac,in Rosslyn, Vir-
ginia. “Whenever my mother wanted us
to read the paper, it was always, well,
“Don wasreading the newspaper at
nine,’ ”shesaid. “Hewastheperfect one.
AndI was,like, Puh-/eze, give me the
Post.” (The New York Post, thatis.)
Scully and her husband, whois also a
lawyer, live just three blocks from her
grandmother, in Georgetown, and they
are especially close. Scully has awarm re-
lationship with Don,but, she told me,
“He's so different from Grandma. He
operates behind the scenes. I socialize
with Grandmaa lot more than Don
does. I like going to parties.”

Donald Graham does not. I never
saw him happier than when he took me
to see one of the Past’s new printing
plants and watch a day’s run come off
thepresses. Forall the attention to the
Internet, the company just spent two
hundred andthirty million dollars on
newprinting plants in Virginia and
Maryland.(“Twenty million under bud-
get,” Graham told meproudly.)

Graham sprinted aheadofme through
theplant, speaking with knowledge and

enthusiasm about how the process has
beenrefined overthe years.A thin mist
flowedoutofpipesontheceiling, keep-
ing the paper dampandgiving the air an
inky glaze. “There are the great sweep-
ing things, like breakingbig stories,” he
told me. “Butthere are also the small,
incremental things,like making things
slightlybetter. You know, our forty-nine-
year-oldpresses in the old place had the
best year everin thelast year before we
shut them down. Every year, we made
thema little better.”

‘That,in the end, has beenhis vision
for the Washington Post, and it has
brought him, and his company, a quiet
kind of contentment.We werestanding
about thirty feet above the shop floor
when the presses began to whir, and
he pointed to the sinuoustwists of the
papersurging throughtherollers. “Look
at that!”he said. “I wish I were a better
photographer, so I could capture the way
thatlooks.” Graham smiled. “That’s the
problem with my coming out here. I
get carried away.” Then he becamese-
rious. “You know, the process of print-
ing a newspaperis really beautiful.” «
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PROFILES

HIGH-HEEL HEAVEN
A visit to the madeap worldofManolo Blabnik.

BY MICHAEL SPECTER

he first thing I noticed whenI en-
tered the two-hundred-year-old

town housein Bath thatserves as Ma-
nolo Blahnik’s weekendretreat was the
alligator. About three and a half feet
long, with olive-brownskin and black
hatch marks flecking its body, it was
sprawled imperiously across a Queen
Annetable at the endofthe foyer. The
jaws were parted, and the teeth shim-

meredin the fadinglight.
Tt wasa dismal, rainy afternoon, and

we hadjust come from lunch—though
Blahnik had been in no moodtoeat. He
has a badback, andit wasgiving him so
much trouble that day that he wore a
brace. Werushed through the meal and
then walked along the cobblestoned
streets toward his house, whichsits in
the middle of one of those Georgian
crescents that provided Jane Austen
with just the right setting for “Persua-
sion.” Heperked up the second wear-
rived. Openingthe door, Blahnik swept
into the hallwayandcried out, “Honey,
T'm home!”Then,with a manicswirl, he
tossed his powder-blue cashmeresports
jacket across a bust of the eighteenth-
centuryactor David Garrick, raced to-
ward his alligator, and embracedit.
Withthe stuffed animal nestled in his
arms, Blahnik turned, and, in a voice
that somehow blends the diction of
Winston Churchill with the accent of
the Gaborsisters,said, “Thereis simply
no creature on earth that compares to
a Louisianaalligator. Not iguana or
pythonorostrich or anything else you
mightwant to makeinto a shoe. I sup-
pose saying that makes me an enemyof
the people. I’msorry. saykill them hu-
manely, with a shot or something. But
give us the skins. I mean, can you imag-
ine where I would be today without
wonderful babieslike this? Cahnn you
i-maah-gine?”

Apart from its symbolic stature—as

something forbidden, luxurious, and

astonishingly expensive—alligator skin
is no more essential to the shoes ofMa-
nolo Blahnik than lesserleathers, or, for
that matter, the dozensof other mate-
tials herelies on:satins,silks, brocade,

crystal, silver lamé, sequins, rhinestones,

buckles, bangles, beads, Velcro, pearls,
neoprene, rubber, rawhide, chinchilla,
lace, mesh,or(for the first timethis year,

but onlyfor a few of his luckiest and
wealthiest customers) diamonds, emer-

alds, and rubies. Theyareall just grace
notesin the symphonyoffootwear Ma-
nolo Blahnik has composed over the
pastthirty years.

In mostseasons, the product of an-
other designer—aperilously high-
heeled sandal by Jimmy Choo,for ex-
ample, or a snakeskin sling-back by
Christian Louboutin—will becomethe
shoe of the moment. But Blahnik per-
sists, and his creations have become an
obsessionfor thousands ofwomen(and
not a few men). With their delicate
straps and definitive spikes, Blahnik’s
shoesare objects of suchfanatical devo-
tion that onecaneasily imaginea fetish
knownas “the Manolo”retroactively
airbrushed onto the pagesof “Justine.”
“Manolo Blahnik’s shoesare as good as.
sex,” Madonnahas said. “Andtheylast
longer.” Joan Rivers, who has been an

adherent tothecult of Blahnik for many
years, and whoclaimsto exercise each

dayin pair ofhis flats, putit more di-
rectly. “His shoes are slut pumps,” she
told me on the phoneoneday while she
was onher treadmill. “You just put on
your Manolos and you automatically
find yourself saying “Hi,sailor’ to every
manthat walks by.”

Shoes have always had meaning.The
Chinese boundthe feet ofwomen, and
the Victoriansforced them into confin-
ing footwear; simple, comfortable shoes
emerged during the French Revolution
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‘Ts thatyourcellphoneorareyoujustglad to see me?”

to go along with the idea of equality.
Manolo Blahnik’s shoesare about sex—
bold, evenslightly menacing sex. They
are erotic and feminine andextravagant
without ever quite becoming vulgar.
Theyrepresenta kind of haughty inde-
pendence. Joan Crawford would have
worn them. So would Dorothy Parker.
In the fulsome language of Hollywood
trade papers, fuming starlets no longer
walk outovertheselection of the wrong
leading man; they “put their Manolo
down.” Whensociety women don’tget
whatthey want, they “wheel on their
Blahniks” and flee, heels clicking. The
aura of Blahnik hoversoverthetelevi-
sionseries “Sex and the City,” where,as
Carrie Bradshaw, Sarah Jessica Parker
programsher answering machineto say
simply, “It’s Carrie. I'm shoe shopping.”
Parker was a Blahnik fan before she
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knew whohewas. “You have to learn
how to wear his shoes—it doesn’t hap-
pen overnight,” she told me. “But by
now I could run a marathonin a pair
of Manolo Blahnik heels. I can race
out and hail a cab. I can run up Sixth
Avenue at full speed. I’ve destroyed
myfeet completely, but I don't care.
Whatdoyoureally need your feet for,
anyway?”

Blahnik’s shoes often cost twice as
much as those of his competitors, yet
many models sell out overnight. They
seem to weigh little more than fistful
of feathers and are always made by
hand; dozens of people attend to each
shoebeforeit is finished. Still, I won-
dered if Blahnik’s workmanship was
really so different from that of other
designers. To the uninitiated eye it can
be hardtotell. So I called Cynthia Mar-

cus, who is in charge of ladies’ shoes

at Neiman Marcus, whichsells about
thirty thousandpairs of Manolo Blah-
niks each year(at prices that start at
aboutfive hundred dollars), to ask where,
exactly, hefits in. There was silence on
theline while she took a deep breath to
roll the question aroundin her head.
“Honey,” she said finally, “how impor-
tant is Manolo Blahnik? I'll tell you.If
he wanted meto change the name of
the store to Neiman Blahnik, I'd doit in
a heartbeat.”

lhe best shoesin the world are made
in Italy, and Blahnik keeps four

factories there working constantly. He
sells nearly a hundred thousandpairs of
shoes and boots in America every year
and could easily double or triple that
number,yet he has no desire to expand.
You cannotbuy Manolo Blahnik shoes
in most European countries or in many
Americanstores. Although heis a citi-
zen of Spain, he makes onlytoken ef-
forts to sell shoes there. He has nostores
inItaly, relies on single outletin France,
and works out of the same cramped
shop off the King’s Road in London
thathehas usedfor twenty-sevenyears.
Blahnik has turned awaymanyoffers to
make him part of the new wave of con-
glomeration that has consumed the
fashionindustry. Hissister, Evangelina,

and his American partner, George D.
MalkemusII], run the company. But as
a designer Blahnik works alone. He has
no deputies, assistants, entourage, or

hangers-on. Hedraws everyshoe him-
self, and in manycaseshealsostretches
theleather, glues thesoles in place, and
whittles the last—the wooden form
usedto shape the shoe. Whenhis shoes
are ready to ship, he will sometimes
stand on the factory loading platform
witha lighter in his hand,singeing loose
threads.

Blahnikcalls his house in Bath “the
shoe mausoleum,” and he spends as
much timethereas possible, because he
saysit’s the only place he can truly es-
capeorrelax. But Blahnik neverescapes,
and he never relaxes. He travels con-
stantly between London,wherehelives,
and Milan, with trips to America and
Asia. (“ThoselittleJapanese womenare
simply madfor me,”hesaid oneday, as
I watched him sketch shoesforJapanese
Vogue. “Can you imagine?”) Blahnik,



whoisfifty-seven, works incessantly,
turning dozensofideas into richly de-
tailed and provocative drawings for the
three hundredstyles of shoe he will
makeeachyear. “If you don’t comesee
whatI have in Bath,” he said one day
whenheinvited metovisit, “you can-
not possibly understand how strange I
really am.”

Blahnik has a daunting, almost im-
perial bearing; he was born to wear

a cape. A friend once described him
as Claus von Blahnik—as played, of
course, by Jeremy Irons. He dresses

crisply, in bespoke clothing. His silver
hair is always gelled and his aquiline
nose scemsto hover in the air like a
small bird. It is impossible not to no-
tice him. The Four Seasons in Milan,
which is the preferred billet for the
nomadic fashion crowd,is often filled
with the most jaded people on earth.
‘Yet, once, as I was waitingin the lobby,
I sawa dozen heads turn away from
Naomi Campbell to a moredistantfig-
ure: Manolo had entered the room.
And,as soon as he did, Campbell’s head
turned, too.

Like manyofhis colleagues at the
top of the fashion business, Blahnikis

usedto getting his way. He can be petu-
Jant andeccentric in several languages.
In Milan, where he spendsnearly three
monthsa year, he must have Room 212
at the Four Seasons. Atthe St. Regis in
NewYork,it’s the tenth floor or noth-
ing. Blahnik will travel to America only
on whathecalls “the quick plane”—the
Concorde. At home,heeatslittle; on
the road, whenhecan't dinein the ho-
tel, he tries to eat at the same restau-
rant each night. Blahnik takes three
baths a day. (“Are you kidding? When
it’s hot, I take six.”) Hecalls his eighty-
five-year-old mother,in the Canary Is-
lands, almostas often as he bathes. He
would never dream oftravelling without
his version of the nuclear football: a
custom-madeleather valisefull ofbone-
handled hairbrushes, antique shaving
utensils, fifty-year-old Italian linens,

and an ample supplyofsilver mirrors,all
of which would have been standard
equipmentfor a gentleman's portman-
teau two hundredyears ago.

Manolo Blahnik has the attention
span of a kitten. Herarely finishes a
sentence. One minute hewill be talk-
ing with passion about Nubian folk

music, which he reveres. And the next
heis launched ona critique of young
designers, whohefeels arefar too reliant
upon MTVandotherartifacts of anin-
stant society. (“Theselittle kiddies
today, they don’t even knowwhata shoe
is. To them design is what they see in
magazines,It’s not based on human life.
They will suddenly scream, ‘Oh my
God! Mycollection is going to be so
very Anna May Wong,’ because they
stayed up late one night and saw a
movie. Please.”) He reads widely in En-
glish and French, and fluently enoughin
Spanish and Italian. (“Mylife is a tor-
rential river of books,” he told me, and
then wentonto describe,in torrents, the

plot of the latest novel by Guillermo
Cabrera Infante, whois one of his fa-

vorite writers.)
Blahnik appears to have seen every   

movie, and he loves discussing casts,

crews, and antecedents. Once, I asked
whether he had seen the most recent
film version of “RomeoandJuliet.” He
answered,butit is never possible to dis-
cuss one film with Blahnik unless you
are willing to talk about ten: “Do you
mean the Baz Luhrmann ‘Romeo and
Juliet, with Claire Danes? I loved it. . ..
I lovedit. The best ‘Romeo andJuliet’
in my memory was Renato Castellani
in the fifties, early, with what’s the
name ofthat girl, I don’t even know
the nameofthatgirl now, the English
girl... and Laurence Harvey. Too old,
both of them. But a beecautiful movie.
AndthenI lovedalso the other version
with Zeffirelli. Itwas cute.The teen-age
one. Don't push me to go on,I'll go
mad. But I love that new one that was
set in California. It wasMTVnonstop.

Ca"



Butthat’s all right. I'm not mad about
that child, though. Leonardo. Theboy.”

For a man whoinhabits a world
ruled by ephemera, Blahnik despises
change. Hegotso upsetwhen the Span-
ish companythat produced his favor-
ite pomade wentbankruptthat he con-
sideredtrying to buy andreviveit. (Not
long ago, when we were together in
Milan,hesaw,in oneofthecity’s most
expensive pharmacies, a French hair
gel, Tenax, his chosen substitute. After
the clerk said that the store had sixty-
onetubesin stock, he promptly bought
them all.) Sowhen Blahnik told me that
I would haveto travel to Bath and see
his shoe archive to appreciate him in
all his strangeness, I was pretty sure he
was selling my imaginationa bit short.
Thad noidea.

anolo Blahnik only haseyes for
feet. Hesays that he simply can-

notstand the thoughtofa naked body.
When hestopsbythe Prado,the Louvre,
or the British Museum,as he does of-
ten, he can talk about the sculptures
with great sophistication andin precise
detail as long as you ignore the torso.
Hecan distinguish the work of Prax-
iteles from the Aphrodite of Doidalses
with a glanceattheir chiselled toes. He
will talk about the feet of fishermen
for hours. (Theyareideal, Blahnik says,
becausea life spent barefoot on the sand
“cubs them to perfection.”) Healso has
opinions aboutarches(the higher the
better) and the proper alignmentof a
woman's toes (the second toe should

beslightly longer than thebig one). Slo-
venliness appalls him, and the words
“clean” and “groomed,” when applied
to a human being,are the highest ac-
coladeshehasto offer. (“Jennifer Anis-
ton cameintothestorelast year. She’s
acutelittle girl, groomedtoperfection,
and, my God,is she c/ean.”) Blahnik
cannotabide bright shadesofnail pol-
ish, or even the newer, more fashion-
able muddy dark shades; hefinds them
all vulgar. (“You should use crimson or

anudecolor,”he says,sternly. “Or clear
varnish. Andthatis all.”) He can stare

at heels all day, and then go home and
draw them all night. “I'm simply mad
for extremities,”he said.“I always have
been. Therest of the body seems so
dull to me.”

Thinking aboutshoes seemsto give
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Blahnik the energy of a switched-on
teen-ager. At lunch, he had been sour
andin pain. By the time wearrived at
his house, whichis shrouded in wisteria,
his mood had changed completely.
Blahniklikes to work there; the ground
floor has an airy studywith large draft-
ing table and a mesmerizingpicture of
James Dean.“I don'tlike beautiful boys
in general,” he said when he saw me
staring at the photo. “But he was so
much the most beautiful boy.” In his
bedroom,Blahnik has a Horst photo-

graph thathis sister and her daughter
gave him;it’s of a pair of disembodied
legs and feet. He told me that Horst,

whom he admiredgreatly, died in No-
vember because “he couldn't bear to
confrontthe newcentury.”When Blah-
nik talks about artists whose aesthetic
vision he admires,his voice soars an oc-
tave. Andit soars often. “Manololives
for beauty,” André Leon Talley, an edi-
tor at Vogue and oneof Blahnik’s oldest
American friends, told me. “Heis the
Proust of shoes. Ugliness makes him
bleed.” There are books lying every-
where in the house, essays mostly, and
biographies, but also great piles of art
books, on subjects ranging from me-
dieval churches to nineteenth-century
stonemasonry. Thereare also dozens of
videos—everything from “Alphaville” to
“Pleasantville”to “Z.”

Bythe time weclimbed the great
stonestaircase to the third floor—which
is where the shoes begin—Blahnik was
practically vibrating. He told me that
the house, which offers sweeping views
of the pale tiles and red rooftops of
Bath, had once been occupied by the
actress Helen Mirren. She should see
it now. The drawing rooms were built
for tea dances and whist. Now every
room has cupboards that stretch from
the floor to theceiling, and each shelf
is filled with shoes. Imelda Marcos
wouldn't believe this place! Pumps!
Sling-backs! Sandals! Mules! Shoes
in the bathroom andtheattic and the
closets andthehalls. Shoesstuffed into
boxes and packed under beds. Shoes
have taken over the guest rooms, the
bedrooms, the studies. There is only
onefrom eachpair, but there are thou-
sands, and they represent almostevery-
thing Manolo Blahnik has ever made.
“Look at this place,” he said with real

pride as we reached thelanding. “There

are shoes here to make you vomit.”
When Blahnik opened thefirst of

the cupboard doors on thethird floor,

it was as if he had stumbledintoa chil-
dren’s fable, something he had never
seen before. He gasped. “Look. Look
at these shoes. Look. This is what I
love,” he said, picking up a shoe that
would seem, to mosteyes,the antithesis
ofhis style. It was flat, dark, heavily bro-
caded. A court shoe with almost no
heel. “These are the things that people
don’t want from me. The people want
high heels. They want sex. They want
danger. That’s the disease. I'm so in-
credibly bored with sex. I don’t want to
hear aboutit ever again.”

Blahnik was whipping through his
collection now. He grabbed satin
mule, the shoe he is perhaps most fa-
mousfor—the decadent backless bed-
room slipper that he reinvented as a
bawdystreet shoe.Itis a style that has
been copied byevery other designer.
“Here it is. The mule. It’s horrible!
Whatwas I thinking?If a shoefetishist
saw this, he would go nuts.” Then he
grimaced. “I have one, you know...
shoefetishist. He is in prison some-
where in America. He writes me let-
ters. Sends them by express mail. Heis
a madman. He says”—and nowhe
slipped into a perfect imitation ofHan-
nibal Lecter—‘ ‘The only thing that
will get me through the dayis seeing a
pair of Manolo Blahnik heels.’ Do you
have any idea how muchthat freaks
meout?”

This seemeda bit odd coming from
the man who tookstiletto heels from
the world ofprostitutes and introduced
theminto society. Didn't youcreate it
all, I asked? Whatwas the point of the
Absolut Blahnik advertisement, for
example,the one with the model drift-
ing on a raft in the moat of the Vitt-
skévle Castle, wearing only a bathing
suit anda pair of Blahnik’s shiny, spiked,
black leather boots, which crept up
above her knee—bootsthat would have
sent Leopold von Sacher-Masoch into
an uncontrollable frenzy? It’s not as if
the sexual power of the high heel were
unknown, High heels change a wom-
an’s posture and hergait. They accen-
tuate the length and contourof the
ankle and leg while curving the foot,
makingit seem smaller. High heels are &
an erotic pedestal. They tilt the breasts =
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From the Blahnik archives, shoes embellished with beads,feathers, silk embroidery, silver mesh, wolffur, and chinchilla.



forward,pull the stomach in, and push
therear out. Andthat’s before youtake
a single teetering, contorted step. As
William A. Rossi observed in his bi-
zarre 1976 book, “The Sex Life of the
Foot and Shoe,” “Womenhave always
had anaffinity for fragile foundations
and willowy walking, and men have
always respondederoticallyto the sight
ofit.”

Blahnik knows this well. “I under-
stand that some people associate high
heels with sex,” he conceded. “To me,
there is so much more. I happento love
artifice in a woman. Withoutthat, there
is no mystery. Highheels createartifice.
It’s the way you walk. You create a mo-
tion,a space, it’s sinuous. You become a
living sculpture. Evenif it’s not success-
ful sometimes.It’s so exciting. It’s the
transformationthatI live for.The sexual
part means nothing.”

This kind oftalk drives George Mal-
kemuscrazy. Malkemus, who has run
the American end of the business for
nearly twenty years,is a pleasant, com-
pactfellow with a good head for num-
bers and an uncannyability to endure
Blahnik’s tectonic shifts in mood. “I
have heard it a thousandtimes,” he told

me.“All I cansay is that when Manolo
seesthe shoe,just whenheseesit, it’s or-
gasmic. For him, that shoeisn’t really
aboutsex. Theshoe #s sex.”

Obsessives stalk Blahnik. On the
train from Bath to Londonone day, a
woman recognized him and started
talking about shoes. After a few min-
utes, he stood up and said, “Madam,I
am sorry to say that I am visiting my
niece, wholives in Swindon.I must now
leave thetrain,” and hefled. Oneterribly
famous movie star used to wanderfre-
quently into his New York store and
sit for hours, watching women try on

shoes. Blahnik appears each year in
America with his new collections for
Neiman Marcus, and women swoon
when he shows up. “When Manolo
goes out to our Beverly Hills store,it’s
an absolute mania,” Cynthia Marcus
told me. “You cannotbelieve what hap-
pens. We will do twoor three hun-
dred thousanddollars’worth ofbusiness
in a couple of days. In one store. The
womenfall all over him. They bring
him bags full of shoesto sign. They are
insane.

Blahnik autographsall the shoes,
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high on thearch,so his signature won't
wear away. It is a peculiar fact about
Blahnik that womenfeel they can tell
him anything. Customerswill describe
the most intimate details of their sex
lives—andtheeffect his shoes have had
on them. There are times whentheir
comments leave him gasping forair.
“SometimesI just have tosay, ‘Madam,
please, I must ask you to refrain,’ ” he
told me in Bath as we worked our way
through his shoes. “Honestly, where
were these people raised?”

[E a book about Blahnik andhis
work will appear in England, and,

with the help of his twenty-six-year-
old niece, an architect who recently
graduated from Cambridge, he has
spent a good deal of time cataloguing
and organizing his shoes. The book
is written by a British journalist, and
Blahnik has no connection with the
project, although he was granted the
tightto approvethepictures. He views
the book mostly as a wayto puthis de-
signs into some coherent order. But
Blahnik wants meto see that, while
heloves his work, he doesn’ttake it all
thatseriously. He pulled out a classic
hiking boot madein Corinthian leather
and a construction boot with a three-
inch heel. (“Isn’t thisfaaab?”) “Thisis
called the Prairies,” he said of another.
“Look,it’s an Indian moccasin in high
heels. Andthis is quite funny, andwhat
about the L. L. Bean look over here.
Andlook, look! There are work-boot
high heels. Isn't that camp? And these
are high-heeled gardening shoes. Very
practical.”
He meansthat, by the way. Blahnik

says he loves it when women wear his
shoesin the mud. He may be obsessed
withcleanliness, but helikes his shoes
to get a workout. “Best of all would
bein stables,” he told me.“I want them
to be dirty.” Blahnik remembers the
genesis of every sandal or sling-back
thatlines the wall. “Look at this—isn't
that sick?—it’s for a weddingin Africa,
where the girls have to walk in high-
heeled boots.” Heheld out anelaborate
andbeautifully made ankle boot, fash-
ioned from pony skin, with open toes
andlots ofeyelets.

T asked what he meant about a wed-
dingin Africa. “I don’t know. 1 madeit
up. It’s not normal. You wouldn'twear it

in England.It has to be hot. In Africa
you can wear this. Nothere. In Africa.”
He raked through dozens of shoes at
great speed. “This oneis Kate Moss's fa-
vorite shoe. Absolutely. She has about a
million pairs.” Next, he grabbed a feath-
ery mule that he said would have been
perfect for Marilyn Monroe. He went
ontocite her famous remark about not
knowing whoinvented the high heel
butthat “all girls everywhere owe him
a lot.” Hetalked abouther for a while,
so I asked whether he had heard Eliza-
beth Hurley’s recent commentthat she
would haveto kill herself if she ever be-
cameas fat as Monroe. Blahnik froze.
“Marilyn Monroefat?” he shrieked.
“Howdaaarrre the bitch? Howdare she
talk that way about Marilyn Monroe,
the woman who marked the century?”

Blahnik claims that he wants his
shoesto be comfortable. He noted that
while Roger Vivier—whois often cred-
ited with inventingthestiletto heel—
was brilliant designer, “it must also be
said that he nearly crippled an entire
generation of women.” A surprising
number of Blahnik’s customers did tell
methat his shoesare relatively easy to
wear. I heard from quite a few others,
however, including someof his fans,
whosaid that they were among the
mosthighlyrefined torture chambers
ever invented. One friend bombarded
mewith E-mail calling him a misogy-
nist and a psychopath.“There are lots of
women whothink high heelsare anevil
conspiracy to cripple women by men
whodidn't like their mothers,” Valerie
Steele told me.Steeleis the chief cura-
tor of the museum at the Fashion Insti-
tute of Technologyand the author of
“Shoes: A Lexicon ofStyle.”“It’s all re-
ally kindof silly.” Still, walking around
in three-inch heels can't beas pleasant as
sinking your feetinto a pair of anatom-
ically correct Birkenstocks (a word, by
the way, that Blahnikcan’t bring himself
to utter). I askedif heeverfelt sorry for
all thosewomenteetering through their
lives on the spikiest of high-heeled
shoes.

“Oh, my God,they loveit,” he said,
“How could I feel sorry for them?Sorry.
Sorry for who?”

By now,we had madeit to the fourth
floor, and Blahnik’s enthusiasm showed
no sign of flagging. “Oh, this is Ma-
donna’ shoe from the ‘Evita’ premiére. I  



love Madonna,you haveto admireher.
She hides her lack of talent so well.”
On awall nearby,there is a picture of

Blahnik from 1971, when helived in
Notting Hill. A mopofhair is piled on
top of his head. With bangs. He looks
mod, swingerish, almost cool. He is

much moredistinguished-looking now.
“Somekind of bitter ones say the

doctor orders them to stop wearing my
shoes,” he continued. “Theysay, ‘I can’t
wear this and I can’t wear that.’ I say,
“Madam,buyflat shoes.’ It is not my un-
derstanding that anybody anywhere
makes a person buy an expensive high-
heeled shoe. There are womenwholike
the shoes I make. For otherwomen,there

are other shoes.”Then, as an afterthought,

he added, “My mother cannot even
walk in flats. She doesn’t know how.”

Wereachedthefinal set of cabinets
near the back of the house—his fan-
tasy collection,full of pastels and flow-

ers. “This is the Escher,” Blahnik said,
pulling out a psychotropic pump. “This
was for Marianne Faithfull when she
did drugs. Look at the lime-green san-
dal. It’s the C. Z. Guest look. I did this
onefor Bianca. Lookatthelittle foot.
Shehassuchtiny, tiny feet. Look. That
was myfirst shoe. Myvery first shoe—
1971. How embarrassing.”It’s a giant
platform heel in turquoise and yellow.
Hehatesplatforms and never made an-
other. “Theyare hideous. Simply hid-
eous. Anything to do with the current
rage makes mesick. Didyou everwatch
thefashion channel?Ifyou lookatit for
ten minutes then yourealize how horri-
ble and stupid this business is. How
shameful and pretentious.”

There was just anattic left, and it
could be reached only by a dangerous-
lookingladder. I passed. “Nothingthere
but shoes,” he cackled. “Shoes. Shoes.
Shoes. It is so sick. Isn't this just the
sickest thing you have ever seen in your
life? Comeon,be honest.”

Before I could say a word, though,
Blahnik let out a long, deep sigh. “Oh,
God,I'm in Heaven.”

Mn Blahnikwas born in 1942,
in the Canary Islands. He re-

membersit as a “paradise” of Renais-
sance buildings, colonial houses, and
spare, empty churches. Blahnik’s fa-
ther, whodied in 1986, wasoriginally
from Czechoslovakia, and his mother

 
From top:Manolo Blaknik at hisfactory
in Milan;the designersculpting his new
heelfor spring/summer, 2000;thefinished
product in his Manhattanboutique.
Photographs by MichaelRoberts.

is Spanish. They ran a banana plan-
tation there because, as Blahnik putit,
“on the Canary Islands before the war
there was nothing but bananas and me
and my sister and my parents.” His
mother, whostill lives in Santa Cruz de
la Palma, was a soignée sophisticate
whotravelled to Paris and Monte Carlo
and Madrid to shop. At home,she used

to whittle clogs because she wasn’t im-
pressed with the workmanship of the
towncobbler. “Asa boy, I gotattracted
to peasant shoes,” Blahnik told me.
“My mother would make Catalan es-
padrilles with a black ribbon in the
middle. I thought that they were so
exciting. I still do.”

It was often a lonely childhood,
though Blahnik says he never minded.
Forfun, he would capturelizards and
make shoes for them outoftinfoil that
his mothersaved from cartons ofCamel
cigarettes. Blahnik also made shoes—
ofribbon or lace—fordogs,cats, birds,
and anything else he could get his
handson.“I lived a complete fantasyas
a child. There was nothing there but
what cameoutof our brains.” Even
after the war ended, Blahnik said, the
CanaryIslands remainedisolated. “We
went years without publications from
Europe or the Iberian Peninsula. We
got everything by boat from Argentina.
Mymother had Vogue, of course, and
Bazaar, and my father took Time and
Life. We would wait every Friday for
the boats to dock with all those pack-
ages of magazines. can still see them
wrappedupso neatly andtied in bun-
dles. And that was mylife. Can you
imagine?”

Bythe time he wastwelve, Blahnik
andhis sister, Evangelina, whois a year
younger, were as inundated with cul-
ture as two childrenliving on a remote
Spanish island could be—piano les-
sons, ballet, instruction in several lan-

guages, even Swedish gymnastics. “We
tried everything,” herecalled. “We had
this magical setting for our youth. I live
there still in my memory.” Blahnik re-
mains close to his sister, who runs the

European part of the business from
their office in London. Evangelina has
the samesilver hair as Manolo and the
samearistocratic bearing, yet she is as
reserved as her brotheris flamboyant.

Blahnik’father had hoped he would
becomea diplomat. (“Can youimagine?
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Me?Patiently dealing with the fate of
nations?”) After studyingpolitics and law
at the University of Geneva, he quickly
movedintoliterature and architecture.
From there, he wentto Paris before set-
tling in Londonattheendofthesixties.
For awhile, Blahnik thought he wanted

to design stage sets. With a friend, the
photographer Eric Boman,hetravelled
to New Yorkin 1971, because “thatwas

where you went to makeit.”
“When you are young, you don’t

havea clue,” he told me. “Youjust think
you can doit if you try.” Paloma Pi-
casso, whois lifelongfriend, arranged
for Blahnik to show his drawings to Di-
ana Vreeland, then the editor of Vogue.
“MyGod, how was terrified. I am still
terrified thinking aboutit. She looked
at my drawings,” he wenton,“and then
she started to scream.” Atthis point,
Blahnik broke into what I can only

imagineis a pretty fair Vreeland imi-
tation: “ “How amuuusing. Amusing.’
‘Thatis all she kept saying. ‘Amusing.’
She asked me how long I was in New
York, and she said, “You can do acces-
sories very well.Why don't you do that?
Go makeshoes. Your shoes in these
drawings are so amusing.’ I did what
shetold me. It was like a commandment
from God.”

Blahnikwent homeandgotto work.
Hestarted small, neededlittle money,
andsucceededat once. Buthe didn't re-
ally know what he was doing. “It took
manyyears to realize how to do shoes,
learn how to make them lovely and arty
andtechnically perfect.” In fact, his first
collection was infamous.“I forgotto put
in heels thatwould supportthe shoe,”he
told me. “Whenit got hot, the heels
started to wobble. Itwas like walking on
quicksand.” Blahnik remains in Lon-

 “She did only twenty-eightofthe thirty-twofouettés in the ‘Black
Swan’pas de deux... or are my eyes deceiving me?”

don for convenience.“It’s like an air-
port to me,”hesaid. “Though I dolike
certain things about the English. The
madness, the eccentricity. London is
like a multi-multi whatever. It’s fusion.
It’s everything. But I sometimes wonder
if I should have stayed in America. I
worship the American women,afterall.
Theyare as toughas nails, and they have
theseincredible minds. Theyscare me. I
love that.”

caught up with Blahnik and George
Malkemus around Christmas, in Mi-

lan. Spending time with them when
theyare together is a bit like being thrust
into thecast of“What Ever Happened
to BabyJane?”(“Thisismy idea, George,
and they aremy shoes. Can talk?” Blah-
nik blurted out at dinner one night,
when Malkemuswas describing a plan
to makelimited editions of shoes that
will cost as much as fifteen thousand
dollars pair. “I swear, George, ifyou in-
terrupt one moretimeI will stab you.”)

‘When Malkemusis in Milan, they
spend mostoftheir timeat thefactories,
making sure that Blahnik’s vision will
translate into enough shoes—and the
right shoes—tosatisfy their custom-
ers. (“I could care less whether a shoe
I makesells,” Blahnik told me more
than once.“That’s what I have George
for.”) Malkemusagrees,sort of. When
I visited him at Blahnik’s boutique in
Manhattan, he showed me pair of
sling-backs called the Carolyne, named
for the New York socialite Carolyne
Roehm.It is Blahnik’s most successful
shoe. “This is beauty and sex and what
every woman wants to have on her
foot,” Malkemus said. “Now,lookat this
shoe”—he pointed to a sandal with
fringed leather running in various di-
rections down the foot. Malkemus
squirmed when hetouched it, as if it
had fleas. “Manolo adores this. Will
wehave this shoe in the shop? Of
course. Will we sell more than ten
pairs? Never.”

Blahnik’s favorite factory is run by
a family with whom he has worked
for twenty-five years, but, on our way

there, he asked menot to mentiontheir
names. “There are only a few things
that can really get me going,” hesaid.
“Industrial espionage is one of them.”
Malkemusturned from the front of
the Mercedesto tell Blahnik that, for



the third timein as many weeks,a fairly
well-known competitor had asked this
factory to makehis shoes.

“T can't take it anymore,” Blahnik
shouted as we pulled uptoa tidy subur-
ban building that looked morelike a
schoolthan a factory. “It’s not right. It’s
notethical. I don’t go to people’s homes,
to wherethey have been for twenty-five
years,andsteal from them.‘I want your
shoes. I want your factory.’ How de-
meaning. How vile. How can he even
face himself?”
A handsome woman named Nadia

walked us through the factory to the
office. It is not unusual for other suc-
cessful designers to fax their drawings
to Italy and then to checkin from time
to time. Blahnikwould make every pair
of shoes himself if he could. I watched
as he cut patterns—justas a dressmaker
would—andshapedthefabrictofit the
last. Hethenlaid strips ofmasking tape
across the shoeso that he could glue on
pearls, sequins,or beads.

“So opulent. So modern. Madame
Vreeland would have gone mad for
these.” Blahnik was looking at a new
baby-blue-and-lavendercrocodile shoe
with jewels set into theheel. “I can hear
her now,” and he put his high-dame
voice back on—‘Give me opulence.
Give me opulence. Nothingless will
do’”—before slipping back into him-
self. “These could be for the Queen of
Naples Ball. Maybe. Orfor tryst. Yes.
trysting shoe. But these shoes are
so ridiculous. Who has the money to
spend four thousanddollars on a croco-
dile shoe? What am I doing, George?
Have I completely lost my mind?” I
watched as he scraped an almost in-
visible drop of glue from the side of a
thousand-dollar stiletto.

“Whatwill happen to your brand
when youstop?” I asked. The question
surprised him.“Well, I’m not going to
turn myself into McDonald’,if that’s
what you mean. They’re just shoes. I'll
make as manyas I can, and whenI die I
suspectthe world will survive.”

Lunch hadbeenspreadout along the
worktables, but when secretary an-
nouncedthat the man who makestheir
finestlasts had arrived Blahnik was out
of his seat in five seconds. He dove
across his desk, narrowly missing a plate
of mozzarella. He grabbed a dozen
drawings. “My God, George, get the 

‘Tm sorryyou're having a hard time, Roy. Pleaseforgive my Schadenfreude.”

others. We must hide the drawings.”
“What's going on?” I asked, when

the sheaf of papers had been temporar-
ily deposited in the trash basket.

Blahnik looked at me darkly. “That
man is verytalented,” he told me.“There
are not manylike him left, But I don’t
trust him. Hetalks to Prada. I know it.
Hetalks to Gucci, hetalks to everyone.”

fter returning from thefactory, we
decided to take advantage of the

late shopping hours.Thewarm weather
and Christmasseason had conspired to
fill the stores along the Via della Spiga
with half the population of Milan. It
washardjust to make ourway down the
oldstonestreets.
Wepasseda billboardthatdisplayed

a vintage 1960 ad for Moét & Chan-
don, which featured a picture of Cary
Grant and Kim Novak. “Oh, Kimmy,
Kimmy, Kimmy!” Blahnik shouted,
loud enoughto turn heads,Then he ran
up to the ad and kissed the Plexiglas
that covered herface. “I adore you. Just

adore you.I always have.”Welooked at
the Christmasdecorations in a fewwin-
dows, but soonit was time to make our
way back to the hotel. Before we did,
though,I asked Blahnik if there was a
“rightwoman”to wear his shoes, a muse.
“Notat all,” he said. “They don’t have to
be glamorous. I don’t care who wears
them. After I make them,the rest doesn’t
matter.” Malkemusrolled his eyes and
whispered, “Bullshit.”Then he pointed
to an elegantyoung Indianwoman. She
was dressed in a plain sari and a cash-
mere shawl. She movedas if there were
a cushion of air between her and the
ground.“Manolo,” Malkemussaid mis-
chievously. “Look at that.” Blahnik
turned, but said nothing as she strode
by. Then helet out a kind ofyelp.

“Did you see that, George!” he
shouted, completely beside himself.
“She was wearing my clear heel. She
‘was wearing it, George, and it looked
perfect. It was made for her. My God,
George, whata joy. Wasn't she beauti-
ful? Wasn't she absolutely beautiful?” ¢

THE NEW YORKER, MARCH 20, 2000 tM



 

 

PORTFOLIO BY HELMUT NEWTON

BELLE DE JOUR

 

New says springtime quite
so much as a romp around

Paris in your underpants.Pitchers
andcatchers mayhave reported
to spring training; tax day might
have comeand gone;but nothing
celebrates the vernal equinox
like whippingoffyour fleece-lined
Uggs and wool-blendtrousers,

getting a Brazilian bikini
wax,andstrolling over to the
EiffelTowerjust as you are.

Panties were everywhere on the
runwaythis season—well, not

literally everywhere, the way they
mightliterally be everywhereon,say,
thestage at a Ricky Martin concert,
but they were everywhere in the
fashion sense of everywhere. At the
big spring fashion shows in Milan
and Paris panties were whatwas
being shown on thehottest
height-and-weight-proportional
runway girls (that’s fashion slang
for supermodel, in case you don't speak
Garmento). There were panties
paired with little chiffon blouses and
panties paired with peplumythings
andpantiespaired with classic white
tanks,worn with nosebleed high heels
and, in inclement weather, a hat. The

leg(that’s Garmentofor “legs,”bythe
way) is nude or casual-Friday
dominatrix. Atease, gentlemen!

‘Wearingtailored spread-collar
shirting with nothing but Spanky
Pants broadcasts an almost dizzyingly
compounded message. Thelookis
Take a Letter, Maria from the waist
up, and Hello, Big Boy! there on
down. Nothing has whipsawed
between naughty andnice this
energetically since Catherine Deneuve
(at left) played a housewife/hooker in

the 1967film “Belle de Jour.”
‘Thepoignant contrapuntal theme—
mostclothes have one,at least the
bridge lines through couture—is a
sweetreference to a tot in a top
anda diaper,althoughthis does not
accountfor thestiletto heels.
Whatever. Therise of the pantyhas
shifted the paradigm:instead of
hemlines, nowit’s briefs versus
bikinis, and to thongornotto thong.
Isee London.I see France.

—Susan Orlean
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le the dream,there is a kidney-shaped
enamel spittoon, milk white, and

a gleaming metal razor such as old-
fashionedbarbers use.My mother’s hand
is on the razor, and then her face comes
into view, swimming, as it were, toward

me,pale, pear-shaped, about to mete out

her punishment,to cut my throat.Then,

with a glidingness,it is over, and I wake
shaking, having escaped death notfor
thefirst time. In dream, mymother andI
are enemies, whereas in life we were so
attachedwe could almostbe called lovers.
Tbelieved that the universeresidedin her
being. She was the hub ofthe house; the
roomstook on a life when she was in
them anda dearth whenshe was absent.
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FORBIDDEN

BY EDNA O'BRIEN

 

She wasreal mother andarchetypal
mother. Herfingers and hernails smelled
of food—meal for hens and chickens,

gruel for the calves, and bread for us—
whereas her body smelled of drifting
things, depending on whether she was
happyor unhappy; the mostpleasant was
a lingering smell of perfume from the
cotton wad that she sometimes tucked
under herbrassiere. At Christmastime,it
was a smell offruitcake soaked with grog
and the sugary smell of white icing, as

stiff as starch, which she applied with
the rapture ofan artist.
Welivedfor a timein such symbiosis

that there might never have been a hus-
bandor other children, except that there

were. Weall sat at the samefire, ate the
samefood, and, whena gift of a box of
chocolates arrived,we looked with long-
ingat the picture on the back, choosing
in our mindsthe flavor wepreferred.
That box might not be opened for a 3
year. Life was frugal. It was on a farm §
in Ireland, the harvest and the hay &

subject to the hazardsofrain, and al- >
ways hovering over her and us was the 2
spectre of debt. Yet there were touches &
of grandeur,silver clocheslike so many é
ironclad knights stationed along the
sideboard, and mirrors with cupidskiss- 3

ing and cuddling. In drawers upstairs $
were folds ofsilk from the time when 2
she worked, long before, at the silk 5

  



counterof a departmentstore in Brook-
lyn, the name of which ranked second
only to Heaven. On Sundays, for Mass,
she would hurriedly don her good
clothes, which had been acquired in
those stylish times, or the clothes that

had beensent by relatives over the
years—voile dresses, cut on the bias, that
seemedto wash overa body, over hers. 1
would beg her to re-don them in the
evening so that we could go for a walk
and, in summeratleast, enjoy the eve-
ning intoxication of honeysuckle in
other people's gardens. Wedid not have
a garden, we had plowed fields and
meadows. Somehow I thought that a
garden would bea prelude to happiness.
Theflowers I could principally feast on
were those painted on china cups and
plates, splotchesof gentian incavities of
moss, or, branching on the wallpaper,
rosebuds so compact,so lifelike that one

felt one could squeeze them or pluck
them off. Our walks bordered on en-
chantment, what with neighbors, in

some flush ofaffectation, greeting us
profusely, and the possibility that we
mightwalk outof ourold sadexistence.

Shewas beautiful. She had brown hair
with bronzed glimmers in it, and blue-
blueeyesthat held within them an infi-
nite capacity for stricture. Tochastise one,
she did not have to speak, hereyes did it
with a piercing gaze. But when she ap-
proved of something everything seemed
to soften, and thestream ofbluish light
was like stainedglass melting.

Onthose walks, she invariably spoke
ofvisitors who were bound to comein
the summerandthe dainty dishes she
would prepare for them. There was a
host of recipes she had notyet tried.
Sometimesher shoes hurt and wehad to
sit on a wall while she rolled down her
stockings and mashed and massaged her
poorreddened toes. Once, a man we
scarcely knew cameandsat down beside
us. He wore a torn flannel shirt and
spoke in a wild voice, asking us, “Any
news, any news?”Shelaughed overit af-
terward andsaid he was a yokel. I some-
times thought she would have liked a
city life, a pamperedlifewhere she could
wear good clothes and a divine pair of
court shoesthatglittered like filigree. Yet
at heart she was a countrywoman,andas
she got older thefields, the bog, her
dogs, and her fowl became more impor-
tantto her, were her companions once I

hadleft. I had always promised not to
leave. I promised it aloud to her and
alone to myself as I lookedatthesilver
knights on the sideboard and thetinted
rosebuds on the wallpaper.

Our househad quarrels in it, quarrels
about money, about drinking, about

recklessness, but, not content with real
fear, my motheralso had to summonup
the unknown and the supernatural. A
frog jumpedinto thefire one night and
she believed it was an auguryfor the
sudden andaccidental death ofa neigh-
bor, all the more so because when she
cleaned out the ashes next morning
there wasnotraceofa frog, not even a
charred skeleton. Likewise a panel of
colored glass above a vestibule door
broke again and again, andsheinsisted

that it was not windor storm but a mes-
sage from beyond. Oneevening,sitting
in the kitchen in some dread, she con-

ceived the thoughtthat a man, a stranger,
had comeandstoodoutside the window
preparing to shoot us.We moved to the
side of the window andsatside by side
on twokitchen chairs, barely breathing,

waiting for our executioner.Wesat there
till morning, when the phobia was re-
placedbya real one, her husband, home

fromsomeall-nightcard game,still half

drunk and vexed at having to return to
us,ventinghisrage.

She and I were Mendicants together,
cooking, making beds, folding sheets,
doing all the normal things in the so-
called normal times and at other times
cowering out-of-doors, undertrees, our
teeth chattering in a mad musical duet.

cannot remember when,exactly, the

first moment of the breach came.
There were tiffs over foodthatI refused
to eat and barbs aboutnonsensical slides
that I put in myhair. I began to write—
jottings that had to be covert because
she would see in them sort ofwander-
lust. Sheinsisted thatliterature was a
precursorto sin and damnation, whereas
I believed it was the only alchemy that
thereis. I would read and I would write
and she, the matrix of what I was writ-
ing, hadtobe banished,just as in a fairy
tale. Oneday, she lost her temper com-
pletelywhenI read aloud to her a quota-
tion of Voltaire’s which I had copied
out—‘Tllusion is the first of all plea-
sures.” She looked at me as if I were a
likely candidate for the lunatic asylum,

twenty miles away. Many had gonethere
and we had seen them go, dragged by
theirrelatives, fighting and shouting to
belet outof a car, orelse sitting in a state
of numbness.

“TIlusion,” shesaid, and went on with
hertask. She was poundingvery yellow
oatmeal with boiling water, and the ve-

hemencewith which she did it was so
great she mighthave beenpounding me.
Fromliterature to, worse, venery. Those
passions, those liaisons thatwere in nov-
els, that were in Tolstoy, the recklessness
of a Natashawilling to elope with a cad
was thelife I now craved. Shesensed the
impulsein me,and a currentof mistrust
sprungup betweenus. She searched my
eyes, she searched my clothing, she

searched mysuitcase when,as a student,
I returned home from Dublin; the few
books I had brought with me she
deemedfoul and degenerate. Thebattle
wason,but weskirted aroundit. [wrote
fanciful pieces for a railway magazine,

and she seethed. She wouldtell mewhat
others—neighbors—thoughtof whatI
had written, tears in her voice at my
criminality. Flings, youthfullove affairs
were outof the question. I eloped with a
man I had known for only six weeks.
She hated himafter merely seeing a
photograph, but she nevertheless in-
sisted on my marrying to give theseal of
respectability to things, and there fol-
lowed a bleak ceremonythatshe did not
attend. With uncannyclairvoyance, she
predictedtheyear, the day, even the hour
of the marriage’s demise. Ten years and
twochildren later, when it ended, she
delivered her ultimatum. It was sent
poste restante, andI readit in street in
London,where I was then living. She
enjoined meto kneel down onthe very
spotas I wasreading and make the vow
to have nothing to do with any man in
bodyor soul as long as I lived, adding
thatI owedit to God,to her, and to my
children. She lamented my being young
and therefore still in the way of tempta-
tion. She had reclaimed me.

Then cameyears and years of corre-
spondencefrom her. She whoprofessed
disgust at the written word wrote daily—
bulletins that ranged from the pleading
to the poetic, fromthe philosophicto the
apocalyptic. I never fully read them,
beingafraid of somegreater accusation,
and myreplies wereniceties, squeezed in
with bribes and moneyto stave off con-
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Greene on C re
Shirley Hazzard

J
“Witty and sharply
observed . . . Greene on

Capri is the story ofa friendship,
touchingly and honestly told,

and a muchtruerportrait of
Graham than the readeris
likely to find in his biographies.”

—MichaelKorda, Harper's

“Suchis the intensity
of her memoir that you
will see Capri through the eyes
of Ms. Hazzard and be haunted
by the spirit of her quarry,
Graham Greene.”

—*Christopher Lehmann-Haupt

The New York Times

“A pointillist master-
piecethat manages to evoke
a magical setting, remarkable
peopleandvivid events.”

—Michael Mewshaw
Los Angeles Times Book Review  
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frontation. Yet there was something that
I wanted to ask her about in the vague
belief that known things and guessed
things are imparted to us in some inex-
plicable way. I sensed a ghostinside her.
‘There had beenan infantbefore me that
was born prematurely and had died. I
believed that some drastic transaction
had transpired between them. Whyelse
was its namenever uttered,prayers forit
never said, and whydid wenevervisit the
grave, where even thefourletters ofits
namewere notinscribed on the tomb-
stone underneath thatofdistant forebears.
She had notwanted anotherchild. There
had been three children by then, and,
with waningfinances, theywere hardship
enough. By being born twoyears later I
had in some wayusurped herresolve.

For twenty-odd years I had post-
poned opening the bundle ofletters
that lay in a mildewedleather trunk,

silent enjoinders that I often meant to
destroy. Then one day, deluding myself
that for my work | needed to revisit
rooms and hauntsthat had passed into
other hands, | lifted thelittle brass latch.
Tt waslike being plungedinto the moil-
ing seas of memory. Herletters were
deeper, sadder than I had remembered,
but what struck me most was their
hunger. Here was a womandesperately
tryingto explainherselfandto retie the
cord that had been summarily cut.
There were hundreds of them, or
maybea thousand.Theyhad cometwo,
three a week, always with apologyfor
her not having written in the interven-
ing days. I read them and stowed them

away. She would wonder whether I was
at home or away, wonder how soon we
would meet again, wonder what new
clothesI hadgot,orif anypiece of fur-
niture in my house had been moved
about. She would swear tocross the sea
to England evenif she had to walkit,
andstrenuously I postponed thosevis-
its. She would send things from her
linen press,andtheletter that preceded
the parcel wentlike this—‘T sent you
yesterday eighteen large doilies, eigh-
teen small ones, andfourcentral ones. I
didn’t get to wash andstarch them as it
takes so long to iron them properly,
whenstarched.” The nextletter or the
onefollowing would be abouttoil—she
had drawn one hundred buckets of
water and sprayed the entire avenue
with weed-killer. One Sunday, she had
gonefor a walk. It was a scorching day,
she said, and shefelt a strange kind of
energy, an exhilaration as when she was
young. Up there on the slopes of the
mountain there wereripe blackberries,
masses of them on the briars, and not
wishing to have them rot she picked
them to make blackberry jelly.Without
basketor can, she had to remove herslip
andputthe blackberries insideit, where
theyshed someoftheir purple juices. In
her letter, she wished that she could
hand mea potofclear jellyover a hedge
andwatch metaste and swallowit.

Shehadhereye outfor a homethat
mightsuit me,althoughI had no inten-
tion of going back to buya house or a
plot ofland. One was called Gore House,
namedafter an English landlord, long
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since dead. Shesaid it was a pity I had
not boughtit instead of the German
whonotonlyneverset footin it but had
boughtit when he sawit from theair,
travelling in hisprivate jet. Continentals
lovedtheplace and therefore whynotI?

Theletters about her dogs are the |
most wrenching. She always had two
dogs, sheepdogs, who sparred and
growled at one another throughout the
day, apart from whenthey were off
hunting rabbits, but whoat night slept
more orless in each other’s embrace,like
big honey-colored bears. Theyhad the |
same names, Laddie and Rover, andal-

‘ways met with the samefate.Theyhad a
habitoffollowingcars in the avenue and
oneinvariably gotkilled while the other
grieved and mourned,refused food, even
refused meat, listened intently to the

soundsof dogs barking in the distance,
andina short time died and was buried
with its comrade. She would swear never
to get anotherpair of dogs but in a mat-

| ter of months she was writing off to a
breeder several counties away and two
little puppies in a cardboard box with a
nest of dank straw wouldarrive by bus
and presently be given the same two
names. She gloried in describing how
mischievous they were, the things they
ate, pranks they were up to. One May
morning, she looked out and thought it
‘was snowing, but when she went out-

doors she foundthat theyhad bitten the
sheets off the clothesline, chewed off
small pieces, andspat them out.

Herlife got increasingly hard. There
were floods and morefloods, as sheputit,
and heating oil got costlier each year, while
the price of cattle went rock-bottom.
People were hoarding their own beef,
but, as shesaid, for that one needed a
deep freezer, which she did not have. A

mare that myfather loved and had dis-
patchedto trainer was expected towin
a big race but merely cameinthird,
therebyquashingall his hopesofriches.
Not having the means,she nevertheless

livedfor the day whenshecould afford
to get me a chandelier and to haveit so
carefullywrappedthatnot a single crys-
tal would get broken. I did not have
that much of a wish for a chandelier.

As she got older, she admitted to
beingtired, and sometimestheletters

were in different inks where she had
stopped writing or maybe hadfallen
asleep. Death was now thebig factor,
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‘Tm hearingalot ofbuzzwordsfrom you, but I'm notgetting a buzz.”

the six-mark question that could not be
answered. She was bewildered. She
began to have doubts abouther faith.
Onemorning,she wentblind for a mo-
ment, and from that day onward she
hated nightand hated dark andsaid she
lay awake fearing that dawn would
never come. Life, she maintained, was
onebig battle, because no matter who
won,nobodydid. She began,as things
grewdarker, to implicitly forgive my
transgressions, whatever they might
have been. I was going to America, and
she asked meto track down a gentleman
at an address in Brooklyn. He musthave
been a sweetheart. She had written him
the previous summerat an address that
someone hadgiven her, but the letter

had been returned after many months
and much handling. Shebelieved thatit
had been opened andthereforeread.

Ttwas like finding aphantom room in
a houseI thoughtI knew. I remembered
somethingthatas a child I had squirmed
at overhearing.We werein a hired car, my

mother, a newly married woman called
Lydia, and myself, waiting outside a hos-
pital for a coffin to be broughtoutto the
hearse. Myfatherand thedriver had gone
inside. Lydia chain-smoked, laughed a
lot, and was vibrantly happy. My mother
was delighted thatwe had given her a lift
and becametalkative. Normally guarded

with neighbors, she began totell this
strangerofher glorious time in Brooklyn,
the style she had,the dances shewent to,
the men she met. Pressed on thatpoint,

shesaid that, yes, therewas onein partic-

ular, dark, handsome, and with a beautiful

reserve. He had been sucha gentleman,

had given herlittle gifts, and on their
Sunday outings had seen her back home
to her digs and shaken her hand on the
doorstep. Yet one night, passing a house
ofill repute, with its red lights andits tas-
selled curtains, he had nudged her and
said that maybe they should go in there
and see what wenton. She did notsayif
the friendship had been broken off
abruptly, but what was clear by little
shiver in her body, in which desire and
disgust overlapped, was that she had
probably loved him andwould have gone
through that forbidden door with him.

Herlast letter broke off after only a
couple of lines. She wasin a hospital in
thecity and had quarrelled with her son
overherland. “Myhandis shaking, as
am I, withwhat I have to say,” she wrote.

It remains unfinished, and so I wait
for the dream thatleads us from the inner
room andthat ghastlywhite spittoon, up
onto the mountain,that bluish distance,

half-earth,half-sky, toward her darkman
and the zest of her youthful ways, to
begin ourjourney all overagain. #
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FRONT ROW NOTES
BY SANDRA BERNHARD

We another NewYork fashion
week has come and gone. The

collections felt like a returnto places
Jong forgotten: the rock-and-roll
seventies, high society, Detroit. And, as
usual, the real scenemakers weren't on
the runwaybutsitting in the audience
or dashing aroundbackstage. MaryJ.
Blige, Lil’ Kim, Missy Elliott, Toni
Braxton—all the rulingdivas were out
in force, paradingin distressed denim
with appliquéd faux-furhearts,
shocking-blue feathery boajackets,
midrifis ablaze. Someofthe girls were
packingheatin their G-strings. This
newdivaposseis the last in a long
lineoffashionroyalty. They know how
to take risks with a confidence and
commitmentthatusedto bereserved
for the likes ofAudrey Hepburn
and GraceKelly.

All told,it wasa very sexy week.
Howcouldit notbe, with companies

like General Motors underwriting the
proceedings? Sadly, fashion has gone
the wayofbig business.The “suits” have
asserted themselves, and their presence
canbefelt on the runway. Kors,for
instance, showed an“anthracite pinstripe
cashmere flannelvest,” an “anthracite

cashmere flannelskirt,” anda “silver fox

boa”(as the program stated).You know,
“urbaneluxe,”“the mysteriousallure
ofthe fedora,” “Chryslerchic.”

At Oscar dela Renta, everybody
z was freaked out whenthe people from
PETA stormedthe catwalk, butit was
oneofthe mostinspired moments of
the week. It was well thoughtout
andcarefullyplanned,and,like a good
old Helmut Newtonphoto,it was
dangerous andsexyashell. But, despite

2 PETA’efforts, fur prevailed: Anna
$ Wintour showed upthe next day in a
©short chinchilla chubby, and André
= LeonTalleytoted a gigantic Nija fur
= purse (Nija?). They seemedto have no
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fear; clearly, they would rather wear fur

than go naked. Perhaps that's forthe best.
Calvin Klein broke campas always,

and showedinthe meatdistrict, around

the cornerfromPastis(that’s next to
Jeffrey), and the crowds werejust as
eagerto get in. Calvin continuedhis
minimalist motif, everything he showed
was in spruce, or prune,or raisin,or
juniper, or mulberry. But never mind.

ShaniaTwain is nofool. She might
tote a big old hatbox aroundinthe
middle ofthe desert, but whenit comes
to looking chicshe goesstraight to
Marc Bouwer. Like someof the other
boys,he was all about glamourthis
season. Andofcourse wecan’t forget
the other Mare. (Notetoaspiring
fashiondesigners: Ifyou are named
Mark, changethespelling immediately.)
MarcJacobs's wasthefirst runwaythat
lookedas ifyoucould actually land a
planeonit, and whenthegirls came out

lookinglike stewardessesit made me
longfor the time whentravel wasstill
glamorous.Thecritics calledit seventies
redux, butfor meit brought up images
of a womanwho enjoys anicy Martini
and a Nembutal suppository.

Afterall this,itwas good to get a
dose of Europeanflavor at Helmut
Lang.IfMarc Jacobs and Michael Kors
represent the newhighsociety, then
Helmutis the championofthe kids
wholiketo keepit simple. Sometimes
Helmutis so sleek, spare, and unadorned

that wearinghis clothes makes you
feel like you oughtto go shopping. But,
whenyoudo, don'tbe surprisedif
everything looks familiar.’The
immediacyoffashion coverage these
days, fromthe Internettocable,
resembles a Presidentialexit poll—
you knowtoo much,too soon. As Kal
Ruttenstein, the Bloomingdale’s buyer,
whispered in my ear during one show,
“Now everybody's a fashionexpert.” #
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A CRITIC AT LARGE

RUINED CHOIRS
How did Shostakovich’s music survive Stalin's Russia?

BY ALEX ROSS

na Januaryeveningin 1936,Joseph
Stalin entered a box atthe Bolshoi

Theatre, in Moscow. His custom was to
take a seat in the back,just before the cur-

tain rose. He had becomeinterested that
month in new operas by Soviet com-
posers: a weekearlier, he had seen Ivan
Dzerzhinsky’s “The Quiet Don,” and
liked it enough to summonthe composer
for a conversation. Onthis night, the
Bolshoi was presenting “Lady Macbeth
of Mtsensk,” a dark, violent, sexually ex-
plicit opera by Dmitri Shostakovich.
Stalin enjoyed himself less. After the
third act—in whichtsarist policemenare
depicted as buffoons whoarrest people
onhastily fabricated pretexts—the Leader
conspicuously walked out. Shostakovich,

whohad been expecting the samerecep-
tion that Stalin gave to Dzerzhinsky,
wentaway feeling, hesaid, “sick at heart.”
Twodays later, Pravda published an ed-
itorial under the headline “MUDDLE IN-
STEAD OF MUSIC,” which condemned
Shostakovich’s operaoutright. “From the
first minute,” the anonymous author

wrote,“thelistener is confused by a de-
liberately disordered, muddled stream
of noise.” The composer wasplaying a
gamethat “may endvery badly.”

In 1936, Shostakovich was twenty-
nineyears old, and he wasthebrilliant
young man of Soviet music. His First
Symphony, which he completed at the
age of eighteen, had been taken up by
orchestras around the world. He had
dedicated himself—industriously, if not
enthusiastically—to works on Commu-
nist themes. Hisfirst opera, a setting of
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Gogol’s “The Nose,”typified the imper-
tinence of art in the early Bolshevik
years, andhis second, “Lady Macbeth,”
was hailed—beforeStalin sawit—as the
prototypical Soviet music drama.For the
benefitof the proletarian establishment,
Shostakovich declared of his opera, “I
wanted to unmaskreality and to arouse a
feeling of hatred for the tryannical and
humiliating atmosphere in a Russian
merchant's household.” At the same
time,his satire of the police must have
struck a sympathetic chord with audi-
ences who were living underStalin.It’s
impossible to say whether Stalin him-
self took offenseat the police scene, or
the graphic bedroom sequences, or the
spasmsof dissonance produced bythe
orchestra. Perhaps he simply felt, with
his genius for destruction, that this
young manneeded a comeuppance.

Shostakovich lived the next two years
ofhis life in a stateof abject fear. Pravda’s
denunciation of “Lady Macbeth” coin-
cided with the beginning of the Great
Terror, and Shostakovich was immedi-
ately declared “an enemyofthe people.”
Heissaid to haveslept in the hallway
outside his apartment, so that when the
N.K.V.D.came to take him away his
youngfamilywould not have to witness
the scene. Hefinished his Fourth Sym-
phony,a surreal, desolate piece in a

‘Mahlerian vein, and withdrew it when

cultural officials warned him that he was
still on the wrongpath. In April of 1937,
heset to work on a new symphony, ina
simpler style; two monthslater, Mikhail
Tukhachevsky, a Marshal of the Soviet

Union, who had been a supporter and
friend of Shostakovich’s for manyyears,
was shot for his part in a nonexistent
conspiracy. As the N.K-V.D. rounded
up Tukhachevsky’s circle, Shostakovich
wascalled in for questioning. In an im-
peccably Gogolesqueturn ofevents, the
composer found that his appointed in-
terrogatorhad beenarrested, and that no
oneelse was interested in his case.

Whenthe Fifth Symphonyhadits
premiere, in November of 1937,it sent
the audience into convulsions. During
the third movement, the proudly sorrow-
ing Largo, manybroke into tears. Dur-
ingthefinale, people around thehall got
to their feet,as if royalty had entered the
room. The ovation afterward lasted for
forty minutes. The gamehad not ended
badly, for the moment: Shostakovich
had written a piece that had aroused the
love of the masses, and he had done so

in a clear style that passed muster with
socialist-realist aesthetics. The Fifth
went on to achieve enormous popular-
ity in the West. Shostakovich, in the re-
mainingforty yearsofhis career, proved
to be oneofthe few twentieth-century
composers whocould hold audiencesin
thrall, and interest in him has onlyin-
tensified since his death. This season,
in New York, he is everywhere: “Lady
Macbeth”is currently playing at the
Metropolitan Opera; manyof the sym-
phonies have appeared on programs
around town; and the Emerson Quartet
hasjust recorded and performedthefif-
teenstring quartets. Back in 1982, when
the Fitzwilliam Quartet played thecycle
at Alice Tully Hall, there were many
empty seats. When the Emerson re-
peated thefeat last month,the hall was
full, and people were begging for tickets.

But something funny has happened
to this composeron his way to immor-
tality. Audiencesarelistening to him
more intently than ever, but they are
being urgedto listen in a very different
way. Shostakovich, once peggedas a pro-
pagandist for the Soviet system, is now
exaltedasits noblest musical victim. He
has been canonizedas a moral subver-
sive, a conscientiousironist, a “holy fool.”
The ending of the Fifth Symphony,
which was once described as a paean to
Stalin’s Russia,is nowdescribed as a sub-
rosa denunciationof it. Such a hundred-
and-eighty-degree rotation of meaning
is curious,to say theleast, and the arbi-



trariness of the change—the music is
still said to represent Stalin but, now,
critically—suggests that the new inter-
pretation may be no more valid than the
old one. The Fifth has becomea hall of
musical mirrors in which our own un-
musical obsessionsare reflected. The
notes,in any case, remain the same.The

symphonystill ends fortissimo, in D
major, andit still brings
audiencesto their feet.

hen I beganlis-
tening to Shosta-

kovich,in college, I came
across a record of a So-
viet radio broadcast of
one of the composer's
public speeches. I putit
on, expecting to meet
the masterful personal-
itybehindthe Fifth Sym-
phony. Instead, I heard
a manspeaking hurriedly
in Russian while an in-
terpreter, soundinglike
a voice-over man in a
driver’s-ed film, intoned
such deathless phrases
as “Weareall a vital part
of the times welive in”
and “Soviet art rests four-
square on the ideas and
principles proclaimed by
thegreat Lenin.” Thiswas
an introduction to the
enigma of Shostakovich,

who made an art of say-
ing nothing memorable
in public. After any per-
formance of his music,
he would declare, “Bril-
liantly done.” When he
was shown something
by another composer, he
would say, “A remarka-
ble work.” He mastered
Soviet doublespeak, and
artfully mocked it in his
correspondence: “1944 is
aroundthe corner,” he wroteto hisfriend
Isaak Glikman. “A year of happiness,joy,
andvictory. Thisyear will bring us much
joy. The freedom-loving Peopleswill at

9 longlast throwoff the yoke of Hitler-
& ism,and peacewill reign throughoutthe
world underthe sunnyrays of Stalin's

= Constitution. I am convincedofthis, and
= therefore experience the greatest joy.”

This facade was shattered in 1979,
with the publication of“Testimony:The
Memoirs of Dmitri Shostakovich, as Re-
lated to and Edited by Solomon Volkov.”
Volkov, ayoung Leningrad musicologist,
had interviewed the composer in the
early seventies and smuggled his manu-
script outofthe Soviet Union. In “Testi-
mony,” Shostakovich rages against Stalin

  
Twenty-fiveyears after Shostakovich’ death, the warfor his mindgoes
on: Was hea craven apparatchik ora secret dissident?

and offers provocative reinterpretations
ofseveral ofhis most familiar works.The
book introduced many readers to Sho-
stakovich’s biting wit, and they began to
hear the sametonein his music. A revi-
sionist school of interpretation devel-
oped,as critics went hunting for subver-
sive messagesin Shostakovich’s ostensibly
socialist-realist symphonies.The quartets

were likewise glossed as “private diaries”
of the composer's anguish under Soviet
domination.It was in this light that the
Emersonplayed thecycle; the program
notes quoted from such great dissident
figures as Osip Mandelstam, Alexander
Solzhenitsyn, and Joseph Brodsky, im-
plying that Shostakovich belonged in
their company. The Emerson also par-

ticipated in“The Noise of
Time,” a production by
the Théatre de Compli-
cité, in which Shostako-
vich’s music under-scored
a multimedia collage of
his tormentedlife.
Not everyone has

boughtinto this outspo-
ken posthumousdissi-
dence.A year after “Tes-
timony” appeared, an
American scholar, Lau-
tel Fay, wrote an article
questioning the book’s
authenticity. A second
camp was formed—one
that declared that Sho-
stakovich had never
strayed too far from the
Party line, and thattocall
him a “dissident” made
a mockery of the term.
The musicologist Rich-
ard Taruskin declared
thatseveral of Shostako-
vich’s major works con-
formed all too well with
Soviet ideology. In his
book “Defining Russia
Musically,”he wrote that
the satire of the merchant
class in “Lady Macbeth”
coincided chillingly with
Stalin’s murderous cam-
paign against the kulaks.
Fayrecently published
“Shostakovich: A Life”
(Oxford), which paints
the composeras fearful,

accommodating figure.
In thelast few years, the war for the

mind of Shostakovich has only esca-
lated. Polemics and counter-polemics
are flying over the transom. Allan Ho
and Dmitry Feofanoy, two Volkov ad-
mirers, have responded to Fay’s attacks
on “Testimony” with a seven-hundred-
and-eighty-seven-page volumeentitled
“Shostakovich Reconsidered,”and buried
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in it is a goodcase for the memoir’s au-
thenticity. The authors observe,for ex-
ample, that the composer’s signature
appears on thefirst page of the Vol-
kov manuscript, on which it is written,

“Looking back, I see nothing butruins,
only mountainsof corpses.” Shostako-
vich, therefore, could have been under no

illusions about the kind of project he
was engagedin. Unfortunately, “Shosta-
kovich Reconsidered” is a pedantic,

fanatical messof a book, a kind of hard-
bound Website, in which fresh infor-

mation is lost in reams of third-hand
factoids and musicological daydream-
ing. All participants in the debate, in
fact, have graphomaniactendencies. Ian
MacDonald, anothercritic of the revi-
sionist persuasion, has posted fifty-
thousand-word review of Fay’s biogra-
phy onthe Internet. Fayis preparing a
response to “Shostakovich Reconsid-

| ered”—an article about a book about an

 

article about a book. “Muddle Instead
of Music” wouldbe a goodtitle for an
omnibusanthology of the wholeaffair.

H= isa possible compromise: “Tes-
timony”does tell us what Shosta-

kovich was thinking about at the end
ofhislife, but Shostakovichat the end of
his life was a desperately embittered
man, whose pronouncements onhis

| own workare not always to be trusted.
“Testimony,” in other words, may be
authentic, but it may not alwaystell
thetruth. Bytheearly seventies, when
Volkov conducted his interviews, Sho-
stakovich was wracked byillness and
clouded by medication. He had acquired
a poor reputation among those who
were trying to resist the excesses of the
Soviet regime,and, in 1973, he enraged
the dissident community further by
signing a letter of denunciation against
Andrey Sakharov. The composer may
have wished to improve his image in
the eyes of the younger generation, of
whom Volkov was a representative. So
he went back over his published work
and argued that what had seemed doc-
trinaire was in fact subversive. This is
what he said of the Fifth Symphony:

I think tharit is clear to everyone what
happensin the Fifth. The rejoicing 1s forced,
created under threat, asin “Boris Godunov.”
Iv’s as if someone werebeating you with a
stick and saying, “Your businessis rejoicing,
yourbusiness is rejoicing,” and you rise,

shaky, and go marching off, muttering, “Our
business is rejoicing, our business is rejoic-
ing.” Whatkind of apotheosis is that? You
have to be a complete oaf not to hear that.

It is strange for an artist to hector his
audience in this fashion. Shostakovich
was usually as vagueas possible when he
spoke about his music, andhis belated,

belligerentspecificity about the meaning
ofthe Fifth seemsto protest too much.
Nothing in the score supports such a
reading. Andevenif the composer had
wanted a sardonic ending, attempts to
perform it sardonically have proved un-
convincing. A hundred orchestral musi-
cians cannotplay their hearts out in a
major key and soundinsincere about
whatthey are doing.

Shostakovich's revisionist account of
the Fifth has caught on becausethecir-
cumstancesofits creation make us un-
comfortable. It’s hard to accept that a
composer wrote his best-loved work
under the gun ofa totalitarian regime.
Listeningto the Fourth and Fifth Sym-
phonies side by side—onesprawling,
dissonant, and spooky; the otherstrict,
conservative, and uplifting—leaves no
doubtthatin 1936 and 1937 Shostako-
vich did make an abruptandpartlyin-
voluntary stylistic swerve. Yet most of
us prefer the straitjacketed Fifth to the
wildly gesticulating Fourth. Mostofus,
like it or not, share Stalin’s taste for the
tonal andthetuneful. Therevisionist in-
terpretation, conveniently, gives us the
luxury oflistening on two levels—the
intellectual and the emotional. First, we

ponder the theory that Shostakovich set
outto write a meretricious grandfinale,
hedgingit in with ironies and ambigui-
ties. Then we connect emotionally with
the unironic, unambiguous powerof the
sound. We nod our headssagely at the
program notes, and sway in our seats to
the thuddingofthe drums. Ifwe are in-
spired, we can jumpto our feet at the
end—sardonically, of course.

This raises a question about the fa-
mous premiére in 1937, at which people
stood upin awe while the music wasstill
playing.If as therevisionists claim,all
good Russians understood the coded
message “Your business is rejoicing,”
why didn't they remain seated? More
likely, they weregetting to their feet be-
cause the music was rejoicing, in spite of
everything—proudly, darkly, improba-
bly. Shostakovich deployedan arsenal of



 

preéxisting musical devices to give his
finale maximum impact. He looked
back, in particular, to the transcendent
finale of Mahler’s Third Symphony,
which is as cosmically free of irony as
anything ever written. Mahler's coda
is in the same key as Shostakovich’s,
andit has the samerepetitionoftriads,

the same device of timpani repeatedly
poundinga two-notefigure (D and A),
even the same touchesin the orchestra-
tion (trumpetspiercing the general mass
of sound). It’s telling that conductors
slow the drumbeatin the last three bars
of the Fifth, in defiance of Shosta-
kovich’s score but in accordance with
Mahler’s—they are getting the two
symphonies confused. This is not to say
that Shostakovich’s ending is an alto-
gether happy one. By addinga fiercely
pulsatingA in the strings and the winds,
hegives his celebration a seething edge.
Butit is a celebrationall the same.

Evidence for the ultimatelytrium-
phal character of the Fifth crops upin,
ofall places, “Shostakovich Recon-
sidered.” That book excerpts somelec-

tures byMaxim Shostakovich, the com-
poser’s son, who has long been an au-
thoritative conductorof the symphonies.
“The Fifth Symphonyis his ‘Heroic’
Symphony,” Maxim writes. He quotes
his father as follows: “Thehero is saying,
‘Tam right. I will follow the way I
choose.’ ” Theinterpretation that Sho-
stakovich offered his son contradicted
whathe told Volkov—the ending, he
implied, was sincere and in his own
voice. The symphony, in other words,is
the conventional Romantic story of an
individual overcoming adversity. That
Soviet propagandists co-opted it as a
glorification of Stalin shouldn't stop us
from hearing glory of a different kind.
Theheroofthis symphonyhas thefree-
dom to imaginejoy, if not to experience
it. Call itan angryjoy—a lunge for a bet-
ter world.

‘he Fifth Symphonyis a statement
of awesome confidence, butit

emerged from conditionsof fear, Dur-
ing the remainder of Shostakovich’s
career, fear tookits toll. The success of

theFifth, and the even greater wartime
success of the Seventh Symphony,
the “Leningrad,” made the composer
a potent propaganda resource for the
Soviets, and he beganto feel trapped in
his position. After the war, he failed to
produce the Beethovenian “Victory”
symphonythatStalin had been expect-
ing, issuing instead largely frivolous
Ninth Symphonywith a vaudeville fi-
nale. A second campaign against for-
malism erupted in 1948, and Shostako-
vich suffered anothersickeningfall from
grace.A newtrend emergedin his deal-
ings with the regime: instead of lying
low, as he had done after the “Lady
Macbeth”crisis, he wentoutof his way
to humble himself in public. At the
1948 proceedings against formalism,
during which mostofthe accused com-
posers avoided personal appearances, he
read aloud a speech that was stultifying
in its banality and disconcertingin its
masochism. Helater claimed that the
text of this speech had been forced on
him,butotherparticipantsin the affair
were apparently able to speak in their
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own voice. Prokofiev, for one, sent in a

reply that wasprickly and condescend-
ingin tone.

Shostakovich suffered under the
Soviet system, but so did many other
people. After a point, the fact of op-
pressionfails to justify his actions. Dur-
ing the Khrushchevthaw, he became,
if anything, more deeply implicated in
the Communist hierarchy. Herecited
everyspeech that was put in front of
him,he signed manifestos and denunci-
ations withoutreading them.In 1960,
hejoined the Party, an unnecessary
action, for which he gave conflicting

explanations (one being that he was
drunk). There were elements of de-
featism in his philosophy. “Don't create
illusions,” he wouldtell his colleagues.
“There’s no otherlife. There can’t be
any.” Thetext of “Testimony” is laced
with hopelessness: life is miserable, it
says, nothing can change, one must
grow hard, death waits at the end. Sho-
stakovich condemnstwo“patented sav-
iors,” two menof“falsereligiosity,”who
thoughtthey could save the world.They
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are,incredibly, Stalin and Solzhenitsyn.
Inthelatesixties and early seventies,

Shostakovich did write many works in
which resistanceto authority was a run-
ning theme:thetexts of his vocal works
spokeof poets murderedbytsars, rebels
dancing on thescaffold, exiles express-
ing the conscience of a country. In his
Fourteenth Symphony, he set a poem by
Apollinaire entitled “The Zaporozhian
Cossacks’ Answerto the Sultan ofCon-
stantinople,” in which the“evil butcher
of Podolye”is denounced in tones dis-
tinctly reminiscentof the Scherzo from
the Tenth Symphony—thepiece that
“Testimony”calls a “portrait of Stalin.”
But such music was more theprojection
ofa dissidentcareer than the enactment
ofone.It offered no hopefor action and
change. For genuine dissidents, such
as Solzhenitsyn and Brodsky, Shosta-
kovich was part of the problem. In an
interview,ironically, with Solomon
Volkov, Brodsky attacked the effort to
locate “nuances of virtue” in the gray
expanses of Shostakovich’s later life.
Such career of compromise, Brodsky

said, destroys a man instead ofpreserv-
ing him.“It transforms the individual
into ruins,” he said. “Theroofis gone,
butthe chimney, for example, mightstill
bestanding.”

uins, however, can be beautiful to

behold. Shostakovich was never
ableorwilling to write another convinc-
ingly “heroic” symphony, but he found
other avenues ofexpression, most signif-
icantly in chamber music. He wrotehis
first string quartet in 1938, in the wake
ofthe Fifth Symphony, and the quartet
medium becamefor him refuge from
the anxiety of symphonicpublic speak-
ing. In the new realm,he could explore
the technical limits of his musical lan-
guage, which is based onan intricate
array of Russian modal scales, and also
test the psychological limits of his narra-
tives, in which seemingly simple and in-
nocentideas are revealed as their oppo-
sites.A banal melodyis often heard over
a changing andblackeningarray of ac-
companiments,so thatits meaningis al-
tered and destroyed; in the same way, a
plain chord twists around andfalls apart
as long lines of eighth notes snake
throughit. Shostakovich is a master ma-
nipulator ofmood: he can show panicky
happinessslipping into inchoate rage,
and then crumbling into lethargic de-
spair. In the hands of the Emerson
Quartet, which played with unprece-
dented brilliance, the quartets seemed,

even more than the symphonies, a com-
plete emotional world.

The Emerson endedits series with a
recital of the Thirteenth, Fourteenth,

and Fifteenth Quartets. These works
have a pared-down,thinned-outquality,
as if a gust of wind had blown random
pages off the musicians’ stands. When
the quartet played the Fifteenth again,as
part of Théatre de Complicité’s “The
Noise of Time,” the piece acquired a
positively unreal and deathly aura: the
members of the ensemble wandered
aboutthe stage, withsilentfigures shad-
owingand mimicking them.The Emer-
son's performance, staggering as it was,
may have madetoo much ofthe obvious
gloom of the Fifteenth, which,like so

much of Shostakovich’s later work, also
hasits share of quotations, quirks, and

private jokes. The vacant tread of the
opening, in the muted, claustrophobic
key of E-flat minor, is descended from



the Andante of Beethoven’s Seventh
Symphony, while the second theme,in
open-air C major, brings to mind the
lofty first theme of Bruckner’s Seventh
Symphony. Such out-of-nowhere quo-
tations in late Shostakovich produce a
feeling offree-floating movement and
deep musical space. Evenasit comesto
the endofthe line, the musicbegins all
over again, withthe basic building blocks
oftradition.

Shostakovich’s careerwas a spectacu-
lar one, mixing scenes of triumph and
terror. Butit is not enough to match up
the eventsofthelife with the events of
the music, because the musicisstill
more triumphantand more terrifying.
You can hear the agony, and you can
think aboutthe agonyin Shostakovich’s
life, but Shostakovich wrote agonized
music from the beginningto the end of
his career, no matter who was running
the country. Russian composers long
ago perfected techniques of agony, for-
mulas of lamentation. Tchaikovsky's
musical suffering led biographers to em-
phasize the suffering in hislife, and,

Above: Grant Mudtord, Portrait of Lar Pittman, November 1, 1999 (detail),

whenthe biographywas exhausted, en-
thusiasts embraced a spurious rumor
that the composer had committed sui-
cide. Somethingsimilar has happened
with Shostakovich. The strong feeling
in his musichasled people to imagine a
man whowasengagedin a greatbattle
with the system. Butthe hard facts re-
veal a smaller, weaker figure—a man
whostrivedatall costs to create condi-
tions in which he could workin peace.

Perhaps the mostrevealing observa-
tion Shostakovich ever made abouthim-
self camein letter to his favorite pupil,
Boris Tishchenko, less than two years
before his death. He told Tishchenko
that he had been thinking about Che-
khov’s story “Ward 6,” the tale of a
doctor who halfheartedly performs
his duties at a squalid provincial hospital.
“WhenI read in that story aboutAndrey

Yefimovich Ragin,” Shostakovich wrote,
“jt seems to me I am reading memoirs
about myself.” This was a strange com-
ment, since he was at that moment en-
gaged in dictating his memoirs to Vol-
kov. Butcertain passages of “Ward 6”
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eerilyilluminate the rants of“Testimony”:

Dr. Ragin wasa great believer in intelli-
gence and honesty, but he lacked the strength
ofcharacter and the confidence in his own
right to assert himself in order to see to it that
the life around him should be honest and in-
telligent. He simply did not know how to
give orders, to prohibit, or to insist. It was al-
mostas thoughhe had taken a vow never to
raise his voice. . . .When deceivedor flattered
or handed a quite obviously fraudulent ac-
countfor signature, he turned as red as a lob-
ster and felt guilty, but he signed the account
all the same.

Late at night, Ragin broods over his
condition: “I am serving abad cause, and
J receive a salary from people whom I
deceive. I am dishonest. But then I am
nothing by myself, I am only a small
part of a necessary social evil... . It is
thefault of the timeI live in.” Hefinds
solace in the thought thatsuffering is
universal and that death destroys all
human aspirations in the end. Immor-
tality, he says, is a fiction. When he
dies, of a sudden stroke, he is mourned

by no one. At that point, the resem-
blance to Shostakovich breaks down. ¢
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DANCING

DEVIL OR ANGEL
Paul Taylor's mixedfeelings.

BY JOAN ACOCELLA

aul Taylor got his start dancing in
Martha Graham's company, and,

like some other Grahamveterans, no-

tably Merce Cunningham,he foundhis
early choreographicstyle by turning his
back on hers. Where her dances were
psycho-epics, his, at the beginning, were
anti-psychological, anti-epic—concep-

| tual. In a nowhistoric 1957 concert he
premiered the defiantly named “Epic,” in
which,for twenty minutes,to the sound
of the telephone operator saying “At the
tone, the time will be . . . ,” he executed

ordinary movementshe had seen on the
street—a clear tribute to the “found”
music of John Cage, who collaborated

onthat concert.
But, unlike Cage and his disciple

Cunningham,Taylor didn't linger long
in the realmsofthealeatoric. He went
back to the human drama, and with a
fresh perspective,for his rebellion had al-
lowed him to find his own way. Gra-
ham’s psychologywas romantic: the high
fate, the bloodyknife. Taylor's was more
modern, more mixed and strange and

accurate. In his versionof “The Rite of
Spring”—itis called “Le Sacre du Prin-
temps (The Rehearsal)”—there is a
knife. Indeed, a babyis killed. And the
effectis comic.The sorrow comeslater, in
acataclysmicsolo for the mother, during
which, however, you never quite forget
the joke of thelittle bundle’s demise.
Taylortakes us down a winding road—
through vaudeville, old movies, comic

books. (The “Sacre” has cops and gang-
sters and a hero in Clark Kent glasses.)

Helaughsat theclichés, andinvites us to
doso, and then,after these disarmings,
plops us down in the meaningoflife.

That’s his game: ambivalence.It’s the
storynotjust of his dances butalso of his
autobiography, the 1987 “Private Do-

main,” where he makeshis addiction to
mixed feelings seem the product of sex-
ual confusion,thefact that he liked men
as well as women. (Or perhaps—it’s
hardto tell—heliked men when he was

supposed to like women.) I find this
analysis oversimple, and I wonderif he
hasn't had too much psychotherapy.
Never mind. If he believed it, it was
going to endup inhis dances, and it
certainly did. Sexual bewildermentis
central to his work. Often he casts his
pieces with uneven numbers ofmen and
women,sothat the twosexes can't pair
offcomfortably. Or,if they pair off, the
reigning emotionis sort of glutinous
brother-sister tenderness—mistygazes,
baby holds. This is a weakness ofhis.
Anotheris that his ambivalence is an
unstable compound. It sometimesbreaks
down into pure sentimentality(the broth-

ers and sisters) or pure horror, or a pat

juxtaposition of the two. In the 1991
“CompanyB,”his idea wasto play off
the upbeatsongsof the AndrewsSisters,
and the happy dances of that period,
against another fact of the period, the
Second World War. But thepairing was
nonetoo delicate, with these would-be
cute kids bopping among the corpses.
‘Twoyears before “CompanyB,” Taylor
made a comic piece, “The Sorcerer's
Sofa,” that featured ananalyst, a couch,
and a motherfigure upholstered with
flapping blue dugs. I think he did have
too muchtherapy.

Atother times,though, he has proved
a wonderfullysubtle psychologist. The
list of examples is long—“Private Do-
main,’“Runes,”“Cloven Kingdom,”“Po-
laris,” “Nightshade,”“Le Sacre du Prin-
temps’—but the mostshininginstance,
to me,is the 1983 “Sunset.” Here,as in
“CompanyB,” we have a warstory: a
groupofsoldiers meeta groupofgirls in
a park. We alsogetall of Taylor’s hang-
ups—the Manichaeanism,the avoidance
ofsex, the tendency to turn womeninto

angels ordevils (angels,in this case). And

in“Sunset”those elements come together
to producea piece of the utmost beauty
and poignance.It was back in repertory
during the Taylor company’s recent sea~
son at City Center. I cried a bucket.

  



 
Tayloranddancers, including (from left) FrancieHuber, Maureen Mansfield, andAndrewAsnes. Photograph byAnders Overgaara.

Evenin his morerecent, less piercing
work,Taylor often seestruthsthat others
have yet to uncover. Threeyears ago,for
thefirst time that I knowof, he made an
all-out sexydance,a tango dance, “Piaz-

zolla Caldera,” with honchosand babes
and push-upbras. Not stoppingthere,
heincluded a men’s duet, andit wasut-

terlydifferent from the demure, “ourlove
is real, too” homosexual numbers that

have been popping up onour stages

since the seventies. Taylor's two men
climbup eachother's fronts,roll off each

other’s backs, knock each other down,

and land in a pile. They are fun and
rough andsexyanda little ugly, and they
will probably do more forgayrights, not
to speak oftruth,than all the chaste em-
braces staged bytoday’s young,less sex-
ually“confused” choreographers.

‘Taylor’s new works this season were
thin, transparent: you could see through

them to earlier works in whichhe said
the same thing more powerfully. Ac-
cording to the advancepress, “Ara-
besque,” to a medleyofshort pieces by
Debussy, was arabesque in its Arabic
costumes(to metheylooked Greek) and
also inthe sense of ornamented,curling,
foliated. That’s whatthe handswere like,
veryfancy, in contrast to the bluntstyle
in the legs. But whatthe dance was really
about, as usual, was good andevil. The
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eight-member cast is one of Taylor's
“creature” societies, not quite human, not
quite something else. In the first few
movements, they do nice, Tayloresque
things—they run onthe diagonal, they
sit andwatch others run on the diagonal.
‘Yetalreadywesee specks in the Vaseline.
Those ornamented hands start to look a
little weird. Also, someonegoes blind.

Finally, in the fifth section, we get
the lowdown.To the famousflute solo
“Syrinx,” that wistful number, Silvia
Nevjinsky, a beautiful Portuguese dancer
with legs like pylons, does a solo, andit
is not wistful. She bunchesherfists,
torques her arms, shakes herblack hair.
Atfirst she seemsafraid of something;
pretty soon, we're afraid of her. She
beamshercrotchat us. She doesa spider
walk. Ifwe metherin theforest, we'd be
in trouble. This soon passes, however.
The ensemble returns, with Nevjinsky
reminding us only now and then, by
shaking her nasty little foot at some-
body, of the nightmare wejust saw. The
group reprises the opening dance, and
thenthepieceis over. It doesn’t staywith
youfor days, like “Sunset,” butit stays for
awhile. “Think aboutit,” Tayloris say-
ing. “Life is dangerous.”

Asfor the other new work, “Cas-
cade,” to Bach,Taylortold reporters that
here hewas interested primarily in sym-
metry, andin trying to see how much of
it he could get away with. He was also
clearly interested in classical ballet, a
form that he has repeatedly insulted in
the past. Onepart of thepiece looks a lot

 

like Balanchine’s “Rubies.” “Cascade”
doesn’t say much, butit’s easy on the
eyes.The costumes—bySanto Loquasto,
who also designed “Arabesque”—were
gorgeous, glinting things,like Floren-
tine brocades. (Often,the less ambitious
adance,the more ambitioustheclothes.
Costumedesigners can be good psy-
chologists, too.) And it was a pleasure
justto see again,in a new light, Taylor's
traits—the runs,the doll-like arms, the
misterioso solo—for which, as for a
friend ona quietday(yougo to the mov-
ies, you don'tsay much), one can bynow
supplythe meanings.

‘aylor will be seventythis year, and
though it is probably true, as the

Times recently said,that he is the most
popular choreographer working today,
his career has not beeneasy. By the time
he published his autobiography, he had
already suffered bleeding ulcers, amphet-
amineaddiction, and whatsounds,in the

book, like a nervous breakdown. Nor did
his troubles endthere. In myoneinter-
view with him,in 1991, he told me—as
his press representativetried to catch his
eye and get him to shut up—abouta se-
vere depression he suffered in the late
eighties. He also described recentulcer
operation, in which he was relieved of
half his stomach.

In all thearts, there is no harder job
than that of choreographer.In order to
get your dances doneright, you must
have a companyof your own,but once
you have a companyit becomes a noose

GREGORY

“Instead ofjust sitting around, why don'tyou kids
go out and co-opt someblack culture?”
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around your neck, asTaylor points outre-
peatedlyin his book. Seasons are booked
years in advance. Whether or not the
musearrives, the opening night does.
‘You mustsupply newworks—hasically,
two per year—with whateverforce you
can muster. Andif it is only a memory
offorce,the critics are there to point
thatout.

In the meantime, your dancers, the

people you havetrained and in whose
personal, unduplicatable characteristics
you have sunk your best thoughts, are
constantly leaving you. They get mar-
ried; they gettired. A whole chunk of
your art walks out the door. This season
two of Taylor's longtime dancers, in-
cluding theirreplaceableThomas Patrick
(face of a child, force of a tank), were
gone. | am told that Andrew Asnes and
Francie Huber may also be leaving soon.
Asnesis Taylor’s foremost malevirtuoso.
He can pick up a woman—without
bending, as I recall from “Le Sacre du

Printemps’—andquietly transfer her to
a sitting position onhis shoulders. As for
Huber, she occupies that role—the
spirit, almostalways female—which we
see at the center of most dance compa-
nies. What would Taylor do without
her? Did blue walk outon Picasso? Did
C Majorleave Schubert?

‘Taylor will carry on. Oneofthe touch- |
ing things about this season was that
while Huber,of course, did the dark solo

in “Cascade”—she wasalso the star of
“Sunset,”andI will never, in mylife, for-
get her—Taylor gave the creepy solo in
“Arabesque” to Silvia Nevjinsky, who
joined the companyonly four years ago.
Heis trying to deepenher, relax her. He
is trying to make hera star. The other
emptychairs hehas filled, for the time
being, with MichaelTrusnovec,a power-
house whocould conceivably take Asnes’s
place (he should shed the mannerisms,

though), and Annmaria Mazzini, a tiny,
fierce person. Others—Heather Berest,
ofthe beautifulprofile, the blithejump—
heis bringing along. Hehas been doing
this job for almostfifty years.

I wishthat, in recognitionofhis pro-
fessionalism, someone would give him

the moneyto hire an orchestra for two
weeks. Like other major troupes—Gra-
ham, Ailey—Taylor’s company is now

| routinelyperforming to taped music. In
“Cascade,” the Bach soundedlike some-

thingin an elevator. ¢
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SHORT CUTS
Moretricks ofthe screen tradefrom William Goldman.

BY TAD FRIEND

Eee knows that moviestars are
shorter than they look onscreen, but

the actual measurements are shocking.
Forstarters,Jean-Claude Van Dammeis
amerefour feet eightinches, and Keanu
Reeves hangs byhis knees from a chin-
up bar every morning(reading the Upa-
nishads,as it happens)just to reach four
feet three. Leonardo DiCaprio? Three
feettall: he has to climb onto a milking
stoolto kiss his co-stars. Andyet he tow-
ers over Tom Cruise, whois onlynine
incheshigh;his film sets are built to one-
eighth scale.

All this maysoundincredible,butit’s
the gospel truth—atleast, the gospel truth
as seen by people who workclosely with
thestars, get paid millions ofdollars, and
then write backstage Hollywood mem-
oirs unmasking them as much, much

smaller than life.To a remarkable degree,
theacrid zingofa screenwriter’s or a pro-
ducer’s autobiography derives from its
height put-downs. In “Laughing Mat-
ters” the writer Larry Gelbart reports that
dealing with Dustin Hoffmanon “Toot-
sie” taught him an importantlesson:
“Neverworkwith an Oscarwinner whois
shorter than thestatue.” The producer
Julia Phillips, in “You'll Never Eat Lunch
in This Town Again,” squashes Richard
Dreyfuss, describing how he“pulls him-
self up to his full height, which is not
much.” And Robert Evans,in his camp
classic“The KidStays in the Picture,” has

the writerJules Feiffer referring to Hoff-
man asa “little fuck’; a rival studio head
releasing Al Pacinofromhis contract with
the sour valediction “the midget’s yours”;
and Evans's ownboss, Charlie Bluhdorn,
saying, “Hollywood—I thoughtit was
glamorous. Everyone I meetis underfive
feet tall!”

Butthen,this is atown where Michael
| Eisner,the chairman ofDisney, called his

formerdeputy,Jeffrey Katzenberg,a “lit-
tle midget,” whilethelittle midget’s busi-
ness partner, David Geffen, deprecated
Eisnerin kind:“As tall as heis,he’s a little

guy.” Tininess was a local preoccupation,
evenfifty years ago: in his memoir, “A
Child of the Century,” Ben Hecht, who
wrote such gems as“The Front Page” and
“Gunga Din,”drylyobserved,“Whenyou
overpay small people,youfrighten them.”
The latest shrimp-fry is William

Goldman’s memoir “Which Lie Did I
Tell? More Adventures in the Screen
Trade” (Pantheon; $26.95). Seventeen
years ago, Goldman, thescreenwriter of
such films as “Butch Cassidy and the
Sundance Kid” and “All the President’s
Men,” wrote the best Hollywood book
in memory, “Adventures in the Screen
Trade.” It was a funny and remarkably
frank autobiography, equal parts screen-
writer's handbook and exposé, full of
snarky stories about Dustin Hoffman
(jeez, nobody seemstolike the guy) and
Robert Redford. In chapters apparently
flung togetherbyaccident, Goldman re-
vealed how a movie becomesa hit—also
byaccident. His line “Nobody Knows
Anything” becamean industry motto,
endlesslyinvoked to explain whya stu-
dentfilm like “The BlairWitch Project”
soars, while the mighty “Godzilla” sinks
gentlyto the bottom ofthesea.

In “Adventures” Goldman portrayed
stars as necessary annoyances, and he
discreetlyadvised budding screenwriters
about how to wintheir favor: never de-
scribe a male lead as tall; instead, give

him “presence”or “the grace of a young
athlete.” But now Goldman has aged,
he’s stuck writing piffle like “The Gen-
eral’s Daughter,” and his annoyance has
turnedto outright animosity. In “Which
Lie Did I Tell?” he indulges whathecalls
his “obsession” with “stars’ stumpiness.”
Moviestars “havelifts in their shoes,
their loafers,their slippers,” he writes. “I
know one whohadlifts in his socks.”We
see Goldman lingering in the pool at
the Hotel du Cap so that he can climb
out alongside Sylvester Stallone, whois
perforce barefoot. After standing next
to Stallone poolside, Goldman, who is



six feetone,is finally ableto verify (with
a theodolite? a waterproof micrometer?)
that Stalloneis precisely five feet seven
inchestall. Stars “are not remotely what
the world believes them to be,” Gold-
man exults. “Most of them are smaller
than you think, andall ofthem are more

frightened than you think.”
So whyis it the writers who sound

small andfrightened?

he most personal momentin
“Which Lie” occurs when Goldman

discusses the famousscene in “There’s
Something About Mary”in which Ben
Stiller can’t go to the prom with Cam-
eron Diaz because his MacGyver has
gotstuck in hiszipper. (It’s curious how
the namesof oldTV cop showssuggest
euphemisms for male genitalia: Bana-
cek. BarnabyJones. Spenser: For Hire.)
Goldman writes, “This movie hits me as
hard as it does because I am—as so many
of us are—BenStiller,” though, he in-
sists,“taller.”

‘Myhigh schooldays involved living with
a deaf mother whotold me I caused her deaf-
ness...and a drunken fatherwho stayed in his
second-floor room for four years....1 couldn’t
bring friends home, notwith that secret on
the secondfloor, andI didn’t date, because
who would go out with me, and my school-
work went to shit and I stayed home a year
faking sickness and as I lay there what1
thought of was how beautiful she was going
to be, and howgood ourlife together.

As aman wholivesin dread of having
metal talons seize his Adam 12, Gold-
man clearly understands the snares of
desire. The “she” in the passage above
can only be Hollywood, whichhas always
called like a mythical siren to artistic
types stuck in the heartland. Upclose,
however, theplaceis far less charming:
in his memoir Ben Hechtportrayed his
wrecked romance with “Madam Holly-
wood,”whom hedescribed as a girl “with
flaccid tits and a sandpaper skin under
hersilks; shined up and whistling like a
whorein a park;covered with stink like
arailroadstation pissery and swinging a
deadassin the moonlight.”

In fact, Hollywood is not so much a
Venusburg as a court in Edo-periodJapan,
rife with intrigue and self-serving agendas

# masked bya pretense ofcollaboration and
§ false politesse. When a studio executive
2 says “I love your work!”itmeans“Wholet
& you past the guards?” “We're going to

make your movie!” means “Six months
from now you'll readin Variety that we're
making a cheaper movie just like your
idea.” And “Thisis the best first draft
we've everseen!” means“You're fired.”

Goldman has spentdecadesseething
at all the doubletalk, and hedelights in
explaininghowthings reallywork. Screen-
writers, he writes, are self-loathing minor
courtiers who have to wheedle and flat-
ter to stay close to power. Ateach studio,
the powerlies with the one person who
can green-light a film. That person
knows thatheorshewill inevitably be
fired someday, butalso thatthis fate can
be postponedbysigningbigstars to ap-
pear infilmsthat resemble previoushits.
Ifyou land Brad Pitt and Anthony Hop-

Kins, youcan'treallybe blamedfor the stu-
porous “MeetJoe Black”—itshould have
worked. (Ofcourse, per“Nobody Knows
Anything,”whatshould work rarely does.)

So the studios always needscripts
with alluring leadroles to attract the big
stars. And, as Goldman observes,“Stars
do not—repeat—do not play heroes—
starsplay gods. And yourjob as a screen-
writer is to genuflect, if you are lucky
enough to have them glancein your di-
rection. Because they may destroy your
work—will destroy it more often than
not—butyouwill have a career.”

Stars read scripts expecting to see
themselves, by page 10, blazoned as

Olympian figures (with striking but
one-size-fits-all physical characteristics).

 Goldman indulges whathecalls his “obsession”with ‘stars’stumpiness.”
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Here is howGoldman’ screenplayintro-
duces Butch Cassidy: “Thirty-five and
bright, he has brown hair, but most peo-

ple, if asked to describe him, would re-
member him as blond. He speaks well and
quickly, and has beenall his life a leader

| of men, but if you asked him, he would

be damnedif he couldtell you why.” A
bit later, Goldman sets up the character-
defining scene where Butch cheats towin
a fight: “Butch delivers the most aestheti-
cally exquisite kick in the balls in the his-
tory of the modern American cinema.”
(George RoyHill, whodirected the movie,
wrotea stinging parody—which Gold-
man,to his credit, included in his ear-

lier book—ofhowthe writer of “Butch
Cassidy”would gloss Shakespeare:“And
it’s the mostagonizinglybeautiful dawn
you've ever seen and the ghost appears
and it’s the most staggering-fucking-
looking ghost anybodyever saw.”)

Andthen the stars screw it all up.
Their insecurities drive Goldman ber-
serk. He describes having to nod sagely
and brace for disasterwhen Chevy Chase
mused that Goldman's scriptfor“Mem-
oirs of an Invisible Man’—a farcical,
well, Chevy Chase movie—should probe
moredeeply“theloneliness of invisibil-
ity.”When Michael Douglas decided to
star in “The Ghost and the Darkness,”
Goldman's script about man-eating
lions, he insisted that Remington, the

   
 

  

 

white hunterhe was playing,should have
a tear-jerking history of family tragedy.
Goldman reluctantlydid as he wastold,
because the alternative was to be fired
and watch another writer mangle his
movie. “Michael wanted the audience
movedwhen Remingtondied,”he writes,
declaring that this mawkish addition
doomedthe film. “‘Oh,you cannotknow
the depth of mypain’ is whatthat seems
to be saying to the audience. Well, if’m
in that audience, whatI think is this: Fuck

you.” At sneak previews, he adds, audi-
ences rated Remington as merely the
fourth-most-likable character, well below
pair of supportingactors. Ha!

N /| assaging a star's ego is a neces-
sary indignity, but the real sell-

out occurs when a writer assuages the
producers’ anxieties abouta film’s com-
mercial potential. To do so, he or she

must suppress any philosophy more
complicated than beliefin the triumph
of hopeful pluck. Goldman makes a
useful distinction between“Independent
films,” which unsettle us, and “Holly-
woodfilms,” which reassure us with
“truths wealready knowora falsehood
we wantto believe in.” “Most people
wantto betold nice things,” he writes.
“T cannotrepeat that too often to any-
one who wantsto screenwritefora liv-
ing. You can be Bergman if you have
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thetalent, you can tell sad humansto- |
ries—butdonotexpect Mr.Time War-
ner to give you $100 million to make
your movie.”

As Goldman recounts his war stories,
it becomesclear that a writer of block-
buster picturesis essentially a Mr. Fixit,
a crafter of narrative contrivances and
jaunty catchphrases (which, because they
propel the movie's trailer, are known as
“trailer lines”). Goldman, who hasn’t
writtena distinguished moviesince“The
Princess Bride,” in 1987, seems to have

grown resignedto rote work. Hetells us
that he agreed to write the 1994 hit
“Maverick” simply because he “knezw it
would be easy.” “All I needed to do was
pick oneof the oldTV shows”—“Mavy-
erick” episodes—‘“that had too much
plot, expandit, and there would be the
movie.”Then hediscovered that theTV
series was rambling andplotless: “Noth-
ingfor meto steal.” (“Adventures in the
Screen Trade”was evidently more con-
ducive to such recycling, and readers of
the new bookwill recognize quite a few
echoesofits predecessor.)

“Which Lie” closes with a partial
screenplay, “The Big A,” which Gold-
man wrote as an exercise so he could
haveseveral screenwriterfriends doctor
it before readers’ eyes. This section will
beirresistible to students of the form,
becauseof the range and shrewdness of
the writers’ responses—andtheir brutal-
ity. In one note, Scott Frank,who adapted
“Get Shorty” and “Out of Sight,” ob-
serves, “I don’t love the characters. I’m
noteven sure theyARE characters—at
least not in the sense that goes beyond
types orattitudes.” And Tony Gilroy,
whowrote “Devil’s Advocate,” wonders,
“Whothehell is this thing for, anyway?
I mean, notto sound like the lowest
MBAHollywood scum here, but who’s
supposed to be watchingthis?If it’s for
kids,it’s way too boring.Ifit’s for adults,
then where's the meat?”

And,indeed, “The Big A,” about a
private eye andhis family, is a pastiche
of beatslifted from “It Happened One
Night” and “ThePhiladelphia Story’—
and from another source,closer to home.
Goldman's hero, Climber Jones,is “a

| good manina bad world.” Nearthe be-
ginningofthe screenplay, he makescof-
fee in his crummyapartment, slowly

“comingto life,” then drives to a huge
mansion andspeakslaconicallyinto the 
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microphoneat the gate: “To see Mr.
Sinclair. ClimberJones.” Compare Gold-
man’s 1966film “Harper,”starring Paul
Newmanas private eye who is “a
good man in a bad world.” Near the be-
ginningofthescreenplay, he makes cof-
fee in his crummyapartment, slowly
“comingtolife,” then drives to a huge
mansionandspeaks laconicallyto a ser-
vantat the gate: “Lew Harper. To see
Mrs. Sampson.”

Three and half decadeslater, Gold-

maneither figured no one would notice
the similarities or didn't notice himself.
He's coasting,pretendingto believe that
he’s still big andit’s the pictures that got
small. Yet he clearly knows better, which
is why he keeps referring to himself
as “little Billy Goldman.” The book's
epiphany occurs when a preposterous
thriller he wrote, “Absolute Power,”closes
the 1997 Cannes Film Festival. He ac-
knowledges thatit’s not a great movie,
butrevels in the moment when“little
Billy Goldman”mounts the red-carpeted
steps to the premiére. “Made it, Ma. Top
of the World!” he concludes—lines be-
longing to Jimmy Cagney, a famously
short moviestar.

Screenwriters, whose Kojaks seem to
beperpetually caughtin the zipper, have
always smarted at the ignominies of
their trade. Usually, they wait until the
end of their career to lash out. Ben
Hechthadleft Hollywood behind when
he wrote his scathing memoir; Robert

Evans was washed up before he pub-
lished his; and when Julia Phillips's
book came outshe hadn’t eaten an im-
portantlunch inyears. Like them, Wil-
liam Goldmanbelittles the stars who
have madehim feel small—buthe does
so, with lunatic candor, while still hoping
to get work. He may have cometo hate
the process by which movies get made,
but he never stopped lovingwhat movies
can do.

Underneaththetrashtalk, all Gold-
man wants is one more chancetotell a
great storyto a waiting world. He's living
amovie cliché,really: the old gunfighter,
soured and down onhis luck, whostill

has a few bullets left in his, um, Baretta

andis looking fora last chanceto save the
town and redeem himself. Goldman
madeit to the top in Hollywood because
deep down he wants to believe that con-
soling myth. And we've helpedkeep him
there because, deep down, so do we. +
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BRIEFLY NOTED

House of Leaves, by Mark Z. Dan-
telewski (Pantheon; $19.95). This extrav-
agantly ambitious début comprises at
leastthree texts: a first-personnarration
by a young L.A.tattoo artist named
JohnnyTruant; the manuscriptthat ob-
sesses Truant, a quasi-academicpiece of
film criticism by a mysterious old man
named Zampan6;andthefilm that ob-
sesses Zampand, a documentary called
“The Navidson Record,” which, “Blair

Witch”-style,tells the story of a young
filmmakerwho movesinto a house with
his wife and twochildren, only to find
that strange things are afoot. Through-
out, Danielewski sets off a barrageofty-
pographic pyrotechnics: some pages are
Talmudic, with columns of commen-
tary packed alongside the main narra-
tive; on others, paragraphs are turned
upside down,orarereversed,to be read

in a mirror. The hugecritical apparatus
creates the impression that “House of
Leaves”is a highly organizedtext, but
this seven-hundred-page tome could
have used someintensiveediting to draw
outits better moments. Like a grad stu-
dent drunk on Borges, Poe, and David
Foster Wallace, Danielewski has a cer-
tain brash charm, and, underneath the
special effects, he may be makinga point
about the exhaustion of narrative in
modernliterature. Still, creating a her-
metic,self-negatingleviathanof adoles-
cent intertextuality may be more fun
thanreading one.

The Fly-Truffier, by GustafSobin (Nor-
ton; $19.95). This slim novella readslike

a poet’s almanac. Cabassac, a professor
of the vanishing Provengal language,
discovers that eating truffles induces
dreams that allow him to commune
with his dead wife. Along with a lode of
truffler’s lore, the author gives us fine
renderings of food and landscape:a for-
est ofholm oaks, “icy pink” peach blos-
soms that mark the end of the season,

“a narrow wedge of moon-white goat
cheese.” In a setting of such closely
felt life—and despite a few spells of
overblown prose—thesad portents and
flights of magic realism seem as natural
as the mistral.

RudyardKipling:A Life, byHarry Rick-
etts (Carroll& Graf; $28). An irresistibly |
readable biographyofthe first English
writer to win the Nobel Prizein Litera-
ture. Commonly rememberedas ajingo,
Kipling is here portrayed as a high-
strung, precociously creative man in-
clined toward overwork, overexhaustion,

and (unfortunately for his reputation)
overstatement,especially aboutpolitics.
Kipling introduced new characters into
English literature, among them the
Army’s enlisted men and the Empire's
Indian subjects, but, despite his feel for
underdogs and outsiders,he lost the re-
spectofBritish liberals with his vocifer-
ous support for Britain in the Boer War.
Bythe time Kipling died, in 1936,his
belief that Anglo-Saxons had a moral
duty to run an empire had beenseriously
challenged, but he continuedto attract

readers aroundtheglobe. Ricketts, a poet,
is invaluable in analyzing the subtleties
and the modernist techniques that went
into Kipling’s popular, accessible work.

Tigers in the Snow, by PeterMatthiessen
(North Point; $27). Whetherthe author
will see a tiger in the wild or whether the
readerwill have tosettle for his vivid de-
scriptions oftigers in the wild (the
“meaty breath,” the “mask of snow and
fire”) lends this volumeits suspense. Pac-
ing amid gorgeous photographs byMau-
rice Hornocker, Matthiessen does his
best to enliven whatis essentially a prose
census ofPanthera tigris, whose numbers
have diminished alarminglyalongwith its
habitat andits prey. The authoris to be
admired for adding his voice to a pas-
sionate movement, whoseadvocates have
established preserves in the Russian Far
East even as hungry humans compete
with thetigers for food. But this book
also makes you feel helpless, as if you
were reading oneofthose plaques about
endangered species which are posted
in front of their “habitat” at the zoo.
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THE THEATRE

EXPECT THE EXPECTED
Banking on laughter.

BY JOHN LAHR

 

omewhere in the middle of Charles
Busch’sjolly “Tale of the Allergist’s

Wife,” directed by Lynne Meadow (at
the Manhattan Theatre Club), Marjorie
Taub, the eponymous Upper WestSide
culture vulture ontheverge of a nervous
breakdown, announces to her dubi-

ous doctor husband,Ira, that she feels
a novel coming on. Sheseesit as a re-
sponse to Schopenhauer’s treatise on
“TheWorld as Will and Idea,” in which
the heroine will be a cloistered nun
in nineteenth-century Munich. “Must
everything be an entertainment?” she
asks. “Ifyou wantthat, goto thecircus.
Watcha plate-spinner.”Thevoiceof the
boulevard has spoken. Thejoke, like the
playitself, is a smug bit of commercial
plate-spinning.

Marjorie, who is overeducated and

underemployed,sees herself in the avant-
garde ofsuffering. (“To quote Kafka,
‘Tama cage in search ofa bird.’ ”) In her
intellectual pretentiousness, however,
sheis a gaudy incarnationofthe boule-
vard’s contempt for ideas. In fact, as
Marjorie herself admits, she has never

had “even oneoriginal thought.” In this
pieceofslick flimflam,there is attitude

but nocharacter,laughter but noinsight,
action butnoplot, suffering butno pain.
Whatwehavehere, in other words, is a
Broadwayhit.

Busch’s money-spinneris calculated
to delightthe largelyJewish middle-aged
and middle-class NewYork audience by
benignly reflecting back its folkways and
byways (the 92nd Street Y, the New
Schoolfor Social Research, Fairway, even
the Clinique counter at Saks), with the
sure knowledge that, whatever the up-

heavals in thestory, bythe finale life will
be restored to the status quo.For genera-
tions, this conservative folderol has been
the cheap and cheerful staple of what
Eugene O'Neill called the Broadway
“Show shop,”andthe boulevard certainly
knows how to makeits goodsalluring.
‘This is where those super salesmen called
stars earn their commission. In “The Al-
lergist’s Wife,” it’s the dexterous Linda
Lavin, as Marjorie, who makes Busch’s

words dazzle.
Lavin is a cunning sourpuss with

Tony Roberts andLinda Lavinpunchingupplatitudes in Charles Busch’s newplay.



great timing, whohas earned her chops
over the past three decades, deliver-

ing thelines of someof the best comic
playwrights in the business:John Guare,
JulesFeiffer, Neil Simon. She is Nancy
Walker's natural heir. Small but not de-
mure, Lavin has backbone; even when
she shuffles aroundthestage in her black
slippers, she walks like a guardsman on
parade. Her forehead and her eyebrows
furrow in semaphoresofwitheringirony.
‘When Marjorie’s mothercalls attention
to her “farbisseneh face,” Lavin shoots her
one of those killing glances, “‘Farbis-
sench.You didn't even speakYiddishtill
you weresixty-five,” she says.

Lavinalso has hilarious slow burn,
andshecan yell. Driven to a frenzy by
herchronically constipated, foulmouthed
eighty-year-old mother, Frieda (the hi-
larious Shirl Bernheim), whois forever
pleading with her daughter to call Dr.
Kevorkian andlet her die, Lavin rushes
to the laptop to search for someonein
cyberspace to dispatch the old bag. “And
Iwill pay,” Lavin brays until the veins on
her neck bulge.“I will pay top dollar for
this service. And pronto. Wednesday
soon enough? Tuesday? Monday?. . .
You'rehistory, Mother. Sayyour prayers,
’cause you're going down.”

Marjorie’s psychological dilemmais
sad and well observed; but, true to show

biz, this is translatedinto cuticle despair.
When we meet her, she has attempted
suicide, is still mourning the death of
her shrink, and has had a violent out-

burst at the Disney Store. “Within three
minutes you dropped six porcelain fig-
urines,” Ira complains. “They tell me the
Goofy alone was two hundredandfifty
dollars.” Ira, a self-congratulatory corn-
ball given to calling the Iraqi doorman
“kemosabe”andto quoting the compli-
mentspaid to him byhissinus patients,
is amusingly underplayed byTony Rob-
erts,who nevertips the wink to his char-

acter’s insufferable megalomania. What
Busch catches is not so much a nuclear
family as three neutrinos of narcissism
caroming around an overdecoratedliv-
ing room.

Into everyJewishsituation comedy a
little zsuris must come. Here,the force of
mischief is a hastily sketched, name-
droppingtrickster named Lee (Michele

$ Lee). She befriends Marjorie and revives
z== her appetite for life, only to play havoc
= with the family’s social and sexual lives—

although,in the current windedstate of

situation comedy, mostof her antics take
place offstage. For her waywardness, she
is banished from the Taubs’ safe world,
but not before Marjorie, speaking ofher
family, sounds Broadway's comforting
grace note of shallow optimism. “We
havetravelled a mountainous road full of
land mines, but we will endure and you

know why? You know why?” she asks
Lee, before hard-shouldering her. “Be-
cause love triumphs. Love, acceptance,
faith andforgiveness, mylittle partisan
armyhasall of that in abundance.”

oulevard jokes are about enchant-
ment; their intention is not to test

life but to distract from it. Great comedy
is about disenchantment. “Wake up.
Stop dreaming” are thefirst lines of
Joe Orton's classic farce “Loot”(at the
American Repertory Theatre, in Cam-
bridge). As part of his shocktactics,
Orton takes farce, the quintessence of
theatrical escapism, and turns every re-
assuring stereotype upside down.In the
play’s ghoulish high jinks—a mother’s
corpseis tipped into a cupboard so that
money stolen by her son andhis poly-
morphously perverse friend can be hid-
denin her coffin—Ortoncalls into ques-
tion public attitudes about, among other
things, mourning,sexuality, the Church,
and the police. “You're atliberty to an-
swer your own doorbell, Miss,” the
cafish, corrupt Detective Truscott says.
“Thatis howwetell whether or not we
live ina free society.”

Orton feeds his characters into the
fun machine and makes them bleed.The
innocent are punished; the corrupt get
away with murder. Theplay’s credulous
Trish widower, Mr. McLeavy, is framed

by the rest of the predatorycharacters,
whosplit the stolen money. “I’m inno-
cent! I'm innocent!”shouts McLeavy as
he’s carted off to prison and to certain
death in thecells. “Whata terrible thing
to happen to a man who's beenkissed by
the Pope!”

“Tf ‘Loot’ is played as no more than
farcical, it won't work,” Orton said. His
words were reprinted in4.R. 7;News but
they evidentlywent unread by the direc-
tor, Andrei Belgrader, whoshould beis-

sued with a subpoena by the Joe Orton
BenevolentAssociationfor doing griev-
ous bodily harm to the text. In this pro-
duction, actors drop their pants, tumble  
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over and into the coffin, lug the nude
corpse across the stage, blow whistles,
dongarter belts and high heels, and play
to the audience instead of to one an-
other. These excrescencesare like so
manypigeon droppings on a windshield;
you can make out what's in frontofyou,
but with difficulty. Orton's playis turned
intojust the sort of timid rompthat the
playwrightwas rebelling against. Instead
ofdaring,thereis foolishness;instead of
the appearanceofpropriety, there is lu-
dicrousvulgarity. Atthe curtain call, as if
to put an exclamation point on the di-
rector’s frivolousness, there is a bubble
machine;froth covers thestage.

In order to test boundaries, which is
thejob description ofOrtonand his com-
edies,you have to establish them. There’s
no sense of containmenthere, in Anita
Stewart's inappropriate set, whosesize
dissipates the farce’s energy;in the act-
ing, which, exceptfor the British ringer
Jeremy Geidt, asTruscott,is unrestrained
and woefully unsubtle;orin the accents,
which, Geidt apart, miss the rhythm,
the music, and the nuance of Orton's

wonderful wit. As fortherestof the cast,
I prefer to match their anonymity on-
stage with anonymity on the page. Bel-
grader and his henchmen have commit-
ted an act of imaginative vandalism; so

think ofthis omission as kind ofActor |
Protection Program.

ut there's no protecting the play-
‘wright Nicky Silver from his own

self-indulgence in “The Altruists,” di-
rected by David Warren (at the Vine-
yard).The play’s unexplored thesis is that
all political commitmentsan act of self-
ishness. As contrarian credo,it’s some-
thing to build on,butforthis cranky task
Silver seems to have neither the tools
northe structure—noplot, no evolved
characters, no persuasive point. Instead

ofmaking drama, he makesnoise.Ifhis

diatribe against do-gooders proves any-
thing,it’s that philistinism lives Off
Broadwayas well as onit. Sometalented
actors, including Veanne Cox and Sam
Robards,try to breathelife into this still-
borncreation,butit’s too immature to
survive; this was a play for the drawer,
notfor the public. At onepoint, a char-
acter recalls attending a protest play. “I
don’t remember whatit was about, or
whowas init, just that it was absolutely
unwatchable.” This,at least, rings true.|
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THE CURRENT CINEMA

SPACED OUT
Higher beings, Devilworshippers, and Glaswegians in mourning.

BY ANTHONY LANE

at is our place in the universe?
Are wereally alone? Howdid we

cometo be? Is there intelligentlife on
other planets? If so, does it have to sit
and watch Brian De Palma movies? In
fact, given the new De Palma movie,

how canwe provethatthere is intelligent
life on shis planet? Close analysis of the
film confirmsa high level oftechnical
competence,butlittle beyondthe capac-
ity ofan educated robot; apart from that,
I could find only trace elements of co-
herent thought, and mywit meterbarely
nudged abovezero. Allin all, the endless
vacuumof space hasfinally got the
movieit deserves.

“Mission to Mars”is set in the year
2020, when combustion enginesare col-

lectible antiques, and when mankindis
finally packing its bagsfora trip to the
big red one. Luke Graham (Don Chea-
dle) leads the charge; he pitches camp
on therocky surface, and all goes well
until he and his colleagues find some-
thing white and sharp sticking out of
a mountain of sand. This turns out to
be—youguessed it—the nose on a gi-
antface, andit doesn’t like to betickled.

Luke's fellow-astronauts are sneezed to

 

smithereens, and he scrambles back to
base. A rescue party is dulydispatched
from the World Space Station, consist-
ing ofWoodyBlake (Tim Robbins), his
wife, Terri (Connie Nielsen), the re-
cently widowedJim McConnell (Gary
Sinise), and the faintly bemused Phil
(Jerry O’Connell). After a violent dis-
agreement with a meteoroid shower,
most of them makeit to Mars; before
we knowit, they are standing inside a
pure white space,like extras in a David
Bowievideo, with a holographic alien
weeping at them and showing them
pictures of dinosaurs. “Life,” we are in-
formed,“reachesoutto life.”

Whatis it about zero gravity that
causes hardheaded movie directors to lose
their way? Dotheir brains drift out of
their ears or something? “2001:A Space
Odyssey” wentfor the pure white look,
too, while the lesson of “Contact” ap-
peared to be that eternity is one big beach.
‘Theonly person whohas kepthis balance
is Ron Howard, whowillbe interested to
see how manykey components “Mission
to Mars” borrows from “Apollo 13’—
GarySinise, for one thing, plus a pre- |
launch party scene at the beginning and

 

 A trip to the big redone: Brian De Palma’s “Mission to Mars.”
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the line “Let’s work the problem.” He
will also berelieved to note what a com-
plete hash it makes of them. Theruleis,

_ I suspect,that spacetravel is so extreme
and unnatural an experience that the
simple recountingoftrue events is wild-
ness enough; to supply imaginative ad-
ditionsofyour own is askingfor trouble.

“Mission to Mars” is one ofthefirst
blockbusters of spring,andit is depress-
ing to be reminded,so earlyin the year,
of all that cango wrong. I never thought
I would be immuneto an Ennio Morri-
conescore,buthisreflex ruefulnessis all
wrong forinterplanetarytravel;wewant
to be blasted forward, notset adrift in
thepast. Thenthereis the sad matterof
the dialogue, whichfeels hasty and un-
dercooked,asif everyone’s attention had
strayed to the special effects; though
Tim Robbinsperforms a spectacular
space walk, in search of a leak in the
craft’s hull, the spectacle is ruined when

he reports back, “It’s like looking for a
_ needle in a haystack.” Howmany script
conferences did it take to polish that per-
fect line? Even someoftheeffects mis-
fire; whenever the astronautssetoff the
little jet boosters on their backpacks I
thought of nasal sprays. In both tone

| and timing, the picture feels off from
thestart, and the only light-footed mo-
ment comes when Woodyand Terri en-
joyasmiling, weightless dance onthe res-
cue ship—Mylast chance to be graceful,”
hesays to his wife.The De Palmaofold,
whowas wise to the comedy ofmalicious
camp,would havearrangedfor the happy
couple to make outin space and enjoyed
thesticky results; the newDe Palma, the

one who made “Mission: Impossible,”

wouldn't dream of anything so unseemly.
To make two movies with “mission” in
thetitle suggests a dwindled ambition;
De Palmafilmsare now tasks to be com-
pleted,rather than exercisesin style.

Still, I never belonged to the Wor-
shipful Companyof Brian De Palma
Apologists,so the fact that the maker of
“Dressed to Kill” has expanded,orslid,
into these thundering, anonymouspic-
tures provokes only minimal anguish in
mybreast.Thecase ofRoman Polanski is

moretroubling; he, too,has a strongbody
ofwork behind him,fortified with ner-
vousintelligence,but, unlike De Palma,

he continues to probe his own wounds.
Shouldwe applaud such stamina, oris it
merely cause for regret that the richly
textured traumaof“Repulsion”or “Knife
in the Water”should havefaded andflat-
tenedinto the disappointmentof“Bitter
Moon,” “Death and the Maiden,” and

his latest picture, “The Ninth Gate”?
Polanski, who himself resembles an.

unsupervised goblin from the bottom
right-hand corner of a Bosch, has re-
peatedlypicked hisway through the dia-
bolical, and “The Ninth Gate” mines the
samevein; Johnny Depp plays Dean
Corso, a NewYork dealer in rarebooks,
whois hired by Boris Balkan (Frank Lan-
gella, in terrifying dark-rimmed specta-
cles) to find an infamousseventeenth-

century volume, “The Nine Gatesof the
Kingdom of the Shadows.” There are

+ three copies in existence; Balkan already
possesses one, and now he wants to get
his talons on the other two. Rumor has
it that the book contains user-friendly
instructions on making contact with
the Lord of the Underworld, whois no-
toriously bad at returning calls. T was
charmed tofind thatthefilm is at its scari-
est whenit is most bibliophilic—when
Corso, magnifying glass in hand,realizes
that someofthe engravings in the book
are minutely signed not by the author
but by “LCE”(Fill in the missing letters.)

Polanski can be the most ominous
director alive,andthe first hour of“The
Ninth Gate”has a sure whiff of sulfur
aboutit. Our hero’s quest takes him to
Portugal and Paris, from the charmsof

Lena Olin to those of Emmanuelle
Seigner(the official muse to Polanski,

whoseldom misses a chance to exhibit
his beloved’s bosom to the world), and

from professional inquiryto eternal des-
peration;it also drags him down into the
tacky merchandisingthatso offends the
goodtaste of aspiring Satanists. After
“Eyes WideShut,”I have had myfill of
hoods andritual mumblings, but any
hopes that Polanski could provide the
required makeover were dashed by the
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sight of Johnny Depp making love to
Miss Seigner, a green-eyed angelof des-
tiny, beside a flaming, desolate castle.

‘This is exceptionallygood news for any-
one in the secondhand booktrade, a
businessnotusuallyassociated with out-
doorcopulation; for Polanski-watchers,

on the other hand,it meansthatthespell
has been brokenyetagain.

p= Mullan’s feature-film début,
“Orphans,” is about a Glaswegian

family—or,atleast, aboutwhat happens

toa familywhenthecenter cannothold.
The most important mem-
beris conspicuous by her ab-
sence;as thefilm begins, the

body of a motherlies in a
casket, attended by her four
grieving children. There is
theeldest son,Thomas (Gary
Lewis)—clenched and bony,
and a model of Catholic
piety. Then come Michael (Douglas
Henshall), with his mop of lanky red
hair andhis failed marriage;John (Ste-
phen McCole), who wentto college to
please his mother; and Sheila (Rose-
marie Stevenson), whois in a wheel-
chair—and who,as is usually the case

with the disadvantaged,seemsbyfar the
moststable presence.It is the eve of the
funeral;all that is required ofthe chil-
dren is that they makeit to the church on
time, at ten o'clock the following day.
Given their state, however, that is a
monstrously tall order, and the night
turnsinto an epic.
Why shouldyou putyourself through

the mill ofthis movie? Muchofit is sav-
age stuff, Michael gets stabbedin the gut
after a couple ofscenes, and he spends
therest of the picture leakinglike an old
boat, with his face slowly turning to
gray-greenclay. “Haveyoulost weight?”
‘Thomassays at the end.“Four and a half
pints’ worth,” Michael replies. He re-
fuses proper medical help, calculating
that if he can stayalive until morning he
can show up at workin the docks, pre-
tend to suffer an industrial injury, and
claim compensation;if that is Michael’s

version of a good idea, imagine what
the rest of his life must be like. John
comesthrough unscathed,although in
his case the spiritual damage looks ir-
reparable; he spendshis time tracking
down Duncan,the man whoattacked
his brother, and the search unhinges

him—heall butkills a childin his rage.
Andyethe doesnotkill a child. The

parentrests in peace; the children sur-
vive. As Mullan juggles the fortunes of
his characters, you sense them facing
the worst, whether in themselves or
in others, and then skirting it by a

whisker.When Sheila’s wheelchair gets
stuck on a cobbledalley, leaving her
alone in the dark, you feel the silent
seething of herfear; and whena strange
figure approaches, playing a harmonica,
you suddenly rememberevery horror
film you've everseen. Butno;the figure

is a bright young girl in a
wizard’s hat, and she happily
sees Sheila home to safety
andsleep. Someofthe ordi-
nary folk in this picture are
meanness incarnate, with

only their cowardice to keep
them from murder; others
verge onthesaintly. Glasgow,

it turns out,is just like anywhere else.
The real shock of the film, which

should beslightly less amusing than
a kidney stone,is that it makes you
laugh. Each of the boys is hopeless in
his own way, and even their efforts to
raise Cain are endearingly doomed to
flop. As Johr’s partner in crime pokes
a shotgun through a downstairs win-
dow, pressing the barrels against the
backside of a man hedislikes, their
plan—for wantof a better word—is
foiled by oneofthedirtiest gags you will
everwitness.The wholetale is small and
feral, with a reek of foul-breathed pro-
fanity;it gets its teeth into you and won't
let go. Scottish directors keep unleashing
these wired, unabashed movies,as if to
rebuke the sagging uncertainties of their
English counterparts. (Some people
would say that the same holds true of
fiction and poetry.) Mullan knows the
lay of his own land, and he knows just
how much hecan load it with; only in
retrospect do you realize how steadily
this mournful picture, with its odd braid-
ingof the domestic and the apocalyptic,
has relied on the Shakespearean basics.
There are three sons, a lost daughter,
anda pitiless storm; one ofthe charac-
ters floats along on gentle waves, another
sings a lament; all are stirred and tossed
byfeelings that batter the boundsofrea-
son. Mosttelling ofall is John’s aveng-
ing cry: “I'm gonnakill Duncan, I’m
gonnakill Duncan.” Thatringsa bell.
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“The Corset: Fashioning the Body”is on view at TheMuseum atthe Fashion Institute of Technology, throughApril22nd.
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