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CONTRIBUTORS

John Seabrook (“The Invisible De-
signer,” p. 114) is a staff writer. His latest
book is “Nobrow: The Culture of Mar-
keting—The Marketing of Culture.”

Susan Orlean (*Game Plan,” p. 96) will
publish “The Bullfighter Checks Her
Makeup,” a collection of her articles,

in January.

Richard Ford (Fiction, p. 136) is the au-
thor of two collections of short stories
and five novels, among them “The
Sportswriter” and “Independence Day,”
tor which he won a Pulitzer Prize in 1996.

Rebecca Mead (Books, p. 146) has been
a staff writer since 1997.

Michael Roberts (Cover) is the maga-
zine’s fashion editor. His second chil-

Jettrey Toobin (“Adventures in Bud-
dhism,” p. 76) is the author of “A Vast
Conspiracy,” about the impeachment of
President Clinton, which will come out
in paperback next month.

Ian Parker (“Hot Flashes,” p. 104)
has been contributing to the magazine
since 1994,

Arthur Elgort (Portfolio, p. 124) has
been a fashion photographer since the

early seventies. He has published four
books, including “Camera Ready.”

Hilton Als (Portfolio, p. 126) is the au-
thor of “The Women,” a book about race

and gender.

Mark Ulriksen (Ilustrations, pp. 118-
119) has been a contributor since 1993,

dren’s book, “Mumbo Jumbo,” will be
published in October.

His book “Urban Legends” will be pub-
lished next spring. ¢
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OWEN PARRY

BRINGS THE
CIVIL WAR
TO LIFE

A riveting tale of

historical intrigue.

“Stirs the imagination

with its vivid color,
gripping suspense and

wartime accuracy.”

—Publishers Weekly

ALSO BY OWEN PARRY

[WER PARKY

i “Marvelous
historical

fiction.”
—5St. Louis
FPost-Dispatch

WAWilliam Morrow € Avon Books

nts of HarperCollinsP
W ".‘-.".ll:'..-'ll'Fl Ered :|.I]'|]-|::';.I::|.:' [l

THE NEW YORKER, SEPTEMBER 18, 2000

THE MAIIL

THE TIGER TRAP

The threat that Tiger Woods’s monoto-
nous dominance poses to the game of
golf—who wants to devote a day to watch-
ing a foregone conclusion?—may be even
more imminent than David Owen fears
(“The Chosen One,” August 21st & 28th).
Scott Dunlap, the golfer who briefly, and
unexpectedly, tied Woods for the lead in
last month's PG.A. championship, said
that “his presence is nothing more than dis-
couraging for the rest of the field.” Tiger
Woods is the master of paradox: despite
all his efforts to encourage young people
to take up golf, he may have a deadening
effect on the sport at its highest levels.
Paul Embler

Portland, Oreg.

FALLING DOWN

How dare Malcolm Gladwell state un-
equivocally that John F. Kennedy, Jr.,
“failed under pressure,” or panicked dur-
ing his last flight (“The Art of Failure,”
August 21st & 28th)? He cannot know
that. The idea that one can apply a per-

fectly valid sports theory to a matter of
life and death is incredible. This leap

‘ from speculation to supposed fact is an

mnsult to Kennedy, and painful for his
family and friends, who have to read this
psychobabble. Next time, pick on some-
one who is around to defend himself.

Christiane Amanpour
London, England

Gladwell’s discussion of the three “N”s
of choking—Novotna, Norman, and
Knoblauch—helps to explain why some
people panic while others choke. His de-
scription of panic as a reversion to in-
stinct also illuminates two incidents that
appear elsewhere in the Sports Issue:
David Cone’s throwing home instead of
making an inning-ending double play, in
his desperation not to give up yet an-
other run (“Tales of the Bronx,” by Roger
Angell), and Mike Tyson’s biting Holy-
field’s ear when he realized he was losing
(“Cornerman,” by David Remnick). Too
much time to think leads to choking,
which is why opposing coaches call time-

outs before a critical foul shot. Too little
time leads to panic, which is the purpose
of the blitz, the press, and the trap.

Isaac Steven Herschkopf, M.D:.

New York City

MONEY AND HORSES

Tiwenty-five years ago, I was a young rider
in Charlottesville, on the wrong side of the
class divide Larissa MacFarquhar describes
in her piece on the town’s moneyed riding
culture (“Horse Country,” August 21st &
28th). I couldn't afford a horse of my own,
but I earned what to me seemed the priv-
ilege of breaking in new ponies for my in-
structor. Rather than admiring me for tak-
ing on such tough, nisky work, “St. Anne’s
girls” like those MacFarquhar talked to
ostracized me for being too poor to buy a
horse or attend their private school. They
heckled me at horse shows, and their cat-
tiness and cruelty drove me to the point
where I couldn’t face going to the stables
anymore. I quit the sport I loved; Mac-
Farquhar’s article reminded me why:
Diana Shaw Clark

Cambridge, Mass.

THE NEW GERMAN PROBLEM

‘That the Germans were tragically inept in
their handling of the events leading to the
massacre of Israeli athletes at the 1972
Munich Olympics is incontrovertible (A
Critic at Large, by David Denby, August
21st & 28th). These “new” Germans,
through the difficult process of coming to
terms with the past, had learned not to be
aggressive or militaristic. As a result, they
were less capable of responding forcefully
to the terrorists—who knew it. This is the
damned-if-you-do, damned-if-you-don't
dilemma of postwar Germany:.

FEric Langenbacher

Washington, D.C.

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 212-286-5047 or sent via E-mail to
themail@newyorker.com. Letters may be edit-
ed for length and clarity, and may be pub-
lished in any medium; we regret that owmg to
the volume of correspondence we cannot reply
to every letter.
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THE THEATRE
OPENINGS & PREVIEWS

Flease call the phone number listed with the
theatre for timetables and ticket information.

FORBIDDEN BROADWAY 2001:
A SPOOF ODYSSEY
The latest edition of Gerard Alessandrini’s ongo-
ing musical satire of the players and the plays
along the Great White Way. In previews. (Stardust,
Broadway at 51st St. 239-6200.)
GORE YIDAL'S THE BEST MAN
A revival of Vidal’s 1960 political drama, starring
Charles Durning, Spalding Gray, Chris Noth, Eliz-
abeth Ashley, Christine Ebersole, and Michael
Learned, among others. Directed by Ethan Mc-
Sweeny. In previews through Sept. 16. Opens Sept.
17 at 7:30. (Virginia, 245 W. 52nd 5t. 239-6200.)
THE IMMIGRANT
A musical version of Mark Harelik’s 1985 play,
about a Russian Jewish immigrant who is be-
friended by a Baptist couple in a small Texas town.
With lyrics by Sarah Knapp and music by Steven
M. Alper. Randal Myler is the director. Previews
Sept. 13-18. Opens Sept. 19 ar 8 and runs through
Oct. 7. (CAP21 Theatre, 15 W. 28th St. 279-4200.)
LIFEGAME
A show by the British troupe Improbable Theatre,
in which a different onstage guest’s life story be-
comes the basis of the drama each night. In pre-
views. (Jane Street Theatre, Hotel Riverview Ball-
room, 113 Jane 5t. 239-6200.)
SIGMATURE THEATRE COMPANY
This year the company presents a season of new
plays by various authors, beginning with “A Les-
son Before Dying,” l'{crmuius Linney’s stage adap—
tation of the novel by Ernest J. Gaines. In previews
through Sept 16. Opens Sept. 17 at 6:30. (555
W. 42nd St. 244-7529.)

OPENED RECENTLY

AlDA

Disney’s new musical—five years in the making
and a product of Pharaonic expense—is, if not per-
fect, a lively, polished entertainment with bursts of
j(:}'ful flamboyance worthy of its composer, Elton
John. The two female leads—Heather Headley, as
Aida, and Sherie René Scott, as Amneris—shine in
their different ways, and Bob Crowley’s brilliant
sets give the show both visual dazzle and emotional
resonance. (Reviewed in our issue of 4/10/00.) (Pal-
ace, Broadway at 47th St. 307-4747.)
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AMND GOD CREATED GREAT WHALES

An encore engagement of Rinde Eckert’s musical-
theatre work, in which a composer with a degen-
erative disease struggles to finish an opera based on
*Moby Dick.” (45 Bleecker Theatre, at 45 Bleecker
St. 307-4100.)

AQUILA THEATRE COMPANY

The Brinsh-American touring rroupe contunues its
New York residency with Rostand’s “Cyrano de
Bergerac.” (Clark Studio, Lincoln Center. 279-4200.
Closes Sept. 17.)

BERLIMN TO BROADWAY WITH KURT WEILL
A revue celebrating the composer’s career, starring
Lorinda Lisitza, Bjern Olsson, Michael Wmthe
and Veronica Mittenzwei. (The Trmd 158 W, 72nd
St. 279-4200.)

BLITHE SPIRIT

Noel Coward’s 1941 comedy is the Pearl Thea-
tre Company’s season opener. (80 St. Mark’s PL
598-9802.)

BOXING 2000

From Richard Maxwell, a fable about two half-
brothers training for the ring. (Present Company
Theatorium, 196 Stanton St. 420-8877.)
COPEMHAGEN

Michael Frayn’s play speculates on the controversial
1941 reunion of the two giants of quantum me-
chanics—the physicists Niels Bohr (Philip Bosco)
and Werner Heisenberg (Michael Cumpsty). It is so
meticulous, so admirable, and so grave that you
want to tousle its well-kempt appearance and tell it
to lighten up. Nevertheless, the director, Michael
Blakemore, manages to make dynamic and sugges-
tive an evening that consists of three actors (Blair
Brown plays Margrethe Bohr) and three chairs.
(4/24 & 5/1/00) (Royale, 242 W, 45th St. 239-6200.)
THE CRADLE WILL ROCK

The Jean Cocteau Rep opens the season with Marc
Blitzstein’s 1937 labor-movement musical. (Bouwerie
Lane Theatre, 330 Bowery, at Bond St. 677-0060.)
THE CRUMPLE ZONE

A dark comedy by Buddy Thomas, set during a
Christmas gathering of five gay men. (Rartlestick
Theatre, 224 Waverly Pl. 206-1515.)

DIRTY BLOMNDE

Mae West’s flirty and dirty persona is the subject
of a cunningly written, raffish evening conceived
by the writer-actress Claudia Shear and the direc-
tor James Lapine. Mae’s story is recounted with
brio by two fans—]Jo (Shear, who doubles win-

—

ningly as Mae) and Charlie (Tom Riis Farrell). The
success of the play rests not on the louche facts of
West’s life but on the intersection of her story with
the sweetness of the evolving relarionship between
the two lost souls who narrare it. (2/7/00) (Helen
Hayes, 240 W. 44th St. 239-6200.)

DON JUAN IN HELL

Donal Donnelly, Celeste Holm, James A. Ste-
phens, and Fritz Weaver give a dramatic reading of
the third-act dream scene from Shaw’s “Man and
Superman,” under the direction of Charlotte
Moore. (Irish Repertory Theatre, 132 W. 22nd St.
727-2737. Closes Sept. 17.)

GODSPELL

An updated version of the 1971 rock musical,
with music and new lyrics by Stephen Schwarte.
(Theatre at St. Peter’s Church, Lexington Ave. at
54th St, 239-6200.)

IMPERFECT CHEMISTRY

A musical comedy by Albert M. Tapper and James
Racheff, about two geneticists at a philanthropic
Iahc}ramn who are seduced into finding a cure for
baldness. L'M'mcn:a Lane Theatre, 18 Minetta Lane,
east of Sixth Ave. between W. 3rd and Bleecker Sts.
307-4100.)

IT AIN'T NOTHIN' BUT THE BLUES

A revue tracing the history of the musical form,
which had its New York premiére at the New
Victory Theatre in 1999. With Charles Bevel, Car-
ter Calvert, Debra Laws, Gregory Porter, Cheryl
Alexander, "and Michael Mandell. Jim Ehmgf'r is
the musical director. (B. B. King Blues Club &
Grill, 243 W. 42nd St. 239-6200.)

THE JERUSALEM SYHDROME

The comic Marc Maron is fully aware of all the du-
bious 1dols that have replaced God in our culture,
and he pulls no punches in pointing them out. In his
one-man show;, a heartbreakingly funny, faux-nait
travelogue, he leads the audience mnto purgatory
and back, as he tries to find some kind of spiritual
resonance in Hollywood fame, cigarettes, rlp e Wiz,
Coke (and coke), and Israel, where, he claims, he
just wasn't “Jewy” enough to achieve the transcen-
dence the land offers to the less materialistic.
Maron may not be the Messiah, but he’s definitely
the guy to tell you where you won'’t find Him.
(Westbeth Theatre Center, 151 Bank 5t. 741-0391.)
LYPSINKA! THE BOXED SET

The star (a.k.a. John Epperson) makes her first con-
cert appearance in seven years. (Westbeth Theatre
Center, 151 Bank St. 206-1515. Closes Sept. 24.)
THE MAN WHO CAME TO DINMER

The Roundabout’s revival of Kaufman and Hart’s
evergreen 1939 satire of Hollywood and of New York
literary society is pure gﬂ!d. Nathan Lane is back on-
stage where he belongs, playing Sheridan Whiteside,
a nﬂxmush pompous critic and radio [.)LrbU[h'l.ilh
who commandeers the bewildered family and staff
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of a staid Ohio household—where he slipped on ice
after a dinner in his honor and ended up in a wheel-
chair. The play itself is a model of comic construction
and is chock-full of vintage stage business, which the
excellent cast executes with gleeful nineteen-forties
snap. Jean Smart, Byron Jennings, and Lewis J. Stad-
len, as three famous personalities who pop in for a
visit, are all brilliant. Jerry Zaks is the director. (Amer-
ican Airlines Theatre, 227 W. 42nd St. 719-1300.)
THE MUSIC MAN

A delightful revival of Meredith Willson’s 1957
musical, directed by Susan Stroman and starring
Craig Bierko, who is making his Broadway début
in the role of Professor Harold Hill. The show hits
us with the simplicity and seamlessness of a perfect
fairy tale, and it puts music in its proper place—
right up there with all the other miracles of life.
(5/22/00) (Neil Simon, 250 W. 52nd St. 307-4100.)
RICHARD Il / CORIOLANUS

Ralph Fiennes and Linus Roache lead the casts in
repertory performances of Shakespeare’s plays,
staged by London’s Almeida Theatre Company.
Jonathan Kenr is the director. “Richard I” runs
through Oct. 1. “Coriolanus” runs through Sept.
30. (Reviewed in this issue.) (BAM’s Harvey Thea-
tre, 651 Fulton St., Brooklyn. 718-636-4100.)
RIYERDANCE

The Irish troupe of dancers, singers, and musicians.
(Gershwin, 51st St. west of Broadway. 307-4100.)

SATURDAY NIGHT FEYER

John Travolta is not easy to replace, nor are the
ashes of disco fever likely to reignite, as this show,
based on the 1977 movie, demonstrates. (Min-
skoff, 45th St. west of Broadway. 307-4100.)
SOUL OF AN INTRUDER

A psychological thriller by Steve Braunstein, about
a triangle berween a woman and two of her former
lovers, who come back into her life at the same
time. (Theatre 3, at 311 W. 43rd St. 279-4200.
Closes Sept. 30.)

SPINNING INTO BUTTER

Rebecca Gilman'’s surprising, well-crafted play
about a racist incident at a mostly white Vermont
liberal-arts college, where, as one character puts it,
“not being racist means you got along really well
with your nanny.” When someone pins a hate letter
on the door of one of the school’s only black stu-
denrs, the administration stumbles around in a
comically paranoid, disturbing stupor, trying to
keep the public-relations lid on and obliviously ap-
plying righteous public-forum Band-Aids to a gap-
ing social wound. The drama is subtle, yer more
powerful than it seems at first: the audience never
meets the wronged black student, and the only hon-
est feelings about racial divisiveness are expressed
out of range of the censoring ear of inept authority.
Hope Davis, who delivers a genuinely troubled
monologue as a dean of students, leads the fine
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cast. Daniel Sullivan is the director. (Mitzi E. New-
house, Lincoln Center. 239-6200. Closes Sept. 16.)
STREET OF BLOOD

From the Ronnie Burkett Theatre of Marionettes,
a “prairie gothic epic” that examines bloodlust,
religion, AIDS, and celebrity worship, among
other topics. (New York Theatre Workshop, 79A
E. 4th St. 460-5475.)

WELCOME TO OUR CITY

Thomas Wolfe's rarely produced, controversial
play about race (it originally called for white actors
in blackface) was written in 1923, while he was a
student at Harvard, (Mint Theatre, 311 W. 43rd
St. 315-0231.)

WHERE EYERYTHING IS EVERYTHING

Daisy Eagan and Paul Sparks portray a shy graphic
designer and a brash ﬁnancia]f consultant, in a ro-
mance by Stephen Spoonamore. (New York Per-
formance Works, 128 Chambers St. 539-8892.)
WHY WE DON'T BOMB THE AMISH

A one-woman comedy skewering cultural hypoc-
risies, written and performed by Casey Fraser, and
accompanied by a band performing jazz, blues, funk,
and hard-core punk. (Gershwin Hotel, 7 E. 27th St.
279-4200.)

LONG RUNS

ANNIE GET YOUR GUN

Marquis, Broadway at 45th St. 307-4100.
BLUE MAN GROUP/TUBES

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

Studio 54, at 254 W, 54th St. 239-6200.
CHICAGO

Shubert, 225 W. 44th St. 239-6200.
CONTACT

Vivian Beaumont, Lincoln Center. 239-6200.
THE COUNTESS

Lamb’s, 130 W. 44th St. 997-1780.

DINMER WITH FRIENDS

Variety Arts, 110 Third Ave., at 14th St.
239-6200,

THE FANTASTICKS

Sullivan Street Playhouse, 181 Sullivan St.,
at Bleecker St. 674-3838.

FOSSE

Broadhurst, 235 W. 44th St. 239-6200.
FULLY COMMITTED

Cherry Lane Theatre, 38 Commerce St.
239-6200.

I LOYE YOU, YOU'RE PERFECT,

HOW CHANGE

Westside, 407 W. 43rd St. 239-6200.
JEKYLL & HYDE

Plymouth, 236 W. 45th St. 239-6200.

KISS ME, KATE

Martn Beck, 302 W. 45th St. 239-6200.

THE LION KING

New Amsterdam, 214 W. 42nd St. 307-4100.
LES MISERABLES

Imperial, 249 W, 45th St. 239-6200.
PERFECT CRIME

Dufty, 1553 Broadway, at 46th St. 695-3401,
RENT

Nederlander, 208 W. 41st St. 921-8000.
STOMP

Orpheum, 126 Second Ave., at

St. Marks PL. 477-2477.

SWING

St. James, 246 W, 44th St. 239-6200.

TONY W' TINA'S WEDDING

St. Luke’s Church, 308 W. 46th St. 239-6200.
THE YAGINA MONOLOGUES

Westside, 407 W. 43rd St. 239-6200.

DANCE

“"THE MUKISHI"

Batoto Yetu, a Harlem-based troupe of young
dancers trained in traditional African dance, presents
the story of a boy’s spiritual journey, undertaken to
protect his town. The full-length work, based on be-
liefs of the Luba tribe in Angola, was directed and

DAYID SANDLUN
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choreographed by Julio Leitao. (New Victory, 209
W. 42nd St. 239-6200. Sept. 15 at 7, Sept. 16 at 2 and
7, and Sept. 17 at noon and 5. Through Sept. 24.)
"EVENING STARS: 2000 DANCE SERIES"
The Lower Manhattan Cultural Council presents a
weeklong series of free dance performances, all of
which begin at 7, at the World Trade Center Plaza.
Sept 13: Trisha Brown Dance Company. + Sept. 14:
American Repertory Ballet. # Sept. 15: Parsons
Dance Company. ¢ Sept. 16: Works performed by
members of the following companies: American
Ballet Theatre, San Francisco Ballet, Sean Curran
Company, Ellis Wood Dance, and RhythMEK.
(For more information, call 435-6600.)
"DANCENOW DOWNTOWRN"

The sixth annual festival acts as a sort of welcome
back for dancers (who, if they're lucky, have been
off performing in woodland or seaside resorts) and
kicks off the new season with a choreographic gal-
limaufry, with more than a hundred and fifty
rroupes and soloists at four venues. Sept. 13 ar 7 and
8: Clare Byrne Dance, Stuart Hodes and Alice Tier-
stein, Lawrence Keigwin, and twelve other acts.
(OK Harris gallery, 383 West Broadway.) ¢ Sept. 14
at 7: Gura Hedwig Dance and Incidents in Physical
Theatre, among others. (Joyce SoHo, 155 Mercer
St.) # Sept. 14 at 9: Buglisi/Foreman Dance, Tiffany
Mills, Jody Sperling, and others. (Joyce SoHo.) +
Sept. 15 at 9: Amos Pinchasi, Mark Jarecke Dance,
Athena Malloy, and more. (Joyce SoHo.) # Sept. 16
at 2:30: Jill Sigman/Thinkdance, Emily Fraenkel, Jo-
hanna Mendl Shaw, and other troupes. (By the out-
door pool, Carmine Center, Seventh Ave. S. at
Clarkson St.) ¢ Sept. 16 at 2: Doug Elkins/Susan
Moran & Allen Tibbets, Rebecca Stenn/Perks Mu-
sic Dance Theatre, and others. (On the basketball
court, Carmine Center.) ¢ Sept. 16 at 8:3(: Sara Hook
and David Parker, Nai-INi Chen and Dancers, Cha-
mecki/Lerner, Nicholas Leichter & Dancers, and
others. (Great Hall, Cooper Union, 7 E. 7th 5t.) (For
more information, see www.dancenow.org or call
917-930-4327. Through Sept. 16.)

REGGIE WILSON/FIST & HEEL
PERFORMANCE GROUP

The eight-member troupe performs “Wangena—
the Birthday Concerts,” created by the choreogra-
pher to celebrate his thirty-third birthday; “Rise,
Sally, Rise,” a trio for three women: “Vanity-
starts@Home,” a solo for Wilson; “Jumpin® the
Broom™; and other works. (Dance Theatre Work-
shop, 219 W. 19th St. 924-0077. Sept. 13-14 and
Sept. 16 at 8. Through Sept. 30.)

"SLAY THE DRAGON"

The choreographer Jody Oberfelder puts her six
dancers through an acrobatic series of tests in a work
about facing gcrwn fear. (Flea Theatre, 41 White St.
226-2407. Sept. 14-16 at 8. Through Oct. 7.)

LES SPECTACLES YIVANTS

A sampling from the Centre Pompidou’s avanr-
garde performance series includes sixty short
pieces, all lasting a minute or less, by Grand Maga-
sin; a multi-genre composition {including classical,
experimental, and club dance) by composer David
Shea; and works by choreographers Xavier Le Roy
and Claudia Triozzi. (The Kitchen, 512 W. 19th St.
225-5793, ext. 11. Sept. 14-16 at 7:30.)
"PYGMALION™

The New York Baroque Dance Company per-
forms Jean-Philippe Rameau’s acte de ballet about
the statue who comes to life and, in this version,
performs a contredanse and other company spe-
cialties. (Florence Gould Hall, 55 E. 59th 5t. 355-
6160. Sept. 16 at 2 and 8 and Sept. 17 at 2.)
"THE BESSIES"

The New York Dance and Performance Awards—
called the Bessies, after Bessie Schoenberg, whose
advice and critiques helped generations of dancers
develop their work—bestows honors on choreog-
raphers, performers, composers, lighting designers,
and others whose work over the past season (o, in
some cases, throughout a career) has been judged
exceprional. The ceremonies often rival the perfor-
mances they reward (last year, the straight-faced
host Ann Carlson presented a portion of the awards

entirely nude); this year, David Dorfman and Dan
Froot (who have been known to appear in the buff
themselves) host the event, which will feature per-
formances by Sarah East Johnson and her company,
Lava; Herbin (Tamango) Van Cayseele’s Urban Tap;
and the vocal group Straylight. (Joyce Theatre, 175
Eighth Ave., at 19th St. 924-0077. Sept. 15 at 7.)

NIGHT LIFE
CONCERTS

MEW SOUNDS LIVE/NEW YORK

GUITAR FESTIYAL

John Renbourn, Gary Lucas, and Toshi Reagon
offer a tribure to the scarifying blues of Robert
Johnson. (Merkin Concert Hall, 129 W. 67th St.
501-3330. Sept. 14 at 8.)

DAMIELA MERCURY

This stunning Brazilian cut her teeth singing from
the backs of roving sound trucks during the car-
nival season and, more recently, opening for Da-
vid Byrne. Her material is based on axé music (a
drum-driven genre from Bahia), but it also incor-
porates elements of samba, rock, and jazz. (Roxy,
515 W. 18th St. 307-7171. Sept. 14 ar 9.)

THE MARK WHITFIELD QUARTET

A young guitarist with chops to spare, Whitfield
has the funky fluidity of an early, pre-pop George
Benson and a flair for gospel and blues. (Rose
Center for Earth and Space, American Museum of
Natural History, Central Park W. at 79th St. 769-
5100. Sept. 15 at 5:45 and 7:15.)

B. B. KING BLUES FESTIVAL 2000

The master himself (who celebrates his seventy-
fifth birthday tonight), along with his longtime
six-stringed companion, Lucille, headlines a sea-
side blues showdown, with the incendiarv Buddy
Guy and relative youngsters Susan Tedeschi and
Corey Harris. (Jones Beach Theatre. 516-221-1000.
Sept. 16 at 6:30.)
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TIM MC GRAW / FAITH HILL

A comely double bill featuring two of country music’s
biggest new stars. McGraw is still probably best
known as the son of the baseball pitcher Tug Mc-
Graw, but his last record, 1999’s *Place in the Sun,”
shows real growth and a genuine gift for high-
lonesome prairie ballads. / Though Hill has yet to as-
cend to the success level of crossover goddesses such as
Shania Twain, her 1999 “Breathe™ has now sold three
million copies. With one more twangy hit, she could
easily wind up as the biggest star in popular music.
(Madison Square Garden. 307-7171. Sept. 16 at 8.)
TOMY BENMETT / DIANA KRALL

Is Bennett a jazz singer? When you swing with as
much gusto as this sixty-four-year-old legend does,
the question is moot. Bennett’s still at the top of his
game, and the onstage interplay he establishes with
his responsive trio is a joy to behold. / Krall’s success
remains an amazement; how did an understated
vocalist with exceptional taste and musicianship be-
come so popular in an age of blaring divas with only
tangential links to jazz? (Radio City Music Hall,
Sixth Ave. at 50th St. 247-4777. Sept. 16 at 8.)

CLUBS

Musicians and mght club proprietors live
complicated lives; it’s advisable to call ahead
to confirm engagements.

B. B. KING BLUES CLUB & GRILL

243 W. 42nd St. (269-4849)—Sept. 14: New York

City narive John Hammond, who’s been keeping

u::un ' blues alive for nearl-_p torty years. Sept. 15:
ia Copeland may be the daughter of the

gultar legend Johnny Copeland, but she’s a pow-

erhouse singer in her own right.

BOWERY BALLROOM

6 Delancey St. (533-2111)—Sept. 14: The guitarist

Chris Whitley gets a little help from the former

Soul Coughing rhythm section, the bassist Sebas-
tian Steinberg and the drummer Yuval Gaby. Sept.
19-20: The The. This one-man band led by the Brit-
ish songwriter Matt Johnson, a snarling Byron with
a voice oddly remimiscent of Jethro Tull’s Ian An-
derson, offered some of the better-crafted composi-
tions of the eighties. Johnson is hard to pigeonhole,
however (he once did an album called “Hanky
Panky,” a collection of Hank Williams covers). Last
year, after missing most of the nineties, Johnson
produced the tragically overlooked “Nakedself,”
on Nothing Records, the industrially inclined bou-
tique label run by Trent Reznor of Nine Inch Nails.
Though “Nakedself” lacks the skeletal melodicism
of ear%ier The The classics, it’s the sort of compli-
cated, grownup affair you might expect half a de-
cade of brooding to produce.

BEROWHNIES

169 Avenue A, at 10th 5t. (420-8392)—Sept. 14:
Brooklyn-based dub master Dr. Israel shares the
stage with Ari, the former lead singer of the seminal
punk band the Slits. Sept. 16: The gimlet-eyed
songcraft of A Don Piper Situation. With Cham-
pale, singer-songwriter Mark Rozzo’s unusually
Hexible and inventive ensemble. Sept. 17: The fiery
antics of the World/Inferno Friendship Society.
With Radio 4, which does a fine job of updating the
post-punk sounds of the Clash and Gang of Four.
CHICAGO B.L.U.E.S.

73 Eighth Ave., at 13th St. (924-9755)—Sept. 15-16:
Son Seals. One of the leading figures of post-sixties
blues, this son of an Arkansas juke-joint operator
plays in the slashing, urgent style of his mentor, Al-
bert King. The last few years haven’t been easy on
him; his wife shot him in the cheek, and he recently
lost part of a leg to diabetes, but his new disk, “Let-
tin’ Go,” shows he’s at the top of his form.
GALAPAGOS

70 North 6th St., Williamsburg (718-782-5188)—
Sept. 14: TheEbenlevyDisasterReliefFund is the
new project put together by the former Chuckle-
head mastermind Levy. For those who missed the

homegrown funk scene of the nineties, Chuckle-
head was a hard-touring, much loved Boston band
known for its incessant mixing of a heavy bass
groove, hip-hop lyrics, and rock and roll. The new
band adds a few more electronic flourishes to the
mix, but the beat remains intact.

IRVING PLAZA

17 Irving PL, at 15¢h St. (777-6800)—Sept. 13: The
Dickey Berts Band. The longtime Allman Brothers
guitarist and singer (you know him as the voice of
“Rambling Man”; he wrote that song, too) has lon
been the band’s not-so-secret weapon, the tenor fot
to Gregg Allman’s hound-dog growl and the meat-
and-potatoes anchor to the late Duane Allman’s
slide-guitar histrionics. Here’s a chance to see ex-
actly what he brings to the Allmans’ unique sound.
Sept. 17: Ted Nugent. The aging if unrepentant car-
nivore, bow hunter, and someome radio commen-
taror returns to infect the crowd with a fresh strain
of “Car Scrarch Fever.” Sept. 19: Wilco, the charis-
matic roots-rock outfit led by Jeff Tweedy, is one of
the more exceptional bands on the popular-music
scene today. Tweedy and company have worked
with Billy Bragg on the down-home, Woody Guthrie-
inspired “Mermaid Avenue”™ compilations, all the
while continuing to fine-tune their own sound. Last
year’s “Summer Teeth”™ album introduced a pop ele-
ment that only enhanced their charm, ¢ The Swing
Dance Society gathers here every Sunday, with sets
from eight until midnight. For information on the So-
ciery, call 696-9737.

JOE'S PUB

425 Lafayette St. (539-8777)—S8ept. 14: David
Yazbek assembles his band to perform the rude,
inventive, rocking stuff from his pop catalogue as
well as a tune or two from his score for the soon-
to-open Broadway musical “The Full Monty.”
This may be the last chance to catch this com-
poser/singer/pianist while he still possesses even a
shred of humility. Sept. 15: The guitarists Arto
Lindsay and Vimcius Cantuaria offer an evening
of Brazilian-by-way-of-downrown-New York
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BLUES STREAK The end of the summer is nothing to feel blue about—this week a clutch of blues musicians, young and old,
are performing at various venues. Pictured, from left to right, are Corey Harris, Buddy Guy, and Susan Tedeschi (appearing at the
B. B. King Blues Festival 2000); Son Seals (at Chicago B.L.U.E.S.); and Shemekia Copeland and John Hammond
(each performing at the B. B. King Blues Club & Grill).

music. Sept. 16: Berty, a three-woman operation
whose acr is full of funk and rock music, perfor-
mance art, satire, and standup comedy.
MERCURY LOUNGE

217 E. Houston St. (260-4700)—Sept. 18: Paris’s
Tahiti 80 makes timeless and lovely pop, as re-
freshing as a cool apéritif. Its full-length Stateside
début album, “Puzzle” (on the clever little Chi-
cago label Minty Fresh), was produced by Ivy gui-
tarist Andy Chase and features contributions from
Fountains of Wayne keyboardist Adam Schle-
singer. Sept. 19: The edgy urban folktales of Rich-
ard Buckner.

JAZZ AND STANDARDS

ALGOHNQUIN HOTEL

59 W. 44th St, (840-6800)—The vocalist Maureen
McGovern s currently at work in the woody nook
known as the Oak Room. Dining.

BIRDLAND

315 W. 44th St. (581-3080)—Sept. 14-16: Look,
Ma, four hands! Stanley Jordan’s ability to wrest
symphonic landscapes from his guitar continues to
astound. Dining.

BLUE NOTE

131 W. 3rd St., near Sixth Ave. (475-8592)—
Through Sept. 17: A jazz septuagenarian playing at
the very peak of his creative life, the alto saxo-
phonist Lee Konitz 1s an adherent of pure improvi-
sation—clichés, well-worn licks, and stock phrases
are just not options for him. Grinding against the
abstract piano figures of Paul Bley and the whirring
electric-bass counterpoint of Steve Swallow, Konitz
will be right in his delightfully flinty element. The
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second half of this double bill features Kenny Bur-
rell, the Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde of jazz guitar. Bur-
rell has both rim sodized with white-gloved ele-
gance and dug d?aep in the blues since he came
down from Detroit in the mid-fifties.

FIREBIRD CAFE

365 W. 46th St. (586-0244)—Through Sept. 23:
Fifty-four years is a long time to know another
person, let alone sing with him or her on a regular
basis, but the ream of Jackie & Roy have been
doing just that since 1946. The timeless weave of
Jackie Cain’s vocals and Roy Kral’s jazzy piano
and singing remains as vivacious as ever.

IRIDIUM

48 W. 63rd St. (582-2121)—Through Sept. 17:
The bassist Charlie Haden only finds the cﬁciccst
notes to play, a gift that draws out the pianist
Gern Allen’s most lyrical and discerning impro-
vising. Both stylists are split personalities who feel
as comfortable roaming in free-jazz territory as
they do embracing standards—they make an ex-
ceptional fir. Mondays belong to the electric-guitar
innovator Les Paul.

JAZT STAMDARD

116 E. 27th St. (576-2232)—Through Sept. 17:
The Kurt Rosenwinkle quartet. Rosenwinkle has
found a jazz soul mate in the exceptional tenor
saxophonist Mark Turner, in an association that
benefits both; the guitarist’s fusion tendencies are
leavened, and Turner’s analytical playing takes on
an edgier cast. Dining,

KNITTING FACTORY

74 Leonard St., berween Broadway and Church
St. (219-3055)—A former saxophone-and-winds
player and professional jazz provocateur for the
Arr Ensemble of Chicago, Joseph Jarman (cele-
brating his sixty-third birthday here on Sept. 13)

now makes music with a pronounced introspec-
tive bent; quieter, yes, burt still plenty effective.
Sept. 15-17: Keep your eye on saxophonist and
composer Henry Threadgill; he lives to surprise
you. Whether stocking his bands with murl[;t?iple
tubas or pitting electric guitars agamst Indian har-
moniums, this avant-gardist’s avant-gardist only
traffics in the unexpected. Sepr. 17: Andy Laster’s
Hydra Quartet continues scoring with the ball
that Ornette Coleman dropped when he aban-
doned his inventive, loose-limbed acoustic groups.
YILLAGE YANGUARD

178 Seventh Ave. S., at 11th St. (255-4037)—
Through Sept. 17: The Tommy Flanagan trio. The
world’s finest jazz pianist settles in with his new
trio, featuring bassist Peter Washington and the
brilliant drummer Albert Heath. The Vanguard
Jazz Orchestra holds sway on Mondays.

ART
MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

METROPOLITAN MUSEUM

Fifth Ave. at 82nd St. (879-5500)—Art history is
full of brother acts, from today’s Chapmans to the
Soyers, Peales, and Le Nains of earlier eras. The
most influennal, however, were the Carracci of
Bologna. Toward the end of the sixteenth century,
Annibale and Agostino, together with their slightly
older cousin Ludovico, helped finish off Manner-
ism, founded the first Academy, and ushered in a
new style. But “The Birth of Baroque: The Car-
racci at the Metropolitan®” isn't a grand familial
survey. Instead it’s a rwo-room teaser, consisting
mostly of prints and drawings from the museum’s

JOE CIARDIELLD
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE
Dressed by Success

The city’s prosperity has brought a swag-
ger to the fall season, filling the shops
of Manhattan with crocodile greatcoats,

- sable tippets, ostrich gladstones, and

other items that represent either the glee-
ful subversion of good taste or the baleful

consequences of too much loose money.

d  What used to be confined to Fifth and

Madison Avenues has spread, and is now
right at home downtown.

The staid house of Louis vuiTToN
(116 Greene St.; 274-9090) has settled
below Houston Street with surpris-
ing ease, bringing with it not just those
tamiliar brown bags but a collection
of clothes by the Brooklyn-born Marc
Jacobs, whose homage to nineteen-
seventies Paris is infused with a borough
boy’s Continental longings. A wool-
jersey trouser suit ($2,095) calls to mind
Catherine Deneuve while sporting a
profusion of toothy silver zippers whose
oblong pulls are adorned with the LV
logo. (When you're shelling out four fig-
ures, you deserve to see those famous
mitials somewhere.) Two of autumn’s
major trends—the penchant for pricey
skins and the reémergence of the skirt
suit—inform an ensemble that appears
to be made of red python, though in
fact no reptiles were harmed in its exe-
cution. Instead, the outfit is fashioned
from a clever mix of acrylic and acetate
(jacket, $1,040; skirt, $650).

Though most of SoHo’s artists and
their dealers have departed for Chelsea,
creative experiments still surface in their
old haunts: at onwarp soHo (172 Mer-
cer St; 343-3912), in the building that
used to house Holly Solomon’s gallery,
deeply imaginative creations by the
Japanese designer Yoshiki Hishinuma
clearly owe a debt to such master pleaters
as Issey Miyake and Mario Fortuny. A
crinkly red dress that seems to be glis-
tening with wet paint is not only dry

but disarmingly soft to the touch ($740).
And an irrepressible magnolia-pink out-
fit, decorated with fluttery appliqués, will
appeal to the sophisticated adult who
has not forgotten the joy of dressing like
a flower in the class play (jacket, $575;
skirt, $470).

With its Crayola-inspired interior,
KIRNA ZABETE (96 Greene St.; 941-9656)
looks more like a chic day-care center
than a clothing store, and the pair of
young women who run the place spe-
cialize in playful examples of the sea-
sons offerings. A woolly fringe imparts
an unexpectedly equine air to an aqua
wool coat by Rubin Chappelle ($766);
less demure is a sultry sleeveless boiled-
wool sweater sliced with peekaboo
cobwebs ($215) by Liz Collins, who
makes clothes with the help of an old-
fashioned knitting machine. A sheer
polka-dot off-the-shoulder peasant
blouse from Jean Paul Gaultier turns out
to be a bodysuit that resolves rather
abruptly into a thong ($525).

At miv miv (100 Prince St.; 431-
4303), suggestions for the winter months
include a fragile white cotton dress
with puffed sleeves and a sweetheart
neckline, which looks like a maid’s uni-
form, except for the childlike stitching
around the sleeves ($440); a skimpy bias-
cut dance frock in scarlet and black
($470); and a pair of “Footlight Parade”-
ready crépe-de-chine tap pants ($200).
Ruffled sheepskin turns up in the form
of a lavender overcoat ($1,730). And
heliotrope suede platform sling-backs
($330), intended for a sub-deb’s feet,
have open toes; high, thick heels;
floppy bows; and plenty of history—
not only could they have figured in
Minnie’s seduction of Mickey, they
might well have helped Jerry Hall capti-
vate Mick.

—Lynn Yaeger
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Curves Ahead: Highway 1, California

There is no more thrilling ride than the stretch between Los Angeles and San Francisco. With serpentine roads perched high
above the crashing waves, the drive is filled with heart-racing turns and breathtaking vistas. Travelers from near and far are
lured to this area for its charm, its beauty and for the sheer adventure of the drive itself. As you cruise the coast,
be sure you don't miss the following “braking"” points.

crowds with an early tour of the grounds at Nepenthe (831-667-2345), first uncovered
(be sure to reserve ahead of time!), and and briefly owned by Orson Welles and Rita
then double back nine miles to Cambria, a Hayworth, and famous for its striking sea
charming little artists’ colony, for a walk views. Perched atop a sandstone cliff, the
around the village. Hold out for lunch Point Sur Lighthouse (831-625-4419) stands
to dine on the patio at the hamlet at as a stunning landmark from afar, but can
Moonstone Gardens (805-927-3535), set also be observed from within, where it
on three acres of lush gardens. Good food offers splendid views of the area. Two

- and stunning scenery make it worth hundred sixty feet above the water, Bixby

SAN SIMEON the wait. Bridge is one of the most photographed

A colorful tourist town, San Simeon caters BIG SUR
to the hundreds of thousands of visitors a North of San Simeon you enter the spectac-

year who come to admire newspaper ularly beautiful area known as Big Sur. Pack
magnate William Randolph Hearst's plenty of film so you can be sure to capture
extravagant former home, Hearst Castle™ the countless photo opportunities that will
(800-444-4445), as it is known, sitson a present themselves. Take a break and
hilltop and beckons travelers with its extra-  stretch your legs at Julia Pfeiffer Burns
ordinary architecture and ornate décor. State Park (831-667-2315). A brief walk will

Comprised of over 150 rooms and 127 acres  lead you to McWay Falls, where a waterfall
of cultivated gardens, this manmade wonder  drops 80 feet onto the sand below. Further g - :
took nearly 30 years to construct. Beat the ~ down the road, you can stop for a burger 2 b California coast
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sites on the highway.
Complete your day of
exploration by falling
into bed at one of Big
Sur's heavenly cliff-top
hotels, Ventana Inr
(831-667-2331) or Pos
Ranch Inn (831-667-
R 2200), both known
e for their exceptional
service and idyllic set-
tings. As you leave Big
Sur, you'll pass Point
bos which has been called "the greatest
mee’tinq Df Iand and water in the world."
C CARMIE " =_" ' “' Sl'
The lure (}f Earmei runs deeper than its
enchanting tree-lined streets. This picture-
perfect seaside community attracts collec-
tors and shoppers alike to its multitude of
art galleries, antigue shops and designer
boutiques. Take a break from browsing
and head down Ocean Boulevard to poet
Robinson Jeffers' former home, Tor House
(831-624-1813), built with his own two hands
on a hill overlocking Carmel's sandy white
beaches. Secure your own ocean view af
one of the town’s charming hotels, such
as the lovely Spanish-style La Playe

Foqg over Big Sur

A Special Advertising Section

(831-624-6476) or the romantic Tic
Yink Inn (831-624-1244).
PEBBLE BEACH & 17-M
A §7.25 (per car) toll buys you access to
some of the most visually stunning scenery
on either seaboard. With dramatic views at
every turn, 17-Mile Drive winds along the
Monterey Peninsula, offering countless
opportunities to stop and gaze at the beauty
that %urrmunds you Even if w;nu Te nut a
golfer, visit P ich G

(831-624- 381]} warth a trm smwpl\,f to admire
the stunning seaside setting. Resting on an
ocean-sprayed promontory—-and seemingly
growing right out of a bed of rocks-the 200-
or 300-year-old Lone Cypress still stands
the test of time. By far the best view in the
area can be found at Cypress Point, where

IHE RDIVE
iILEL URIVE

on a clear day you can see all the way to
Point Sur Lighthouse (20 miles away in Big

Seal Rock

Sur). Further along the drive, you'll see Eird
tock and Seal Rock, remarkable sights with
hundreds of seals and sea lions piled onto
tiny islands off the coast.
MONTEREY
California’s original capital and a town rich
with history, Monterey remains an important
destination on the coastline-today primarily
fﬁr visitors. ert the crowds that gather at
1erman’s rf to breathe in the sea air
and admire Cannen,f Row, the spot that in-
spired several of Steinbeck's greatest works.
The Monterey B ' (831-648-4888)
is another popular attraction, offering a look
at the wonders that exist in the bay just
outside. Trace Monterey's Spanish-Mexican
heritage by strallmg aman the adabe
houses In Montere
(831- 649 ?HB} When hunqer strikea EtD;J
into O _ e (831-646-1021) for a
casual iuﬂch, or Fresh Cream (831-375-9798)
for a dinner as spectacular as the view. Plan
to get hooked on this little fishing town, so
be sure t{} b{mk a room ahead of time at the
| 1 1 (800-350-2344). No detail
has been DUEFlE}{}kE‘d at this charming bed
and breakfast, with beautifully-tended
gardens, cozy common rooms and bedrooms
stocked with every imaginable amenity.

& TOYOTA AVALON
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THEY SAY TRAVEL MAKES YOU WORLDLY.
WE SAY TRAVELING IN COMFORT MAKES YOU

Avalon. The most luxurious, spacious sedan we’ve ever created.

www.toyota.com 4 1+800+go-toyota ©2000 Toyota Moter Sales, U.5.A., Inc. Buckle Up! Do it for those who love you
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The Green Mountain State:
Bennmgton to Burhngton

Vermont brings out the natural beauty of autumn like no other place in America. Idyllic villages blossom with brilliant bursts of color,
and a stunning panorama awaits you over every hilltop. One of the best weekend journeys through Vermont follows U.S. 7 along
the Green Mountains, from the hills of Bennington to the cosmopolitan lakeside community of Burlington. Below, discover the
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BENNINGTON

Bennington is a quaint rural haven, but it's
also home to Bennington College, a famous
hotbed of the arts. Make your first stop the
Bennington Museum (802-447-1571), which
houses a diverse collection ranging from
Grandma Moses paintings to Tiffany glass.
Hungry? Do as the locals do and visit the
Blue Benn Diner (802-442-5140) for break-
fast or lunch. At this legendary greasy

sights and stops along this picturesque route.

spoon, you'll find more varieties of pancakes
than you can imagine. Literary types will
want to stop at the Old First Church to get

a glimpse of Robert Frost's tombstone. Call it
a day at the South Shire Inn (802-447-3839).
Lush décor and antiques dominate the bed-
rooms and common areas of this Victorian
B&B, a stone's throw from downtown.
ARLINGTON

This quiet community drew 20th century
fame as Norman Rockwell's longtime
residence, and the town's many characters
often found their way into his paintings. Visit
The Norman Rockwell Exhibition
(802-375-6423) in a little church which
houses hundreds of his Saturday Evening
Post and Boy's Life cover illustrations and
prints. Green with envy from the local
foliage? Take home more than memories at
Equinox Valley Nursery (802-362-2610), a
peddler of thousands of perennials and

herbs. The best spot to stop for the night

is the West Mountain Inn (802-375-6516), a
romantic getaway that caters to the kids with
a well-stocked playroom and a llama farm.
MANCHESTER

A popular summer getaway for the well-
to-do since the 1850s, this burgeoning town
now thrives on outlet shopping and its prox-
imity to the slopes. For an early-morning
pick-me-up, Up for Breakfast (802-362-4204)
can't be beat: Three kinds of pancakes,
muffins and quickbreads, most teeming

with fresh local fruit, make this a breakfast-
lover's paradise. Take the Equinox Sky Line
Drive to the top of Mt. Equinox (802-362-1114)
for an unparalleled view of the hills in all
their fall glory. Pack a picnic lunch and dine
alfresco at one of the many tables that

line the drive. Further up the road, visit
Hildene (802-362-1788), the summer home of
Abraham Lincoln's son Robert Todd Lincoln.

Cameras that fit your lifestyle

mﬁ-aci Cameras: for people who just want
-- to take great pictures

Digital Cameras: for your camera bag,
[ briefcase, or backpack

;]_.R Cameras: the first choice of pros
- and consumers alike

. For information, call 1-800-NIKONUS

Nikon

www.nikonusa.com
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The 412-acre estate, with a 24-room Georgian
manor house and formal gardens, offers
tours daily. Nearby, you'll find the Southern
Vermont Arts Center (802-362-1405),
Vermont's oldest cultural organization and
home to one of the largest collections of
contemporary sculpture in the Northeast.
Lighten your wallet at Manchester Commons
(802-362-3736), an outlet extravaganza that
houses bargains from such names as
Polo/Ralph Lauren, Coach, Donna Karan and
Anne Klein. The Manchester area is chock-
ablock with inns. Two at the top of the
pecking order are the Reluctant Panther
(802-362-2568), an eclectic, romantic get-
away with an award-winning restaurant;

and the Inn at Ormsby Hill (802-362-1163),

a wartime refuge for Ethan Allen, now
renovated with romance in mind: All the
antique-laden rooms are equipped with

A Special Advertising Section

four-poster beds, fireplaces and whirlpools.
MIDDLEBURY

This vibrant college town, Robert Frost's
summer residence for 23 years, still has
much to offer. Not far from town, the Robert
Frost Interpretive Trail winds through the
serene woods, while intermittent plagues
display quotes from the poet's work. Just
north of Middlebury, outside Bristol, Route 17
winds upward through the Appalachian Gap,
revealing one of the region's most breath-
taking views. If you have time for a detour,
this is a great one. Why not stay the night
at the Middlebury Inn (802-388-4961), one of
the oldest and most famous New England
inns, where early American furnishings and
good hospitality are the order of the day.
BURLINGTON

Thanks to an eclectic mix of natives, colle-
gians and big city transplants, Vermont's
largest city maintains a cosmopolitan air
without feeling overwhelmingly urban.
Sample some of the local flavor at the
Church Street Marketplace, an outdoor mall
featuring cafés, restaurants, craft shops

and street performers. History buffs will
appreciate the Ethan Allen Homestead
(802-865-4556), honoring the Vermonter
and Revolutionary War leader of the Green
Mountain Boys. How could anyone resist a
tour of the Yermont Teddy Bear Company
(802-985-3001)? Save room in the car for a

Fall foliage

trip to the gift shop. Slightly off the beaten
path from Burlington lies ground zero for
ice cream aficionados: Ben & Jerry's
(802-244-8687) headquarters. Tours are
given at least every hali-hour, and plenty
of free samples are included. If there’s still
room in your stomach, try Isabel’s
(802-865-2522), an old lumber mill now
known for its contemporary American
cuisine and pristine views, or Trattoria
Delia (802-864-5253), which prepares local
produce and game in an talian country
fashion. Lodging ranges from the simple
to the sumptuous. Lose yourself in
lakeside luxury at the Basin Harbor Club
(802-475-2311). Spread over 700 acres
overlooking the lake, the resort boasts

an 18-hole golf course, a 40-foot tour boat
and an upscale American restaurant. The
relatively new Inn at Essex (802-878-1100),
decorated in Colonial style, claims such
amenities as an indoor pool and a branch
of the New England Culinary Institute.
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Now; Toyota puts coastal beauty within your reach.

Imagine the view from behind the wheel of the sleek and stylish Toyota
Avalon, the most luxurious, spacious sedan Toyota has ever created. Or for
a more personal glimpse, there is the Toyota Solara, with equal parts style,
performance and power. And if that isn't inviting enough. now there's more
incentive than ever to buy a Toyota.

Purchase a Toyota Avalon or
a Toyota Solara coupe from
August 10th to September 15th
and get everything you need
to appreciate coastal beauty,
compliments of Toyota
Al Votor Sales US.A a Nikon
One<Touch™ Zoom 70 and either a two-category upgrade on a Princess Grand Class
Gulf of Alaska 2001 cruise or a three-category upgrade on a Princess Grand Class \
Gulf of Alaska 2001 cruisetour. Hyota Auatioh

Nikon's fully automatic compact 35mm camera delivers clear, colorful pictures frame after frame. A
versatile 38-7T0mm power zoom lens allows you to capture everything from portraits to cityscapes to
breathtaking landscapes. Other features include a built-in flash, Red-Eye Reduction, an easy-to-read
viewfinder, and a self-timer that lets you get into the picture yourself. Weighing just 8.5 ounces, it's
perfect for the road.

Every Princess cruise ship offers an endless variety of options-
24 hours a day. With up to eight dining locations and three
shows a night, Princess’ Grand Class® Cruising gives you the
freedom to "do what you want, when you want"." So whether you're exploring the heart

of Alaska on a Princess cruisetour or viewing a glacier from the rail of your own private
balcony, you'll experience it all in Grand Class style.

An ennallment packet will be forwarded approximately 60 days after vehiche purchase or lease date. Offer only available for new Toyota Avalon and Toyota Solara coupe vehicles purchased between August 10k -
September 15th, 2000, Date of purchase andfor lease date shall be deemead the date of the sale of lease document. Vehicles taken delivery before or after the promotional period of August 10th - September 15th will
not qualify for the offer. Incentive enfoliment packet must be received no later than January 15, 2001, Purchases of Toyota Solara convertible will not gualify for the offer. This berefil is nen-transferable and cannol be
substitubed for its cash value. Recipient is responsible for any taxes associated with receipt of this benefit. Frincess Cruises’ offer subject bo Frincess Cruises’ terms and conditions Nikon Cameras” offer subject to
Nikon Cameras’ terms and condibions,

Toyota invites you to take your best shot and win. Submit your best travel photograph and you could win one of three
amazing prizes:

PrinCEss CRuisEs (P TOYOTA Nikon

B0 PURCHASE NECESSARY. Gpen to legal residents of the Unibed States, 21 vears or alder as of date of ertry, excluding professional photographers, employees of Condé Nast, Toyota, Princess Cruises, Nikon and their fam-
ilies. Second prize winner must be a licensed driver, Entries must be received by October 31, 20000 Send contest entries to: "Toyota's East vs. West Phato Contest" cfo Condé Nast Publications, 6300 Wilshire Blvd., Los
Angeles, CA 90048, To gualify, submit a 35mm color or black & white transparency andfor print. For prints, the original negative (or bransparency if the print was made from a bransparency) musk be available upon request
50 winners” pictures can be published (negatives requested for publication will be returned). Do not send in negatives or original photos. Condé Nast is not responsible for lost, late, or misdirected mail. Cnly one entry
per envelopz, All entries, including photos become property of Condé Nast Publications and will rot be returned. Photographs submitted must have been created by the entrant, must never have been published, and
must have been taken in the past five years, Entrants may submit up to three individual photographs. An official entry form as published, 2 hand-drawn facsimile, or 2 4 » 6 card with entrant’s name, address, phone,
location of photo, and signature verifying that entrant has read contest rules and accepts conditions stated must accompany each photograph. Name and address of entrant and location of phofo must alse be printed
on the back of each print or slide. To aveid damage, all entries should be packaged in cardboard for mailing. Condé Nast bears no responsibility for loss o damage to entries. A1 entries become property of Condé Nast
Fublicatiens and will not be returned. Selected winners' photes and names may be published. Winners may be required to sign an Affidavit of Eligibility, a Liability/Publicity/Copyright release within 10 days or an alker-
niate winner may be chosen. Winner must also allow Condé Nast to publish his cr her photograph and to use the picture for advertising, editorial and promotional purposes without further compensation. Prints may be
any size up bo 8" x 10", Transparencies must be mounted in standard 2 « 2 cardboard or plastic slide mounts. Glass mounts or framed photographs will not be eligible. Five winners will be selected en ar about Novermber
30, 2000 and notified by mail by January 5, 2001 Entries will be judged on the basis of effectiveness in expressing the "coastal travel® theme, creativity and photographic quality. &0 decisions made by judges are final,
1 GRAND PRIZE: T-day Alaska cruise for two aboard a Princess Cruises vessel, including standard oulside statercom for bwo, onboard meals and entertainment, port charges and government fees, and airfare to and from
the domestic LS city closest to the winner's home to the ship's port of departure. (Approximate refail value: S8.000). 1 SECOND FRIZE: & weekend brip for two to either San Francisco, CA or Buriingten, VT, including coache
class, round-trip airfare from the domestic (LS, city closest to the winners home, ground transportation to and from the airport for San Francisco trip, hotel accommodations for two nights; two dinners for two (up to
5500 value), a Nikon One Touch Zoom 70 Camera and $500 in spending money. Prize includes rental car for duration of stay. (Approximate retail value: 55000 3 THIRD PRIZES: Three winners will be awarded a Nikon
One Touch Zoom 70 Camera. (Approxmate retail value of each camera: 31003 All travel prizes are subject to scheduling, availability and blackout dates and are on & double-occupancy basis. All terms of the Princess
Cruises passage contract apply with Grand Prize. All expenses ether than those specified above are winner's responsibility, Trips must be completed by May 1, 2002, Income and other taxes, if any, on all prizes are the
sole responsibility of the winners. Prizes are nor-transferable, non-redeemable as cash and non-rerouteable. No substitutions except by sponsar, in which case a prize of equal or greater value will be substituted. Princess
Cruises, Princess and the Princess logo are registered servicemarks of Princess Cruises, Inc. and ils affiliates. Princess Is not Involved in the administration of this contest. Toyota Motor Sales, LLS.A, Inc. ("Toyota"™) and
its respective parents, subsidiaries and affiliated companies (the "Toyota Entities"y maintain no control over the personned, eguipment o operation of 2ny air, water ar surface carrier, ship line, bus of limowsine compa-
ny, transportation company, hotel, restawrant, or other person or entity furnishing service, products, or accommodations as a part of the prizes provided under this contest, since Toyota is not in any way related bo Lhe
prize suppliers. The Toyota Entities shall not be liable for any injury, damage, loss. expense, accident, delay, inconvenience, er other irregularity that may be caused or contributed to (1) by wrongful, regligent, or unau-
thonzed act or omission on the part of any of those suppliers or any of their agents, servants, employees, or independent contractors, (2) by any defect in or failure of any vehicle, equipment, instrumentality, service,
product, or accommaodation that is owned, operated, fumished, or otherwise used by any of these suppliers, (30 by the wrongful, neglioent, or unautherized act er ormission on the part of any ofher person or entity not
an employee of the Toyota Entities, or (4) by any cause, condilion, or event whatsoever beyond the control of the Toyola Entities, RESTRICTIONS: Entrant must own all rights to 2ny photograph(s) entered in this contest
and may be required to provide a signed release from any identifiable persons allowing publication of the photograph for editerial, advertising and prometional sage without cempensation. 1t is the responsibility of
the entrant to ensure that publication of the photograph by Condé Mast raise no legal claims, Submission of an entry constitutes acceptance of all conditions set forth in the 2bove rules. Contest is subject to all feder
al, state, and local laws and reguiations. Void in Puerto Rico, cutside the ULS,, and where profibited. For 2 list of winners, send a self-addressed stamped enveloped after November 30, 2000, to, East vs, West Photo Contest
Winners, cfo Condé Nast Publications, 6300 Wilshire Blvd., Los Angeles, CA S0048
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collections. A few of these are marvellous. Anni-
bale’s figure studies are lithe, Michelangelesque
wonders. His small etching of Christ being tortured
by leering soldiers, meanwhile, rivals the harsh re-
alism of his friend Caravaggio. When 1t comes to
oil paintings, however, the exhibinon is a disap-
pointment—with the sole exception of Ludovico’s
great, morbid “Lamentation,” which is surely the
most haunting and mortuary depiction of the di-
vine cadaver ever. Through Sept. 17. ¢ “John Singer
Sargent: Beyond the Portrait Studio.” Paintings,
drawings, and watercolors from the collection.
Through Sept. 24. ¢+ On the roof garden, a septet
of late stainless-steel sculptures, by David Smith

(1906-65). The carliest, “Sentinel V,” from 1959, |

suggests a slim, side-stepping human figure, like a
scrap-metal version of Fred Astaire. The others,
dating from the last three years of Smith’s life, are
more resolutely abstract. All were constructed from
a prefabricated vocabulary of steel beams and boxes
Smith would first arrange on the floor of his studio.
The procedure shows: most feel two-sided, not quite
fully sculptural. But they’re still full of precarious
pleasures, enhanced by the gleaming, graffiti-like
designs that Smith burnished into their surfaces.
And the rooftop situation suits them perfectly, es-
pecially the “Cubi XXVII,” which frames a view of
Central Park South. Through late fall. (Open Tues-
days through Sundays, 9:30 to 5:30, and Friday
and Saturday evenings until 9.)

MUSEUM OF MODERN ART

11 W. 53rd St. (708-9480)—Since late April, mem-
bers of MOMA' professional and administrative
staff have been on strike. Bur if you're loath to
cross a picket line, you're in luck: Projects 70 pre-
sents banners, by a trio of artists (Jim Hodges, Bea-
trice Milhazes, and Faith Ringgold), which festoon
the outside of the museum’s fagade. Milhazes’s con-
tribution is pure ornament, a swirl of tropical pink,
green, and gold. Ringgold combines personal refer-
ences and imagery by Matisse in a memorial to lost
loved ones. Hodges’s banner is by far the most win-
ning. A pair of connect-the-dot constellations (cor-
responding to Libra and Scorpio, the astrological
signs of the artist and his partner) grace a cloth the
inky color of the night sky (the reverse side is Lib-
erace gold). Each star is a cutout hole, strung with
small bells, though the delicate chimes are often
drowned out by the sound of zealous strikers
squeezing plasric rats. Through Oct. 31, + “Making
Choices.” The twenty-four-part show concentrates
on works made between 1920 and 1960, drawn ex-
clusively from the museum’s extensive holdings, in
a series of tightly focussed exhibitions, several de-
voted to a single artist (Man Ray, Cartier-Bresson,
Morandi). Closing, in stages, on Sept. 19 and Sept.
26. (Open Saturdays through Tuesdays, and Thurs-
days, 10:30 to 5:45; Frdays, 10:30 to 8:15.)
GUGGENHEIM MUSEUM

Fifth Ave. at 89th St. (423-3500)—The latest col-
laboration between the impishness of Frank Gehry

and the grandiosity of Thomas Krens is on view |

in the form of a proposal for a new Guggenheim
museum in Manhattan. To be built on a small is-
land of its own, just below the South Street Sea-
port, the project 1s essentially Bilbao 2: far bigger,
more crumpled and rococo, the museum’s wrig-
gling volumes float above a vast shadowed plaza
with restaurants and an ice-skating rink. A single
office tower rises at a Pisa-like angle from its center.
The effect, we're told, would resemble a cloud-
ringed skyscraper, but other things—a ttanium
tuty, an earthquake in a vent-assembly shop, an
homage to late Frank Stella—come to mind as well.
Gehry’s large-scale models offer the most intriguing
architectural conundrum of the year. Through Oct.
14. (Open Sundays through Wednesdays, 9 to 6;
Fridays and Saturdays, 9 to 8.)

WHITHEY MUSEUM OF AMERICAN ART
Madison Ave. at 75th St. (570-3676 —“The Art of
Alice Neel,” the museum’s second retrospective
devoted to the artist, and the first since her death, in
1984, offers seventy-five paintings and watercol-
ors, including likenesses of artists (Andy Warhol,
Robert Smithson), writers (Frank O’Hara, Ken-
neth Fearing), and family members. Through Sepr.
17. (Open Tuesdays, Wednesdays, and Fridays
through Sundays, 11 to 6; Thursdays, 1 to 9.)

FREE CATALOG

Simply call 1-800-539-2326 or visit us at www.llbean.com

It makes radio sound “simply amazing.
Imagine what it can do for your CDs.

The remarkable Bose® Wave® radio/CD. \When the Bose Wave radio was introduced it woke up an entre
industry, delivering breakthrough sound the critics at Radio World called “simply amazing”™ How could we top
that? The answer: combine the Wave radio’s revolutionary acoustic waveguide speaker technology with a
CD player, all while adding only % inch to the radio's size. The result is a countertop manvel that brings out
the full clarity and richness of your CDs, and you can still tune in great radio. Buy direct from Bose, the
most respected name in sound. Or enjoy the option of six interest-free payments. Your satisfaction is guar-
anteed. In fact, we believe once you hear the simply amazing sound of your Wave radio/CD, parting with it
will seem unimaginable.

Call 1-800-375-2073, ext. T5378.

For information on all our products: www.bose.com/t5378
Please specify your color choice when ordering. Wave radio/CD: [] Platinum White or ] Graphite Gray
Wave radio: [ Platinum White or L] Graphite Gray
Mr/Mrs /s, B { ] { ]

Name (Please Print) Daylime Telephone Evening Telephone

- NN M5 -

Ly State i Better sound through research

Bose Comporation, Dept. COD-TS3TE, Tre Mountain, Framingham, MA 01704-9168. €2000 Bose Comporation. overed by gatent rights ssued
and/or pending. Bose and the Wave radic design ane registered trademarts of Bose Gorporation. Installment peyment plan
it to be eormbined with any other offer and available on credit card orders only. Payment plan sulbect 1o change wihout nolice.
Quote: Frank Beacham, Radio World, 1283, Reprinted with perméssion,
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Watercolors from Edward Sorels new book, “Tbe Satum!@ Kid " at Davis {5 LangME

GALLERIES-UPTOWN

Unless otherwise noted, galleries are open
Tuesdays through Saturdays, from around 10
ar 11 to between § and 6.

AMADEO DE SOUZA CARDOSO
An exhilarating retrospective of a little-known Por-
tuguese artist who worked on and off in Paris from
1906 until his death from influenza, in 1918, at the
age of thirty. The show reveals a pioneering mod-
ernist painter who was also a gifred draftsman—
witness the jaunty, Futurist-inspired “Movement,
circa 1912,” a streetscape with automobiles, cy-
cles, and a horse-drawn carriage. Souza Cardoso
created one of the century’s earliest abstract paint-
ings (a 1913 work, included here), but it’s his flir-
tation with Cubism which earns his place in art his-
ory. A hidden treasure. Through Sept. 16. (AXA
Gallery, 787 Seventh Ave., at 52nd 5t. 554-4731.)

Season Openers

WILL BARNET

Drawings, including mid-century absrractions
and later figurative studies. (De Nagy, 724 Fifth
Ave., at 57th St. 262-5050.)

ALAM BRAY

Landscapes of Maine, from an aerial perspective.
(Schmidt-Bingham, 41 E. 57th 5t. 888-1122.)
IAN DAWSON

Large-scale sculptures made from everyday
objects exposed to intense heat, (James Cohan,
41 W. 57th 5t. 755-7171.)

MARY FRAMK

Dreamy (in the Jungian sense) and atmospheric
oil paintings. (DC Moore, 724 Fifth Ave., at 57th
St. 247-2111.)

DANIEL GARCiA

Paintings of objects that, in isolation, carry a
svmbolic weight. (Galeria Ramis Barquet, 41

E. 57th St. 644-9090.)
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GREGORY GILLESPIE

A memorial exhibition devoted to the

figurative painter. (Forum, 745 Fifth Ave.,

at 57th St, 355-4545.)

ANDREW MASULLO

Colorful paintings with an energetic, mosaic-like
structure. Opens Sept. 14. (Washburn, 20

Y. 57th 5t. 397-6780.)

NIKI DE SAINT PHALLE

Silk screens from 1969-70 by the “tlower-power
feminist.” (Rickards, 1045 Madison Ave., at
75th St. 924-0858.)

DAYID SMITH

Nudes the sculptor made in his final winter.
Opens Sept. 14. (Gagosian, 980 Madison Ave,
744-2313.)

EDWARD S5CREL

Watercolor drawings by the New Yorker artist,
from his new book, “The Saturday Kid,” about a
boy who loves the movies. {Davis 8 Langdale,
231 E. 60th St. 838-0333.)

GALLERIES—CHELSEA

“"FABULAE FABULORUM"

What do images of hirsute male nipples and inter-
racial cunnilingus have to do with fairy tales, the al-
leged subject of this group show? It’s hard to deter-
mine. Still, curator Ombretta Agro has put together
a pleasantly haphazard assortment of work by Iral-
ian, German, Dutch, and Korean artists. Most
memorable is Rob van Erve’s suspended Plexiglas
sculpture, festooned with hanging weights as
though it were in danger of floating away. Through
Oct. 7. {Trans Hudson, 416 W, 13th St. 242-3232.)

Season Opener:c

ROB DE MAR

Sculptures of biospheres and mini-universes
madg from steel, plywood, fungi, stones, model
trees. (Clementine, 526 W. 26th St. 243-5937.)

LOUISE FISHMAN

New abstract paintings, made with multiple
layers, sanded, scraped, and painted over. Opens
Sept. 15, (Cheim & Read, 521 W. 23rd St.
242-7727.)

UDOMSAK KRISANAMIS

Three-dimensional abstract collages,

made from newspaper clippings, invitations

to art openings, and noodles, among other
objects. (Gavin Brown’s Enterprise, 436

W. 15th St. 627-5258.)

KARL MANN

Large-scale assemblages made from flea-market
cast-offs. Opens Sept. 14. (Ricco/Maresca,

529 W, 20th St. 627-4819.)

ALICE NEEL

Twenty-five paintings from the portraitist’s
final years. (Robert Miller, 524 W. 26th St.
366-4774.)

JOHHN SALVYEST

The gallery’s inaugural show features sculptures
made from objects that might be found at home
{aqpmn pencils, straight pins, chewing gum)

in obsessive arrangements. Opens Sept. 14.
(Poissant Projects, 140 W. 30th 5t. 27 9 8969.)
CHARLES SPURRIER

Bright assemblages made up of Mylar,

pieces of broken mirror, air fresheners, colored
Christmas bulbs, etc. (Feigen, 535 W. 20th St.
929-0500.)

CLAUDE WAMPLER

An installation and continuous live performance.
(Postmasters, 459 W. 19th St. 727-3323.)
LESLIE WAYNE

Wooden boxes filled with paint, then gouged,
poked, and gutted to reveal the strata of color.
(Shainman, 513 W. 20th St. 645-1701.)

MEG WEBSTER

A large, undulating floor sculpture and an
installation. (Paula Cooper, 534 W. 21st 5.
255-1105.)

RACHEL WHITEREAD

Drawings created in 1994-93, in preparation
for the artist’s Water Tower Project. Opens Sept.
L5. (Luhring Augustine, 531 W. 24th St.
206-9100.)

GALLERIES-DOWNTOWN

YANESSA BEECROFT

Last spring, Beecroft marshalled a group of Navy
Seals to march onto the deck of the U.S.S. Intrepid
and stand spotlit at attention for ninety minutes
while she documented the proceedings. Her cur-
rent show displays photographs and videos of
the performance she called “The Silent Service.”
Deitch Projects’ newly renovated, high-ceilinged
second space on Wooster, entirely open to the
street and light on one end, makes a perfect show-
case for Beccroft’s large-format, high-gloss por-
traits of the men; they hang high enough on the
walls that you have to look up at them and strain
for eye contact. Through Sept. 16. (Deitch Proj-
ects, 18 Wooster St. 343-7300.)

Season Openers

NICOLA COSTANTINO

Sculptures by the Argentine artist, who uses
animal skin (including human) in her works.
(Deitch Projects, 76 Grand St. 343-7300.)
MARCEL DZAMA / JOCKUM NORDSTROM
Drawings. (Zwirner, 43 Greene St. 966-2074,)
CHRISTINE HILL

“Pilot,” an installation (functional studio,
workmg offices, saund-smg(' set) for the
staging of an invented TV pilot. (Feldman, 31
Mercer St. 226-3232.)

MAMNUEL HNERI

Human figures sculpted in bronze and marble,
and nudes, painted and drawn. (Cowles, 74
Grand St 925 3500.)

PIA STADTBAUMER

Sculptures of children at play which evoke
adult anxieties. Opens Sept. 15. (Sean Kelly, 43
Mercer St. 343-2405.)
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DO-HO 5UH

An installation that includes wallpaper made of
ID cards and a glass floor held up by thousands
of plastic figures. (Lehmann Maupin, 39 Greene
St. 965-0753.)

CORBAN WALKER

A site-specific installation made of glass.

(Pace Wildenstein, 142 Greene St. 431-9224.)

AUCTIONS AND ANTIQUES

CHRISTIE'S

Sept. 14: A daylong auction of fine and rare wines. #
Sept. 19: Three sessions of Japanese and Korean art
works. (20 Rockefeller Plaza, at 49th St. 636-2000.)
CHRISTIE'S EAST

Sept. 13: Nineteenth-century paintings. ¢ Sept. 14:
Antique and fine jewelry. 4 Sept. 18: Asian deco-
rative arts. (219 E. 67th St. 606-0400.)
SOTHEBY'S

A sale of collectible wines—mostly Bordeaus, as usual,
but with a fair share of other intriguing offerings,
including a good selection from cult wineries in Cali-
fornia. (York Ave. at 72nd St. 606-7000. Sept. 16.)
DOYLE

Sept. 13: Furniture, paintings, and decorative
picces. # Sept. 18: A sale of Asian art works, partic-
ularly strong in eighteenth-century Chinese porce-
lain and paintings. (175 E. 87th St. 427-2730.)
SWANN

The house’s fall season begins with a fascinating
auction of New Yorkiana, including phorographs,
maps, drawings, posters, and ephemera relating to

positions make the birds and their butchers look
like the stars of a dark comedy. Opening Sept. 14.
(De Lellis, 47 E. 68th St. 327-1482.)

SHEILA METIMER

Metzner has moved beyond her signarure pigment-
printed images, but she continues to take inspira-
tion and technique from phorography’s past.
“New York City 2000,” her current series of
hand-coared platinum prints, would look more at
home in an old issue of Alfred Stieglitz’s Carmera
Work than in any contemporary equivalent. Her
refusal to take the city’s familiar architectural
icons for granted has yielded sensitive and re-
spectful images of the Chrysler and Empire State
Buildings and the Brooklyn and Manhattan
Bridges. Through Oct. 21. (Stevenson, 338 W. 23rd
St. 352-0070.)

JOEL MEYEROWITZ

These vintage prints from the late sixties through
the mid-seventies predare Meyerowitz’s better-
known landscape work and reveal him as a pio-
neer in color street photography. He was one of
the first to expand Cartier-Bresson’s “decisive mo-
ment” to include open-ended, luminous scenes
that have become popular with contemporary
photographers such as Philip-Lorca diCorcia.
Pictures like “Camel Coat Couple in Street Steam™
have no single protagonist, but rather a set of
characters in action, dependent on one another
to form the composition and make the picture.
Through Oct. 21. (Meverowitz, 580 Broadway.
625-3434.)

ROBERT POLIDORI

This set of large color prints—some as big as fifty
by seventy inches—spans a decade of architec-

Joel Meyerowitzs 1975 “Camel Coat Couple in Street Steam,” at Meyerowitz.

buildings, people, commercial establishments, or
anything else that makes the city unique. (104
E. 25th St. 254-4710. Sept. 14.)

MORELL & CO.

A wine auction from a firm thar typically pro-
vides excellent offerings for folks intent on drink-
ing, rather than cellaring, their purchases. (Grand
Havana Room, 666 Fifth Ave, Sept. 16. For infor-
mation, call 307-4200.)

MEW YORK ARMORY AHNTIQUES SHOW

A hundred dealers offering a bit of everything.
(7th Regiment Armory, Park Ave. at 66th St. Sepr.
13-17. For information, call 472-1180.)

PHOTOGRAPHY

PINO DAL GAL

“Chicken Story” documents an active slaughter-
house outside Verona, Italy, in twenty color pic-
tures, circa 1976. Dal Gal’s hazy, cinematic com-
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tural photography, and includes some recent as-
signments for this magazine. In the aftermath of
the revolution in Lebanon, Polidori studies bullet-
hole constellations on a wall; in France, he looks in
on renovations at Versailles; and, in New York, he
observes the colorful mess of a claustrophobic East
Village apartment. His detailed, color-saturated in-
teriors and exteriors are at once historic documents
and aesthetic experiences, in the tradition of Fu-
gene Arget and Joel Sternfeld. Through Oct. 14.
(Pace/MacGill, 32 E. 57th St. 759-7999.)

MELYIN SOKOLSKY

From 1959 to 1970, Melvin Sokolsky worked for
Harper’s Bazaar, where he was known for dress-
ing up his fashion shoots with Surrealist stunts—
models were made to fly in bubbles hovering
over the streets of Paris, and references to Escher
and Magritte abounded. Fven when he stopped
staging spectacles, his supersaturared colors and
deadpan compositions accentuared the far-out: in
his simplest shots, women are frozen in tortured
poses, their glassy-eved cool defining the sixties

even more than their hairdos. Through Sepr. 30.
(Staley-Wise, 560 Broadway, 966-6223.)

BERT TEUNISSEN

Vermeer might have appreciated these finely de-
railed picrures of elderly Dutch men and women at
home. Though Teunissen takes advantage of dif-
fuse, gold-toned natural light in each wide shot, he
never shows a window, perhaps in deference to the
cloistered lives he documents. Through Oct, 4.
(Gallery 24, at 552 W, 24th 5t. 414-0370.)
FRANK YARRUS

This sertes of black-and-whirte shots reveals little of
the body—just head and shoulders—bur discern-
ing viewers will guess immediarely what’s happen-
ing beyond the frame. Yamrus asked his subjects,
both male and female, to masturbate for the cam-
era, and he chose these pictures of “Raprure” from
the moments just before, during, and after climax.
If nothing else, they offer a revealing study of the
ability to pose even (or especially) when orgasm is
close at hand. Through Oct. 14. (Morthland, 225
Tenth Ave., at 23rd St. 242-7767.)
INTERMATIONAL CEMTER

OF PHOTOGRAPHY

1130 Fifth Ave., at 94th St. (860-1777)—%A
Durable Memento” presents daguerreotypes of
places (Connecticut, Liberia) and people (John
Brown) taken by Augustus Washington, the son of
a former slave. Through Sept. 24. “Positions in the
Life World™ surveys Martha Rossler’s photos and
videos, including such classics as her 1975 “Semi-
otics of the Kitchen.” Through Oct. 1. (Open
Tuesdays through Thursdays, 10-5; Fridays, 10-8;
Saturdays and Sundays, 10-6.)

Short List

WILHELM YOMN GLOEDEM

Wessel and O'Connor, 242 W. 26th St.
242-8811. Open Sundays. Through Oct 8.
“CAPTURE THE MOMENT"

Newseumn, 580 Madison Ave. 317-7503.
Through Sept. 23.

"OTRAS COSAS"

Mexacan Cultural Institute, 27 E. 39th St.
217-6422. Through Oct. 10.

See the museum listings for a photography
exhibition at the Museum of Modern Arf

CLASSICAL MUSIC
OPERA

HEW YORK CITY OPERA

Sept. 15 at 8 and Sept. 17 at 1:30; “Madama But-
terfly.” # Sept. 16 at 1:30: Donizetti’s “Roberto
Devereux,” with soprano Lauren Flanigan in the
role of Queen Elizabeth and a cast that also in-
cludes mezzo-soprano Jane Dutton, tenor Fer-
nando de la Mora, and baritone Mark Delavan:
conducted by George Manahan. ¢ Sept. 16 ar 8
and Sept. 19 at 7:30: “Le Nozze di Figaro,” with
Sari Gruber (as Susanna), Pamela Armstrong (Count-
ess Almaviva), Paula Rasmussen (Cherubino), Dean
Ely (Figaro), and John Hancock (Count Alma-
viva); Steuart Bedford. (New York State Theatre.
870-5570.)

AMATO OPERA COMPANY

For more than half a century, this hardworking
troupe in a vest-pocket theatre has survived, against
considerable odds, thanks to the devotion of An-
thony and Sally Amato, who met onstage in 1943,
married two years later, and commirted themselves to
personally overseeing every aspect of the company’s
operations. Mrs. Amato died on August 18, bringing
to an end a career that regularly included such thank-
less but essential tasks as manning the box office,
sewing the costurnes, and operating the lights. But
since the Amatos were creatures of the theatre,
there is no question that the show will go on. The
company’s fifty-third season will open with a pro-
ducton of “Lucia di Lammermoor” which—to use
one of the Amatos’ favorite phrases—promises to
be “small, but oh so grand.” (Amato Opera Thea-
tre, 319 Bowery, at Znd St. 228-8200. Sept. 16 at
7:30 and Sept. 17 at 2:30.)
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BOOK CURRENTS
Where the Wild Things Are Eaten

“Nothing tastes even remotely like the
evergreens, and once the taste is acquired,
nothing else will do.” So writes the Cana-
dian naturalist Robert K. Henderson in
his just-published THE NEIGHBORHOOD FOR-
aGEr (Chelsea Green), an amusing intro-
duction to identifying, harvesting, and pre-
paring wild foods. Henderson points out
that evergreen infusions saved the explorer
Cartier's men from scurvy back in 1536,
and that the modern fascination with
edible plants got its start when Euell Gib-
bons published “Stalking the Wild As-

aragus,” in 1962. While forests have their
share of foodstuffs, Henderson argues

that foraging is best in suburbia, where

" subdivision menaces like crab apples and

dandelions make delicious eating and cars

. can be used to crack open black walnuts.

In coine 10 seep (Ancient City Press),
the outdoorswoman Kahanah Farns-
worth zeroes in on the bounty of the
American Southwest, an area surpris-
ingly rich in kitchen-ready plants, from
agaves to pifions, sunflowers, and to-
matillos. Farnsworth offers adventure-
some recipes as well as advice on how to
avoid lethal encounters with death-cap
mushrooms and rattlesnake locoweed.
Provence native Anne Gardon presents
a homier feast in THE WILD FOOD GOURMET
(Firefly); her recipes include milkweed
gratin and cattail-pollen souffié, and she
also extols the virtues of oxeye daisies
and hedgehog mushrooms.

Hedgehogs—the mammal, not the

the sort of creature you might
find in Johnny Kolakowski’s cookin®
wiLp WITH JOHNNY (Metro Media). Ko-
lakowski is the owner and chef of a
wild-game restaurant in Detroit, where

he earned the nickname “the Muskrat
King.” The fact that exotic game is now

- readily available in bistros further proves

Henderson’s point that “the safari be-
gins on the front step.”
—Mark Rozzo

SERGHO RUZZIER
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In this haunting, sensuous novel of the Romantic era,
the passionate, artistic lives of Robert and Clara
. i : e Schumann are explored in full, from their brilliant
In this satiric tale revoiving around a missing  §
Bruegel painting, an unexpected dinner invita-

.
i l music 1o their rapturous love and devotion to
: : . : i h other. What's more, this tale portrays the
tion leads philosopher Martin Clay to discover * ea_ = Lo okl

; : i infinite care, s thy and wisdom.
soot from his host's grimy fireplace. (Ficador) fiont. NI,

: relationships betwesan men and wormen with
one of the world's lost treasures gathering ps
(Harcourt Brace)

Fub. Price: $14.00

Our Price; $11.20

Pub, Price: $26.00

Our Price: $20.80

THE LAST SAMURAI
ROPE BURNS: STORIES FROM THE CORNER

FEs SO BERBEABEBORERFOBBDERRRRFRERDEEIPORDER I’iy Hﬁien DEWEti

hy F. X. Toole Ludo, a gifted six year-old prodigy, embarks on a heartfelt search to
find his birth father ar 8 man heroic encugh
Offering a raw glimpse into the fast-paced, vicious world of boxing, # to be his father. Seven men of his choosing
this biting collection of tales centers on a ! must test their character and fortitude for
motley group of athletes, trainers, corrupt ; L i privilege, while the deeply tender bond
promoters, and other assorted dwellers of between Ludo and his mother grows even
East L.A.: all pawns and players in a dirty stronger. (Talk Miramax)
3 business that can destroy dreams and rob
[ men of their souls. (Ecco Press)
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Pub. Price: $24.95

Our Price: $19.96
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MARTIN BAUMAN; OR, A SURE THING
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ASLEEP by David Leavitt

_ Martin Bauman, a brilllant, young and talented
by Banana Yoshimoto fledgling writer, winds his way through the unlimited
chaos of New York as he falls in love, balances a
hectic social life, deals with the emerging scourge
of AIDS, and works his way up the publishing ladder.
(Houghton Mifflin)

This luminous collection of three ethereal novellas
focuses on the themes of love. death
and sleep, with each of the female
protagonists battling some form of
sleep disorder and spiritual malaise
due to trauma. (Grove Press)

Pub. Price: $26.00

Our Price: $20.80

Pub. Price: $21.00

Our Price: $16.80
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MANHATTAN CHAMBER SINFOMIA

Less than two weeks into the new semester at the
Manharttan School of Music, this student chamber
orchestra puts itself on the line with a challenging
program comprising James MacMillan’s “The Con-
fession of Isobel Gowdie,” Oscar Bohme’s F-Minor
Trumpet Concerto (featuring Robert Sullivan, the
associate principal rumpeter of the New York
Philharmonic), a sonata a cingue by the Bolognese
Baroque composer Giuseppe Torelli, and Men-
delssohn’s “Scorch” S}'mpﬁﬂn}: The concert is

. conducted by Stewart Robertson, whose Scottish
- roots may be expected to serve him especially well

in the pieces by MacMillan (his compatriot) and
Mendelssohn (whose symphony was inspired by a
visit he made to Scotland). (Borden Auditorium,
Manhattan School of Music, Broadway at 122nd
St. Sept. 15 art 8. No tickets necessary.)

| JUPITER SYMPHONY

Jens Nygaard leads two obscure works, a famous
masterpiece, and a piece that falls in berween: a
suite by the Elizabethan composer Giles Farnaby
and Debussy’s “Marche Ecossaise sur un Théme
Populaire” (also known as the “Earl of Ross”
March, and unquestionably obscure), Mozart’s
Symphony No. 40 (famous), and Scriabin’s Piano
Concerto (known to connoisseurs, but not many
others, and here featuring Ilya Itin). (Good Shep-
herd Presbyterian Church, 152 W. 66th St. Sepr.

18 at 2 and 7 and Sept. 19 at 8. For information

| about tickets, call 799-1259.)

PROMETHEUS CHAMBER ORCHESTRA

Wilson Hermanto conducts this assemblage of cur-
rent and former Juilliard students in Wagner’s
“Siegfried Idyll,” Beethoven’s Symphony No. 2, and
Mendelssohn’s “Italian™ Symphony. (Merkin Con-
cert Hall, 129 W. 67th St. 501-3330. Sept. 19 ar 2.)

RECITALS

CHAMBER MUSIC SOCIETY OF

LINCOLN CENTER

The organization’s season doesn’t begin in earnest
until mid-October, but the official opening takes
place this week, when Joseph Silverstein, Cho-
Liang Lin, Ani Kavafian, and Ida Kavafian take
turns in the spotlight for an evening of solo and
duo concertos for violin, by Bach and Vivaldi, in-
cluding the latter’s “Four Seasons.” (Alice Tully
Hall. 875-5050. Sept. 13 at 8.)
KALICHSTEIN-LAREDO-ROBINSON TRIO

| The ensemble offers two classic piano trios—Mo-

zarr’s in B-Flat Major and Brahms’s in B Major—

| plus Richard Danielpour’s recently composed “A

Child’s Reliquary,” also for piano trio. (92nd
Street Y, Lexington Ave. at 92nd St. 996-1100.
Sept. 13 at 8.)

CONMCERTANTE CHAMBER PLAYERS
Members of the string ensemble offer Mozart’s
String Quintet in B-Flat Major (K. 174), Jan
Radzynski’s Serenade for Strings (a premigére), and
Strauss’s “Metamorphosen™ (in a version for
seven instruments, scaled down from the original
twenty-three). (Merkin Concert Hall, 129 W. 67th
St. 501-3330. Sepr. 13 ac 8.)

GWENDOLYN TOTH AND DONGSOK SHIN
The wife-and-husband keyboard players team
up for four-hand sonatas by Mozart, performed
on a replica of the fortepiano the composer once
owned. (St. Francis of Assisi Church, 135 W, 31st
St. Sept. 14 ar 1:15. No tickets necessary. )
BARGEMUSIC

Sept. 14 and Sept. 16 at 7:30: Cellist Ronald
Thomas and pianist Gilbert Kalish perform Bee-
thoven’s A-Major Cello Sonata, and violinist Car-
mit Zori completes the ensemble for piano trios by
Mozart (in B-Flat Major) and Mendelssohn (in
C Minor). # Sept. 15 at 7:30 and Sept. 17 at 4
Seven musicians gather to perform Jolivet’s “Rhap-
sodie a Sept” and Stravinsky’s chamber divertisse-
ment “I’Histoire du Soldat,” with the violist Toby
Appel setting aside his instrument for the week in

Independent record companies have long been a
refuge for excellent artists with offbeat repertoire.
Gloria Cheng’s Piano Dance (Telarc) might easily
have been just another glib concept album—
twenty-three pieces explicitly based on dances—
had she not gone to the effort of assembling a
compelling recital of twentieth-century pieces and
then playing them as if her life depended on it
Most are short (only half the tracks gst more than
three minutes), resulting in an ever-changing land-
scape of classics and contemporary items which
culminates in a delightful double whammy: Don-
ald R. Davis’s “Illicit Felicity,” a hilarious mambo
written for the lesbian cult movie “Bound™; and
“Conga,” a nearly ten-minute danse macabre by
the dependably brilliant Uruguayan-American
composer Miguel del Aguila.

There’s a similar passionate dedication in An-
thony de Mare’s Wizards & Wildmen (CRI), an
exploration of largely unknown music by Charles
Ives, Henry Cowell, and Lou Harrison. It’s an au-
dacious disk, from the pianist’s beefcake cover
photo to the choice of composers. These pillars of
modernism redefined what piano music could
be, and de Mare, playing at the keyboard, strum-
ming the strings, and even singing along, plumbs
the lfusrmus beaury lurking in the challenging
scores. In his hands, Cowell’s 1925 classic “The
Banshee,” often cited but rarely played, sounds
like the unholy offspring of the Blair Witch and a
humpback whale.

Independent labels also sustain the careers of
splendid artists who, for whatever reason, have
not achieved fame or fortune, Consider Made-
leine Forte, two of whose disks have recently ap-
peared in Connoisseur Society’s catalogue. This
French-born pupil of two great masters, Alfred
Cortot and Wilhelm Kempff, made a splash at in-
ternational competitions in the sixties before opt-
ing for a career in academia as a Messiaen au-
thority. At a time when national styles have all but
dissolved into a generalized internarional goulash,
Forte’s gorgeous tone and sensuous line evoke
classic French pianism. Her elegant Frédéric Cho-

in, which includes the B-Minor Sonata and all
ﬁur scherzos, may not supplant memories of Cor-
rot’s own limpid Chopin playing, but her Maurice
Ravel holds its own against interpretations by
many of her more celebrated peers, from the
chaste simplicity of the Sonatine to the virtuosic
“Gaspard de la Nuit,” in which no prisoners are

taken and no notes are dropped.
—James M. Keller

A — ——

order to appear as the narrator. # Sepr. 16 ar 2:30:
A family performance of “I'Histoire du Soldat.”
{Fulton Ferry Landing, Brooklyn. 718-624-4061.)
LUCIANO PAYAROTTI

The tenor fills Madison Square Garden—leaving
just enough space for soprano Annalisa Raspagliosi
(who will assist in some duets) and the Opera Or-
chestra of New York, which will be conducted by
Leone Magiera. (Sept. 14 at 8. For information about
tickets, call 307-7171.)

WILD GINGER CHAMBER PLAYERS

A group of core players from the Wild Ginger Phil-
harmonic perform Mendelssohn’s Octet and Mo-
zart’s Serenade in C Minor (K. 388/384a). (Christ
and St. Stephen’s Church, 120 W. 69th St. Sept. 15
at 8. + Good Shepherd Presbyterian Church, 152
W. 66th St. Sept. 16 at 8. For information about ei-
ther concert, call 888-444-0353.)

LORI SIMS

The gold-medal winner of the 1998 Gina
Bachauer International Piano Competition per-
forms Schumann’s “Kreisleriana” and Toccata
(Op. 7), Beethoven’s “Eroica” Variarions, and
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works by Sofia Gubaidulina and Curtis Curtis-
Smith. (Alice Tully Hall. 875-5050. Sept. 16 at 8.)
YECTOR FIVE: CHAMBER MUSIC

This contemporary composers’ incentive opens
its second season with a concert of pieces by Mil-
ton Babbitt, Kenji Bunch, Eric Ewazen, Stefania
de Kenessey, and Yuri Bortz. (Merkin Concert
Hall, 129 W. 67th St. 501-3330. Sept. 16 at 8.}
FRANCISCO ROLDAN

The Colombian guitarist, a faculty member of the
Mannes College of Music who has recently been per-
forming with the flamenco dancer Pilar Rioja, plays
music by Bach, Britten, Rodrigo, Manuel Ponce,
Frnst Krenek, and Philip Houghton. (Weill Recital
Hall, at Carnegie Hall. 247-7800. Sept. 16 at 8:30.)
"CLASSICAL CAFE"

In the first concert of a new series at Makor, a ca-
sual venue in the vicinity of Lincoln Center, vio-
linist Colin Jacobsen, cellist Rubin Kodheli, and
pianist Eric Huebner perform Mendelssohn’s
Piano Trio in D Minor. (35 W. 67th 5t. 601-1000.
Sept. 17 at 8.)

ABOVE AND BEYOND

A CUP FOR SIX BILLION
Soshitsu Sen XV is the grand master of the Ura-
senke tradition of Chado, or the Way of Tea, a
four-hundred-year-old Japanese belief system built
around harmony, respect, purity, and tranquillity
(and yes, tea). Sen, a fifteenth-generation descen-
dent of Sen Rikyu, who founded Chado in the six-
teenth century, has travelled from his home in
Kyoto to New York City for a special tea ceremony
at the opening of the fifrv-fifth session of the United
Nations, which has been dubbed the “Millennium
Assembly™ and is, according to U.N. press mare-
rial, “the largest single gathering of Heads of State
and/or Government ever held in the world.” On
Sept. 13 at 1:30, Sen heads uptown to lead a ritual
tea ceremony for world peace which is open to the
rest of us. (Cathedral of St. John the Divine, Am-
sterdam Ave. at 112th St. No rickets necessary.)
THE CRISIS AROUND THE CORNER
Doctors Without Borders, the international non-
rofit relief organization founded in 1971 and
Enown around the world by its original French
name, Médecins sans Frontiéres, has organized a
travelling exhibition called “A Refugee Camp in the
Heart of the City.” This seven-thousand-square-
foot display, which comes to Central Park Sept.
15-16, before visiting the Liberty Science Center
(in New Jersey), Prospect Park, and Van Cortland
Park, is a hands-on illustration of the hardships
confronting the estimated fourteen million refugees
in the world today. The exhibition has tents made
of the acrual materials used in the field, and infor-
mation detailing how clean water is provided and
waste removed, how food is prepared, and how
health-care needs are met. For more information,
call 655-3793, or visit www.refugeecamp.org. ¢In
a related event, television journalist John Hocken-
berry talks with former M.S.E president Dr. Rony

Brauman about the history of his organization. |

(Florence Gould Hall, 55 E. 59th St. 355-6160.
Sept. 14 at 7:30.)

READINGS

Sept. 13 ar 8: By the novelist Jonathan Ames, from
his collection of New York Press columns, “What's
Not to Love: The Adventures of a Mildly Perverted
Young Writer”; by Akhil Sharma, from his novel,
“An Obedient Father”; and by Rachel Resnick,
from her novel, “Go West Young Fecked-Up
Chick.” (National Arts Club, 15 Gramercy Park S.
No tickets necessary.) # Sept. 18 at 7:30: By Ben
Sherwood, from his novel, “The Man Who Ate
the 747.” (Barnes & Noble, Broadway at 82nd St.
No tickets necessary.)

MORE TALKS

Sept. 13 ar 7: The New York Tirnes writer Stephen
Holden talks with the singer Eartha Kitr abour hife as
a gay icon. (Lesbian & Gay Community Services
Center, 1 Little West 12th St. 620-7310.) # Sept. 14
at 7: Don Campbell discusses his book “The Mozart
Effect.” (The Graduate Center, City University of
New York, Fifth Ave. at 34th St. Tickets at the door.)

MECAIN

witTHh MARK SALTER

When a
book is...

INSPIring

New York Times Bestseller

TIMES BESTSELLER

“A thoughtful, first-person take on survival....
Hard to top and impossible to read without being
moved.” —USA Today

“A gripping story of character and courage....
A sobering and glorious book that you won’t be
able to put down.”

—General Colin L. Powell (Retired)

111¢

-
“Hansen’s fictional tour de force.”
—Time

“A daunting feat, an accomplished writer testing
his faith by looking evil directly in the eye.”
—Chicago Tribune

Reading Group Guide Available

haunting

“An intensely moving premiere novel....

Why She Left Us will leave you breathless,

thoughtful, and just a little bit changed forever.”
—Denver Post

“A ferocious first novel.... Bold and disciplined.
Rizzuto's talent...for writing with great power is
unmistakable.”

—Newsday

Reading Group Guide Available

beautitul

“Gathers genuine emotional depth and
complexity as it follows the lives of two sisters.”
—New York Times Book Review

“A lovely book, full of surprises, with characters
that stay in your heart long after the
book has been put down.” r -

—Elizabeth Strout, author of Amy and Isabelle ~ SFFEENSEN

Reading Group Guide Available JANESmEC AT FERTY

It’s a Perenmnial.

& Perennial
An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers
Reading Group Guides Available at www.harpercollins.com/readers
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READING LIST?"

(Personal recommendations from your
independent booksellers with BOOK SENSE)

JOSEPHINE
HL MPHREYS

RUTHANNE KAH, MALAPROP’S BOOKSTORE CAFE,
ASHEVILLE, NORTH CAROLINA
“Told after the Civil War in remote Carolina pine lands,
Josephine Humphrey's new novel is eerie in its
evocation of partisan feuds and of a perceptive young
woman's eniry into adulthood during a time of intense
cultural and gender turmoil.”

Viking hardcover now in stores.

Show your independence by visifing a bookstore
with Book Sense and let a knowledgeable
bookseller assist you in finding what you need.
For an independent bookstore near you, call
1-888-BOOKSENSE
or visit
www.BookSense.com

PERSONALITY
PASSION
KNOWLEDGE
S @n sS e COMMUNITY
Independent Bookstores
for Independent Minds CHARACTER
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MOVIES
OPENING

ALMOST FAMOUS

Reviewed this week in The Current Cinema. Open-
ing Sept. 13.

BAIT

An action comedy with Jamie Foxx, who plays a
small-time crook set up by the Feds to catch a pair
of gold thieves. Directed by Antoine Fuqua. Open-
ing Sept. 15.

CRIME + PUNISHMENT IN SUBUREIA

A teen drama inspired by the Dostoyevsky novel,
with Monica Keena, Jeffrey Wright, and Ellen
Barkin. Directed by Rob Schmidt. Opening Sepr. 15.
DUETS

Gwyneth Paltrow plays a competitive karaoke
singer, in this romantic comedy directed by her fa-
ther, Bruce Paltrow. Also with Huey Lewis and
Andre Braugher. Opening Sept. 15.

GOYA IN BORDEAUX

A bio-pic directed by Carlos Saura. With Paco Ra-
bal and Eulalia Ramon; cinematography by Vitto-
rio Storaro. In Spanish. Opening Sept. 15.
HUMAN RESOURCES

Laurent Cantet directed this story of a business-
school graduate who takes a job in his home town
and champions a plan that may cost tus father’s
job. In French. Opening Sept. 15.

INTC THE ARMS OF STRANGERS

A documentary narrated by Judi Dench, about
Jewish children who were given refuge in Great
Britain before the outbreak of the Second World
War. Directed by Mark Jonathan Harris. Opening
Sept. 15.

LUMINARIAS

The lives and loves of four middle-aged Lartinas
who live in Los Angeles. Directed by Jose Luis Va-
lenzuela. Opening Sept. 15.

OH THE RUNW

An escaped prisoner hides out in his old friend’s
apartment in this comedy directed by Bruno de Al-
meida. Opening Sept. 15. (The Screening Room.)

| PARAGRAPH 175
| A documentary about the persecution of homo-

sexuals during the Third Reich, directed by Rob
Epstein and Jeffrey Friedman. Opening Sept. 13.

| {Film Forum.)

THIRTY DAYS
Aaron Harnick wrote and directed this comedy
about modern dating, with Ben Shenkman, Arija

' Bareikis, Barbara Barrie, and Catherine Kellner.
| Opening Sept. 15.

| URBAMNIA

A drama about storytelling and the blurring of

identity, in which a young man (Dan Futterman)
wanders the streets of New York, meeting old ac-
quaintances along the way. Directed by Jon Shear.
Opening Sept. 13.

FILM NOTES

THE BALLAD OF RAMELIN' JACK

Aiyana Elliotr crafted this loving, affecting docu-
mentary of her father, Ramblin’ Jack Elliott, the
legendary folksinger who was both a disciple of
Woody Guthrie and a mentor to Bob Dylan (who

later denied Jack’s influence). The son of a Jewish
doctor from Brooklyn, Ramblin® Jack fashioned
himself as a folksinger, and, after his early success
as part of the Washington Square folk revival, he
spent decades singing songs of lumberjacks, corron
picl-.f'rs and cowboys until his 1995 album “South
Coast” brought him belated recognition. Father
and daughter travel the United States visiting old
friends, like Kris Kristofferson and Arlo Guthrie,
and thmuglmut Jack sustains a wistful, funny
monologue that imparts his own peculiar brand of
wisdom: “My adwvice to young people today: Learn
how to whittle.” He’s a master storyteller, and it’s
easy to get caught up in the spell of his words and
miss the film’s sad core.—Michael Agger (Empire
25 and Waverly.)
BRING IT ON
A hyperkinetic teen movie that flirts with some in-
teresting ideas about race, hip-hop, and the over-
blown world of competitive cheering but decides
to smile and high—kicﬁ instead. The pert-mouthed
Kirsten Dunst, captain of a successful suburban
California squad, 1s crushed when she discovers
that her team’s sultry dance routines were stolen
from an all-black squad from East Compton—a
form of whitewashing which has a long tradition,
from Pat Boone to Vanilla Ice. Withour a real show-
down, the film merely bounces along with a series
of peppy but pmmlcss scenes of young actresses
dancing in halter tops.—M.A. (Chelsea West, East
86th Street Cinemas, Empire 25, First 8 62nd Cin-
emas, Kips Bay Theatre, Dl:,’mpia I and 1I, and
Union Square.)
BULLET IM THE HEAD
In John Woo’s 1990 tale of damnation without re-
demption, three friends from Hong Kong try to
get rich in the anything-goes chaos of Saigon in
1967, only to wind up riven by war and simple
greed Although Woo based one image—a peace
demonstrator trying to face down a tank—on stu-
dent protests in Tiananmen Square, the ambience
of decay and the descent—inmjlell narrative derive
mostly from “The Deer Hunter,” with a nod to
Pe::kmpah’s “Bring Me the Head of Alfredo Gar-
” For the first hour, the bloodletting is gen-
umc]} upsetting; then the picture degenerates into
a prolonged masochistic frenzy. Tony Leung is the
loyal and upright hero, but Simon Yam, as a
Eurasian gun-for-hire, steals the escapist ser piece,
a shoot-out in a night club, with his mixture of
competence and insouciance. In Cantonese.—Mi-
chael Sragow (BAM Rose Cinemas; Sept. 16.)
CECIL B. DEMENTED
The new John Waters picture takes its place in the
long and semi-honorable tradition of Hollywood
self-scorn. The title character is an underground
movie director (Stephen Dorff) dedicated to the
demolition of standard studio pap. Surrounded by
his gang of guerrilla technicians, he kidnaps a star
(Melanie Griffith) and forces her ro play the lead
in his latest slice of zero-budgetr decadence. As
Cecil and his crew attack muluplexes and mowie
sets, it’s never quite clear where they or Waters are
pointing their radical rage: at the process of film-
making, at the national theatre chains, or at those
citizens of a free America who exercise their r(ijp_ht
to watch baloney.—Anthony Lane (Reviewed i
our issue of 8/21 & 8/28/00.) (Angelika Film Cen-
ter, Chelsea Cinemas, Coronet Cinemas, and Lin-
coln Square.)
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ALEXANDER JULIAN

AUDUBON

and the Art of
NATURAL HISTORY

SPECIALIZING IN THE FINEST ORIGINAL
INATURAL HISTORY ART FROM THE
17TH 1O 19TH CENTURIES. FEATURING
WORKS BY AUDUBON, REDOUTE,
GOULD, BESLER AND MANY OTHERS.

KENYON OPPENHEIMER
Wrigley Building, 410 North Michigan Avenue
Chicago. IL 60611 » 312-642-5300
Fax 312-644-9042 « www.audubonart.com
E-mail joppen@audubonart.com
Established 1969

Call for our brochure

THE CELL

A man’s intestines twirled around a golden spit;
the pulsating organs of a dissected horse encased
in glass; dead women pieced together as mechan-
ical dolls—these are just some of the gruesome
tableaux encountered by Jennifer Lupu who
plays a child psychologist who travels, via experi-
mental drug, into the mind of a serial killer. The
plot doesn’t make much sense, but the imagery 1s
arresting. The director, Tarsem Singh, made his
name in music videos, and his fearure débur is full
of intense visual triLk{:n he relies on surreal con-
trasts (snowflakes fa]hr'f_, on a sunlit desert) and
clever cuts (from pouring milk to a body drenched
in bleach). Since most of the film takes place inside
a pS}Eh(apath s mind, the normal, comforting con-
ventions of suspense "don’ tapply —M.A. L‘C‘hc Isea
Cinemas, Cinema I, 42nd Street E Walk, Kips Bay
Theatre, Linu:lﬂ Squan‘, Olympia 1 and I, Ox-
pheum VII, and Village East Cinemas.)

Opening September 15, "Duets,” with
Gawyneth Paltrow and Huey Lewts.

THE DECALOGUE

In 1988 and 1989, the Polish director Krzyszrof
Kieslowski made a series of ten films for Polish
television, in which each movie, roughly an hour in
length, was devoted to one of the Ten Command-
ments. The flms, set largely around an apartment
complex in Warsaw, are not so much literal illus-
trations of the commandments as fables inspired
by them—very modern fables, it turns out, featur-

ing relations between men and women, and parents
and children, of a depth and intensity not seen since
Ingmar Bergman stopped making mowvies in the
early eighties. In Polish.—Dauvid Denby (6/12/00)
(The Screening Room.)

GIMME SHELTER

The facts of the Altamont debacle are well known:
Hell’s Angels, hired as security by the Rolling
Stones for a free concert at a Bay Area speedway,
bullied and beat their way through the audience,

eventually stabbing to death a young black man
named Meredith Hunter. What is less well known,

erhapﬁ, is how skillfully the Maysles Emtiu,rw

1970 documentary builds to that horrible conclu-
sion. In the film’s opening scenes, Mick Jagger,
Keith Richards, and company light up Madison
Square Garden with effulgent performances of
“Jumpin’ Jack Flash™ and “Satistaction.” But the
Maysleses undermine the triumphant mood by

| intercutting scenes of the Stones ensconced in

a cramped editing room, reviewing rushes from
Altamont (including a truly wrmuhmg shot of
Hunter’s stabbing, parsed and slowed for maxi-

. mum effect). The pain in Jagger’s eyes as he watches

ERIMNGHAM

EDWIN FOTH



the murder footage lasts only a moment before
he papers over it with his strurting-cock persona,
which in turn dissipates almost immediately. It is
the collision of these two extremes—the Stones as
erotic gods, the Stones as chastened schoolboys—
which generates the film’s enduring pathos.—Ben
Greenman (Film Forum.)

GIRL ON THE BRIDGE

A waifish young woman (Vanessa Paradis) attempts
to drown herself but is saved by a knife thrower
(Daniel Auteuil) who persuades her to join his act,
where she becomes both nerveless vietim and indis-
pensable muse. He whirls her from one fancy loca-
tion to the next, living on the slim proceeds of their
success and gazing with avuncular disdain upon her
incessant amours. The movie promises to be as
steely as the flying blades, and the knife-tossing se-
quences make you flinch; but the director, Patrice
Leconte, seems unable to match the coolness of his
heroine, and the story droops into whimsy. Still,
here is your chance to study the phenomenon that is
Ms. Paradis—a huge draw in France and the be-
loved of Johnny Depp, who sports a similar set of
cheekbones. In French.—A.L. (Angelika Film Cen-
ter and First & 62nd Cinemas.)

HOLLOW MAN

A cocky scientist named Sebastian Cawne (Kevin
Bacon) injects serum into his veins and becomes
invisible. Does Sebastian do something cool with
his new freedom, like turn losers into winners at
Donald Trump’s casino tables or perform mysteri-
ous good deeds and then disappear? No such luck.
The director Paul Verhoeven is more literal-minded
and crass: Sebastian fondles and rapes women and
becomes increasingly violent, eventually stalking
his colleagues (including Elisabeth Shue and Josh
Brolin) in a vast underground lab. The movie has
some extraordinary digital effects (when Sebastian
is underwater he can just barely be seen—he looks
like a well-toned jellyfish, shapely and transhucent),
but the plotting and dialogue function ar the level
of a third-rate thriller. An exhaustingly bad movie

devoted to an idea that could have been great
fun.—D.D. (8/14/00) (84th Street Sixplex, Empire
25, Kips Bay Theatre, 19th Street East 6, Orpheum
VIL, 64th and 2nd, and Village Theatre VIL)

IT ALL STARTS TODAY

Reviewed this week in The Current Cinema. (Cin-
ema Village.)

LOVYE & 5EX

The writer-director Valerie Breiman, in her first
feature, has put together an inconsequential but
charming romantic comedy starring the long-
stemmed, unpretentious beauty Famke Janssen
as a Los Angeles magazine writer and Jon Favreau
(“Swingers”) as her boyfriend, a wisecracking,
rather infantile painter. The movie offers little
more than the latest forms of sexual banter, but
the teasing mock crises are easy enough to take,
and the two stars have a nice rhythm rogether.
Janssen, with better material, could blossom into
the next Julia Roberts; she’s pretry irresistible even
in this low-key stuff.—D.D. (Empire 25, 62nd &
Broadway, and Union Square. )

MURSE BETTY

A calm, sunny comedy from Neil LaBute, who is
taking a break from the nastiness of previous work
like “In the Company of Men.” That was cinema
as vivisection; this has its spasms of violence, but
its target—disappointingly soft—is the delusion of
ordinary folk. Betty (Renée Zellweger) is a wife
and waitress who sees her husband (Aaron Eck-
hart, wiping out memories of his scruffy biker
charm in “Frin Brockovich”) murdered in their
Kansas home, In blithe mental confusion, she sets
off for Los Angeles, pursued by the killers (Mor-
gan Freeman and Chris Rock), to find a fictitious
doctor—the supergroomed hero of a television
soap. He is merely an actor (Greg Kinnear) who
can’t decide how to handle the unwavering force
of her credulity. Zellweger strolls and simpers
through the story, while Freeman falls in love with
her from afar. LaBute wants to inspect their uncom-
prehending obsessions, but the film feels too flimsy

to bear much satirical weight.—A.L. (9/11/00)
(BAM Rose Cinemas, Coronet Theatre, Empire
25, Kips Bay Theatre, Lincoln Square, 19th Street
East 6, Park & 86th Street Cinemas, and Village
Theatre VIL)

THE ORIGINAL KINGS OF COMEDY

Eager 1o escape the constraints of television, four
black comics—Steve Harvey, D. L. Hughley, Cedric
the Entertainer, and Bernie Mac—began touring
around the country in 1997, and Spike Lee, using
lightweight video cameras, caught their act last
February in Charlotte, North Carolina. The results
are pretty much sensational from start to finish: you
feel the warmth of a live show and the pleasure the
men take in shaping the evening. Steve Harvey can
be scathing in a palms-down, shightly fey style of ir-
ritated dishelief—reminiscent, in this one respect, of
Jack Benny. D. L. Hughley is small and querulous;
he burns with the shrill exasperation of the put-
upon male. Cedric the Entertamner does soft-bellied
dance steps and offers candid imitations of ordinary
folks. Bernie Mac, tall, handsome, stentorian, and
fearless, says he’s past his prime in bed; we don’t
believe him for a minute, but it’s a gracious admis-
sion of mortality. Most of the jokes are about sex
and family and work, and about shame, too—the
humiliations too deep for ordinary people to admit.
Among other things, the movie is a tender-dirty
love song to women, who, Harvey says, have been
scandalously neglected by the hip-hop perform-
ers.—D.D. (9/4/00) (84th Street Sixplex, First &
62nd Cinemas, 42nd Street E Walk, Kips Bay Thea-
tre, 19th Street East 6, Orpheum VI, and Village
Theatre VIL)

RAM

Set in the sixteenth century, Akira Kurosawa’s
1985 epic spectacle, a variation on the theme of
“King Lear,” is static, but it deepens, and it has its
own ornery splendor. It's a totally conceptualized
work—perhaps the biggest piece of conceptual art
ever made. For the first forty minutes or so, the
picture is all preparation, and it seems dead, but
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foston

“Caicago
s 2000

Opening FallWh
Bal Harbour

For information call:
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then the preparation begins to pay off, and by the
end the fastidiousness and the monumental scale
of what Kurosawa has undertaken can flood you
with admiration. The fine, harsh, percussive score
el is by Toru Takemitsu. In Japanese.—FPauline Kael
Union Square.

See some familiar faces (e ) s

. = N.EL. commentator John Madden has the best lines
| in this sports comedy, directed by Howard Deutch,
which isn't so much a movie as a senies of sports
bloopers set to music, plus lots of dreamy closeups.
As the man picked to mold a group of scab players
during a strike, Gene Hackman reaches into his act-
ing closet and pulls out his coach’s suit, but even he
can’t suppress a smirk at the weightless dialogue he’s
obliged to deliver. Keanu Reeves plays quarterback,
and he and his motley crew of teammates are funny
in all the generic ways—M.A. (East 86th Street Cin-
emas, 84th Street Sixplex, 42nd Street E Walk, Kips
Bay Theatre, New York Twan, 19th Street East Cin-
| emas, and Village Theatre VIL.)
[ RIFIF]
A quartet of thieves breaks mnto a jewelry store, and
for a tense half hour we watch as they work,
silently. The film is like a highly skilled documen-
tary on how to disconnect a burglar alarm and
open a safe, and it is thoroughly engrossing, be-
cause we see the criminals as craftsmen, and we cel-
ebrate their teamwork, their finesse, their triumph.
[ronically, we find ourselves sympathizing with
their honest exhaustion after their dishonest labor.
From there on, this 1955 movie, made in France,
by the American director Jules Dassin, follows the
tradition of “Scarface,” “Public Enemy,” and “The
Asphalt Jungle™ (and of “Macbeth™ before them),
bringing the tragic, trapped figures to a cadaverous
finish. Along the way, Dassin keeps things actively
| vicious, with glimpses of underworld prosttutes
and hopheads and a murder, a kidnapping, and the
thrashing of a faithless mistress, who is stripped.
“Rififi” is the granddaddy of a batch of suspense
films featuring how to knock over safes or break
into banks and museums, but its own chief distinc-
tion is its nasty tone. In French.—P.K. (Film Forum.)
SPACE COWBOYS
Clint Eastwood builds a full-scale space-adventure

NORTON
*SIMON®

MUSEUM

Special Exhibitions:

Paris to Pasadena: Color
Lithography 1890-1975

Henry Moore movie around a gimmick. Four aging mavericks
Sculptural Motives: | (Eastwood, James Garner, Donald Sutherland, and
Prints and Sculpture Tommy Lee Jones), Air Force hot shots from the

fifties who never made it to outer space, ger called
imto service by NASA on a special mission. It might
have been a more graceful movie if Eastwood and
the screenwriters, Ken Kaufman and Howard
Klausner, had not joked about the men’s age in
every scene (James Garner is the only one who ac-
mall?; looks his age). Some of the hostility the men
encounter (from young astronauts, for instance) is
entirely unconvincing, and Eastwood’s direction 1s
a little creaky. But there are plenty of affecting and
| engagingly sentimental moments, many courtesy
of Jones. As a widower still in love with his wife, he
creeps up on the audience’s emotions in his pecu-
liarly offhand way and steals the show.—D.D.
S e renaen e _ | (Chelsea Cinemas, Coronet Cinemas, Empire 25,
. Kips Bay Theatre, Lincoln Square, New York
Twm Orpheum ‘ﬂ[ and Union 5qu1re )
THE TAO OF STEVE
Jenniphr Goodman’s comedy 1s set in Santa Fe,
' which comes across as the capital city of slacker-

When I need to relax % | dom; apparently entire lives can be structured
£ ' around the art of the Frisbee. Donal Logue plays

Open Noon - 6:00 p.m.
every day except Tuesday,
Friday, Noon - 9:00 p.m.

Perter Paud Rubers, The Hely Women at the Sepuichre detail), © 1611-14, The Morton Simen Foundation,

411 West Colorado Blvd. Pasadena, CA (626) 449-6840 www.nortonsimon.org

I dream of lazy walks Dex, the portly and lovable hero, as a kind of
along palm-shaded paths, threatless John Belushi—no one is wary of him or
pet his bulk, and women, in particular, are drawn ro

I dream of black swans his bed in spite of themselves. Dex has a book-fed

philosophy of successful seduction, although the
movie never really shows us his technique in ac-

gliding over tranquil lagoons,

3: dream of thatched-roof days tion. Instead, we get melting hearts as he discovers
withiout telenk s OF tad that the cool-spirited Syd (Greer Goodman) may
i Wm S cion, just be the woman for him. The story strolls along

I dream of Kona Village. with ease, picking its way carefully berween the

nerdish and the hip, and the soundtrack is a mem-
Km% “ | orable breeze, yet you come out feeling strangely
| underwhelmed. When did the movies last produce
At Historic Ka’upulehu on the Big Island of Hawai’i a proper Casanova, with the courage of his addic-
call your mdw;# W ' - ton?—A.L. (8/7/00) (Angelika Film Center, BAM

#m our m Rose Cinemas, Empire 25, First & 62nd, and Lin-
| coln Plaza Cinemas.)
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THE TIMES OF HARYEY MILK

This lucid, empathic 1984 documentary about the
first openly gay elected official in California fo-
cusses on Harvey Milk as a grassroots politician
who views gay rights as just one part of a democ-
ratizing movement in San Francisco government.
He rose to a seat on the Board of Supervisors in
1977, after the city moved toward neighborhood
rule; in chronicling his story, the filmmakers, Rob
Epstein and Richard Schmeichen, choose an array
of apt yet unpredictable eyewitnesses ro his ascent,
including a union activist, Jim Elliot, who remem-
bers wondering how he could tell his unmion broth-
ers to vote for “a fruit.” Seeing Milk through their
group lens, we share in his victory and are devas-
tateclp all over again when a former Board member,
Dan White, assassinates Milk and Mayor George
Moscone. The ensuing trial, where White employed
the infamous “Twinkie defense,” fills you with an
impatient anger, but it in no way diminishes this
movie’s aching beaury.—M.S. (Film Forum.)

THE WAGES OF FEAR

An existential thriller—the most original and
shocking French melodrama of the fifties. The
opening sequence shows us a verminous South
American village and the Europeans trapped in it;
they will risk everyrhing for the money to get out.
An o1l well three hundred miles away has caught
fire, and the oil company offers four of them two
thousand dollars each to drive two trucks loaded
with nitroglycerine (to explode out the fire) over
primitive roads. The four are a Corsican (Yves
Montand), a Frenchman (Charles Vanel), an Ital-
ian (Folco Lulli), and a German (Peter Van Eyck),
and the film is about their responses to the gruelling
test of driving the trucks. When you can be blown
up at any moment only a fool believes that charac-
ter determines fate. In this situation, courage and
caution are almost irrelevant, and ordinary human
responses are futile and archaic—yet nothing else
15 left. Henri-Georges Clouzot directed his own
adaptation of George Arnaud’s novel. His most
controversial film, it is also his most powerful. The
violence is nor used simply for excitemenr—it’s
used as in Eisenstein’s and Bunuel’s films: to force a
vision of human experience. In French.—P.K. (Film
Forum; Sept. 14.)

WHIPPED

Amanda Peer, who stole “The Whole Nine Yards”
trom an unbothered Bruce Willis, gets a lead role all
to herself and won't let go. She plays Mia, a pleasure-
hunting New Yorker, who causes three men—best
triends, untl she arrives on the scene—to fall in love
with her simultaneously. Since the three essenually
vie with one another to become the most objec-
rionable, it is hard to work out what joy Mia finds

- pr—

in their company, apart from the satsfaction of
watching the male ego, in conjunction with other
organs, shrivel and shy away. The movie is a début
for writer and director Peter M. Cohen, and he’s
desperate to cram in as much as possible; both
camera and soundirack collude with an air of leer-
tng panic, and there’s never a dull moment, al-
though there’s never an interesting one either. The
moral is that women have their own strong sexual
agenda; the joke is that the movie quaintly pre-
sents this as breaking news.—A.L. (9/11/00) (Chel-
sea Cinemas, First & 62nd Cinemas, 42nd Street
E Walk, Kips Bay Thearre, Lincoln Square, and
Union Square. )

THE WIND WILL CARRY US

A beautiful but limited exercise in aesthetic formal-
istn from the Iranian director Abbas Kiarostami. An
engineer from Teheran (Behzad Dourani) arnives in
a small mountain village in order to record some
sort of ritual that depends on the death of an old
lady. Bur the old woman, whom we never see, re-
fuses to die, and the engineer waits and waits and
begins to question his life. He becomes friends with
a little boy, and converses with a variery of people
in town, some of whom are also ourt of sight. He
drives again and again to a hilltop to get a clear sig-
nal for his cell phone so he can call Teheran and
make small talk. The picture has a mournful, slow
chythm, rather like that of prayer or a stately ballad,
and clearly Kiarostami is saying something about
the value of putting down roots versus modern
restlessness. Bur when life is simplihied this way and
then arranged into a pattern, it yvields meaning
without much struggle. However handsome the
movie, one may feel the game has been rigged. In
Farsi—D.D. (8/14/00) {Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.)
X-MEN

The most beautiful, strange, and exciting comic-
book movie since the original “Batman.”™ The
world, it seems, is filled with mutants—quirks of
evolution and lost souls who band together for
comfort and understanding. Feared by the regular
humans, the mutants, according ro Magneto (Sir
l[an McKellen), will never be accepted, and since
they are superior he believes they should either
destroy the rest of humanity or supplant it. He’s
been engaged in a long quarrel about this with
Professor Xavier (Patrick Stewart), a soft-spoken,
wheelchair-bound sage with empathic powers.
The film combines the fear of aliens invading us
(an old sci-fi trope) with a spectacular war of the
gods. The director, Bryan Singer, builds the char-
acters and then lets the action flow from their
special physical skills—D.D. (7/24/00) (Chelsea
West, Empire 25, Park 8 86th Street Cinemas,
64th and 2nd, Village East Cinemas, and Ziegfeld.)
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Opening September 15, “Goya in Bordeaux,” directed by Carlos Saura.
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ALSO PLAYING

AN AFFAIR OF LOVYE

Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.

AIMEE & JAGUAR

Lincoln Plaza Cinemas and Quad Cinema.
BACKSTAGE

84th Street Sixplex, Empire 25,

Murray Hill Cinemas, 19th Street East 6,
Orpheum VII, Sutton 1 and 2, and Village
East Cinemas.

JESUS" SON

Cinema Village and The Screening Room.
ORFEU

Lincoln Plaza Cinemas and Quad Cinema.
PLACE YENDOME

Paris.

POLA X

Angelika Film Center.

SAVING GRACE

Angelika Film Center, BAM Rose Cinemas,
Chelsea Cinemas, Cinema 3rd Avenue, hasr 85th
Street, Empire 25 Lincoln Square, Murray Hill
Cinemas, and Union Square.

SMILING FISH & GOAT OHN FIRE

Angelika Film Center.

SOLAS

Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.

THIS IS SPINAL TAP

Union Square.

TITAHIC TOWHN

State.

THE WATCHER

Chelsea Cinemas, 84th Street Sixplex, 42nd
Streer E Walk, Merro Cinema 1 and 2, Murray
Hill Cinemas, Orpheurn VI, 64th and 2nd,
and Union Squam.

THE WAY OF THE GUHN

Chelsea Cinemas, 84th Street Sixplex,

Empire 25, Kips Bay Theatre, Park & 86th Street
Cinemas, 64th and 2nd, and Union Square.

THEATRE ADDRESSES

Unless noted, call 777-FILM for show times.

Angelika Film Center, 18 W. Houston St.
Art Greenwich Twin, Greenwich Ave.
at 12th St.
Astor Plaza, 44th 5t. at Broadway.
BAM Rose Cinemas, 30 Lafayette Ave.,
Brooklyn (718-623-2770).
Beekman, Second Ave. at 66th St.
Chelsea Cinemas, 260 W, 23rd 5t.
Chelsea West, 333 W. 23rd St.
Cinema [, Third Ave. ar 60th St.
Cinema [, Third Ave. ar 60th St.
Cinema 3rd Avenue, Third Ave. at 60th St.
Cinema Village, 22 E. 12th St.
(924-3363).
Coronet Cinemas, Third Ave. at 59th St.
East 85th Street, First Ave. at 85th St
East 86th Street Cinemas, Third Ave.
at 86th St.
Eastside Playhouse, Third Ave. at 55th St.
84th Street Sixplex, Broadway ar 84th St.
Empire 25, on 42nd 5t. near Eighth Ave.
(398-3939).
59th Street East Cinema, 239 E. 59th St.
Film Forum, W. Houston St. west of Sixth
Ave. (727-8110).
First & 62nd Cinemas, 400 E. 62nd St.
42nd Street E Walk, 42nd St. near Eighth Ave.
Gotham Cinema, Third Ave. at 58th St.
Kips Bay Theatre, Sccond Ave. at 32nd St.
Lincoln Plaza Cinemas, Broadway at 63rd St.
Lincoln Square, Broadway ar 68th 5t.
- Metro Cinema 1 and 2, Broadway at 99th 5t.
= Murray Hill Cinemas, 160 E. 34th St.
:' New York Twin, Second Ave. at 67th St.
L.- 19th Street East 6, Broadway at 19th St.
= QOlympia L and II, Broadw ay at 107th St.
< Orpheum VII, Third Ave. at 86th St.
ﬂ Paris, 4 W. SErh St. (688-3800).

Park & 86th Street Cinemas, 125 E. 86th 5t.

Pioneer, 155 E. 3rd 5t (254-3300).

Quad Cinema, 34 W. 13th St.

The Screening Room, 54 Varick St.
(334-2100).

72nd Street East, Third Ave. at 71st 5t.

64th and 2nd, Second Ave. at 64th St.

62nd & Broadway, 62 W. 62nd St.

Sutton 1 and 2, Third Ave. at 57th St.

Union Square, Broadway at 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 5t. berween Eighth
and Ninth Aves.

Ziegfeld, 141 W. 54th St.

REVIVALS, CLASSICS, ETC.

Titles with a dagger are reviewed above.

AMERICAN MUSEUM OF THE MOYING IMAGE
35th Ave. at 36th St., Astoria (718-784-0077)—
“Ride Lonesome: A Budd Boetticher Retrospec-
tive.” Sept. 16 at 2: “The Missing Juror™ (1944). +
Sept. 16 at 3:30: “Horizons West™ (1952). + Sept.
16 at 5: “The Killer Is Loose™ (1956). # Sept. 17 at
2: “The Bullhghter and the Lady™ (1951). # Sept.
l? at 4: “Ride Lonesome” (1959). ¢ Classic mov-
ies. Sept. 16-17 at 6:30: “Five Easy Pieces” (1970,
Bob Rafelson).
ANTHOLOGY FILM ARCHIVES
32 Second Ave., at 2Znd St. (505-5110}—Contem-
porary urban cinema from Hong Kong, All films are
in Cantonese. Sept. 15§ at 6 and Sept. 17 at 9:45:
“Expect the Unexpected™ (1998, Patrick Yau). ¢
Sept. 15 at 8 and Sept. 16 at 9:45: “The Mission”
(1999, Johnnie To). # Sept. 15 at 10:15 and Sept. 16
at 3: “Too Many Ways to Be No. 17 (1997, Wai Ka-
fai). # Sept. 15 at midnight and Sept. 16 at 5:15: “A
Hero Never Dies™ (1998, To). # Sept. 16 at 7:30 and
Sept. 17 at 3: “Spacked Out™ (2000, Lawrence Ah
Mon). + Sept. 16 at midnight and Sept. 17 at 5:15:
“The Longest Nite” (1998, Yau). ¢ Sept. 17 at 7:30:
“Running Out of Time” (1999, To).
BAM ROSE CINEMAS
30 Lafayette Ave.,
Sept. 14 at 4:30, 7, and 9:30: “The Man Who Fell
to Earth”™ (1976, Nicolas Roeg). ¢ Sepr. 15 ar 4:30,
7, and 9:30: “The Owl and the Pussycat” (1970,
Herbert Ross).  Sept. 16 ar 1:30, 4:10, 6:45, and
9:30: “Bullet in the Head™ (7). # Sept. 17 at 2, 4:30,
7, and 9:30: “Pretty Baby™ (1978, Louis Malle). ¢
Supt 18 at 4:30, 7, and 9:30: *Onegin™ (1999,
Martha Fiennes). ¢ Sept. 19 at 4:30, 7, and 9:30;
“The Tarmished Angels™ (1957, Douglas Sirk).
FILM FORUM
W. Houston St. west of Sixth Ave, (727-8110}—
Through Sept. 14: “The Golden Age of Foreign
Film.” Sept. 13: “Woman in the Dunes” (1964,
Hiroshi Teshigahara; in Japanese) and “Cruel
Story of Youth™ (1960, Nagisa Oshima; in Japa-
nese). ¢ Sept. 14: “The Wages of Fear” (1) and “La
Jetée™ (1964, Chris Marker; in French). ¢ Sept. 15-
19: “The Times of Harvey Mlll-:” ().
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART
Roy and Niuta Titus Theatres, 11 W. 53rd St. (708-
9480)—Through Sepr. 28: “Oliver Stone, Film-
maker.” Sept. 14 at 6 and Sept. 16 at 2: “Salvador”™
(1986). # Sept. 15 at 2:30 and Sept. 17 at 5: “The
Hand” (1981). ¢ Sept. 15 at 6 and Sept. 18 at 2:30:
“Talk Radio™ (1988). ¢ Sept. 15 at 8:15 and Sept.
17 at 2: “Seizure” (1974). # Sept. 16 at 5: “Wall
Street™ (1987). ¢ Sept. 18 at 6: “The Doors™ (1991).
THE SCREENING ROOM
54 Varick St. (334-2100)—Sept. 15-19: Episodes 5
and 6 of “The Decalogue™ (1). # Sept. 16-17 at L:
“The Saragossa Manuscript” (1965, Wojciech Has;
in Polish).
WALTER READE THEATRE
Lincoln Center (875-5600)—Two films by Léos Carax.
Sept. 13 at 2 and 6:30 and Sept. 14 at 3: “Bad Blood”
(1987; in French). # Sept. 13 ar 4:15 and 8:45 and
Sept. 14 at 1: “Boy Meets Girl™ (1984; in French). +
Sept. 15-19: “The Dream Carcher™ (1999, Ed Radike).
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Brooklyn (718-623-2770)—

“Femme debout,

de dos,”

chalk drawing,
circa 1905.

At auction Sept 28.

Thurs Sept 28 19th & 20th Century Drawings,
10:30am, Watercolors & Prints featuring
2:30pm ¢ The Mullis Collection of American Art
-3 Opm Inguiries: Todd Weyman
IL1USTRATED CATALOGUE:
$25 in US/$35 Elsewhere

Thurs Oct 5 Early Printed Books
f ﬂ:ﬂffﬂﬂ Fif] I mjfm'r:ff:: Tul:riu:ﬁ‘ ﬂhtlﬁﬂ-
Catarocue: $15

Now accepting consignments for Winter 2001 auctions.
AUTOGRAPHS
BOOKS/MANUSCRIPTS | Swann Galleries, Inc.
maps/atiases | 104 East 25th Street  FASR

pHOTOGRAPHS | New York, NY 10010

posTers | 212 254 4710 Fax 212 979 1017

WORKS OF ART ON PAPER | www.swanngalleries.com

-

Ed O
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Part of the New York Film Festival

Co-producad b The Film: Soctery of Lisioln Center

The classic Oscar Micheaux silent film
Body & Soul, starring Paul Robeson,

features a new

gospel and blues themed score
composed by Wycliffe Gordon, performed by
the Lincoln Center Jazz Orchestra

wich Wynton Marsalis and
guest pianist ENc Reed.

Sunday, Septemhber 24, 2000,
Spm & 8pm, Avery Fisher Hall,
64th Street and Columbus Avenue

$55, $45, $40, $30, 520

For tickets, call CenterCharge
(212) 721-6500

JozZ

Jazz at Lincoln Center

wwnw j= astlincolncenter.org
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Knows the best spots to meet
all the local characters.

Fodor’s 2001 Gold Guides are now packed with more tools than ever. Mark your favorite
listings with Post-it® flags in our best-selling guides. Figure out what to see with interactive
color planning sections. And use the full-color, foldout map to help you plot your course.
Fodor's Gold Guides contain up-to-date travel advice from over 600 resident writers around
the world, reviews of hotels and restaurants in every price range, insider descriptions of sights
on and off the beaten path, and newly expanded “Smart Travel Tips A to Z” sections. If you're
looking for the ultimate travel experience, Fodor’s Gold is where you find it.

Gold Is Where You Find It

At bookstores everywhere.

LUOD SIOPOL MMM

‘Completery Updaled Every Year :
Colo: Photos end “ulFOut Map

Smare: Travel Tips fom A to Z




Special Advertising Section

Contrary to popular belief, travel and fashion need not
be mutually exclusive. Indeed, they can work together with as
much style as a Prada suit and Diego Della Valle driving shoes—
an altogether appropriate outfit, whether window-shopping
along Milan’s tony Via Montenapoleone, rummaging through
the flea market in London’s Covent Garden, or tracking the
terminally trendy on Rodeo Drive. For seasoned travellers
intent on sojourns at once stylish and select, Fodor’s offers an

inside look at cities where having the look is a way of life.

travelling in style

(text adapted from Fodors Travel Publications)
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Where the wonders of the
ancient world mingle with

the amenities of the modern one.

Where the people are just as
enticing as the miracles and
monuments that surround them.

It's where history began.
It's where you've always
wanted to be.
Indulge yourself. Visit Egypt.

Call us at 1-877-77-Egypt
or visit our website at
www.egypttourism.org

iNnerary:

milanese style and swagger During Sept-

Special Advertising Section

ember, January, February, and June,
the international fashion press
descends upon Milan for previews of
the coming seasons new ready-to-
wear collections. It is show week and
the air is charged with anticipation as
designers ready their runways and
make last-minute changes to the
lines they will debut. In the evenings,
trendy restaurants such as La Briciola, Bice, and Garibaldi over-
flow with the fashion intelligentsia, and it is not unusual to see
Giorgio Armani or Gianfranco Ferré hosting huge tawoli full of
buyers, press, and department store presidents.
Mornings are filled with smartly dressed Europeans and
Japanese darting in and out of the designer boutiques along the
Via della Spiga, Via Sant’Andrea, and
Via Montenapoleone. But by late after-

Missoni nueway image courtesy of Photo Albertone

EaCh b&”& figur & noon, these trendy thoroughfares are

dominated by the impeccable Milanese
dandies on parade, replete with custom-

IS accom panied DV  made Borsalino trilbies and hand-cobbled

reverse calf lace-ups. And each bella figura
is invariably accompanied by an impossibly

an impossibly chiC  ic teilz donna.

3a

For those who prefer fashionable
Milan’s next wave, the Brera district—with

bE’ I d d ONnNa. s cutting-edge designer and home-design

boutiques, quaint antique shops, and
bohemian-style trattorias and cafés—is Iraly’s answer to New
York's SoHo. Sit at a small outdoor table at any café or bar, sip
an espresso macchiato, and observe; your fashion sense will never
be the same. Here’s a Fodor’s sampling:

Missoni (Via SantAndrea 2, twel. 02/76003555); Dolce &
Gabbana (Via Spiga 2, tel. 02/76001155); Trussardi (Piazza della
Scala 5, tel. 02/8068821); Gianfranco Ferré (Via Sant Andrea 15,
tel. 02/794864); Prada (Galleria Vittorio Emanuelle II 63-65,
tel. 02/876979); Gucci (Via Montenapoleone 27, tel. 02/771271);
Giorgio Armani (Via Sant'Andrea 9, 02/76003234); Krizia
(Via Spiga 23, tel. 02/76008429); Moschino (Via Sant’Andrea 12,
tel. 02/76000832); and Gianni Versace (Via Montenapoleone 11,
tel. 02/76008529).
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ISRAEL

NO ONE BELONGS HERE MORE
THAN YOU

Call one of these fine

travel partners to

malee your PlﬂnS:

EL AL Israel Airlines
1-800-223-6700
212-768-9200

Bell Wholesale Travel, Inc.
1-800-637-2355
www. bwti.com
sales@‘;bﬁi.com

Freegate Tourism
1-800-223-0304
WWW. Ereegatetnurs.ccm
mai_l @f{reegatetours .com

Gate 1 Travel
215-872-7676
www.gatel travel.com
info@ gatel travel.com

ITS International Tours
1-800-892-7729
www.itstours.com

itstours @_:aal.com

Regina Tours
1-800-CATHOLIC
www.reginatour.com
reginatour@aol,cum

Tova Gilead Inc.
1-800-242-8682

W.tovagilea& .com

iNnerary

Special Advertising Section

ErCITIE i_:l-h"i&)r and a Samh g e s cole

trend spotting in paris What constitutes chic in Paris almost seems

to vary with each arrondissement, but one thing is for certain: The
streets along avenue Montaigne and rue du Faubourg-Se-Honoré are
paved with gold. Consider the number of high-fashion boutiques
long-established here, from the legendary couturier Yves Saint-
Laurent to the equine-inspired house of French classicism, Hermés.
This is Fashion Central, and any woman worth her Chanel N° 5 has
wandered these exalted streets in search of that special something,
The slightly more conservative pret-a-porter and fine dress-
maker shops can be found along the boulevard St-Germain, while
younger, iconodlastic designers who define the City of Lights
avant-garde ranks prefer to populate the side streets of Marais and
Les Halles. Indulge in steak frites in the
areas lively bounty of bistros and brasseries

The Clty Of nght’S after youve tried on all those form-fitting

dresses and second-skin pants. Here are

some of Fodor’s favorites:

avant-garde ranks  Arc G e de Feurs, &, wl

5a

01/42221277), founded in 1987, has

become one of the hottest labels for

pOpU late the Side trendy, streetwise fashion. A mens store is

opposite at No. 4.
Antik Batilds (18 rue de Turenne, 45,

streets Of Mal‘ais tel. 01/48879595) two designers (Gabriella

Cortese and Christophe Sauvat) work with
craftsmen in countries like India, Morocco,

and Les HE‘I"ES. and Peru to produce hippie-chic dothing,

bags, and shoes, popular with supermodels
as well as actresses like Uma Thurman and Vanessa Paradis.

Balenciaga (10 avenue George-V, 8, tel. 01/47202111) has
given itself a makeover to resonate with the original creations
of its young design star, Nicolas Ghesquiere, whose beautifully
constructed clothing mixes softness and starkness. His devotees
include Madonna and Kate Moss.

Jerome DHuillier (Jardins du Palais Royal, 27 rue de Valois,
1, tel. 01/49269161) is one of France’s most underrated
designers. His beautifully cut creations have earned him a
following among young actresses like Chiara Mastroianni,
Romane Bohringer, and Marie de Merderos.

(continued on 9a)



“Nature's ]:veauty is everywhere b

in Israel. Like David’s Gorge

the Dead Sea.” :
near the Dead Sea “That’s a nice spot.

But don't miss Gan Hashlosha—
some say it’s the ﬂrig'mﬂ.l
Garden of Eden!”

“When you're finished
exploring, there’s no better

: place to relax ’tlwn the
~.  ancient port of Jaffa.”

% “Whatever.
// It's all beautiful.”

-1.‘;'\’[

Ask a thousand Israelis.

You'll get a thousand (\ £ 3

reasons to visit Israel.

Call toll free 1-888-77-ISRAEL

u".!.fw.goisrael.com

. ISRAEL

% NO ONE BELONGS HERE MORE
THANYOU

The Bahai Gardene,
[srael Minisl‘:r}r of Tourism r.I laifa
/
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recovering in cantabria

Special Advertising Section

Weks of fashion gazing in Milan and trend spotting in Paris

and elsewhere, can leave even the most dichard fashionista
depleted. After taking a peck at Spain’s ready-to-wear action
(Gaudf in Barcelona, Cibeles in Madrid), the northern Spanish
coast may be just the antidote for couture burn-out.

Cantabria is a land of russet-toned rooflines set against
verdant hillsides, highland-like hamlets, and colorful fishing
villages. It’s also a place of sandy beaches, sophisticated resorts,
and high-stakes casinos. To get a feel for this richly divergent
landscape, start out in Santander, wedged in the mountains
between the Basque country to the east and Asturias to the west.
Its beaches happily lack the sardine-like, package-tour ambience
of so many Mediterranean resorts.

Stroll along Santander’s tree-lined promenades and gardens,
most of which face the bay. You'll soon find yourself at the Belle
Epoque Gran Casino del Sardinero, an elegant, twin-tower
casino and restaurant, which is worth a visit even if gaming tables
hold no particular thrill for you.

End your day at the Hotel Las Brisas (Travesia de los
Castros 14, tel. 942/270991). Jesus Garcia and his wife, Teresa,
have managed to turn this seventy-five-year-old mansion into a
ritzy, cottage-style hotel by the sea. It’s a short walk to the beach,
and many of the rooms have fine ocean views.

After indulging in Santander’s allure, visit Santillana del Mar,
one of Spains greatest troves of medieval and Renaissance stone
architecture. Spend the night at the Parador de Santillana del
Mar (Plaza Ramon Pelayo 8, tel. 942/818000), a sixteenth-
century edifice that once served as nobility’s summer home. The
rooms are stately with antique furnishings and the dining hall is
just as elegant.

Retreat even further back in time with a visit to the world-
renowned Altamira Caves (tel. 942/818005). Called the Sistine
Chapel of prehistoric art for the beauty of their Paleolithic
drawings, this national monument had to curtail visitors in the
nineteen-seventies. The influx of tourists caused changes in cave
temperature and humidity, thus endangering the paintings.
Today, only small groups of twenty persons per day are admitted.
(Call well in advance to make reservations.) Should you fail to
gain access, the Altamira National Museum, scheduled to open
late this fall, will exhibit accurate, life-size replicas of the paintings.

A visit to Cantabria is not complete without experiencing the

T s charms of the fishing village Castro-Urdiales, known mainly for
= its seafood. One of the best places to sample is Meson Marinero
¢ (Correria 23, tel. 942/860005). This pearl of a tavern-restaurant
¢ is a gastronomic delight. 7Tapee (munch tapas) through your
- dinner hour at the bar, or treat yourself to a main meal in the
5 elegant dining room overlooking the weathered fishing port.

or assistance in planning and booking visits to Cantabria or Spain's other regions including Andalucia, Castilla y Ledn,

and Madrid, contact the Spain Tour Operators Association (STOA), a professional group of U.S.-based
travel agencies. All STOA members—including Abreu Tours, Central Holidays, 4th Dimension, Freegate Tourism, Key
Tours, Petrabax Tours, Pinto Basto Tours, and Spanish Heritage Tours—bring years of experience to designing tours
and are committed to putting the wonders of Spain on exhibit. Click on STOA links at www.spain2000.org fo request
brochures for various destinations, packages, and tours.

Fly Boeing 767 Business Service Class via Air Europa, which offers nonstop flights from JFK in New York to Madrid
with connections to Cantabria and other destinations in Spain. Call 888-2-EUROPA or visit www.air-europa.com.

7a



BRAVE® Cantabrial

“None of us is capable of painting like this.”

PABLO PICASSD 0N THEAL FASIRA
(e |: i, j"‘.‘t_‘ i. r\l{ r.;""._ [ ..I‘:'Il. E‘# BRJ :"l'.

PHILIP JOHNSON ON THE
GUGGENHEIM MUSEUM, BILBAO

Come to Northern Spain!
/ J SPAIN
All this from $1,049 — 6 nights first class accom- See your travel agent or call

modations in the beautiful lush region of Cantabria. Includes

roundtrip airfare, daily breakfast, car rental and hotel taxes. 1 '88 S-OK-SPAIN

Visit the ancient cave puinfin?’;s of the Altamira Caves and the www.spain2000.org
modern art of the Guggenheim Museum.

i 2 ¥
(¥ Alrturopa ST3tA * .i O
Air Europa offers scheduled E?EB_:N L

offers & wide range of high-guality, =
CoPNL

non-stop service from JFK to Madrid with bestvalue programs, lours
connections o all of Spain. and pockages.

STOA does not act as the leur operctes. Pricss are overage rates per persen from Mew Yok plus add-ons kem eriginaling galeway cifies, doubla
eecupaney and may change based on eack tour operator’s packoge. Above prices do net include U.S. government taxes, foes, FFCs and foreign ﬂ ﬁ ﬁ v @ S ai n!
govemnment toxesfees of up 1o $54.60. Peak season supplement, refundability restriciions, and offer significont s and condifions opphy. p
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(continued from 5a)

measuring up in hong Kong Afer surveying the best of the best in

Sa

Milan and Paris and managing to overcome the shock that the
high cost of looking so fashionable will incur, a sojourn east to
Hong Kong would be well-advised. This amazingly accommeodating
city boasts row after row of remarkably talented wailoring houses,
most of which will copy virtually any look in a cocktail dress,
evening gown, or daytime suit. Men can have their favorite suit,
sports jacket, topcoat, dress shirt, or shoes copied almost exactly as
the original, but at a small percentage of the cost. Keep in mind,
however, that this is stll made-to-measure, so the final price will
depend on the quality of fabric or leather one ultimately chooses.

Not unlike bespoke tailors in London or New York, the
majority of these Hong Kong craftsmen maintain copious
records of their clients’ measurements. Keeping a record of your
own measurements will allow you to order additional clothing

by mail, fax, or telephone. Generally, a man’s suit, sports jacket,
or topcoat will take at least three days from start to finish, with
two initial fittings and one final try-on (allowing for any last
adjustments and to add any details, such as special buttons).
Dress shirts, which require just one fitting, can usually be finished
in forty-cight hours or less.

Finally, after providing an initial deposit, be sure to get a
receipt that conrains all the specifications of the garment you've
ordered. The receipt form should include fabric type (getting a
swatch is always a good idea), the number and type of burrons,
and quality of lining (silk or synthetic). Any special tailoring
requirements, such as a hand-sewn bar tack on the underside of
the lapel for keeping the stem of a boutonniére in place, should
be on the receipt. And always have the tailor put the delivery date
of the finished garment in writing.

Sam’s Tailor (Shop K, Burlington Arcade, 94 Nathan Road,
Tsim Sha Tsui, tel. 2721-8375), for both men and women, is
one of the most famous of all of Hong Kong’s custom tailors,
having outfitted everyone from European royal families to
American and British politicians.
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W. W. Chan & Sons (Burlington House, Flat A-2, Second
Floor, 92-94 Nathan Road, Tsim Sha Tsui, tel. 2366-9738) is
known for men's top-quality classic cuts and has bolts and boles of
fine Furopean fabric. Chan will make alterations for the life of the
suit, which should be about twenty years. Tailors also travel to the
United States several times a year to fill orders for their
customers; if you have a suit made in Hong Kong and leave your W. W. Chan & SonS
address, they'll let you know if theyre going to be in your vicinity.

Linva Tailors (38 Cochrane Street, Central, tel. 2544-2450) is ; ;
one of the best of the old_fashioned dheomguam (madivional Chinese ~ WIll Make alterations «
womans dress) tailors. Prices, which include fabric and labor, begin
at around US$280 and go up, up, and up if you want i . .
brocades or beautifully erfbmlipdﬂreg Eabric:P (continued cﬁfj fOI’ the Ilfe Of a Su It,

Aaesouny

conveniently bound irto ts best-seling guides.
Decide where you want to go with color, interactive
foldout map. And, as usual, you won't lack for
of sights on and off the beaten path, up-to-date
coverage of hotels and restaurants in all price
ranges, and the newly expanded “Smart Travel
Tips A to Z" sections.

about twenty years.

Lid you ever put one foot in front of the other without

the slightest notion of where you're going?

JusT BEYOND ¥OQUR [MAGINATION

Membet mfshe Caribbean Tourlsm Organization 1-888-Barbados www. barbados. org



Holland
Tulip Cruises

9 & 11-days from $1998 incl. airfare

Fabulous spring cruises through the colorful
Dutch Waterways when the blazing colors

of tulips carpet the countryside. See the
vibrant fields of flowers, picture postcard
harbors and quaint historic towns with

locals dressed in traditional costumes.

Choose from 9-day & 11-day Cruise Holidays™
and visit Amsterdam, Arnhem, Vblendam &
Edam, Bulb Fields of Noord Holland and
spectacular Keukenhof Gardens. 11-day
holiday also includes Belgian Waterways -
Brussels & Brugge. Sail aboard a privately
chartered deluxe ship (all cabins with picture 4
windows). All shore excursions are included.
April & May.

Cruies thrug_
Portugal & Spain

9 days from $1998 incl. airfare

Cruise on the scenic Douro River from Porto
on the Atlantic to Salamanca in Spain. A
wonderful journey of breathtaking scenery,
palaces, vineyards & port wine, quaint villages
and splendid medieval cities. Privately
chartered deluxe ship (all outside cabins, max.
75 guests). All shnre excursions are included
plus dinners at 17th century Palace & 12th
century Monastery & visits to Port-wine
wineries. March to Oct.

Special Advertising Section

Seasoned travellers understand well the advantages of
being at once prepared and practical when planning a trip,
and one of the best sources for clothing and accessories

Wy that stylishly marry form with function is Eddie Bauer.
For years Eddie Bauer has defined durable
| apparel for both weekend excursions as well as

longer sojourns to points north, south, east, and
west. In addition to its reliable classics and
technologically advanced outerwear, Eddie Bauer is
home to some of the most sophisticated, useful,
and intelligently designed accessories available.
Whether your next trip finds you climbing across
canyons in the Rocky Mountains or searching the
phalanx of antique stores along London's
Portobello Road, Eddie Bauer proves comfort
and versatility need not be mutually exclusive.

-_,-"?'.f.:‘-: -
¥ - '.-'.:" i l » ‘.
‘ 0 - . ) e )
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For information on your nearest Eddie

Bauer location, call 800-426-8020 or browse

the retailer's newly re-launched Web site at
www.eddiebauer.com.

digital chronograph watch

(Left) Both analog and digital, this
water-resistant EBTEK® watch features
a back-lit dial for checking the time in
the dark, an alarm to wake you, and

a date display. ($75)

square digital watch

(Below) This EBTEK® watch includes
a reminder alarm, a stopwatch,
and displays for day, month,
and date. ($5b)
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tials

from eddie bauer

convertible briefcase With snap-
hook shoulder straps, it's a backpack;
without, it's a briefcase. This briefcase-
to-go is made of sturdy nylon; has two
pockets under the flap, a water-bottle
holder, and a front zip. ($38)

transpara pack Your kids will enjoy
this full-sized pack made of clear PVC
tarpaulin, with an inside zip-pocket,
rubberized top handle, adjustable
straps, and a padded back. ($24)

lensatic compass This durable
compass folds up, so it's easy to
carry. With its luminous points, you
will be able to find your way even
as the daylight diminishes. ($24)

twill zip-off pants These versatile,
sand-washed cotton twill pants
conveniently convert to shorts in
seconds, and are comfortable
whichever way you wear them. ($58)

12a

. . SHIPBOARD GRATUITIES INCLUDED

PANAI\ [A CANAL
& COSTA RICA |

SAVE UP TO 5077 ON SECOND

"mmum AND ENJOY

For the first time on any ship, every |
single guest will be treated to an unprecedented
level of expansive personal luxury in a
private balcony suite.

The Seven Seas Mariner will cater to only 700
guests, giving her more space per guest than any
cruise ship in the world. She offers the luxury of
single, open-seating dining in four distinctive
restaurants featuring the finest cuisine afloat. In
fact, chefs of the famed Cordon Bleu of Paris, will
assist in the direction of one of the Mariner’s
restaurants. And in the six-star tradition of
Radisson Seven Seas, the Seven Seas Mariner
will provide the highest level of personal service,
with a staff to guest ratio of 1:1.6.

The Seven Seas Mariner signals a new Age
of Enlightenment in cruising, and the only
class is Superb!

© ALL SUITE ACCOMMODATIONS, 100% |
WITH PRIVATE BALCONIES. Suites range in
size from 301 to 1,580 sg. ft. (including balcony)

~ © COMPLIMENTARY IN-SUITE

BAR SET-UP upon embarkation

¢ COMPLIMENTARY WINE

WITH DINNER |

'.--;.--""'_"_;.

SEVEN SEAS MARINER'S INAUGURAL
2001 SEASON FEATURES VOYAGES TO
THE PANAMA CANAL/COSTA Rica,
ALASKA, BERMUDA AND THE
CARIBBEAN. FARES FROM $2,696
PER PERSON, (INCLUDING 50%
SECOND PERSON SAVINGS. )

— e —

5 gm———

FOR DETAILS, CONSULT YOUR
TRAVEL PROFESSIONAL,
800.424.,3964 OR WWW.RSSC.COM

|
20} |
RADISSON SEVEN SEAS |
CRUISES :

Shig's regrstny; Franca |

— —— - — il b il
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Koy West 1000-527.6530

Our hospitality is
as soothing
as a tropmal breeze

Sheraton Curacao

RESORT

1-800-325-3535
www.cluracaosheraton.com

Special Advertising Section
(continued from 10a)

all that glitters in jerusalem Now that you've reinvented your wardrobe,

15a

park hyatt bijoux

jewelry in Jerusalem is worth seeking out, with exceptional stand-
outs in design and workmanship. Shopping in the Old City’s
colorful Arab bazaar or souk—redolent with the tang of tamarind
and alive with the tinkle of trinkets—is fascinating, and bargaining
is definitely the order of the day.

You might find Talila Kilemnik’s sophisticated jewelry in
New York or London, but a visit to her home (3 Graetz Street,
German Colony; tel. 02/5619541) finds the artist shmwng mnmg
brooches, bracelets, and rings made of layers with tiny rivets;
some with movable parts.

Not to be missed is the Hedya Jewelers & Sarah Einstein
Collection (7 Ma'alot Nachalat Shiva, off Salomon Street, tel.
02/6221151), where carved wooden cupboards exhibit one-of-a-
kind necklaces, earrings, and rings made from antique silver,
gold, amber, and coral set with unusual beads.

Two locations offer exquisitely embroidered pieces sure to
accessorize any outfit with panache. Sunbula (at St. Andrew’s
Scots Church, end of King David Street, tel. 02/6721707) is
crammed with traditional Palestinian handwork on satchels,
jackets, stoles, and dresses. Kuzari (10 David Streer, Habukharim
Quarter, tel. 02/5826632) sells densely embroidered vests, belts,
and shawls in traditional Jewish ethnic style.

Park Hyatt hotels are like rare gems
in world-class settings. They cater
to travellers demanding high-end
elegance, luxury with distinctive
character, personalized concierge
service, and creative cuisine. They
offer the finest in accommodations,
with beautifully appointed guest
rooms and suites. The décor is
replete with fine art—from original
paintings by Picasso, Matisse, and
Mir6 (Park Hyatt Washington D.C.)
to a three-story bronze sculpture
by Arnaldo Pomodoro (Park Hyatt
San Francisco).

Only eighteen of nearly two-
hundred Hyatt hotels and resorts
worldwide bear the elite Park Hyatt
name. Eight are in North America,
including Park Hyatt Los Angeles,
abutting the chic boutique district,
and the Stanhope New York on Fifth Avenue, a block
from the cultured affluence of Madison Avenue. The
newest addition is Park Hyatt Chicago, located in the
glimmering Park Tower that houses designer shops like
Giorgio Armani.

There are also Park Hyatt hotels in Tokyo, Sydney,
Madrid, and Buenos Aires. Construction has begun on
new five-star properties both in Paris and Milan, scheduled
to open in 2002,

For more information, call 800-233-1234 or visit
www.hyatt.com.

courtesy of Park Hyatt Chicago
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news briefs

Travel ar the speed of lite: Ultralite 4, a lightweight yer durable collection
of luggage introduced by Samsonite, features a high-tech wheel system
for greater maneuverability and ergonomic top handles that conform
to the shape of the carrier’s hands . . . The newly spiffed beachfront
Sheraton Curacao Resort has its own microbrewery (unique to the
islands) and shuttle service to downtown Willemstad, long reputed to
have the best bouriques in the Caribbean . . . Fort Recovery Estate
Villas, the seaside resort in Tortola, not only offers Dutch-built, seven-
teenth-century Fort Recovery, but also a vacation package that includes
a beachfront villa, a jeep for a week, snorkeling, massage, and yoga
classes . . . Ar Bolongo Bay Beach Club & Villas in St. Thomas, U.S.
Virgin Islands, guests who book a special five-night package receive an
all-day sail to St. John aboard the resort’s fifty-three-foot catamaran,
Heavenly Days—lunch and open bar gratis . . . After indulging in the
laid-back tropical lifestyle of Key West, take in the city’s Fantasy Fest,
ten days of revelry with acrobats and clowns that will enchanr from
October 20-29. During the féte, the Key West Museum of Art and
History will exhibit Mas-Key-Rade, an art show of masks and head-
dresses created by renowned local artists . . . True to its motto: “We
believe thar no one trip is right for everyone,” The Best of Israel custom
designs its explorations to fit the passions of its clients, whether its
archeological digs and museum visits, luxuriating in the most
exclusive spas, or tracing your religious roots . . . While all guests receive
chauffeured Rolls-Royce service to nearby Rodeo Drive, booking one
of the premier suites or villas at The Peninsula Beverly Hills puts you
behind the wheel of a complimentary 2000 Audi A8 for the duration
of your stay . . . Radisson Seven Seas Cruises launches its newest
vessel, the Seven Seas Mariner, in March 2001. The world’s first all-suite,

courtesy of the Chateau Whistier Resort

all-balcony ship will have gourmet chefs [ _
wearing the white toque and blue riband of
Le Cordon Bleu of Paris, the most presti-
gious culinary authority in the world. . .
Through Nov-ember 12th, Middleton Place
in Charleston, South Carolina, presents
“Masterpieces in Gold,” a collection of thirty
exquisite objets d’art designed by Peter Carl
Faberg¢ . . . Even though the capital of
Bridgetown boasts the best shopping on the
island, the Barbados Tourism Authority
also recommends the off-the-beaten-path
community of Holetown for its chic shops |
such as Gaye Boutique and Mad Impulse... |
From the Egyptian Tourist Authority
comes word that the Cairo Opera House
will stage “Aida” at The Pyramids of Giza
from October 12-17, with special gala
opening and closing performances . . . Why |
drive when you can tour [reland by chauf-
feured limo this fall? The Irish Tourist
Board can refer you to several luxury
vacations for customizing your stay in the
country’s finest five-star castles and country
houses . . . Celebrate the joys of autumn in
Canada. A two-hour drive from Vancouver
north along the spectacular Sea to Sky
Highway leads to the majestic Chateau
Whistler Resort—now with Entrée Gold

hotel-within-a-hotel accommodarions. I

Ireland

Awaken to a different world.

. ""_E- LJ‘L.L ]
TR UL Y
' .' . g -1_ |

Fd
1 *’ T .
(] ] 4 I .
i ™ ') L& n
bl ", = W L

1

(yding through Ireland if
a bit like talking with Irifh
people. Lotf of interefting

twift{ and turn(.

We Irish are storytellers. We're also good hosts.
Ireland’s dotted with places where meals are
hearty, beds are warm and talk is lively. Call
for a free Ireland cycling kit.

CALL YOUR TRAVEL AGENT OR
1-800-SHAMROCK / www.shamrock.org

Aaessund



The

trap’

For the Luggage that calls your name

PERSONALIZED
adjustable luggage
N belt with a locking
buckle. Made of a

4 strong, elasticized
fabric. YOUR NAME
is repeatedly woven
along the length to
easily identify your
luggage.

www.The'-Stra‘p.mm

Tel:1-888-30-STRAP | $15.95

Fax:1-888-39-STRAP | . more$14.95

Signature Plus Ltd. each plus SeH

146-05 Union Tpke, 4-6 weeks delive
Flushing NY 11367 i

“We are the exclusive direct importer.” Made in England.

ST. THOMAS + U.S. VIRGIN ISLANDS

Tle Caniblesr 1he w,.y f1
Family owned and managed. SM EL i

Just 75 reasonably priced a’@

beachfrnnt mms & villas.

New ?ork l(ayak Company
Ravak; Yau Can Realiv LIVE Wi ;

Wi

= /B

from & bagl *hrangh he subway! ﬂ:l Frcednm'
The Best Source for Folding Sea Kayaks and Accessories!
Oniine & Mail Order Cotalogus - Werld-Clatr Intdruction - We Ship Anywhere!
800-529- 2599 WwWw. nrkavak com 9.12 924-1327

r' ”u "“:”l o ||.FI T' ”::.J

Luxury gocommodations
& Tfle setvices o mairch

800-982- 9?83 Wi, hestollemel. ot

En GLAND * Rental E?C'f‘ﬁfmﬂd_atjons

* Enchantingly rustic to

IRELAND smplyelegant

+ Cottages, manot houses,

SCOTLAND castles

* London and Dublin tlats

WALES » + Weekly or monthly:

As You Like It 415/380-9848

The Finest Rentals on
Seabrook Island

SEABROOK EXCLUSIVES
843-768-0808 * 1-388-718-7949

www.seabrookexclusives.com

BRITISH VIRGIN ISLANDS, TORTOLA

Fantastic Package incl: 7 nts. in Caribbean Beachfront
Villa, tax, a/c, tv, maid, Pool, Jeep, 3 Dinners each,
Snorkel Trip, Breakfast, Massage Yom Apr 15-Dec 17
31808 for two. Inguire 12,34 bdrm. Beachfront Villas
PH (284) 4954354 FX (284) 4953036 (B00) 367-8455 (wait for ring)
www.fortrecovery.com
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communiques. ..

petals in paradise

| just returned from a frip to Mexico where | stayed at a small luxury hotel
in Zihuatanejo called La Casa Que Canta. | was anticipating wonderful
weather, a relaxed atmosphere, and great water sports, as well as welcome
time spent with a couple of old friends. The unexpected pleasure was the
superb architecture of the place. Literally built into the sides of the majestic
cliffs that ring the city's bay, the hotel's ochre-colored stucco blended into
the landscape. The furmnishings were a thoughtful mix of Mexican antiques
and native crafts, including a wonderful handwoven hammock on our
outdoor terrace. And, in the height of luxury, tumdown service included a
different design (birds, flowers, hearts) on the bedspread each night created
entirely of flower petals. We couldn't resist photographing them.

EC

New York, NY

pyrennially yours

Foix, a small French town lying at the foot of a glacial valley bestride two rivers,
has its own castle. But what distinguishes Foix is its closeness to the famous
cave of Niaux, whose interior, drawn figures are as ancient as their more
famous cousins in Lascaux. While the Lascaux
caves are closed o the public, Niaux has
regularly scheduled group tours. The Parc de |'Art
Préhistorique in nearby Tarascon-sur-Ariege has
various dioramas, diagrams, and exhibits. State-
of-the-art infrared-triggered devices present
interpretive material in four or more languages,
which greatly enhances the visit. Aside from the
caves, Foix provides a treasure trove of interesting
places to tour, all within a twenty-mile radius. This
gentle town is well worth a visit.

. George M. Bulow

ol | New York, NY

seasons of dreams

As a studio executive, | travel to New York often. The one thing | look forward
to is a blissful night’s rest in the amazing beds of the Four Seasons Hotel. It
doesn't matter how miserable my flight or how difficult my day was; those
beds wrap me like a newbom. When it came time to fumish my new home,
my first call was to Four Seasons, which actually sells its beds if requested.
So | bought myself a slice of heaven. Sirce it's a California King, there's
plenty of room on Sunday aftemoons for me, my husband, and the dogs. If
only there was room senvice.

LR

Los Angeles, CA

bali high

Recently | had the opportunity to travel to Bali, Indonesia, for my fortieth
birthday. As | was planning my trip, several friends who had been there told
me about the craftsmanship of the fumniture and the incredible prices. They
gave me the name Bali Gong Art in Batuan Sukawati Gianyar. After a couple
of days touring the island and getting familiar with my surroundings, | set out
to look for fumniture. | visited Bali Gong where | found just what | wanted.
Everything is negotiable there, including shipping. Once we agreed on my
customized colors, design, and, most importantly, price, | was pleased to
find that | could fumish two rooms for a fraction of what it would cost in the
States. An added bonus was discovering Suarti, 2 designer in Celuk whose
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gallery was filled with jewelry and accessories similar to John Hardy
designs found in exclusive stores around the world—and at a fraction of

the retail price.
Michelle Delanoy
Fhoenix, AZ

Write to us. Share (in 200 words or less) a travel anecdote, a recent
adventure, or recommend a particularly outstanding destination.
Submissions deadlines for upcoming travel supplements are:

ltinerary: Britain (September 6th), itinerary: Paradise (October 3rd),

and Hinerary: Smart Travel (October 18th) focusing on technology,
products, and travel books for the sophisticated traveller.

Mail correspondence to: Special Advertising Sections department,
LETTERS, 4 Times Square, 21st Floor, New York, NY 10036.
Or send via E-mail at LETTERS@newyorkerreaderlink.com.

While you're on the Web, visit fodors.com and check out the new
“Rants & Raves” section where you can speak your mind about
hotels and restaurants around the world.

(Letters may be edited for length and clarity and may be published in any medium.)

advertiser’s directory

Our advertisers want to hear from you. For more information on the advertisers below,

please mail this supplement's attached reader response card.

As You Like leCountages to Castles

415-380-9848
www.sfo.com/-asyoulikeit

Barbados Tourism Authority

888-BARBADOS (888-227-2236)

www.barbados.org

The Best of Esrael, Ltd.

800-982-9783

www.bestofisrael.net

Bolonge Bay Beach Club & Villas

800-524-4746

www.bolongo.com

Charleston Area Convention &
Visitors Bureau

800-774-0006
www.charlestoncvb.com

Chatean Whistler Resort

B00-606-8244
www.cphotels.com

Eddie Bauer

B00-426-8020
www.eddiebauer.com

Egyptian Tourist Authority
877-77-EGYPT (877-773-4978)
WWW.egyptrourism.org

Florida Keys & Key West

800-FLA-KEYS (800-352-5397)

www.fla-keys.com

Fodor's Travel Publications
B00-726-0600

www.fodors.com

Fort Recovery Estate Villas
800-367-8455 (wait for ring)

www.fortrecovery.com

Irish Tourist Board

800-SHAMROCK (800-742-6762)

www.sham rock.org

Israel Ministry of Tourism

888-77-1SRAEL (877-774-7723)

www.goisrael.com

New York Kayak Company
800-KAYAK99 (800-529-2599)
www.nykayak.com

Park Hyatt Hotels
800-233-1234

www. hyatt.com

The Peninsula Beverly Hills
800-462-7899

www.peninsula.com

Radisson Seven Seas Cruises
BO0-285-1835

WAL ESSC.com

Samsonite
800-223-7267

WWW.SAMSONIte. Com

Seabrook Island

888-718-7949
www.seabrookexclusives.com

Sheraton Curacao Resort
800-325-3535

www.sheraton.com

The-Strap/Signature Plus
888-30-STRAP (888-307-8727)

www.the-strap.com

Tourist Office of Spain
888-OK-SPAIN (888-657-7246)
www.spain2000.org

Uniworld
S00-8B58-8224

www.uniworldecruises.com
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I[ CANADA'S WEST

CHATEAU WHISTLER RESORT - Whinler Sririeh Columbia

IMAGINE A MOUNTAIN
RESORT WHERE YOUR
I TO-DO LIST IS LONGER

THAN AT HOME

HOTELS & RESORTS

EXTRADRDINARY HOTELS, EXTRAORDINARY PLACES
il

|
|

Call 1.877.570.5579 or your travel agent.
i' Web site: www.fairmont.com
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THE TALKR OF THE TOWN

COMMENT
FIVE PER-CENTER

St

ver Labor Day; after eight months of

pra}'erful consideration, George W.
Bush rejected a bipartisan commission’s
plan for three ninety-minute, all-network
Presidential debates with Al Gore and
offered, truculently; to substitute one de-
bate and a couple of joint appearances
on hour-long talk shows. Non-stop bick-
ering ensued. As Richard L. Berke noted
in the Tmes,“About the only thing both
sides seem to agree on is that they do not
want third party candidates, namely
Patrick J. Buchanan and Ralph Nader,
to participate.”

Buchanan—who may or may not be
the nominee of the Reform Party, and
whose standing in the polls compares
unfavorably to the margin of error—is
one thing. But Nader is quite another.
"The usual newspaper shorthand for him,
“consumer advocate,” 1s about as ade-
quate as calling Joe DiMaggio an out-
fielder. In 1965, Nader, an obscure thirty-
_, one-year- -old lawyer, burst on the scene

= as the author of an exposé of the auto in-
z dustry entitled “Unsafe at Any Speed,”
D one of a handful of books published
& in that decade—“The Feminine Mys-
& thue 'and “Silent Spring” were others—
2 ¢ that fostered movements. With the pro-
2 ceeds of the book (and of a lawsuit

against General Motors, which had un-
wisely sicced private detectives on him),
Nader assembled a band of eager young
lawyers and law students. Nader’s Raid-
ers eventually spawned an astounding ar-
ray of organizations, all of them dedicated
to using research, advocacy; and lobbying
on behalf of the public good. Although
he was never a member of the House or
the Senate, Nader compiled an unparal-
leled legislative record. Among the bills
he was instrumental in getting enacted
were several consumer-protection laws,
the Freedom of Information Act, and
the laws establishing the Occupational
Safety and Health Administration and
the Environmental Protection Agency.
Life ranked him as one of the hundred
most influential people of the twenti-

eth century. Silly though such lists may

be, you're not likely to find Al Gore’s
name, let alone George W. Bush’s, on
any of them. Nader, a senior citizen in

Ralph Nader

more ways than one, is this year’s Pres-
idential nominee of the Green Party.
Come on, now—doesn’t he deserve a
place up there on the platform along-
side the Democrat and the Republican?

Sure he does. But that doesn't mean
he should get one. Participation in the
debates is not a reward for meritorious
service. Nor is the debates’ purpose to
present the most interesting possible dis-
cussion of the issues. The debates are
part of the process of choosing a Presi-
dent, and their purpose is to provide the
electorate with information relevant to
that choice. Nader is a Presidential nom-
inee, but he is not actually running for
President. As he tacitly acknowledges,
he has no chance—none—of winning.
What he is running for is five per cent.
That’s the popular-vote benchmark that
would allow the Greens to get federal
matching funds in 2004.

The United States doesn't really have
a two-party system, because the Demo-
crats and the Republicans arent really
parties. What we have is a two-coalition
system. The Democrats and the Repub-
licans are vast coalitions—sprawling,
ramshackle, heterogeneous, and open—
which approximate left and right and
overlap in the middle. Their dominance
is not some élite Republicrat conspiracy.
It’s simply the only way, given our consti-
tutional and electoral arrangements, that
the voters can have a shot at something
within hailing distance of majority rule.
This doesn't mean that a non-Democrat
or non-Republican could never prevail;

under exceptional but imaginable cir-

THE NEW YORKER, SEPTEMBER 18, 2000 67



cumstances, an independent or third-
party Presidential candidate might read-
ily sweep to victory on some combination
of charisma, Caesarism, money, and pub-
lic despair. But no third party based on
1deas can win the Presidency, because no
set of ideas that is too weak to capture half
the country can be strong enough to cap-
ture all of it. If Nader had sought the sup-
port of one of the coalitions—the Dem-
ocratic one, presumably—he would have
had no trouble participating in the pri-
mary debates and getting his ideas heard.
He was entitled to reject that option, just
as he is entitled to present himself as a
third-party candidate. What he is not en-
titled to is an equal place in the debates.
Nader, willy-nilly, is now a politician,
and now, willy-nilly, he is acting like one:
for political advantage, he says things he
knows to be untrue. Notably, he says that
there’s no difference worth talking about
(or worth voting about) between the
Democrats and the Republicans. This is
a bigger whopper than any uttered by the
Vice-President or the Governor of Texas,
as Nader, whose previous career has been
marked as much by practical realism as by
lofty idealism, must know. But it would
cost him votes to say what he apparently
believes: that the differences—on social-
security privatization, progressive taxa-
tion, health care, gun control, abortion,
conservation, and a host of other issues—
are very important indeed. They're just
not as important as hoisting the Greens
over the five-per-cent mark. Or maybe
he doesn’t even believe that. He has also
been saying that he hopes his candidacy
will help elect Democrats to the House
and Senate. Why would he say a thing
like that, unless it makes a difference af-
ter all? Maybe the most enlightening de-
bate would be between Nader and Nader.
—Hendrik Hertzberg

-

THE BENCH
A MURDERER'S PLEA

Unrjl last week, I had never seen Mi-
chael Swango, a doctor suspected
of murdering dozens of his patients,
even though I felt I knew him after re-
porting on his story for the past three
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years. He was indicted by a federal grand
jury earlier this summer for three mur-
ders on Long Island, but I expected him
to insist on his innocence until the end—
even if that meant the death penalty. He
had successfully eluded a murder convic-
tion for fifteen years.

Yet on Wednesday I sat in a federal
courthouse on Long Island surrounded
by relatives of Swango’s victims, having
heard that Swango was likely to with-
draw his not-guilty plea and admit his
crimes in a plea bargain with federal
prosecutors. He slipped in through a side
door, without handcuffs, conspicuous in
his pajama-like prison garb, and every-
one fell silent. He looked thinner, and
his hair was darker than it was in photo-
graphs I'd seen. He was hardly the per-
sonable, handsome blond doctor Id so
often heard described when I was re-
porting about him for this ine and
for a book I wrote about the case, “Blind
Eye.” He avoided looking at anyone but
the presiding district-court judge, Jacob
Mishler, and his defense lawyers. When
the Judge stumbled over the names of a
few of the chemicals Swango had al-
legedly injected into his victims—epi-
nephrine and succinylcholine, for exam-
ple—Swango pronounced them clearly
and explained their medicinal uses.
When the Judge asked Swango how he
would plead to each of five counts of
murder and fraud, Swango's voice was
firm: “Guilty, Your Honor.”

On being asked to give an account of
his crimes, Swango read from handwrit-
ten notes, coldly acknowledging that he
“intentionally killed” the patients named
in the indictment “by administering a
toxic substance” and that he was guilty of
“intentionally assaulting and killing”
other patients. In all, he acknowledged
four murders and four attempted mur-
ders over a ten-year period.

“Wias it your intent to cause death?”
Judge Mishler asked. “Yes, Your Honor,”
Swango replied. Despite the presence of
sobbing members of the victims’ fami-
lies, Swango never looked in their direc-
tion, and he never expressed any sorrow
or remorse. When he was asked by the
Judge if he had anything to say before he
passed sentence—an invitation to apol-
ogize—he remained silent.

Tt was clear that Swango was admit-
ting only what prosecutors had proved,
leaving scores of other suspicious deaths

and poisonings unresolved, and he was
doing so only to avoid the possibility of
the death penalty or extradition to Zim-
babwe, where he practiced after fleeing
the United States and where he is wanted
for at least five other suspected murders.
The prosecutors, Joseph Conway and
Gary Brown, talked about Swango with
me after the hearing last week. “Any one

murder, in a vacuum, is a tough case,”

Michael Swaﬂga

Brown said. He explained that there
were two critical breaks in the case: first,
tissue samples from several suspected vic-
tims tested positive for toxic substances;
and, second, an eyewitness was discov-
ered, a nurse at the Northport Veterans
Aftairs hospital, who saw Swango inject
one of his victims.

“We looked at each patient, and then
contacted everyone in every file,” Con-
way said. “We interviewed dozens and
dozens of people.” When they reached
the nurse, she told them thatin 1993 she
was helping Swango install an intra-
venous line into a sixty-two-year-old pa-
tient named Aldo Serini. After other
doctors left the room, she saw Swango
reach into the inside pocket of his lab
coat and withdraw a medicine vial. As-
suming that he was going to flush Seri-
ni’s intravenous tube with a saline solu-
tion, the nurse offered a vial of saline, but
the doctor demurred, insisting that he
“had his own.” Then he injected the vial
into Serini’s tube. Swango was on call
and was occasionally paged from other
parts of the hospital. But for approxi-
mately the next two hours he stayed
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in Serini’s room, sitting on the radiator,
and watched intently as his patient lost
consciousness and died.

“That was the witness we needed,”
Brown said. The nurse’s name hasn’t
been disclosed, but her story raises ques-
tions about why this information didn’t
surface sooner and about why the hos-
pital’s own investigation, in 1993, uncov-
ered “no suspicious illnesses or deaths.”

When Swango was finally arrested,
on minor fraud charges, at O'Hare air-
port, in Chicago, in 1997 (en route to yet
another job as a physician, this time in
Saud: Arabia), he was carrying a note-
book in which he had carefully copied
out excerpts from books that seemed to
hold significance for him. Brown read
several of these in court.

From a book identified by Swango
only as “My Secret Life”™: “T love it. Sweet,
husky; close smell of an indoor homicide.”

From “The Torture Doctor,” by David
Franke, an account of the nineteenth-
century physician H. H. Holmes, one of
history’s rare physician serial killers: “He
could look at himself in a mirror and tell
himself that he was one of the most
powerful and dangerous men in the
world. . . . He could feel that he was a
god in disguise.”

On each of the three murder counts,
Judge Mishler sentenced Swango to life
in prison without opportunity for parole,
the sentences to be served consecutively,
mnsuring that Swango will spend the rest
of his life in prison. He added that he
was directing that Swango be barred
from any prison duties involving the
handling of “food or drugs of any kind.”

—/James Stewart

DEPT. OF VECTORS
HOW TO INTERSECT WITHOUT
REALLY TRYING

f the larger dynamic of adapting to

New York City is learning to get along
with others in confined spaces, then the
city’s intersections are the crucibles of that
experiment. Last Tuesday, on the first
crisp morning of fall, the human and
motorized traffic moving up Sixth Av-
enue was even heavier than usual, thanks
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to the United Nations’ opening session
across town. The visiting dignitaries who
tried to negotiate the city’s choked inter-
sections on their way to the U.N. would

‘have been well advised to pause and

watch how New Yorkers cross the street.
For what the world’s political leaders
were trying to achieve on a global scale—
getting everyone to coexist peacefully—
was happening simultaneously on a local
level, at just about every traffic light and
crosswalk in Manhattan.

Navigating an intersection success-
fully means learning to anticipate what
the people moving toward you are go-
ing to do. Part of the genius of the New
Yorker is this capacity for physical em-
pathy. A red light will stop cars and
trucks, but roller bladers, bike riders, and
pedestrians will sail through against the
light, often without even slowing down.
You can always spot the tourists by the
way they stand at the curb, petrified,
while the locals walk right into the street,
instantaneously measuring the different
trajectories that approaching objects will
take, triangulating that information with
the objects’ varying rates of speed, and,
finally, passing magically through the
intersection unscathed.

The key to getting through an in-
tersection 1is to recognize that, during
the period you are in it, you are playing
a role. You are a biker, a blader, or a pe-
destrian. You must remain true to type,
because all the people with whom you
are intersecting are making calculations
based on the standard intersection be-
havior exhibited by your type. New York-
ers know that a man riding a bicycle for
work—the dreadlocked deliveryman
in the Day-Glo lycra and wraparound
shades—is going to behave differently
from a man riding a bicycle 0 work, like
Mr. Businessman over there, with his
cuffs neatly gartered in metal ankle clips.
The guy pushing a rack of clothes (a
moving obstacle indigenous to the gar-
ment district) is going to keep push-
ing—head down, hardly looking, hur-
rying restlessly through the jammed
trafic—all the way through the inter-
section, and you can plot your course ac-
cordingly. The cardinal rule of intersec-
tions is “Never stop.” (Old ladies are the
only exception: you expect them to stop
and throw up their arms when a bicy-
clist whizzes by.) Eye contact—between
blader and dog walker, biker and cell-

phone talker—is optional but encour-
aged, especially at those moments when
pedestrians are clustered at the curb, a
mass of potential energy poised to burst
out into the crosswalk just before the
light changes. You learn to spot the alpha
pedestrians, the ones who step out first,
right after the last cab sweeps by.

Once in a while, someone invents a
new way of moving around the city, and
the delicate dynamics of the intersection
are temporarily upset. This fall, for the
first time, there are significant numbers
of adults riding around on those new
metal scooters, and this has made getting
through intersections even more com-
plicated. Scooters, being half vehicular
and half pedestrian, are strange, centaur-
like beasts. The herky-jerky glide step of
the scooter is hard to read: will it act like
a biker and keep on gliding, or will it stop
and become a pedestrian again? On Sixth
Avenue last week, several near-misses
were observed. But soon the scooters,
too, will be absorbed into the collective
consciousness of the grid, making the
city’s intersections safe for natives—if
not for out-of-town diplomats—again.

—fohn Seabrook

THE EASTERN FRONT
PUTIN AT “21”

he Russian President, Vladimir Pu-

tin, seemed a little dazed as he ar-
rived for dinner at “21” the other night.
United Nations week had padlocked
trathic on the East Side and made a mess
of the circadian rhythms of the world’s
leaders. “T've been up for twenty hours
straight, and all the faces seem to melt
into each other,” Putin complained wear-
ily. Unlike his boogie-down-at-the-
Kremlin predecessor, however, Putin did
not immediately call for a vodka straight
up. Putin is the anti-Yeltsin: cool, wary;,
abstemious. He seemed to regard this
smallish dinner of mediacrats hosted by
‘Tom Brokaw as a trying obligation.

For the most part, Putin’s discipline
held (he is, after all, a trained career offi-
cer of the K.G.B.), but there were times
when he turned steely in a theatrical sort
of way and, with his cold blue eyes and
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withering glance, looked rather like
Frank Gorshin doing his Richard Wid-
mark imitation. At one point, Putin
leaned to his left and was greeted by the
megawatt smile of Brokaw’s NBC col-
league Katie Couric. She was wearing
a black leather dress. Putin seemed to
sense relief, charm, fun. He was wrong.
“So why didn’t you come back from va-
cation when the sub was on the bottom
of the sea?” Couric asked. Putin sighed
darkly, took the slightest of sips from
his wineglass, and allowed that, in the
end, maybe he should have returned to
Moscow sooner, if only for PR. reasons.

For two hours, Putin answered ques-
tions with all the ed answers: yes,
democracy and freedom of the press in
Russia are barely in the “embryonic” stage;
no, foreign help would not have been in
time to rescue anyone on the Kursk; yes,
he would like to maintain the present
“balance of power” in the world, despite
Russia’s weakness and America’s strength.

But then came those noir moments
when the reserve slipped. Prodded by
Maureen Orth, of Vanity Fair, Putin
spoke bitterly about two Russian oli-
garchs who own enormous media prop-
erties. Of Vladimir Gusinsky he said
sarcastically (or worse), “He’s a citizen of
Russia and Israel! Bog snim!” (Loosely:
Fine, let him.) Of Berezovsky he said,
“He belongs to a group of people who
are difficult to blackmail. He blackmails
others himself.” And when Don Hewatt,
of “60 Minutes,” and James Hoge, of
Foreign Affairs, pressed him about arms
control Putin assured the guests (over their
choice of salmon or bison) that Russia
was still capable of sufficient nuclear
threat: “And if we need to build some-
thing more we will work day and night.”

Then it was over. Outside on Fifty-
second Street, as the various guests waited
for Putin to take off with his motorcade,
the consensus was that he had won no
hearts and didn’t seem to care much if
he did.

Earlier the same day, one of the bright
lights of the perestroika era, Mikhail
Gorbachev’s liberal adviser Aleksandr
Yakovlev, dropped by another media
hangout, the Royalton Hotel, for lunch.
It’s been nearly ten years since the K.G.B.-
engineered August coup failed and post-
Soviet Russia was born. “All the old guys
I used to know are back in one form or

another,” Yakovlev said grimly. “All the
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old coup plotters are making money in
business, and we have a President who
feels comfortable with Vladimir Kryuch-
kov’—the spymaster who engineered
the 91 putsch. “If I could help vote Putin
out tomorrow, I would,” Yakovlev said.
“But what can we do? He's very popular.”

—Dauvid Remnick

POSTCARD FROM FLUSHING
BOXING, ANYONE?

Out in Flushing Meadows, in Queens,
on a cool, cloudless night last week,
banks of Klieg lights rained virtual day-
light over Arthur Ashe Stadium, where
Martina Hingis was trouncing Monica
Seles in the U.S. Open quarter-finals. A
tew hundred yards away, in a concrete
bunker rigged out as a boxing gym, a
coach named Pete (Zaz) Zaslow watched
one of his trainees punching a heavy bag,
and shouted, “Hold it! Ex-cuse me! Are
you playing tennis or are you boxing?”

“Whaddya mean, tennis?” the trainee,
a boy of fourteen, muttered. “Zaz, man,
you know I don't play no tennis.”

“Then why're you swinging wide, like
your hands are racquets?” Zaslow asked,
lifting the boy’s arms into position and
chanting, “Elbows at the waisz, gloves at
the face, so you don't look like a disgrace.”

As the tennis fans’ silver and black
limousines idled at the curb, the would-
be contenders—neighborhood teen-
agers—who train under Zaslow’s guid-
ance, in the Police Athletic League’s
110th Precinct Boxing Program, arrived
for their evening’s workout on banana
bikes. The multimillion-dollar U.S.T.A.
National Tennis Center had not yet been
built when Zaslow first came to the gym,
which is carved out of a dingy underpass
beneath the footbridge that leads to
Shea Stadium. That was in 1973—
“when I still had some hair,” says Zaslow,
who is now forty-three, and keeps his
head shaved, though he wears a mus-
tache and a goatee.

In his own days as a fighter, before he
retired from amateur competition with a
back injury, Zaslow had a rotten record.
“I never won a fight,” he said. "I never got
a decision.” But he loved the discipline of

the ring, and, after suffering a bout of de-
pression when he hung up his gloves, he
found that coaching was his calling. He
likes to rattle off the names of the gym’s
success stories—the champion Glenn
Robinson, the featherweight Kevin Kel-
ley; and the actor Daniel Day-Lewis, who
trained here for the movie “The Boxer.”

Zaslow (a part-time actor, whose cred-
its include “Copland,” “Die Hard with a
Vengeance,” and “Godzilla”) runs his
gym on a shoestring. He collects dis-
carded fitness equipment from better-
endowed institutions, and, when that
fails, makes it himself. “I got gear I put to-
gether out of auto parts,” he said. By day,
Zaslow works for the Board of Education
at his alma mater, Bayside High, and he
prefers to think of the gym more as a
place where boys and girls can go to get
off the streets and build self-confidence
than as a program for learning how to
flatten opponents. Behind his desk he
keeps a stack of books—a small lending
library—in English and Spanish: Stein-
beck’s “Of Mice and Men,” E. M. For-
ster’'s “Collected Stories,” a textbook
called “Espafia y Su Civilizacién,” 1. B.
Singer’s “In My Father’s Court.”

While Zaslow’s kids trained last week,
Sergeant John Doyle, a member of the
Police Department’s amateur boxing
team, the Fighting Finest, sparred in the
ring with a partner. “Maybe when you
first start it's all aggression,” Doyle said
after his bout. “But, when you get good,
aggression—emotional aggression—is
the last thing you want. You want to be
looking at the openings, thinking of the

combinations you want to make.” He
added, “It’s like being a police officer—
you gotta leave the emotional aggression
aside to focus on doing the job.”

Qutside, the tennis “aristocrats,” as
Sergeant Doyle called them, were riding
off in their Town Cars. It was almost
closing time, and Zaslow was stashing
equipment in lockers. A friend from the
neighborhood came in, a man named
Hassan Waswa, who immigrated from
Uganda two years ago and is pursuing a
career as a professional boxer. Zaslow
slapped him on the back and announced,
“His uncle was one of the meanest guys
on the planet—Idi Amin Dada—but
he’s the nicest guy.” Waswa nodded his
head, beamed, and said he was making
plans to move to Las Vegas.

—Philip Gourevitch
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THE FINANCIAL PAGE
THE MOST DEVASTATING
RETAILER IN THE WORLD

very Tuesday and Saturday, a big

truck pulls up to the curb on the
east side of Broadway between Prince
and Houston Streets to unload its cargo.
Out come stacks of soft-colored dress
shirts, slim-cut black skirts, and elegant
womens jackets that look as though
they'd just rolled off a runway in Milan.
All the pieces of clothing have two
things in common. They come from a
million-square-foot warehouse owned
by a Spanish company called Zara, in
Galicia. And, in all likelihood, three
weeks before arriving on lower Broad-
way they didn't exist—not even as a
gleam in some designer’s eye.

Twice-weekly deliveries may be com-
mon in the grocery business, but in fash-
ion retailing they're unheard of. The
curse of the rag trade, after all, is the
enormous lag time between the initial
sketches of that new A-line skirt and
its arrival in stores. Instead of reacting
quickly to what customers want now,
most retailers must guess what they’ll
want six or nine months hence. That’s
hard enough if you're selling televisions
or bicycles. In the fashion business, it’s
close to impossible.

Zara doesn’t have to worry about any
of that. Instead of shipping new prod-
ucts once a season, Zara makes deliveries
at each of its four hundred stores around
the world (including four in Manhattan)
every few days. Instead of making two or
three hundred different products a year,
Zara comes out with more than eleven
thousand. It does not overstock, and un-
successful designs are often whisked oft
shelves after just a week, so the company
doesn’t have to slash prices. Equipped
with handheld devices linked directly to
the company’s design rooms in Spain,
Zara's store managers can report daily on
what customers are buying, scorning, and
asking for but not finding. Most impor-
tant, the company takes just ten to fifteen
days to go from designing a product—
which, to be sure, often means knocking
off a hot new look—to selling it. This is
the combination of speed, design, and
price that last year made the fashion di-
rector of L.V.M.H., Daniel Piette, call

Zara “possibly the most innovative and
devastating retailer in the world.”

In the process, Zara has flouted much
of the conventional wisdom regarding
the new global economy. Most retailers
outsource the bulk of their manufactur-
ing to Third World countries, where la-
bor is dramatically cheaper. Most have
arms-length relationships with their sub-
contractors, who can be replaced quickly
if they get cantankerous or unreliable.
And most concentrate more on brand-
building through advertising campaigns
than on design and distribution. Zara
does things differently. The company has
never run an advertising campaign. Fab-
rics are cut and dyed by robots in the com-
pany’s twenty-three highly automated
factories, in Spain. The final assembling
of the skirts, dresses, and suits is entrusted

to a network of three hundred or so small
shops in Galicia and northern Portugal,
which function more as partners than
as suppliers. Because Zara controls its
own plants, it can make products in very
small lots, so that, instead of gambling on
ten thousand pairs of those lace-up-fly
leather pants, it can see how the first few
hundred sell before making more.

Zara’s parent company, Inditex (which
Amancio Ortega, who started Zara in
1975, founded four years later, so that
he could apply the formula to other
companies as well), is now the third-
largest clothing retailer in the world. Its
profits are growing at better than thirty
per cent a year. By any measure, it gets
a far greater return on its investment
than its major competitors, the Gap and
the Swedish retailer H & M.

The key to all this success is Zara’s

emphasis on speed and control over cost.
“The dominant way of thinking for a
while now has been, Find the cheapest
country out there and get it to produce
your stuff,” says David Bovet, a Mercer
Management consultant and the co-
author, with Joseph Martha, of the new
book “Value Nets.” “But what Zara has
said is that proximity matters. Even if
you save a couple of bucks an hour by
shipping the stuff off to the Third World,
you end up paying more in the end, be-
cause it destroys your flexibility.”

Zara’s whole business is built on the
idea that, in retailing, inventory is death.
[n a perfect world, youd never have any-
thing in a store that you weren't going to
sell that very day. Zara isn't perfect, but it
is three times as efficient at moving in-
ventory as the Gap. Like Wal-Mart, Dell
Computer, and Amazon.com, Zara can
sell its goods cheaply because it sells
them quickly.

So why doesn't everyone else just copy
Zara? They would if they could. But
Zara’s intricate mix of Old Economy (do
everything yourself ) and New (outsource
everything) is not easily re-created. The
company’s relationships with its suppli-
ers are inseparable from a Galician tradi-
tion of textile manufacturing that wouldn’t
be readily duplicated by, say, H & M. Its
factories require the kind of heavy n-
vestment that managers accustomed to
the benefits of Third World labor often
frown on. Zara is an integrated system,
not just a collection of parts.

You can't simply adopt elements of
that system and expect the same results.
Consider the case of Dell and Compagq.
Dell builds its computers to order, carries
almost no inventory, has no retail dealers,
and is thus extremely efficient. As Dell
started taking away Compags customers,
Compagq tried adopting parts of the Dell
model while still clinging to aspects of its
own. The result was that nothing worked
well, and Compaq wound up in financial
purgatory. Even in an age of perpetual
turmoil, the truly successful companies
are still those whose structure feels or-
ganic, and whose business is rooted in a
strategy that governs everything they do.
After all, it’s a lot harder to knock off a
two-billion-dollar business model than a
two-hundred-dollar pair of pants.

—James Surowiecki
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ANNALS OF LAWY

ADVENTURES IN BUDDHISM

What really happened at the Hsi Lai temple?

BY JEFFREY TOOBIN

Nr_}t long ago, Maria Hsia, who lives
in Los Angeles, would have been
pleased that the Democratic National
Convention was coming to town. For
more than a decade, she had been a
busy and reliable activist, quick to call a
meeting, make a telephone call, write
a check. She had lobbied in Washing-
ton for the right of Asians to immigrate

But although Hsia was rarely more
than a few miles from the conven-
tion headquarters, at the Staples Cen-
ter, she spent convention week in her
small apartment, on the West Side, and
her one-room office, in the corer of
a strip mall in the San Gabriel Val-
ley. While Vice-President Al Gore was
making his claim on the White House,

Maria Hsia, who helped organize Al Gore’s visit to the temple, bas found herself the

target of an intensive law-enforcement investigation.

to the United States, but her real skills
lay more in personal services than in
government policy. She found peo-
ple visas, jobs, homes, and even hot
meals. For Hsia, the political conven-
tion, with its perpetual parties and
networking opportunities, might have
been a kind of Heaven.
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Maria Hsia was wondering whether
she would go to prison. Despite their di-
vergent paths, the fates of Gore and
Hsia remain linked. On the wall above
the receptionist’s desk in Hsia’s office,
there is an autographed photograph,

taken in 1989, of her with then-Senator
Gore, signed in his careful script: “For

my wonderful and special friend Maria,
with thanks and great respect and af-
fection.” In the picture, both Gore and
Hsia have their hands pressed together
before them, in the classic Buddhist
greeting.

Maria Hsia (pronounced “sha”) is the
central figure in the most notoriously
embarrassing event of Al Gore’s political
career. It took place not far from Los
Angeles, at the Hsi Lai Buddhist tem-
ple, in Hacienda Heights, on April 29,
1996. In connection with that event,
Hsia and others raised more than a hun-
dred thousand dollars for the Demo-
cratic National Committee, some of it
from Buddhist nuns and monks who
were Taiwanese citizens and were thus
barred, under American law, from con-
tributing to political campaigns. In a
broader sense, the Buddhist-temple
event has come to stand for all the zeal-
ous fund-raising practices of the 1996
campaign, which led to accusations that
the Clinton-Gore team received for-
eign money funnelled through straw
donors. Largely because of her role in
the Buddhist-temple episode, Hsia was
convicted last March of five felonies in
federal district court in Washington, and
she will probably be sentenced later this
fall. She was convicted, she says, after the
Justice Department pressured her to tes-
tify that the Vice-President, notwith-
standing his subsequent denials, knew
that the temple event was a fund-raiser,
and was perhaps illegal.

Hsia did not oblige. Nor has she
previously spoken publicly about these
questions, or about her own story—even
as she becomes increasingly isolated.
Gore and other Democrats treat her as if
she were radioactive; the George W.
Bush Presidential campaign is using the
Buddhist-temple affair in ads as a sym-
bol of Gore’s alleged greed and slipperi-
ness. One congressional report asserts
that Hsia is also an agent for the People’s
Republic of China. Asian civil-rights
groups, which, in the best of circum-
stances, are timid cousins to better-
established civil-rights organizations,
have said nothing in Hsia’s behalf.

Hsia’s timing was poor. The Buddhist-
temple story appeared during a period
when demands for prosecutors, and for
prosecutions, had become the currency of &
political debate. It is only in that context Z
that one can begin to understand howa &
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successful immigrant businesswoman
found herself the target of such an in-
tensive law-enforcement investigation.

aria Hsia, who 1s forty-nine, bears

traces of both her Chinese past
and her American present. She was born
Hsia Ling, and she Anglicized her name
shortly after arriving here from Tai-
wan, twenty-five years ago. Her accent,
though, remains that of a more recent ar-
rival, and her rapid English is not always
easy to understand. Still, her hairis cutin
fashionable layers, and often frosted in a
rich bronze. She dresses with a chic sense
of California style, and on the streets
of San Marino, the wealthy town near
Pasadena where Hsia has her office (but
cannot afford to live), she fits right in.

Hsia 1s energetic, almost bubbly, an in-
dispensable trait in her work as an “immu-
gration consultant™ —a fancy term for, in
effect, a paralegal who advises immigrants
on tourist visas, residence permits, green
cards, and the like. Hsia relishes guiding
newcomers through bureaucratic thick-
ets, as I witnessed recently in a minor way.
I had planned to drive to the Hsi Lai tem-
ple, about half an hour away from her of-
fice, and was hoping to get to a restaurant
there before it closed. “Let me make a
connection,” she said, quickly making
three phone calls in Chinese. She then
informed me that though the restaurant
was closed, she had arranged for a box
lunch to be waiting for me at the informa-
tion desk. The next morning, Hsia called
me to make sure I had had my lunch.

Hsia’s paternal grandfather was a
Shanghai intellectual, who studied in
France for fifteen years before returning
to a university post in China. Around
the time of the Chinese Revolution, in
1949, her mother and father left the
mainland for Taiwan, where her father
went on to become a professor of elec-
trical engineering, and her mother ran an
orphanage that had been founded by
Madame Chiang Kai-shek. In the early
seventies, as the American rapproche-
ment with the People’s Republic acceler-
ated, Maria came to Los Angeles.

“We settled in West L.A., where the
Jewish people are,” Hsia told me with
a smile one day at a Starbucks across
from her office. “You know, I'm very
Jewish. Jewish people have a pride in
their ancestry and their own people, even
though they are American citizens. It’s
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what I've tried to do with the Chinese.”
Hsia's interest in American Jewry is a re-
current theme in her conversation, but
she knows that Jewish organizations and
networks, like those of many other eth-
nic groups, such as the Irish and Italians,
go back to the late nineteenth century.
As the representative of newer arrivals,
who have not yet put down roots, she
has had to improvise.

“When I came to this country, in
1975, I went to an immigration attorney
to try to get a green card,” Hsia told me.
“The lawyer said, Why don't you come
work for me, I'll get you a green card.”
Four years later, one of the attorneys at
the firm, Fred Fleming, invited Hsia to
join him in a new venture, catering to
immigrants from Taiwan. “It was the
first time that attorney advertising was
allowed in California,” Hsia said, “and I
got him a Chinese version of his name,
Fu Ling Ming, which means ‘Wealth,
Justice, and Brightness, and I sent it out.
We offered twenty-four-hour service. At
this time, the Umited States broke off
relations with Taiwan, so Taitwan immi-
grants were lowing into this country.”

Hsia opened a branch of the law office
in Taipei, and the results were startling. In
1979, she earned $53,906; in 1982, she
made $637,714 and began driving a used
Rolls-Royce. “1 hit a wave by luck,” she
told me. “T'here was no business concept.
Iidentify. I share their feeling.” The year
she and Fleming started their business,
she began living with Howard Hom, a
lawyer who had worked for the Immi-
gration and Naturalization Service, and
whom she and Fleming later hired. In
1986, Hsia became an American citizen.

In the eighties, as her business was
prospering, Hsia met Leo McCarthy, the
lieutenant governor of California and, as
an immigrant from New Zealand, a
politician who made a special effort to in-
troduce new American citizens to public
activism. “Culturally, the vast majority
of Asian-Americans stayed away from
government and the political system,”

McCarthy, who is now retired from pol-

itics, told me. “There was a big immi-
gration bill before Congress in those
days that would have been disadvanta-
geous to Asian-Americans who had rel-
atives and friends who wanted to immi-
grate to the United States. I urged Maria
and I think half a dozen others to go to
Washington to make their arguments.”

With prodding from McCarthy,
Hsia began lobbying local politicians on
immigration issues and other matters
important to the Chinese community.
(For example, she worked in support of
the California “duck bill,” a state law that
permitted the display of Chinese-style
roast duck in grocery stores and restau-
rants; health inspectors had often ob-
jected to the custom on sanitary grounds.)
Hsia started working as a political ac-
tivist, too, for an eclectic group of politi-
cians, including McCarthy, who was
running for the Senate in 1988; Sena-
tor Mitch McConnell, a Kentucky Re-
publican who i1s married to a Chinese-
American woman; and Senator Paul
Simon, of Illinois, a Democrat whose
parents had been missionaries in China.
“He told me he was the only United
States senator who knew how to play
mah-jongg,” Hsia said of Simon.

By the late eighties, Hsia had noticed
that Jewish lobbying groups were very
successful when they arranged trips for
politicians to wisit Israel. (Hsia herself
visited Israel on one of the junkets, to see
how it was done.) In 1988, at McCarthy’s
urging, Hsia helped organize a fund-
raiser for the Democratic Senatorial
Campaign Committee, in Los Angeles,
and her group of Asian activists was
given a grand title, the Pacific Leadership
Council. Shortly before that year’s elec-
tion, the group invited several Demo-
cratic senators to join a delegation to
visit Taiwan the following January, and
Hsia organized about a dozen Asian-
American activists to accompany them.
In the end, only one senator agreed to join
the delegation: Al Gore, of Tennessee.

In keeping with the customs of these
overseas visits, the council had to find
a sponsor in Taiwan to pay for that part
of the trip. One member suggested Mas-
ter Hsing Yun, the founder of the Fo
Kuang Shan order of Buddhism. At
the time, both Hsia and Gore seem to
have been unfamiliar with Buddhist
beliefs and rituals. “I was raised a Cath-
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olic, so that visit was really my first
contact with Buddhism,” Hsia recalled.
Indeed, ignorance about the nature of
contemporary Buddhism has led to a
great deal of confusion about the saga
of Maria Hsia and Al Gore. Donald
Lopez, a professor of Buddhist studies
at the University of Michigan, suggests
that Americans would find it helpful
to think of two kinds of Buddhism,
which he describes as “white” and “im-
migrant.” “White Buddhism is what
most white Americans tend to think of
as Buddhism,” Lopez told me. “It tends
to come out of Tibetan Buddhism—
the teachings of the Dalai Lama—and
Zen Buddhism. It’s what attracted the
Beat poets and Richard Gere. Immi-
grant Buddhism is very different,” Lopez
went on. “Since the nineteen-seventies,
there has been a major Buddhist revival
among the Taiwanese, a kind of yuppie
Buddhism, for people who are making
money. It’s very much anti-Communist
in spirit, and these Taiwanese Buddhist
temples have become very wealthy. They
own land, run businesses, and encourage
their members to be successful out in
the world.”

Buddhism is, in fact, practiced in
many different ways, including some
that place a high value on engagement
with the temporal world. Master Hsing
Yun's order, which Hsia and Gore first
encountered in Taiwan, is intensely
worldly, highly political, and very pros-
perous, with an estimated net worth
of more than four hundred million dol-
lars. Fo Kuang Shan, which is based
in a large complex of temples in south-
ern Taiwan, is probably the most suc-
cessful of “yuppie Buddhist” orders in
Taiwan.

Master Hsing Yun put on a show
for Gore and his group when they vis-
ited, on January 11, 1989. “Normally
in Taiwan they send a limo for a digni-
tary, but they sent a hundred orphans
in a big school bus, singing songs from
all over Asia,” Hsia told me. “We had
lunch there around a huge table, with an
electric lazy Susan. It was food for kings
and queens. The master had a museum
there, underground, that seemed like
Buddhaland, like Disneyland.” The
visit made an impression on Gore. This
April, in a deposition to the Justice De-
partment’s Campaign Financing Task
Force—which has been investigating
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the temple event, among other mat-
ters, for almost four years—he said that
Hsing Yun “was very proud of an ex-
hibit that they had that depicted differ-
ent religious stories in Buddhism in a
kind of a diorama-type way, life-size
sculpted figures.”

What made the biggest impression
on Maria Hsia was an exchange be-
tween Hsing Yun and Gore, just before
the group left. “Before I came to the
temple, I heard people say that the mas-
ter has a third eye, so he can see the fu-
ture,” Hsia told me. “And near the end
they were in a courtyard, and all of a
sudden the master said to Gore, “You
look Presidential. And you will be the
President of the United States.” I can
still see Gore’s face. He was so happy. He
smiled and said, If I do become Presi-
dent, I'll come visit you.” But then the
master said he didn't have to come so far.
He said, ‘I have the largest Buddhist
temple in the Western Hemisphere.”
Hsing was referring to the Hsi Lai tem-

ple, which had just been built; Hsi Lai

means “Coming to the West.” “You can
save the long travel and come see me

in Hsi Lai,” Hsing told Gore.

wo years after Hsia’s visit to Taiwan

with Gore, her life was turned
around. In 1991, she came back from an-
other trip to Taiwan to find that Howard
Hom, who had moved out of their apart-
ment the year before, had installed a new
girlfriend, a lawyer, in Hsia’s office. Hsia
withdrew from civic activity and con-
centrated on trying to re-start her career
on her own. She also became embroiled
in a legal fight with Hom over owner-
ship of the business. After nearly a de-
cade, the lawsuit between them remains
before the California courts. Partly as a
consequence of her troubles, and partly
because of the impression Master Hsing
Yun had made during the 1989 visit,
Hsia began to turn to Buddhism.

“After that trip to Taiwan, I decided to
go to Hsi Lai temple and see what it was
about,” Hsia told me. “I took my mother.”
Unlike her mother, Hsia never formally
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joined the temple, but her close associa-
tion with Hsi Lai, she believes, has given
a Buddhist cast to her outlook on life. “I
believe in cause and effect,” she told me.
“There is no one in Buddhism who tells
you that you are right or wrong. Every
time you do something, you will receive
the effect. You create your own karma.”

The temple, which opened in 1988
and reportedly cost thirty million dol-
lars, 1s a fifteen-acre complex of half
a dozen buildings. It attracts a steady
stream of visitors—worshippers, tour
groups, guests—at its many festivals and
celebrations. Not surprisingly, the tem-
ple’s relations with its immediate neigh-
bors, mostly wealthy and white, have
been chilly. “The neighbors are very mad
about the sightseeing buses, about fire-
crackers, about traffic, about trash,” Hsia
said. “My mother knew about this, and
asked me to help them. So I start help-
ing them with their problems.” At her
mother’s insistence, Hsia charged the
temple little or nothing for her services.

While Hsia was advising the temple,
in the early and mid-nineties, and cut-
ting back on her own political activities,
a friend named John Huang, a former
Commerce Department official, had
accelerated his. During the Clinton re-
election campaign, Huang took a job
at the Democratic National Commit-
tee and made a project out of cultivat-
ing Asian-American donors. He so-
licited about three million four hundred
thousand dollars in contributions to the
D.N.C.,, but the Party returned more
than half that amount, because in many
cases the money came from actual or
suspected foreign sources. Huang has
since pleaded guilty to conspiring to vio-
late the campaign-finance laws in the
early nineties, and has been sentenced to
a year’s probation. Though he has testi-
fied extensively, before Congress and in
Hsia’s trial, he has always asserted that
Hsia, to his knowledge, broke no laws.

Early in 1996, Huang learned that
Master Hsing Yun would be visiting the
United States, and, since he was working
at the Democratic National Commit-
tee, he helped arrange a ten-minute
meeting between Hsing Yun and Gore
at the White House on March 15th. At
that meeting, as Huang testified at Hsia’s
trial, Hsing Yun reiterated his invitation
to Gore to visit the Hsi Lai temple, and
the Vice-President sounded receptive.
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This gave Huang an idea. In his testi-
mony, he said, “T hopefully used this kind
of visit to round up some support from
the community, and I would be able to
raise some money that way.”

Huang learned that Gore would be in
Los Angeles on April 29th to speak to the
National Cable Television Association,
so he planned a pair of events around the
Vice-President’s speech: a fund-raising
lunch at a local restaurant and a rally at
the Hsi Lai temple. Huang asked for
help from his friend Maria Hsia. In en-
listing Hsia, Huang testified at her trial,
he thought that he was doing her a favor.
By withdrawing from politics when she
did, Huang said, Hsia had “missed out”
on the Democrats’ victory in 1992. “I felt
strongly President Clinton will be elected
again,” Huang said. “And I would have
hoped she could come back and hope-
fully will also enjoy some fruits of that.”

Hisia told me, “John was planning an
Asian Democratic National Committee
event at Harbor Village,” a restaurant
near the temple that was used for many
political fund-raisers. “And he wanted
to do an Asian rally, too. John is very am-
bitious. He said the President or the V.-P.
always goes to black or Jewish events,
but never Asian. He thinks the temple is
an obvious place to do it, because you
don’t have anywhere else with enough
space. To me, I don't care one way or the
other, because I am out of politics at that
point.” In March of 1996, Hsia wrote to
Gore, “John Huang has asked me to help
with organizing a fund-raising lunch
event, with your anticipated presence,
on behalf of the local Chinese commu-
nity. After the lunch, we will attend a
rally at the Hsi Lai Temple.”

As the Los Angeles visit drew near,
the Vice-President’s staff realized
that he wouldn't have time to make it to
both the lunch and the rally. In any case,

advance sales for the fund-raiser had

been modest. So, in what turned out to
be a fateful decision, Huang and others
at the Democratic National Committee
cancelled the event at Harbor Village
and invited the paying guests to join the
larger crowd that was expected at the
temple. The rejiggering of Gore’s sched-
ule raised a question that has taken on
considerable importance. What, then,
was the event that ultimately took place
at the temple on April 29th—a fund-
raiser, a rally, or something else?

As far as Gore is concerned, there
seems little doubt that he regarded the
event as a rally, which was how it was de-
scribed in his briefing book for the day. In
his testimony earlier this year, Gore re-
membered his reaction after making his
speech to the cable executives. “The day
was so cram-packed that I did not have
a chance at the beginning of the day to
read completely through the briefing
memos for every event,” Gore said. “And
after I caught my breath from making
this speech . . . I flipped, took out my
notebook and flipped to the next event,
and my immediate impression was, good,
they finally, they were able to work out
this visit to the Hsi Lai temple; this cught
to be interesting. Little did T know.”

A videotape of the event supports
Gore’s assertion that it was not a fund-
raiser. Master Hsing Yuns greeting to
the Vice-President in 1996 closely re-
sembled his welcome to Gore in Tai-
wan in 1989: a band playing on a sun-
splashed plaza, a brief tour of the
compound, and then a procession to the
lunch. Maria Hsia, who had returned
from China only the day before, sat be-
tween the two men and translated. There
were no tickets to the lunch, money
was never discussed and none changed
hands, and most of the people in the
audience, of more than a hundred, had
never given money to the Democrats
and never would. (Only fifteen of the
guests who had paid to go to Huang’s
aborted restaurant fund-raiser, and who
contributed a total of around sixty thou-
sand dollars to the Democratic National
Committee, came to the temple.) The
people at Gore’s table included Don
Knabe, an elected Republican county
supervisor, and an unlikely guest at a
Democratic fund-raiser. Hsia recalled of
Gore, “He praised the food, asked what
each dish was. I remember he ate a lot.”

Gore delivered a brief speech about
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tolerance and diversity. (“We believe that
one reason so many people from other
nations often look to the United States
as a place where hope for the future of
the world is nourished is because of the
tolerance that is part of our reason for
existence,” Gore said.) Outwardly, then,
the event appeared to be a rally. But, as
with many issues that concern campaign
finance, it still raised legal questions,
as Hsia herself seems to have recognized
at the outset.

Hsia had spent most of the month
before the event in China, travelling
with an American lawyer who had asked
her help in obtaining permission to open
the first Outback Steak House on the
mainland. “John contacted me in China
and said, ‘Gore does not have time to do
two events, ~ Hsia told me. “He had sold
some of the tickets. Could he borrow the
cafeteria, to have those people at the tem-
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ple, too? I said, ‘O.K., let me speak to the
abbess.” So I called her and she said fine.”

Hisia insists that she was always aware
of potential legal problems surround-
ing the use of the temple for political
purposes. “I asked John, ‘Do you have to
get permission from the D.N.C. to do
this, because I know this is a religious
facility?’” she told me. “He said the legal
people had told him that since all the
politicians do events in the basements of
black churches they don't see any prob-
lem with the temple. So the two events
were combined.”

Whatever the precise nature of the
temple event, there definitely was fund-
raising going on around it—and it was
this activity that led to allegations that
Huang and Hsia had participated, in ef-
fect, in a laundering operation for for-
eign money. On April 30th, a day after
Gore left Los Angeles—for an event in

San Jose, which was clearly designated a
fund-raiser—Huang called Hsia and
said that he had hoped to come up with
some more money for the D.N.C. “He
said, T'm leaving tomorrow night on
the red-eye,” Hsia recalled. “ ‘Can you
call the temple and see if there are any
checks to be collected?’ I met John in the
waiting room of the temple the next
day.” In the waiting room, a temple offi-
cial gave an envelope to Hsia, who gave
it to Huang. There were checks in the
envelope totalling a hundred thousand
dollars, mostly from monks and nuns
who were later reimbursed by the temple
for their contributions. Hsia claims that
she didn't know what was inside the en-
velope; and, if there were checks, she
didn’t know who wrote them. She says
she told Master Hsing Yun that the
temple’s American lay members, known
as “devotees,” should become more po-
litically active, as campaign contributors,
among other things.

In the light of these activities by
Huang and Hsia, it is understandable
that Gore’s critics and political opponents
can describe the temple event as a “fund-
raiser.” Still, owing to the complexity of
the campaign-finance laws, it remains
unclear whether this kind of event would
have been unlawful. If the event was a
fund-raiser, though, it would have been
improper, because nonprofit institutions
are not allowed to make in-kind contri-
butions to political campaigns.

Then, there is the propriety of con-
tributions by the monastics—an aspect
of the case which has drawn the sharpest
criticism. George W. Bush said 1n a re-
cent speech, “It’s amazing that Vice-
President Gore is talking about cam-
paign funding when he’s the person
who went to a Buddhist temple to raise
money from people who made a vow of
poverty.” But, as Hsia knew from han-
dling immigration matters for the tem-
ple, the monastics took no such vows. “In
most religions, the minister or the priest
gets paid a salary and has his own pot of
money,” Hsia said. It has been otherwise
for Eastern religions, she added. “All the
monastics, they sell books, they have
money, they put their money into a pot
for the temple. They earn their money.
It’s culture and tradition. Each monastic
has a small checking account, but any
who need more money than that, they
go to the treasurer and ask for it. They
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don’t ever take a vow of poverty. That’s
Christianity. In Buddhism, the master
encourages people to do business, make
money. Some of the monastics, I know,
they have a lot of money.”

At the time, the temple event re-
ceived little public notice. Then, in the
final weeks before the 1996 election,
the first allegations were made of im-
proper fund-raising by the Clinton-
Gore campaign—including stories of
White House “coffees” for contributors
and overnights in the Lincoln bed-
room—and reporters began reéxamin-
ing Gore’s visit to the Hsi Lai temple.
Some journalists had help from an im-
portant inside source: Howard Hom.
Hsia’s estranged boyfriend and business
partner, who was not identified by name
in the stories, portrayed Hsia as an ag-
gressive and demanding fund-raiser
with little concern for legal niceties. The
stories drew on documents that Hom
had kept after he evicted Hsia from their
offices years earlier, but they failed to
note that Hom had an incentive to dis-
parage Hsia: they were still fighting in
court over the business. Shortly after the
1996 election, the Justice Department
announced that it would conduct a crim-
inal investigation of the temple event,
and the Senate Committee on Govern-
mental Affairs, chaired by Fred Thomp-
son, of Tennessee, announced public
hearings on what was becoming known
as “the China connection.”

rom the moment the campaign-
finance investigation began in ear-
nest, in early 1997, one political issue
was dominant: Would Janet Reno, the
Attorney General, ask for an indepen-
dent counsel to investigate Al Gore’s
role? Because Gore was certain to run for
President in 2000, the stakes were high.
Republicans said that Reno had an un-
tenable conflict of interest; Justice De-
partment officials responded that there
was insufficient proof of wrongdoing by
the Vice-President to warrant an inde-
pendent counsel, and asserted that they
could be trusted to investigate the scan-
dal. Although Hsia had little way of
knowing it at the time, this political
stalemate placed her in great jeopardy.
The Justice Department, which then
established the Campaign Financing
Task Force, quickly offered immunity to
several people affiliated with the tem-

86  THE NEW YORKER, SEPTEMBER 18, 2000

ple—but not to Maria Hsia. As some-
one who had an independent, if limited,
relationship with the Vice-President,
Hisia was an obvious target for prosecu-
tors, who wanted to show that the Justice
Department wasn't protecting Al Gore.

In the summer of 1997, Thompson
opened his hearings, and chose to make
the temple event the centerpiece, com-
plete with orange-robed nuns in a Capi-
tol hearing room. This put increased
pressure on the Justice Department to
act. Also around that time, the task force
opened a criminal tax investigation of
Hisia, threatening a tax prosecution on top
of the campaign-finance inquiry. Charles
La Bella, the head of the task force, was
a former organized-crime prosecutor, and
was employing the strategy that had
brought down Al Capone. “In light of all
this, it was clear that they expected Maria
to plead guilty and testify for them,”
Nancy Luque, Hsia's Washington-based
lawyer, told me. “But Maria refused to
plead guilty to wrongdoing.”

Bad as all this was for Hsia, there was
worse to come. On November 14,1997,
Bob Woodward, writing in the Wash-
ington Post, cited “senior U.S. govern-
ment sources,” with access to “electronic
surveillance,” who said that Maria Hsia
“was ‘doing the bidding’ of Beijing as a
Chinese agent.” (The charge was made
in the final report of the Thompson
committee, which said that “Hsia has
been an agent of the Chinese govern-
ment, that she has acted knowingly in
support of it, and that she has attempted
to conceal her relationship with the
Chinese government.”) The accusation
seems far-fetched. After all, Hsia was
born in Taiwan, maintained close ties
there, and came from a family that had
fled the Communist revolution on the
mainland. Master Hsing Yun is also
known as a strong anti-Communist. A
little-known family secret made the
charge even more difficult to believe:
Hsia’s grandfather had remained in
Shanghai when the rest of the family

22
o )

1 -l

immigrated to Taiwan. During the Cul-
tural Revolution, he had been tortured
and his legs had been amputated. The
government, though, did not see her role
in Cold War terms. “My feeling was it
wasn't ideological with her,” one govern-
ment nvestigator told me. “I see her
more as an opportunist.”

Luque demanded that the F.B.I.
allow Hsia to confront the charge, and
she was interviewed by agents. Accord-
ing to Luque, the interview focussed pri-
marily on some routine assistance that
Hsia had provided to an American citi-
zen who was stranded in France. “We
have to be fair to people and let them see
the evidence against them, but we also
have an obligation to the American peo-
ple to describe what went on in the last
election,” Senator Thompson told me,
adding that he had hoped the Adminis-
tration would have declassified the evi-
dence about Hsia. This most damaging
of charges has not been proved.

Hsia’s first trial, in Los Angeles, in the
spring of 1999, was the federal tax case,
in which she was charged with filing
false returns. The government alleged
that Hsia had underpaid her taxes by
about forty-five thousand dollars, an
amount that, in normal circumstances,
rarely gives rise to criminal charges. How-
ever, three prosecutors and several agents
from the task force in Washington flew
across the country to conduct the case.
The proceedings ended on June 7th, with
the jurors evenly split on some counts,
and most favoring acquittal on others.

he end of the tax case left the most

important allegation against Hsia
outstanding: had she used the monastics
and other straw contributors to launderil-
legal campaign contributions by the tem-
ple? This was a serious concern for the
government. “You have this foreign-based
entity pouring big money into one of our
campaigns,” the government investigator
said. “That was the real problem here.”
The prosecutors’ concerns were height-
ened because Hsia had solicited contri-
butions at three other fund-raising events,
in 1995 and 1996—two for the Clinton-
Gore campaign, and one for Representa-
tive Patrick Kennedy, of Rhode Island—
where the donors were reimbursed by the
temple or by individual contributors who
wanted to give beyond legal limits. (Hsia
denies that she knew the templc Was re-
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imbursing any contributors, and temple
spokespeople have asserted that the mo-
nastics were reimbursed with money
raised in America, not Taiwan.)

"The prosecutors did not charge Hsia
with violations of campaign-finance
law, because, it seems, there was so little
agreement on what the law provided.
Rather, the government alleged that Hsia
had caused false statements to be made to
the government in connection with the
fund-raising events. This was somewhat
odd, because Hsia had never made any
direct “statements” to the government;
she had passed the monastics’ checks
to John Huang, and he, in turn, passed
them on to the Democratic National
Committee, whose treasurer reported
them to the Federal Election Commis-
sion. According to the government’s
theory, Hsia had solicited contributions
knowing that the donors would be reim-
bursed by the temple. Thus, she could
be assumed to know that the D.N.C.
would report the names of the “conduit”
contributors, rather than the “actual”
contributors, to the government.

This attenuated theory of causation
has, at least in recent memory, never
been applied to any other individual, and
on September 10, 1998, Judge Paul
Friedman, of the federal district court in
Washington, threw out all the false-
statement counts against Hsia. The case,
Friedman wrote, was built on an “Alice-
in-Wonderland-like maze of logical
leaps and tangled inferences.” For a brief
moment, it appeared that Hsia’s legal or-
deal might be over.

The government, however, appealed
Judge Friedman's ruling, and, on May 18,
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1999, a three-judge panel of the Court
of Appeals in Washington reinstated the
case. The trial took place in Friedman’s
court during February of this year. There
were few surprises. After all, the facts of
the temple event remain largely undis-
puted: the monastics wrote the checks;
they were reimbursed by the temple; Hsia
passed the checks to Huang; and Huang
passed them on to the Democratic Na-
tional Committee. On March 2nd, Hsia
was convicted on all counts; Friedman
has put off sentencing until he can de-
cide on post-trial motions.

Campaigning that day for the up-
coming New York primary, Al Gore had
little to say. “The jury has rendered its
verdict,” he told reporters. “It’s a hard
day for her. She has been a friend and a
political supporter. But since this matter
is still in the courts I am not going to
comment on it further.” Arguably, if
Gore had said more about the Buddhist-
temple event during the previous four
years, he might have avoided some of
the trauma for Hsia, and for himself. He
might have said, for example, that he was
not ashamed of his appearance at the
temple, and that he was as proud to cam-
paign among Buddhists as he was to seek
the votes of Catholics, Jews, and Protes-
tants. Instead, Gore offered a series of
apologetic explanations, calling the event
“community outreach,” “finance-related,”
and “donor maintenance,” before finally
settling on “I made a mistake.”

Hsia told me that she bears Gore no
il will. “He shouldn't feel embarrassed or
ashamed of relating to the temple,” she
said. “He should feel very proud of him-
self. He has a vision of associating all
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“Myrna, I've always loved you in animal prints.”

the countries. 'm not surprised he chose
a Jewish Vice-President. He should
say, Look, this is no different from peo-
ple visiting the black churches or any
churches or a Jewish temple. There’s
nothing wrong. He didn't do anything
wrong. All politicians are cowards. But
they could be better cowards.”

he case remains inseparable from

the politics of the day. During a
hearing on June 21st, for example, Jeff
Sessions, a Republican senator from Al-
abama, had a telling exchange with Rob-
ert Conrad, Jr., the current head of the
Campaign Financing Task Force. Ses-
sions, after establishing that Hsia had
not been sentenced, said, “I would expect
that you would pursue vigorously the
sentencing phase of that case. Will you?”

“Yes, sir,” said Conrad.

“I would expect that you would treat
this like any other case, that unless the
defendant was prepared to testify fully
and completely, and provide informa-
tion that you can verify, that you would
not accept a recommendation of any
downward departure.”

Conrad assured the Senator that the
task force would not seek any leniency
for Hsia unless she provided “valuable”
information.

The hearing marked a fitting overture
to Maria Hsia’s final step in the legal pro-
cess: one of Gore’s political opponents
demanding, in effect, that Hsia receive a
stiff sentence—she faces a maximum of
twenty-five years in prison—unless she
incriminates the Vice-President. Elected
officials usually refrain from pressuring
prosecutors in individual cases; prosecu-
tors usually cut off inquiries like Ses-
sions’s from the start. But the colloquy
between the Senator and the prosecutor
provided a useful window into Hsia’s
case, which has been more about the
drama of politics than about the re-
quirements of law.

On the day that Gore arrived in town
to accept his party’s nomination, Hsia
projected an equanimity that she may
have lacked during her days as a go-getter.
As we prepared to leave Starbucks, she
said, as she had before, “I believe in
cause and effect. [ didn't do anything
wrong. I'm at peace. If I did something
not straight, I would go crazy. If 1 did
something bad, it would drive me crazy.
It’s very Buddhism. My heart is free.” ¢
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THE POLITICAL SCENE

CHANGING PLACES

Gore has fun. Bush has none.

BY JOE KLEIN

Oaif!y, this 15 the race Bush wanted: one where ﬂjrfe 15 1HOTE z'mpmmnr than substance.

n Labor Day morning, as a strong
wind pushed heavy clouds over the
Chicago suburb of Naperville, George W.
Bush and Dick Cheney bounded onto
an outdoor stage and were greeted en-
thusiastically by a perfectly picturesque
Midwestern crowd, which brandished
American flags, campaign posters, and
pompoms. There was a brass band play-
ing, and balloons framed the stage. The
candidates appeared to be performing
their assigned roles in this benign diorama
as well, smiling and waving and pointing
to individuals in the crowd and nodding
to each other, as if to say, “Isn't this great!”
What they actually were saying to
each other is now well known, since the
microphone was on. And, while some
have criticized Bush for choosing that
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moment to spot a 7ines reporter named
Adam Clymer in the crowd and refer to
him as a “major-league asshole,” and
others have celebrated his right to do so,
the import wasn't so much in the words
themselves as in the combination of
words and gestures. Bush appeared to be
doing one thing (enjoying the crowd)
while he was really doing the opposite
(slagging a reporter). The moment,
broadcast universally that night, was in-
delible. Not only did it confirm primor-
dial American fears about the true na-
ture of all politicians; it also demolished
the message that George W. Bush hoped
to be sending that day—that he was
different, straight-talking, plain-spoken.
“When we tell you something, we mean
it!” he told the Naperville crowd.

The Bush “gaffe” punctuated what
has become a mystifying turn in the
Presidential race: the Governor of Texas
seemns to have lost his way. After a nimble
spring and early summer, in which Bush
worked hard to reéstablish his credentials
as a more tolerable sort of Republican—
less harsh in his rhetoric and less extreme
in his policies than the Gingrich revolu-
tionaries—he was suddenly supplanted
on center stage by Al Gore, who made a
brilliant Vice-Presidential selection and
then managed not to appear a robotic
dolt while giving his acceptance speech at
the Democratic Convention (thus ex-
ceeding almost everyone’s expectations).
After aweek or two out of the spotlight,
Bush emerged, in late August, as if from
a cave—blinded by the light, stumbling,
and defensive. Lastweek, he slipped behind
Gore in some polls, and joked, “T may go
more Alpha male down the stretch.”

Labor Day is a lesser ritual in the
Presidential process, but a ceremony to be
carefully observed nonetheless: the media
throng gathers and lingers for a few days,
casting judgment; there is more news
about the candidates on the air, and so the
public 1s induced to take another peek. Al
Gore chose to bounce about the country
in a twenty-seven-hour workathon, visit-
ing people on the job in five different
cities—a hokey idea, but surprisingly ef-
fective, as so many of his recent activities
have been. Reporters were given baseball
caps from the “Survivor” television show
and "T-shirts to commemorate the mar-

athon. These bribes had their effect: there
was the sense that Gore, along with his
running mate, Joseph Lieberman, was
embarked on something adventurous—a
word seldom associated with him.

By contrast, Bush’s Labor Day perfor-
mance was dead lame. He made only two
appearances, and both were brief. There
was the Clymer moment and then, later,
avisit to a peach festival in Michigan. His
speeches were short and uninteresting;
indeed, they managed—in a mere fifteen
minutes each—to seem both obscure and
defensive. The obscure part was, remark-
ably, Bush’'s main message for the day: an
attempt to transform the usual bickering
over the ground rules for the Presidential
debates into a cosmic commentary about
Al Gore’s character. Bush argued that
Gore was reneging on his promise to de-
bate—that he couldn't be trusted—but
the details of the case were tactical and
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foolish: no one actually believes that
Gore, a carnivore at the lectern, doesn't
want to debate. Indeed, the inanity of
Bush’s quibble raised a larger question:
Given the Labor Day opportunity, didn't
he have anything better to talk about?
That appears to be something of a
problem. After Gore’s August emer-
gence, Bush’s “good” issues—educa-
tion, Social Security reform, military
preparedness—have seemed less com-
pelling than his not-so-good issues, like
the $1.3-trillion tax cut he had promised
early in the campaign (in order to thwart
the ridiculous taxophobe Steve Forbes).
Bush spent the last week in August
stumbling over billions and trillions, ina
desperate effort to explain his unwanted

. beneficence. And now, on Labor Day,

he unveiled a defensive and slightly pa-
tronizing new pitch. He pulled four dol-
lars from his pocket, representing the
projected surplus over the next ten years.
Two (trillion) would go to Social Se-
curity. One (trillion) would go to new
programs, like military spending and a
prescription-drug benefit for senuor citi-
zens. And one—here Bush actually gave
a dollar to an unsuspecting citizen—
would go back to the public, in the form
of tax cuts. Bush can get quite exercised
when making this point, and with good
reason: it remains the chief philosophical
difference between Democrats and Re-
publicans. The problem is that most peo-
ple aren’t entirely sure that the surplus
exists (and it may not, if the economy
falters). They are therefore reluctant to
take money that may prove nonexistent,
especially in a time of prosperity. By
contrast, Gore’s announcement last week
that he would set aside a three-hundred-
billion-dollar “rainy day” fund to get us

through bad times sounds reassuring.

he next day, Bush did better. He

gave a detailed, and praiseworthy,
speech in Allentown, Pennsylvania,
about Medicare reform. Speaking qui-
edy, and without tripping over his words,
he acknowledged that his party had been
wrong in opposing Medicare, and he
took a stand that was arguably more re-
sponsible than Al Gore’s unwavering
support for the current system, which
shovels vast amounts of unneeded gov-
ernment support to a relatively affluent
elderly population. (Bush agrees with the

bipartisan Breaux-Frist commission’s

recommendations for controlled health-
insurance competition, a system favored
by most “new” Democrats.) But this was
a defensive act, too: Gore had been ham-
mering Bush for not having a position on
a prescription-drug benefit. Now he has
one, but the issue 1s sufficiently compli-
cated that no one will ever understand
the differences between the candidates,
which, indeed, seems the fate of most 1s-
sues in the coming campaign: with only a
few exceptions, like Bush’s unfortunate
tax cut, they are either too complicated or
too peripheral to matter very much.

In fact, this is the race that Bush was
hoping for: one where style is more im-
portant than substance. The Repub-
lican campaign has been built on the
assumption that Al Gore was too aggres-
sive and partisan—too charmless, too
blatantly marketed—to be tolerated in
a quiet time. The assumption seemed
plausible, and it may still work to Bush’s
advantage, especially in the debates, but
Gore will have to codperate.

ore’s transformation 1s, in a way,
more surprising than Bush’s. The
selection of Lieberman had a lot to do
with it—it seemed to change the me-
tabolism of the Vice-President’s cam-
paign. Ever since, Gore has been moving
faster. He dashed through his accep-
tance speech, which was the best thing
about it. He dashes along rope lines,
slapping hands; dashes to the podium
for a speech. Almost every day, there are
pictures of Gore running somewhere.
(Bush’s selection of Dick Cheney—an
ancient vizier whose lugubrious presence
only reinforces his partner’s juniority—
seems to have had the opposite effect.)
After two days of dragging along with
Bush and Cheney, I found Joe Lieber-
man at the Harley-Davidson motorcycle
factory in Kansas City. He was still tired
after the Labor Day marathon, but there
was an exhilarating freshness to the spec-
tacle of a pale, slight man from Con-
necticut, who looks more like an ortho-
dontist than like a potential President,
moving along the assembly line sur-
rounded by hulking, tattooed, ponytailed
Harley workers, many of whom seemed
refugees from a recent bar fight. “I must
say, Lieberman told them, radiating a
joy so pure that it could not be feigned,
“this group has the strongest handshakes
that I've met anywhere in America.” ¢
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1 This never happened.

5  Schrédinger’s dog.

Half of zero.
Astitchin___ saves eight.
Discredited alchemist.
Book: The .

Nonsense word.

She was never President.
Overhyped dot-com.

Chevy Chase flop.

Ugliest fruit.

Woody flick set in N.Y.C.
Lincoln: “I love ?

Bald N.B.A.er.

Obsolete computer language.
Better not write this one 1n ink.
Bee's remorse.

Earhart’s grave.

Opposite of red.

Not “gnu.”

Famously foulmouthed Canadian.
Gandhi punched him.
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Real Captain of Pequod.

Famous first words.

Frost poem about “bumpin’

uglies.”

He died in Second World War.

‘TV’s crime-fighting slug.

John

Common crossword mistake.

Tarnished child star.

Patron saint of zombies.

Yoko (not “Ono”).

Feed a cold, starve a fever,
hookworm.

It’s immune to gravity.

The aunt of invention.

Harpo quote.

Sixteenth sense.

Slept with Warren Beatty.

“Sayonai‘a” in dolphin.

Sec. of State, 1836-42, dog.

2+2 DOESN'Tequal . . .

Military acronym.

What happens after you die.

“The next Beatles.”

Jesus Christ’s daughter.

Long-running anarchist sitcom. 4
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LETTER FROM SYDNEY

GAME PLAN

Australians go for the gold in Olympics bashing.

BY SUSAN ORLEAN

illie, a spiny anteater with Betty

Boop eyes, is the homeliest of
the Olympic mascots and also the least
athletic. I went to see a real Millie the
other day at Sydney’s Taronga Zoo and
waited an hour for it to exert itself—to
run or walk or do rhythmic gymnastics
or even to lap up an army of ants with
its tongue, which is what spiny ant-
eaters do best, even though ant lap-
ping is not yet a recognized Olympic
sport—but this Millie wasn’t moving.
The Summer Olympics were only a
few weeks away, but it was still sharply
cold in Sydney, and most of the animals
at the zoo had their noses tucked under
their tails and their backs to the snappy
wind. Even in the finest weather, though,
spiny anteaters (or echidnas, as they are
properly known), are clumsy-looking
mammals the size of bowling balls,

who toddle around like little drunks
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and roll up, spines bristling, when they
get upset. They are not what you would
call “sporty.” The other two official
Olympic mascots, Syd the platypus and
Olly the kookaburra, are much more
athletic than Millie but just as peculiar.
Kookaburras are small, husky king-
fishers that laugh hysterically at abso-
lutely anything. Platypuses, with their
big beaks, furry bodies, flat tails, and
webbed feet, look like what mothers al-
ways warn you will happen if you buy
separates rather than a nice outfit. How-
ever un-Olympian Millie, Syd, and
Olly may be, they are plastered all over
Sydney in what has been described as
the biggest Olympics marketing effort
in history; you cannot walk down a
Sydney street without encountering an
Olly stationery set, a Syd bumbag, a
Millie sun visor, or a sheet of stickers
showing Olly playing basketball, Syd

swinging a bat, and Millie—sluggish,
nearly immobile Millie—gaily tapping
a Ping-Pong ball. “I'm a typical Aus-
tralian,” Millie says, in a children’s book
explaining her Olympic career move.
“I'm tough, clever and occasionally a
bit spiky. I'm an expert at my chosen oc-
cupation, namely digging, and I really
like my food.”

Everyone I met in Australia seemed
awfully cranky about the Olympics.
Maybe sour moods are typical in cities
about to host events that are expensive
and complicated and guaranteed to
tangle traffic for weeks, but Austra-
lians seem to have brought cynicism to
record-breaking new heights. One of
the few things anyone raved about to
me was the fact that Air New Zealand
was offering a special, all-time-low
round-trip airfare out of Australia dur-
ing the two weeks of the Games. An-
other was an acidly satirical televi-
sion series called “The Games,” about
the machinations of the local Olympic
committee. Otherwise, attitudes seemed
to span the range from indifference to
despair. This summer, a new Web site,
www.silly2000.com, was launched to
further skewer Sydney 2000; its motto
is “Keeping You Sane Through the

Games,” and the site includes a count-
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Syd the platypus, Millie the spiny anteater; and Olly the kookaburra: you can't go anywhere without meeting the Olympic mascots.



ROBERT RISKO

down to the end of the Olympics and
mock stories on equestrian hooligan-
ism and where to buy guns and fast
food in Sydney.

I had arrived in Australia expect-
ing—dreading, actually—Olympic de-
lirium, since Australians are usually
portrayed as unironic enthusiasts. Once
I got over my surprise at their cynicism,
though, it struck me as perfectly ap-
propriate; this 1s, after all, a post-Salt-
Lake-City-scandals Olympics. What

was going around was a distaste for |
the local Olympic Committee, antip- |

athy toward the corporate nature of
the Games, annoyance at the logistics
of the thing, and a bit of anticipatory
defensiveness about whether Sydney
can actually pull it off. “We're probably
going to be reading a lot of nasty stories
about Sydney now,” a talk-show host
said to me, sighing heavily. Nasty stories
about Sydney, one of the most beau-
tiful, pleasant cities on the planet? “Ha-
ha,” I answered, assuming he was kid-
ding. He sighed again and said, “Well,
I guess we have it coming.” (There
have, it seems, been goof-ups. The
Sydney medals, for example, appear to
depict the Colosseurn in Rome rather
than the Parthenon in Greece, the
birthplace of the Games. “The Aus-
tralians,” snifted Avriani, a Greek daily,
“have confused a sports arena with a
public execution arena.”) Even children
in Australia are being inoculated against
Olympic fever. 1 figured that Kokey
Koala, the main character in “Kokey
Koala and the Bush Olympics,” would
embody heroics and prowess, until I
turned the book over and read, “Watch
Kokey's disasters as he participates in
the Bush Olympics.”

The general grumpiness about the
event meant that it was still possible,
four weeks before the opening cere-
monies, to get tickets to just about any-

tralian postal workers went on strike, as
they were threatening to do, and re-
fused to deliver any Olympic tickets
unless they got a special bonus. (Sydney
hotel workers, keeping pace with the
post office, staged a walkout for an
Olympic bonus as well.) “We were glad
- when we got it, so let’s get into it!” one
radio campaign scolded.

My first night in Sydney, 1 flipped

on the television and saw a commercial
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GREGORY

Ut cuts air rvesistance.”

that showed an elderly man sitting in a
stark white room, mournfully talking
into the camera. At first, I thought it
was one of those public-service ads
urging you to wear seat belts or quit
smoking, because the man looked so de-
pressed. “No, I didn’t go to the Olym-
pics in '56,” he was saying, referring
to the last time Australia hosted the
Games, in Melbourne. And, he went
on, his life had been a welter of regret
ever since. “Rarely do you get a second
chance in a lifetime,” he said. “Why
would you pass up that opportunity?”
Which of course meant, “You will
never, ever outlive the remorse and sor-
row that I guarantee you if you don't at
least go to a water-polo match or some-
thing.” Maybe the ads will work eventu-
ally, but, for the moment, the Sydney
Morning Herald’s “Holiday Accommo-
dation” classified section still listed
apartments far from Sydney, under the
headline “Escape the Olympics!”

hen it comes to Olympians
rather than Olympics, everyone
cheers up. There were billboards all over

' town featuring Cathy Freeman, the

Aborigine runner who won a silver
medal in Atlanta, and daily reports on
Ian Thorpe, the seventeen-year-old
swimmer, nicknamed Thorpedo, whose
stupendous foot size is a matter of na-
tional pride. As cool as they are about
the Olympics, Australians are mad
about sports. They surf and swim and
golf and ride and sail, and they play
tennis and cricket and soccer, and they
totally worship “footy”—Australian
Rules football, a rugbylike concoction
derived from an Aborigine game called
marngrook. “Sport is a prime metaphor
for Australian life,” the art critic and
historian Robert Hughes writes in the
Sydney Games official souvenir pro-
gram—which 1s called, inventively
enough, “Official Souvenir Program™—
“and because of it, many of our heroes
(we don’t have a lot) are sportsmen
and women.” In fact, six of the ferries to
the Olympic venue in Homebush are
named in honor of Australian Olympic
athletes. Another hero might have been
Richard Kevan Gosper, a working-class
Sydneysider who won first place in the
440-yard sprint, in the 1954 Common-
wealth Games; a silver medal in track,



at the 1956 Melbourne Olympics; and
a place on the Australian team in the
1960 Olympics, in Rome. Might have
been, that is, if Gosper—now the most
senior Australian Olympic official—
hadn't queered his reputation by taking
an eighteen-thousand-dollar ski vaca-
tion in Salt Lake City, in 1993, a po-
tential violation of International Olym-
pic Committee rules. (He was finally
cleared of any wrongdoing after five
months of investigation.) Then, to for-
ever insure his lack of popularity in
Australia, he allowed his daughter So-
phie to accept an invitation to be the
first Australian in the torch relay, bump-
ing a young girl who had originally been
chosen for the spot. Sydney’s Daily
Telegraph suggested that Gosper’s name
was actually an acronym for Greedy
Obstinate Selfish Pompous Egotisti-
cal Reptile.

Except for the Sophie Gosper inci-
dent, the torch relay has been one of the
happiest parts of the proceedings. As
the torch has been circling the country,

newspapers have been publishing maps |

showing its route, along with lists of the
names of the various runners, most of
whom are ordinary blokes, minor ath-
letic heroes, community standouts, and
kids. But even the relay has had snarls.
Some joker tried to douse the torch with
a fire extinguisher, and smart-alecks

have been lighting cigarettes from it. |

One town, Tingha, was so offended by
being bypassed that its citizens con-
spired to pinch some of the flame with a
homemade torch. Another town, Nim-
bin, in northern New South Wales, felt
that it was deliberately left off the route
because of its notoriety as a marijuana
center and the fear that there would be
too much enthusiasm for lighting joints
from the Olympic torch. The manager
of alocal backpackers' hotel was quoted
as saying, “The hemp Olympics come
here, not the flame ones.”

n my last day in Sydney, I went to

Olympic Park, in Homebush Bay,
about fifteen miles west of the center of
the city. From downtown, the easiest
way to Homebush is by RiverCat, along
ferryboat that slips noiselessly from Cir-
cular Quay, beside the white half-shell
of the Sydney Opera House, down the
Parramatta River to Gladesville and
Chiswick and Darling Harbour and
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bush. The banks of the river are ragged,
with long grooves and deep coves and
jigsawed 1nlets and bays. Homebush is
on a chunk of low, flat land shaped like
the head of a golden retriever. The area

A SPECIAL OFFER FOR NEW YORKER READERS Kissios Pt unidl everituallis to Hloine-

" has had an inglorious past. Besides

being the site of a former racetrack,
Homebush consisted of a drab col-
lection of suburban bungalows, brick
factories, and railroad tracks. For forty
years, Homebush Bay and the sur-
rounding wetlands were used as a dump
for domestic garbage, construction de-
bris, and commercial waste, including
petroleum, tar sludge, asbestos, heavy
metals, and dioxins. So much waste was
deposited that the landscape was per-
manently redrawn. The area was con-
sidered, in the most generous terms,
“highly degraded.” After six years and a
hundred and thirty-seven million dol-
lars, 1t 1s now a green, or at least green-
1sh, mostly man-made landscape called
Millennium Parklands, replanted with
native grasses and casuarina trees, and
pocked with twenty-two man-made
ponds. Even the most ornery of Aus-

| tralians would have to agree that this

aspect of hosting the Olympics has

been a success.

Most of the thirty-two Sydney Olym-

- pic venues are clustered at Millennium

Parklands, including the two-hundred-
million-dollar SuperDome, the Aqua-
tic Centre, the Olympic Stadium, the
Tennis Centre, the Baseball Stadium,
Archery Park, and McDonald’s Cen-
tral. The Olympic site is such a specta-
cle that it has been swarmed by visitors
who wanted to see the largest Olympic
stadium in history (StadiumAustralia,
which seats a hundred and ten thou-
sand). By the time I got to Sydney, some
of the athletes had arrived, and the site
was 1n pre-Games security lockdown.
Though it was no longer possible to
tour the facilities, my Olympic Explorer
bus, which met the ferry, was nearly
full; the passengers were mostly Italian
and Japanese.

The bus driver was a middle-aged

" Australian with a craggy face and a

bush hat covered with pins and in-
signia. Even he had succumbed to the
prevailing cynicism. “We'll get the pro-
paganda over with first,” he announced,
and proceeded to give the precooked
description of the place. The passen-



gers pushed toward the windows to
take pictures of Olympic Boulevard,
and Pavilions 2, 3, and 4, and Boral
Olympic Dream Parkway, and Kronos
Hill—a garbage mountain now capped
and replanted and hemmed in with re-
taining walls. Everything was bright
and clean and beautiful, and had the
unnaturally gentle undulations of a
landfill. As we passed the Homebush
Bay Novotel, the bus driver said it was
a fine hotel offering every comfort.
“The only thing you won't see at the
Novotel are Olympic officials,” he said.
“That’s because it’s only a four-star
hotel. Olympic officials are only will-
ing to stay at five-star hotels.” The pas-
sengers tittered and put their cameras
down. The bus driver chuckled and
added, “They couldn’t handle a four-
star hotel, poor dears.”

Some of the Olympic venues are
outside Millennium Parklands. The
equestrian events, for instance, will take
place west of downtown at something
called, remarkably enough, Horsley
Park. Beach volleyball will be held at
Bondi Beach, a choice that many Aus-
tralians have found remarkable for
other reasons. Bondi 1s not the prettiest
beach in Australia, but it’s probably the

best loved—as familiar and iconic to

Sydney residents as, say, Central Park |

is to New Yorkers. One of the closest
beaches to downtown, it is a horseshoe
of tan sand southeast of the harbor,ina
hilly neighborhood of kabob shops and
stores selling spotty-dog ice cream and
Roxy bikinis and deep-fried coconut-
battered Mars bars. Bondi has one of
the oldest life-saving clubs in Australia
and one of the oldest surf cultures.
Board shorts and rash-guard shirts with
“Bondi Beach” insignia sell like crazy,
and most tourists to Sydney ride three
stops on the Illawarra Line subway to
look at the legendary waves.

There 1s no ballplaying allowed at
Bondi Beach. When it was announced,
two years ago, that the Olympic beach-
volleyball competition would take place
at Bondji, and that a stadium would be
built to accommodate it, reaction in the
neighborhood was immediate. A Stop
the Stadium movement was launched,
led by a group called Bondi Olympic
Woatch, which collected thousands of
signatures on petitions opposing the sta-
dium. Nevertheless, the stadium went
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up. The anti-beach-volleyball groups
kept complaining. “Bondi Olympic Sta-
dium Turns Into a Dollar Dumper,” one

| fiyer raged. “The Olympic beach volley-

ball stadium has turned the centre of
our world famous beach into what looks
like a giant scaffold site and is gobbling
up millions of tax payers’ dollars. Orig-
inally costed at $13 million, this piece of
ugliness has become the unspoken
nightmare of the Olympic Coordina-
tion Authority.”

The stadium 1s a gigantic tangle of
risers and bleachers and fencing moored
on some three hundred pylons sunk into
the sand. Supposedly, it will be pulled
down as soon as the Olympics are over,
and Bondi Beach will be back to nor-
mal, but many people I spoke to suspect
that they’ll be stuck with it forever, and
others referred to a study alleging that if
the pylons are removed, they will raise
polluted soil to the beach surface. I
spent my afternoon at Bondi walking
around the stadium, reading the “Fuck
the Olympics” graffiti and peeking
through the fence to get a look. Anyone
who really wants to see the inside will
have no trouble once the Games begin,

because at last count tens of thousands
of beach-volleyball tickets remained
unsold. In Martin Smith’s Bookshop,
just oft Campbell Parade, I picked up
a sticker that said, “Keep Taking Your
Medication. Our Olympic Visitors Must
Suspect Nothing,” and considered buy-
ing a T-shirt with a mock 1.O.C. logo
that said “Idiots Organizing Chaos”
rather than “International Olympic
Committee” and had five lemons ar-
ranged like the five Olympic rings.
“There’s a lot of bad odor about the
Olympics,” Martin Smith told me. “I'm
just disillusioned. I'd like to not be here at
all. Instead, I'm leaving for Spain half-
way through.” A customer, overhearing
him, came over and said angrily, “Not
all of us feel that way. I live here, too,
and I'm very proud to share the beach
with the world for a few weeks.” I was
surprised that the store owners in the
area weren't more enthusiastic, since the
event will probably bring thousands of
visitors who might shop around. “People
who come for an event like that don't
go shopping,” Lee Ross, the owner of
Parade Music, explained. “They come
for the event and they leave. It's a myth

‘He said it will be hot and muggy early in the

week, with a shight chance of showers.”
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that it will be good for the stores. It
won't help my business to have a bunch
of idiots in G-strings lobbing around.”

thought that the most outrageous thing

about the Sydney Olympics would be
its colossal merchandising campaign—a
projected billion dollars’worth, the biggest
in Olympic history, protected by a revo-
lutionary anti-counterfeiting device pat-
terned on DNA taken from the hair of an
unnamed Olympic athlete. But that was
trumped by the announcement, made a
few days before I left Australia, that a float
featuring a dozen or so drag queens would
appear in the closing ceremonies. Accord-
ing to published reports, Mitzi Macin-
tosh, Portia Turbo, Chelsea Bun, Trudi
Valentine, and Vanessa Wagner—a few of
Sydney’s most glamorous transvestites—
will “frock up in Priscilla, Queen of the
Desert outfits” as part of a celebration of
Australian culture. One newspaper re-
ported that “bitchy comments about
who will have the most expensive cos-
tume and how some allegedly unreliable

drag queens have missed out are also fly-
ing about. . . . But there are hopes that a
group of ‘muscle marys—or well-toned
men—may perform alongside them.”

Suddenly, the public debate left the
question of whether Cathy Freeman
should be allowed to carry an Aboriginal
flag and whether members of Parliament
were right to accept expensive tickets
from corporate sponsors, and picked up
the drag-queen controversy. The letters
columns of Sydney’s newspapers were
swamped: “The billions watching the
ceremony on worldwide TV will no
doubt be left with the enduring memory,
not of our champion athletes, but of ab-
normal men prancing round in atrocious
feathers and frocks.” “Sydney, the City of
Sleaze. Well, it does have a certain al-
literative quality.” “After observing the
tasteless self-serving arrogance of the rul-
ing AOC/IOC aristocracy, 1 conclude
that even a bunch of drag queens would,
by comparison, provide a classier act.”
“That boofy bronzed [ Australian| macho
sort of thing is fearfully passé. Although,

to tell the aa-bsolute truth, there are some
people 1 know who wouldn’t mind a
boofy bronzed [ Australian], if only they
could lay their hands on one. What bhss!”

The drag queens had signed confiden-
tiality agreements, so they werent talking,
but as I left Australia the people of Syd-
ney definitely were, and I suspect the de-
bate over the opening ceremonies, the
closing ceremonies, the mascots, the
venues, the disfiguring of Bondi Beach,
the ticket prices, the ticket delivery, the
traffic, the price hikes, and, of course, the
judging of the events, will continue until
the torch is passed. Certainly, that debate
is already a little more trenchant and a lit-
tle more cantankerous than I had antici-
pated. My favorite souvenir—besides my
Millie the Spiny Anteater stickers—was a
letter addressing the drag-queen issue
with what I had come to understand was
classic Australian reasoning. “Transvestites
and poofters at the Olympic Games to 1l-
lustrate the Australian sporting culture?”
the writer asked. “Why not add a few pros-
titutes to give their sport some quality?” ¢
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ANNALS OF APPEARANCES

HOT FLASHES

Why Mario Téstino is the photographer of the moment.

BY IAN PARKER

ario Testino, the Peruvian fashion
photographer, finds many things
incredible and many other things amaz-
ing (“A! May! Zing!”). But mostly he
loves things, and he loves them with a
long, open “0”: he lorves them. At differ-
ent times in recent weeks, Testino told
me how much he loves Rio de Janeiro,
Los Angeles, Naples, “the horizontal po-
sition,” algebra, Latin pop music, navy-
blue short-sleeved shirts, Gisele Biind-
chen, Kate Moss, fashion, fashion
photography, fashion shows, glamour,
beauty, parties, ideas, life, people, and
onions. Recently, Testino ordered a ham-
burger with extra onions, pronouncing
the word ornions. “Please,” he said.
“Onions. Like five portions of onions. So
many onions. Onions, onions, onions.”
The first time I saw Testino take a
photograph, 1 began to see how this
boundless eagerness might serve a stra-
tegic purpose, and might be linked to
the pressing need for Testino felt in the
fashion-and-celebrity business. He was
at a party that was being held around
a large swimming pool at a hotel in
Monte Carlo, where Italian Fogue was
celebrating the eightieth birthday of
Helmut Newton. Boy George was the
d.j., and at one point the designers John
Galliano and Alexander McQueen—
apparently disappointed that real life
does not have the exact texture of a
fashion photograph—dived into the
swimming pool fully dressed, and broke
the surface shrieking and gasping for
cameras. Meanwhile, Testino, who was
wearing a navy suit and a black shirt,
moved through the crowd with his
shoulders back and his palms flapping
upward, as if idly tossing a beanbag
from hand to hand. He is forty-five
years old, tall and tanned, and with his
big, bright teeth he bears a vague re-
semblance to Garry Shandling. He
was carrying two little Contax cam-
eras, one attached to each wrist, and
as the party warmed up he began to

dance and photograph at the same
time—raising each camera in turn,
with his elbows pushed out, as if doing
a nineteen-fifties miming dance that
never took off. “Work it!” he cried.
“Work 1t! Work it! Work it!”

Indoors, in an atmosphere of high se-
riousness, the designer Karl Lagerfeld
was playing the role of the evening’s offi-
cial portraitist. A makeshift studio had
been set up, and celebrity guests were
posing under hot lights. Lagerfeld, heavy
and regal, sat behind his camera, fanning



himself. Outside, Testino was grinning
and snapping. He danced up to the pho-
tographer David Bailey, who was sitting
with his wife by the pool, and who
looked as if he had not smiled in a hun-
dred years. He is probably not Testino’s
greatest admirer. (“His work,” he said to
me later, watching his words, “is kind of
fresh, and sort of instant, which is what

people want now.”) But when Testino
asked him to pose with his wife he
obliged, and Testino cried “Wow!,”
which was more than the moment re-
quired. Bailey smiled.

This, I saw, is the Testino trick. He
is not insincere, and he’s not exactly
camp. He’s hammy: he crosses a line
into a kind of hypnotic absurdity. Be-
cause he sits at fashion’s high table, he
lives on a diet that’s rich in rhapsody.

He enjoys an endless summer of his
own making—he works every day, and
likes to work in sunlight, so he follows
fine weather around the globe—and
he exists in a microclimate of perpet-
ual flattery. He is flattered, and he
flatters in return. But he will not be
out-flattered. He takes everyday fash-
ion-industry hyperbole—*“You look

amazing —and he whips it into a
supercharged, wide-eyed, theatrical
confection: “A! May! Zing!” With de-
liberate self-mockery, he acts like a
Latin maitre d’ in a Marx Brothers
movie, and this charms people—Prin-
cess Diana, Madonna, and a thou-
sand models—and things can now
begin to arrange themselves into a
Mario Testino photograph, into the
loose-limbed and playfully sexual pic-

tures that his clients crave, pictures that
we might have taken ourselves, at the
beach or at a party, if only our lives
were utterly different.

‘Wﬁ depend on Mario,” Justine Pi-
cardie, the features director of
British Fogue, told me. “He can take a
picture of a model and give us the illusion
of reality—make the model look fresh
and spontaneous and real. But what's also
important is that Mario can take a pic-
ture of a celebrity and make her look like
a model. Which is quite hard. Because a
model’s there as a model. She’s six feet tall
and a hundred and five pounds and eigh-
teen years old. How old are the Holly-
wood actresses? How old’s Meg Ryan?
Or Rene Russo? I'll be pitching British
Vogue to a Hollywood agent, and I'll say,
‘We really want to do So-and-
So,’ and they’ll say, ‘Oh, sure, yeah—not
very interested—and I'll say, ‘And Mario
might be available, and, oh, suddenly ev-
erything changes.”

Earlier this year, Testino hit a rare
snag, when Tom Ford, the creative di-
rector of Gucci—the fashion name
with which he has been most closely
associated—rejected his latest photo-
graphs for an ad campaign, and asked
another, younger photographer to re-
place him. According to Testino, the
rejection came after he had told Ford
that the fall, 2000, campaign would
be his last one for Gucci. He wanted
to move on. Ford has said, simply, “I
think maybe we got too comfortable
with each other.” But if this 1s the be-
ginning of the end of Testino’s career it
doesn’t look that way. In a four- or five-
week period this summer, Testino shot
dozens of fashion pages for Ameri-
can Vogue, W, L'Uomo Vogue, V, and The
Face; he did covers for Japanese Pogue,
Brazilian Vaogue, and Vanity Fair; and
he photographed twenty pages of Hol-
lywood portraits for British Vogue and,
for the same magazine, a cover featur-
ing the British pop star Robbie Wil-
liams with Gisele Biindchen, the Bra-
zilian supermodel, whom Testino more
or less discovered. He guest-edited
the forthcoming “Man” issue of the
fearlessly expensive New York fash-
ion and art magazine Visionaire. He
took portraits of Princess Michael of

Testino (above), photographed by Sean Ellis, and two of his fashion pictures. ‘I act by instinct,” Testino says. 1 do, and then 1 think.”
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Kent and the Duke of Kent, for a fu-
ture exhibition at the National Por-
trait Gallery, in London. He worked
on two forthcoming books of his non-
tashion photographs. He photographed
an advertising campaign for Dolce &
Gabbana’s perfume, D & G, and one
for Ralph Lauren, and during a three-
day shoot in California he played a
key role in updating the image of the
Tommy Hilfiger brand (just as he'd pre-
viously helped update Gucci, Burberry,
and Missoni).

In the middle of this schedule, he
flew to Italy for a week to photograph
twelve leading models for the limited-
edition and artfully titillating calendar

. with which the Pirelli tire company

raises its media profile every year. (The
Pirelli commission is a prestigious one,

| and in the past five years it has been ac-

cepted by Peter Lindbergh, Richard
Avedon, Bruce Weber, Herb Ritts, and
Annie Leibovitz.) A couple of days be-
fore the Pirelli shoot began, I met
Testino on the rooftop terrace of his
hotel in Naples, where he was eating
breakfast in painfully bright sunshine.
There was a view of Vesuvius, and of
container ships moving slowly in the
bay. Testino was wearing shorts, a short-
sleeved shirt, and Birkenstock sandals—
his unchanging daytime wardrobe—
and he was making self-deprecating
observations about his body shape. “I'm
in the sun all the time, with incredible-
looking people around me,” he was
saying. “And there I go: me and my
stomach.” But he seemed profoundly
content. He is known to like comfort—
luxury hotels, first-class airline seats,
and driving down Sunset Boulevard
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" in a convertible with the music turned

way up. This is fortunate; he can pho-

- tograph the high life without irony.

“He's interested in the kind of peo-
ple who wear the clothes he photo-
graphs,” Anna Wintour, the editor-in-
chief of American Vogue, says. “It’s a
perfect match.”

Testino made an impassioned order
of cappuccinos, and then talked about
his childhood, speaking in English that
is comfortably idiomatic but heavily
accented (and widely imitated by his

- colleagues, who even imitate his com-
- plaints about the imitations: “Quite

beetchy. Quite beetchy, actually”). He was
born in 1954, one of six children, and
he grew up in a fashionable residen-
tial neighborhood of Lima, Peru. His
mother is of Spanish and Irish descent;
his father was the son of Italian immi-
grants. Testino went to an English-
speaking school, and for a while he

had ambitions to become a priest. He

- was a quiet, bright boy, and particularly
- adept at mathematics. But as a young

teen-ager he was unpopular, and he
telt excluded from the more glamorous
circles of Peruvian youth—a condition
that may have had something to do with
his wardrobe, which had begun to fill
with alarming fluorescent, brocaded,
and terry-cloth garments. At the age of
sixteen, he was rescued from the so-
cial margins by two sophisticated older
girls who let him into their world.
“They dressed incredibly, and they par-
tied late, and they were in control,” he
said. To Testino—who would prefer not
to be identified as anything quite so
categorical as gay—those girls continue
to represent an ideal of womanly chic.
He said that now when he looks for new
models—he sees about two hundred a
month, each one for less than a min-
ute—he is always trying to rediscover
his teen-age rescuers. Three years ago,
Gisele Biindchen came to see him in

- New York, and he was struck by her vi-

vacity. “When you really look at her,
she’s not your classic beauty. Her eyes
are a bit small, her nose is a bit big.
She’s a pretty girl—I'm not saying she’s
ugly—and she has an unbelievable body.
But wherever you see her you feel like
she’s having more fun than anybody else
in that room.”

The sixteen-year-old Testino—now

officially cool—joined a party that lasted

about seven years. “We had a military
government, and everything was up-
side down,” he said. “We had curfews.
We just partied the whole night, and at
five o'clock wed go home.” This life was
underwritten by sympathetic parents,
and was barely disturbed by his adven-
tures in further education: he began an
economics degree, then a law degree,
then, in San Diego, a course in interna-
tional relations. In 1976, he moved to
London and dyed his hair pink. When
Peruvian inflation threatened his al-
lowance from home, he took a job as a
waiter. He was a “useless” waiter, he said,
because he had a phobia about getting
his hands dirty. An alternative career
suggested itself: Testino had once taken
a brief photography course, and now,
in 1980, he began to take pictures pro-
fessionally. Everyone in British fash-
1on at the time remembers Testino in his
supplicant phase, carrying his portfolio
around and smiling impishly in maga-
zine reception rooms, “He was afways
there,” one contemporary says. Accord-
ing to Hamish Bowles, an old friend
of Testino’s who is now the European
editor-at-large of American Vogue,
“From the very beginning, Mario had a
very intuitive sense of fashion. People
assume it goes with the territory, but it
often doesn't. In fact, it’s extremely rare.”
By the mid-eighties, Testino had made
a name for himself in Europe with pho-
tographs that Alexandra Shulman, the
editor of British Vogue, describes as “very
camp and rather rigid.” Enthralled by
English country-house bohemianism,
he made elaborate set pieces, involving
teacups and Chihuahuas.

“1 would go shopping for second-
hand clothes,” Testino said, pulling a
disgusted face. “And T would hate the
smell of the shop. I was born and raised
in South America. I like a sexy girl
dressed in a sexy outfit and done up.
And the English like an undone girl
in her grandmother’s clothes. There’s a

f‘\i




difference. For ten years, I tried to do
Diana Cooper and Cecil Beaton’s im-
ages. But I wasn’t Cecil Beaton, and
I didn’t know Diana Cooper.”

ater that morning, Testino was

driven around Naples to look at lo-
cations that his assistants had scouted
for the Pirelli shoot: the sixteenth-
century Palazzo d’Avalos; and a vast
room underneath the Galleria Umberto
I, once a night club, now full of pic-
turesque junk, including billiard ta-
bles covered with heaps of dusty coat
hangers. Testino did a lot of hand-
shaking, exclaimed, “So chic!,” and, be-
tween stops, talked on his hands-free
cell phone, somehow managing to make
insistence sound playful: “Call the agent,
and say that I've never photographed
anyone in a negative way.” He laughed.
“This is a sophisticated, artistic thing.
They'll be more like celebrities, not just
models.” Meanwhile, Thomas Nutz,
Testino’s easygoing chief assistant, took
pictures through the window of bus

Living proof that
genetic traits can
skip a generation.
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passengers and pedestrians. I could
imagine his collection: thousands of
photographs taken from luxury rental
cars in sunny cities.

For lunch, a long table had been
booked at a waterside restaurant. Mem-
bers of Testino’s entourage were flying
in from New York and London and
Paris. (Testino does not skimp on col-
laborators. There were fifty names on
the Pirelli call sheet, excluding a stout
Neapolitan policeman who, according
to unwritten regulations, would be at
the shoot to keep a close eye on any
international model taking her shirt
off within city limits.) Over lunch,
Testino shuffled through Polaroid pho-
tographs of possible extras. “These are
desperate waiters,” he said to the table.
“There are so many good-looking wait-
ers in town.” He glanced around the
restaurant’s terrace, hoping that the
staff might provide an instant solution.
Then: “Day four—Ana Claudia should
be the one scuba-diving, and maybe
have her bending down with her butt

showing.” After lunch, a more general
question arose about the Pirelli calen-
dar. “No pubic hair?” Testino asked,
disappointed. People began to make
phone calls. “I'm sure Richard Avedon

had pubic hair.”

Tm-vard the end of the nineteen-
eighties, Testino fell out of favor.
A shoot for Italian Vogue was rejected,
and he suddenly found himself, as he
puts it, “left out in the air.” For a while,
he concentrated on uncommissioned
photographs of male nudes. He used
skinny models found in real life—in
reaction, he says, to Bruce Weber’s
fashionable hunks. He wanted “to find
out how to make people look their
best, just through light.” Then, in
1990, Testino showed the nudes to
Carine Roitfeld, a French fashion styl-
ist, who, when I met her, was carry-
ing a dress of unfathomable thinness
in what looked like a pizza box. “I said
to Mario, “Why don’t you shoot your
fashion photos like you shoot the

Economist



Rare Birds of China

Jo FEMNwWIcK LANSDOWNE

THE PORTFOLIO QF 32 PRINTL

www rarchirdsofching.com
tel/fax Boo.gsB.4778

Free color brochure svailable

lCebelstok e

REAL. TOUGH. LEATHER.
The quintessential leather coat
collectior to last o lifefime

For informationfoatclog:
www.rebelstoke.com
1-BBS-REBELSTOKE
Frene shipping with internet onders inthe US & Cancoa

A—

Cre11isicy

%s" = Calural/Historical Tours * Jewish Heritage

» Custom Itineraries » Plus Much More...
The Specialists in

@ﬁtnf LIS Tunuﬁrml

(BO0)474-5500 » 610-905-2788
www, TunisUSA.com

Theapmn Rings

rd:l l[l]l I!ll oh

4 |... ] o
21586252196 BO=EE22]1 0
www.orbsilversmiths.com

House OoF SHAwLS.Com

SPANISH OPERA SHAWLS
PASHHMINA IN HOLIDAY JEWEL COLORS -
TROPICAL BATIKS

1-888-566-8668

L 4F

ihateglasses.com

o THE NEW YORKER, SEPTEMBER 18. 2000

nudes? ” Roitfeld told me. This advice
brought an 1immediate commission
from French Glamour, and, with Roit-
feld as the stylist, a Testino Woman
began to emerge. “We started to make
each model more of a human being—
to give her a personality,” Roitfeld says.
“The way of walking, the way of sit-
ting, the way of biting the nails.” In
effect, Roitfeld was steering Testino
away from the example of Beaton, and
reminding him of the example of Ave-
don, who, more than forty years earlier,
had done away with sculptural silhou-
ettes in favor of movement, fresh air,

' and a (carefully staged) sense of real

life. Roitfeld’s advice to Testino echoes

__ | Avedon’s own advice to fashion pho-

tographers: “Take a model youre drawn
to, and then 1imagine her as a woman.”

Testino went back to the dreamy
years of his late teens. “Before 1 met
Carine,” Testino says, “I didn't realize:
I'm not English, I'm not French, I'm
Peruvian.” His photographs began to
recall the atmosphere of his curfew
parties. Today, when you see a Testino
picture of a crotch in a bathing suit
(and you are likely to see quite a few),
there will be something of Lima and

' Rio in the seventies—and a sense of

the stop-go influences of strict Catholi-
asm and bare flesh acting upon a middle-
class boy who was good at algebra. But
for the moment Testino’s timing was
off. While he and Roitfeld were devel-
oping a new, frisky South American
idiom, the trend in fashion photogra-
phy was toward waifs wasting away on
soiled mattresses in inner-city interi-
ors. Testino admired the style, but he
found it alien. “The people who deter-
mined grunge, maybe they lived in
council flats, maybe it was their whole
upbringing,” he says. “You know, my
upbringing hasn’t been like that. I like
comfort. I like glamour. But I took the
real aspect.” For Testino, “real” was
late-night Lima.

A few years later, fashion caught up
with Testino. Grunge begun to sour
the relationship berween advertisers
and fashion magazines, particularly
after the media fuss over Corinne Day’s
photographs for British Vogue in Janu-

- ary of 1993, which showed Kate Moss

in apparent need of a social worker.
Not long afterward, in an early sign of
thmgs to come, Nlck Knight, doing

work for British Vogue, began using
ring flash, flooding the model’s face
with light in a way that recalled ear-
lier, more glamorous fashion photogra-
phy. The moment, for Testino, fully ar-
rived in 1995, when he and Roitfeld
began producing images for Tom Ford,
the newly appointed creative head of
Gucci. In these photographs, heroin
chic had given way to cocaine chic.
“We entered into the Gucci world,”
Roitfeld says. “Studio 54, rock-and-roll
people, very wealthy people.” The im-
ages were flashy, but they were still
manageably mainstream: they gave
the viewer a friendly welcome. When
Guecci experienced a surge in popular-
ity, Testino and Roitfeld could take a
fair share of the credit.

Gucet’s success put Testino in the
front rank of fashion photographers,
and in 1997 he scored a coup as a celeb-
rity portraitist. That spring, Princess Di-
ana, who was newly divorced and was
promoting a charity sale of her dresses,
asked to be photographed by Testino
for Vanity Fair. She was nervous upon
arriving for the shoot, and when Tes-
tino asked her to sit down she kept her
knees together and her hands on her
knees. Testino suggested another pose.
“I said, ‘Me, 1 sit like hat.’” He flung
himself, sprawling, onto the couch. Be-
fore long, he was shooting her in smil-
ing, horizontal poses. The pictures,
which were published shortly before
her death, became iconic, valedictory
images. Testino is modest about his
achievement with the Princess.“Peo-
ple say, ‘Oh, my God, you changed
her, " he says. “No, I didn't. I caught her
at the moment when she had just freed
herself from a lot of burdens.”

Gucct and Diana vastly expanded
the demand for the trademark Tes-
tino image: a sunny, idealized holiday
photo, carrying a hint of sexual in-
trigue, in a relaxed composition that
might allow for a blurry limb or two in
the foreground. A magazine once de-
scribed these pictures as “happy snaps,”
and Testino is quite comfortable with
the phrase. He prides himself on his
casting skills, his ability to identify “not
what turns me on, but what I know
will turn a hundred thousand people
on.” He knows how good he 1s at get-
ting people to relax. And, he says, “I

guess I have an eye for beauty. I can tell



you that a line under the eye 1s killing
your face, or you shouldn’t use a partic-
ular ]_qutu_k. When I mentioned that
David Bailey had called his work “in-
stant,” he said, “So what? Polaroids are
instant, and I think they’re fantastic.”
In“Appearances,” a history of fashion
photography, Martin Harrison writes,
“The obsessions of leading fashion
photographers tend not to be with cos-
tume at all: they have coerced their
medium into becoming a vehicle only
marginally related to the need to sell
dresses.” Harrison quotes Avedon:
“Fashion photography must be about
something.” Testino’s photography is
about something, but what it is about,
unambiguously, 1s fashion. It fuses a
model’s gaze with, say, a skirt and a
speedboat, in a way that causes money
to change hands. (In Testino’s own
phrase: “You have to get people to stand
up and go to the shops.”) Testino shows
what a dress feels like when it feels
right, at four in the morning. He fills his
photographs with people who are happy

A
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- Spin a politician too far
and he’s apt to wind up ./

in their narcissism, who return your
stare with slouchy straightforwardness.
Their expressions say openly what is
sometimes only whispered in other
fashion photographs: look at us.
Charlotte Cotton, who 1s curating
an exhibition of contemporary fashion
photography called “Imperfect Beauty,”
at the Victoria and Albert Museum,
in London, says, “Testino’s work is
pro-fashion, it’s rich, it isn’t frightened
about consumption, it’s not apologetic,
It’s fashion photography as full-blown
as 1t can be.” Others put it less kindly.
One fashion editor calls Testino’s pho-
tographs “the apotheosis of shallow-
ness,” and adds, “I don’t see a lot of nu-
ance in Mario’s pictures. 1 just see a
girl falling out of her dress at a party.
All the classic photographers, like Ir-
ving Penn—they're arresting, they’re
timeless. Mario’s pictures are of the
moment. They are now. He’s hot. He’s
hot hot hot. That’s all there is to it.”
In an unreflective age, Testino is ut-
terly of his time. His vision of endless

hedonism and good cheer happens to
coincide with what today’s fashion mag-
azines are trying to sell. He thinks the
way a glossy magazine looks. To critics

who accuse him of not trying to push
beyond the requirements of his profes-
sion, he says, “I'm a fashion photogra-
pher. I'want to collect art, I don't want to
be art. You need patience, I have no pa-
tience. You need time, I have no time.”

he first photographs for the 2001

Pirelli calendar were shot in the
center of Naples, in the Palazzo d’Ava-
los, where an elderly prince lives with
his wife and son. In a high-ceilinged
room, Gisele Biindchen stood on a
polished floor in front of an antique
bed. Her legs, also polished, were bare,
and she lifted a black Chanel top to re-
veal what she called the “under part” of
her left breast. Testino’s theme for the
calendar was “fashing.” (It is his usual
theme, one might argue.) The assis-
tants were chatting; “Last Night a D.].
Saved My Life” played loudly. Watch-

where he started.
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ing all this, I realized that the easy
charms of a Testino fashion photo-
graph derive, in part, from the fact that
the atmosphere of the shoot is im-
plicitly part of the image. Whether the
setting is a beach, a desert, or a crum-
bling Neapolitan palazzo, a Testino
photograph is a record of the world as
he lives it—a party with a purpose.

“I act by instinct,” Testino says. “I
do, and then I think.” Some decisions
about this picture—the room, the bed,
the suggestion of aristocratic louche-
ness—had been made ahead of time.
Other matters were still being settled,
such as what and how much to expose
of Biindchen. Which hand? Which
breast? Testino resolved these questions
easily. (I'd been told that his quickness
in composing a shot was connected to
his mathematical expertise as a child.)
Once he began to shoot, you could
have easily missed the moment. It was
as if taking pictures were only one of
the things that might happen, includ-
ing a game of five-a-side soccer. Tes-
tino tapped his bare feet to the music
and drew “beautiful” into four long
syllables. The former model Cecilia
Dean, who is a co-editor of Visionaire,
and who was often photographed by
Testino in the mid-nineteen-eighties,
had told me, “Modelling tends to be a
very surreal experience, but with Mario
you're so obviously doing a fashion pho-
tograph that you live the fantasy. In-
stead of fighting being the center of at-
tention, you give in to it. You relish the
experience.” As Biindchen posed, she
delivered a continuous ironic super-
model babble: “Yeah, baby! Oh, baby!
Oh, baby. Wahhh!”

One evening a few weeks after
the Pirelli shoot, I went to Tes-
tino’s Paris office, in the Tenth Ar-
rondissement. Although Testino’s
principal residence is in London, his
business is in Paris, and it is here that
he houses the greater part of two
world-class collections—one of con-
temporary art photographs by, among
others, Nan Goldin, Martin Parr, and
Cindy Sherman, the other of photo-
graphic assistants. Contact sheets,
prints, and layouts are continuously
passing through this office, and at the
end of every day Testino and Thomas
Nutzl, in whatever expensive hotel they
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WHITE BLOUSE WHITE SHIRT

Snow falls on the boardwalk
where they never walked that winter,
street lamps 1n white boas, surf light
patching shuttered storefronts.
Where are they? The Ferris wheel

they once rode looks green.

In this other snapshot
she wears pedal pushers,

he’s in summer whites,
they swing cigarettes

and hold hands, walking toward me,
it seems, into breezy life,

where they don’t know I'm waiting.
Now they’re renting a rolling chair.

Inside the wicker cowl he says,
“A five-dollar ride, chief.”

“It’s Chinese, like Charlie Chan.”
Sand buries the sea noise,

resin scents rise from the boards

into deft sea winds

as they roll past windows larvaed
with delftware and sable stoles,
licking each other’s fingers,

French fries in paper cones.

When did the boardwalk look like that?
When was that fresh love?
I stencil red-winged blackbirds

into the scenes, and lilac
brushing window panes, and crocus,
one garden of one season,
composite, where we look out,
and between them I become
an hourglass of sand and light

beside the ocean,

where the sun lets more snow
fall around our heads.

may be, edit them. On a long table
were piles of prints ready for retouch-
ing, with transparent paper laid over
beautiful faces, and a flurry of cruel red
dots alerting the retouchers to the flaws
underneath.

At ten o'clock, Testino turned his
attention to his duties as guest editor of
Visionaire. He sifted through trans-
parencies of paintings and photographs
for possible inclusion, while two assis-
tants made suggestions and took notes.
He was fast, and decisive. And now it

—W.S. D1 Prero

was about eleven o'clock, and Testino,
who had not eaten anything that eve-
ning, dashed downstairs and out onto
the streets of Paris, and walked quickly
for a couple of blocks, speaking to his
brother in New York on his cell phone,
then ducked through a metal gate, past
a bouncer, down an alley, through a
door, and into a room full of his Brazil-
ian friends, and Brazilian music, where,
five minutes later, his shirt was wet
with sweat, and he was dancing on a

table, drinking a caipirinha. ¢
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PROFILES

THE INVISIBLE DESIGNER

Can Helmut Lang become a brand name and still retain his mystigue?

BY JOHN SEABROOK

bout four years ago, in a men’s

store called Camouflage, in Chel-
sea, | tried on some trousers. They were
perfectly ordinary-looking thin-wale
corduroys, and yet something about
them was different: the fabric was
softer, the color was slightly subtler
than basic black. The pants were un-
pleated, the rise was high, the leg slim.
There was a loop for the button over
the rear pocket, and an inner waist
button—details you don't often find
on sportswear. Was this fashion? Per-
haps, but 1t was hidden; only I would
know. The label was inside, too, small
and not at all logomaniacal—just the
words “Helmut Lang” in black on
white. It seemed intended to evoke the
“tickets” you find inside bespoke suits
from made-to-measure tailors. The
pants cost a hundred and twenty dol-
lars—not bad, as designer clothes go. I
bought them.

This encounter occurred during my
quest to shed the preppy uniforms I'd
been wearing in the fifteen years since
college—a tux for formal occasions,
a suit for church and funerals, a blue
blazer and tailored slacks for looking
“smart,” a polo shirt and khakis for
going out on weekends—and to find a
more casual style, one that was better
suited to the identity I was imagining
for myself. (Clothes, of course, are not
so much about who you are as who you
want to be.) I had discovered the mel-
ancholy truth that men everywhere
have learned as they try to master the
new casual style at the office: dressing
casually actually requires that a man
take fashion more seriously than dress-
ing formally does. The new casual, like
the old casual, is supposed to give an
appearance of ease, of comfort with

yourself. But, unlike the old casual, the
new casual is all about status. “Casual
Power,” a recent style guide by Sherry
Maysonave, describes a hierarchy with
six different levels of casual attire:
Active Casual, Rugged Casual (also
called “outdoorsy”), Sporty Casual,
Smart Casual (or “snappy”), Dressy Ca-
sual, and Business Casual. This may
be the most depressing thing about
the casual movement: no clothing is
casual anymore.

Helmut Lang, the Austrian-born
designer, seemed to understand exactly
what I needed—a uniform for the new

casual world. I bought some more of

his clothes: a ribbed cotton sweater
that didn't stretch like my other cotton
sweaters; a few pairs of khakis, which
had a pleasingly crisp finish; a denim
shirt; a woollen sweater in a beautiful
straw color; and a pair of jeans. They
were intelligent clothes, designed for a
maximum number of situations, both
work and play, which increasingly seem
to be performed in the same outfits.
But there was also a deceptive aspect
to my new uniforms. They appeared to
be casual, but they were not, and I knew
they weren't. The designer seemed to
be playing off this stealthy quality by
hiding certain nonfunctional fashion el-
ements inside the clothes, such as the
faux drawstrings inside the waistband
of otherwise totally ordinary chinos.
This hidden streak extends to the way
the clothes are presented. The Helmut
Lang store in SoHo, which was de-
signed in close collaboration with Rich-
ard Gluckman, a New York-based archi-
tect of galleries and museums, violates
the most basic principle of retail design:
you are supposed to be able to see the
merchandise. Here the clothes are con-

PHOTOGRAPH BY ELFIE SEMOTAN

Lang in Manbattan. “In Europe, they still respect the privacy of the artist.
Here, when you have success, it5 like you belong to the public.”
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cealed from view when you walk in—
enclosed inside alcoves in the middle of

the store. Hiding, it seems, is part of
who Helmut Lang is.

oping for a glimpse of the man

whose name was inside my clothes,
I attended this year’s American Fashion
Awards, which took place at Lincoln
Center in June. Polly Mellen, a long-
time arbiter of American fashion, was at
a buffet supper preceding the awards,
scanning the big white tent for that
sleek, seal-like shape that she said she
found so enchanting—Helmut Lang’s
head. “Where are you, Helmut, where
are you?” she called out. “You are our
glamour boy. You hawe to come.”

Lang, who is forty-three years old,
had been nominated for all three of the
evening'’s major awards—for womens-
wear, menswear, and accessories—an
honor never before bestowed on any
designer. He moved his business from
Paris to New York in 1997, and this
spring he joined the Council of Fashion
Designers of America. The C.ED.A.,
which organized the awards ceremony,
was happy to count as one of its own
the designer whose utlitarian, austere,
sportswear-inspired aesthetic was widely
copied during the nineties, and became
the dominant style of the decade: mini-
malism. These honors were a way of
recognizing his influence, which is likely
to increase—Lang recently formed a

partnership with the Prada Group—
as well as a way of welcoming him to
the club.

Tommy Hilfiger was in the tent,
shaking hands and flashing his toothy,
sideways grin. Chloé Sevigny came in
wearing a Helmut Lang organza skirt.
Elizabeth Hurley and Claudia Schiffer
appeared, looking very eighties, both in
gorgeous, shimmery Valentino gowns
with ruffles around the bosom. There is
nothing restrained about Valentino—el-
egance and beauty come before comfort
and function. “Too fussy,” pronounced
Polly Mellen, continuing her search for
Helmut Lang.

But Lang was nowhere to be found.
It seemed he had decided to stay in his
SoHo headquarters, where he was work-
ing on his spring, 2001, menswear col-
lection. (Fern Mallis, the C.F.D.As
executive director, received word from
Lang’s PR. agency about an hour before
the event began, and said she was “flab-
bergasted.”) As the news spread that
Lang was not going to appear at the
party, the festive spirit began to leak out
of the tent. There was a feeling that Lang
might not want to be a member of the
club, after all.

Lang lost the first big award of the
evening, Accessory Designer of the Year,
which went to the team of Richard
Lambertson and John Truex, But he
won the next one—Menswear Designer
of the Year. When his name was an-

“Now they're saying shiny thin g5 attached fo hooks are bad for you.”

nounced, many in the audience, not yet
aware of his absence, expected a rare
sighting of the man himself, and there
was an audible groan as Ingrid Sischy,
the editor-in-chief of Inferview, ap-
peared out of the darkness and mounted
the podium, where she solemnly ac-
cepted the award for Lang, whom she
thanked for “changing the rules in Amer-
ican fashion.” The line did not go over
well with the crowd, which included
most of the rulemakers. (Cathy Horyn,
the 77mes fashion critic, was sitting next
to Oscar de la Renta and his entourage,
and later wrote that de la Renta repeated
“Changed American fashion?” in an in-
credulous tone.)

The competition for the evening’s
most prestigious award, VWomenswear
Designer of the Year, was widely thought
to be between de la Renta, who first
achieved fame as a society designer in
the eighties, and Lang. (The third nom-
inee was Donna Karan.) Itwas a contest
between excess and restraint, When de
la Renta won, to wild cheering, it seemed
like another sign that the eighties were
back in business.

here was a feeling among the people

I spoke to after the awards that this
time Helmut had gone too far. “We all
have to do things we don't want to do
sometimes,” said André Leon Talley, the
editor-at-large of Vogue. Anna Wintour
described Helmut’s decision as “a mis-
take.” “If he had been out of the country,
maybe, but he was just downtown. I re-
alize he was working,” she said, with
mock reverence. (Part of the mystique
that surrounds Lang derives from the
intensity with which he approaches his
work, and his Germanic attention to de-
tail. He works “like a wild man,” says the
artist Jenny Holzer, his friend and some-
time collaborator.) Still, Wintour went
on, “If I had known he wasn't coming,
would have called him. It was discourte-
ous not to turn up.”

Lang has annoyed the American fash-
1on community before by violating the
protocol. He has rebelled against the
onerous schedule of runway presenta-
tions, the four yearly spectacles (two
each for the men’s and women’s lines) at
which designers are supposed to submit
new work to the scrutiny of the press
and of the buyers from the big depart-
ment stores. Lang shows his men’s clothes



together with his women’s, but even this
seems too much for him. (He calls his
presentations not collections but séances
de travail—working sessions.) A week
before his fall-winter, 1998, show, Lang
decided to cancel his runway presenta-
tion and show pictures of his clothes on
the Internet instead. Fashion editors
were given CD-roms.

Fashion people love to use the word
“modern” to justity the latest trend, but
the fashion industry is quite unmodern,
and becoming steadily more so as its old
top-down hierarchy falls farther and far-
ther out of touch with the casual-all-
year-long world we live in. The collec-
tions are about display, and Helmut
Lang has a deep aversion to display.
It runs through everything he does,
from his minimalism to his conspicuous
absence from the American Fashion
Awards. This is the way in which Lang
really is trying to change the rules—to
make fashion less about creating a spec-
tacle for the press and more about the
problem most people face when they
think of fashion, which is simply what to
put on in the morning.

If you go into the Helmut Lang
store on Greene Street, you will see four
racks of clothing, two of men’s and
two of women’s. The least expensive
clothes in the store, T-shirts and jeans,
often hang next to the most expensive
items, silk and chiffon dresses and shear-
ling coats. Most designers are careful
to keep their high-priced, more formal
clothes separate from their lower-priced
casual wear. Armani, for example, has
an expensive Giorgio Armani line, a
sportswear-oriented Emporio Armani
line, and a casual A/X Armani Exchange
line. Lang has only one line, Helmut
Lang, and instead of diversifying as
his business grows, he 1s doing the op-
posite—nhis short-lived Helmut Lang
Jeans line was recently reabsorbed into
the parent.

Lang’s mixing of the casual and the
formal is not just a matter of market-
ing; it goes to the core of his aesthetic.
His most expensive formal clothes have
the ease and simplicity of everyday stuff,
and his casual clothes have the correct-
ness and detailing of ready-to-wear.
Most high-fashion designers, whose
natural leanings are toward ornament
and glamour, don't do casual clothes very
well—the fabric is too rich, the styling

too elaborate. But Lang’s distinction as a
designer 1s his instinct for the appeal of
the most basic items, like an old blue
sweatshirt or a T-shirt worn silky with
use, and he has created a whole new
genre of luxury casual clothes. Accord-
ing to Katherine Betts, the editor-in-
chief of Harper’s Bazaar, “Lang did for
T-shirts and jeans what Ralph Lauren
did for club ties and tweed jackets—he
made them fashion garments.”

his transformation, the making of

fashion out of everyday clothes, isa
sleight of hand that involves more than
just design. It is also a matter of the de-
signer’s image: the 1dea that the brand
name conveys. T'he great couturiers, like
Coco Chanel and Christian Dhor, stood
for the idea of high fashion—an élite
enterprise that only the rich could afford.
Then came the Italian fashion princes,
like Armani and Gianni Versace, who
used their own media celebrity to give
ready-to-wear clothes the kind of allure
that made-to-measure clothes used to
have. One cannot see their names with-
out thinking of their faces: fit and

bronzed Italian men, relaxing in their
villas, attractive in a way that made the
clothes attractive. Then came Ralph
Lauren, who used “life-style market-
ing —associating his clothes with upper-
middle-class Americans—to create a
new kind of fashion image. Lauren’s face
was an inescapable part of the image—
tanned, smiling, somewhere-out-there-
on-the-range Ralph.

What does Helmut Lang stand for?
It’s not the idea of high fashion, nor s it
any one particular life style, nor is it the
personal fabulousness of Lang himself.
There 1s no picture of Helmut Lang to
go with the name—a rarity in our visual,
celebrity-conscious culture—and he al-
most never uses models in his ads. Of-
ten the ads don't even show his clothes:
you just see the words “Helmut Lang.”
But this is precisely what makes Lang
appealing: his name seems to stand
for something more than just clothes.
“When you hear the name Helmut
Lang, you think of technology, of fabric,
of movement, not just pants and skirts,”
Jeffrey Kalinsky, the owner of Jeftrey, a

boutique in lower Manhattan, says. If
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Lang’s image has any precedent, it is in
the avant-garde fashion brands, like
Costume National, the Italian line de-
signed by Ennio Capasa, or Comme des
Gargons, the French company that the
Japanese-born Rei Kawakubo designs
for—companies that represent innova-
tion, intelligent design, and an indepen-
dent spirit. Lang’s association with the

ing it palatable for both starlets and
ordinary people.”

Led by Patrizio Bertelli, the husband
of Miuccia Prada, the firm’s chief cloth-
ing designer, the Prada Group has built
up three of its own brands (Miu Miu,
Prada Sport, and Prada) by carefully
mixing the cutting edge with the classic.
In the last six months of 1999, it consol-

the operation, which includes distribu-
tion and manufacturing, and Lang re-
tains control of design and advertising.
Prada has developed a line of Helmut
Lang accessories—shoes, bags, belts,
wallets, eyewear, and luggage. Helmut
Lang stores have opened in Hong Kong
and Singapore, and are under construc-

tion in Tokyo and Kobe, and there are

Clothes from Helmut Lang’s autumn-winter collection for men and women feature a slew of his idiosyncratic touches.

art world—he has collaborated with
Louise Bourgeois and Jenny Holzer—
has also given his name the kind of
artistic integrity that famous architects
frequently enjoy, but fashion designers
seldom do.

All of which makes Lang’s decision,
last year, to sell a fifty-one-per-cent stake
of his company to the Prada Group
somewhat perplexing. Prada has estab-
lished itself as a major brand largely
by mining the appeal of esoteric fash-
ion and figuring out a way to make big
business out of it. Faye 1. Landes, a
retailing analyst with the investment
firm of Sanford C. Bernstein, told me,
“What Prada is better at than anyone
is taking avant-garde fashion and mak-
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idated its position as a leading luxury
conglomerate by acquiring—in addi-
tion to a share of Helmut Lang—]Jil
Sander, the company run by its namesake,
a German-born designer who shares
Lang’s minimalist approach; Church,
the English shoemaker; and fifty-one
per cent of Fendi, together with LVMH
Moét Hennessy Louis Vuitton. Prada’s
blending of art and commerce has not
been entirely smooth. Jil Sander’s rela-
tionship with Prada went sour quickly,
causing her to quit only five months after
selling her company. (Having given up
the rights to her name, she is currently
not designing anywhere.)

Under the terms of the deal with
Lang, Prada runs the business side of

plans to open stores in London, Paris,
and Los Angeles. In addition to all this
Prada-led expansion, Procter & Gamble
launched a complete line of Helmut
Lang scents in May, and at the end of
September a pertumery will open across
the street from his flagship store, on
Greene Street. There is talk of a new line
of Helmut Lang cosmetics, possibly fol-
lowed by Helmut Lang housewares. He
may be a minimalist, but he wants to be
a big minimalist.

One question this rapid expansion
raises is to what extent Lang’s image
can retain its mystique if the designer
himself becomes overexposed. Look at
what happened to Tommy Hilfiger: his
stock price lost almost half its value in
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the past year, as Tommy came to seem
more like a brand manager than a de-
signer. One might also ask how Lang,
who has consistently gone against the
prevailing current in fashion—what-
ever it may be—can maintain his inde-
pendence under Prada. Ennio Capasa,
of Costume National, told me recently
that he did not see how a serious de-

P &

Lang favors ribbon ‘extensions,” bloomer skirts, and bhobbled hemlines, in fabrics like cotton mesh and cevernonial wool silk.

signer could sell to Prada and stay “au-
thentic.” “And if you are no longer au-
thentic, what 1s the point?”

ang’s face changes, depending on
how you look at him. From the
front, he looks almost conventionally
handsome: his forehead high and clear,
and his eyes squinting at just the right
French-movie-star angle of cool—there
is something lively, almost merry, in
them. But in proﬁle he appears tortured,
his eyes darting from under the hooded
flesh at the corners, his mouth turned
down at the edges.
I met Lang for the first time the day
after the American Fashion Awards.
Our initial meeting had been cancelled

several times, so I expected this ap-
pointment to be cancelled, too; Lang,
it seems, doesn’t divide up his day in an
orderly manner, but works intuitively,
making of his schedule a raft of differ-
ent possible commitments and dead-
lines and ideas, all awaiting the arrival
of what he likes to call “the right or-

ganic moment.” But it appeared that

our right organic moment had arrived.

The showroom, which is on the sec-
ond floor of 80 Greene Street, above the
store, in the manner of the old Parisian
couture houses, 1s reached via worn, tilt-
ing wooden stairs—the classic artist’s-
loft-in-SoHo staircase. (It is so authentic-
looking that it may actually be authentic,
which doesn’t mean that it wasn't me-
thodically thought out by Lang.) Going
up and down the stairs were young men
and women 1n Helmut uniforms; white
shirts with the armholes cut high (which
narrows the silhouette), black pants, and
black shoes.

Helmut Lang was dressed in Helmut
Lang, too: he was wearing a light-blue
button-down shirt with an HL insignia,

a crew-neck T-shirt visible underneath;
Helmut Lang jeans, the stiff but not lac-
quered kind; and his new black patent-
leather Helmut Lang shoes, without
socks. He walked as though he had
just dismounted from a motorcycle, legs
slightly apart. His dark-brown hair was
long and slicked back. When he smiled,
his eyes appeared friendlier than his

mouth, projecting the simultaneous feel-
ing of ease and reserve you get from his
clothes. He looked healthy, even slightly
voluptuous, but there was also some-
thing “broken” about him, a word once
used to describe what he wanted his
male models to look like—interesting in
a slightly fucked-up way.

It was a blisteringly hot day, but the
showroom was cool and white. The fall,
2000, collection was hanging there, and
editors and stylists were picking it over for
items to use in photo shoots. I admired
the gray wool-and-silk suits, which have
an emerald shimmer when the silk catches
the light. The men’s clothes were more
flamboyant than the women’s. In the
nineties, Lang dressed women like men,
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“Heres the deal. In exchange for a ceasefire, they'll share their technology.”

and earned the love of professional
women everywhere. Now, like many
other menswear designers, he seems to
be trying to dress men like women.

The clothes exhibited certain char-
acteristic Helmut Lang details: a fly-
front coat with only one of the but-
tons exposed, a jean cuffed at a certain
place, a strap in the back of a jacket,
which is somewhat useful—it lets you
hang the coat over your shoulder—but
which is also an avant-garde element.
At his most radical, he seems to be ques-
tioning the basics of what makes clothes
clothes. There is a sense of whimsy in
Lang. Last year, a padded collar that
was clearly derived from those inflatable
airplane headrests began showing up
on some of the coats, both in the men’s
and the women’s lines. Instead of a de-
signer’s personality being grafted onto
the clothes through marketing and ad-
vertising, there is a personal voice in the
clothes, expressed in these odd details
and references.

I followed Lang back to the narrow
business office behind the showroom.
His new scent, Helmut Lang, wafted oft
him. The original scent was designed
for a 1996 Florence Biennial project.
Jenny Holzer, who created the text and
images for the project, described the
odor as “the smell of the morning aftera
passionate but difficult night.” Lang’s
marketing director, Jonny Lichtenstein,
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described it as “the way a man smells
right after he has had sex.” When Lang’s
new signature scent was tested by Proc-
ter & Gamble focus groups, people re-
acted badly, but Lang refused to change
it. That was the scent I was smelling
now—flowery and buttery at the same
tme. Lang describes it as “on the bor-
derline of an aftershave,” and also “worn
but fresh™—the olfactory equivalent of
his casual clothes. Ron Perelman, the
Revlon chairman, was recently spotted
in the store buying five bottles.

Lang’s English is almost perfect, but
he speaks slowly, carefully, with little em-
phasis. He leans forward slightly when
listening, in a manner that creates a cer-
tain intimacy. I asked him about his re-
lationship with Prada. Lang said that
Patrizio Bertelli's blunt and aggressive
manner, a style that charms some people
and alienates others, suited him very
well. “I wanted a partner and had looked
for one for a long time,” he said. “It was
frustrating to see our influence every-
where but not to have the money to
grow big enough to benefit from it. So
the question was whether to expand the
company on my own or go with this
other company. I had always wanted to
have a business partner, because I don't
like doing the business. And Bertelli
seemed like the right mind for me.”

Why did Lang think he could get
along with Prada, when Jil Sander so

spectacularly could not? Though Sander
made no public statement about leaving
Prada, her allies put out the word that
she was unable to make the quality com-
promises that Bertelli's marketing de-
mands imposed on her.

“I have no problem with him,” Lang
said. “We get along very well. He’s a very
strong personality, but they have the
culture. A certain quality.” He said he
viewed the deal as a way of hanging on to
his independence, rather than selling it.

Lang didn't want to talk about the
American Fashion Awards, but he was
too polite not to answer a direct question
about why he hadn’t shown up. The idea
of being thought pretentious or rude
pained him. “American people don't have
the fear of being exposed,” he began. “In
Europe, they still respect the privacy of
the artist. Here, when you have success,
1t’s like you belong to the public. And, be-
sides, we all know that certain awards
they give you because they are on your
side, and other awards they give you be-
cause it’s politics. But, anyway, it doesn't
matter, because I do want to play the
game and help the industry.”

ang was born in Vienna in 1956.
His parents divorced when he was

five months old, and his sister stayed
with his mother, who died some years
later. Helmut was sent to live with his
maternal grandparents, in Ramsau am
Dachstein, a small village in the Austrian
Alps. His grandfather was a shoemaker.
Helmut lived in the attic of the house.
(To this day, he lives only at the tops
of buildings—his current residence is a
duplex penthouse in NoHo.) He was
lonely, and spent a lot of time up there by
himself. One can feel the influence of the
mountains in Lang’s work, not so much
in the actual outfits (although in his ear-
liest collections the women wore what
looked like lederhosen) as in the sim-
plicity and functionalism of the design.
“In the mountains there was a very
elegant way about basic necessities,”
Lang told me, “a great beauty in a certain
way that is completely refined but not
about money. Then money comes in and
it gets over the top. People who grow
up in the city don't have that sense of
taste, they don't experience it as con-
nected to a real life, to nature, as I did.
I 'was really very lucky to have that expe-
rience, though I was perhaps unlucky



that my parents’ divorce and my moth-
er’s death made me have it.”

The mountain idyll ended abruptly
when Helmut was ten. His father remar-
ried, and Helmut went back to Vienna.
The next eight years were “the most un-
happy period of my life,” Lang has said.
His stepmother forced him to wear suits
and hats that had belonged to her father,
a Viennese businessman. He had to wear
them to school as well as around the
house. Of course the suits didn't fit. “It
was completely painful to have to wear
these clothes,” he said. “The other kids at
school were dressing like hippies, but I
was not allowed to wear jeans. My chance
to find my style as a teen-ager, which isa
very formative time, was taken away from
me. I'm not completely sure, but maybe
this is why I became a fashion designer.
Because I was denied my own identity.”

On the day Lang turned eighteen, in
1974, he told his parents he was leaving.
He never saw either of them again. His
father died several years ago, and he has
lost track of his stepmother. When 1
asked if he ever thought of getting in
touch with her, he said, “Why would I?”
and added, “When 1 make a movie, it
will be called “The Stepmother.””

After leaving home, he lived in vari-
ous apartments around Vienna, doing
odd jobs. “I went through a two- or
three-year period when I tried every dif-
ferent kind of style, trying to make up
for lost time, but also looking for a uni-
form. Some were quite eccentric, some
quite normal. For a while, I was mixing
denim and made-to-measure. So, for ex-
ample, I would wear an embroidered
jacket with jeans.” Casual American
clothes, Lang said, had an extraordinary
allure in Austria, where they were hard
to obtain. “Eventually, I found myself
wanting a certain cut of T-shirt and
some off-white pants that I couldn't find
in Vienna, so I decided to try to make
them myself. I found some fabric and
took it to a seamstress and explained
what [ wanted her to do.” A few people
liked the clothes and asked him if he
could make T-shirts and pants for them.
“I sold eight of each. And I was really
happy, because I needed the money.”

Lang gradually tried making more
formal clothes. After a year and a half, he
hired some seamstresses and opened a
made-to-measure store. “1 just learned
from watching what people were doing

and asking how it was done. Then I'would
ask what would happen if you turned the
fabric inside out, or if we put the pocket
over here and not over here. When you
haven't the formal education of fashion
school, you have the freedom to ask ques-
tions others might not ask.” Running his
own shop, he said, “was the best school I
could have had. I was immediately
thrown into the problems of making
clothes for real people, and learning what
their bodies were really like. Also, I had
to pay for my mistakes.” Word spread
through Vienna of this marvellous man
who could make any kind of clothes you
wanted. The rich discovered Helmut,
and he began making opulent ball gowns
for Viennese ladies. “This was in the early
eighties, when people wanted to show
how much money they had.” He closed
the shop in 1984, and showed his first

ready-to-wear collection in Paris in 1986.

uring this period 1n his life, Lang

became close friends with the Ger-
man artist Kurt Kocherscheidt and his
wife, the photographer Elfie Semotan.
He frequently stayed with them and their
two young sons at their place in the Aus-
trian countryside. When I spoke with
Semotan, she said her husband’s influ-
ence on Lang was in “giving Helmut a
method of working. Kurt would stay up
late, listen to music, fall asleep, wake up,

and work again. When he wasn't work-
ing, he would try keeping his head
empty. Stay free-floating on the outside,
watching for things. This is what Hel-
mut has, and it is a gift. You let things
pass in front of your eyes without inter-
fering.” When Kocherscheidt died of a
heart attack, in the early nineties, Lang
became a kind of father figure to the
boys, Semotan said. “He was just always
there. I have a picture in my mind of the
youngest one literally leaning up against
Helmut for support.”

At his early shows in Paris, Lang es-
tablished an avant-garde reputation with
his use of techno fabrics. He made a
shirt that changed color on contact with
the skin, shiny metallic pants, and a rub-
ber dress. Angie Rubini, who worked
for Lang’s public-relations agent in those
days, said, “He had a real buzz around
him, partly because he was Austrian and
all the other European designers were
French and Italian. Now you see Bel-
gians, all sorts of nationalities, but Hel-
mut was really the first from outside the
usual crowd.”

The recession of 1992, which followed
the grunge movement, set the stage for
Helmut’s minimalist style. The eighties
had been about showing money; the
nineties were about hiding the money.
Lang’s secretive aspect perfectly suited the
Zeitgeist. Anna Wintour said recently,
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“TEnow I'm wrong, but I'm sure you can make me more wong.”



“Helmut came along and at first it was
“Wait a moment, what’s this? This is not
in the spirit of the mid-eighties, which
was all about opulence. But then every-
thing crashed and fashion reflected that,
and Helmut was there to take advantage.”

By 1997, when Lang moved to New
York, he was at a crossroads. The press
loved him, his influence was everywhere.
In launching his jeans line, in 1997, Lang
more or less single-handedly rescued
denim from the fashion wilderness. His
dirty denim jeans of three years ago are
now being copied by ¢K and SilverTab,
a Levi’s brand; his paint-spattered jeans
have been knocked off by Banana Re-
public; and his raw denim is everywhere.
Lacking the money to capitalize on his
success, he had to watch as other de-
signers appropriated his ideas for the
mass market. “The amount of copying
that goes on is outrageous,” he said. “It
isr't just our clothes—it is every part of
our identity. The other day; I was in a cab
and I saw a bag on the street and thought
it was one of our bags, and then I saw
another designer’s name on it.” A de-
signer in this situation has three choices:
he can take the company public, he can
license his name to other manufacturers,
or he can go into a partnership with an
investor. At one time, Lang almost ac-
cepted an offer to be the head designer
for the house of Balenciaga, once run by

the famous Spanish couturier Cristébal
Balenciaga. But ultimately he decided
on the joint venture with Prada.

here is a certain logic to Lang’s Prada
deal, but it also seems risky for him.
Prada cultivates a style similar to Helmut
Lang’s—classic clothes, luxury sports-
wear, cutting-edge techno fabrics, and a
love of uniforms—and their respective
styles are getting closer all the time. In-
deed, Prada seems to have already helped
itself to alarge portion of Helmut Lang’s
stripped-down aesthetic (Prada Sport s
particularly Lang-like), and now that
he’s part of the farmly his innovations
will be even more available. In a grow-
ing number of cases, the only signifi-
cant difference between Lang’s clothes
and Prada’s clothes is the price—Prada s
more expensive, and this season Helmut
Lang prices appear to have dropped by
about twenty per cent across the board.
'This suggests that Helmut Lang could
become an entry-level branch of Prada.
To better understand how Helmut
Lang fits into the growing Prada empire,
I met with Giacomo Santucci, a courtly
man with close-cropped hair, who 1s the
managing director of Helmut Lang. We
met in a palatial town house just outside
the center of Milan, which is serving as
the showroom and temporary head-

quarters for Helmut Lang in Italy while
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“‘Bobby Linderman—now, theres a doctor.”

more contemporary, loft-style head-
quarters are constructed. Santucct’s office
was almost empty of furniture, and the
walls had been painted white. Space 1s an
important part of Prada’s image of lux-
ury, and there 1s a lot of it around Prada
offices and stores. As Santucci explained,
at the time that Prada began to establish
itself as a brand, in the eighties, the lux-
ury stores were cluttered with goods.
“There was wood, gold, brass in these
stores,” he said. “Prada understood that
the shops actually had to look empty,
with only a few products on display, to
give more space and freedom to the in-
dividual shopper.”

Prada, founded in 1913 by the grand-
father of Miuccia Prada, originally made
bespoke steamer trunks. Today; the Prada
Group, like its two closest rivals, the lux-
ury conglomerates LVIMH and the Gucci
Group, is a fashion company based on an
accessories company. As Faye Landes, of
Sanford C. Bernstein, explained to me,
Wall Street likes these types of fashion
businesses because cash flow is supplied
by a regular sale of accessories rather than
by the more erratic sale of clothes. “And
it doesn't matter what size your body 1s,”
she said. “Anybody can buy a piece of the
image of Prada by buying a bag.” The
clothes are like accessories for the ac-
cessories: at Prada, the brand sells the
clothes, and not the other way around.

Such a business would not be possible
without complete control of the Prada
image, Santucci told me. The top two
buttons of his Prada suit were buttoned,
giving him the snug, vaguely militaristic
look of the Prada man. (Around Prada,
it's hard to tell the executives from the
security force.) He paused to sip his
espresso, dabbed his lips with a napkin,
and continued: “If you look at the fashion
business now; it is more about being a
creative director than a designer. Prada
didn't consider buying Jean Paul Gaultier,
for example. He is an incredible designer,
but if we had to be his partner we could
not bring that much to the work, because
we don't have the skills to manage that
kind of work. We looked for brands that
were very much in tune with our spirit.”

In doing so, Prada is changing the
meaning of the individual designer’s role
in creating fashion. “Before, the notion of
creativity was linked to a designer, a de-
signer with a very clear point of view;”

Santucci said. “Armani is definitely a de-



signer. What he did twenty years ago he is
doing now. He is very consistent. At
Prada, the designer’s role has evolved.”

Lang had told me he had complete
control over the image of Helmut Lang,
but, listening to Santucci, it didn't sound
that way. “Image is all-important to the
marketing side, because it is something
you can control,” Santucci said. “Image 1s
control. Image is not totally creative—it
is also managerial.” It seems as if the
very attribute that makes Helmut Lang’s
image innovative and appealing, which
is the separation between the man and
the brand, also makes that image easier
for Prada to control.

If there is any doubt about the di-
minished role of the individual designer
in Prada’s concept of fashion, it was dis-
pelled at this year’s spring-summer men’s
shows in Milan. In a press conference
that Patrizio Bertelli gave right before
the Jil Sander show, he said that he did
not intend to hire another designer to re-
place Sander. “We are not looking for a
designer, neither for the women’s line
nor the men’s line. What’s needed now
in the fashion world is the role of art di-
rector, which is what Tom Ford does for
Guccl.” He added, “Tom Ford is not a
real designer. He’s just good at market-
ing. He’s not like Karl Lagerfeld, who
wakes up in the morning and sketches a
dress.” (In Women’s Wear Daily a few days
later, Tom Ford said, “Happily, I have
never had the misfortune of waking up
next to Patrizio Bertelli, so I haven't any
clue how he knows what I do first thing
in the morning.”) When Bertelli was
asked by Suzy Menkes, of the Interna-
tional Herald Tribune, what his wife’s role
was, art director or designer, he an-
swered, “Miuccia I'd put somewhere in
between.” Menkes concluded by claim-
ing that this development represented
the end of fashion’s “paternalistic struc-
ture for something more ruthless.”

Back in New York, 1 asked Lang
what he thought of Bertelli’s comments.
He said he did not take them very seri-
ously, explaining that Bertelli liked to
make outrageous statements to generate
the press’s interest. “You cannot replace
the real person behind the name with a
team and get the same result,” Lang told
me. “You can replace it and it might go
on as before. It might be better able to
fulfill the marketing goals without the
artistic goals to stand in the way. But

“Inspected by #16.”

you could never go on with my personal
voice if I was no longer here, no.” Lang’s
glight smile seemed smaller and tighter
than usual. “My personal voice cannot be

replaced by a design group.”

n a sultry day in August, the usual
collection of people was hovering
outside the second-floor showroom, all
waiting for their right organic moment.
Inside, Helmut Lang was supervising a
fitting for a friend who was getting mar-
ried the next day. He wore a tight, mottled
gray T-shirt, his usual jeans, no socks, and
the patent-leather shoes. The bridegroom
and his best man were wearing white
suits. Lang looked intently at the pant leg
of the groom and instructed one of his
assistants to pin it a little higher. The
groom’s hair was plastered at odd angles.
He looked “broken” in the Helmut Lang
mode. When Lang finished, he kissed
the groom on the cheek and joined me.
I followed him across the street, to
look at what will be the new perfumery.
The store will eventually have a labora-
tory, where people will be able to per-
sonalize their own scents by blending
different oils, and a sales floor above,
where items like toothbrushes and soaps
will be sold along with the perfumes.
Pointing up Greene Street, Lang ex-
plained that his design studio would
be moving a block north, to a space
above the PaceWildenstein Gallery; later
this fall, and that his press office would

expand and take over the current build-
ing. He is also thinking of opening a
made-to-measure store. T here were
some Con Ed workers up the street,
wearing the orange safety vests that
Lang made into a motif in several of his
late-nineties collections. Once you had
seen these vests in the store, you could
not look at them on Con Ed workers
without thinking of the orange in a fash-
ion context—not necessarily a good
thing. I was wearing a pair of Helmut
Lang cargo pants that were several years
old. Other designers’ clothes often seem
dated after a season or two, but not
Lang’s. In a sense, Helmut Lang has
solved the problem of what to wear too
well for his own good: when you've got a
couple of his uniforms, you dont need to
buy any more clothes.

Lots of people were around, but no
one recognized Lang—the man dressed
in T-shirt and jeans, describing his big
plans for the neighborhood. He had
told me earlier that what he likes about
New York is that you can be at the cen-
ter of things and still live as though you
were in a village. Seeing him standing
in the midst of his growing empire—
the burgher of SoHo—it was as if he
were rebuilding the Alpine village of his
boyhood. I repeated something Louise
Bourgeois had said about him: that he
liked New York because he was a run-
away. “But I don't feel like I'm a runaway
anymore,” he said. “I'm home.”
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The guitarist George Benson and a model in Fendis fur coat with bag. Opposite: The bass player Milt Hinton and his wife, Mona
[/jrmng with the saxophonist James Carter and the trumpeters Roy me grove and Jon Faddis. The models fur 1s by Helmut Lang.
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PORTFOLIO BY ARTHUR ELGORT

BEAUX JANGLES OF HARLEM
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ust the other day, at twilight, on Fred-

erick Douglass Boulevard: vestiges of

old neon blink down on the taxis’ lying
“off-duty” lights and burn white squares
into the sidewalk, and on the sidewalk
itself children and their mothers and
the guys some women call dogs walk
in summer clothes, thin layers of per-
spiration coating cologne and Nivea.
Some of the young women make fleshy
mischief when you walk past them, but
the older women, with close-cropped
hair, dressed like their sons in bluejeans
and oversized shirts, flash cameras as
they pass a pair of young lovers clutch-
ing plastic roses wrapped in plastic and
stuffed dogs from somewhere other
than the old Times Square Playland,
which doesn'’t exist anymore. The older
women are amused by their younger
counterparts; they pose them in front
of Technicolor posters of Mary J. Blige
or Tupac Shakur, with platinum, dia-
monds, and guns—real life. Later, you
can catch the lovers—the couple with
the roses and the tacky dogs—fighting
over on Morningside, if it’s late enough
and they're exhausted enough by their
expectations. The guy’s shouting, “I'm
your boyfriend! 1 thought I was your
boyfriend!” and the girl, her face floating
beneath an enormous roll of bangs, is
caving in on herself, undone by her vul-
nerability, by his need, by his rage.
Over on 125th Street, the boys are
getting off work at the Apollo, and a
Japanese woman, alone, eats an ice-
cream cone and gazes up at the newly
refurbished, intellectually replenished
Studio Museum in Harlem, its glass
walls housing more history than she can
imagine. Then there’s the colored cou-
ple going to the last showing of “What
Lies Beneath” at the new Magic John-
son Theatres, on 124th Street. They ar-
rive for the movie as if it were a gala of
some kind, the sneak preview of their
lives: she’s in silver, he wears a tux, and
they saunter in with a kind of precise
glamour you rarely see anymore. So
many things have changed, : and so many
havent civilization still forces itself to
put its best foot forward.
Anyway, there he is, traversing upper
. Broadway, a colored man dressed in a
way that reminds passersby of the Har-
lem of the past: vest, jacket, spectacles

O with wire rims. People stare at him, and
1:!._:_ =
- his mere presence makes them recall
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The pranist Jason Moran, in Giorgio Armany, at the Lenox Lounge. The model wears a Ralp




Lauren sequinned top and velvet skirt, a forties—style hat by Stephen Jones, a Michael Kors fox stole, and gloves by La Crasa.
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Left: Guitarist Mark Whitfield, drummer Eric Harland, and trumpeter Russell
Gunn, with a model in a Prada fur suit and a James Coviello hat. Top: Bass player
Christian McBride in a Cerruti suit, with a model in a Moschino dress and a fur
stole by Michael Kors. Bottom: Saxophonist Craig Handy in a Yokt Yamamoto coat
and pianist Jason Moran in a J. J. hat, with models in Lawrence Steele outfiis.
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1he vocalist fimmy Scott, with a model in a coat and dress by Alberta Ferretti, a Stephen Jones hat, and Manolo Blahnik shoes.
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The clarinettist Don Byron and the saxophonist David Sdnchez flank a model in an outfit by Prada and a James Coutello hat.
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something they didn't realize they'd for-
gotten: the James Wong Howe vision of
New York, or certain news photographs,
like the one of Lena Horne standing at
the window of the old Hotel Theresa in
early-morning, post-performance light,
in the nineteen-forties, when people
lived in hotels and drank and were sen-
timental not just in song and didn’t
marry their lofts. This man, walking on
Broadway, comes across a number of
colored children, boys and girls with
short hair and pigtails, respectively, tum-
bling out of a restaurant with a woman
who appears to be their mother. And
he’s more than prepared for what, in-
creasingly, has become a New York
moment—children being rude because
you're in their way—when two or more
of them say, “Excuse us!” without a trace
of irony. And that civility melds for a
moment with the anachronism of the
man’s physical gentility. That kind of
manners, just another aspect of the
urban style, picked up and transmog-
rified from way back when, when your
family came from somewhere else—
well, they've become the last puff of a

pipe dream, as old-fashioned as the
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ladies leaving church basements in
Harlem, or black musicians wearing
pinstripes.

The world around this colored man
is an urban prairie: low buildings and
big skies that for the most part no one
sees. T'he people here watch their backs
instead, only slightly comforted by the
recent wave of affection for “Harlem,”
the Harlem of the fabulous furs, of Tal-
lulah Bankhead hanging out with Billie
Holiday, of Helen Lawrenson stepping
out of a big Checker on her way to visit
her lover, the gangster Bumpy John-
son—grand lowlifes with high-class
talent doing their bit for miscegena-
tion. Because for a long time it wasn't
that Harlem. It was a troubled and
troubling place in the post-Harlem Re-
naissance years, the bad, funky de-
pression years, when the neighborhood
was bright with malice and broken glass
and junkies’ survival instincts. The post-
Harlem Renaissance years lasted, well,
until about now, and were written about
with a certain air of survivors guilt
by Harlem’s perennial prodigal James
Baldwin, who got out in order to sur-
vive but couldn’t survive the pull of

those who didn’t and who called him
back to watch their deaths by poverty
and obscurity. Besides Baldwin, few of
the writers who've claimed the neigh-
borhood over the years have stayed with
us, and in a way it’s not their fault.
Pretty paltry stuff, words, next to the
hubbub of Harlem, the unfashionable
place it was and is no longer. No, it’s in
style now, especially among all those
young professionals taking the No. 1
and No. 9 trains past midtown, eager to
explore the noise and dirt and music
and hair-weaving salons and book-
stands and black nationalism and white
money, because Harlem 1s what it is—a
new old community waiting for those
ambitious people to establish it again, a
place that’s most interesting without
metaphor, the way the late writer Jervis
Anderson chose to see it in his book
“This Was Harlem,” published in 1982,
when he was among the first to tell us
what was there, what was new and what
was old, waiting to be unearthed and
rediscovered, at a time when all most
people wanted to hear was the tinny
music of an unfortunate nostalgia.

—Hilton Als
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Left: The vocalist Jon Hendricks, with a model in a Michael Kors outfit. Above, from lefi: the pianist Jason Moran, the guitarist
Mark Whitfreld, the saxophonist David Sdnchez, and the band leader Paul Ellmgton, with models wearing outfits by Prada.
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The bass player Ron Carter, in Giorgio Armant, 15 at the Lenox Lounge with models dressed tn Miu Miu from head to toe.
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The drummer Eric Harland and the trumpeter Russell Gunn with a model in a Michael Kors fox stole and a James Couviello hat.
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n the drive over to the Nicholsons’

for dinner—their first in some
time—Marjorie Reeves told her hus-
band, Steven Reeves, that she had had
an affair with George Nicholson (their
host) a year ago, but that it was all over
with now and she hoped he—Steven—
would not be mad about it and could go
on with life.

At this point they were driving along
Carding Croft Road where it leaves the
Perkins Great Woods and begins to
border the Shenipsit reservorr, dark and
shadowy and calmly mirrored in the
late-spring twilight. On the right was
dense young timber—beech and alder
saplings in pale leaf, the ground damp
and cakey. Peepers were calling out from
the watery lows. Their turn onto Apple
Orchard Lane was still a mile on.

FICTION

ISSUES

BY RICHARD FORD

Steven, on hearing this news, began
gradually and very carefully to steer
their car—a tan Mercedes wagon with
hooded yellow headlights—oft Carding
Croft Road and onto the damp grassy
shoulder so he could organize the infor-
mation properly before going on.

They were extremely young. Steven
Reeves was twenty-eight, Marjorie
Reeves a year younger. They werent rich,
but they had been lucky. Steven’s job at
Packard-Wells was to stay on top of a
small segment of a larger segment of a
rather minute prefabrication intersec-
tion that serviced the automobile indus-
try, and where a sudden alteration, or
even the rumor of an alteration, in cer-
tain polymer-bonding formulas could
tip crucial down-the-line demand pat-
terns, and in that way affect the comfort

zones of several meaningful client posi-
tions. His job meant poring over esoteric
petrochemical-industry journals, attend-
ing technical seminars, flying to vender
conventions, then writing up status re-
ports while keeping an eye on the mar-
ket for the benefit of his higher-ups. He
had been a scholarship boy at Bates and
studied chemistry, was the only son of
a hard-put but upnight lobstering fam-
ily in Pemaquid, Maine. He had done
well. His bosses at Packard-Wells liked
him, saw themselves in him, and in him
saw other attributes they never quite
owned—blond and slender callowness,
tending to gullibility, but also caution
and a compact toughness. Sharp. It was
his seventh year with the company—his
first job. He and Marjorie had been
married two years. They had no chil-




dren. The car had been his bonus two
Christmases ago.

When the car eased to a stop, Steven
sat for a minute with the motor run-
ning, the salmon-colored dash lights il-
luminating his face. The radio had been
playing softly—the last of the news,
then an interlude for French horns. Re-
sponding to no particular signal, he
pressed the radio off, and in the same
movement switched off the ignition,
which left the headlights shining upon
the empty countrified road. The win-
dows were down to attract the cool spring
air, and when the engine noise ceased the
evening’s ambient sounds were waiting.
The small peepers. A sound of thrush
wings fluttering in the saplings only a
few feet away. The noise of something
falling from a small distance and hitting
an invisible water surface. Beyond the
stand of saplings was the west, and
through the darkened trunks the sky far
away was still pale yellow with the day’s
light, though here on Carding Croft
Road it was nearly dark.

When Marjorie said what she had
just said, she had been looking straight
ahead to where the headlights made a
bright path in the dark. Perhaps she had
looked at Steven once, but upon saying
what she had said, she kept her hands in
her lap and continued looking ahead.
She was a pretty, blond, convictionless
girl with small demure features—small
nose, small ears, small chin, though with
a surprisingly full-lipped smile, which
she practiced on everyone. She was fond
of getting a little tipsy at parties and
lowering her voice and sitting on a flow-
ered ottoman or a burl tabletop with a
glass of something and showing too
much of her legs or inappropriate amounts
of her small breasts. She had grown up
in Indiana, studied art at Purdue. Steven
had met her in New York at a party
while she was working for a firm that did
child-focussed advertising for a large

x toymaker. Hed liked her bobbed hair,
% wispy features, translucent skin, and the
& slightly husky voice that made her seem
5 more sophisticated than she was, and
% somehow convinced her she was, too. In
o their community, east of Hartford, the
< women who knew Marjorie Reeves
3 thought of her as a bimbo who would
£ not stay married to sweet Steven Reeves
= very long. His second wife would be the
S right wife. Marjorie was just a starter.

Marjorie, however, did not think of
herself that way, but only that she liked
men and felt happy around them and as-
sumed Steven thought this was fine and
that in the long run it would help his ca-
reer to have a pretty wife no one could
pigeonhole. To set herself apart and to
take an interest in the community, she
had gone to work as a volunteer at a
grieving-children’s center in Hartford,
which meant all black. And it was in
Hartford that she had had the chance to
encounter George Nicholson and fuck
him at a Red Roof Inn untl they had
both got tired of it. It would never hap-
pen again was her view; since in a year it
had not happened again.

For the two or possibly five minutes
now that they had sat on the side of
Carding Croft Road in the still, cool
evening, with the noises of spring float-
ing in and out of the open window, Mar-
jorie had said nothing and Steven had
also said nothing, though he realized that
he was saying nothing because he was at
a loss for words. A loss for words, he un-
derstood now, meant that nothing which
comes to mind seems very interesting to
say as a next thing to what has just been
said. He knew he was a callow man—a
boy in some ways, still—but he was not
stupid. He had taken Dr. Sudofsky’s class
on “Ulysses” at Bates, and come away
with a sense of irony and humor and a
conviction that true knowledge was a
spiritual journey, a quest, not a storage of
dry facts—a thing like freedom which
you fully experienced only in practice.
He had also played hockey and thought
that knowledge and aggressiveness were
asubtle and surprising combination. He

practiced both at Packard-Wells.

But for a brief and terrifying moment
in the cool, padded semi-darkness just
when he began experiencing his loss
for words, he entered or at least nearly
slipped into a hypnotic fuguelike state in
which he began to realize and fear that
he perhaps could not say another word,
that something (work fatigue, shock,
disappointment over what Marjorie had
admitted) was at that moment causing
him to detach from reality, to begin to
slide away from the moment he was in,
and in fact to lose his purchase and go
crazy to the extent that he was in jeop-
ardy of beginning to gibber like a chimp,
or just to slip slowly sideways against the
upholstered door and not speak for a

long, long time—months—and then
only with the aid of drugs be able merely
to speak in simple utterances that would
seem cryptic, so that eventually he would
have to be looked after by his mother’s
family in Damariscotta. A terrible
thought.

And so to avoid that—to save his life -
and sanity—he abruptly just said a word,
any word that he could say into the per-
fumed twilight inhabiting the car, where
his wife was obviously anticipating his
reply to her unhappy confession.

For some reason the word—phrase,
really—he uttered was “ground clutter.”
Something hed heard on the TV weather
as he and Marjorie were dressing for
dinner.

“Hm?” Marjorie said. “What was it?”
She turned her pretty, small-featured
face toward him so that her pearl ear-
rings caught light from some unknown
source. She was wearing a tiny green
cocktail dress and green satin shoes that
showed off her incredibly thin ankles
and slender bare, brown calves. She had
two tiny matching green bows in her
hair. She smelled sweet. “I know,” Mar-
jorie said, ignoring him, “this was not
what you wanted to hear. But I felt 1
should tell you before we got to Georges.
The Nicholsons’, I mean. It’s all over.
It'll never happen again. I promise you.
No one will ever mention it. I just lost
my bearings last year, with the move.
I'm sorry.” She had made a sharp lit-
tle steeple of her fingertips as if shed
been concentrating hard when she spoke
these words. But now she put her hands
calmly in her minty green lap again. She
had bought her dress especially for this
night at the Nicholsons’. She had thought
George would like it and Steven would,
too. She turned her face away and ex-
haled a soft but detectable sigh in the car.
It was then that the headlights went off
automatically.

George Nicholson was a big squash-
playing, thick-chested, hairy-armed Yale
lawyer who sailed his own Hinckley-61
out of Essex and had started backing oft
from his high-priced Hartford plaintiffs’
practice at fifty to devote more time to
competitive racquet sports and senior
skiing. George was a college roommate
of one of Steven’s firm’s partners and had
“adopted” the Reeveses when they
moved into the community following
their wedding. Marjorie had worked
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1 guess cats just can't appreciate Frank Gehry.”

with George's wife Patsy at the Episco-
pal Thrift Shop during their first six
months in Connecticut. To Steven, George
Nicholson had talked about a magical
seasoning summer hed spent hauling
deep-water lobster traps with some
tough old dogs out of Matinicus. Later,
hed been a Marine, had a faded tattoo of
an anchor, ball, and chain on his forearm.
Later yet, hed fucked Steven's wife.
Having said something, even some-
thing that made no sense, Steven felt
a sense of glum and deflated relief as
he sat in the silent car beside Mar-
jorie, who was still facing forward. Two
thoughts had begun to compete in his
reviving awareness. One was clearly
occasioned by the thought of George
Nicholson. He considered George
Nicholson a gasbag but also a force-
ful man who had made his pile by let-
ting little stand in his way. When he
thought about George he always re-
membered the story about Matinicus,
which putinto his mind a picture of his
own father and himself hauling traps
somewhere out toward Monhegan.
The reek of the bait, the sickening toss
of the ocean in late spring, the consoling
monotony of the solid bank of trees
barely visible through the mists. Just
thinking through that circuitry had made
him vaguely admire George Nichol-
son, and, oddly, it made him think he
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liked George in spite of everything.

The other competing thought was
that in Marjorie’s character there had al-
ways been the impulse to confess upset-
ting things that turned out—he be-
lieved—not to be true; being a hooker
for a summer up in Saugatuck; topless
dancing while she was an undergradu-
ate; heroin experimentation; taking part
in armed robberies with her high-school
boyfriend in Goshen, where she was
from. When she told these far-fetched
stories she would grow distracted, and
shake her head, as though they were
true. And now, while he didn't particu-
larly think any of these stories was a bit
truer, he did think that he didn’t really
know his wife at all; and that the entire
conception of knowing another person,
of trust, of closeness, of marriage itself
was (while not exactly a lie because it ex-
isted someplace if only as an idea—in his
parents’ life, at least marginally), com-
pletely out-of-date, defunct, was some-
thing that typified another era, now
unfortunately gone. Meeting a girl in
New York, falling in love, marrying her,
moving to Connecticut, buying a fuck-
ing house, starting a life with her and
thinking you knew anything about her—
the last part was a complete fiction, which
made the rest a joke. Marjorie might as
well have deen a hooker or have held up

7-Elevens and shot people for all he

knew about her. And what was more, if
he'd said any of this to her, as she sat next
to him, thinking he would never know
what, she would either not have under-
stood a word of it or simply would've
said, “Well O.K., that’s fine.” When peo-
ple talked about the bottom line, they
weren' talking about money, they were
talking about what this meant, #his kind
of fatal ignorance. Money—losing it,
gaining it, spending it, hoarding it—all
that was only an example, and a good
one, of what was happening right now.

At this point a pair of car lights
rounded a curve somewhere out ahead
of where the two of them sat in their
station wagon. The lights found both
their staring white faces turned forward
in silence. The lights also found a rac-
coon just crossing the road from the
reservoir, headed for the woods that was
beside them. The car was going faster
than might have been evident. The rac-
coon paused to look up into the ap-
proaching lights, then continued on into
the safe opposite lane. But only then did
it turn and notice Steven and Marjorie’s
car stopped on the verge of the road,
silent in the murky evening. And be-
cause of that notice it must've decided
that where it had been was much bet-
ter than where it was going, and so
turned to scamper back across Carding
Croft Road toward the cool waters of
the reservoir, which was what caused
the car—actually, it was a beat-up
pickup—to rumble over it, pitching it
spinning off to the side near the opposite
shoulder. “Wooo-wooo-weee!” a man’s
voice shouted from inside the darkened
cab of the pickup, followed by another
man’s Jaughter.

And then it was very silent again. The
raccoon lay unmoving on the road
twenty yards in front of the Reeves’s
car. It did not struggle. It was merely
there.

“Gross,” Marjorie said.

Steven said nothing. He felt less at a
loss for words now. Indeed, his eyes felt
relieved to fix on the stilled corpse of
the raccoon.

“Do we do something?” Marjorie
said. She was leaning forward a few
inches to peer more intently at the rac-
coon through the windshield. Light was
dying away behind the slender beech
trees to the west of them.

“No,” Steven said. These were his
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first words—except for the words he
took no responsibility for—since Mar-

- jorie had said what she had importantly

- said and their car was still moving to-

ward dinner.

[t was then that he hit her. He hit her
before he knew he wanted to, but not be-
fore he knew he had done it. He hit her
with the back of his open right hand
without even looking at her, hit her
straight in the front of her face, straight
in the nose. And hard. In a way, it was
more a gesture than a blow, though
it was, he understood, a blow. He felt
the soft tip of her nose, and then the
knuckly cartilage against the hard bones
of his fingers. He had never hit awoman
before, and he had never even thought
of hitting Marjorie, always imagining
he couldn’t hit her when he'd read news-
paper accounts of such things in the
lives of others. He had hit other peo-
ple, been hit by other people plenty of
times—tough Maine boys. Girls were
out, though. His father always made that
clear. His mother, too.

“Oh, my goodness,” was all that
Marjorie said when she received the
blow, though she put her hand over her
nose immediately and sat silently in the
car while neither of them said anything.
His heart was not beating hard. The
back of his hand hurt a little. This was all
new ground. Steven had a small rosy
birthmark just where his left sideburn
ended and his shaved face began. It re-
sembled the shape of the state of West
Virginia. He thought he could feel this
birthmark now. His skin tingled there.

And the truth was he felt relieved,
and did not feel at all sorry for Marjorie,
sitting there stoically, making a little tent
of her hand to cover her nose and staring
ahead as if nothing had happened. He
thought she would've cried, naturally.
She was a girl who cried—when she was
unhappy, when he said something in-
sensitive, when she was approaching
her period. Crying was natural. Clearly,
though, it was a new experience for her
to be hit. And so it called upon some-
thing new, and if not new then some
strength, resilience, self-mastery nor-
mally reserved for other experiences.

“I can’t go to the Nicholsons’ now,”
Marjorie said almost patiently. She re-
moved her hand and viewed her palm as
if her palm had her nose in it. Of course
it was blood she was thinking about.

He heard her breath first through what
sounded like a congested nose, then
the breath was completed out through
her mouth. She was not crying yet. And
for that moment he felt not even sure he
had smacked her—if it hadn’t been just a
thought he'd had, a gesture somehow
uncommissioned. '

What he wanted to do, however, was
skip to the most important things, not
get mired down in wrong, extraneous
derails. Because he didn’t give a shit
about George Nicholson or the particu-
lars of what they had done in some
shitty motel. Marjorie would never leave
him for George Nicholson or anyone
like George Nicholson, and George
Nicholson and men like George Nich-
olson—high rollers with Hinckleys—
didn’t throw it all away for unimportant
women like Marjorie. He thought of her
nose, red, swollen, smeared with sticky
blood dripping onto her green dress.
He didn’t imagine it could be broken.
Noses held up. And, of course, there was
the phone in the car. He could make a
call to the party. He pictured the Nichol-
sons’ great rambling white-shingled
house brightly lit beyond the curv-
ing drive, the original elms exorbitantly
preserved, the footlights, the low-lit
clay court where they had all played,
the heated pool, the Henry Moore out
on the darkened lawn where you just
bumped into it. He imagined saying
to someone—not George Nicholson—
that Marjorie was ill, had thrown up on
the side of the road.

The right details, though. The right
details to ascertain from her were, Are
you sorry? (he had forgotten that Mar-
jorie had already said she was sorry) and
What does this mean for the future? These
were the details that mattered.

Surprisingly, the raccoon that had
been cartwheeled by the pickup truck
and then lain motionless, a blob in the
near-darkness, had come back to life and
was now trying to drag itself and its use-
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less hinder parts off the Carding Croft
Road and onto the grassy verge and the
underbrush that bordered the reservour.

“Oh, for God’s sake,” Marjorie said,
and put her hand over her damaged nose
again. She had seen the raccoon’s strug-
gle and now turned her head away.

“Aren’t you even sorry?” Steven said.

“Yes,” Marjorie said, her nose still
covered as if she wasn't thinking about
the fact that she was covering it. Proba-
bly, he thought, the pain had already
gone away. It hadn't been so bad. “I mean
no, she said.

He wanted to hit her again then—a
second time. This time in the ear. But he
didn't. He wasn't sure why not. No one
would ever know. “Well, which is 1t?” he
said and felt for the first time really furi-
ous. The thing that made him furious—
all his life, the very maddest—was to be
put into a situation in which everything
he did was wrong. When right was no
longer an option. Now felt like one of
those situations. “Which is it?” he said
again angrily. “Really.” He should just
take her to the Nicholsons’, he thought,
swollen nose, bloody lips, all stoppered
up, and let her deal with it. Or let her sit
in the car, or start walking the 11.6 miles
home. Maybe George could come out
and drive her in his Rover. These were
only thoughts, of course. “Which is it?”
he said a third time. He was stuck on
these words now, on this bit of barren
curiosity.

“I was sorry when I told you,” Mar-
jorie said, very composed. She lowered
her hand from her nose to her lap. One
of the little green bows that had been in
her hair was now resting on her bare
shoulder. “Though not very sorry,” she
said. “Only sorry because 1 had to tell
you. And now that I've told you and
you've hit me in my face and probably
broken my nose, I'm not sorry about
anything—except that. And I'm sorry
about being married to you, which I will
remedy as soon as I can.” She was still
not crying. “So new, will you as a gesture
of whatever good there 1s in you, get out
and go over and do something to help
that poor injured creature that those
motherfucking rednecks maimed with
their motherfucking pickup truck and
then, because they are pieces of shit
and low forms of degraded humanity,
laughed about? Can you do that, Steven?
Is that in your range?” She sniffed back

hard through her nose, then expelled a
short, deep, and defeated moan. Natu-
rally her voice seemed more nasal, more
Middle Western even, now that her nose
was congested.

“I'm sorry I hit you,” Steven Reeves
said and opened the car door onto the
silent road.

“I know,” Marjorie said in an emo-
tionless voice. “And you'll be sorrier.”

When Steven had walked down the
empty macadam road in his tan suit to
where the raccoon had been struck and
then bounced over onto the roadside,
there was nothing now there. Only a
small circle of dark blood he could just
make out on the nubbly road surface and
that might have been an o1l smudge. No |
raccoon. The raccoon with its last re- |
serves of savage, unthinking will had |
found the strength to pull itself off into |
the bushes to die. Steven peered down
into the dark, stalky confinement of
scrubs and bramble that separated the
road from the reservoir. It was very still
there. He thought he heard a rustling in
the low brush where a creature might be,
getting itself settled into the cool grass
and damp earth to go sleep forever.
Someplace out on the lake he heard a
young girl’s voice, very distinctly, laugh-
ing. Then a car door closed farther away.
Then another sort of door, a screen door,
slapped shut. And a man’s voice saying
“Oh no, oh-ho-ho-ho-ho, no.” A small
white light went on farther back in the
trees, where Steven had not known there
was a house. He wondered how long
it would be before his angry feelings
stopped mattering to him. He consid-
ered briefly why Marjorie would admit
all this to him now. It seemed so odd.

Then he heard his own car start. The
muffled-metal diesel sound of the Mer-
cedes. The lights came smartly on and
disclosed him. Music was instantly loud
inside. He turned just in time to see
Marjorie’s pretty face illuminated, as
his own had been, by the salmon dash-
board lights. He saw the tips of her
fingers atop the arc of the steering
wheel, heard the sudden surge of the
engine. In the woods to the west he no-
ticed an odd glow coming through the
trees, something yellow, something out
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LOVE AND LOSS ON ZYCRON

A science-fiction tale within a love story within a family saga.

BY JOHN UPDIKE

argaret Atwood’s opulent, tortuous
new novel, “The Blind Assassin”

(Doubleday; $26), moves its narrative for-
ward on five levels:

1. Iris Chase Griffen, born in 1916
and failing of a weak heart in the late
nineteen-nineties, sets down an account
of her present daily existence—the
weather, the television, her short but ad-
venturous walks in and around the small
Canadian city of Port Ticonderoga,
where the button factory founded by
her grandfather now houses a set of
shops and boutiques. She frequently
walks there and has an unsatisfactory
snack at the Cookie Gremlin, noting
how a cookie 1s “huge, the size of a cow
pat, the way they make them now—
tasteless, crumbly, greasy,” or at a dough-
nut shop where an orange cruller looms
as “a great wodge of flour and fat, spread-
ing out through my arteries like silt.” Her
appetite is lessening,

2. She also relates, from start to near
finish, her life, beginning as the elder of
two granddaughters of the town’s lead-
ing factory owner, and spending a clois-
tered childhood in the rustic family
mansion, Avilion. Her father, Norval
Chase, 1s the eldest of three brothers,
and the only one to survive the First
World War, from which he returns with
one eye and a bad leg and a habit of
drink; her mother 1s a delicate do-gooder
who dies when Iris 1s nine, of a miscar-
riage. Iris and her younger (by three and
a half years) sister, Laura, are basically
raised by the housekeeper, Reenie, who
hails from “a row house on the southeast
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bank of the Jogues, where the factory
workers lived.” Reenie is full of tough
love and down-to-earth sayings like “No
flowers without shit.” Tutors come and
go in the house, and the father is dis-
tracted by business, philandering, and
his memories of the war, which has left
him an atheist. The girls grow up semi-
wild. At the age of eighteen, Iris is con-
signed to marriage to the sleek, rising
man Richard Griffen, who in the bar-
gain takes over the button factory, which
has been foundering in the Depression.
Iris endures a loveless but posh marnage
in Toronto up to and through the Second
World War, bearing one child, Aimee.
Laura, who has inherited her mother’s
idealism and has “a heightened capacity
for belief” that beckons her to sainthood,
i1s expelled from school and keeps disap-
pearing into the sick wards and soup
kitchens of the underprivileged until,
in the novel’s first paragraph, she drives
her sister’s car off a bridge into a ravine,
where it bursts into flames. This catastro-
phe is the central event around which
[ris’s diaristic memoir circles.

3. A separate narrative within this
long novel (also titled “The Blind Assas-
sin’) tells, in a telegraphic, present-tense,
quotation-markless style, of an affair be-
tween a nameless hero and heroine, she
of the upper classes and he a scrufty,
though educated and comely, man on the
run, with Communist connections. He
bears a plain resemblance to a character in
Iris’s reminiscences, Alex Thomas, a
swarthy European war orphan adopted

by a Presbyterian minister, and a recent

dropout from divinity school. The brief,
Jean Rhysian novel was published in
1947, as a posthumous work by Laura
Chase; Iris arranged its publication, an
event with repercussions in her life story.
It is published here, in the unbrief novel
signed by Margaret Atwood, in clumps
of short chapters alternating with Iris’s
autobiographical narrative.

4. As the two lovers meet in a succes-
sion of tawdry but fondly described bor-
rowed rooms and apartments in Toronto,
the hero, who 1s a science-fiction writer as
well as a socialist fugitive, spins, to amuse
and entrance his beloved, a tale of the
planet Zycron, whose most glorious city
1s Sakiel-Norn. There, amid fountains
and flowers and singing birds, the aristo-
crats, the Snilfards, wear masks of woven
platinum and “a silk-like cloth made
from the cocoon of the chaz moth,” and
prey on the Ygnirods, the “smallholders,
serfs, and slaves.” Sakiel-Norn is re-
nowned for its fine carpets, which are
fabricated by slave children who “go blind
by the age of eight or nine.” Once blind,
they are compelled to be prostitutes,
picklocks, or assassins. A blind assassin is
hired to kill one of “the Goddess’s maid-
ens —nubile girls from Snilfard families
who are ritually sacrificed every year.
Since some of them, having lost faith in
the presiding religion, have been shriek-
ing or even trying to bite the King as he
acts as High Priest in this throat-cutting
ritual, the practice has grown up of cut-
ung out their tongues well before the sac-
rifice. The blind assassin, when he ca-
resses the mute prisoner, falls in love with
her. Together they escape Sakiel-Norn,
and are captured by hostile barbarians
who call themselves the People of Joy
and are called by their enemies the Peo-
ple of Desolation. This extraterrestrial
fantasy parodies the lovers’ social situation
and, doubly nested in the novel within
the novel, radiates outward through the
book’s realistic levels, making them glow.
Atwood, as she showed in the futuris-
tic “Handmaid’s Tale,” is a dab hand
at science fiction. Here, Zycron is out
of this world’s time but echoes, as the of-
ten interrupted narrator explains, an-
cient earthly history—the Hittites, the
Babylonian Code of Hammurabi. Thus
the tale extends the novel’s general in-
dictment of what (the novel reminds
us) de Maupassant called L'bistoire, cette
vietlle dame exaltée et menteuse—that an-



cient dame exalted and false. History,
embodying “the ill will of the universe,”
is the ultimate blind assassin, a vast
repository of cruelties and annihilations.
5. Interspersed among chapters of

o the secondary “Blind Assassin” are press
o clippings, mostly from Toronto news-
é papers, detailing various Chase-family
< events: marriages, births, costume balls,
= speeches. Before the novel has gone

s . ‘- ‘..ﬁ'e‘- T

The Canadian writer Margaret Atwood s new novel covers a spacious terrain of incidents, inventions, and moments.

twenty pages, three violent events are
reported: in 1945, Laura’s “accidental
death” by automobile; in 1947, Richard
Griffen’s death, supposedly from a cere-
bral hemorrhage; in 1975, Aimee Grif-
fen’s death, from a broken neck suffered
in a fall in her home, at the age of thirty-
eight, after a “lengthy struggle with drug
and alcohol addiction.” These abrupt
dispensations of fate create a mystery

novel’s suspense. The clippings, which
arrive out of thin air, generally run ahead
of Iris’s narrative, and we wait for more
than five hundred pages for her to catch
up and explain everything.

Atwood’s maze should be allowed its
turns and surprises, which unfold cun-
ningly, and at (too much?) leisure. The
attentive reader may guess some secrets
before they are revealed; others are never
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“Touch that dial, Meatball, and I'll have Paulie
pop ya before we bt the tunnel!”

revealed completely, as is the way with
reality. A nagging sense of gimmickry,
amid all these spinning wheels of plot,
accompanies our awed and often de-
lighted awareness of Atwood’s mastery
of period detail, of costume and setting,
of landscape and sky, of odor and texture
and mood and voice as this dwindling
family floats down the twentieth cen-
tury’s dark river. Though North Ameri-
can in its gloomy ambition (saying No in
Ontario thunder), the novel has a lively
English talkiness and nimble ease with
social nuance; the character of Reenie—
her dour demotic idiom, her stubborn
loyalty to her employers and the lonely
Chase sisters—is given heroic linea-
ments. Iwo other female characters not
yet mentioned make vivid impressions
from their vanished time: Richard’s sister
Winifred Griffen Prior, a breezy young
society matron, right-wing and ruthless,
when Iris falls into her clutches, and Cal-
lista Fitzsimmons, a left-wing artist who
enters the Chases’ lives as the sculptress
of a First World War memorial that
Norval Chase insists on imposing on
Port Ticonderoga, though its figure of
the Weary Soldier is thought to be too
downbeat. She becomes her patron’s mis-
tress—taking him to roadhouses racily

frequented by American rumrunners lay-
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ing in supplies of legal Canadian li-
quor—and she introduces Alex Thomas
into the Chase girls’ lives. She is a vi-
sion of twenties bohemian chic, strid-
ing about and shaking hands like a
man, smoking cigarettes in a short black
holder. Iris recalls, “She had pierced ears,
and her red hair (done with henna, I now
realize) was wound around with scarves,
She wore flowing robe-like garments in
bold swirling prints: fuchsia, heliotrope,
and saffron were the names of the col-
ours. She told me these designs were
from Paris, and were inspired by White
Russian émigrés.” Winifred, who takes
over her teen-age sister-in-law’s social ed-
ucation, favors green, wears shrimp lip-
stick, has a low “whisky voice,” and ex-
tends the lean flapper look into the next
decade: “T'watched her move through the
rippling pastel space of the Arcadian
Court as if gliding, with little nods and
tiny calibrated waves of the hand. The
air parted before her like long grass;
her legs did not appear to be attached
to her hips, but directly to her waist;
nothing joggled.” These zestful fashion
notes are made by an author born in
1939: the bulk of this novel’s realistic ac-
tion occurs in what to her is history. The
reader’s last surprise is a Hydra-headed
page of acknowledgments at the end,

listing a formidable number of assistants
and researchers, four editors, and three
agents: minions of the Atwood industry.

n the book’s spacious terrain of inci-

dents, inventions, and moments, three
areas stand out as heartfelt: the disconso-
late solidarity of two sisters growing up
in a big house with a dead mother and a
non-communicative father; the wary, at
times hostile dialogue of impassioned
lovers hemmed into a narrow, secret space
and prevented from making full self-
bestowals; and the brave, humorous tenac-
ity of an elderly woman moving doggedly
through her memories, the changing
streets of her home town, and a succession
of ironically beautiful, eternally youthful
days, toward the imminent end. Atwood
is a poet—thirteen collections’ worth—as
well as a contriver of fiction, and scarcely
asentence of her quick, dry yet avid prose
fails to do useful work, adding to a picture
that becomes enormous. Images on the
edge of the fantastic vivify spiritual con-
ditions. Returning from a winter walk,
the two girls “held hands and our mittens
froze stuck together, so that when we took
them off there were two woollen hands
holding on to each other, empty and
blue.” Laura, after a long absence, looks
translucent to Iris, “as it little spikes of
light were being nailed out through her
skin from the inside, as if thorns of light
were shooting out from her in a prickly
haze, like a thistle held up to the sun.”

Canada 1s blessed to have two such
distinguished, large-minded writers as
Atwood and Alice Munro. Munro,
though the less ingenious and wittily
cerebral of the two, and less prone to ex-
tensive constructions, does give the im-
pression of being the more thoroughly
invested in her creations and the more
open, in Chekhovian fashion, to unpre-
dictable character developments. Some
of the characters in “The Blind Assas-
sin,” such as the haunted war veteran and
his wistfully fading wife, have a faint
dusty savor of the stockroom,; they are
animated, as E. M. Forster said of Dick-
ens’ characters, by the author’s own vital-
ity, “so that they borrow his life and ap-
pear to lead one of their own.” The two
Griffen siblings are absolute villains, right
out of Dickensian melodrama. And sev-
eral minor aspects of the brilliant novel
within the novel troubled me. It is de-
scribed as having been published in New



York City in 1947, to modest acclaim;
yet, hard as it may be to believe now, no
commercially published novel of that
time—not Erskine Caldwell, not Stein-
beck, not James M. Cain, not Edmund
Wilson’s officially banned “Memoirs
of Hecate County” (1946)—could have
contained the four-letter words insouci-
antly sprinkled through the 1947 “Blind
Assassin.” “Nooky” and “tits and ass”
might have got by, and by 1951 Salinger’s
“Catcher in the Rye” was to transcribe
“fuck you” from a graffito, but Norman
Mailer's “Naked and the Dead” had to
settle, in 1948, for “fug.” Obscene expres-
sions coolly common now were then, in
print, scandalously hot. Also, the little
novel shines when cut up and snuggled
into Atwood’s larger narrative, but I could
not quite believe that it would attract the
cult following, of Plathian intensity, as-
cribed to it: phrases from it (“All Gods
Are Carnivorous™ —Laura Chase) appear
in the women'’s lavatory at the doughnut
shop, and Iris cannot visit Laura’s grave
without having to clear away flowers.
Atwood is commonly described as a
feminist writer, and insofar as she favors
female heroines and shows her women at
a societal disavantage this seems just; but
her viewpoint has not been unilateral or
cramped by doctrine. She aspires to see
genderized humanity whole. “The Hand-
maid’s Tale,” her portrait of a Taliban-
style male tyranny, nevertheless manages
to generate some sympathy for the hero-
ine’s personal oppressor, the Commander.
Like a latter-day, fundamentalist Bab-
bitt, he has a wistful, harried side, looking
at moments “sheepish . .. the way men
used to look™; the Handmaid allows, “He
is not a monster, I think.” The men in
“The Blind Assassin,” however, are pretty
monstrous. Iris’s father returns from the
war dehumanized: “He’s in his uniform;
his medals are like holes shot in the cloth,
through which the dull gleam of his real,
metal body can be seen. . . . My father is
wearing a black patch over his right eye.
His left eye glares balefully. Underneath
the patch, not yet revealed, is a web of
scarred flesh, his missing eye the spi-
der.” Iris’s next protector, her husband, is
much worse—so coldly manipulative, so
reflexively fascist in his politics, so brutal
in his sexual behavior, so devoid of any
attractive dimension, that she admits in
her memoir, “T've failed to convey Rich-
ard, in any rounded sense. He remains a

cardboard cutout.” She evidently was
never, not for a moment, responsive to
him sexually, or interested in anything
he said while they shared, night after
night, “a drink or two before dinner, or
three.” Her indifference is almost an in-
vitation to abuse. But even the unnamed
hero of the novel within the novel, the
unsleek, on-the-run chronicler of the
planet Zycron, fails to emerge as lovable,
though he is loved by the heroine. He
feels alien, a more supple specimen of his
invented invaders from space, the bare-

chested Lizard Men of Xenor, “super- |

intelligent but super-cruel,” with scaly
vital parts “enormous. . . but at the same
time vulnerable.”
gender divide holds the Peach Women
of Aa’A, luscious, compliant dream girls
who grow on trees and whose perish-
ability 1s announced by the appearance
of fruit flies over their heads. When his
Scheherazade mask slips, he 1s a male
from Mars—curt, surly, ungrateful, harsh,
remote. Here 1s a typical lovers’ exchange:

I worry about you, she says. I dream
about it. I worry all the time.

Don’t worry, darling, he says. You’ll get
thin, and then your lovely tits and ass will
waste away to nothing. You’ll be no good to
anybody then.

She puts her hand up to her cheek as if
he’s slapped her. I wish you wouldn’t talk
like that.

[ know you do, he says. Girls with coats
like yours do have those wishes.

WEell, he is tense, an apologist might
argue, and her sexual largesse and his fugi-
tive poverty embarrass him. But the novel

15 less moving than it mightbe if we cannot | ¥

share the heroine’s sense of his charm, his
worth. She contemplates the single pho-
tograph of them together, taken at a pic-

nic, and claims, “The picture is of happi- |
ness, the story not. Happiness is a garden |

walled with glass: there’s no way in or out.”

The reader cannot get through the

glass wall, either, which perhaps suits
Atwood’s message: the universe bears ill
will; love and justice are both blind idols;
God is a ruin. “It’s loss and regret and
misery and yearning that drive the story
forward, along its twisted road.” The
novel gets us in 1ts grip and then loosens 1t
and leaves us feeling lost. Love, through-
out, is in insufficient supply; and when it
exists is usually in the wrong place. The
cosmos above us and underneath our
feet 1s void; in our poor neediness we are
as carnivorous and blind as the gods. ¢
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SEX AND SENSIBILITY

The histories of nymphomania and celibacy.

BY REBECCA MEAD

For three days last fall, six hundred
physicians and psychologists gath-
ered in a conference hall in Boston to
discuss the female orgasm—perhaps the
largest group of professionals ever to
convene on the topic. Scientists and sex
therapists from around the world pre-
sented their ongoing researches into the
effect of Viagra on the vaginal tissue of
rats and of pornographic stimulation on
the intimate dimensions of female vol-
unteers. Eros, a clitoral suction pump
that has since received F.D.A. clearance,
was among the products that were un-
veiled. There were some presentations
that caused sniggering even among the
seen-it-all scientists; one was by a French
team who had introduced a copulating
couple into an M.R.I. machine in an

attempt to take precise anatomical mea-
surements of the beast with two backs.

Since Viagra’s début, two years ago,
money has poured into medical research
on female sexuality, a subject that had
hitherto attracted few scientists and
fewer investors. (T'he Boston conference
was funded, in part, by Pfizer, the man-
ufacturer of Viagra.) Among those in
the lab-coat-wearing vanguard, you'll
hear much bold talk that medical science
is the new frontier of the sexual revolu-
tion; that the latest battle for equal rights
for women is being fought with va-
sodilators and hormone patches. There
is, some researchers have argued, a crisis
in female sexuality; according to a report
published last year in The Journal of the
American Medical Association, forty-three

per cent of American women are suffi-
ciently unhappy with their sex lives to be
diagnosed as suffering from female sex-
ual dysfunction, the symptoms of which
may include a lack of interest in sex; the
absence of arousal; an inability to reach
orgasm; and pain or discomfort during
intercourse or other sexual activity. A
crucial defining characteristic of E.S.D.
is that the diagnosis should be made only
when the woman in question is herself
unhappy with her sexual response, rather
than when her husband complains that
she is too slow to respond, as with older
definitions of frigidity. Contemporary sex
researchers are scrupulous about avoid-
ing normative pronouncements about
sex—how much is the right amount, and
what it ought to feel like—and, as a re-
sult, F.S.D. is, to a large extent, a matter
of self-diagnosis. A woman measures
her own sex life against what she sees,
or imagines, of the sex lives of women
around her, and judges whether hers is
all shed like it to be.

One of the services of Carol Grone-
man’s new book, “Nymphomania: A
History” (Norton; $24.95), is to remind
us that a woman'’s subjective expecta-
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The concept of nymphomania has evolved over the years, but 1£s function has always been to denigrate female desire.
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tions of what her sex life should be are
as mutable as the culture in which she
lives. Groneman writes of a twenty-four-
year-old middle-class Boston woman
who, in 1856, sought medical help for
her sexual inclinations, which she found
disturbingly pronounced: she dreamed
of men other than her husband, and was
overwhelmed with erotic sensations dur-
ing everyday conversations with men of
her acquaintance. The prescribed course
of treatment included twice-daily cold
sponge baths, a daily cold enema, and
the swabbing of her vagina with borax
solution. (In addition, she was put on a
bland diet; her feather bedding was re-
placed with hair; and she had to give up
writing a novel on which she had been
working.) She was not alone in seeking
help for the relief of unbearable urges:
Groneman quotes from a number of
compelling case histories from around
the same time, including a first-person
account by a woman who was distraught
that the clitoridectomy she had volun-
tarily undergone was inadequate to the
job of diminishing her desire.
Groneman argues that the Victorian
era, which is where she starts her read-
able, if somewhat abbreviated, history
of nymphomania, was the occasion of a
huge reversal in the popular understand-
ing of the nature of female sexuality.
Throughout antiquity and the Middle
Ages, she says, it was widely accepted
that women were the lustier of the sexes;
Tiresias’ maxim that women take nine-
tenths of the pleasure in lovemaking was
common wisdom. With the dawning of
the Enlightenment, and of its debates
about the equality of all men, the ques-
tion inevitably arose whether women
were equally equal. Groneman argues
that, in the interests of preserving the ex-
isting order, the medical establishment
and the legal establishment sought argu-
ments that demonstrated women’s un-
fitness for parity with men, and did so
by means of a wholly new conception of
femininity: the domestic angel, whose
only longings were for motherhood and
submissive wifedom. In this context,
female desire became pathologized as
: nymphomania, a term that, though it
< was infrequently :applled nonetheless

In the early twentieth century, Grone-

man says, the emergence of a new kind

of emancipated woman, one who de-
manded the right to vote and the right to

work, gave rise to a new definition of

nymphomania, in which it became not |

merely an appetite for too much sex but
an appetite for the wrong kind of sex, in
which the female was an active, even ag-
gressive, partner. Paradoxically, nym-
phomania and frigidity became inter-
twined: the voracious appetite of the
nymphomaniac was due to her perpetual
dissatisfaction. The “new woman’ could
be dismissed as an angry, frustrated mas-
turbator whose supposed sexual insatia-
bility was the mark of her failure to ac-

cept or achieve true feminine happiness.

The next phase in the evolution of | |

the nymphomaniac came as psychoana-
lysts, endocrinologists, and behaviorists
got in on the act. Freudian theories about
the primacy of the vaginal orgasm gained
currency, with the result that women
who found that their pleasures were
rooted elsewhere were considered to be
harboring unconscious, unnatural sex-
ual aggression and hostility toward men.,
Mid-century scientists experimented
with hormone treatments. Meanwhile,
the former zoologist Alfred Kinsey was
seeking to quantify and tabulate sexual

behavior in humans in all its surprising |

variety. Groneman goes on to discuss
Masters and Johnson, whose revelations
in the sixties that in the beds of America
anything went were a comfortable fit
with the sexual-liberation movement of
that decade; and she touches upon legal
definitions of nymphomania, including
a 1970 lawsuit involving a San Francisco

woman who sought, and won, damages |

after a cable-car crash that, she claimed,
left her perpetually hungry for sex. Grone-
man closes by arguing that in the cur-
rent era the term “nymphomaniac” falls
somewhere between a joke and a com-
pliment, while a new term, “sex addict,”
has arisen to convey the notion of sexual
exorbitance. (Interestingly, “sex addict” is
more popularly applied to men than to
women, which may be evidence that the
sexes are being judged by the same stan-
dard, albeit only because the censorious-
ness that was once reserved for women is
now being applied to men as well.)
Groneman’s book is a brief survey of
a complex subject; inevitably, it some-
times feels overcondensed. And, while

she does an engaging job of picking |

apart the changing conceptions of nym-
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phomania in past eras, there’s more to be
said about the current debate concerning
womens sexual drives and desires. Grone-
man’s own position about sexuality is
a straightforwardly constructivist one:
“Sexual desire . . . is not a simple, bio-
logical force in need of liberation. Age,
upbringing, economic circumstances,
ideology; religion, the historical moment,
availability of a partner—in addition to
one’s body—all shape sexuality.” But
owing to the resurgence of evolutionary
psychology, and to sex-related pharmaco-
logical developments, there’s been a shift
in emphasis away from sexuality as a cul-
tural construct. Groneman might have
addressed recent feminist-Darwinian in-
terpretations of female sexual behavior,
such as that of Sarah Blaffer Hrdy, who
argued last year in her book “Mother
Nature” that female promiscuousness
might be motivated by the desire to in-
sure that more than one male feels re-
sponsible to any offspring that result.
And Groneman says nothing about the
feminist debate currently taking place
over the love-drug researches of compa-
nies like Pfizer. (Does the search for a
female Viagra promise liberation for
women? Or does a sex-enhancing drug
for women mean that the larger cultural
pressures inhibiting women can go un-
changed, and that men can carry on
being as oafish as they want to be?)

Nor does she address the question of
whether the attention being paid to
women's sexuality by the medical es-
tablishment and in the popular media
might have the side effect of making
women feel inadequately sexy. Cur-
rently, we're seeing a return of the pre-
Victorian paradigm of female lascivi-
ousness: women's magazines advocate
sleeping around in articles such as “Six
Guys to Do Before You Say ‘I Do, ” and
offer consumer advice on the best vibrators
on the market. (A significant subgenre of
sex articles has emerged in recent years,
in which advice is dispensed to women
whose boyfriends want less sex than they
do.) The hypersexualization of contem-
porary culture means that finding one’s
place on the satisfaction-dissatisfaction
continuum can be pretty confusing. With
Angelina Jolie raving in the press about
her sexual raptures with her new hus-
band, Billy Bob Thornton, it's surpris-
ing that only forty-three per cent of
American women report that they are
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suffering from female sexual dysfunction.

Groneman’s book is as much a symp-
tom of the current hypersexual mood
as 1t 1s a critique; and so is Elizabeth
Abbott’s recent volume, “A History of
Celibacy” (Scribner; $30), in which the
author writes of modern-day chastity
campaigns such as “True Love Waits,”
placing them in what she sees as a noble
tradition of sex refusal. Abbott’s book is a
far more ambitious and wide-ranging
history than Groneman’s, though her
subtitle, “From Athena to Elizabeth I,
Leonardo da Vind, Florence Nightin-
gale, Gandhi, & Cher,” is cravenly com-
mercial. (Cher fans will be disappointed
to see that she gets but a short paragraph,
concerning her extended dry spell since
breaking up with Richie Sambora, of Bon
Jovi.) Abbott, who is a dean at the Uni-
versity of Toronto, devotes the largest part
of her attention to Christian traditions
of celibacy, but she considers farther-
flung practices, too. We have Rome’s
vestal virgins, the keepers of the city'’s
flame, who led lives of privilege so long
as they remained chaste but were sealed
in an underground cell to suffocate or
starve to death if they strayed. We have
St. Simeon Stylites, who spent years
standing atop a sixty-foot pillar, from
the vicinity of which all female tempta-
tion was banned. We have Arcangela
Tarabotti, a seventeenth-century nun
who, having been placed against her will
in a convent by her father to avoid pay-
ing a dowry, wrote a furious screed called
“Simplicity Betrayed.” We have the
nineteenth-century Inuit Igjugarjuk,
who earned his post as village shaman by
spending a month fasting, a month sit-
ting in a snow hut on an exposed ledge,
and a year abstaining from sexual rela-
tions with his wife. We have John Har-
vey Kellogg, with his sexless marriage
and his daily enema administered by an
orderly at his sanatorium. We have Gan-
dhi, insisting on testing his chastity by
sleeping with nubile bedmates snuggling
alongside him. We have anorexic celi-
bates, and eighteenth-century operatic
castrati, and “lesbian bed death,” and the
chastity belt of flesh that is female geni-
tal mutilation. A tongue-in-cheek work-
ing title for the book was “The Kama
Sutra of Celibacy”: there are more ways of
not having sex than you could dream of,

Though Abbott writes of celibacy

among men, and even among the trans-

gendered, like the Airas of India, her
real interest is in women who choose to
abstain. She makes a convincing case that
throughout much of history celibacy,
particularly institutional celibacy, was an
attractive option for women. They were
spared the repeated mortal danger of
childbirth; they were exempt from the
drudgery of a servile marriage; they
might be beneficiaries of education that
otherwise would have been reserved for
their brothers; they even stood a chance of
achieving power and influence within a
church hierarchy. She has a particular soft
spot for the thirteenth-century Beguines,
whom she depicts as a kind of early
womens movement in northern Europe.
Determined to live apostolic lives, they
dedicated themselves to chastity and
poverty, and lived and worked among
the needy. The Beguines were free agents:
they were neither secular nor religious,
and answered to no church hierarchy; in-
evitably, the church establishment found
this intolerable and eventually ordered
them into cloisters—supposedly for their
own sexual protection. To Abbott, the
Beguines are a sadly evanescent para-
digm of powerful, self-sufficient woman-
hood, the riot grrls of the Middle Ages.

Abbott gives an account of her
own embrace of celibacy, too. Post-
childbearing and post-divorce, she found
that it was thrust upon her; in writing the
book, she says, she came to realize the
value of choosing to channel one’s libid-
inal energies in directions other than the
genital. “Celibacy has major tangible
benefits, namely respite from the time-
consuming burdens of housewifery;” she
writes. “No longer do I need to plan, shop
for, serve, and clean up after a week’s
meals, or iron the shirts I once foolishly
boasted I could do better than the dry
cleaner, or answer that infernal question
‘Honey, where are my socks?” > But
though Abbott may well be better off
without a man who expects full maid
service, it’s odd to think that the complex
connection with another that constitutes
sexual love might simply be traded off
against sock duty. What is particularly
poignant about the unhappily lusty wife
of Boston in Carol Groneman’s “Nym-
phomania” is that she was motivated
to visit her doctor by love of her hus-
band, whom she was afraid of cuckolding,
She wanted to find a balance between
sex and socks; and so do most of us. ¢



BRIEFLY NOTED

Winter Range, by Claire Davis (Picador;
$23). Winters are hard on the eastern
edge of Montana, and a couple of bad
ones in a row can force a rancher to sell
his herd. But Chas Stubblefield refuses to
unload his cattle, or even to slaughter
them,; he is letting them starve to death
out on the range as a reproach to the
merchants, the banks, and God, who he
believes has turned against him. Local
wisdom dictates that property is prop-
erty: if Stubblefield wants to lose his rep-
utation along with his farm, that’s his
business. But Ike Parsons, the sheriff, is
an outsider, and he decides to intervene—
a decision that has dire consequences for
both his marriage and his community.
This fine first novel—part thriller, part
love story—explores the gradations be-
tween pity and mercy. With lyrical pre-
cision (the steam rises off coyotes’ backs
in the freezing fields “like smoke from
snuffed candles™ a Bronco's tires sluice “a
rooster tail of grit and snow”), Davis de-
scribes a way of life in which actions are
more eloquent than words.

Eduard’s Homecoming, &y Peter Schnei-
der, translated from the German by John
Brownjobn (Farrar, Straus & Giroux;
$25). A Stanford geneticist returns to
his native Berlin to begin a new job and
claim a surprise inheritance—an apart-
ment building formerly on the eastern
side of the Wall. Bur the place is occu-
pied by anarchist squatters, and Schnei-
der turns his protagonist’s comical un-
certainty about how to proceed into a
nuanced meditation on the political and
ideological tumult of German reunifica-
tion. Here scientists tread carefully lest
their work appear to confirm Nazi pre-
cepts; the polemic of poets who oppose
the G.D.R.’s regime is celebrated for
its literary value; and capitalist carpet-
baggers rush to exploit former Commu-
nists. Through Schneider’s compassion,
we're shown how a self-loathing popula-

tion, reluctant to confront its own his-

tory, might still have some hope of rein-
venting itself.

Hirohito and the Making of Modern |

Japan, by Herbert P Bix (. HarperCollins;
$35). In 1945, fearing that the Japanese
would resist American occupation unless

the Emperor ordered them to obey, Gen-

eral MacArthur colluded with Hirohito !

in maintaining that the sovereign had
been powerless to control Japans mili-
tary leaders—that they, not he, were re-
sponsible for the country’s aggression
and atrocities. However, Bix, an Amer-
ican academic who teaches in Japan, uses
newly available sources to argue that
Hirohito was a war criminal. An imperi-
alist whose policies reflected his belief in

the racial superiority of the Japanese, '

Hirohito governed by manipulation for
almost two decades, and used the threat
of Soviet Communism to justify domes-
tic repression and soaring military bud-
gets. The author’s virtuoso scholarship
and accessible narrative invite us into
Hirohito’s world and change the way we
think of recent history; his portrayal of a

monarch rationalizing evil is superb.

Marcel Proust, by Jean-Yves Tadié, trans-
lated from the French by Euan Cameron
(Viking; $§40). Besides providing a com-
prehensive and coherent overview of
Proust’s life, this fastidious vet readable
biography contains anecdotes and minu-
tiae that may surprise even a dedicated
fan. For instance, one of the titles that
Proust considered for “A la Recherche

du Temps Perdu” was “In the Presence of

Some Stalactites from Days Gone By”;
he occasionally wrote newspaper articles
under pseudonyms such as “Bob”; and

once, in a rage, he grabbed a friend’s new

hat, trampled it, tore it up, and sent a |

piece of its lining to his own mother—
a wrinkle in the conventional portrait
of the artist as a mama’s boy. The sheer
breadth of Tadié’s research can occa-

sionally feel overwhelming, but at the |

same time his familiarity with Proust’s
life and work enables him to reject the
idées regues that have shaped his sub-
ject’s legend.
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THE THEATRE

THE DEATH OF KINGS

In a political season, Sbakegﬁeﬁzrﬁ and Ralph Fiennes raise questions of z’eadersﬁfp.

BY JOHN LAHR

“FT ‘he higher the monkey climb the

tree, the more you see of his be-
hind.” This cautionary folk adage per-
fectly sums up the appeal of Shake-
speare’s “Richard I1” and “Coriolanus,”
two contrasting studies in political
meltdown, which arrive from Lon-

" don’s vivacious Almeida Theatre for a
| limited engagement at the Brooklyn
Academy of Music (until October 1st

and September 30th, respectively), just
in time to rescue the opinion-saturated
election-year American public from
brain death. Four hundred years ago,
Shakespeare was meditating eloquently
on 1ssues that are still much debated in
our own noisy republic—issues of po-
litical savvy, good government, presen-
tational style, and, most contentious of
all to the Elizabethan citizen, the “will
of the people.” Richard I, a man of sen-
sibility but no political sense, loses his
throne; Coriolanus, a warrior who be-
lieves in the patrician regard for prow-
ess and not in the democratic respect
for consensus, undermines his own po-

~ tential greatness as a leader. These dis-

parate tragic roles are both taken on by
Ralph Fiennes, whose swashbuckling
good looks and sharp intelligence lend
more than a matinée 1dol’s presence to
the performances.

In London, the shows—the brain-
child of the Almeida’s co-artistic di-
rector, Jonathan Kent, who produced
and directed—were the summer’s hot-

| test tickets. They arrive here, however,

without their secret weapon and big-
gest star—the cavernous, brooding at-
mosphere of the rough-hewn former
soundstage of the Gainsborough Stu-
dio, in Shoreditch, which gave these
otherwise old-fashioned repertory pro-
ductions a thrilling sense of eventful-
ness. At Gamnsborough, perched four
tiers high, audiences looked down onto
Paul Brown’s muscular set, from whose
brick back wall a large floor-to-ceiling

- chunk has been gouged out and lit up—

an architectural scar that comes to rep-
resent the punishing divisions in each
play’s discontented society. For “Rich-
ard 1I,” the foreground of the stage is
covered with real grass, and Richard ac-
tually makes his entrance through the
crevice. To this play, especially, the be-
hemoth Gainsborough space lent an
unusual novelty and an unforgettable
sense of immediacy.

Richard II, the first English king to
require his subjects to call him “Maj-
esty, 1s presented by Shakespeare as a
victim of his vainglory. With his deli-
cate hands seeming to float in the air
around him, Fiennes captures Richard’s
effete weakness, but his triumph is one
of perspiration rather than of inspira-
tion. We first encounter Richard in a
scene in which he makes use of his
royal power (an act for which he mints
the verb “to monarchize”) to resolve a
hectoring quarrel between two nobles
of the realm, Bolingbroke and Mow-
bray. Surrounded by a flattering court
and indulged in his capriciousness by
the public’s acceptance of his divine
right, he does so with an impolitic, Dra-
conian flourish: Mowbray is banished
forever, and the popular Bolingbroke
(the excellent Linus Roache, who is
strangely tentative in this role) is exiled
for six years. To Shakespeare, this is
not so much a show of Richard’s fri-
volity as an example of his bad judg-
ment. Later, Richard again misreads
the political landscape; in an attempt
to finance incursions into Ireland, he
seizes the property of the banished
Bolingbroke—"“his plate, his goods, his
money, and his lands.” The King is a
turkey who has just earned himself an
early Christmas. His action rallies the
nobles against him, emboldens Boling-
broke to return with an army, and in-
sures Richard’s infamy as a “most de-
generate” ruler.

Despite his omnipotence (“Is not the
king’s name twenty thousand names? /



Arm, arm, my name!”), Richard has
no understanding of his subjects and
sees no reason to play to them. Boling-
broke, on the other hand, is a master-
ful politician, whose “courtship to the
common people” is a spectacle of stage-
managed humility; instead of setting
himself apart through a show of power,
he draws the masses to him by selling

them the illusion of equality. Richard’s
regal imagination boggles at Boling-
broke’s lumpen performance: “How he
did seem to dive into their hearts /
With humble and familiar courtesy; /
What reverence he did throw away
on slaves, / Wooing poor craftsmen
with the craft of smiles / And patient
underbearing of his fortune.” But Rich-

ard has yet to learn the first rule of po-
litical life: you don’t win the public’s
heart by showing it your backside. He
pays a high price for his ignorance.
Most of the play follows the trajec-
tory of Richard II's decline: his cap-
ture, his surrender, his imprisonment,
and his death.

Shakespeare is as interested in the

“Theres 1o man in the world more bound to's mother” Fiennes and Jefford in “Coriolanus.” Photograph by Brigitte Lacombe.
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rise of the new political man—embod-
ied by Bolingbroke—as he is in the fall
of the old. Bolingbroke understands
the concept of politics as theatre. He
knows that public life is designed to be

 seen by others. At the moment of the

transfer of royal power from Richard to
him, he says, “Fetch hither Richard,
that in common view / He may surren-
der. So we shall proceed / Without sus-
picion.” And, at the finale, after the
King is murdered, Shakespeare shows
us Bolingbroke upbraiding the under-

ling who killed him: “Though I did

wish him dead, /I hate the murderer.”
Shakespeare ends the play cynically,
with a display of the gap between pub-
lic hyperbole and private behavior. Vow-
ing a pilgrimage to purify his guilty
soul and ordering his entourage to
don their mourning clothes, Boling-
broke also stage-directs his followers in
their final charade of grief: “March
sadly after,” he says. “Grace my mourn-
ings here / In weeping after this un-
timely bier.”

y the end of his life, Richard II has

learned wisdom and humility (“I
wasted time, and now doth time waste
me”), and this development makes the
play ultimately more satisfying than “Co-
riolanus,” whose hero learns virtually
nothing from his hardships. Fiennes,
who can find no humor in the character
of Coriolanus, mines instead the innu-
merable postures of hauteur; in ankle-
length overcoat and slicked-back hair,
he conveys a certain sneering severity,

' but there 1s no sense of the heroic in his

voice or in his bearing.

Coriolanus is a kind of Shakespear-
ean Schwarzenegger, an ancient killing
machine. He cuts through enemies like
“a harvest-man that’s tasked to mow,”
reaping glory for himself and domina-
tion for Rome. His ferocity and con-
tempt—so essential in battle—sow
only dissension and distrust at home
among the citizens, whom he abomi-
nates as “fragments” and “crows to peck
the eagles.” Coriolanus can neither
abide nor cater to the masses; after his
great victory against the Volscians, he
only reluctantly wears “a gown of hu-
mility” in order to be elected to the con-
sulship. “The tongues o’ th' common
mouth /T do despise them,” he says.

“For they do prank them in authority /

Against all noble sufferance.” Democ-
racy 1s all talk; he is all endeavor. He
won't be bound by any authority save
his own, and at no time is this clearer
than when the citizens banish him as a
traitor. Coriolanus refuses their judg-
ment. As he leaves Rome, he declares,
“I banish you!,” then adds, “T turn my
back. / There is a world elsewhere.” Co-
riolanus joins the enemy Volscians and
his former rival, Tullus Aufidius (the
swaggering Linus Roache, in better
form), and threatens to destroy his un-
grateful former empire.

The ambiguities of “Coriolanus”
have lent themselves to many inter-
pretations. In Nazi Germany, for in-
stance, the play was seen as a call for
strong leadership. (Consequently, the
Allies banned it until 1953.) In East-
ern Europe, on the other hand, “Cori-
olanus” was read, through a Stalinist
lens, as a representation of the betrayal
of the masses by an individualistic
leader. Perhaps in keeping with the
bland spirit of New Labour dithering,

Jonathan Kent’s direction imposes no

point of view at all. Despite a compel-
ling performance by the statuesque
Barbara Jefford as Volumnia, Corio-
lanus’s war-mongering mother (“An-
ger's my meat, I sup upon myself”),
Kent seems unwilling to risk inter-
preting the crucial psychology between
mother and son. “There’s no man in
the world / More bound to s mother,”
Volumnia says. “I have lived / To see in-
herited my very wishes / And the build-
ings of my fancy” Although Shake-
speare seems to imply that Coriolanus’s
stiff-necked pride and fury are due to
his mother’s attention—“My praises
made thee first a soldier,” Volumnia
tells her son—in this production, ex-
traordinarily, mother and son have no
emotional connection. As a result, at
the finale, in which Volumnia persuades
her intractable son to spare Rome (and
in doing so causes his death), Corio-
lanus’s submission seems arbitrary,
and Volumnia’s ace—to withhold her
praise—is played like a deuce. Al-
though he handles crowd scenes well,
Kent can’t come to grips with the sub-
tlety of private moments. His stagings,
like Fiennes’s performances, are ad-
mirable without being exceptional;
they are full of showy flourishes, at
once waving and drowning. ¢
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In rock and roll and in the French coal country.

BY DAVID DENBY

ameron Crowe’s “Almost Famous™—

a quasi-autobiographical account
of his life and not very hard times as a
fifteen-year-old rock-and-roll journal-
ist—is likable enough, a movie that un-
folds with an easy affection for its scene
and its characters, but the picture is aw-
fully mild, and even a litle amorphous.
For years, the talented writer-director of

fortified woman who's too loving to sup-

press her boy’s talents. Against her better |
judgment, Elaine lets William (as he’s |

called) leave both school and their home in
San Diego. He’s got an assignment from
Rolling Stone to cover a struggling band
named Stillwater, and, before he leaves,
William (Patrick Fugit) meets his second
angel—the real-life rock critic Lester

Kate Hudson, Billy Crudup, and Patrick Fugit (front) in Almost Famous. .

Say Anything,”“Singles,” and “Jerry Ma-
guire” was eager to tell his story, but now
that he’s told it I'm not sure that he had
anything to say—except that he had very,
very good fortune as a young man. It turns
out that the boy had not one but two angels
presiding over his passage to adulthood.
The first was his mom, Elaine (Frances
McDormand), a college professor fighting
the counterculture. Fiercely literal, Elaine
stuffs her kids' heads with literature, infor-
mation, ethical passion. It’s 1973, and she
_ hates the idea of her precious chjld hang-

Bangs (Philip Seymour Hoffman). A vir-
tuoso stylist who edited Creem for a num-
ber of years and also wrote for Rol/ing

Stone and the Village Voice, Bangs hangs |

out in a diner with William, an ardent,

freckle-faced music lover, and immedi-

ately recognizes a true talent. He dazzles |

the kid with his interest and then flatters
him with his extra t disillusion.
According to Bengs, the heroic age of |
rock is over. By 1973, it’s all corruption and
corporate greed, and William will be se-
duced by friendly hucksters offering booze
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trusted with the news that life and art suck?
William hits the road with the band,

~and falls into an intense admiration for the

lead guirarist, Russell (Billy Crudup), a
good-looking, remote demi-icon who treats
William with great kindness. Or so it seems;
Crudup, a reticent actor, offers a slight,
disappearing smile that may be intended
as a seductive tease. Russell knows what
any smart celebrity knows—that journal-
ists suffer from the nagging fear that they
are just hangers-on, and want desperately
to be recognized for their personal qualities.
The real hangers-on—a trio of groupies
called the Band Aids—aren’t expected to
have any personal qualities. Led by Rus-
sell's road girlfriend, Penny Lane (Kate
Hudson), they service the band and
make a pleasant fuss over William, tick-
ling his erotic curiosity. Kate Hudson is
lit from behind, which brings out a golden-
seraph sheen in her blond hair, and in
her lace tank tops and diaphanous skirts
she’s ambiguously alluring. As Crowe tells
it, she’s not a baby whore (she gives herself
only to Russell) but a girlfriend with soul

- and social abilities—more a hostess and

party-maker than a sex toy. She’s also nice
to William, who falls for her, But is Crowe

idealizing some mysterious young woman

- who was sweet to him long ago? How

many mothers does a boy need? When
his actual mother calls, one of the Band
Aids tells her, “Don't worry, he’s still a vir-
gin. We're all looking out for him,” and
this is the truth. The rock scene turns out
to be much less dangerous than Elaine
imagines. This is amusing, but it’s not a
dramatic irony—it’s more like a footnote.

There are brief concert scenes, and

- good times on the bus, and lots of quarrel-

ling, and at times Crowe seems to be sati-
rizing rock life, as Rob Reiner did in “This
Is Spinal Tap.” Jason Lee (from “Chasing
Amy”) plays the lead singer, who fears he’s
losing control of the band to Russell, and
Lee, bearded and petulant, his nose in the
air, lets fly with ranting, egotistical tirades.
He’s meant to be a no-talent phony; but
Russell, who's supposed to be the real
thing, acts like a jerk, too—getting stoned
at a house party in Topeka and turning a

light switch on and off as if the flashing
bulbs were a revelation of the cosmos.
“You're real. You're what it’s all about,” he
tells the happy crowd of Topeka teens,
and he jumps off a roof into a swimming
pool. Crowe’s point of view is unstable:
we can't get a hold on Russell, a character
now decent and talented, now casually vi-
cious or emotionally absent. He trades
Penny Lane away in a card game with some
other rockers, and Crudup doesn't yield a
clue as to what Russell is feeling—or not
feeling. Crudup has some talent, but if he
doesn’t drop the Mona Lisa act soon and
give more of himself to the camera, he’s
not going to make it as a star.

The band and its entourage become
William'’s family, and they do, finally, get
him laid, though Crowe just glides over
the moment, as if it were his first cigarette.
Eager yet parched, we look for a little ex-
citement. But William’s mentor, Lester
Bangs, never bullies him, and never turns
on him, which makes him an improbable
saint among mentors. In all, William is
not placed in enough danger—morally;
spiritually, sexually, or any other way—to
become a hero for us, and after a while we
may wonder what's at stake in this movie.
It certainly isn’t the music. No one refutes
Bangs’s charge that rock has collapsed
as an art form, and we'’re not meant to
have any illusions about Stillwater,
which is just another midlevel seventies
band. The plot turns on a peculiar point
of honor. William is grateful for his easy
time with the band, but if he writes a puff
piece Rolling Stone won't publish it; on
the other hand, if he betrays his friends
and writes a candid, aggressive article about
a struggling bunch of egotists, he has a
cover story. The issue is presented as a moral
dilemma, though Crowe makes it clear that
writing a tough piece is also a terrific ca-
reer move (it’s one of the unusual cases
in life in which integrity pays off). Jour-
nalists will recognize what's at stake, but
the dilemma can't be a big deal for civil-
tans—at least, not the way it is portrayed
here, where the turning point passes
much too quickly and casually. “Almost
Famous” is underdramatized and irres-
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olute. Looking back on his salad days, Crowe
seems caught between nostalgia and satire,

between appreciation and disappointment. |

There’s no reason for him to resolve his
feelings, but for us to experience them as
he does he needs to intensify them much
more than he has done in “Almost Famous.”

ertrand Tavernier’s “It All Starts To-
day” ("Ca Commence Aujourd’hui”)

is a fictional portrait of a great, embat- |

tled teacher, but, unlike the many Ameri-
can films that have glorified teachers in
charged situations, it’s not a tearjerker. The
teacher, Daniel (Philippe Torreton), a
thirty-fivish director of a kindergarten
who writes poetry on the side, has a short
temper and a considerable ego, and he suf-
fers defeats as well as victories. Tavernier
wrote the film with his daughter, Tiffany;
and with Dominique Sampiero (an actual
teacher-poet), and he doesn't shape the
material for melodramatic punch—strug-
gle leading to triumph and vindication—as
a commercal American director would.
Tavernier’s approach 1s looser, more anec-
dotal, and alternately lyrical and bleak; he
moves swiftly from one moment to the
next, wheeling the camera down halls, or
after parents or teachers. The movie has
rhythm and pace, which, God knows, are
nearly impossible to achieve in any film set
in a school. The institution in question here
is an école maternelle in Hernaing, in the
north of France, an industrial area in which
the coal mines have shut down and unem-
ployment has reached thirty-four per cent.
The people on Daniel’s staft seem highly
dedicated, but they are facing the accu-
mulated problems of poverty—alcoholic

and irresponsible parents, abused children |

withdrawing into themselves—and they
are stuck cleaning up the messes. In re-
sponse, the fantastically alert Daniel brings
the maximum of pressure and commit-
ment to every moment. Driven forward
by the energy of this moody dynamo,
“It All Starts Today” i1s high-minded but
impassioned and fluent. It helps enor-
mously that Philippe Torreton is mes-
merizing onscreen, and that Daniel has a
sensational-looking and tempestuous girl-
friend (Maria Pitarresi). The movie, which
offers a very French mixture of brusque-
ness and tenderness, manages to suggest,
without excessive sentiment, that gifted
people, whatever their failures, make
an enormous difference to anyone lucky
enough to be caressed or bruised by them. ¢
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ANNOUNCEMENT

TOYOTA VIEWFINDER PHOTO CONTEST. Take
w;gnt and wiig, Submit ynug_“yf:eiti triv;t pho-

you could win a seven aska cruise
for two with Princess Cruises; a weekend trip to
California or Vermont, or a MNikon One“Touch
700D camera. A panel of Condé Nast contributors will
select the best entry. To enter, send your name,
address and phone number along with your photo
entry to: y :

Toyota Viewfinder Photo Contest Sweepstakes
cfo Condé Mast Publications
6200 Wilshire Blvd, 12th Floor
Los Angeles, CA 90048

NO PURCHASE NECESSARY. Open to legal residents
A ek ORI crehera b
entry, exc £ . ErS, empiay-
ees of Condé ilast, Toyota, Erﬁwess Cruizes, Nikon
and their families. Second prize winner must be a
licensed driver. Entries must be received by October
31, 2000. Send contest entries to: "Toyota Viewfinder
Photo Contest Sweepstakes" cofo Conde Nast
Publications, 6300 Wilshire Bivd., Los Angeles, CA
80048. To qualify, submit a 35mm color or black &
white transparency and/or print. For prints, the origi-
nal negative (or transparency if the print was made

from a transparency} must be available upon request
s0 winners' pictures can be publish atives
requested for publication will be ret . Do not

send In negatives or original photos. Condé Mast is
not responsible for lost, late, or misdirected mail. Only
one entry per envelope. Photographs submitted must
have been created by the entrant, must never have
been published, and must have been taken in the past
five years, Entrants may submit up to three individual
ﬁhﬂt:ﬂraphs. An official entry form as published, a

and-drawn facsimile, or a 4 x 6 card with entrant’s
name, address, phone, location of photo, and signa-
ture verifying that entrant has read contest rules and
accepts conditions stated must accompany each
phaotograph. Name and address of entrant and loca-
tion of photo must also be printed on the back of each
print or slide. To avoid damage, all entries should be
packaged in cardboard for mailing. Condé Nast bears
no responsibility for loss or damage to entries. All
entries become property of Conde Nast Publications
and will not be retumned. Selected winners' photos
and names may be published. Winners may be
required to sign an Affidavit of Eligibility, a
L?abﬂ"ﬁyfﬁd:-ﬂcityfﬂopyrﬁ%m release within 10 days or
an alternate winner may be chosen. Winner must also
allow Condé Nast to publish his or her photograph and
to use the picture for advertising, editorial and promo-
tional purposes without further comp . Prints
may be any size up to 8" x 10", Transparencies must
be mounted in standard 2" x 2" cardboard or plastic
slide mounts. Glass mounts or framed raphs
will not be eligible. Five winners will be on or
about November 30, 2000 and notified by mail by
January 5, 2001. Entries will be judged on the basis of
effectiveness in expressing the "coastal travel” theme,
creativity and photographic guality. All decisions
made by judges are final. Contest is subject to all fed-
eral, state, and local laws and regulations. Veid in
Puerto Rico, outside the U.S., and where prohibited.
For a complete set of rules and regulations. please
visit www.newyorkerreaderink.com.

APPAREL & ACCESSORIES

AHAHPASHMIMNA.COM. Summer shawls and
scarves that travel eve our summer pashmina
shawis are sinfully co lightweight and
beautiful. Visit us at www. ashmina.com/MNYK
or call 1-800-775-1061. } :

IF UNABLE TOREACH TELEPHONE LISTINGS, SEND REQUESTS,

WITH ISSUE DATE NOTED, TO THE NEW YORKER READER SERVICES,

4 TIMES SQUARE, 215T FLOOR, NEW YORK, NY 10036,
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AUTOMOTIVE

THE BENTLEY ARNAGE RED LABEL is a powerful
statement. Bentley's 6.75 liter 400 horsepower VB
engine creates an eio%Légﬂt interpretation of extrame
motoring. Call 1-877-300-8803 or visit our Web site
at www.bentleymotors.com.

JEEP. For more information on the legendary Jeep
vehicles, visit our Web site at www.jeep.com.

MERCURY SABLE. For a free brochure on the new
2000 Mercury Sable sedan and n, please call
toli free at 1-8BB-56G-88B8 or visit our Web site at
www.mercuryvehicles.com.

BOOKS & PUBLICATIONS

DAEDALUS BOOKS. Bargeins for bibliophiles.
Remainders for readers. Thousands of titles in all
subject areas at less than half the list price. Please call
1-800-395-2665 or visit www.salebooks.com.

FURNISHINGS & ACCESSORIES

SILVER FUND, The Silver Fund is the world's largest
dealer in Georg Jensen vintage silver, offering the full
range of current and past designs. Visit us at
www. thesilverfund.com.

TRAVEL

AIR CANADA’S CANADA. Independent and
escorted vacation packages to Canada. All on
Canada’s award-winning airline. For great vaca-
tion packages from the US call 1-800-254-1000.
For flight information call 1-888-247-2262.

LINDBLAD EXPEDITIONS. Expedition travel by
the family that pioneered expedition travel.
From Alaska to Antarctica, explore the world
guided by the best naturalists and historians.
Visit our Web site at www.ex?editiuns,cum or
call 1-800-EXPEDITION {397-3348).

NIAGARA FALLS TOURISM. Providing official
visitor information on attractions, shopping,
sightseeing, events, accommodations, dining.
wineries, golf and transportation to the MNiagara
Falls area. For more information, please call toll
free at 1-B00-56-FALLS {563~255%.

RADISSON SEVEN SEAS CRUISES offers unique
and luxurious small ship experiences with the highest
standards of quality, service, and value. Please call
1-B00-285-1835 for more information.

SPAIN. Visit the “Land of Castles,” Castilla y
Lesn—the heartland of Spain that has shaped
this great naticn's history. A region of medieval
castles, Gothic cathedrals and Romanesque
walled cities. Visit Spain2000.org.

TRAVEL ALBERTA CANADA. Unparalleled.
Unspoiled. Unforgetiable. Contact us toll free at
1-BOO-661-8888 or please visit us on-line at
www.travelalberta.com.

VIA RAIL CANADA operates Inter-city trains in
Ontario and Quebec, transcontinental services from
the Atlantic to the Pacific and daylight tourist trains in
Nova Scotia and the Canadian Rockies. Contact your
travel agent or call 1-888-842-7245. Visit us at
www.viarail.ca.

For more information, log on to waww.newyorkermeaderiink.com
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Anything:

“Dog Bowls”

Anytime: TS MARY) Everywhere:

At PETSMART.com, they're in a league of their own. Get your paws on everything your pet needs—from dog food to [ ENEREEGEG_—_=_—
scratching posts to hamster treats and plush toys. Shop PETsSMART.com with Visa®—the payment card preferred by VISA
every pampered pet. :

WWW.visa.com The Online Currency.

£ 2000 Visa 1150 nie
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