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and landscape photography just don’t mix. So, as you engage its 5-speed Sequential SportShift™ automatic transmission, kindly 



IT PRESENTS A STRONG ARGUMENT FOR BUYING POSTCARDS.
 

suggest to your snap-happy passengers that theyjust relax and enjoy some tuneson the stereo. The Acura/Bose® Music System

with 6-disc in-dash CD changer, to be exact. And leave the pictures to tripod-wielding professionals. QAACURA 
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Microsoft® Visio® allows you to quickly and easily organize your ideas and

present a clear-cut plan of action. Create crystal-clear flowcharts, timelines,

organizational charts, even detailed floor plans,all in an intuitively designed,

easy-to-use program.With Visio your ideas becomeeasily understood solutions.

And withtheflexibility to save Visio diagrams as Webpagesor to use them in

Microsoft Office documents and e-mail, you can get your point across just about

any way you choose.To giveit a try, visit microsoft.com/visio or go to

Internet Keyword: Microsoft Visio. Software for the Agile Busines
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CONTRIBUTORS

Jan T. Gross (“Neighbors,” p. 64) is a se-
nior Fulbrightfellow, whois currently
doing research on postwar Polish history.
His new book, “Neighbors,”will be pub-
lished in April.

JhumpaLahiri (Fiction, p. 78) won the
Pulitzer Prize forfiction lastyear for “In-
terpreter of Maladies,” a collection of
short stories. She is at work on a novel.

A. R. Ammons(Poem,p. 82), whodied
last week, wrote more than twenty-five
books of poetry andwas therecipient of
numerousprizes, including two Na-

| tional Book Awards. His work first ap-
peared in the magazinein 1985.

Rebecca Mead (The Talk of the Town,
p.43)is a staff writer.

Paul Goldberger (The Sky Line, p. 96) is
the magazine’s architecture critic.

 

  

Adam Gopnik (“Yo Comma Dog,”
p- 48) writes the New York Journal for
the magazine. His book “Paris to the
Moon’was publishedlast year.

Helen Vendler (Books, p. 100) is the
A. Kingsley Porter University Professor
at Harvard,and the author,most recently,
of “Seamus Heaney” and “The Art of
Shakespeare’s Sonnets.”

Bruce McCall (Shouts & Murmurs,
p-55) is the authorof“ZanyAfternoons”
and “ThinIce,” a memoir.

David Denby (The Current Cinema,
p. 108) is a staff writer andfilm critic for
the magazine.

Roz Chast(The Back Page, p. 110) has
been a regular contributor since 1978.
Herlatest book is “Rationalizations to
Live By.” +
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THE MAIL

PECULIAR INSTITUTIONS

In her conversation with Philip Ham-
burger, Mimi Bowling,of the NewYork
Public Library, tells of howThomas Jef-
ferson “was infuriatedwhen South Car-
olina and Georgiaexcised somepassages
condemningslavery” from the Decla-
ration of Independence (The Talk of
the Town, February 5th). What is not
clear in this old story is that the passages
were not, as one mightthink, an attack
on slaveholdingitself, or even on the
Southern colonies. Instead, Jefferson
first blamed King GeorgeIII forAmer-
ican slavery—asif redcoats had forced
slaves on unwilling planters—and then
complained that the King, through his
agents,was inciting slaves to revolt.That
had sometruth,butit also lent power to

Samuel Johnson's stinging barb about
hearing “the loudest yelps for liberty
from the drivers of Negroes.” Jeffer-
son did dislike slavery, and the cut pas-
sages reveal his disquiet, but he wasn’t
willing to act on thosefeelings. His rage
aboutthe excisions from the Declaration
amounted to an author's pique at being
edited; our founding documentis better
withoutJefferson’s wordsonslavery.
Edward Countryman
University Distinguished Professor
Southern Methodist University
Dallas, Texas

As a former staff attorney for the
N.A.A.C.P. Legal Defense Fund who
practiced civil-rights law for a decade
in Mississippi, I was struck by Louis
Menand’s comment,in his discussion of

the 1954 Brown v. Board of Education
ruling (Books, February 12th), that
Thurgood Marshall “hada strategy;
King had a dream,” and that Marshall
“accomplisheda revolution”in constitu-
tional law, while King unrealistically

“raised expectations.” Historians tend to
fix on legal victories as epoch-changing
turning points—especially today, when
so much ofour political life seems to
take place in court. But, in fact, Mar-
shall’s strategy of bringing aboutinte-
gration throughlitigation was failure.
The South's responseto the Brown deci-

sion had made a mockery ofit; in 1965,
for example, Mississippi still classified
all schools as either “Negro” or “white.”
Thelegal fight was stalled until King’s
March on Washington provided the
push for passage of the Civil Rights Act
of 1964. This, and President Johnson’s
insistence on enforcement,jump-started
desegregation. It was therefore King’s
“dream,” not Marshall's “strategy,” that

accomplished real change in our schools.
AsJudgeJohn MinorWisdom wrotein
1966, “A national effort, bringing to-
gether Congress, the executive, and the
judiciary may be able to make meaning-
ful the right of Negro children to equal
educational opportunities. The courts
acting alonehavefailed.”
Melvyn R. Leventhal
New York City

Adam Gopnik praises a Rikers Island
schoolthat, in an effort to combine re-
habilitation and reform, prepares teen-
age prisoners, most ofwhom are black or
Hispanic, for high-school-equivalency
exams(“Rikers High,” February 19th&
26th). But he does notnote that, prior
to a lawsuit brought by the Legal Aid
Society in 1996,a significant proportion
of the youths incarcerated at Rikers re-
ceived no education whatsoever. Services
are still lacking: a recent audit showed
that more than a third of juvenile of-
fenders held inNewYorkStatefacilities
are not receiving court-mandated drug
treatment and counselling. Litigation
should not be necessary—as it has been
on Rikers Island—toforce states andcit-
ies to provide humaneandprofessional
treatmentfor all incarcerated youths
whilethere is still a chancetointervene.
Cathleen Clements
Chair, Social Welfare Law Committee
Association oftheBarofthe City ofNew York
New York City

.
Letters should be sent with the writer's name,
address, and daytime phone number to
“The Mail,” The New Yorker, 4 Times Square,
NewYork, N.Y. 10036. They can_also be
faxed to 212-286-5047 orsent via E-mail to
themail@newyorker.com. Letters may be edited
for length and clarity, and may be published in
any medium; we regret that owing to the vol-
tape Of cottononce a eaeror VepNy eo
every letter.  
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Leave It to Sonyto introduce a Slimtop Pen Tablet that
allowsyouto paint, sketch, erase and draw using a stylus
and yourSlimtop screenin the same way you would use
@ pencil and a pad. The dualhinge LCDscreen lets you
useit flat or upright. But, unlike a pad,this Pen Tablet also
lets you use imageediting software like PictureToy™ and

Adobe Photoshop® LE. and video editing software like SONY

MovieShaker™ and Adobe Premiere® LE. Even surf the

Internet. or navigate any Windows® based applications

including PowerPoint®. Youll enjoy easy connectivity to Sony

digital cameras and camcorders. In short. do everything

you usedto do with a pencil. Except break the lead.

15" XGAPen Tablet LCD| Intel® Pentium® Ill Processor 1B GHz | CD-RW Drive | Memory Stick® MediaSlot | tLink® interface’
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

HitWales
THE THEATRE
OPENINGS & PREVIEWS

Please call the phone number listed with the
theatre for timetables and ticket mformation.

BAT BOY: THE MUSICAL
A musical inspired by a tabloid story abouta half
boy, half-nocturnal flying mammal discovered by
some West Virginia teen-agers. Written by Keythe
Farley and Brian Flemming, with music and lyrics
by Laurence O'Keefe. In previews. (Union Square
Theatre, 100 E. 17th St. 307-4100.)
THE BOOK OFLIZ

The Drama Dept. presents a new comedy bythe
Talent Family (David and AmySedaris), in which
an unappreciated nun finds adventure when she
flees her conventionallife. Previews begin March
12. (Greenwich House, 27 BarrowSt. 239-6200.)
A CLASS ACT
Ed Kleban’s life followinghis success as thelyricist
of “A Chorus Line” is the basis of this musical.
With songs by Mr. Kleban and a book by Linda
Khe and LonnyPrice. Mr. Price is the director. In
previews through March 10. Opens March 11 at
6:30. (Ambassador, 219 W. 49th St. 239-6200.)
DESIGN FOR LIVING

Alan Cumming, Jennifer Ehle, and Dominic West
arethe dissolute trio in Noel Coward’s 1932 com-
edy. Joe Mantello is the ‘director. In previews.
(American Airlines Theatre, 227 W. 42nd St.
719-1300.)
THE DEVIL AND DANIEL WEBSTER
‘The 1939 stage adaptation of Stephen Vincent
Benét’s 1937 story wrapsupthe first season of
City Center’s Voices! series, dedicated to readings
of rarelyrevived American plays. One performance
only, March 13 at 8. (131 W. Ssth St. 581-1212.)
FOLLIES

A RoundaboutTheatre Companyrevival ofJames
Goldman andStephen Sondheim’s 1971 musical,
starring Blythe Danner, GregoryHarrison, Judith
Ivey, and Treat Williams, MatthewWarchwsis the
director. Previews begin March8. (Belasco, 111
W. 44th St. 239-6200.)
THE INVENTION OF LOVE

‘Tom Stoppard’s latest play stars Richard Easton
and Robert Sean Leonard, who portray the poet
A. E. Housmanat the end of his life and as a
young man, Jack O’Brien 1s the director. In pre-
views. (Lyceum, 149 W. 45th St. 239-6200.)
1 WILL BEAR WITNESS
A stage version of the diaries of Victor Klem-
perer, a German Jewwhorecorded his life under
the Third Reich. George Bartenieff, who por-
trays Klemperer, and Karen Malpede, who di-
rects, collaborated on the adaptation. In previews
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through March 10. Opens March 11 at 7. (Clas-
sic Stage Company, 136 E. 13th St. 677-4210.)
JUDGMENT AT NUREMBERG

Maximihan Schell and George Grizzard lead the
cast in a National Actors Theatre production of
Abby Mann’s drama, which he based on his 1957
teleplay and subsequent novel. John Tillingeris the
director. In previews. (Longacre, 220 W. 48th St.
239-6280.)
LOBBY HERO

Anewplay by Kenneth Lonergan, abouta security
guard, his supervisor, two cops, and a murder
vestigation. Mark Brokawis the director. In pre-
views through March 11. Opens March 13 at 7.
(Playwrights Horizons, 416 W. 42nd St. 279-4200.)
NEWYORKERS
Asatitical revue aboutlife in Manhattan, by Glenn
Slater (lyrics) and Stephen Weiner (music). Chris-
topher Ashleyis the director. In previews. (Man-
hattan Theatre Club, at City Center, 131 W. 55th
St. 581-1212.)
NUYORICAN VOICES

A trio of plays by Latino playwrights (“Miriam’s
Flowers,” by Migdalia Cruz, “Giants Have Us in
‘Their Books,” by José Rivera, and “Unmerciful
Good Fortune,” by Edwin Sanchez), performed in
rotating repertory. March 13 at 8: “Miriam’s
Flowers.” (INTAR,508 W. 53rd St. 279-4200.)
TEN UNKNOWNS
In Jon Robin Baitz’s new drama, Donald Suther-
land stars as a reclusiveartist living in Mexico,
whoselife is disrupted bythree unwanted visitors
(Julianna Margulies, Denis O’Hare, and Justin
Kirk). Daniel Sullivan is the director. Two pre-
views on March 7. Opens March 8 at6:45. (Mitzi
E, Newhouse, Lincoln Center. 239-6200.)

 

 

OPENED RECENTLY

THE ABDUCTION PROJECT

The multimedia troupe Collision Theory’s latest
project, set in the suburbs in thefifties, examines
the notionof extraterrestrial contact in our cul-
ture. (HERE, 145 Sixth Ave., near Spring St. 647-
0202. Closes March 17.)
BOBBIE BOLAND

A former beauty queen goes into battle mode
when a younger woman pursues her husband,

 

in a comedy by Nancy Hastyset in nineteen-
sixties Florida. (Arclight, 152 W, 71st St. 279-4200.)
BOY GETS GIRL

Rebecca Gilman’s latest playdeals with a journal-
ist whose life 1s turned upside down after she re-
jects a blind date. (Reviewed in ourissue of
3/5/01.) (Manhattan Theatre Club, at City Center,
131 W. 5Sth St. 581-1212.)
CANNIBAL! THE MUSICAL, LIVE ONSTAGE
Fromthe creators of “South Park” (Trey Parker
and Matt Stone), a stage version of their 1995
film. (K.G.B., 85 E. 4th St. 539-7686.)
CARTAS: A NUN IN LOVE
A stage adaptation of the seventeenth-century
“Lettres de la Religieuse Portugaise,” said to be
correspondence from a Portuguese nun to a
French officer who deserted her, translated and
performed by Myriam Cyr. (45 Bleecker Theatre,
at 45 Bleecker St, 529-4530.)
DESPAIR'S BOOK OF DREAMS AND

THE SOMETIMES RADIO
Austin’s Vortex Theatre is in town to present a
musical-theatre piece by Kirk Smith, about a failed
poet and a mysterious antique radio. (HERE,
145 Sixth Ave., at Spring St. 647-0202. Closes
March 11.)
THE DINNER PARTY

Nail Simon’s new comedyis set in an opulent res-
taurant in Paris, and his six characters—three di-
vorced couples—are notthe usual Simon-Americans
of his “Suite” plays. They are French, or are meant
tobe. Still, die play ws essentiallycadinchal aces
the running, or limping, gags are in readysupply,
and the secondhandshtick, often in the form of
aeons-old alimonyjokes, flows freely along this
Boulevard of Broken Marriages. (11/6/00) (Music
Box, 239 W. 45th St. 239-6200.)
DOGEATERS
‘ThePhilippines in the eightiesis the settng for Jes-
sica Hagedorn’s play, which she based on her 1990
novel of the same tile. (Public, 425 Lafayette St.
239-6200. Closes March18.)
THE DOUBLE BASS

Patrick Siiskind’s drama explores thefrustrations of
a musician employed by a West German orchestra.
(Mint, 311 W. 43rd St. 315-0231. Closes March11.)
THE FLORIDA PROJECT
Alligator wrestlers and mermaids collide in Tory
Vazquez’s playwith dance,starring Juliana Fran-
cis and Richard Maxwell. (PS. 122, 150 First Ave.
at 9thSt. 477-5288.Closes March 18.)
FORBIDDEN BROADWAY 2001:
A SPOOF ODYSSEY

These days, ridiculing Broadwayis like shooting
fish in a barrel, so it’s amazing that thelatest ver~
sion of Gerard Alessandrin’s long-running satiri-
cal revue manages tofire off as many goodones as
it does. Alessandrini can always be counted onfor
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a smart laugh, but not all of the numbers hereare
upto his usual high standards of comic cruelty.
Thank goodness the wonderful Christine Pedi is
still in the show; her loopy, loving imitations of
yesteryear’s biggies—ElaineStritch, Liza Minnelli,
Ethel Merman, and Barbra Streisand—are more
than worththe trip and theprice of a ticker. (Star
dust, Broadway at S1st St. 239-6200.)
THE FULL MONTY

‘Terrence McNally and David Yazbek’s musical ver-
sion of the 1997 movie, about a groupof unem
ployed factory workers whotryto earn some cash by
stripping, hasall the spirit and charmofthe original
but on a much larger, pizzazzier scale.If you don’t
find yourself laughing consistently (and tearing up
occasionally), well, then, maybe youdon’t deserve
to see six men prancing around in red G-strings.
(Eugene O’Neill, 230 W. 49th St. 239-6200.)
HIGH DIVE
‘A one-woman comedy aboutthe perils of family
vacations, written and performed by Leslie Ay-
vazian and presented by the MC heatre. (120
W. 28th St. 727-7765. Closes March25.)
IF IT WAS EASY...
In Ward Morehouse II and Stewart F, Lane’s
backstage comedy, the Moboffers hard-to-refuse
financial help to the producers of a showcalled
“Sinatra: The Musical.” (Douglas Fairbanks, 432
W. 42nd St. 239-6200.)
ISN'T IT ROMANTIC

The Worth Street Theatre Company’s staging of
Wendy Wasserstemn’s 1983 comedy, directed. by
Jeff Cohen.(Tribeca Playhouse, 111 Reade St., at
West Broadway. 206-1515.)
JANE EYRE

John Caird and Paul Gordon’s musical 1s respectful
of and faithful to Bronté’s original, but it needs to
bebrilliant and piercing, andit isn’t. Though the
show’s book1s a fair job, the music is schmalrzy,
and the modern stage devices—the endless pro
jections of trees and sky may makeyou feel like
you're watching the Weather Channel—don't quite
bring Bronté to life. The appealing cast is led by
Marla Schaffel, whois the verypicture of the Jane
Eyre in your mind’s eye. Directed by Mr. Caird and
Scott Schwartz. (Brooks Atkinson, 256 ‘7th St.
307-4100.)
LEAVING QUEENS
Kate Moira Ryan and Kim D. Sherman’s musical
traces three generations of anIrish-American fam-
ily living in NewYork City. (Women’s Project Thea-
tre, 424 W. 55th St. 239-6200. Closes March 18.)
MOMMA,
In her one-womanshow, Siobhan Fallon portrays
a bus driver fromrural New York whotravels to
Manhattan to visit a fertility herbalist. (Atlantic
336 W. 20th St. 239-6200. Closes March24.)
NOW THAT COMMUNISM IS DEAD,
MY LIFE FEELS EMPTY

Richard Foreman’s forty-eighth play has manyof
the whacked-outelements audiences have come to
expect fromthe father of downtown theatre—a
disorienting set loadedwith veiled signifiers, nubile
women whose semi-sadomasochistic garb is off-
set by intellectual-nerd glasses; a gorilla; an out-
rightair of menace; and characters who seem both
alienated and—especiallylately—somehow per-
fectly at home in it all, It has little to do with the
fall of Communism, of course, butit alsohas very
little new or challenging about it. Foreman’s plays
used to be an enigmatic, exhilarating blow to the
brain. With this latest work, the formula has got so
comfortable that ir seems like shtick. (St. Mark’s In:
the-Bouwerie, Second Ave. at 10th 33-4650.)
THE PLAY ABOUT THE BABY
In Edward Albee’s new play, an older couple provide
aharsh taste of whatlife has in store for a young
couple with a new baby: the ravages of adulthood,
the tidal wave of troubles and injuries that come
with time, Brian Murray and Marian Seldes, two
veterans whoare rarely less than riveting, make
the most of Albee’s sharp, enigmatic writing; their
highly stylized, virtuosic performances here arestun:
ni David Esbjornson directed. (2/19 & 26/01)
(Century Center, 111 E. 15th St. 239-6200.)
PROOF

The young playwright David Auburn’s drama
about the possible link between genius and mental

  

        

   

 

 

 

 

18 THE NEW YORKER, MARCH12, 2001

illness stars Mary-Louise Parker as the daughter of
a brilliant but unstable University of Chicago
mathematician, Parker's character appears to have
similar gifts and, possibly, similar troubles.
Auburn hasreal depth and a realvoice, and he has
taken on somebiggies here, but in the end you
wish theplay were alittlericher, a little less simply
resolved. Directed by Daniel Sullivan. (Walter
Kerr, 219 W, 48thSt. 239-6200.)
RACE
Ferdinand Bruckner’s 1933 drama about a Ger-
man medical student wholeaves his Jewish gurl-
friend tojoin the Nazi Party. (Classic Stage Com.
pany, 136 E. L3th St. 677-4210. Closes March11.)
THE ROCKY HORROR SHOW

Rather than a revival of Richard O’Brien’s 1973
musical, a glamtribute to fifties horror flicks,

  

  

 

THE SEARCH FOR SIGNS OF INTELLIGENT
LIFE IN THE UNIVERSE
Lily Tomlin is back on Broadway in the one-woman,
thirteen-character showwritten for her by her long”
tume collaborator, Jane Wagner, and what's not to love
about that? Tomlin is terrific—moving, funny, and as
lithe and vibrantas she was whenshe first performed
the showhere,fifteen years ago. This isa chance to see
a remarkablelife force in action. (11/27/00)(Booth,
222 W.45th St. 239-6200. Closes March 11.)
SEUSSICAL

Forall the whimsy of Theodor Geisel’s doggerel,
what's missing in this relentlessly cute musical by
the team of Lynn Ahrens and Stephen Flaherty1s
mayhem and magic. With the exceptionof onegen-
tle and winningperformance—by Kevin Chamber-
lin as Hortonthe Elephant, whogets conned into

Regina Taylor, in Urban Zulu Mambo,”at the Signature Theatre.

Christopher Ashley’s production 1s an unsexy and
oddly earnest homage to the 1975 cult-movie
adaptation. (Circle in the Square. Sth St. west of
Broadway. 239-6200.)
ROSMERSHOLM

‘The Century Center’s Ibsen seriescontinues with the
playwright’s rarely produced psychological drama.
(111 15thSt. 982-6782. Closes March17.)
SAVED
The1965 political drama by Edward Bond, staged
by Theatre for a New Audience. (American Place,
111 W. 46th St. 239-6200.)

   

 

hatching an egg—it’s a showwith curiously little
charm. (12/25/00& 1/1/01) (Richard Rodgers, 226
W.46th St. 307-4100.)
SITTING PRETTY

In theBritish playwright Amy Rosenthal’s comedy
drama, Aviva Jane Carlin portrays a middle-aged
womanwhotakes a job as a nude model for artist
(Hypothetical Theatre, 344 E. 14thSt. 206-151
Closes March11.)
A SKULL IN CONNEMARA
Thesecondinstallment in the Insh playwright
Martin McDonagh’s Leenanetrilogy (which in-
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Counton Shell

Few things are morefrightening than hitting the brakes on a wet road andfeeling your car start to skid. While many newer

cars have anti-lock brakes (ABS) designed to prevent such skids, most cars on the road today don't.If you don’t haveanti-lock

brakes and you begin to skid, don’t slam on the brakes — simply release the brake pedal then gently re-apply pressure and steer

in the direction you want the car to go. And remember, even with anti-lock brakes, required stopping distance increases

dramatically on wet pavement, so slow down. Learn moredriving tips in the “Foul Weather Driving” book, free from@

Shell. Pick one up at your nearest Shell station, visit www.countonshell.com or call 1-800-376-0200.



Curl up with the purr-fectly
charming new Mrs. Murphy

mystery, Claws andEffect,
from bestselling authors
Rita Mae Brown and
Sneaky Pie Brown.

“As feline collaborators go,
you couldn't ask for better
than Sneaky Pie Brown.”
—The NewYork Times Book Review

“Mrs. Murphy is [a] cat who
detects her way into our
hearts."’—San Francisco Chronicle

BookReview
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE
An Afternoon with Mr. Mickey

_ A few Saturdays ago,in the thick of
New York’s Fashion Week, Mickey
Boardman,an editor at Paper anda fel-
low known around town for his open-
minded,if uncompromising, approach

| to personal style, broke away from the
rarefied world of the runways to visit
Ham (640 Fifth Ave.; 489-0390), the
breathtakinglyinexpensive Swedish de-
partmentstore diagonally across the
street ftom Cartier. Mr. Mickey is re-
nownednotonlyforhis sartorial choices
but also for his cheerful nature. Onthis
particular afternoon, he was wearing
twinned turquoise-and-lime Missoni
sweaters,canvas trousers from the A.P.C.
sample sale, Keds with glittery ankle
socks, and a necklace that lookedlike a
triple strand of Cheerios bought at an
Indian store in Warsaw, and carrying a
vintage Pierre Cardin ladies’ plastictote.

Just inside H&M’s front doors, Mr.
Mickey gotexcited abouta shirtdress in
shades of bronze and chocolate brown.
(859), a jolie-laide approach to dressing
which was surely meant to be viewed
with more than a traceofirony. “It’s kind
of Gucci two seasons ago!” hesaid. “It’s
very Southern California housewife who
takes potterylessons!”Three seconds later,
a woolly black-and-white-checked vest
provoked an equally energetic response:
“It’s like John Bartlett when he did
houndstooth, buthere it’s with a little bit
of Lurex, andit’s made in Mauritius! I
lovea sleeveless Lurex houndstooth turtle-
neck for $19 that’s made in Mauritius!”

This season, the buyers at H&M
seem to have made

a

particular commit-
mentto animal themes, which appear
in everything from pussycat-bowed
python-patterned blouses to zebra-
striped dresses to crocodile-embossed
jeans. A pair ofreptilian trousers in
the men’s department were so outré  

that even Mickeywas impressed. “O.K.!
Suéde printed-snake pants!” he said.
“But,still, regular guys wont feel threat-

ened, because, I mean, there’s lots of
regular stuff here too, like those tar-
tan pants. They’re sort ofpunk Vivienne
‘Westwood, but also very Connecticut
fireside with a lumberjackfeeling.”

Onan escalator that was crowded
enoughfor aJacques Tati film, Mickey
reflected onH&M’s chic bone-colored
walls and low black ottomans. “There's
something about this space that feels
almost Prada—I mean, Club Monaco
hasit on a certain level, too.It’s not so
American feeling, or maybethat’s just
myjadedjet-set opinion.” Upstairs, an
aristocratic blondesailed by, wearing a
navy cashmere polo coat and carrying
a shopping bag from ThomasPink.
She wasclearly not in the market for
a cheetah-print polyester halter ($15),
but Mickey wondered if perhaps she
might like a peony-colored leather
jacket ($89) that he pronounced “very
Carolina Herrera,especially ifyouwore
it with a fur collar anda stiletto boot!
Veryladies who lunch.” He paused.
“Rich people love a bargain, too!”

Invariably, the low prices andinfinite
variety laid waste to Mr. Mickey's edi-
torial objectivity. “Ooh, now we're talk-
ing—chain belts.” The soft light sur-
roundingthe three-dollar pearl necklaces
in the women’s accessories department
cast a glow, and he suddenly turned
thoughtful. “Maybe I should get two
chain belts,” hesaid to no onein partic-
ular. “And part of me thinks I wanta
sequinnedbag,too.” Fondlinga rectan-
gle covered with square paillettes the
color of gold coins ($13), Mr. Mickey
declared, “I think I should getit. Icould =
always hangit from thebelt.”

—LynnYaeger

=

(M
AR
CE
LL
US

HA



   

THE DIRECTORY
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DALLAS PRIDGEN JEWELRY

Dallas Pridgen Jewelry
1.800.477.1856

www.dallaspridgenjewelry.com
Jewelryhandiciahedione aba Uma!

 

The Proper Topper
1.888.842.3055

www.propertopper.com
Unique...andlotsofit. Gifts,
accessories, clothing, and—of

course—hats for men and women.
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BOOKS ONTAPE

Books on Tape
1.800.582.9666

www.booksontape.com
Checkout the world’s largest

selection of books on
cassette—over5,000 titles!
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THE FRUITCOMPANY
Purveyors of Premium Edible Gifts

The Fruit Company
1.877.387.3100

www.thefruitcompany.com
Elegantgift packages and

premium freshfruit selections.

 

SpecialTeas
1.888.356.6983

www.specialteas.com
The world’sfinest teas.

Guaranteed fresh and delicious.
Beautiful teawareandgifts.
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Mcaciesoats
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Brinton’s of Carmel
1.866.624.8541

www.brintons.com

The Rabbit Corkscrew. Pulls corks
in three seconds. Ergonomic

soft-grip handles. $75 with foil
cutter plus $7.99 shipping.

CyB.
Cybis Reigns Supreme

1.609.392.6074
www.cybisporcelain.com

Witha 60-yearlegacyof creating
world-class porcelain art sculptures.

ExecutiveGIFTSWITHTASTE.COM
1.800.778.3708

www.executivegiftswithtaste.com
Unique and unusualgifts for you,
clients, family, and friends. Hand-

painted beds, vintage kimono
eveningjackets, hand-tied fishing

flies, gems, sculpture and much more.

/)
Wortley

Womanship
1.800.342.9295,

The sailing schoolfor women.

 

Sharp Nine Records
www.sharpnine.com

Finest audiophile quality,
straight-ahead jazz recordings.

Up-and-comingartists
Dena DeRose, David Hazeltine,
Brian Lynch, and Tardo Hammer.

VISA
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oofER.
Grand Slam Tennis Tours

1.800.289.3333

www.tennistrips.com
Travel in Grand Slamstyle to the
world’s best tennis tournaments.

 

The International Kitchen
1.800.945.8606

www.theinternationalkitchen.com

40-plus, hands-on cookingschool.
Vacations to Italy and France.
Wine-tastings, marketvisits,

and more!

 

Sea Song- Orient America Inc.
1.800.480.9171

www.seasongl.com
Quality escorted and independent
toursto Turkey, the Beautiful Land.
Intimate, small groups (16 guests).

 

TunisUSA

1.800.474.5500

Specialists in Cultural/Historical
tours to Tunisia and Turkey.

PRae,ola
Direct Response Group at 1.877.843.6967

  



cludes “The Beauty Queen of Leenane”and “The
Lonesome West”), presented by the Roundabout
Theatre Company. Gordon Edelstein is the direc-
tor. (3/5/01) (Gramercy, 127 E. 23rd St. 777-4900.)
STRICTLY PERSONAL
Jake Feinberg’s comedyabout postdivorce dating.
(SohoPlayhouse, 15 Vandam St., near Sixth Ave.
239-6200.)
SUBURB
In Robert Cohenand David Javerbaum’s musical,
Stuart (James Ludwig) wants to leave Manhattan
for the suburbs, but his wife (Jacquelyn Piro) is not
so sure. It’s hard to tell whether the authors in-
tended to write a satire on the cultural divide be-
tween city and country or a relationship drama,

herselfadmits, she has never had “even oneoriginal
thought.” In this piece of slick fimflam, theres ati
tude but no character, laughter but noinsight, action
bur no plot, suffering but no pain, What we have
here, in other words, is a Broadway hit.(3/20/00)
(Ethel Barrymore, 243 W. 47th St. 239-6200.)
THEATRE OF LIGHT

For this symphony oflight, puppetry, and sound,
Rudi Stern (whose designs in the nineteen-sixties
accompanied Timothy Leary’s Psychedelic Cele-
brations and concerts by the Doors) executes
cleven different compositions,in which two thou-
sand hand-painted slides (splashes of color, pho-
tocollages, andother abstract imagery)are flashed
onthree revolving disk-shapedscreens, in synch

 

The Atlanta hip-hoppowerhouse OutKast, atMadison Square Garden.

andthe cloying ballads and up-tempo songs about
house buying, mallgoing, and lawn mowing inad-
vertently make a case for staying in—or even mov-
ing to—New York City. Only Alix Korey, as a
sharky real-estate agent, overcomes the saccharine
material. (Theatre atSt.Peter’s Church, Lexington
Ave. at 54th St. 239-6200. Closes March 25.)
SUCCESSFUL STRATEGIES
Marivaux’s 1733 romanticfarce. (Producers Club,
358 W. 44th St. 279-4200. Closes March 11.)
THE SYRINGA TREE

A tour-de-forcesolo drama, written by and starring
South African nanveand first-tume playwright Pam-
ela Gien, who gives an extraordinary performance in
all twenty-three roles. Its a love story, really, about
the strong, lasting bond between a white girl and her
black nannyin South Africa, which begins in 1965
and continues through the following twenty years of
turbulent and violent upheavals over apartheid.
(Playhouse 91, at 316 E. 91st St. 307-4100.)
THE TALE OF THE ALLERGIST'S WIFE

As Marjorie Taub,an Upper West Side culture vul-
ture on the verge of a nervous breakdown (“To
juote Kafka, Iama cage in search of a bird’), the
lexterous Linda Lavin makes Charles Busch’s satire

ofNew Yorkintellectual angst dazzle. In her preten-
tiousness, however, she is a gaudy incarnation of the
boulevards contempt for ideas. In fact, as Marjorie
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with wildly eclectic music. After a while, the theme-
less pieces become repetitive, but whenall their
clements come together the effect 1s undeniably
entrancing(and would no doubt be enhanced by
mind-altering substances). (Flamboyan Theatre,
Soto Velez Cultural Center, 107 Suffolk St., be-
tween Delancey and Rivington Sts. 279-4300.)
URBAN ZULU MAMBO

Regina Taylor performs short works by Kia
Corthron, Suzan-Lori Parks, and Ntozake Shange,
in a show she conceived in honorof the play-
wright Adrienne Kennedy. (Signature Theatre, 555
W. 42nd St. 244-7529. Closes March25.)

 

LONG RUNS

AIDA

Palace, Broadwayat 47th St. 307-4747.
ANNIE GET YOUR GUN

Marquis, Broadway at 45th St.
307-4100.
BEAUTY AND THE BEAST

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

Astor Place Theatre, 434 LafayetteSt.
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.
DE LA GUARDA

Daryl Roth, 20 UnionSq. E.,
at 15th St. 239-6200.
DINNER 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 LaneTheatre, 38 Commerce St.
239-6200.
KISS ME, KATE

Martin Beck, 302 W. 45th St. 239-6200.
THE LION KING

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

Imperial, 249 W. 45th St. 239-6200.
THE MUSIC MAN

‘Nail Simon, 250 W. 52nd St. 307-4100.
PERFECT CRIME

Duffy, 1553 Broadway, at 46th St. 695-3401.
THE PHANTOM OF THE OPERA

“Majestic, 245 W. 44th St. 239-6200.
RENT

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

Orpheum, 126 Second Ave., at 8th St. 477-2477.
TONY N' TINA'S WEDDING
St. Luke’s Church, 308 W. 46th St. 239-6200.
THE VAGINA MONOLOGUES

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

DANCE

PAUL TAYLOR DANCE COMPANY

Asa dancer, Paul Taylor could makehis gangliness
look terrifying. As a choreographer, he uses lyric
prettiness and macabre ugliness to equally unan-
ticipated effect. In “Musical Offering,” from 1986,
pristine arrangements of gearlike limbs, stiff-leeged
jumps, and the rushof scything arms build toward
an unexpected melancholy.His new work, “Fiends
Angelical,” is ritualistic dance that casts primeval
forces as cartoons: a priestess enters transcendental
states by means of speedy hip-hop movements.
In the current company, the redhead Michael Tru-
snovec is a standout; he makes Taylor's odd rever-
sals mesmerizing. (City Center, 131 W. 55th St.
581-1212. March 6-9 at 8, March 10 at 2 and 8,
and March 11 at 3 and 7:30.)
MARK MORRIS DANCE GROUP
‘The company opens its three-week Brooklyn season,
with two evenings of repertory works. March 6 and
March LO at 7:30: “Sang-Froid,” “Home,” and
“Falling Down Stairs.” March 7 and March 9 at
7:30: “Lucky Charms,” “Bedtime,” “Beautiful Day,”
and “Gloria.”(Brooklyn Academy of Music, 30 La-
fayette Ave. 718-636-4100. Through March 25.)
JAZZDANCE BY DANNY BURACZESKI
For “21st Century Stride,” the eight-member
troupe performs with the pianist Peter Jones they
conclude wath “Eva's Wheel" seer a cotnpe:
sition by Philip Hamilton, and “Song Awakened.”
(Joyce Theatre, 175 Eighth Ave., at 19th St. 242-
0800. March 6 at 7, March 7-9 at 8, March 10 at
2 and 8, and March 11 at 2 and 7:30.)
NEIL GREENBERG

Greenberg says that he has become known as “that
guywhousessupertitles”; they’re projected onto a
screen above the performers. “Thisis the last mate-
rial I made before my brother died,” says one pro-
jection in 1994s astoundingly unmawkish “Not-
About-AIDS-Dance” as the dancers go abouttheir
business below. Another says, “This dance is my
latest immortality project. I wonder ifwill work.”
Greenberg’s judicious use ofthe device serves as a
powerful reminder that art will neither forget the MI
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life outside nor adequately address it. “Sad, isn’t
it?” hesays. But, with his own viral load now un-
detectable, his recent work has becomeless sad—
and the supertitles are mainly gone. This season, the
biographical annotations they supplied have been
incorporated into the movement itself, which slips
fromdramatic suggestion, with lush arms sending
out emotional signals, to a just-the-facts-ma’am
precision. (TheKitchen, 512 W. 19th St. 255-5793.
March 7-10at 8.)
“TIMBERLINE”

The all-female squad Lava excels at circus skills:
trapeze, tumbling, hoopdiving, tightrope walking.
Thechoreographer Sarah East Johnson gives the
extravaganzathe dynamics of an evening-lengch
dance. (PS. 122, 150 First Ave., at 9th St. 477-
5288. March 7-11 at 8:30. Through March 25.)
“THE DAY | LEARNED TO SWIM“

The choreographer Ben Munisteri and his six-
member company offer the premiere of the title

 

   

RAGE FOR ORDERAsan: autisticchildin an intellectualfamily,JessyPark has,grown

work, created on the cramped Pyramid Club stage.
He adds two repertoryworks “The Rosenkavalier
(LustIs a Pig... )” and “Unspeakable Plastic Plas-
tic Earth.” Munisteri, whois famous for his spon-
taneous mid-dance monologues, has decided to let
the dancing speak for itself this time. (Duke Thea-
tre, 229 W. 42nd St. 239-6200. March 7-10 at 8
and March 11 at 3.)
“AMERICAN DELUXE"

Dean Moss’s evening-length work about the im-
placable joy and isolation ofthe bully begins with
Moss's younger brother explainmg in voice-over
what he'll do to keep on top. Meanwhile, a pro-
jection of Sergio Leone’s “Fistful of Dollars”
whizzes and pops on the mirrored board that the
choreographeris taking for a clean, quiet dance.
Later, a laughing womananda silentwoman bury
a gentle and stuttery young man under a mountain
of smaller boards. The various personas are in-
triguing, but their motives, unlike those of bullies,

 

 

up channelling her enthusiasms (her word), or obsessions (the medical word), into her
paintings. Atfirst, shefocussedon radio dialsandheaters. Recently, she has turnedto ex-
quisite depictions ofhousesandchurches in whichan uncannyaccuracy ofline is combined
with colors ofsurrealbrilliance (at Bodell, through March 18; see Art). As her mother,
Clara Claiborne Park, notes in her new book aboutJessy, “Exiting Nirvana,” Jessy’
discoveries ofbits oforder in the world—forexample, that 70,003 isaprime number—
give hergreatjoy. This capacityfor rapture seems to be containedin these beautifiuland
meticulous works, which, likeJessy, are incapable oftelling lies—Oliver Sacks

  

are hard to fathom. “American Deluxe”inaugu-
rates dance at the Smack Mellon gallery, a former
spice factory that still smells sweetlyof cardamom.
(56 Water St., between Main and Dock Sts.,
Brooklyn. 718-834-8761. March 7 at 7 and
March 8-11 at 8. Through March 18.)
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CONCERTS
PANTERA

These Texas heavy-metal purists may have changed
theirhair styles a few times over the last decade, but
they haven’t changed their minds: they're as de-
voted to their noisy cause as they were at the peak of
their success, back in the early nineties. (Hammer:
stem Ballroom, Manhattan Center, 311 W. 34th St.
564-4882. March 8-10 at 8.)
“DUETS ON THE HUDSON”

Jaz at Lincoln Center has a hit with this series of in-
timaterecitals, which provides a privileged peck at
musicians working one on one in challenging set-
tings. Stefon Harris, the most exciting new vibra-
phonist on the scene today, meets up with Jacky
Terrasson, a pianist who shares Harris's questing
spirit. The baritone saxophonist Hamict Bluiett and
the pianist D. D. Jackson have a common trait:
both heat up their instruments with spirited impro-
vision before they velay ato the welcoming ens
ofgospel andblues. (Kaplan Penthouse, Rose Build-
ing, Lincoln Center. 721-6500. March 9-10 at 8.)
OUTKAST

If the rules for Grammyconsideration had been
written differently,it’s fair tosaythat there wouldn’t
havebeen any controversy over Eminem—Out-
Kast’s latest album, “Stankonia” (which was re-
leased after the cutoff date, September30), would
have stolen the show. The Atlanta duo of André
3000 and Big Box, along with their production
team, Organzed Noize, cranks out fasemoving
lyrics and beats in the spirit of George Clinton's
Parhament-Funkadelic empire. Tossin thepolitical
consciousness of mid-period Sly and the Family
Stone and you'll start to get the picture. (Madison,
Square Garden. 307-7171. March 9 at 8.)
 

CLUBS

Musicians and night-club proprietors live
complicatedlives; it’s advisable to call abead
to confirm engagements.

B. B. KING BLUES CLUB & GRILL

237 W. 42ndSt. (997-4144)—March 8-10: The
Queenof the Blues, Koko Taylor. March 13: Van
Zant. Boasting one of Southern rock’s most revered
surnames, the fraternal core of this band, Johnny’
and Donnie (whowill undoubtedly be performing
much of the work of their elder brother and Lynyrd
Skynyrd founder, the late Ronnie), aims to take the
irony out of yelling “Freebird!” at a concertclimax.
BOTTOM LINE

15 W. 4th St., at Mercer St. (228-6300)—March
10: Jackie DeShannon had somehits of her own in
the sixties and opened for the Beatles during their
first American tour, butshe’s had greater success as
a songwriter, having composed smashes for the
Searchers, MarianneFaithfull, and Kim Carnes.
Last year she put out “You Know Me,” herfirst
albumin fifteen years, and her huskily soulful de-
livery is still intact.
BOWERY BALLROOM

6 DelanceySt, (533-2111)}—March 9: The groovy
Venezuclandance band Los Amigos Invisibles.
March 10-11: Now that they are old enough to
legally partake at this venue’s bar, the members of
the appealingall-girl glam-punk band the Donnas
are touring to promotetheir aptly titled third disk,
“The Donnas Turn 21.” With the riot-grrl heavy-
weights Bratmobile opening, fansofrighteous fe-
male empowermentshould have a field day.
IRVING PLAZA

17 Irving PL, at LSth St. (777-6800)—Maarch 7-8: Jon
Spencer Blues Explosion. This high-voltage trio is



fronted by the Lower East Side legend Spencer (for-
merly of squalid guitar abusers Pussy Galore}, who
mixes equal parts James Brown showmanship and
Elvis Presley hip-shaking with a strident punk aes-
thetic. The group’s incendiary live shows are as hilar-
tous as they are manic. March 9-10: Karl Denson’s
Tiny Universe. After years of blowing sax for Lenny
Kravitz, the onetime jazz musician Denson(he’s
played with former Miles Davis sidemen Jack De
Johnette and Dave Holland) has assembled a neo-
hippie conglomerate. The sound is progressive yet
still accessible, with an emphasis on funk. Olu Dara,
a Mississippi-born avant-garde jazz cornettist who's
also proven adeptat the blues guitar, warms up the
crowd with songs from his smoking newrelease,
“Neighborhoods.” March 12: Sepultura, Brazal’s pre
muerthrash-metal band, has striven tosetitself apart
from the standard Sturm und Drang ofits genre by
including Latin rhythms and politically aware lyrics
in its music.Thisis nor tosay that the musicians don’t
bellow menacingly (in Portuguese) and grimace as
they strike the requisite power chords.
JOE'S PUB
425 Lafayette St. (539-8777}—March7: The forty
nine-year-old Brazilian guitarist Vinicius Cantudria
spentthe earlypart of his carcer writing songs for
such superstar compatriots as Caetano Veloso and
Gal Costa. For the past six years, though, he’s
lived in NewYork City, rubbing elbows with a
radical set of musicians, includingBill Frisell, Arto
Lindsay, David Byrne, and Laurie Anderson. As a
result his bossa nova has an avant-garde edge, but
it never loses its quiet power. At a recent perfor-
mance atTonic, for example, the crowdwas close
to tearsafter a single note.
KNITTING FACTORY
74 Leonard St., between Broadway and Church
St. (219-3055)—March 10: After years of flying
just under the radar as a perpetuaily irritable fe-
male indie rocker, Juana Hatfield never managed
tobreak out of cuit status. Now she’s reconvened
her late-cighties pop trio, Blake Babies (named
somewhat preciously after the illustrations that
ccompaniedWilliam Blake’s poetry), to remind

s of her once promising start.
MAKOR
35 W. 67th St. (601-1000}—March10: Oftenhailed
as the world’s greatest bar band, NRBQ puts on
showsthat are unequal (and unbalanced) parts The
Jonious Monk, Chuck Berry, and Ricky Ricardo.
MERCURY LOUNGE

217 E. HoustonSt. (260-4700)—March8: Rocket
fromthe Crypt,a six-piece San Diego ensemble com
plete with sparkling horns and matching greasers-
from-Hell rockabilly outfits, comes onlike a glittery
Vegas floor show. Despite their tongue-in-cheek
sheen, they deliver a powerful punch with a bonus
dose of vintage R. & B. panache. In towntopromote

“Group Sounds,”they'vepicked a
relatively intimate venue to stage their assault
PETE'S CANDY STORE

709 LorimerSt., Williamsburg.(718-302-3770)—
March 12: Juliana Nash, the former front woman
for the pop-rock band Talking to Animals, takes
over the minuscule back room here, Thursdays in
Marchbelong to the Howard Fishman quartet.
VILLAGE UNDERGROUND
130 W.3rd St. ( 5)March 7-9: Michelle
Shocked, perhapsthe best singer without a label, 1s
just back from Dublin, where she recorded acol-
lection entitled “Deep Natural.” As she shops that
around to record companies she'll beoffering a
companiondisk, “Dub Natural,” at live shows.
Here she'll concentrate on the new material—all
onginals except for Hendrix’s “House Burnin’
Down”—delivered with the bluesy; gospel fervor
that is her trademark, joined by Fiachna O’Braonain
(of Hothouse Flowers) onguitar and longue ac-
companist Rich Armstrong on bass and trumpet.

    

  

 

 

  

     

 

  

  

 

  

 

  

 

JAZZ AND STANDARDS

ALGONQUIN HOTEL

59 W, 44th St. (840-6800)—Through March 10:
Dave Frishberg writes funny, moving, original songs
about baseball, love, and human duplicity, then sits

downatthe piano,which he plays likeJimmy Rowles,
and sings them in a creaky, winning baritone. He
hasn’t beenhere forten years. Don’t miss him,
BIRDLAND

44th St. (581-3080)—March Long
before Cuba was rediscovered as the musical
Promised Land, the master Latin percussionist
Carlos (Patato) Valdes was bringing the infectious
rhythms of the islands to our home town. The
spirit—andpalms—of this septuagenarian arestill
more thanwilling. March 9-10: The saxophonist
Joe Lovanotips his hat to John Coltrane. Among
thefine players on board for thistribute, whichin-
cludes the alto saxophonist James Spaulding and
the drummerIdris Muhammad, 1s thepianist Steve
Kuhn,a veteran—albeit a short-lived, unrecorded
one—ofanearly Coltrane ensemble. Dining.
BLUE NOTE
131 W. 3rd St., near Sixth Ave. (475-8592)—
Through March 11: “Give theflutist some!”is not
an exhortation heardat mostgigs, but this double
bill will be different. Herbie Mann,the musician
who brought the wind instrument front and center
in jazz, is on hand withhis troprcally inclined
Sona Terra band. Dave Valentin, one of the most
able of Mann’s protégés, heads up a quartet.
CARLYLE HOTEL

MadisonAve. at 76th St. (744-1600)—The Café
Carlyle, a snug, windowless enclavein the doorman
district, featuresdiscreet waiters, wraparound pas:
tel murals, and, through March 17, Mary Cleere
Haran, whohas long beenthewitty apotheosis of
cabaret singers, ¢ Across the hall, in Bemelmans
Bar, the pianist Peter Mintun is in attendance.
IRIDIUM

48 W. 63rd St. (582-2121)—Through March11:
The David Murrayoctet. Oneof the most pleasing
aspects of Murray's playingis that, unlike the ma
jority of saxophonists in his generation, he doesn’t
sound like Coltrane. Yet, if the timbre 1s more
SonnyRollins and the outside-the-lines effects are
indebtedto Albert Ayler,thesoulfulness and sheer
intensityof Murray’s improvisationsare heartfelt
nods tothe master himselE.
JAZZ STANDARD

116 E. 27thSt. (576-2232)—Through March11:
The Elaine Elias trio. The Brazilian-born pianist
and vocalist has a light-handed ease with
tropical rhythms andphrasing, as well as with
mainstream jazz. Dining.
KNITTING FACTORY
74 Leonard St., between Broadway and Church
St.(219-3055)--March 12: Whether making his
trombone jumpthrough hoops or extracting
melodies fromhis arsenal of tuned conchshells,
Steve Turreisa lusty improviser who’s been a wel
comepresence onthe bandstandsince h
with Rahsaan Roland Kirk, in the mid-seventies.
VILLAGE VANGUARD

178 Seventh Ave. S., at 11th St. (255-4037)—
‘Through March 11: The Russell Malone quartet
Having paid his dues with thelikes of Harry
nick, Jr, and DianaKrall, the guitarist Maloneis
stepping out on his own, He’s a graceful stylist a
well as a fluent technician; ifonly he’d stress the
formerattribute rather than the latter, The Van-
guard Jazz Orchestra holds sway on Mondays.

   

 

     

  

 

  
 

   

  

 

   

  

MUSEUMS ANDLIBRARIES
METROPOLITAN MUSEUM

Fifth Ave. at 82nd St. (879-5500)—“Nineteenth-
and Twentieth-Century Chinese Painting”is an in-
termuttently dazzling show, drawn ennrely from
the vast collection that Robert H. Ellsworth do
natedto the museumin 1986. Thoughartists inthis
period generally had some training in Western tech-
mques, only guohua (works in traditional Chinese
ink media) are on view. Of the thirty-five prominent
arusts represented, one towers above the others:
Qi Baishi (1864-1957), a former cowherd who
took up painting at the age of twenty-seven, One
ravishing series by Qi, more than a dozen studies of,
frogs, catfish, and shrimp, was executed in spongy,
aqueous grays. Even better is a narrow hanging
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scroll that shows a water buffalo, seen from be-
hind. The creature’s rump makes a perfect calli
graphic circle, from which his tail hangs limply,
echoing the long, bare branches of a willowtree.
Qis casual, comical perfection would have made
both Thurber and Corot envious. Through Aug.
19. # “Correggio and Parmigianino: Master Drafts-
men ofthe Renaissance.” Through May 6. (Open
‘Tuesdays throughSundays, to 5:30, and Friday
andSaturday evenings until 9.)
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART
11 W.53rd St. (708-9480)—All work and noplay
has never looked better than in “Workspheres,” a
showdevoted to contemporaryworkplace design.
Ergonomically correct staplers, mouse pads, and
Post-its restin vitrines alongside ambitious projects
commissioned specifically for the exhibition. The
latter range from a vending machineby the Spanish
artist Marti Guixé, stocked withpills purporting to
help you “write everywhere”or “spreadideas,” to
a desk chair by Naoto Fukasawa which changes
colorto match your outfit. The section of the show
devoted to the “Official Office”offers a snazzy
cavalcade of desks (one of which is paired with a
matching tricycle, for increased mobility), chairs,
and lamps (including a “Do Swing”ceiling lamp,
with lights attached to a trapezelike apparatus).
Things are more futuristic for the worker nomad,
for whom an airport lounge often serves as a con-
ference room. In addition to the obligatory cell
phonelaptop, and Palm Pilot, there’ prototype
fora wearable computerin the guise of a scarf. For
those in need of more privacy, the Cocoon-chair,
whichlooks like a Noguchi lampon wheels,allows
its user topull down a full-body hoodfora little R.
and R. Through April 22. (OpenSaturdays
through Tuesdays, and Thursdays, 10:30 to 5:45;
Fridays, 10:30 to 8:15.)
GUGGENHEIM MUSEUM

Fifth Ave. at 89thSt. (423-3500)—Over thepast
decade, the Guggenheim’s director, Thomas Krens,
has turned a mild-mannered museuminto an ex:

 

pansionist conglomerate, with branches and part-
ner institutionsin Berlin, Bilbao, Veruce,and St. Pe-
tersburg. Someoftheresults of this transformation
are on viewin “The Global Guggenheim,”a selec-
tion of two hundred paintings and sculptures from
the far-flung collection. The works themselves—a
mix of familiar masterpieces and overseas guests—
are generally spectacular, with particularly rich
troves of Kandinsky, Brancusi, Mondrian, Picasso,
and Rauschenberg. Theinstallation is less inspir-
ing. Like the curators ofMOMA’s recent “Modern
Starts” experiment, Krens’s team aimed to liven
things up,buttheir glib hit-or-miss juxtapositions
have a deadening effect. Do we need to be re-
minded that Rothko and Van Doesburg both hked
orange rectangles? It’s telling that the most mini-
mallyreshuffled area—the Tannhauser gallery—
comes out looking the best. Through April 22.
(Open Sundays through Wednesdays, 9 to 6; Fri-
days and Saturdays, 9 to8.)
WHITNEY MUSEUM OF AMERICAN ART
Madison Ave. at 75th St. (570-3676)—The pho-
tographer Kenneth Josephson has turned exposure
tricks and photographic illusions (boy holding
photoofboy, nude holding murrorthat reflects pho-
tographer) into a testamentto the resources of the
form.Thefull-scale retrospective makes a forceful
case for the inventiveness of the arust, who comes
across as a shutterbug version of Donald Barthelme.
Through May 27. (Open Tuesdays throughThurs:
days, and weekends,LI to 6, Fridays, 1 t0 9.)
FASHION INSTITUTE OF TECHNOLOGY

Seventh Ave. at 27th St. (217-5800)—“Dreaming in
Print: A Decade of Visionasre.” The editors of Vi-
sionaire have made a career of combining thehigh-
spirited, ad-driven gloss of fashion magazines with
the limited-edition, collector-drivencraftsmanship
of artist's books. They’ve produced editions packed
in envelopes from Vuitton, folders from Hermes,
and denim shirts from Lew’s. The walls here are
stacked with original art from their projects, and the
Vitrines are full of magazines, if they can be called
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that. No. 3 tackles erotica, in brown paper; No. 16
is a calendar that concludes with a Santa spanking
scene; and No.28takes onthe Bible,ina giltedged
board book. Through April 21. (Open Tuesdays
through Fridays, noonto 8; Saturdays, 10 to 5.)
NEW MUSEUM OF CONTEMPORARY ART

583 Broadway (219-1222)—The controversial Los
Angeles artist Paul McCarthy may not be every-
body's bow! of mayonnaise (the condimentfavored
in his performances), but his influence on contem-
porary art is undeniable—MikeKelley, Matthew
Barney, and the Chapmanbrothers areall indebted
to him. His primal work 1s notorious forits gross-
out factor (Vaseline, ketchup, and mayoare used to
nauseating effect) and taboo subjects (incest and
bestiality, to name just two). After a brief stint as a
painter, he shifted to performance, and the video-
tapes and photographs documentinghis early
work are among the most discomforting works
here, In the past decade, he begancreating elabo-
rate sculpturalinstallations such as the ai
“Garden,” a cross between Duchamp’s
Donné” and theteen flick “American Pie.” (“Gar-
den” is on viewat Deitch Projects in conjunction
with this show.) Some of the work is like Castor
oilhard to stomach but good for you. Through
May13. (OpenWednesdays and Sundays, noon to
6; Thursdays through Saturdays, noon to 8.)
NEW-YORK HISTORICAL SOCIETY
2 W. 77th St., at Central Park W.(873-3400)—For
the pasttwenty years, Invin Silver has been taking his
“Nightwalks” photographs of New York froma tr-
pod strapped onto a luggage cart. His very long ex-
posures, many lasting more than half an hous, yield
slowing black-and-white prints of the same old bar-
bershops, diners, and signs that photographers have
been pointing at for years, bur there are also crispm-
ages of unfamiliar architectural details, a beautiful
viewinto the Seagram’s Building, and a nighttime
look down MottStreet, covered with shuttered car-
nival trailers. It would be easyto guess thatit's the
San Gennaro festival, but Silver's dates are precise,
and “June 1, 1986, 5 A.M.” precludes it. Where were
youat 11:40 pM. onJuly 24, 1987?If you entered or
exited 160-162 Prince Street, next doorto the Vesu-
vio Bakery, Silver's camera sawyou, butthe long ex:
posuredidn’t register your presence. Through May
20. (Open Tuesdays through Sundays, 11 to5.)
P.S. 1 CONTEMPORARY ART CENTER

22-25 Jackson Ave., at 46th Ave., Long Island City
(718-784-2084)—Thepleasures and terrors of
childhood, long a subject for artists, are now in
vogue with curators as well. Onthe heels of

 

  

  

| MOMA’s excellent “Innocence and Experience”
show,PS.1 presents “Almost Warm and Fuzzy,” a
less focussed version geared to young audiences.
Muchof the work plays with shifts in scale, as in
Daniel Oates’s giant pair of shoes and Charles
LeDray’s rowoftiny hats. In a one-liner only a kid
could love, a giant nose by the Art Guys sneezes a
fountain of greenevery fifteen minutes. Elsewhere,
Joseph Schneider's delightful model schooner, float”
ing ona sea of confetn, allows viewersto raise and
lowerits kaleidoscopicsails. But most of the work is
typically do-not-touch, like Tom Friedman's snow
angelin a pile of laundrydetergent on the floor. And
if your child hasn't seen “Bamb.”1t may be hard to
explain whyall the performers in Maria Fernanda
Cardoso’s elaborate “Flea Circus” are yust little
specks onthefloor of their cages. (Theyshuffled off
this mortal coula fewweeks back, though a video:
tape documents their heyday.) Through April 8.
(Open Wednesdays through Sundays, noon to 6.)

  

 

GALLERIES-UPTOWN

Unless otherwise noted, galleries are open
Tuesdays through Saturdays, from around 10
or 11 to between 5 and6.
ROBERT OVERBY

Long before Rachel Whiteread, this West Coast
artist and industrial designer (1935-93) made beau-
tiful, ghostly casts of architectural spaces. The two
here, a fire-charred door and aninside-out stairwell,
both have the sombre seductiveness of his better:



known Barclay-house castings. They were made
the same year, 1971,in theartist’s brother’s house,
in Venice, California. Though Overbypreferred
latex to Whitercad’s plaster, his castings, like hers,
retain partsof the surfaces they memorialize: paint
chips and soot give thema patina of eente factuality,
as if you'd found Napoleon’s whiskers still lodged
in his death mask. Through March 17. (Grant Sel-
wyn, 37 W. 57th St. 755-0434.)

Short List
JULES PASCIN

Forum,745 Fifth Ave., at $7th St. 355-4545.
Through March 10.

GALLERIES-CHELSEA

SOPHIE CALLE

Calle’s “Double Game”is at least a triple oneatthis
point. Her art about the art of living caught Paul
Auster’s attention; Auster wrote a character, Maria,
based on her into his “Leviathan” (both’ Sophie
and Maria stripped at a Paris club, for instance);
now Calle presents documentation of her recent at-
tempts to live out the actions of herfictional alter
ego. Among other things, she photographed and
ate meals limited by color—orange looks particu-
larly unappetizing. Hidden in this large collection of
Calle’s work is also their first collaboration—
Auster’s short “Gotham Handbook”manuscript,
“Instructions on How to Improve Life inNew York
City, written for SC, Because She Asked.” Calle
will be present on the show’s last day, taking sug-
gestions for future projects. Through March 24.
(Cooper, 534 W. 21st St. 255-1105.)

Short List

MICHAEL BEVILACQUA

Fredericks Freiser, 504 W. 22ndSt. 633-6555.
Through March 17.
NINA BOVASSO

Clementine, 526 W. 26th St. 243-5937.
Through March 10.
 

GALLERIES-DOWNTOWN

MARTIN KERSELS

In the main gallery, a mechanism rotates a life-size
roomhike a tumbler polishing rocks. Bits of detritus
shoot out into thegallery(for once, sunglasses inside
would be more than a pose; they'd be protection).
Nearby, a video shows topsy-turvy scenarios in a
teen-age gurl’s bedroom. Dogs walk on walls, and
girls do backbends onthe ceiling, as if gravity were
justa silly rumor. The video recalls Fred Astaire’s fa-
mous dancing-on-walls routine in “Royal Wedding,”
andthe sculpture suggeststhe tornado in “The Wiz
ard ofOz.” Whileit’s clear thatthe spinning-roomrig
and the video set are one and the same, it’s the noisy
sculpture that disappoints. Through March 24.
(Deutch Projects, 76 Grand St, 343-7300.)
JESSICA STOCKHOLDER
Rauschenberg’s “combines” go to clown college, in
colorful installations that merge painting and
sculpture (and art and life) with a slapstick glee.
Sight gags abound, like the electric fan blowinga
measly strand of grass-green yarn while perched
pecilousiy closeto stabfil of water (aloo invaded
area pair of lamps, an upended couch,a fish tank,
ARE ie and a metal bare) Storholders playA
approachbelies a dazzling formal rigor. Each in-
stallation 1s so carefully balanced thatit’s the visual
equivalent of a high-wire act. Through March10.
(GorneyBravin& Lee, 524 W. 26th St. 352-8372.)

Short List
JESSY PARK
Bodell, 13 E. 7th St. 477-1820. Through March 18.
LISA RUYTER
Koenig, 359 Broadway. 334-9255.
‘Through March 10.

 

 

C-SPAN's NewHistory Series

American
Writers

A Journey Through History

 

  Every week, a new writer.
Starts March 19

* Live Mondays
9am ET

* Re-airs Fridays
8 pm ET

C-SPAN mee fs ra
Created by Cable. Offered as a Public Service. _americanwriters.org

 

 
 
 

Surround Yourself with music,
not equipment.

 

‘Music should be heard, not seen. That’s the whole notion behind the Bose” Acoustic Wave"
music system,It measures less than a foottall, yet with Bose patented acoustic waveguide
technologyit delivers full, clear sound. In fact, uponits introduction Stereo Review
wrote that it had “...possibly the best-reproduced sound many people have ever heard.”
Thesystem, which is now available in Platinum White or Graphite Gray, features a compact
disc player, an AM/FMtuner, built-in speakers, and a handy remote control. Andit’s
available directly from Bose, the most respected name in sound,So call or write for your
free informationkit. And enjoy soundthatfills a room, from the system that doesn’t.

Call today, 1-800-898-2673, ext. G5022.
Forinformation on all our products: www.bose.com/g5022

MutMsJMs Lanes:
Name (Please Prine) Dayame Telephone

Aires Evening Tephone

(Or mailto; Bose Conporaton, Dept DMG-G5022, The Mountain, Framingham, MA 01701-9168. Bettersound through research «

THE NEW YORKER, MARCH12, 2001 2



 

AUCTIONS & ANTIQUES

CHRISTIE'S EAST

March 13 at 10 A.M, and 2: “The Aesthetic Interio,”
late-nineteenth-centuryfurniture and decorative arts.
‘The showfeatures a number of houscholditems cre-
ated or influenced by the designer Christopher
Dresser, including a Worcester teapot and cover
fancifully modelled as Oscar Wilde with a compan-
ion, andasilver-plated egg coddler from the London

ico,” it was upside down, Nevertheless, the picture
moved Lunn to begin representing Adams and to
shift his market, in the early seventies, fromprints
and drawings to photography, which made Lunn the
founding father ofthe fine-art-photography market.
This memorial exhibition of work from Lunn’s col-
lections shows the breadth of his enthusiasm for
the medium and serves as a one-room reviewof its
history. Printsfrom Adams and nineteenth-century
European landscape photographers lead into
Robert Frank’s and William Eggleston’s handheld-
camera images and the contemporary work of

 

Verdis “Nabucco” returns to the Metropolitan Opera, beginning March 8.

firm of Hukin & Heath. The sale opens with a selec-
tion of nineteenth-century European paintings and
concludes with an offering oftwentieth-century dec-
orative objects. (219 E. 67th St. 606-0400.)
DOYLE

March 7 at 10 A.M.: A general auction of Ameri-
can, English, and Continental furnishings and art
works, with an added selection of Asian decora-
tive arts. (175 E. 87th St. 427-2730.)
SWANN
March 8 at 10:30 4.M. and 2: A wide range of
pnints and drawings fromthe nineteenth and twenti-
eth centuries, including work by Bearden, Cassatt,
Chagall, Kinger, Matisse, and a number of American
artists of the W.P.A, era. (104 E. 25th St. 254-4710.)
“MARCH MADNES.

March 7-11: The latest “Wendy” antiques show,
with a hundred dealers offering the usual soup-to-
nuts assortment of paintings, prints, clocks, furns-
ture, silver, jewelry, and decorative accessorie
Asianantiques and art works are a special fearure
ofthe sale. (7th Regiment Armory, Park Ave. at
66th St. For moreinformation,call 914-698-3442.)

  

   

   

 

PHOTOGRAPHY

"HOMMAGE"

As the story goes, the first ume that CLA. agent
turned fine-art dealer Harry Lunn saw a print of
Ansel Adams's “Moonrise, Hernandez, New Mex-
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AdamFuss and Pierre et Gilles. Through March
10. (Houk, 745 Fifth Ave., at 57th St. 750-7070.)
“STRAIGHT ARROWS”

These four young photographers—Melanie Einzig,
Matt Harnett, Peter Kayafas, and Gus Powell—are
updating straight street photography—nocasting,
noscripting, no digital adjustments, just natural
light, old-fashioned cameras, andlive action. New
York and its citzens—maybeyou're in one of
these—look better thanusualfrom the artists? dis-
tinct, often wry, perspectives. Through March 17.
(Meyerowitz, 580 Broadway. 625-3434.)
INTERNATIONAL CENTER

OF PHOTOGRAPHY
Carne Mae Weems’s “The Hampton Project” (Up-
town) is really two shows, a roomful of Frances
Benjamin Johnston’s sober photographsof students
at the Hampton Normal and Agricultural Institute
(a groundbreaking schoolfor black and Native
American students, which Johnston documented
for the 1900 Universal Exposition in Paris) and
Weems’s take on those images, cropped and en-
larged, printed on cloth, and accompanied by a
repetitive voice-over, Weemsis at once appreciative
of and hostile to Johnston, whose pictures she
salutes as she defaces them and whose stagy politi
cized spirit she upholds as much asviolates. Theef-
fect is bound to make viewers wish for the peace of
an old-fashioned exhibit, but it works—like an ad-
vertisement youtry to tune out, Weems’s message
gets absorbed anyway. Through April 1. # “Andy
Warhol: Photography” and “Perfecting Mankind:

 

Eugenics and Photography” continue (Midtown)
through March 18. (Uptown: 1130 Fifth Ave., at
93rd St. Midtown:1133 Sixth Ave., at 43rd St. 860-
1777. Open Tuesdays through Thursdays, 10-5;
Fridays, 10-8; Saturdays and Sundays, 10-6.)

Short List
WARD_DAVENNY
Ryan. 24 W. 57thSt. 397-0669.
Through March 31.
WILLIAM EGGLESTON

Cheim& Read, 521 W, 23rd St. 242-7727.
Through April 14.
ELIJAH GOWIN / NATHAN LERNER

Mann,210 Eleventh Ave., at 25th St. 989-7600.
Both shows through March 17.
KENNETH JOSEPHSON

Richardson, 535 W. 22ndSt. 646-230-9610.
Through March 31.
RAY K. METZKER

Miller, 20 W. 57th St. 397-3930.
Through March 31.
RIKA NOGUCHI

D’Amelio Terras, $25 W. 22nd St. 352-9460.
Through March 24.
HIROSHI SUGIMOTO

Sonnabend, $36 W. 22nd St. 627-1018.
‘Through March 24.
“MARITIME ALBUM

PaineWebber, Sixth Ave. at 52nd St.
713-2885. Through April 1.

 

See the museum listings for photography
exhibitions at the Whitney Museumand the
New-York Historical Society.
 

CLASSICAL MUSIC
OPERA

METROPOLITAN OPERA
“Cosi Fan Tutte,” with Melanie Diener, Susan Gra-
ham, Dawn Upshaw, Paul Groves, Rodney Gilfry,
and Michele Pertusi; conducted by Patrick Summers.
(March 7 at 8.) # With Wendy Nielsen, Theodora
Hanslowe, Ms. Upshav, Gregory Turay, Christo-
pher Schaldenbrand, and Mr. Pertusi; Mr. Summers.
(March 10 at 8.) The premiere performancesof a
new production of “Nabucco,” Verdi’s third opera
and his first major hit. The hefty choral writing of
this Biblical epic, which 1s constructed mn “parts”
rather than in acts, would bendit toward the world
of oratorioif it weren’tfor the vocal fireworksof the
leading roles, especiallythat of Abigaille, a role that
has shortened the careers of a number of great so-
pranos. Elijah Moshinsky 1s the director. With Maria
Guleghina(as Abigaille), Marianna Tarasova, Juan
Pons, and Samuel Ramey; James Levine, (March 8
at 8 and March 12 at 7:30.) ¢ “La Bohéme,” with
Mirtam Gaucr (as Mimi, in her début), Ainhoa Ar
teta, Frank Lopardo, Gerald Finley, Earle Patriarco,
and Richard Bernstein; Steven Crawford. (March
9 and March 13 at 8.) “Die Zauberfléte,” with
Hei-Kyung Hong, MaryDunleavy, Michael Schade,
Simon Keenlyside, John Cheek, and Kurt Moll; Se-
bastian Weigle. (March 10 at 1:30.) (Metropolitan
Opera House. 362-6000.)
NEW YORK CITY OPERA

Mark Lamos’s productionof“Tosca,” set im Fascist
Italy in the nineteen-thirties, continuesits run. With
Amy Johnson, Alfredo Portilla, and Jeffrey Knee-
bone;the conductor is Richard Buckley. (March 7 at
7:30, March 9 at 8, and March11 at 1:30.) # “Rigo-
letto,” a reprise of the newproduction that appeared
last fall, with Christina Bouras, Kirstin Chavez,
Mark Delavan, and Raul Hernandez; Guido Jo-
hannes Rumstadt. (March 8 at 7:30 and March’ 10
at 1:30.) # The premiere of a newproduction of “La
Boheme,” directed by James Robinson and with sets
by Allen Moyer. With Maria Kanyova, Nicole Heas
ton, RolandoVillazon, Alfredo Daza, George
Cordes, and Mel Ulrich; George Manahan. (March
10 at 8.) (New YorkState Theatre 870-5570.)
“BACH CANTATAS”

Peter Sellars stages two Bach cantatas (Nos. 199
and 82) for the mezzo-soprano Lorraine Hunt
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Lieberson: she is accompanied by the Emmanuel
Music Ensemble, conducted by Craig Smith. (John
Jay Theatre, Tenth Ave. at 58th St. 721-6500.
March 8 and March 10 at 8.)
OPERA ORCHESTRA OF NEW YORK

The opera-in-concert group,directed by Eve
Queler, offers Domizetti’s rarely performed (but
greatly admired) opera “La Favorita,” sung in a
newItalian translation, from the original French
text. Jennifer Larmore, Gregory Kunde, and Dmitri
Hyorostovsky take the leading roles. (Carnegie
Hall. 247-7800. March 7 at 8.)

  

 

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES

NEW YORK PHILHARMONIC
In his oratorio “The Dream of Gerontius,” Ed-
ward Elgar created what some consider his most
original score—a highly charged and chromatic
work, reminiscent of Wagner’s “Parsifal,” which
served as a defiant spiritual challenge to the late-
Victorian era of Darwin and Freud. (The text,
which chronicles the last hours of a dying man,is
bythe Catholic apologist Cardinal Newman.)
Colin Davis, the dean of English conductors, leads
a rare NewYork performance, with Michelle De-
Young, Anthony Dean Griffey, and John Relyea as
vocal soloists, backed by the Westminster Sym-
phonic Choir. (Avery Fisher Hall. 721-6500.
March 8 at 8, March 9 at 2, and March 10 at 8.)
CHICAGO SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA

Thebig-boned orchestra of the City That Works
plays three concerts at Carnegie Hall. March 8
at 8: Daniel Barenboim, the orchestra’s music di-
rector, leads music by Bruckner (the Symphony
No. 7) and Mozart (the “Coronation” Concerto,
for which Barenboun will double as piano solo-
ist). # March 9 at 8: Stravinsky's “Rite of Spring”
and Berlioz’s “Summer Nights” (with Cecilia Bar-
toli). # March 10 at 8: The New York premiere of

Reviews:
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AUTHOR-TO-WATCH

FROM MACADAMI/CAGE PUBLISHING

Author Darryl Wimberley has just comeout with his
first work ofliterary fiction — to much acclaim — after
finding success with two mystery books. He grew up in
rural Lafayette County onthe gulf coast of Florida near
the Suwannee River and nowlives in Austin, Texas with
his wife and twochildren.

MacAdam/Cage Publishing

“Aurcra,” byAugasta Read Thomas(with another
solo turn byBarenboim), and Mahler’s Symphony
No.7. (247-7800.)
FISK JUBILEE SINGERS

In the autumn of 1871, a groupof singers em-
barked from Nashville's Fisk University—one of
America’s leading black colleges, as well as, inci-
dentally, one of Al Gore’s new faculty gigs—ona
concert tour to try and save their school from
bankruptcy. Thrownout of white hotels, their
clothes worn to rags, they managed to makeit to
Henry Ward Beecher’s Plymouth Churchof the
Pilgrims,in Brooklyn, where theycaused such a
sensation that they were soonperforming up and
down the East Coast, giving thousands of white
Americans therr first exposure to authentic black
music. This week the Jubilee Singers make a his-
toric return to Plymouth, performing some of the
same spirituals that were on that original pro-
gram, along with newer arrangements. (75 Hicks
St, Brooklyn. 718-403-9546. March 9 at 8.)
THE MET ORCHESTRA

James Levine conducts the ensemble in Mahler’s
SymphonyNo. 9. (Carnegie Hall. 247-7800.
March 11 at 3.)
 

RECITALS

DORA OHRENSTEIN

The sopranooffers a recital of music from the
fourteenth centuryto the present day, including
two settings of “The Blessed Virgin’s Expostula-
tion” (one byPurcell, the other by Michael Gan-
dolfi). (Greenwich House Music School, 46 Bar-
rowSt. 242-4770. March 8 at 8.)
BARGEMUSIC
‘Thegreat majority of Bargemusic’s offerings are
naturally devoted to instrumental music, the core
of the chamber repertory. But their next concerts
will be something of a departure, as the singers

Wendy Hill, Phyllis Pancella, Glenn Siebert, and
Kurt Ollmann, thepianists Gail Niwa and’ Wil-
liam Wolfram, and the violist Paul Neubauer pre-
sent “A Celebration ofthe Voice,” two programs
of lush Romantic music. March 8 and March 9 at
7:30: Brahms’s “Liebeslieder Walzer,” Op. 52,
along with music by Strauss, Tchaikovsky, and
others. # March 10 at 7:30 and March U1 at 4:
More Brahms waltzes, along with music by
Donizetti, Rachmaninoff, and others. (Fulton
Ferry Landing, Brooklyn. 718-624-2083.)
MUSIC AT THE 92ND STREET Y

March at8: In “Songs MyFather Taught Me,”
the cellist Lynn Harrell pays tribute to his late fa-
ther, the Met baritone Mack Harrell, in music by
Bach, Schubert, Schoenberg, andothers. ¢ March
13 at 8: The baritone Nathan Gunn presents the
premiére of Gene Scheer’s “Voices of World War
I,”a songcycle based on reminiscences of military
veterans, along with music by Bolcom,Ives, and
Schumann’s “Leiderkreis,” Op. 39. (Lexington
‘Ave. at 92nd St. 996-1100.)
CHAMBER MUSIC SOCIETY OF

LINCOLN CENTER

Charles Wadsworth, the pianist and avuncular
founder ofthe Society, comes home for two concerts
in his honor emphasizing two of his favorite themes,
vocal music and French repertoire. In addition to
songs and woodwind pieces by Poulenc, Debussy,
Chausson, and others, there will be the New York
premiére ofKaija Saariaho’s “Lonh” (“From Afar”),
a delicate and mysterious work for soprano and
electronic tape, sungbyLisa Saffer. (Alice Tully Hall.
875-5788. March 9 at 8 and March 11 at 5.)
CONCERTS AT THE TEMPLE OF DENDUR

March 10 at 7: The women of Anonymous 4
make a jumpinto new music. Collaborating with
the Chilinginan String Quartet, the groupsings
Bnitten’s “Missa Brevis” and the New York pre-
miére of John Tavener’s “The Bridegroom”; they
also offer excerpts fromtheir disk “1000: A Mass
for the End of Time,” while the quartet goes 1t
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Robertson Davies

tekkee Current novel: A Tinker’s Damn

Description: Set in the swamplands and tobaccofields of 1940’s Florida, rich in imagery
and character, A Tinker’s Damn is a forcefully moving novel of revenge, redemption, and

the blurred distinction between the two.

Kirkus Review — “...solid, no-nonsense storytelling altogether too

rare these days.”

Washington Post Book World — “

with homespunwit...”
 

NewYork Times Book Review — “Darryl Wimberleyis a talented writer, one who

expertly describes not just the flora and fauna butalso the characters whoexist in this
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Previous books: A Rock and a Hard Place, Dead Man’sBay

Next book: Strawman’s Hammock(Third in the Barrett
Raines series — due out Fall 2001 from St. Martins)

Currentproject: The King of Colored Town(Literary Fiction)
Favorite authors: Ernest Hemingway, Ralph Ellison and
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alone in music of Haydn and Arvo Part. # March
11 at 7: The men’s chorus Chanticleer and one of
their biggest fans—Frederica von Stade—sing
music by Canteloube, Sondheim, and others.
(Metropolitan Museumof Art, Fifth Ave. at 83rd
St. 570-3949.)
THOMAS QUASTHOFF

Theluminous bass-baritone presents an all-lieder
recitalin theclassical mode: Schubert's valedictory
“Schwanengesang,” Brahms’s Five Songs, Op. 94,
and Brahms's “Four Serious Songs,” his farewell

| to the voice. (Alice Tully Hall. 721-6500. March
11 at2.)
GEORGE LONDON FOUNDATION

Forthe last six years the foundation has presented
a program joining a well-known singer with a
new winnerofits George London Award; this
year the mezzo-soprano Susan Grahamshares a
recital with the tenor Theodore Green, accompa-
nied bythe pianist Craig Rutenberg ‘To start off
the afternoon, GeorgeJellinekwill host a conver-
sation with the soprano Martina Arroyo. (Morgan
Library, 29 E. 36th St. 877-6347. March 11 at.)
CECILIA BARTOLI! AND DANIEL BARENBOIM

Thesinger and thepianist performmusic by Mo-
zart, Haydn, Schubert, Rossini, Bizet, and the
singer-composer Pauline Viardot, one of the most
influential women of nineteenth-century music.
(Carnegie Hall. 247-7800. March 11 at 7:30.)
RICKY IAN GORDON: RIGHT EYED JOY"

Gordon’s manysongs are poised between the
worlds of classical, pop, and musical theatre; not
all listeners have been comfortable with their high-
calorie content, but prominentsingers have been
eager to dig in. Lorraine Hunt Lieberson, Kristin
Chenoweth, and Brian d’Arcy James are among
the artists who are presenting his work at Alice
Tully Hall. (721-6500. March 13 at 8.)

  

 

  

 

ABOVE AND BEYOND

“INTERNATIONAL IRISH COMEDY

FESTIVAL"

Thegreat Emerald Isle stage veteran Niall Toibin,
whoin 1970 portrayed BrendanBehanin the Tony
Award-winning production of“Borstal Boy,” set-
tlesin with a one-man show this month,“First and
Jast, it’s a laughshow,” the seventy-one-year-old
actor says. “Eachstory[tell has a punchline, usu
ally, and I draw on my actingskills to enhance the
joke.” His subjects are typically Irish, including
“drink, religion, politics, sex, and children,” ac-
cording to Tobin. “A friend of mine once de-
scribed me as a cross between Jackie Mason and
Kittythe Hare, an Irish folk character whotells
stories thatfrighten kids,” he says.(Irish Arts Cen-
ter, 553 W. 51st St. 581-4125. March 7-24.)
READINGS

March 9 at 7: By David Lehman, WesleyBrown,
Cornelius Eady, Sharon Olds, Chuck Wachtel, and
other poets and writers, from their contributions
tothelatesteditionof the hterary journal Wash-
ington Square. (Violet Café, 45 W. 4th St. For
more information, call 992-9684.) ¢March 11
from 2 to 5: Patti Smith, Oliver Ray, Debbie
Harry, Peter Orlovsky, Ed Sanders, Maggie Estep,
andother poets, musicians, and artists pay tribute
to the Beat poet Gregory Corso, who died on Jan-
uary 17. (Angel Orensanz Foundation for the
‘Arts, 172 Norfolk St., between Houstonand Stan-
ton Sts. Notickets necessary.) # March 13 at 8: By
the writers Robert Sullivan, Terese Svoboda, and
David L. Ulin, from their work, (National Arts
Club, 15 Gramercy Park S. Notickets necessary.)
TALK

March 12 at 7:30: Maer Roshan, the deputy edi-
tor of New York magazine, moderatesa discus-
sion aboutthe origins of creativity, with the per-
formance artist Laurie Anderson,the novelist
Michael Cunningham, the playwright Israel
Horovitz, the musicians and visual artists Fischer
Spooner, the photographer Todd Eberle, and the
choreographer StephenPetronio. (Angel Orensanz
Foundation for the Arts, 172 Norfolk St., between
HoustonandStantonSts. For more information,
call 591-1047.)

 

BOOK CURRENTS

Murder, Ink

Tn THE ULTIMATE JACK THE RIPPER COMPAN-
ton (Carroll & Graf), Stewart P. Evans
and Keith Skinner set out to penetrate
“the plethora ofmyth and misrepresenta-
tion” surrounding the series of London
murders that seized the public imagin-
ation in 1888 andneverquitelet go. This
compendium of unadorned primary-

 

source material enables Ripperholics to
revisit testimony on such famous de-
tails as the song(“Sweet Violets”) that one

victim was heardsinging before her death,
to read in a police report that seventy-
sixneighborhood butchers and slaughter-
ers were thoroughly examined, and even
to peruse a draft of a letter from Queen
Victoria's private secretary relaying Her
Majesty's advice—to investigate “single
men occupying roomsto themselves.”

centurybefore the Ripperterror-
ized the prostitutes of London's East
End, another series of attacks caused
the classier ladies of the West End to
fear, if not for their lives, then at least
for their posteriors. THE LONDON MONSTER,
by Jan Bondeson (Pennsylvania), resur-
rects these forgotten outrages,in which
dozensof fashionable womenwere ap-
proached by a man who madeobscene
advancesbeforeslashingtheir skirts and
thighs or buttocks. Fear of the Monster
‘wasso extreme that someladies were
fitted with special copper armor under-
neath their already voluminousskirts.

The London Monster makes a brief
appearance in Alan Moore and Eddie
Campbell’s remarkable graphic novel
about the Ripper, From Hett (Eddie
Campbell Comics). The high drama of
theplot has madeit thebasis for a film of
the sametitle, which openslater this year.
In a thoughtful appendix, the authors
lay bare the uncertaintiesof the case, ex-

amineconflicting theories, and conclude
that“theidea ofa solution, anysolution,
is inane. Murderisn’t like books.”

—Leo Carey MI
CH
AE
L
KU
PP

ER
MA
N



This companion to See Jane

Win relates the inspiring

Petersson ieial

ecru

PeTCCue LY

cathe Aisi

PieCSc UR Gcodieg

i HOW JANE WON
; rerenone

DR. SYLVIA RIMM reay

aieLae
je

JEAN SHINO

Girl power! With proven

PeetSU PeraLults

stories, Strong, Smart, and

BAeeCUR Okaee

Mr LES spirit and give lg

CecRCS

crume

CARLA FINE
vontwoaD By JANE POOR

ProceRehad

eeeueuu

this comprehensive guide

Precauae

PrechoesULL) from

fitness, nutrition, and skin

Pernacum

Nese PT utcy
a

Se
imelia Earhart

Ceie HEALTH

pastes rerft)
4 eo

bteee
: ; an

‘OurPrice: $11.96

me Speed

pnBalad Potrei

PeaLC
ATEEaaRLLaAe

MUtye
BOOKSE LLERS

www.bn.com

©2001 Bames & Noble, Inc Prices effective atstore locations through 3/18/2001



To me, peace of mindis
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MERRILL LYNCH and UNLIMITED ADVANTAGE™
 

> CONSULT
a personal Financial Consultant helps you:
- identify your goals
~ access retirement, trust and mortgage specialists

- sdentify specific investment strategies customized to your needs
- tailor asset allocation to yourrisk tolerance
- gain philanthropic advice

> PLAN

personalfinancial plan including:
= retirementplanning
- wealth transfer strategies
= tax managementstrategies
- college tuition forecasting and planning

> INVEST

- through your Financial Consultant, online orbyphone
- no commissions on most transactions

~ no individual account charges
- trading in stocks, bonds and mutualfunds
= 24(7access to your accounts
- research updated daily fiom highly ranked analysts
- Morning Call Report notes
- streaming video, audio andlive Web events
- equity andfixed income sector analysis

> BANK

- CMA® account with unlimited check writing
- online billpayment, funds ransfer and direct deposit
- CMA® Visa" Signature cardfeaturing a rewards
programallowing you to earn a pointfor every eligrble
dollar you spend

 

 

A SIMPLE FEE. A SIMPLER LIFE.

You. Your Financial Consultant. Anda hostoffinancial services. There’: no denying that money
makes things easier, butit can complicate life as well. The Unlimited Advantage” brokerage service from Mernll Lynch can
simplify your financial life. Ie starts with a Financial Consultant, who puts all of Merrill's vast global resources in front of you,
induding access to one ofthe world’s most honored research teams. No matter what you're faced with — retirement to plan,
options toexercise or capital gains to manage— your Financial Consultant will help you determine strategies thar benefit every
single area of your financial life. All this, including no individual account charges and no per-trade commissions on most
transactions. So you can consult, Plan. Invest. And bank. Unlimited Advantagebringsit all to you for a simple fee. Which means
we all share the same goals— to build on your success and give youa little peace of mind.

Contact your Merrill Lynch Financial Consultantorcall

1.800.MERRILLor visir askmerrill.ml.com Be bullish
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MOVIES
OPENING

BLOW DRY

A comedy about two hair-salon owners in a small
English town who compete for the national hair-
dressing championship. With Natasha Richardson
and Alan Rickman, Directed by Paddy Breathnach.
Opening March7.
COMPANY MAN

A Connecticut grammar-school teacher (Douglas
McGrath) pretends to be a C.LA. agent in this
comedy co-written and co-directed by McGrath
with Peter Askin. Opening March 9.
15 MINUTES
John Herzfeld wrote anddirected this story set in
New York City, about two celebrity-secking kalle
Robert De Niro and Edward Burns playthe inves-
tigators whotrail them. Opening March 9.
GET OVER IT
A teenromantic comedy with Kirsten Dunst,
‘Melissa Sagemiller, and Ben Foster. Directed by
‘Tommy O’Haver. Opening March 9.
THE GLEANERS AND |

AgnesVarda’s documentaryessay explores glean-
ing as both a commenton consumerism and a
metaphor for filmmaking. In French. Opening
March 7. (Film Forum.)
HIT AND RUNWAY
Acomedy about a Greenwich Village waiter and a
gay Jewish playwright who teamup to write a
screenplay about the fashion industry. Directed
by Christopher Livingston. Opening March 9.
THE MAGNET

A drama set in the hip-hop community of Mar-
scilles. Directed by Kamel Salch and Abkenaton.
In French. Opening March 9, (Pioneer.)
WHEN BRENDAN MET TRUDY

RoddyDoyle scripted this comedy set in Dublin,
about the unlikely romance between Brendan, an
introverted movie buff, and Trudy, a thief. Directed
by KieronJ. Walsh. Opening March 9. (State.)
 

FILM NOTES

BEFORE NIGHT FALLS

Atits best, Julian Schnabel’s second film is a mem-
oir ofeasy and raffish good times—the endless
summer days at the beginning of the Cuban Revo-
lution, Schnabel adapted an autobiographical
memoir bythepoet and novelist Reinaldo Arenas
(Javier Bardem), 2 homosexual who wasinitially a
participant in the revoluuon, then a victim ofit,
and was finally allowed to leave Cuba in 1980.
Arenassettled in New York, wrote a great deal,
and,suffering from AIDS, commutted suicide here
in 1990. Schnabel doesn’tell this story coherently:
characters appear or disappear without explana-
tuon, and we don’t always know where weare. The
methodis closer to collage than to Hollywood
script construction, but Schnabel works sensually,
and that makes up for a lot. Bardem, whohas the
face of a shy, smiling bull—a prominentnose, hand-
someeyes—loosens up his shoulders and elbows
andgives a performance ofgreat charm.—David
Denby (Reviewed inourissue of 1/8/01.) (Chelsea
Cinemas, Cinema3rd Avenue, Empire 25, Lincoln
Plaza Cinemas, and Quad Cinema.)
BOUDU SAVED FROM DROWNING
Despite the problems of sound recordingin 1931,
Jean Renoir wentout ofthe studio and shot this
film on thestreets and along the banks of the
Seine. It’s not onlya lovely fable about a bourgeois
attemptto reform an early hippie (Michel Simonis
the shaggy-bearded tramp who spills wine on the
table and wipeshis shoeson the bedspread) but a
photographic record of an earlier France. A beau-
tifully rhythmed film that makes one nostalgic for
the period when it was made.In French.—Pauline
Kael (BAMRose Cinemas; March 12.)
CHOCOLAT

A confectionary fairy tale, photographed in pale-
lemon winter light. In France, in 1960, a beautiful
and charming woman(Juliette Binoche) and her lit-
tle girl (Victoire Thivisol) waft into a small town,
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open a chocolaterie, and provide the unhappy and
repressed inhabitants with exactlythe kind of bon-
bonsthey need to make their troubles go away (the
chocolate, laced with an old Mayan powder, acts as
anall-purpose elixir). This inspires the hostility of
the town’s impotentdeity, the Comte de Reynaud
(Alfred Molina), whorallies the forces of reaction.
Lasse Hallstrém’s productionis yet another compla-
cent movie aboutthe free spints versus the squaress
this one commends the audience for favoring such
dangerousthings as eating, dancing, friendship, sex,
and riverboats. Judi Dench, as a grouchy old lady,
transcendsthe syrup—D.D.(Angelika Film Center,
Battery Park 16, CinemaI, East 86th Street Cinemas,
Empire 25, Kips Bay Theatre, and Lincoln Square.)
LE DOULOS

Jean-Pierre Melville’s 1963 combinationof film noir
andtrick movie 1s also the quintessential flics-and-
robbers flick. The characters could havestepped out
of “The Asphalt Jungle” (Melville's favorite movie).
They include a betrayed thief just released from
prison (Serge Reggiani), the thief’s possibly duplici-
tousfriend (Jean-Paul Belmondo), a classyracketeer
(Michel Piccoli), and a couple of malleable molls
(Fabienne Dal and Monique Hennessy). The writer:
directorstrips his toughs and tarts down to basics:
pu Sreap AC varies sell ts eGoey he
‘cause mostof their dialogueis filled with half-truths,
doubletalk, and triple crosses. In French—Muchael
Sragow (Cinema Classics; March 12-13.
HANNIBAL

‘Ten years after “TheSilence of the Lambs,” Hanni-
bal Lecter returns to the table. Heis played, once
again, by Anthony Hopkins, who seems both more
placid—as you would expect, for the doctor has
been enjoyinghis freedom—and more particular in
his cravings. Lecter 1s in Florence, where he is sus-
pected byalocal derece(Giancarlo Giannini the
est and most rumpled thing in the movie). Also on

the trailis Clarice Starling (Julianne Moore), whois
nowanoutcast within the EB.1. Huntress and prey
finally meet, indeed, we are given to understand
that they can barely keep away from each other.
‘Whatspoils the harmonyis the vengeful presence of
‘Mason Verger (Gary Oldman), one of Lecter’s less
decorous victims. The screenwriters, David Mamet
and Steven Zaillian, do a good job of sifting the
dross from Thomas Harris's novel, and the director,
Ridley Scott, gets elegant value from what remains.
‘Thelocations are lush, the reworked ending could
not be neater, and the special effects were apparently
devised byan abattoir. There’s yust one problem, and
it’s insurmountable: this 1s not a scary movie—An-
tony Lane (2/12/01) (Astor Plaza, Battery Park 16,
Chelsea Cinemas, First& 62nd Cinemas, Kips Bay
Theatre, Lincoln Square, Olympia I and Il, Or-
pheum VII, Union Square, and Waverly.)
IN THE MOOD FOR LOVE

Thelatest film from the talented young Hong Kong
wniter-director Wong Kar Wai makes us pant for
adultery. In the earlysixes, in a community of
Shanghai refugeesliving in Hong Kong, Mrs. Chan

 

  

  

 

(Magete Cheung) and Mr, Chow(Tony Leung)are
next-doorneighbors in a friendly apartment build-
ing The peeoh deco! aad coated couple meet,
talks and vealchar thar frequeady travelling
spouses are off having an affair with each other
What to do? The moyie is all about sensual antic
pation. Nat King Cole croonson the soundtrack,
andthe camera caresses the rain onthestreets and the
texture ofa stonewallin the semi-darkness. So skill-
fully does the director bring us to a state of breathless
expectationthat when herefuses to deliver the goods
he almost seemsto have invented a new form of per-
version. In Cantonese and French.—D.D.(2/5/01)
(Angelika Film Center, BAMRose Cinemas, Battery
Park 16, Furst & 62nd Cinemas, Lincoln Plaza Cin-
emas, and Murray Hill Cinemas.)
THE MEXICAN

Reviewed this week in The Current Cinema.
(Beckman, 42nd Street E Walk, Kips Bay Theatre,
Lincoln Square, 19th Street East 6, Orpheum VIL,
Village Theatre VII, and Ziegfeld.)
POLLOCK

A dogged march through thelife and work ofJackson
Pollock, starting in the early neteen-forties, when
Lee Krasner (Marcia GayHarden) first approached
him in Greenwich Village, continuing through their
marriage andother tempests, and ending gloomily in
a.car wreck in 1956. The film was directed by Ed Har-
ris, who also plays theartist. His face doesn’t much
resemble thatof Pollock, who looked morelike the
Wallace Shawn ofthe West, but Harris has mastered
the hunched amble and the glaring gaze. His best
scenes are not the boozy rants but the quiet tunes with
a cigarette and a brush—or, latterly, a dripping stick.
Pollock's drinking was an interruption ofhis art, not
a spurt0 it, and the film can do little to connect the
two; we are left with a sombre study of discontent,
enlivened by the appearance of Jennifer Connelly
as the painter's finalgirlfriend. What she saw in him,
by that stage, is anybody’s guess. With Val Kilmer
pretending to be Willem de Kooning—A.L.(3/5/01)
(Angelika Film Center, Chelsea Cinemas, Empire 25,
First & 62nd Cinemas, and Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.)
SNATCH

GuyRitchie caused a stir—mistaken by some for
a storm—with his first feature, “Lock, Stock and
‘Two SmokingBarrels.” Notee to tamper with
a winning formula, he has returned to the scene of
the crime, delivering a further batch of never quite
credible Cockneys. They have nameslike Bullet
Tooth Tony (Vinnie Jones) and Brick Top (Alan
Ford), and they converse in the artful patois that
Ritchie continues to sell as echt. The plot, this time, 1s
more convoluted, involving a diamondtheft and a
series of boxing matches, none of which, naturally,
go accordingto plan, Ritchie’s strength is the running
ag; one can only grow fond of a dog that has swal-
lowed a rubbertoyand thus squeaks when 1tries to
bark. His weaknessis a hecuc, self-advertising style
that wearies whatit’s meant to quicken; you come
outfeeling sated and soiled—A.L. (1/29/01) (Battery
Park 16, First& 62nd Cinemas, 42nd StreetEWalk,
Kips BayTheatre, Lincoln Square, and Waverly.)
THE TASTE OF OTHERS

Reviewed this week in The Current Cinema. (Lin-
coln Plaza Cinemas and Village East Cinemas.)
TO SLEEP WITH ANGER
In Charles Burnett’s 1990 succés d’estime, Paul But-
ler is quietly: heroic as Gideon, 2 man ofthe South
frames to Los Angeles who,with his wife, Suzie
(Mary Alice), has raised twosons (Carl Lumbly and
Richard Brooks) according to the standards of hard
workand old-timereligion. Danny Glover gives his
best performance—both ticklish and upsetting—as
Harry Mention, an old acquaintance from down
homewhofinagles his wayinto Gideon’s family and
exposesits fault lines. With his beguiling chivalry,
Harry inspires Gideon and Suzie’s nostalgia for the
surefooted courtliness that hasall but disappeared
from their fragmented, contemporarylives, then pro-
ceeds to unleash forces of discord that bring family
antagonisms to a flash point. This eccentric comedy-
dramais a truly folkloric film. Burnett and his cast
tap depths of mystery, soulfulness, and glee—M.S.
(BAM Rose Cinemas; March 9.)
TRAFFIC

‘Tremendous stuff from the first shot to the last. Ste-
ven Soderbergh’s vivid and wide-spanning view of



the “warondrugs” presents three parallel stories,
each with its own look and style: the furtive and
ambiguous work of two Mexicanstate troopers
(Benicio Del Toro and JacobVargas); thefrantic in-
vestigations of the new American drug czar (Mi-
chael Douglas), who discovers thathis beautiful,
intelligent sixteen-year-old daughter (Erika Chris
tensen)1s freebasing cocaine; and the luxurious
life of a San Diego woman(Catherine Zeta-Jones)
whotries to hold on to her fortune whenher drug-
kingpin husband (Steven Bauer) 1s arrested and
made to standtrial. Thefirst story is photographed
1m tobacco-stain brown, the second with blue fil-
ters, the third in bright sunshine—all by Sode
bergh himself, who puts the camera onhis shoul-
der and throws us into the middle ofthe action.
Individually, the scenes play with superb tough-
ness, and the over-all impression is one of high in-
telligence and great good humor threading its way
through a morass.—D.D. (12/25/00 & 1/1/01)
(BAMRose Cinemas, Battery Park 16, Chelsea
Cinemas, 42nd Street Walk, Kips BayTheatre,
Lincoln Square, Metro Cinema 1 and 2, Orpheum
VII, 72nd Street East, and Village Theatre VIL.)
YI YI (A ONE AND TWO)

Marvellous. It begins with a wedding and ends with
a funeral, and, ina style that could only becalled ra-
diantly matter-of-fact, Edward Yang’s movie en-
compasses the life of a large Taiwanese family and
such central elements of middle-class existence as
business ethics and the disillusionment of reaching
the age of forty-five. The characters, including an en-

  

  

    

Jonathan Chang as his indomitably curious little
boy. In English, Hokkien, and Mandarin.—D.D.
(1/8/01) (CinemaVillage.)

 

ALSO PLAYING

THE CAVEMAN'S VALENTINE
42nd Street E Walk, Lincoln Square, and
Union Square.
CROUCHING TIGER, HIDDEN DRAGON
(12/11/00)
Angelika Film Center, BAMRose Cinemas,
Battery Park 16, Chelsea Cinemas, 42nd Street E
Walk, Kips Bay Theatre, Lincoln Plaza Cinemas,
and 64th and 2nd.
THE HOUSE OF MIRTH (12/25/00 & 1/1/01)
EastsidePlayhouse and Quad Cinema.
MONKEYBONE

Battery Park 16, Chelsea West, Empire 25, First
& 62nd Cinemas, Murray Hill Cinemas, Park &
86th Street Cinemas, and Union Square.
© BROTHER, WHERE ART THOU?

(12/25/00 & 1/1/01)
Battery Park 16, East 86th Street Cinemas,
Empire 25, Kips Bay Theatre, Lincoln Square,
Sutton {and 2, and Union Square.
SERIES 7
‘Angelika Film Center.
THE WIDOW OF SAINT-PIERRE
Paris.

 

 

   
   

FloraMontgomery andPeterMcDonaldin the Irish comedy “When BrendanMet Trudy.”

gineer ata troubled computer-hardware firm, live in
an Americanized work environment, yet certain
emotions nearlylost to Americans, such as modesty
andshame,still rule their ives. Yang works very de-
liberatelys you have to slow yourself down to get
into thepace of the movie, but once you doevery
shot seems momentous. Fle doesn’t carve up the

«5 Space, he framesit, and he excels at portraiture. A
8 character stands alone, in a doorway, or at a win-
© dow, and Yangis soattentivethat he gets the reve
lation that he wants, tenderly, quietly, before moving
3 on, With Wa Nienjenas the executive father and

  

 

THEATRE ADDRESSES

Unless noted, call 777-FILMfor showtimes.

Angelika Film Center, 18 W. Houston St.
AstorPlaza, 44th St. at Broadway.
BAM Rose Cinemas, 30 Lafayette Ave.,

Brooklyn.
Battery Park 16, West St. at Vesey St. (945-3418).
Beekman,Second Ave. at 66th St.
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Chelsea Cinemas, 260 W. 23rd St.
Chelsea West, 333 W. 23rd St.
CinemaI, Third Ave. at 60th St.
GinemaIl, Third Ave. at 60th St.
Cinema3rd Avenue, Third Ave. at 60thSt.
CinemaVillage, 22 E. 12thSt.(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.
84th StreetSixplex, Broadway at 84th St.
Empire 25, on 42nd St. 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 & 62ndCinemas, 400 E. 62nd St.
42ndStreet E Walk, 42nd St. near Eighth Ave.
Gotham Cinema, Third Ave. at 58thSt.
Kips Bay Theatre, Second Ave. at 32nd St.
Lincoln Plaza Cinemas, Broadway at 63rd St.
Lincoln Square, Broadway at 68th St.
‘Metro Cinema 1 and 2, Broadway at 99th St.
‘Murray Hill Cinemas, 160 E. 34th St.
NewYork Twin, Second Ave. at 67th St.
19th Street East 6, Broadway at 19th St.
Olympia I and Il, Broadwayat 107th St.
Orpheum VII,Third Ave. at 86th St.
Paris, 4 W. 58th St, (688-3800)
Park & 86th Street Cinemas, 125 E. 86th St.
Pioneer, 155 E. 3rd St. (254-3300).

 

REVIVALS, CLASSICS, ETC.

Titles with a dagger are reviewed above.
AMERICAN MUSEUM OF THE MOVING IMAGE
35th Ave, at 36th St., Astoria (718-784-0077)}—
Through April 1: “The Films of William Ran-
dolph Hearst.” March 10 at 2: “Enchantment”
(1921, Robert Vignola; silent). # March 10 at 4:
“Beauty’s Worth” (1921, Vignola; silent). # March
11 at 2: Selected episodes from Hearst’s serial
films. ¢ March 11 at 4:30: “Getting Mary Mar-
nied”(1919, Allan Dwan; silent).
ANTHOLOGY FILM ARCHIVES

32 SecondAve., at 2ndSt. (505-5110)—March 7-
13: The NewYork Underground Film Festival.
For a complete schedule, visit www.nyuff.com.
BAM ROSE CINEMAS

30 Lafayette Ave., Brooklyn(777-3456)—March 8
:50: “The Hidden Soul of Harmony” (1990,

Nigel Wattis). # March 8 at 8:50: “The Hard Nut™
(1992, Matthew Diamond). March 9 at 4:30, 6:50,
and 9:10: “To Sleep with Anger” (+). #March 10 at 2
and 8: “The Blackout” (1997, Abel Ferrara). # March
10 at 4:30. “Heart Beat” (1980, John Byrum). +
March 11 at 2 and 6:50: “Out of Ie” (1968, Paul
Williams). # March 11 at 4 and 9:10: “TwoGirls
and a Guy” (1997, James Toback). # March 12 at

 

All films are in French. March7 at 1:30, 3:
5:30, 7:30, and 9:30: “Full Moon
(1984). # March 8 at 1:50, 5:45, and 9:45:
of Springtime” (1989). ¢ March 8 at 3:55 and
7:55: “Four Adventuresof Reinette and Mira

* (1987). # March 9-11 at 1:30, 3:30, 5:30,
7:30, and 9:30: “Chloe in theAfternoon” (1971). +
March 13 at 1, 5:20, and 9:40: “A Tale of Winter”
(1992). # March 13 at 3:10and 7:30: “Autumn
Tale”(1998),
MUSEUM OF TELEVISION & RADIO
25 W. Sand Se, (621-6800)—Through April 29:
Screenings of “Traffik,” the British miniseries
thatinspired Steven Soderbergh’s “Traffic.” March
8 at 6 and March 10 at 2: Episodes One and
‘Two. # March 9 at 6 and March 11 at 2: Epi-
sodes Three, Four, and Five. ¢ Through May 13:
“Nick Park’s World: The Eccentric Adventures
of Wallace and Gromut.” March 7-11 at 1 and
March8-9 at 6.
WALTER READE THEATRE
Lincoln Center (875-5600}—Through March 8:
“The Urban Generation: Chinese Cinema in
Transformation.” Alll films are in Mandarin.
March 7 at 1, 5, and 9: “Mr. Zhao”(1998, Lu
Yue). ¢ March 7 at 3 and 7: “Go for Broke”
(2000, Wang Guangli). ¢ March 8 at 1 and 7:
“Platform”(2000, Jia Zhang Ke). # March &
at 4:45: “Onthe Beat” (1995, Ning Ying). #
March 9-18: “Rendez-Vous with French Cin-

 

   

    

    
 

  

 

LAGLANEUSE Agnés Varda's latestfilm, “The Gleaners andI,” which opensMarch 7, explores the traditional.peasantpractice of
gathering grain after a harvest. With her characteristic warmth and shrewdness, the Frenchfilmmaker celebrates France’ ancient
devotion to the landat the same timethat she revels in the technology ofher digital camera. Starting on March 16, Film Forum
willshow twenty-eightofVarda’sfeatures anddocumentaries. Hersubjects rangefrom hedonistic sixties Hollywoodin “Lions Love
(.. .andLies)”topolemicalfeminism in “One Sings, the OtherDoesn't,”andherdistinctive mixtureoflyricism andtough-mindedness
takes wing in herportraits ofwomen—mostpotently in the 1985film Vagabond,”with Sandrine Bonnaire asa teen-age runaway.
Quad Cinema, 34 W, 13th St.
TheScreening Room,54 Vari
72nd Street East, Third Ave. at 71st St.
64th and 2nd, SecondAve. at 64thSt
62nd & Broadway, 62 W. 62ndSt.
State, Broadway at 45th St.
Sutton 1 and 2, Third Ave. at S7th St.
Union Square, Broadway at 13th St.
Village East Cinemas, Second Ave. at 12th St.
Village Theatre VIL, Third Ave. at LithSt.
Walter Reade Theatre, Lincoln Center

(875-5600).
Waverly 1 and 2, Sixth Ave. at 3rd St.
Ziegfeld, 141 W. 54th St.

 

t. (334-2100).
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4:30, 6:50, and 9:10: “Boudu Saved from Drowning”
(+). # March 13 at 4:30, 6:50, and 9:10: “The Man
in the White Surt” (1951, Alexander Mackendrick).
CINEMA CLASSICS

332 E. 1th St. (971-1015)—Through March 30:
A celebrationof the French New Wave. March 7-
8 at 8 and 9:50: “Eyes Without a Face” (1959,
Georges Franju). # March9 at 7:40 and 9:50 and
March 10-11 at 5:45, 7:55, and 10:05: “TheSoft
Skin” (1964, Francois Truffaut; in French). +
March 12-13 at 8 and10: “Le Doulos”(+).
FILM FORUM

W. HoustonSt. west of Sixth Ave. (727-8110)—
Through March 15, an Eric Rohmer retrospective.

 

ema.” All films are in French. March 9 at 1
and 6:15 and March 11 at 9: “Murderous Maids”
(2000, Jean-Pierre Denis). ¢ March9 at 3:30
and 8:45 and March 10 at 1:30: “According
to Matthieu” (2000, Xavier Beanvois). # March
10 at 3-45, March 11 at 1:15, and March 13 at
6:15: “Samia” (2000, Philippe Faucon). # March
10 at 5:45 and March 11 at 3:15: “A Crime
in Paradise” (2000, Jean Becker) # March 10 at
8:30 and March11 at 5:30: “Esther Kahn” (2000,
Arnaud Desplechin). # March 13at 1: “The Town
Is Quiet” (2000, Robert Guédiguian). ¢ March
13 at 3:45 and 8:30: “Saint-Cyr” (2000, Patri-
cia Mazuy).
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Ls years ago, as a high schoolstudent from small-town
Texas, I made my first trip to Mexico City. One Easter Sunday, in
search ofbreakfast, I wandered into a crowded food hall near the
center of thecity. Finding a seat on an aquamarine wooden bench,
I waited patiently for an old woman with obsidian eyes to serve me.

Eventually she brought me a white cereal bow!filled with hot
chocolate that was topped with frothy whipped cream flavored
with toasted almonds, cinnamon,and real Mexicanvanilla. The
smell ofthe chocolate was so sweet it was intoxicating. The woman
returned with something calledpan deyema, a perfectly rounded
picce of egg-bread the color of gold.

“Buen Provecho,”said the woman, which means “eat well”in
Spanish. Dipping the bun into the chocolate, I ate in silence,
thinking that I would never forget the warmth of her hospitality
When thebill arrived,ic was the equivalentofa mere twenty cents.

Even now, after many return visits, that particular breakfast
defines for me the experience ofholiday feasting in Mexico. The
food stalls just offpublic squares are at the cultural vortex ofMexican
society, as are the peasant women whocan prepare elaborate feasts
on tinyhotplates. The triumphofMexicois in 1ts eating rituals. So
muchsolace and meaning is attached to the dishes that coincide
with the change of the seasons andreligious holidays.

‘Thesimplest cuisine is generally the most difficult to prepare
well, because the choice of ingredients cannot be compromised.
Take atole, one ofthetraditional Easter dishes. In some Mexico
City restaurants, this hot drink is often carelessly prepared with
leathery corn, whichtastes pastyand bland, not much better than
soupy Cream of Wheat. However, if eaten in Oaxaca, whereall
mannerofcoris grown,atole tastes like ambrosia from the Aztec
gods. The masa 1s made from multicolored corn, and the atole is
consequently colorful andfilled with flavor. They do not cook the
corn,butgrind and thenstrain it, so the taste remains rich. On the
coast, near Veracruz, a rare atole is made with bitter orange juice.

‘Anothertraditional food during Holy Week is chanales,
normally made with scaly white fish. Diana Kennedy, a well-
known Mexican cookbook author, says her favorite version is
made with dried shrimpfritters, flavored with an acidic green 
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piquanttraditions
byjan jarboe russell
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leaf that resembles rosemary, thereby earning it the name of
romerites, Myfavorite Easter dessert is capirotada, a Mexican
version of bread pudding that is made with tortillas layered with
cheese,raisins, and coconut. The whole concoction is then
smothered in syrup.

December 16th marks the beginning of the Christmas
holiday in Mexico. Groups offriends go from neighborhoodto
neighborhood, reénacting the journey that Mary and Joseph
made from Nazareth to Bethlehem priorto the birth ofJesus. A
few years ago, I went to Oaxaca during the holidays to take some
cooking lessons from Maria Concepcién Portillo de Carballido.
Maria's house, which doubles as a bed and breakfast, was full of
guests. She cookedforall of them on a small, six-burner stove in
a kitchen that was no bigger than a walk-in closet.

“Foodis life. Food is fun,” Maria told me repeatedly in
Spanish, as she showed mehow to make suppers ofpozole, a pork
and hominystew; seven differentvarieties of mole, a sauce made
of chocolate; and tamales (a big staple at Christmastime). What
impressed me most was how rapidly Maria worked, and how
very much she laughed as she worked. Once she took a leafy
stem ofepazote, a bitter herb, and quickly dipped itin three cups
of hominywater to add extra flavorto the stew.“With epazote,
youonly wantto kiss the water,” advised Maria, giggling. “Dont
make loveto it.”

Much effort goes into the preparation ofwhat Mexicanscall
Noche Buena, thetraditional meal that is eaten on Christmas Eve.
Somefamilies prepare a turkey, butit’s nothinglike our traditional
turkey dinner. In Oaxaca, all of the turkeys bones are removed,
and itis stuffed with nuts, raisins, fruits, and assorted peppers.

After Christmas, on January 6th, mothers make rosca de reyes,
a cake that is baked in a ting. A small plastic doll, a symbol of
the infantJesus, is baked inside. These cakes remind me of the
King cakes in New Orleans made for Mardi Gras festivities.

Ofall the holidays in Mexico, myfavorite is Dia de los
Muertos or Dayof the Dead celebrated from October 31st to
November 2nd. Mexicans believe that, during this time, the
spirits of loved ones come back to visit their earthly homes. As
Dia de los Muertos approaches, women go to crowded and festive
markets to buy marigolds, hand-dipped candles, and special foods
to place in homealtars they have created for their lost loved ones.
They also make sugar skulls, homemade tamales, fresh pan de
yema, and corntortillas to place in thealtars. The moodof the
holiday is not somberor sad but tather joyful, as though the

rival of their loved ones is imminent. There’s a saying in Oaxaca:

  

“We are not here for a longtime, weare here for a goodtime.”
Author Kennedylives ona small ranchero west of Mexico

City, where she grows much of her own food. She often has
finends over for Dia de los Muertos, and prepares a meal in which
everything is black: There are black beans, dishes made with
black mole or chocolate sauce, and even small black cakes she
calls sopes for dessert.

Kennedyhas a private ritual of her own on this day. She
always makes a special batch of tamalesfor her freezer. “I tell my
friends that when I'm gone andthey go to prepare an altar for
me, I want them to use the tamales from myfreezer. Afterall,”
she says, “in my afterlife, I want to eat well.”

iS
(Jan Jarboe Russell is a columnist for the San Antonio Express-News

and a contributing editor ro Texas Monthly magazine.) 



Iwas born thousands ofyears ago, and

soon I taught the world to count thedays

by the sun, the months by the moon, and

the years by the stars. Today I am

affectionately called México, and I

am full of intrigue and wonder.

 

1am outwardly beautiful and quite

cultured, yet part ofmybeing remains a

 

mystery. Lam remarkably versed in the

arts, and [have many stories to tell.

dencynabaf

Thave manystates ofmtd, My adventurous side leads to lush rain forests. Spectacular beaches beckon my playful attitude, with
crystalline waters that are clearly invigorating. | amalso sophisticated, appointed with breathtaking architecture, extraordinary works of art, and hundreds
of museums filled with exquisite treasures. I will entice you with tantalizing cuisine, and when excitement stirs, mynights dance until dawn. Iam Méx

Formore information, call 800-44-MEXICOorlog onto www.visitmexico.com. 
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

COMMENT
GENEROUS GEORGE

 

Gee W.Bush's budget address
to joint session of Congresslast

week was, as now seemsroutinefor big

Bushset pieces, remarkably deft—co-
herently organized, competently writ-
ten, and ingeniouslycrafted to soothe
delicate sensibilities. If its literary aes-
thetics were Gersonian (with the Con-
vention speech, the Inaugural, and

nowthis, Michael Gerson, Bush's chief
speechwriter, is three for three),its po-
litical aesthetics were Clintonian. “Year
after year in Washington,” beganits
most elegant triangulating passage,
“budget debates seem to come down to
an old, tired argument: on oneside,
those who want more government, re-

gardless of thecost; on the other, those
who wantless government, regardless
of the need.”Bill Clinton couldn't have
putit better himself, and he never did
(his “the era of big governmentis over”
wascrude by comparison).

Clinton used the Republican lexicon
& of toughness and personal responsibility
5 to camouflage a program whose over-
& all thrust wasegalitarian andredistribu-
3 tive. Bush uses the Democraticlexicon of
& social concernin a way that is symmet-
rical but not Hiowallyeehvalene One
= can argue that for a Republican Presi-

TEL
L

dent to speak warmly of public spend-
ing for education,the environment, and
health care signals a moral advance of
sorts, even if the drivingforceis politi-
cal calculation. One can arguethatlip
service is better than no service. But
theselips are thin and pursed. Trumpet-
ing “a new prescription-drug benefit for
low-incomeseniors,” Bush declared,
“Nosenior in America should have to
choose between buying food and buy-
ing prescriptions.” That applause line
brought even Edward Kennedy lum-
bering to his feet. Understandably, the
President omitted the details—for ex-
ample, this one: under the benefit he
has proposed,a widowliving on as little
as fifteen thousanddollars a year would

 

get no help until she had already spent
six thousand dollars on prescription
drugs. Thatis, she would haveto have
already left more than a third of her
meagre incomeat the pharmacy. To put
it still another way, her “deductible”
would be a hundred and fifteen dol-
lars—per week, notper year.

Whenyou strip away the homilies
that everybody agreeson (or has agreed
to agree on)—education good, racial

profiling bad, environment good—you
are left with the tax plan. And when you
strip awaythose aspects of the tax plan
that everybody agrees on (or has agreed
to agree on)—a bigger child credit, a
lesser “marriage penalty,” a modest break
for “working families,” some provision
for keeping family farms intact—you
are left with an incomprehensibly huge
gift to the well-off. The Administration
has dismissed, but has not been able to
refute, independent analyses showing
that forty per centof the benefits of the
Bush tax cutwill accrue to the richest
oneper centof taxpayers; that the bot-
tom eighty per centwill get less than a
third of the benefits and the bottom
twentypercentless than one per cent;
thatall the benefits of the proposed
abolition of theestate tax will go to the
heirs of the richest two per cent; and

that the richestsix per cent of that two
percentwill rake in half the estate-tax
pot. The shape of the Bush tax program
represents a seismic shift in the overall
tax burden toward the bottom of the
economicscale. Andits size represents a
massive diversion of actual and poten-

THE NEW YORKER, MARCH 2, 2001 4l



tial resources away from public activi-
ties that benefit the whole of society—
activities like education, public health,
andenvironmental protection, the very
ones Bush endorsedatthe outset ofhis
speech—andtowardthesingle purpose
of augmenting the net incomesof the
comfortable. That goal, by the way, is
superfluous. From 1992,the year before
a supposedly onerous new marginal tax
rate kickedin, through 1998, the most
recentyear for which Internal Revenue
figures are available, the average after-
tax incomeofthe richest one per cent
rose from about four hundred thou-
sand dollars to just under six hundred
thousand,and from 12.2 per centof the
national net income to 15.7 per cent.
(Disparities ofwealth, as opposed to in-
come,are, of course, much higher.) Re-
ally, now—howurgently do these good
people require a new subsidy from the
other ninety-nine per cent?

All this was thoroughly aired before
the election andits aftermath, which
hoveredinvisibly over the House cham-
ber last week.The questionis not one of
Bush'slegitimacy. The new President—
so the highest authorities assure us—
holds office by virtue of a process that
was legal and constitutional. But not
even the Supreme Court could decree
that the electorate endorsed his poli-
cies, the most conspicuous of which
was the tax program he presented the
other night. More people voted for Vice-
President Gore than for Governor Bush,
and they didn’t do so because Gore had
the more pleasing personality. If you
factor in the millions who opted for
outriders—Ralph Nader to Gore's left,
Patrick Buchanan, Harry Browne, and
Howard Phillips to Bush's right—then
the electorate’s expressed preference for
a budgetary and tax regime more liberal
than Bush’s goesfrom a mere plurality of
half a million to an outright majority of
two anda half million. Our ramshackle
eighteenth-century institutional and
constitutional arrangements enabled
Bush to becomePresidentdespite being
defeated in thevote of the people.Those
arrangements, fortuitously, also give
the Democratic half of the Senate the
powerto obstruct a tax proposal which,
in its disputed parts, comes down to
greed. The use of that power would be
another symmetry, andnota fearful one.

—Heendrik Hertzberg
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ON THE AIR
WHEN A HIT MAN CALLS

 
 

 

few hundred thousand people
were listening when LuisJiménez

took the call. It was rush hour on a
Wednesday morning, and Hispanics
around the city—caughtin traffic or
settling into their jobs—were tuned
to La Mega 97.9 EM,the biggest
Spanish-language radiostation in New
York.

Jiménez’s show is known tofans as El
Vacilén de la Mafiana,or “the morning
party.” (El vacilén canalso mean “the
joker.”) Hefills his four-hour weekday
broadcasts with earthy bilingual puns
and bedroom high jinks that often re-
quire barnyard sound effects. A few
weeks ago, he challenged his listeners
to phonein andreveal something they
had never told their spouses. Anony-
mouscalls trickled in. One man admit-
ted to cheating on his wife; another said
that he was a bigamist. A woman con-
fessed that she hadn't beena virgin when
she got married.
At 8:12 A.M., Jiménez rolled over

to the next caller, a man whoidenti-
fied himself as Frank. They exchanged
pleasantries, and then Frank cut to
thepoint: “Thisis to say whatI’ve never
told my wife. When I was down in
Puerto Rico, I used to kill people for
money.”

Jiménez whistled, and there was a
momentofdead air. “You killed peo-
ple?” he asked in Spanish. Andthen,in
English,“You were a hit man?”

“Si,” Frank said.
The confession went on for three

minutes and twenty seconds, lifetime
onlive radio. The murders took place
“Gn thecaseria,” Franksaid, using Puerto
Rican slang for a housing project, and
they were the result ofrivalries among
singers. “Singers?” Jiménez asked,in-
credulous. “Singers who wantedto kill
othersingers?” Yes, Frank said. Raperos
(thatis, rappers) from theisland’s un-
derground music scene, motivated by
“grudges andenvy,” had hired Frank to
gun down their rivals. When Jiménez
requested names, Frank charmingly

asked for permission—“Can I say?”—
and then named a gangster-reggaestar
popular in Puerto Rico.

Forthefirst timein his career, Jimé-
nez wasspeechless. After a moment, he

asked if Frank was still killing people.
“No,no,no. I was living in a night-

mare,” Frank said. “Pasé mucho susto”
(roughly, “I had the shivers”). “Every
day...1...1... almost couldn't sleep,
because I wassoscared.”
“How many people did you kill?”

Jiménez asked.
“Well, about twenty.”
Moredeadair. Jiménez gasped. His

sidekick, known on the air as Moon-
shadow, muttered, “Diablo!”

“T can understandperfectly why you
didn’t tell this to your wife,” Jiménez
said.

They talked for another minute. The
dj. urged Frank to “continue behaving
well,” then they hung up. Jiménez in-
stinctively moved on to the next call,
but after a few seconds heputthe caller
onhold andfell silent. “What a difficult
situation,” hefinally said. “Hold on a
second. We're still in shock. We're try-
ing to breathe.” Someonein the studio
askedfor a glass of water. “Diablo!” Ji-
ménezsaid. “Twenty people!”

At that moment, Detective Rob-

ert Machicote, of the New YorkPolice
Department’s Twenty-eighth Detec-
tive Squad, was driving up the West
Side Highway. “I was on my way to
work,”herecalled. “I was listening to
the show, because I’m somewhatof a
fan.” Frank’s confession intrigued him.
Hecalled the radio station to inves-
tigate, then enlisted the help ofa fel-
low Puerto Rican detective in opening
acase.

Just as the show wentoff theair,
the detectives dropped by La Mega’s
Fifty-sixth Street studio, procured a
tape of the call, and mentioned that

they might check the station’s phone
records, because Frank had claimed
that he wascalling from his own house.
Maybethey'd beable to trace thecall.
“It could have been something, or it
could have been nothing,” Machicote
said. “Ifit’s real, then we should do
something aboutit.”
A weeklater, resting in the La Mega

studios after another show, Jiménez
was still stunned. Thecaller, he argued,
wasforreal. “His delivery was neutral,”



Jiménez said. “He had no emotions.
He wasn’t trying to convinceus. This
wasserious.”

—Patrick Symmes

THE CASTING COUCH
ADOGSLIFE

Te
AR look at Spencer Beglarian, an

actor wholives in Los Angeles,you
would not guess that he has been type-
cast as a dog. Beglarian isn't especially
canine in appearance—heisslight and
neat, with dark hair and gray eyes, and
doesnot boundorslobberas a matter of
course. Beglarian,though,is on his way
to being the acting world’s go-to “dog”
guy, in the samewaythat, say,Jack Black

is Hollywood's go-to smart-and-funny
fat guy. He has appeared as a dog three
times recently:first in a Los Angeles
production of “Stray DogStory,” a play
by Robert Chesley, in which he had
the part of Buddy, a dog who has been.
turned into a gay manbutretains a ca-
nine heart and mind; as Sparky the Dog-
Man,in an episodeof “Sabrina, the
Teenage Witch”; and now,in his most
substantial dog role so far, in “Dog
Days,” a short film thatwill be screened
in New York next week, as part of the
Independent Feature Project’s Buzz
Cutsseries. Thefilm,directed by Ellie
Lee, and based ona shortstory byJudy
Budnitz, is an unsettling family drama
set in a grim, post-nuclear American
town, and Beglarian plays a man who
has taken on the personaofa stray dog
named Prince. He hangs around out-
side a family’s home on his hands and
knees, wearing a dog suit, hoping for

scraps offood andaffection.In the pro-
cess, he serves as a mirror of the family
members’ humanityor inhumanity. The
role is a demanding one:like a real dog,
Beglarian has to communicate without
speaking,although,unlikea real dog, he
doesn't havea tail to wag.

Whenheis asked howhe goes about
inhabiting the character of a dog, Beg-
larian’s nose starts to twitch. “I don’t
think I have become more doglike phys-
ically after playing theseroles,” he said
recently, sitting poolside at a Los Ange-

Jes hotel—thekindof place where dogs
are not allowed. “But philosophically
T have. I look at every dog now, and I
connect with dogs as I never did be-
fore.” Althoughhe has become known
as someone whogives good dog, Beg-
larian says that he has never played
the same dog twice. He hasn't even
played the same breed twice.“In ‘Stray
Dog,’ I imagined 1 was a Jack Russell
terrier—very high-energy,” hesaid.(In
the play, he goes to a gay-pride march
and starts howling with joy.) “Whereas
“Dog Days’was more like a Labrador—
older, slower, but just as constant and

intense in his affection. Then Sparky
‘was oneof those Australian sheepdogs.”

Beglarian does not own a dog,so in

order to prepare for his roles he does
field work. To get ready to play Buddy,
hedid somesurveillanceat a local Star-
bucks that is popular with dog walk-
ers. “Youreally can communicate with
dogs if youtake timeto focus and look
in their eyes,” he said. For “Dog Days,”
his acting coach was a dog that be-
longed to oneof thefilm’s financial
backers. “That dog was rather old, but
quite loving,”he said. Duringfilming,
Beglarian intentionally ate less, so as
to be more convincing as a starving
dog-man. And he drew upon thedis-
comfort he felt while wearing a furry
dog suit in hot weather to convey the
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misery of being a post-apocalyptic stray.
Beglarian, whois forty, and who

teaches and writes in additionto acting,
has come awayfrom his dogstudies with
more than killer whimper and a con-
vincing way of cocking his head. There
are, he says, life lessons to be learned

from thecanine world. “I think you can
learn patience from dogs,” he said. “How
to staywith something with persistence,
butnotin a ferocious, manic way.”

In exploring canine nature, he drew
upon an early formative experience.
“While I was at Yale drama school, I
was very depressed for a time,” he ex-
plained. “Oneday, I was in NewYork, in
this really small, split-level apartment
that belongedto friend whowas trying
to makeit as an actress. She had a black
Lab,and the Lab had toy. I remember
throwing this toy down thestairs. I kept
throwing it and throwingit, and there
was as muchjoy on thepart of the dog
thelast timehereturnedit as there had
been thefirst time. There would have
been morejoy eternally. It struck me that
there’s something Zen about that—
doing something that might seem me-
nial, but if you have joy in it you are
happy. This is a kind of wisdom that
dogs have.”

Rebecca Mead
 

MASTER CLASS
PAVAROTTI WANTS MORE

 

n the days leading up to a master
class that Luciano Pavarotti gave at

Juilliard last month, members of the
school’s staff scrambledto find himjust
the right chair. Pavarotti’s girth is leg-
endary, of course, and recent hip and

knee operations haveleft him less flex-
ible than ever. So the Juilliard staffers
wererelieved to discover, deep in stor-
age, a wide, thronelike armchair up-
holstered in red velvet. On the day of
the class, they positioned it next to a
table on which they had placed bottles
of mineral water, a bowl ofice, lemon

slices, and a plumeof Kleenex.
For the students—there were eight

of them, ranging in age from twenty-
four to thirty-four—the occasion was
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nerve-racking.A masterclass is an awk-
ward hybrid: part lesson, part perfor-
mance,in front of an audience. On top

of that, the students had reason to fear

Pavarotti’s mood. Critics—including
AnthonyTommasini,in the Times—had
been suggesting, with stinging regular-
ity, that the tenor should think about
callingit quits.

Andontopofdat there was the is-

 

Luciano Pavarotti

sue of Pavarotti’s unorthodox teaching
style. He is not known as highly theo-
retical singer; people often whisper that

hecan't even read music. Old hands at
Juilliard liketo tell a possibly apocryphal
tale about how Pavarotti, during a mas-
ter class years ago, badgered a young
baritoneintosinging well above his nor-
mal range. Legendhas it that the stu-
dent’s voice didn’t recover for days.

At the appointed hour, Pavarotti
cameout onto the broad stage of the
Juilliard Theatre wearing a three-piece
charcoal-graysuit, a white shirt, and a
gold-flecked tie. Forgoing a bow, he
settled deeply into his red chair. He
picked up a program and considered
it. He wasall business. “Waldo Gonza-
lezis singing . . . Unafurtiva lagrima’?”
he asked, looking over the top of his
glasses. “Very good.”

Gonzalez, a twenty-five-year-old
tenor from Lufkin, Texas, bounded
acrossthestage. “Unafurtiva lagrima” is
an aria from Donizetti’s opera “LElisir
@Amore”; Pavarotti has performedit
onstage more than a hundredtimes. Af-
ter Gonzalezfinisheda lovely, quiet ren-
dition, Pavarotti gave him a sympathetic

look. “It’s a very difficult aria—I know
the experience,” hesaid.“I want you to
sing it again,butthistimegive memore.”

“More?” Gonzalez asked.
Pavarotti was smiling butinsistent:

“Be aggressive. More, more, more!”
Next upwas Bangsool Kim, a Korean

soprano, who sang music byBellini and
Gounod.“Full voice, please! More sub-
stantial!” Pavarotti said. “Really make it
with more voice.” And similar advice
awaitedYoung-Bok Kim,a Korean bass
baritone, whose namePavarotti amused
himselfby pronouncing “Young-ahBok-
ah Kim-ah.”“Try to makea bigger voice
if you can,”he said.“Thevoiceis beau-
tiful. But sell very well your product.”

Pavarotti is famousfor the power—
and the powerful clarity—ofhis sing-
ing. At Juilliard, he was protecting his
vocal cords, and never opened up and

sangfully. But he was wearing a micro-
phone,so that evenwhen he hummed a
phrase the hall was flooded with more
sound than the youngsingers could
muster with veins bulging. It was as
though they weresharingthestage with
a set of supersonic lungs.

‘Thenext to last student on the pro-
gram was a New Zealand tenor named
Simon O'Neill, whose face appears
above theword “Opera” on a one-dollar
New Zealandstamp. Hehad chosen to
sing Donizetti’s “Angelo casto e bel,”
which Pavarotti recorded for the first
time in 1968. (“I wanted to do some-

thing to remind him of when he was
younger,” O’Neill said later.) Thereis a
sustained,terrifically high B-flatat the
finish ofthearia.The first time through,
O'Neill settled for a lower tone,like a
figure skater whoplays it safe by reduc-
inga triple jump to a double. Pavarotti
asked O'Neill to sing the aria again, and
to cap it off with the high note. He
added,“Try to go up withoutfear.”

O'Neill readied himself, took a deep
breath,and gave little nodto the pia-
nist. This time, he grabbed hold of the
B-flat and heldit, his face throbbing,
then reddening, witheffort. Hefinally
let go ofthenote, stumblinga bit to the

side as hefinished. The audience roared
its approval, Pavarotti leaned back, look-
ing satisfied, and said, “Bravo.” Then
he announced that he wanted to hear
the song “one more time,please, from
the top.”

—ChristopherHawthorne
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THE FINANCIAL PAGE
BAD COMPANY

en cadets graduate from West
Point, the loudest ovation at

commencementtraditionally goes not
to the valedictorian but, rather, to the

“goat”—the man at the bottom of the
graduatingclass. Afterall, it’s not hard to.
get kicked out or to muddle through.
Butto slide along the knife’s edge, to
flirt with failure withoutfailing out:this
takes real talent.

In thatspirit, then, how about a big
roundof applause forCKE Restaurants,
which may well be theclass goat of cor-
porate America? In a recent survey of
big companies’ reputations (as judged
by their industry peers), conducted for
Fortuneby the research firm Clark, Mar-
tire & Bartolomeo, CKE—which runs
thefast-food chains Carl’s Jr., Hardee’s,
and Taco Bueno—ranked deadlast,
edging out such wanna-besas Federal-
Mogul,the auto-parts maker, and War-
naco, the apparel manufacturer. Com-
parisons are odious, and these rankings

area little arbitrary, but, hey, it’s an honor
just to be nominated. The fact of the
matter is, CKE has performedabout as
poorly as a company can without wind-
ing up onskid row. In the process,it
has exposed some of the more dubious
myths that dominated American busi-
ness in the nineteen-nineties.

Four years ago, CKE was a Wall
Street darling. Bill Foley, who becameits
C.E.O.in 1994 (heis now its chairman),
was acclaimed asa visionary. Carl’s Jr.
had struggled in theearly nineties, but
Foley turnedit into a winner. Thepress
fawned over his love of chess andhis
WestPoint background.(Fortherecord,
he wasneither valedictorian nor goat.)
Analysts were smitten.

Allalong, CKE did an excellentjob of
spinning Wall Street. When,in 1999,
the company madea deal to sell two
hundredmillion dollars’ worth ofsecuri-
ties, it hiredfive different underwriters, a
move that mayhave given analysts at each
of those firms an incentive to be nice.
One of CKE’s more bullish supporters
was @ Boutique invesement bank called
Cruttenden Roth, of which Bill Foley
just happened to own sizable chunk.

CKE was perpetually upbeatin its pre-
dictions and, when things went wrong,
unfailingly clever in its explanations.
When the companystarted to run into
trouble,it blamed, among other things,
blizzards, hurricanes, the new millen-
nium, and “negative thinkers in the fi-
nancial community.”
The press and the Street were se-

duced by CKE’s act because it drew on
one of corporate America’s most endur-
ingfantasies: thatof the turnaroundart-
ist, the swaggering outsider whorides
into town andcleans up the mess that
the previous regimeleft behind. In the
eighties, you had Sanford Sigoloff and
Victor Palmieri,whose rescue operations
at floundering companies earned them a

 

reputation as “the Green Berets of cor-
porate management.”In thenineties,
you had “Chainsaw”Al Dunlap (another
West Pointer), who becamea star for
saving Scott Paper andforboldlysetting
forth to do the same at Sunbeam.

Chainsaw Al’s success with Scott
Paper duped Wall Street into thinking
he could pull it off wherever he went.
Likewise, Foley, having turned around
Carl’s Jr., convinced himself and every-
oneelse that he shouldn't keep hislight
under a bushel. “Alot of restaurant com-
panies outthere are pretty goofedup,” he
said in 1998,and he was just the man to
ungoof them. Over a two-year period,
CKE spent almost eight hundred mil-
lion dollars, in two separate deals, to ac-
quire the Hardee’s nameand the owner-

ship ofmore than fourteen hundred Har-
dee’s restaurants. Hardee’s was in bad
shape, andthe price was steep. But Foley
could fixit, right? Foley could fix anything.

Notthis time. Hardee's soon turned
into CKE’s Vietnam,As a result of the
deals,CKE’s debt ballooned to more than
five hundred million dollars. Then the
company spentalmost a hundred million
dollars more to remodel the restaurants.
Foley, meanwhile,was givingmuch ofhis
attention to other ventures, like a title-
insurance company he was running (go
figure). More important, the formula that
had worked so well with Carl’sJr—cut-
ting costs and avoiding price wars—didn't
applyto Hardee's,which had deep-seated
operational problems.NowCKE ishem-
orrhaging cash, andits stock price is a
tenth ofwhatitwas inJulyof 1998. It has
had three C.E.O.s inthepast year anda
half. (Foley stepped down last March to
devote more timeto thetitle-insurance
company.) Andit hasstarted selling
Hardee’s restaurants—at a sharp dis-
count—toraise cashtosatisfy creditors.

There are many good excuses for
what happened to CKE,andits execu-
tives have trotted out most of them. But
you won't hear this one: that they suc-
cumbed to what’s known as “C.E.O.
hubris.”Just because youfixed one com-
pany doesn’t mean you can fix them
all. When Gil Amelio took over Apple
Computer, he was a legendfor rescuing
National Semiconductor. He’s a legend
no more. Neither is Al Dunlap, who,in

the end,destroyed Sunbeam. There is no
one-size-fits-all turnaround formula,
and the people who cometo believe that
they have one end up taking on insur-
mountable challenges and buying un-
salvageable companies.In a recentstudy,
Donald Hambrick and Matthew Hay-
ward, professors ofmanagement, found
that the more acclaimed a C.E.O. was—
by the media and his peers—the more
likelyhe was to make acquisitions at un-
reasonableprices,just as Foley did with
Hardee’s. Most acquisitions don't work
out, and the chances of success shrink
even more whenyou overpay. But then
no oneeverfinishedlast in his class by
thinking small. Consider the most fa-
mous goat in WestPointhistory: George
Armstrong Custer.

—James Surowiecki  
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YO COMMA DOG
night dub, a car chase, and the making ofPuffDaddy.

BY ADAM GOPNIK.

Fyenbedy seemed to be having a
‘good timeat the Puff Daddy wial,

except, of course, Puffy. The press was
having a goodtimebecause,as one re-
portersaid, “this is thefirst big trial in
thecity in years that doesn't have some-
one either shot dead by cops or with a
broom handle up his rectum.” Johnnie
Cochran was having a good time be-
cause hegotto give his Palm Beachsuits
an airing withoutactually having to
argue a case; he mostly sat back and
listened to his Danny De Vito-look-
alike co-counsel, Ben Brafman,bark at
the witnesses. Judge Charles Solomon,
a first-class bench ironist of the old
vintage, got to give his mouth andeye-
brows a workoutat the defense an-
tics, specializing in an openmouthed,
“Youreally mean that, Counsellor? You
really, truly mean that?” expression.
There were the rich incidental plea-
sures of seeing a middle-aged lawyer
shyly modelling a black mink coat in
the middle of the courtroom, and the
still richer ones of hearing the phrase
“mingling with his entourage”repeated
three times within thirty seconds in
sworn testimony.

Even Assistant District Attorney
Matthew Bogdanos,prosecuting the
case, seemedto be having a goodtime,
in the Dewey-Rudy mannerof one who
has arrived at a moral conclusion about
himself. Hesat ostentatiouslyalone at
the prosecutor's table (his aides were

all set back behind, amongthe specta-

tors), tiny, wholesome, and indignant.
Every morning, he remainedin shirt-
sleeves until the last moment, slipping
his jacket on just as the jury camein.
Hewas,it seemed, purposefully playing
Rick Schroder to Brafman’s DeVito,
and he gave the energetic impression
that he had interviewed the witnesses,
taken on the bad guys, andcollected the
bail money, and intended to lock up
the malefactors,all by himself. Mur-
ray Richman, the defense counsel for
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the rapper Jamal (Shyne) Barrow, pro-
tested mildly at one point that Bog-
danos was inserting himself as “a figure
in thetrial, and, let me add, an action
figure.” Only Puffy looked disconsolate.
Hisgirlfriend had left him—hehad an-
nounced that this was so on Valentine’s
Day, in orderto look more forlorn, but,
still, she had left him (“Her desire to

mondstuds outofhis ears, and he and
his bodyguard Anthony (Wolf) Jones
had been dressing for the trial in black
sweaters and gray pants and white shirts,
which gave them the look of overage
Catholic schoolboys.So hesat slumped
andsullen at the defense table—brood-
ing, it seemed,like Richard IIT at the
end ofAis reign, on thevicissitudes of
fate,the inconstancy ofwoman,and the
treacheryofhiredlivery.
The matter ofthe trial—noteasily

grasped, even byall the participants—
involved a complicated exchange of
symbols and shots which had taken
place in a New York night club, and
then on a New Yorkstreet, in “theearly
morninghours” ofDecember27, 1999.
The night before, Combs had been

 

Fenderson, theprosecution’ main witness, was

be around Puffy went out the window
right after the gun did” was how one
spectator put it)—and the evidence was
piling up against him, or seemedto be,
as thejury listened for two days to his
formerpart-time chauffeur singinglike
a canary, Puffy—Sean Combs, as he
is knownin court, the “King of Hip-
Hop,”as he is known in the tabloids—
had evenhad to take the oversized dia-

4s interesting a character as Puffy.

with his girlfriend, the singer and ac-
tressJennifer Lopez,at his house in East
Hampton and had suddenly got a han-
kering to comeback into town, where

he ownsa buildingat 813 ParkAvenue.
A stretch limousine drove them from
the South Fork to Combs's recording 2
studio, on West Forty-fourth Street, 3
where they were joined by a second &
car, a Lincoln Navigator, driven byWar- 2



del Fenderson, the weekend chauffeur.
After a lot of to-ing and fro-ing

between the studio and the twocars,
Combsand Lopezdecided to walkover
to Club New York,just around the cor-
ner, on WestForty-third Street, and

both the limo and the Navigator fol-
lowed,at a stately, wary pace. (Puffy’s
entourage, though it seemed to grow
and collapse during the night like a
soufflé, at this point included another

bodyguard, Curtis Howard, and the

rapper and Puffy protégé Shyne.) A
couple of hourslater, a somewhat mys-
terious figure named Scar, in a gesture
reminiscent of the second act of “La
Traviata,” threw a handful of cash in
Pufty’s face to indicate, perhaps,that he
wasprostituting hip-hop,was onlyin it
for the money, a whore. Shyne, outraged
at the insult to his liege, fired—either

theatrically into theair orrecklessly into
the crowd, depending onwhom yoube-
lieve. In anycase, three people were hit
bybullets, one woman quite badly, in
the face. Then Combs and Lopez, along
withWolfJones, whohadarrivedlate at
the club,ran outtothestreet, got into

the Navigator, and sped off, with two
police cars in pursuit. What, exactly,
happened between that moment and
the moment, sixty seconds orsolater,

whenthe Navigator was stoppedby the
police—and then what happened after
that, when the entire party arrived at
the Midtown North police station—
was whatwasin disputeatthetrial, and

what had led to Combs’s indictment
for possession of a weaponandforat-
temptingto bribe a witness.

The trial, it was clear, would turn
pretty muchentirely on thedriver's pre-
sumably damning account of those
opaque moments,and a full house
showed up when Wardel Fenderson
took the stand, on Thursday, Febru-
ary 15th. Fenderson, a man who never
got out of a car withoutexiting a vehi-
cle, turnedoutto be, in his way, asinter-

esting a character as Puffy. If Combs
was cast as a version of Ralph Ellison’s
Rinehart, the spellbinding street hus-
tler, Fenderson was another Ellison
type, the Autodidactic Striver. He gave
long, narrative answers to every ques-
tion, drewelaborate metaphors—‘Are
you finished?” Brafman barked at him
during a particularly complex image
that involved a deer caughtin the head-

lights of a car that blundered onto a
highway—andoffered elegant rephras-
ings offlat remarks. At one point, Bog-
danos asked him if the pants and the
top of the sweatsuit that Combs was
wearing that night were the samecolor.
“They appeared to be coérdinates,” Fen-
dersonreplied.

Fenderson,wholooks little like an
elongated Spike Lee, began his testi-
mony by explaining that he was born
(like Puffy, though hedidn’t say that) in
East Harlem,forty-twoyears ago, had
lived mostofhislife there, and had only
recently moved to New Jersey. He had
forty-ninecredits at SUNY Binghamton,
but “regretfully, I didn’t complete my
degree.” Heexplained that he had been
a cabbie for a while (“I began my pro-
fessional driving career” in January of
1979) before becominga liverydriver.
In late 1999, Puffy’s weekend chauf-
feur had to have an operation and asked
him if he'd hold downthe job. There
‘were two cars to care for, Fenderson

explained, a Lincoln Navigator and a
Bentley Armage.

Onthe twenty-sixth, he wenton, he
had been home,celebrating Christmas a
daylate with his daughter, Tamiqua,
whena call camein: “Getreadyto work!
Puff’s cominginto town.” Hegotto the
studio at eleven-thirty. “It’s a frenzied
atmosphere there,” he explained. “Just a
buzz ofactivity there.” People were con-
stantly getting in and out of the Nav-
igator. After one of these entrances,
Fenderson looked around.“Andatthis
time I glanced over myshoulder, I was
shocked, because I saw Mr. Combs
holding in his hand a black handgun.”
He was holdingitin his right hand, and
holding it to one side. Fenderson was
frightened, because “the bullet is going
to hit me if this gun discharges.” He
asked himself, “What in God’s name
is he doing holding a gun!,” and then
watched Puffy tuck the gun into the |
waistband of his Sean John sweatsuit.
(Sean John is the pret-a-porter line
in Puffy’s couturier business.) “I’m in
shock,” Fenderson wenton. “What's he
doing with a gun? Curtis is the armed
security. Whatis he doing with a gun?”
A couple of hours after Lopez and

Combsgotto the club, he went on, he
got a call on the car phonetelling him
that they were ready to leave, and he
movedthecar directly in front of the
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club’s entrance. He heard peopleyelling
“They're shooting! They’re shooting in-
side!”and,he explained, “I'm in a height-
enedsenseofalertness now.”A few mo-
ments later, Combs and Howard came
outof the club, but Puffy wouldn’t leave
without Jennifer. She appeared a few
moments later, escorted byJones. “Shyne
busted off in the air!” she shouted,
meaning that he had fired his gun at
theceiling.

‘Twopolice cars had left Fenderson
an out on Forty-third, and he drove
throughit (“I navigated the Navigator”)
and turned onto Eighth. (His speed, he
explained moments later, was “not reck-
less but hurried.”) Bogdanos had him
actout the scenefor the jury, taking all
theparts: “Tt waslike somethingoutof a
movie. They're screaming, ‘Don'tstop,
don'tstop, keep going,’ then they’re call-
ing to me, do I know how to open the
stash? ‘Yo, Dog, you know how to open
the stash? ” Thestash, he deduced, was
a secretcompartment somewherein the
car which no one had told him about.
(“Dog,”or “Dawg,” is, everyoneagrees,
a term ofaffection, with a presump-
tion of intimacy; Fenderson could be
dawgged, but he could not dawgin re-
turn.) Meanwhile, it seemed, one of the
car windows opened; a gun waslater
found on the avenue. Jones reached
down, he went on, to search for the
stash, and as he did Fenderson noticed
another gun,this one in Jones's waist-

band,beneath his mink coat. Fenderson
wasintensely relieved when,at last, that

 

police car cut him off at Fifty-fourth
Street. “Thechaseis over, I’m stopping,”
he quoted himself assaying.

Bogdanosthen drewoutthe rest of
the story: howin thepolicestation, in
front of the desk sergeant, Combs had
leaned over to him and whispered, “I
will give you fifty thousand dollars to
saythe gunis yours”—and,in the court-
room, Fenderson leaned over conspira-
torially and spoke, Puffy style, out of
the side of his mouth. Then he ex-
plained that both Jones and Puffy had
pressured him in the holding cell (“I
would take the gun for Puff, but I'ma

predicate felon,” Wolf had said sport-
ingly) andthatfirst he had gone along
and then thoughtbetterofit. Finally, a
voice-mail message in which Puffy was
heard promising to make Fenderson’s
family “comfortable” wasintroduced in
evidenceofbribery.

It was all good stuff, and the moment
Fenderson’s testimony ended the re-
porters, whostill live in the stone age of
transcription, rushed outinto the halls,

desperately scribbling notes,to call in the
story on their cell phones. “Yo comma
dog period hesaid open quote you know
where the stash S-T-A-S-H is question
mark close quote,” one reporter declaimed,
careful to get thewords exactlyright.

A onepoint during Fenderson’s tes-
timony, one of the defense at-

torneys referred to the rapper called
‘Twister. “Not Twister—Twista!” Fen-
dersoncorrected.“I have to confess,I’m

5CKSS



not a hip-hop enthusiast,” the lawyer
admitted, and Fenderson said neither
washe. It was odd,certainly, that, al-
though the defendants werericher and
more famous than anyone who had
been ontrial in that courtroom before,
their lawyers wanted to shun the pecu-
liar aura of their celebrity. “Hip-hop is
notontrial here” is how someoneputit,
meaning,of course,that it was. A cou-
ple of decadesafter it emerged,in the
Bronx, hip-hop remainsthe pig in the
python of American culture—the in-
disputably new thing that refuses to
get digested.

In the classic American pattern,

after all, children instruct their parents
to love whatthey once shunned:trans
ported to America, Miranda,surprise,

prefers Caliban’s grunts to Ariel’s songs
and then, even greater surprise, Pros-
pero comesto prefer them, too, and

Ariel is left as a lounge act,or trying to
get on “MTV Unplugged.” In the case
of hip-hop, the normal twenty-year
cycle of shock and acceptance has been
broken: Caliban raps, Miranda swoons,
but Prospero remains unmoved and
keepsplayinghis old Ariel CDs. (How
manypossible ways can you hear the
sameBeatles records? Anendless num-
ber, apparently.) Marvin Gaye, a co-
caine addict shot with his own gun by
his own father, was, almost immedi-
ately, a saint of pop humanism, a man
youplayed at weddings. The Notorious
B.LG., dead fouryears, remainslargely
notorious.

Theories exist to explain this, and
all of them have beenairedin the corri-
dors during the recesses of the Puffy trial.
Thefirst theory, beloved of criminal-
defense attorneys and the pop-music
critics of the Times, is that rap andits
artists just can’t get a break from the
watchdogsof the white middleclasses:
the cops andthecritics both take them
too literally. Whatare essentiallysigns
and symbols in “distanced narratives”
are treated as threats. Yet highbrow re-
sistance to rap long ago crumbled—the
Timesis muchkinder to Eminem than
it ever was to BillyJoel—and,as for the
police, well, it is hard to miss guns go-
ing off in people’s faces, automatics
flying out of car windows onto the
street. The second theory, fondlyheld
by middle-class parents,is that rap re-
mains undigested becauseit is indi-
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| gestible. Yet this, in turn,involves a lit-
| tle back-page revision of the parents’
own music—suicide and cocaine, the
rockvices, beingjudged more obviously
wholesome than homicide and Dom
Perignon,the rapper's.

Thetruth is, perhaps, that hip-hop
labors undera peculiar set of problems,
which keepit uneasily ricocheting back
and forth between symbols and shots.
Fenderson’s key question—“What was
he doing with a gun?”—was more com-
plicated than it sounded;but, to getits
significance, you have to accent “he”
rather than “gun.”Puffy’s real ambition,
as his admirers admit, had always beento
disarm rap. (His hardcore hip-hop de-
tractors think this, too; they regard him
as the Lawrence Welk of the woollen-

| cap crowd.) If Puffywas a Rinehart fig-
| ure, itwas by an actofconsciousstriving

andself-education. There was a lot of
Fendersonin him, too. He was,it’s true,
born in East Harlem in 1969,andhisfa-

| ther, Melvin, was a street hustler, who
| was killed by a drug dealer in Central
Parkwhen hisson wasthree. (This scene
recurs in Combs’s work.) But, as his
admirersare less anxious to underline,
Combs's mother moved the family to
MountVernon,in Westchester County,
whenher son was twelve, and he at-
tended Mount St. Michael Academy,
a goodall-boys Catholic school, and,
later on, Howard University. It was, in
fact, as an impresario, a concert promoter
at Howard, thathe foundhis calling, and
in 1988 he left Howard to go to work
notasa rapper but as an A.& R. man for
Andre Harrell’s Uptown Records. He
was so skilled at promotion that, five

| years later, after being fired by Harrell, he
spunoff his own label, Bad Boy Records,
and,in 1996, hecreateda fifty-fifty part-
nership with Clive Davis’s Arista, re-
portedly receiving six million dollars.

|

_

Bad things kept happening, though.
| A celebrity basketball gamethathe or-
ganized in 1991turnedinto a stampede.
Ninepeople died. And then Combs got
involved in the famous “East Coast-
West Coast” feud with Suge Knight’s
Los Angeles-based Death Row Rec-

| ords, and this, after violent turns and
| betrayals that would require a Jacobean
playwrighttorelate, led,in 1996,to the
murder of Death Row’s star, Tupac
Shakur, and then, a year later, to the
murder of Puffy’s star, Christopher 

Wallace, the Notorious B.I.G. Puffy,
oddly, is usually exempted as an actor
from these events. “Puffy Daddy &
Family madeno direct involvement in
this east coast-westcoastfight and Puff
Daddy now gives shout-outs to 2Pac
saying R. 1. P” is how one fanzine Web
page puts it, although how Tupacfeels
about this posthumous encouragement
is hard to say. (Someintelligent ob-
servers believe that Combsisstill scared
to death of Suge Knight, and that that
explains, without any needfor auxiliary
epicycles about the aesthetics of rap,
what he was doing with a gun.)

Combs’s first album, therefore, was
madeafter he wasalready legendary as
a businessman—a requiem for B.I.G.,
released in 1997 and called “No Way
Out.” (It was originally to have been
called “Hell Up in Harlem.”) “No Way
Out,” which sold seven million cop-
ies, was intended as a self-conscious
masterpiece in the manner of “What's
Going On.”It is, once you get past the
admittedlyrepellentsurface (though if
we are instructed to indulge Richard
Pryor’s “niggers” and “bitches”it is hard
to see in principle why wecan't indulge
Pufty’s), an impressive, lugubrious mu-
sical collage, including samples of Sam-
uel Barber’s Adagiofor Strings, the Po-
lice’s “Every Breath You Take,” Roberta
Flack’s “Jesse,” an ironic borrowing of
Grandmaster Flash’s “The Message,”
of 1982 (oneofthefirst hip-hophits),
and orchestrationsof gunfire, thunder-
storms, and weeping women. But the
gunfire is self-directed. “No Way Out”
contains no rhetoric of violence, just
fantasies of victimization. Like Sinatra
in his classic period,Puffy is alwaysei-
ther boasting or moaning, but never
threatening.“If I Should Die Tonight,”
for instance,is a fatalistic adolescent
fantasy of going beforeyour time. (“If I
should die, tonight ba-by / We'll see /
Won'tit be far before my time?”) What's
moststriking aboutthe record isn’t the
expected nihilism but the sadness and
the waythe sadness is set off by an un-
alloyed, relentless materialism. (“Got
nice watches,nice cars, nice bitches and
rings / Guessit’s safe to say a nigga
like megotnice things.”) Only an occa-
sional sidewise reference to Puffy’s son,
Justin, suggests values other than those
of a 1961 issue of Playboy. If Thomas
Hobbesand Hugh Hefnerhad collabo-



rated on a poprecord, “NoWay Out”is
the one they would have made.

In onesense, the enormoussuccess
among white kids of “No Way Out”
also conformsto a classic American pat-
tern: thestraight, and straitened, major-
ity looks to a “primitive” subculture for
the secure family identity it lacks. In the
past, though, the bloodsociety (West-
ern gunfighters, the Mafia) always pre-
tended to have some archaic virtue—
loyalty, or feudal honor—to ennobleits
killings. In the Puffy version of hip-
hop, whatthe outlaw subcultureoffered
was simply an aggrieved parody of the
acquisitive society aroundit. Life is not
a jungle but a mall, enlivened by stick-
ups. The worldis sampled, not remade.
There is no honor, noparticular blood

loyalty,just sex, fear, and shopping, same
as the rest of us. (Chris Rock made a
very funny parody of hip-hop music
which consists of a Puffy figure play-
ing someoneelse’s record while whis-
pering “Cristal!”) God is Puffy’s best
friend, to be sure—hesays so in the
album notes—butyou have to search
thefine printto find this out.

Thepath that Puffy set for himself,
therefore, was not from Harlem to the
world but from Westchester to East
Hampton—andtheirony was that the
path lay through Harlem, a Harlem of
the mind and mouth, and you some-
times had to carry a gun to show that
youhad been there. Berry Gordy, at
Motown Records inthe sixties, who
was thuggish in many ways, made mu-
sic for young urban blacks andcalled it
“the Sound of Young America”; Puffy
Combs, making rap for kids in West-
chester,hasto call his label Bad Boy. He

constantlyhas to assert an outlaw status
he neverreally had. Theessential con-
tradiction built into everydefense of rap
has becomea cage for him. On the one
hand, hip-hop mustnever be taken too
literally—thereferencesto violence, fag-
gots, and “niggas” are representations,
mere signs—while, on the other hand,
it cannot be takenliterally enough: it
is “the CNN of the innercity,” full of
brave reports on real events, the truths
America does not wantto witness. Puffy
was whipsawed between the two self-
cancelling notions—he had to act up
andactout, live it and notlive it. Where

most gangsters have to pretend to be
entrepreneurs (“I’m just a businessman,

Your Honor”),he was essentially an en-
trepreneur who, for business reasons,

had toact like a gangster.
Thisilluminates,if it does not ex-

plain,the peculiar poignancyofhis sit-
uation, and the look of outraged inno-
cence, annoyance, on his face. He was

no Notorious B.LG.,a Billy the Kid of

thestreets, moreor less expectingto die
in “a hail of bullets.” Heintendedto be
Berry Gordy, and, at many moments, he
wasright on the verge of seeing it hap-
pen;it Aad happened,in fact—he had
Park Avenue and East Hampton. But
ParkAvenue and East Hampton turned
out to be slipperier symbols than had
been promised. That he could buythem
changed their meaning. Theproof that
hehadreally transformed himself and
hisstylestill eluded him. Every timeit
seemed aboutto arrive, a gun wentoff.

‘he courtroom was eager to see what
Brafman would do to Fenderson

the next day(an earlier, late-afternoon
encounter had drawn no blood), but the
event of the morning was Puffy’s suit.
Apparentlyfed up with the imprison-
mentof the black sweaters, Puffy had

turned up in a masterpiece: a three-
piece, obviously bespoke suit on a Ver-
sace model, pale-gray-and-soft-blue
windowpane check with a white linen
pocket square. It put his lawyers to
shame. Cochran was wearing the kind
of beige-white suit with a hand-painted |
tie that goes overbigat the Beverly Hills
Hotel but makes a lawyer look like a
tube in a NewYork winter, while Braf-
manwas in the kind ofgraysuit that ex-
pensive tailorstell short men will make
them look distinguished whenit merely
makes them look drab. Richman,just to
Puffy’s right, had on French cuffs—if
Rudyeverreally wants to put big-time
criminal-defense attorneys out of busi-
ness, he need onlyplace an embargo on
cufflinks, and theywill all be helpless—
and the cuffs were monogrammed.

Brafman gotstarted, trying to jus-
tify his reputation as a man who makes
prosecution witnesses tremble, but heis
like a fighter who throws everything
out in thefirst round and then stands
back and waits for his opponenttofall.
Tf the other guydoesn't, he’s puzzled
about whatto do. Fenderson had obvi-
ously been well coached bythe district
attorney, and the coaching (“I had no
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reason at that point to make a mental
note of how people were entering and
exiting”), on top of his own loquacious-
ness (“You were with him for seven-
teen hours?”“Yes, sir. Seventeen grue/-
Jing hours”), made him a monumentin
impregnable long-windedness. (Once,
after the judge had admonished Braf-
man, Fendersonjoined in: “No badger-
ing the witness!”)

Unable to shake the central facts of
his story, Brafman, in his two days of
cross-examination,wasreducedto play-

ing the old Dickensian gameofedifying
browbeating—breaking down sixty-
second chase up Eighth Avenue into
tiny, discrete bits, and then showing
that eachbit didn't perfectly match the
one alongside it. (“And when did you
see this light? At Forty-fourth Street?
Forty-fifth? But Mr. Fenderson,in
your grand-jurytestimonydoyourecall
being asked these questions and giving
these answers?” etc.) Fenderson was,
at one point, forced to say, “His exact

words were—nowdon’t quote me on
this—” to much laughter, but in fact

he knewthe exact words (“If you take
the gun,I will give you fifty thousand
dollars”) and just couldn’t swear which
clause camefirst. Brafman eventually
passed the witness on to Jones's lawyer,
and this led to the lawyer's modelling
the mink—helookedlike a college-
football fan in a twenties comedy—to
showthat no gun could be seen there,
either. (This what-the-well-dressed-
thug-is-wearing theme cameup again
thefollowing day, when Bogdanostried,
and failed, to show that a gun would
have fit neatly into Puffy’s sweatsuit
pocket.)

The afternoon before Puffy was to
testify, last Wednesday, he was seen
working out at the David Barton gym,

up on Madisonand Eighty-fifth.It is an
expensive, chic place, where you can

read your E-mail and watchtrailers for
new movies as you pedal thestationary
bike—the kind of mixed-up moneyed
place where brokers’ wives Strollercize
with their children in the morning, and
the man whodiscovered the Notorious
B.LG.lifts weightsin the afternoon.

Incourtthe next day, Puffy arrived in
a white shirt and silver-bluesilk tie.
Johnnie Cochran,whohadfinallyput in
some time as a cross-examiner, was in

gray, someonehaving apparently spoken
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to him. Combsstuck to an unyielding,
untroubled no: he had neverseen a gun,
he had never held a gun, he had not

seen a gun even when heheardshots,
there were no guns in thecars, there
were nobribes inthe cell, nothing hap-
pened that he made happenatall. Ob-
servers in the courtroom thought that
Bogdanos scored reasonably well—he
hit but didn’t draw blood—by drama-
tizing a violent incident from Puffy’s
past. But, at the end of the day, Combs
seemed reasonable and unthuggish, if |
still annoyed. The momenthefinished, |
the defense rested. Johnnie Cochran |
gave him a hug. J. Lo would not de-
scend. Oneor two reporters sighed.

lhe jury, which looks as though it
had been parachuted in from the

No.6 line (no onedresses for the occa-
sion, jeans and sweaters being the bi-
racial expression ofthecall ofcitizen-
ship), watchesstolidly and impassively,
as though expectingthe train to be mov-
ing shortly. The defense,in its summa-
tion, will try to poke more holes in |
Fenderson’s story and, more generally,
showthatthe rappers are “really ontrial
fortheirlife style”rather than for a spe-
cific crime. Bogdanoswill try to dis-
suadethejuryfrom such cautious semi-
otic parsing; loaded symbols go off in
crowdednightclubs, too.

‘There is a feeling around that Puffy
may get off lightly. This is hard to ex-
plain but is, perhaps, due to a slowly

growing pile of evidence suggesting
that, whatever stupidity he mayhave|
shown, he wasa singularly unskilled
criminal. (Even Steve Dunleavy, in the
Post, has announcedthat Puffy reminds
him of Sinatra: no real thug, though a
cause of thuggery in others.) Perhaps
there is something subtler at work, too.
Thetrial keeps returning,strangelybut
inexorably, to questions oftailoring.
The defense now hinges on whether
Puftycould havestuffed a revolver inhis
color-coérdinated SeanJohn sweatsuit,
whether Wolf could have packed heat
under his mink. Given those preoccu-
pations,it seemspossible that the court-
room’s prejudices may resolve in favor
of the well dressed. As you looked at
Puffyat the defensetable, an island of

quietly bespoke checks ina sea ofmono- |
grammed cuffs, it was hard notto feel
that he had already suffered enough. ¢
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SHOUTS & MURMURS

YOUR EFB.I. IS ON THE CASE

BY BRUCE McCALL

'o: the Director (Eyes Only)
Re: Hanssen, Robert Philip
Case Officer’s Detainee Activity
Report, 02/24/01-03/06/01

02/24: Subject claimed he was “get-
ting rusty” after six days in custody, so
volunteered to teach advanced counter-
espionage course to senior undercover
EB.L. agents. Proposal approved 02/25.
Rationale: Smartest man in the bu-
reau. Evidence: Subject paid for FB.1.-
cafeteria luncheswith rubles, said min-
iature camera in oneincisor was “a gift
from Uncle Ivan,” drove Volga sedan,
yet F.B.I. did not ID subject as Russian
molefor fifteen years. Conclusion: FBI.
clearly canlearn from an agent this clever.

03/01: Classroom Surveillance
Summary.

Lecture 1: “Hello, Moscow, Hello—
Telephone Etiquette in a Clandes-
tine World.” Subject had agents re-

  

veal top-secret information, which he

thencalled in to Moscowspyhotline,
collect, in a “live” demonstration of
proper telephone manners on a non-
secure line. Excellent class partici-
pation. Moscow spy-hot-line phone
numbernotdivulged:subject explained
it is unlisted.

03/02: Subject’s request to appear
on “Larry King Live” and apologize
for misdeeds O.K.'d. Rationale: Posi-
tive publicity bonanza for FB.I. Case
Officer’s Supporting Brief: Vetted sub-
ject’s prepared script for security vio-
lations. None found. Script rambles
incomprehensibly.

Examples:
“Mr. Blue will be causing Mr. Pink

no more trouble.”
“Stay away from Aunt Minnie’s.The

bees have found the honey.”
“Our Finnish flatware-salesman

friendis expecting a big shipment.”
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03/03: Subject claimedheis a body
double for the real Robert Philip
Hanssen,planted as part of Russian
disinformation plot. Demanded im-
mediate freedom. Claim underur-
gentconsideration. Insight: Diabolical
enoughto be true. Russians would in-
deed makesure stand-in looked exactly
like Hanssen, and subject does. (Even
has samefingerprints.)

03/04: Prisoner Observation
Summary.

Subject behaveslike modelprisoner.
Asks for nothing except various elec-
tronic gadgets. Spends cell time talk-
ing to wristwatch,hollowingout chess-
men,writingletters addressed to rocks
in D.C.-area parks. Letters forwarded.
Security-risk rating: zero (unreadable:
writtenin invisible ink).

03/05: Russian Embassy delivers
package containing personal belong-
ings requested bysubjectfor sentimen-
tal reasons: shortwave radio, codebooks,

fountain-penlaser gun, Swiss passport,
airlinetickets,false nose and mustache,

etc. (ineptly identified by Russians as
“pajamas andslippers”).

Case Officer Addendum: Hanssen
case leaves F-B.I. dig winnerin prestige
warvs. Russian Secret Service. Evi-
dence: Impromptu encounter on 03/05
betweenthis officer andattractiveyoung
Russian orphan girl. Gist: Her opening
words,“K.G.B. stupid! No match for
clever F.B.1!” Asks Case Officer how
FB.L.caughton,for high-school news-
paper back home. Case Officer opens
briefcase to get file but passes out. (Had
had three “special Russian cocktails”
with orphan girl.) Has reported brief-
case missing.

 

03/06: Subject remains under Code
Blue surveillance to guard against pos-
sible Russian Secret Service rescue/
evacuation op.

Item: Guards on twenty-four-hour
alert for birthday cake containingfile.

Item: Bathroom visits now
monitored.

Update: Subject in bathroom for
past two hours;will walkie-talkie agent
for status reportwhen noise conditions
more favorable. Voice communication
degraded by helicopter immediately
overhead. ¢
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IN THE GARDEN

DAYS OF ICE AND ROSES
A wintergarden,found between thepages.

BY JAMAICA KINCAID

 

Why should wefeel betrayed because the owners ofa nursery decidedto sell it?

[ is winter. My gardenis dead. I can
see it and feel it. I am in perfectly

goodhealth, butI lie in bed dayafter
day with three hot-waterbottles, under

layers of sheets, blankets, and a com-
forter; two large glasses filled with
coarsely crushed ice are on my night
table, and I am surroundedbyatleast

thirty catalogues that I have received
from plantsmen and nurseries all over
the United States. Looking out the win-
dowfrom mybed,I can see a vaststretch
of the landscape, starting at the lawn
andeventually sloping down into the
wetlands, and from my view the wet-
lands seem to runrapidly across a huge
emptiness that comesto a halt at the
foot of a mountain, and loomingoverall

this is the mountainitself. All that I see
is covered with a thick, uninviting white
substance,which has a sickeningly gran-
ulated texture that will dissolve quickly
ifyou holdit in your palms.It covers the
ground with a geological certainty, as if
it were one of the many layers to make

z up the upper crust of the earth itself.
3 I havelived with winter and snow for
2 a longtime, andI should be used to it

and should by now even find some
tiny, happy meaningtoit, but I do not.
Eachtimeit arrives, I am surprised and
shocked, and I feel betrayed, for how

could the ground,onceso soft and wel-
comingto myclumsy footsteps, turn so
hard andunyieldingto thefirm stride of
aboot-clad footorthe pleas of this par-
ticular gardener?

Itis winter, and the garden has moved
indoors, taking the form of books—

directly or indirectly related to it—and
cataloguesoffering seeds,plants, garden

implements, andall sorts of things that
are sometimesuseful. I am looking at a
copy of Wayside Gardens’ spring 2001
catalogue as I say this.Manyofthe things
listed in it were offered last spring or
in lastfall’s edition. Thebig,glaring ex-
ception is a hybrid tea rose, Rosa ‘Bar-
bra Streisand,featured on the cover and

described in this way: “Ms. Streisand
personally grew andselected this extra-
ordinary lavender Hybrid Tea as her
namesake. Her criteria were fragrance,

color, and bloom size, and this cross of
R. ‘Blue Nile’and‘NewZealand’ excels in
all three areas.” Hybridtea roses should

never be grown, for they are very ugly,
especially in color(the exceptions being
R. Pristine’ and R. ‘Mr. Lincoln’), but
Rosa ‘Barbra Streisandis even uglier than
most.Whywould someone whohas such
a beautiful voice choose a flower that
is so ugly? It is not, however, the ugliest
tea rose I have ever seen. That would be
R. ‘Blue Girl.’ Notblueat all, it is really a

mauve that makesyou think ofa gentle
mourning. Following that is one called
R.‘Leonidas,which is supposedlynamed
after a Belgian chocolate, butthis rose is
notthecolorof chocolate; it is the color
of an old rusty nail, and the moment
yousee it you will think, Tetanus!

Theroseis one ofthose flowers that
we cannotleave alone. It appears that
everybodywhohas ever seen a rose loves
itand then immediatelysets about chang-
ing it into another rose, and this new

rose is always described as better than
the onesfrom whichit came. Improving
rosesis irresistible, but, as it turns out,

roses are quite unstable anyway. Left to
themselves,theywill produce something
new.Mybeloved R. ‘Stanwell Perpetual’
was not broughtinto existencedeliber-
ately; it was found in a garden in 1838.
Its parents are notknown with certainty,
but Martyn Rix and Roger Phillips, in
their authoritative book “The Questfor
the Rose,” write that the rosarian Gra-

ham Thomas thinks it is a cross between
R. pimpinellifolia and R. damascena
bifera. Thefloribunda R.‘Teeberg,which
is at least three feet high andonly little
less wide,is a perfectly nice rose, but not
nice enoughto be desired in a climbing
form,yet thatis just whatit decided to
becomeall by itself, and itwill apparently
climbupto eighteenfeet. I seewhy roses
are associated with that most unstable
form oflove, romanticlove, for romantic

love is always shifting andstarting up in
anew direction.

‘Therose, uncomplicated in fragrance
and form, appears mostly in Europe,
Asia, the Middle East, and America. In
thefall of 1998, I collected seeds of Rosa
sericea and R. sericeapteracantha in Yun-
nan Province, in southwestern China.
Thesericeas are now growing in my
garden,but they have notyetsettled in
and only producetheir great beauty
shyly. R.sericea and R. sericeapteracantha
are spectacular in their simplicity: small,
almost fernlike serrated, shiny leaves,

with canes that are ruby red andtranslu-

‘THE NEW YORKER, MARCH12, 2001 59



cent when new. Their flowers are white,
with four petals, and they bear nice red

hips. Should this not be enough? Appar-
ently not: consulting mybook“Roses,”by
Peter Beales, I see that there exist hybrids
called R.‘RedWing,R. ‘HeatherMuir,
and R.‘Hidcote Gold,andthey have the

sericeas as parents. But ‘Red Wing’ and
“Heather Muir’ and ‘Hidcote Gold’are
nowhere near as beautiful as their parents.

Roses lookbetterin pictures than they
doin a vase, and they lookbetter in avase
than they dojust blooming awayin the
garden, and they look best in a catalogue
or a book devoted only to them. I shall
resist them all as they are offered in the
Arena Rose Company, the Jackson &
Perkins, theWhite Flower Farm,and the
Wayside Gardenscatalogues. Or, at least,
I shall try. The multiflora rambler ‘Bob-
bie James’ is being offered by the Arena
Rose Company. I once saw it growing
beautifully in someoneelse’s garden and
havenotbeenableto findit until now. I
am goingto order it immediately, but I
wonttell myself that I have doneso.

The Park Seed catalogueis just what
it has always been,pretty, the offerings
reasonablypriced, but this year some-
thingelse caughtmy eye. On the coveris
acontented-lookinglittle black girl with
onehandbarely able to contain a num-
ber offatstrawberries, the other holding
one of the fat strawberries to herlips.
This picture is highlyunusual. American
horticultural society is at this moment
moresegregated than thesociety ofgolf,
anda picture of a black personcultivat-

ing plants in a leisurely way is hard to
find. In the large volumeofcatalogues
surrounding mein bed, or scattered at

myfeet,I will not be able to find another
black person,child or adult. The Park
Seed catalogueis one of the catalogues
from which I order only one thing each
year, andthis is just so that I can remain
on the mailing list andreceive next year’s
issue. Butthis year, becauseofthelittle

black girl, I shall order twothings.
Notlongago,the owners of the Park

Seedcatalogue boughtthe Cook’ s Gar-
den, a small seed companyhere in Ver-
mont, founded by the almost fanatically
devoted organic gardeners Shepherd
Ogdenand his wife, Ellen. The Cook’s
Gardenoffered theseeds of unique veg-
etables and annuals that appeal to gar-
deners like me; that is, gardeners who
will grow ordinary vegetables in unusual
colors or shapes, colors or shapes not to
be foundin any supermarket. I found no
announcementofthis change of hands
in the Cook’s Gardencataloguethe fol-
lowing year or anytimeafter; in fact,
I cannotsay with any certainty how I
became aware of it, but when I came
to read the catalogue again I could no
longerparticipate in Shepherd’s enthu-
siasm for the heirloom beans he had
sampled the summerbefore inItaly, or
France, or somewhere far away from
me,a place where all the individual ele-
mentsofliving—thefood,the way the

sun shone, the water, the people them-

selves—added upto ten times more hap-
piness than I had in my small corner of

 “Daddyjust gotsick ofmoneyfor money's sake,
so here we are in Washington.”

southwestern Vermont. I began to order
less and less from the Cook’s Garden,
and more and more from Shepherd’s
Garden Seeds, owned by Renee Shep-
herd. And then one day she sold this
seed company to the White Flower
Farm.I tried to paynoattentionto this
fact, because, forone thing, even though
there was nopicture of her smiling as
she cradled in her arms a basket brim-
ming with vegetables(as there had been
until 1996),her spirit, through the prose
andtheselections of seeds and annuals,
seemed to be present. Butstarting last
year the catalogue began to be printed on
shiny paper, with a color-coded table of
contents in the front(with different col-
orsfor different things: red for vegeta-
bles, a dull green for seed-starting sup-
plies, a deep bluefor flowers, vines, and
shrubs, and so on), andit described not
just seeds but also garden utensils and
implements for the kitchen; worst of
all, it carries silly welcomeletter from

AmosPettingill, which is really an alias
for the White Flower Farm and the
business thatis associated with it.

It was at this point that I seriously
began to think of ordering from the
Henry Field’s Seed and Nursery Com-
pany catalogue. This cataloguereally
does change fromyear to year but the
formatis always the same, and that is
strangelyreassuring. Andyet,just to look
at it, I become dizzy, as if I were in a
larger than usual Wal-Mart. There are
sometimes fourteen offerings of seeds
listed on a page,eachillustrated with a
tightly cropped, dazzlingly bright color
photograph, and although the photo-
graphs are often small (two by three
inches), they manage to convey the im-
pression that ifyou grow these vegetables
youryields will be exceptionally high. Itis
theprose,though,the descriptions of the
vegetables thatwill come from the seeds,
that most appeals to me. Everything is
describedas if it were brand new to the
author's eyes and palate, and this newness
is articulated vigorously. The watermelon
Hybrid Summer Gold is described in
this way: “Crisp, sweetyellowflesh. Very
early for a large melon.” The pumpkin
Cinderella is “Fairy tale inspired. Orna-
mental novelty pumpkin.” I do have a
criticism. Whenoffered in pole form,
the Romanobean is described as a “tasty
Italian-type bean,” but in bush form it’s
a “gourmetItalian-type.” The Golden



Butterwax bush bean is described as “at- |
tractive, slender pods of gourmet qual-
ity’; someshallots are a “gourmetchoice
for mild onion flavor”; the Fancy’Red
radishesare described as having a “gour-
metquality and appearance”;a blend of
differenttypesof lettuce is described as a
“gourmet blend of exotic shapes, tex-
tures, colors”; and the Yukon Gold po-
tato, described in 1996as having“striking
yellow flesh . . . noted for superiortaste,”
is currently “golden flesh, gourmet fla-
vor.” Just when did the author of the
HenryField’s catalogue discover the
word “gourmet,” andis gourmetpartaken
of every day, or only once a week, like,
say, Friday nights?

Nevertheless,I had just made up my
mindto orderonly from Henry Field’s
whenI received a catalogue for Renee
Shepherd’s new line of seeds, Renee’s
Garden. So myorder to Henry Field’s
remained the sameas always,one packet
of cotton seeds, and from Renee Shep-
herd I ordered the Zinnia elegans, ‘Green
Envy,’ described thus: “Rare and hard to
find, Green Envy zinnia belongs in every
flower arranger’s garden. The unusual
chartreuse color of this semi-double,
pert-petalled zinnia sets off the brighter
shades of summer bouquets.We had our
Dutch growers specially select this seed
strain for bestform andcolor.” Now, I do
notparticularly like zinnias, and I do not
like greenflowers atall, and green zinnias
are available everywhere, but the “we had
ourDutch growersspeciallyselect... .”
etc., etc., is what will make meattach
myself to a seed and nursery outlet.

hy should I feel betrayed because
theoriginal owners of the Cook’s

Garden and Shepherd’s Garden Seeds,
havinghad the courage tostart their own
little businesses, decided to make a nice
profit by selling them toa larger outfit?
I see that my favorite catalogue in the
world, Ronninger’s Seed&Potato Com-
pany, has been absorbedinto something
called Irish Eyes & Garden City Seeds.
The old catalogue by Mr. Ronninger (I
assumeit is a Mr; I do not know for
sure) seemedto regard the potato as the
staff oflife itself, as if it were something
holy, requiring a special brand of atten- |
tion. (The only other products featured
in the catalogue were those that would
enhancetheflavorofthepotato, such as
onionsandgarlic andsalt; or things that  
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would make the potato growbetter, like

alfalfa for crop rotation.) Also,the writ-
ingin the catalogue was the same every
year, and every yearI read it asif it were
completely unfamiliar to me. Mr. Ron-
ningerlived somewhere in Idaho I had
never heardof, and perhapshe grewtired
ofhis reverence for the potato, because
oneyear, quite unexpectedly, the Ron-
ninger’s Seed& Potato catalogue disap-
peared,onlyto reappear insidethis not at
all appealing thingcalled Irish Eyes &
Garden City Seeds. I have ordered my
potatoesfrom there anyway, because they
have morevarieties than anyone, any-

where, as far as I cantell; theyoffer close
to a hundred different kinds of potato.

Myfriend andtravelling (seed col-
lecting) companion Dan Hinkley re-

cently sold his nursery and garden,
| Heronswood—which he and his part
ner, Robert Jones, made into a very

successful enterprise—to the W. Atlee
Burpee Company. I thoughtthat was a
very good thing, because I knew how
hard they had worked to make their
nursery the best in the United States,
and nowI could see that they might
be able to enjoy their own garden the
way I enjoy mine, completely, since it
isn’t my real job and my life depends
onit only because I say so. But I sud-
denlygraspedthe undercurrentof resent-
mentdirected at them from myfellow-
gardeners whenI read Dan’s letter to
his customers in the very latest Herons-
wood catalogue.“Indeed,”he writes, “we
do notsuffer this divestiture to the ex-
tent that has been prognosticated by the
fumesof gossip. .. . Gardens and nurs-
eries such as ours have always been and
will continue to be ephemeral affairs,
and along with their overseers, are born

and mature andretire.” I remember that
last summer, aroundthetimeofthe sale
of Heronswood,a friend and fellow
Heronswood customer was giving me
a tour ofhis garden and,just as I was in
a state of complete awe and admiration
at the way he had incorporated a bhue-
berrybush (which was thenin fruit) into
a perennial flower border, he began rant-
ing aboutthesale of this beloved nurs-
ery. “But should Dan and Robert suffer,”
asked,“just so we can lookat the beau-
tiful things growing in our garden and
think Heronswood?” Myfriend did not
reply, and indeed there is no reply to

: these sentiments in a gardener, for a gar-

deneris such anirrational person, a hap-
pily unhappy person,a covetous person,
and, perhaps mostofall, a willful person.

Except, of course, if you are a Shaker
gardener. Myson, Harold,whois twelve
years old, has been studying the Puri-
tans (judgmental and murderous), the
Quakers (generally loving and peace-
and-justice-seeking), and the Shakers
(almost extinct, except for museum-

like villages; they are celibate) for his

American-history class, and through him
I cameto admire the Quakers in general
andtolove the Shakers, if only because
of their profound respect for ordinary
everydayobjects. Oneday, in a bookstore,
I cameacross a bookcalled “The Shaker
Garden: Beauty Through Utility,” by
Stephanie Donaldson.If only I had had
such a book before I started m: ry
garden, how much I could have learned,
howbeautiful my garden would nowbe!
The Shaker vegetable gardenwas divided
into four large sections, each connected

by stone or woodenpathways. Thelittle
packetin which the seeds I’m ordering
will come wasinvented bythe Shakers.
Their catalogueofseed offerings in the
eighteen-seventies read: “Thefollowing
seeds are selected with peculiar care,
being the choicest kindsofthe different
varieties; and as such they will recom-

mendthemselves. They will be sold on
the mostreasonable terms bythe pound,
or put upin small papers for retailing, to
suit the convenience of the customer.”

Looking out into my snowbound
vegetable garden,I see the two very ex-
pensive spadesI forgot to bring in last au-
tumn, and I read what the Shakers said
abouttools: “No one should take tools,
belonging in charge of others, without
obtaining liberty for the same. When
anyone borrows a tool, it should be im-
mediatelyreturned, without injury, if
possible, andif injured, should be made

known bythe borrowerto the lender.”At
first, the Shakers grew onlyflowers that
had medicinal or otherwise useful prop-
erties, but eventually the old garden story
of temptation and the giving in to it
caughtup with them,and they began to
growflowers just for their beauty. How I
love the Shakers when looking through
this book, and when I haveclosed it I
know how much I would have hated ac-
tually being a Shaker, foreverything is al-
ways much better and more bearable be-
tween the covers of a book.

 



ABERDEEN PROVING GROUNDS, 1946

Ihave had the honorofbeing imprisoned, the
joy of breaking stone with a sledgehammer, the
pleasure of sleeping under a bare light bulb, the
grief of shittingwith a guard watching,the
sorrow of eatingby myself, and I have
felt the lightness ofbeing released andwatched the
leaves change color from a speedingcar,
andI first read the Gospels then,a stiff
and swollen paperback, the way paper
was made then,and slept peacefully,
ablanketoverthesteel,as I recall,
thoughI planned the same murder every night,
which kept me going mythirteen working hours;
and whenI got homeI threw my duffelbag into
the river andwalked to the No.69streetcar,
and even the clothes I wore, even the shoes,
eventhe overcoat,I stuffed into
the hotincinerator, andlistened to the roar
three stories down and watched theparticles float
inside the chute and read an old newspaper
ontop of the bundle andtested the cord and cleaned
the greasy window,since I was cleaning everything.

Oneday, there was so much snow on
the groundthatI was suddenly caught up
in theirrational fear that itwould pile up
and eventually enter the house,filling
up every corner and devouring mein the
process. I calmed myselfdown with many
things, including reading the myth of
Vertumnus, the god of the changing sea-
sons, whofell in love with the beautiful

wood nymphand gardener Pomona.
Manygods fell in love with her, but Ver-
tumnus loved herbest, and, asyouwould
expect, she didn’t love anyof them. Ver-
tumnus tried all sorts of things to get her
to fall in love with him:he disguisedhim-
self as a reaper and brought her corn; he
appeared with a ladder and pretended
he was someone whopicked apples;
he pretended he wasa soldier. None of
this worked.Then he decidedto disguise
himself as an old woman,and, speaking
in the old woman's voice, he told Po-
mona how beautiful she was, and how

deserving of her manysuitors, but that
noneof them loved her more than Ver-
tumnus, who was young and handsome,

wholoved gardening, andwho would do
anything Pomonawanted. She remained
unmoved, and the disguised Vertumnus

—Gerald Stern

told her the tale of Iphis, who loved
Anaxarete.When Iphisdeclared his love,
Anaxarete laughed at him andsaid many
cruel things. In complete despair, Iphis
placed rope aroundhis neckand hanged
himself from her gatepost, the very
gatepost on which he used to hang gar-
lands of flowers for her. His funeral pro-
cession happened to pass by the house
where Anaxarete lived, and whenshe saw
thatit was Iphis who was dead she was |
so stunnedthat all the blood in herbody
becamecold and she could not move. She
had becomeas stony as her heart had
been to Iphis. After Vertumnus told Po-
mona this story, he dropped hisdisguise
and appeared to her as himself, “like the
sun bursting througha cloud,” according
to Bulfinch.“Hewould have renewedhis
entreaties, but there was no need; his ar-
guments andthesight of his true form
prevailed, and the Nymph no longer re-
sisted, but owned a mutual flame.”

Spring will cometo this gardener’s |
world, not disguised as something else
butas its true self, youthful shoots of
green,endless waves ofa delicate warmth,
and I will welcome it with such joy,
as if I had never welcomed it before. ¢ |
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ANNALS OF WAR

NEIGHBORS
Oneday in 1941, halfthepopulation ofa smalltown in Poland murdered the other half, Why?

n January of 1949,security police de-
tained fifteen menin the town ofJed-

wabne,in northeastern Poland. Among
the men arrested—mostly small farmers
and seasonal workers—there were two.
shoemakers, a mason, a carpenter, two

locksmiths,a letter carrier, and a former
town-hall receptionist. Some were fam-
ily men (one was a father of six chil-
dren, another of four), somestill unat-
tached.The youngestwas twenty-seven,
the oldest fifty-nine. Theywere,toall
appearances, a group of ordinary men.

Otherarrests followed, and four
monthslater, on May 16th and 17th,in
the District Court of Lomza, a town
a dozen miles away, twenty-two men
from Jedwabne, including the former
town-hall receptionist, Boleslaw Ramo-

towski, weretried onchargesof“assist-
ing authorities of the German state by
participating in the capture of some
1,200 people of Jewish nationalitywho
were all burned by the Germansin a
barn belonging to Bronislaw Szleszyn-
ski.” In 1953, a Jedwabne shop owner

namedJozef Sobutawas tried on similar
charges. The trials were prompted by
a deposition describing the history of
the town under German occupation,
which wasgiven to the Jewish Histori-
cal Commission, an organization that
had begun collecting information at
the war's end. Szmul Wasersztejn, the
son of a Jedwabnebutcher, had been
deposed on April 5, 1945, and this is
whathesaid:

Before the war broke out, 1,600 Jews
lived in Jedwabne, and only seven survived,
saved by a Polish woman, Wyrzykowska,
wholivedin the vicinity. . . .

OnJune 23, 1941, Germans entered
the town. Andas early as the 25th local ban-
dits, from the Polish population,started an
anti-Jewish pogrom. Twoof those bandits,
Wacek Borowski with his brother Mietek,
walked from one Jewish dwelling to another
together with other bandits playing ac-
cordion and flute to drown the screams

BY JANT. GROSS

ofJewish womenand children. I saw with my
owneyes howthose murderers killed Chaj-
cia Wasersztejn, fifty-three years old, Jakub
Kac,seventy-three years old, and Elasz
Krawiecki.

Jakub Kac they stoned to death with
bricks. Krawiecki they knifed and then
plucked his eyes andcutoff his tongue. He
suffered terribly for twelve hours before he
gave uphis soul.

Onthe same day I observed a horrible
scene. Chaja Kubrzanska,twenty-eight years
old, and Basia Binsztejn, twenty-six yearsold,
both holding newborn babies, when they saw
what wasgoing on,they ran to a pond, in
order to drown themselves withthe children
rather than fall into the hands of bandits.
They puttheir children in the water and
drowned them with their own hands: then
Baska Binsztejn jumped in and immediately
wentto the bottom, while Chaya Kubrzanska
suffered for a couple of hours. Assembled
hooligans made a spectacle of this. They ad-
vised her to lie face downin the water, so that
she would drownfaster. Finally, seeing that
the children were already dead, she threw
herself more energetically into the water and
foundherdeath,too.

‘The nextdaya localpriest intervened,ex-
plaining that they should stop the pogrom,
and that Germanauthorities would take care
ofthings by themselves. This worked, and the
pogrom was stopped. Fromthis day on the
local population no longer sold foodstuffs
to Jews, which madetheircircumstancesall
the more difficult. In the meantime rumors
spread that the Germans wouldissue an
orderthatall the Jews be destroyed.

Such an order wasissued by the Germans
onJuly 10, 1941. Eventhough the Germans
gave the order, it was Polish hooligans who
tookit up andcarried it out, using the most
horrible methods. After varioustortures and
humiliations, they burned all the Jews in
a barn.

Despite Wasersztejn’s account, the

notion that Germans,rather than Poles,
hadcarried out the Jedwabne massacre
went unchallenged in Poland for more
than fifty years. The vast majority of
Poles believe that throughout the Sec-
ondWorldWar theywere victims—and
onlyvictims—oftheir German and So-
viet occupiers. Roughly three million
Poles and three million Polish Jews
died in the war. Although Jews made
uptenpercentof the country’s popula-

tion, mosthistorians have treated their
destruction as somehow unrelated to the
Polish people. Evidence, however, shows

that inJedwabne’s case the conventional
historiographyhad failed to come to
terms with whatactually happened.

‘Thefirst accountreporting the mas-
sacre in Jedwabne was Szmul Waser-
sztejn’s 1945 deposition. Then, in 1980,
aMemorial BookofJedwabneJews was
assembled by Rabbis Jacob and Julius
Baker, consisting of accounts ofJewish
life in the town.Init, several eyewit-
nessesdescribed theevents surrounding
the massacre. In 1998, the filmmaker
Agnieszka Arnold interviewed several
Jedwabneinhabitants for a documen-
tary called “Where IsMy Older Brother
Cain?”And,later still, I had an opportu-
nity to talk aboutthese events with sev-
eral formerresidents, including Szmul
Wasersztejn.

Muchof the evidence comesnot
from Jewish survivors but from testi-
mony in the 1949 and 1953 trials. In
the 1949 trial, twelve of the twenty-two
defendants were sentenced to prison
termsranging from eightto fifteen
years, and one man, Karol Bardon, was

sentenced to death. (The sentence was
never carried out.) In the Lomzacourt-
room,several defendants revealed that
they had been beaten during interro-
gation. Beatings appear to have been
standard interrogation procedure at
that time, however, and the investiga-
tion, most of which was completed in
two weeks, and the trial, which was
completed in two days, appear to have
been perfunctory. Most of the defen-
dants were deposed onlyonce and were
asked, moreorless, three questions:
Where did youlive in July, 1941? Did
you participate in the murder of Jews
in the month of July? Who else par-
ticipated in rounding up and murder-
ing the Jews of Jedwabne? This was

“They chasedthem allto a barn. Poured keroseneall around, It took but two minutes, but the scream .. . I can still hear it.”
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“They stay togetherfor the money.”

not, I concluded, a political trial, and
the evidence it produced can be re-
lied upon.

I-A QUIET TOWN

edwabneis situated near the in-
tersection of tworivers, the Narew

‘and the Biebrza, some ninety miles
from Warsaw. Therivers overflow each
spring, and the area is famousfor pic-
turesque wetlands, several varieties of
waterfowl, and lush vegetation;in 1993,
the country’s largest national park was
established there. But the town itself is
ugly. The houses were traditionally built
of woodand straw, the cheapest and
mostreadily available construction ma-
terials in this part of the country, and
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fires were frequent. In an accountfor the
Jedwabne Memorial Book, one Jew re-
called how in the evenings, before go-
ingto sleep,villagers might cast a last
glance toward the north,where,just be-

yond the horizon,lay the neighboring
town of Radzilow. Andif the night sky
showed faint pink glow they would
quickly load wagons with supplies and
rush to therescue. Similarly, Radzilow
kept an eye on Jedwabne.

Jedwabnereceived its town charter in
1736, thoughit had already beensettled
for three hundredyears. By 1770, three
hundred andeighty-seven Jews lived
there, a substantial majority of the total
population of four hundred andfifty.
According to 1931 census figures, the
town population then totalled twenty-

one hundred and sixty-seven. More than
sixty per cent ofJedwabne’s inhabitants
identified themselvesas Jews.

Jewish communities in the area had
various nicknames for one another.Jews
from Radzilow, for example, werecalled
Radzhilover kozes, or Radzilow goats,

an amiable andslightly mockinglabel;
Jews from Lomza, a much larger town,
were nicknamed Lomzher balonim, or
choosy, smug, and somewhatsybaritic;
Jews from Kolno, a town to the north-
west, were known as Kolner pekelakh,
meaningthatthey carried loads,or bur-
dens, and tended to complain lot, and
Jews fromJedwabne werecalled Yedvab-
ner krikhers (“crawlers”), presumably be-
cause theywere known to move around
slowly and methodically.

Rabbi Jacob Baker, who is now
eighty-six andlives in Brooklyn, has
fond memories of prewar encounters
with Polish neighbors. Helived in Jed-
wabne with his mother, his grandpar-
ents, his brother Julius, and another
brother, notfar from a compound occu-
pied by a family of Poles, the Sielawas.
Like manyotherpeoplefrom the neigh-
borhood,he andhis siblings would oc-
casionallygo to the Sielawa well to draw
water, because it was reputed to be ex-
cellent. Herecalled, “Onewinter night-
fall I observed neighbor Sielawa’slittle
girl deliver to Reizele’—Baker’s grand-
mother—‘a small amountofpotatopeel
for her cow, for which she immediately
reimbursed her with a whole gallon of
milk. When I wondered at the unequal
exchange, Reizele explained it thus:
‘From the small amountof potato peel
‘we may deduce how little food that fam-
ily had for supper’” An elderly Polish
pharmacistfrom Jedwabne,interviewed
a few years ago by Agnieszka Arnold,
also recalled good neighborly relations
between Poles and Jews: “Here there
were no such big differences in opinion
or whatever, because they’—theJews—
“were,in this little town, on good terms
with the Poles. Depending on each
other. Everybody was on a first-name
basis, Janek, Icek .. . Life here was, I
would say, somehowidyllic.”

‘There was plenty ofinteraction among
the neighbors. Andif there was an un-
dercurrent of prudence and caution—
Jews were always aware ofa latent hos-
tility in the surrounding population,
especially since Poles throughout the



area tendedto support the anti-Semitic
nationalist parties—open confrontation
seemsto have been avoided during the
interwar years.
Of course, there were times when

Jews were particularly vulnerable to
outbursts of anti-Semitism. In the dis-
tant past, whenthe local gentry peri-
odically convenedtheterritorial assem-
bly, bringing togetherlarge retinues
of servants and acolytes, there had of-
ten been drunkenbrawls, during which
localJewswere beaten. At Easter, priests
evoked in their sermons an image of
Jews as God-killers, making the season
a perennial occasionfor anti-Semitic vi-
olence. In such an atmosphere, a mere
coincidence could be unfortunate.Jona
Rothchild, a Jedwabne hardware-store
owner, writes in the Memorial Book

that in 1934 aJewish womanwas killed
in Jedwabne, and a few dayslater a
craftsman in a neighboring town was
shot to death at a fair. A rumor began
to circulate that the Jedwabne Jews
had thus taken revenge on the Poles.
The threat of a pogrom (which people
had begun to dread) was averted af-
ter the spiritual leader of the Jewish
community, Rabbi AvigdorBialostocki,
and Rothchild himself visited the Jed-
wabnepriest.

Jews took it as a matter of course
thatat times whenthere wasa threat of
anti-Semitism both secular and reli-
gious authorities had to be appeased
with gifts. They were prepared to pay
for protection, and for centuries the ke-
Ailes, the Jewish communal authorities,
had maintained special funds desig-
natedfor this purpose.

I-RUSSIANS AND GERMANS

n August 23, 1939, the German-
Soviet Treaty of Non-Aggression

wassigned in Moscow, opening the way
for Hitler to launch a military invasion
ofPoland withoutthe risk of the Soviet
Union's creating a second front against
him,in the east. As result ofthe pact’s
secret protocols, more thanhalf the ter-
ritory of Poland wasoccupiedin the au-
tumn of 1939 by Sovietforces,after the
Red Army marchedacross the Polish
eastern border, on September 17th. Hit-
ler had invaded Poland on Septem-
ber 1st. Initially, there was confusion
about the boundaries between the two

occupation zones, and that autumn
Jedwabne was briefly occupied by the
Wehrmachtbefore being turned over
to the Soviet authorities.The Soviet oc-
cupation lasted until Hitler's surprise
invasion of the Soviet Union, in June
of 1941.

Conventional wisdom has it that at
first theJews collaborated with the Sovi-
ets, at the expenseof the Poles, and that
if brutal outbursts of anti-Semitism did
take place in 1941, when the Germans
occupied thearea, they were in part un-
derstandable.It is undoubtedly true that
Jews, who made up more thanhalf the
populationofJedwabne,tookjobs with
the new administration, in the militia,
or in state-run commerce and manu-
facturing codperatives established by
the Soviet authorities. The Soviets were
used to manipulating ethnic antago-
nismsto maintain control over the lo-
cal population. However, positions at
the top level of the local administra-
tion wereentrusted to experienced per-
sonnel from the Soviet Union, rather
than tolocal people.

Nevertheless, residents of the Polish
territories occupied by the Soviets in

 

1939 often portrayed the Jews as hav-
ing privilegedrelationship with the oc-
cupiers. In many accounts, Polish wit-
nesses have described their towns’ first
encounters with the Red Army as be-
ing accompanied by spontaneous out-
bursts ofjoy andcelebrations by theJew-
ish population, which,they go onto say,
eagerly enlisted in the new administra-
tion. When Agnieszka Arnold inter-
viewedthe daughter of the barn owner
Bronislaw Szleszynski—a source who
certainly would not whitewash Jewish
behavior toward the Soviet Army—she
hadthis to say:

Isaw howtheSoviets camein, you know.
They went down Przystrzelska Street. Here
there was a bakery and a Jew and a Jewess
putout table,it was covered with red cloth,
youknow,this red cloth wasonit, and a Pol-
ish family. TwoPolish families, because these
were Communists from before the war. . . .
Andsothesethree families greeted Sovietsol-
diers with bread andsalt. This I saw. A large
banner was attached from one building to
another: “We welcome you” in big white
capitalletters, they were white, capital letters.
Andso theygreeted them with their wives.
Andthen the armyatthe square, where there
is a park now, spread around. I was sixteen
years old then, and there werealso children.
Just children, because older people did not

“This is Ms. Watkins, a vital member ofourgreetstaff.”



comeoutto look at this, they were afraid,
only fromafar, but children haveto be every
where, Well, [ was not such a young child,
but we went down there.

In yet another conversation recorded
by Arnold, the local pharmacist, an el-
derly Pole, attemptedto explain the na-
ture of the alleged collaboration between
the Jews and the Soviet administration:
“You know, I don’t know any proof of
this. I only repeat what was, so to speak,
awell-known secret. Thisis what people
said. Well, someonehadto doit. But I
cannotguaranteethis with my . . . No, I
didn’t see anyonedoit. I didn’t personally
know.” In other words,thestereotype of
theJews’ sycophantic attitude toward the
Soviets could be “confirmed” by a group
of Jewish children cheerfully marching
down thestreet, or bythefact that aJew
worked in the postoffice or some other
official institution,or that aJewish youth
spoke arrogantly to a passerby on the
streetorto a fellow-customer waiting in
line in a store. Undoubtedly, there were
“collaborators” or Soviet secret-police
agents among the Jews, but not among
the Jews exclusively. In the Jedwabne
area, a Polish undergroundorganization
was betrayed to the Soviets by oneofits
members,a Pole.

‘Twenty-one months of Soviet occu-
pation of the area took a heavytoll on
residents.A process of Sovietization af-
fected people ofall religions, ethnic
groups, andsocial classes, but the brunt
of propaganda and repression was di-
rected against the Polish state. Local
élites were arrested or deported. Private
property was gradually taken over by
the Soviet authorities.A vigorous cam-
paign ofsecularization targeted all reli-
giousinstitutions and personnel. Conse-
quently, with the exception of the Jews
(who feared the Nazis more than they
feared the Bolsheviks),in the summer of
1941 the population welcomedthe in-
vading German Army.

lhe Germanattack on the Soviet
Union began on June 22, 1941. As

soon as the Germansentered Jedwabne,
Czeslaw Kupiecki, a local Communist
who worked in the Soviet militia, was

denounced, as were manyother Com-
munist sympathizers throughout the
area. And even though it is not clear
who,specifically, was responsible for
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identifying Kupiecki, it appears that,
from the beginning of the occupation,
local people were helping the Germans
identify Communists and others they
considered enemiesandterrorize them.
Thus, Karol Bardon,whowas sentenced
to death in the 1949 trial, saw, in the
main square in Jedwabne, a group of
people covered with blood andstanding

with their handsup,first Kupiecki, former
volunteer of the Soviet militia and inhabitant
of the town of Jedwabne, then Wisniewski,
former chairmanofthe village soviet, third
Wisniewski, secretary of the soviet—these
were brothers from the hamlet of Bartki in
Jedwabne gmina some ten kilometres from
Jedwabne—then three people of Mosaic
faith, one of them the ownerofthe bakery in
Jedwabne at the corner of the square and
Praystrzelska Street. Two others I didn’t rec-
ognize. These six bleeding individuals were
encircled by Germans.In front of the Ger-
mansstood a few civilians with thick clubs,
to whom a Germanwasyelling, “Do notkill
at once. Slowly, let them suffer.” The hands
ofthe beaten were falling, Those civilians
doing the beating I didn’t recognize, because
they wereencircled by a group of Germans.

It was Szmul Wasersztejn’s deposi-
tion—followedbytestimonyfrom other
Witnesses—thatfirst drew attention to
what happenedin Jedwabnein the days
after the Germans arrived. Some peo-
ple werekilled, but the principal threats
to Jews were beatings, confiscation of
property, and humiliation—men walk-
ing down thestreetwould beordered to
clean outhouses with their bare hands,
for example.
Weknow from accounts in the Me-

morial Book that among the Jews fear
wasintensifying, primarily because of
rumors about pogromsandkillings
being carried outin the immediate vicin-
ity. A young Jewfrom Radzilow, Men-
achem Finkielsztejn,reports thatin the
days preceding the Jedwabne massacre
several hundredJewswere killed in Rad-
zilow. And onJuly Sth,in nearby Wa-
sosz, another massacre occurred. De-
scribing the murder of the Radzilow
Jews, Finkielsztejn wrote:

What. terrible sightthis presented can be
gauged from thefact that the Germansstated
that the Poles had gone overboard. The ar-
rival of the Germans saved eighteen Jews
whohad managed to hide during the pogrom.
‘There wasan eight-year-old boy among them,
whohad already been buried, but who re-
vived and dug himselfout. . . .

In this manner the Jewish community in
Radzilow was wipedoffthe face of the earth

after five hundred years of existence. To-
gether with the Jews everything Jewish was
destroyedin the village as well: the study
house, the synagogue, and the cemetery.

Finkielsztejn’s narrative found unex-
pected confirmation sixty yearslater.
Last year, in anarticle in the newspaper
Rzeczpospolita, an elderly Polish man
whowished to remain anonymous spoke
about the Radzilow pogrom: “Neither
onthis day noronthepreceding day did
Isee anyGermans coming from the out-
side to Radzilow. A gendarme stood on
the balconyand lookedat the scene. But
ourpeopledidit. In fact on the previous
day, on Sunday, July 6th,a lot of people
cameto Radzilow byhorse-drawn carts
from Wasosz,where apogrom had taken
place a dayearlier.”
As a result of those pogroms, many

Jews from the surroundingvillages sought
shelter in Jedwabne. Among them was
a sixteen-year-old named Wiktor Nie-
lawicki. Hewas a nephew ofthe Pecyno-
wicz family, well-to-do millers in Jed-
wabne. Nielawicki was from Wizna,
where the Germans,immediately upon

entering the town, executed scores of

Jewish males. But, since theWiznaJews
looked very much like their Polish neigh-
bors, German executioners needed help
from local Polish informants to identify
them.In this manner, someseventyJew-
ish males were picked up from a few
housesstill standing after the German
bombardment—near the town square—
and were taken and shot in a nearby
ditch. At a smith’s house at Srebrowska
Street,where severalJewish families had
sought shelter, another seventy-five were
killed on the spot.

Nielawicki and his parents found ,
temporary shelter at the house of his 2
uncle. “In Jedwabneit was still quiet,
Nielawicki writes in the Jedwabne Me-
morial Book. But people knewwhatwas
coming. Both Dvojra Pecynowicz, Nie-
lawicki’s cousin, and Mietek Olszewicz, 2
who survived the war in hiding with =
Wasersztejn, were warned by Polish
friends of an impending catastrophe.
WhenNielawicki urgedhisrelatives to
take note of these “constant warnings
that camefrom friendly Gentile neigh-
bors” and hide, they were dismissive,
pointing out thatJews hadlived inWar-
saw under the Germanoccupation for
two years already. “My uncle and his =
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Szmul Wasersztejn(center), shortly after the war. He wassaved by Antonina Wyrzykowska (seated, left), who hid him.

rich brother Eliyahu did notbelieve me
when I told them what had happenedin
Wizna,” Nielawicki writes. “‘And ifit
had happenedthere,’ theysaid,‘we here
in Jedwabneare safe because the Bishop
promisedto protect us.’”

n the meantime, Jedwabne’s Poles
formed a new municipal govern-

ment. Marian Karolak, whose family
had a business in the main square, be-

came the mayor, and amonghisclos-

est collaborators a certain Wasilewski
and the shop ownerJozef Sobuta can
beidentified. It is not clear what mu-
nicipal authorities were doing dur-
ing those days, beyond consulting with
the Germans.

Here is Szmul Wasersztejn’s account:

Onthe morning ofJuly 10, 1941, eight
Gestapo men cameto town and had a meet-
ing with representatives of the townauthori-
ties. When the Gestapo asked what their
planswere with respect to theJews, theysaid,

unanimously, thatall Jews must be killed.
When the Germans proposedto leave one
Jewish familyfrom eachprofession,thelocal
carpenter BronislawSzleszynski, who was
present, answered: Wehave enoughof our
owncraftsmen, we have to destroyall the
Jews, none should stay alive. Mayor Karolak
andeverybodyelse agreed with his words.
Forthis purpose Szleszynski gave his own
barn, which stood nearby. After this meeting
the bloodbath began.

Local hooligans armed themselves with
axes, special clubs studded withnails, and
other instruments of torture and destruction
and chasedall the Jews into the street. As the
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first victims of their devilish instincts they
selected seventy-five of the youngest and
healthiest Jews, whom they orderedto pick
up a huge monumentof Lenin that the Rus-
sians had erected in the center of town.It
was impossibly heavy, but under a rain of
horrible blows the Jews hadto doit. While
carrying the monument, they also had to
sing until they broughtit to the designated
place. There they were orderedto dig a hole
and throw the monumentin. Then these
Jews were butchered to death and thrown
into the samehole.

The other brutality was when the mur-
derers ordered every Jew to dig a hole and
bury all previously murdered Jews, and then
those werekilled andin turn buried byothers.
Itis impossible to representall the brutalities
ofthe hooligans,andit is difficult to find in
ourhistoryof suffering somethingsimilar.

The massacre was coérdinated by
Marian Karolak. His name appears in
virtually every deposition. (Heleft the
area after the war and was apparently
never broughtto justice.) A few other
people identifiedin leading roles that day
were also employed by the town council.
A road watchman, Mieczyslaw Gerwad,
put it simply: “The entire town coun-
cil participated in this murder of Jews.”

il cannot be determined whether the
tive originated with the Germans

or with the town council alone. Butboth.
sides apparently quickly agreed on the
matter, and on the methodofits imple-

  

mentation. Jerzy Laudanski, one of the

youngest—he was not yet nineteen—
and most brutal participants, testified:

Atthe instruction ofmy brother Zygmunt
Laudanski I went to work for the gendar-
merie in Jedwabne, and in 1941 fourorfive
Gestapo men camein taxi andstarted talk-
ing in thecity hall; whatthey talked about
I don’t know. After a certain time Marian
KarolaktoldusPolesto call Polish citizens to
the townhall. After calling in the Polish pop-
ulation, he ordered themto round up the
Jewsin thesquare, presumably to work, and
this was done. At thattime I also partici-
pated in herding the Jews onto the square.

Thevisit of the Gestapo mentoJed-
wabneis confirmed by many sources.
But they do notagree on details—did
the Gestapo arrive on the day of the
pogrom,for example, orthe day before?
“Before the start of this mass murder,”
Karol Bardon, who, soonafter, began
working for the German gendarmerie,
writes, “I saw in front of the Jedwabne
town hall a few Gestapo men, but I
don't remember if it was on the day of
the mass murder or the day before.” A
witness named Henryk Krystowezyk
said that the town council signed some
“agreementwith the Gestapo” aboutthe
burningoftheJews. Buthe did notpar-
ticipate in the meeting andonlyrepeats
what he has heard “from various peo-

 ‘Actually, I workfor a newspaper, butpeople won't talk to me without it.”

ple.” The only town-council member
wholeft a deposition is Jozef Sobuta;
after the war, he pretended to be out of
his mind,andhis testimony isless than
forthcoming.

Estimates of the precise numberof
Germansin Jedwabneonthe dayof the

massacrevary, but most witnesses agree
that the gendarmerie wasstaffed by
fewer than a dozen men.Inall likeli-
hood, the municipal authorities were
given a certain amountof time—eight
hours, ifwe are to take literally an angry
reprimand by the gendarmerie com-
mander—togetrid of the Jewsas they
pleased.

Accordingto Jozef Zyluk, oneof the
1949 defendants, “It waslike this: I was
cutting hay, and the mayorofJedwabne,

Karolak, cameto mein the meadow and
said to go andbringall the Jews into the
square. And so we both went.”

The term “gendarmes”is often used
to explain the circumstances thatled sev-
eral ofthe accused in the trials to appear
in the market square or near the barn.
Thus,in a typical deposition, Czeslaw

Lipinski, a farmer, tells the court that
Jerzy Laudanski, Eugeniusz Kalinowski,
“and one German” cametoget him, and
thathe went with them to roundupJews
and bring themto the square. Feliks Tar-
nacki wasvisited by Karolak and Wasi-
lewski, who “together with a Gestapo
man chased me to the square,” where
theJews were gathered. WladyslawMi-
ciura, who was doing somecarpentry
workin town,was told by a gendarmeat
somepoint“to go to the square to watch
theJews.” This is the only testimonythat
has a lone gendarme ordering anyone
into action. In all other testimony, the
gendarme madethe roundsin the com-
pany of members of the town council.

Tt should not be forgotten that the
over-all, undisputed rulers over matters
oflife and death in Jedwabne were the

Germans. No sustained organized ac-
tivity could take place withouttheir con-
sent. Theywere the onlyones whocould
decidethefate of theJews. Itwould have
beenwithin their powerto stop the po-
grom at any time. They did not choose
to intervene. If they suggested that some
Jewish families be spared, they must
have doneso withoutserious conviction,

for virtuallyall the Jews on whom the
murderers laid their hands were killed
in the end.It is clear that hadJedwabne



not been occupied by the Germans, the
Jews would not have been murdered
bytheir neighbors.

LE 1949, Edward Szleszynski testified,
“Tn the barn of myfather, Bronislaw

Szleszynski, a lot ofJews were burned.1
didn’t see it with my own eyes since
IT was in the bakery on that day, but
I know from people wholived in Jed-
wabneatthe time that Poles carried out
this deed. Germansparticipated only in
photographing.” The defendant Bole-
slaw Ramotowski testified, “I want to
stress that Germansdid notparticipate
in the murder of Jews; they just stood
and took pictures of how Poles mis-
treated the Jews.” Mieczyslaw Gerwad:
“Jews were being murdered by the Pol-
ish population.”

Julia Sokolowska worked as a cook
for the gendarmes,and was at the Ger-
man outpost during the day of the mas-
sacre.When she wasquestioned during
the 1949investigation, she gave the fol-
lowing testimony:

A few days after the German occupying
armyentered Polish territory in 1941, inhab-
itants of Jedwabne, together with the Ger-
mans,started to kill Jewsliving in the town of
Jedwabne, where they killed overfifteen hun-
‘dred people ofJewish nationality. I stress that
I did not see any Germans beating the Jews.
The Germans even brought three Jewish
womento the gendarmerie outpost and said
to makesure that they didn’t get killed, so 1
locked them up andgave the key to the gen-
darme whohad told meto lock them up,
andhe ordered meto give them something to
eat, so I prepared something andI broughtit
to them. When everything was over and
things calmed down, these Jewish women
werelet go, and they lived in a house near the
gendarmerie and came to work atthe gen-
darmerie outpost. Germansdid not beat the
Jews; the Polish population bestially massa-
cred the Jews, and Germansonlystood to the
side and tookpictures, and later they showed
how Poleskilled the Jews.

Sokolowska then proceeded to enu-
meratefifteen individuals or families(fa-
thers and sons,for instance, or brothers)
whoshesays took anactive part in the
massacre. She notes whobeat the Jews
with a wooden club, and whoused a
rubber truncheon, and adds one more
interesting detail: “I sawhow Eugeniusz
Kalinowski approached the commander
of the gendarmesasking that he issue
him weaponsbecause ‘they’ didn't wantto
go—hedidn’t saywho didn’t wantto go.
‘The commanderjumpedtohis feet and 

“See that mansitting right over there?Hegives mefever.”

said, I will notgiveyou weapons; dowhat
you want. Then [Kalinowski] turned
around and quicklyran outside the town
where theywere chasing these Jews.”

Sokolowska later modified some of
this testimony, claiming that there were
sixty Gestapo men and many gendarmes
in town that day, but her number was
directly challenged by Karol Bardonaf-
ter the war:

After the killing ofJews wascarried out, a
few civilians ran into the courtyard of the
gendarmerie outpost where I was repairing a
car andtried to grab three Jews who were
chopping wood. Then the commander of the
outpost, Adamy, came out and said, Was
eight hours not enoughfor you to do with the
Jews as you please? From the aboveit is clear
that the mass murderof the Jews was not car-
ried outby the Gestapo, whomI did notsee
that day, butbythe local population under
the leadership of Mayor Karolak.

Bardon wentback to this episode
three years later, in an autobiography
that he sent to the Presidentof the Pol-
ish People’s Republic as an attachment
to an appeal for clemency. He ended his
autobiography with the following sen-
tence: “During this day of mass murder
I walked three times to the toolshed,

some 350-400 metres away, and in the
streets to dinner and back, andI did not
see a single uniformedindividual either
in thestreets or by the group of people
assembled in the square.” It seems un-
likely that a convict pleading for mercy
would write such things in support of
his clemency appeal to endear himself
to the President of Poland, who would
presumably rather hear news confirm-
ing that the Germans,rather than his
fellow-citizens, had murdered the Jews.
And,indeed,the available sourcescite,
by mycount, ninety-two names(and,
often, homeaddresses as well) of Jed-
wabne Poles whoparticipated in the
murders of the Jews. Perhapsnotall of
them should be labelled murderers—
afterall, ten of the accused in the 1949
trials were foundnotguilty. People who
guarded the Jews in the square may
not have been involvedin acts of mur-
der. On the other hand, itis clear that the
people mentioned by nameare not
the only ones who participated. “Near
the assembled Jews, there was a mass of
people notonly from Jedwabnebutalso
from the environs,” Miciura states. The

crowd of perpetrators somehow grew
as Jews were being herded toward the
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sachild in Tijuana,Julieta
Venegas picked up alternative-

rockstations from Southern California,
and she soon foundherself seduced by
English-language artists ranging from
LouReed to Depeche Mode. Onlast
year’s “Bueninvento,” Venegas returned.
thefavor. With contributionsfrom
thebest alternative-rock sidemen
in both the United States and Mexico,
the record, Venegas’s secondsolo

album,is a superb collection of
infectious, angular compositions that
recall introspective singer-songwriters
such as Suzanne Vega and spikier
artists such as Fiona Apple and Bjérk.
Venegasfavors quirky arrangements—
her songs are enlivenedbyjunk-yard
percussion, bursts of guitar, and
mournful strains of accordion—and
herlyrics, even untranslated, suggest

the application of an analytical
mindtothe labyrinth of romance.

As result of “Bueninvento,”the
thirty-year-old Venegas has become
oneofthe brightestlights of Mexican
rock. At the moment,sheis preparing
for an American mini-tour to promote
“Escena Alterlatina,” a collection
of songs byLatin rockand hip-hop
acts which includes a swirling new
Venegas composition,“Me Van a
Matar.” (Thetour visits Los Angeles
and San Francisco before concluding
at the Mercury Lounge in NewYork
City, on April 3rd.) Andshe’s still
listening to American music. “People
think thatthe accordion in my music
comesfrom Mexican folk music,
from nortena,” she says. “But one of
the mainreasonsI started usingit
wasbecause ofJoeJackson—I saw a
video ofa concert where heplayed
accordion,and it seemed coolto me.”

—Ben Greenman

barn. BoleslawRamotowski says, “When
we were chasing themto the barn, I
couldn't see, becauseitwas very crowded.”

‘The menontrial hadall lived inJed-
wabne, andcould notidentify manyof
the other participants, because a large
number of them were peasants who
cameinto town fromneighboring ham-
lets. “There were many peasants from
hamlets whom I didn’t know,” Miciura
explained.“These were for the most part
young men whoenjoyedthis catching of
the Jews, and they tortured them.”

The ninety-twoparticipants singled
out by name wereall adult men,resi-

dents ofJedwabne. Before the war, some
twenty-five hundred peoplelived in
the town, with Jews making up about
two-thirds of the total. Dividing the
ethnic-Polish population in half, one
gets about four hundred andfifty male
Polish residents, including children and
theelderly. Dividing this numberin half
again, one might concludethat roughly
fifty per cent of the adult men of Jed-
wabneare identified by nameas being
amongtheparticipants in the pogrom.

II—THE FIRE

oO: the morning of July 10, 1941,
adult Polish males were summoned

to theJedwabne town hall. Carts full of
people from nearby villages had been
converging on the town since early dawn.
I suspect that someofthese people were
veterans of other pogroms that had
recently been carried outin thevicinity,
for, when “waves of pogroms” swept
through areas, men would often move
fromplacetoplace,joining in with the
local participants.

According to trial witness named
StanislawDanowski, “Ona certain day, at

the request of Karolak and Sobuta, sev-
eral dozen men assembledinfrontof the
town hall inJedwabneand were equipped
by the Germangendarmerie and Karolak
and Sobuta with whips andclubs. Then
Karolak and Sobuta ordered the assem-
bled mento bring to the square infrontof
the townhall all theJews ofJedwabne.”

Moreorless at the sametime that
Poles were called to the town hall, the
Jews were ordered to assemble in the
square, allegedlyfor somecleaning duty.
Ayoung mother fromJedwabne named
Rivka Fogel, writing in the Memorial
Book, recalled that they were told to

THE NEW YORKER, MARCH 12, 2001 73



 

 

 

  
“We'vegotto talk—let’sgo to a movie.”

bring brooms.Since Jewshad previously
beenpressed into debasing cleanupjobs,
one could imagineat first thatthis was to
be merely aroutineexercise in humiliation.
“Myhusbandtookour two children and
wentthere,” Rivka Fogel wrote. “I stayed
at homefor a while trying to put things in
order and lock the windows and doors
properly.”It soon becameclear that the
circumstances were different. Mrs. Fogel
did notfollow her husband and children
to the square; instead,she and a neighbor,
Mrs.Pravde, hid nearby in the garden of
anobleman’s estate.A fewmoments later,
“We could hear from there theterrible
cries of a young boy, Joseph Lewin,
whom the goyim were beating to death.”

Karol Bardon, who happened to be
passing by a few moments later, on his
‘wayto the toolshedontheestate, wrote
that Lewin had been stoned to death:

Around the corner from the foundry
adjacent to the toolshed an inhabitant of
Jedwabne, Wisniewski, was standing, ...
Wisniewskicalled me, and I camecloser
and Wisniewski pointed to a massacred ca-
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daver of a young man of Mosaic persuasion,
about twenty-two years old, whose name
was Lewin, andsaid to me, Look, mister, we
Killed this $.O.B.with stones. ... Wisniewski
showed mea stone weighing twelve to four-
teen kilogramsandsaid, I smacked him good
with this stone and he won’t get up anymore.

This murder took place at the begin-
ning of the pogrom. As Bardonsaid, on
his wayto the toolshed he saw onlyabout
a hundredJews in the square; on his way
back, the numberhadgrown considerably.
Tn another part of town, a Pole named
Wincenty Goscicki had just returned
homefrom his job as a nightwatchman:

In the morning when I wentto bed, my
wife came andtold meto get up andsaid that
bad things were going on. Near our house peo-
ple were beatingJews with clubs. I got up then
and wentoutside the house. Then I wascalled
by Urbanowski whotold me, Look whatis
going on, and showed me fourJewish corpses.
These were 1. Fischman,2. the two Styja-
kowskis and Blubert. ThenI hid in the house.

Early that day, the Jews understood
that they were in danger. Manytried to

escape into the fields, but only a few
succeeded.It was difficult to get out of
town without being noticed, as small
vigilante groups of peasants were seek-
ing out Jews who were hiding or flee-
ing. A dozen teen-agers grabbed Niela-
wicki, the sixteen-year-old, who was
in thefields trying to sneak away to
Wizna whenthe pogrom began. Hewas
beaten up and brought to the square.
Mietek Olszewicz, too, was caught in
thefields by peasant youths,beaten up,
and brought back to town. Nielawicki
and Olszewicz managed to get away,
hide, and survive that day, but Bardon,
on histrip to the toolshed, saw “on the
left side of the road . . .in the fields be-
longingtotheestate,civilians mounted
on horses, wielding thickwooden clubs,”
whowere patrolling the area.

Uncodrdinated incidentsofviolence
occurred simultaneously throughout the
town,with Karolak and the town coun-
cil exercising only general supervision,
such as enlisting peoplefor guard duty in
the square. They monitored what was
happening and madesure atcritical
moments that the goal of the pogrom
was being carried out. Otherwise, people
were free to improvise.

Bardon,later in the day, saw Wis-
niewski in the sameplaceas before, near
Lewin's body:

 

Tunderstood that Wisniewski waswaiting
here for something. I took all the necessary
parts from the toolshed, and on my wayback,
ata distance of about a hundred metres from
the toolshed, I met the same two young men
whom I hadseenfor the first time when I went
to the toolshed. [He later identifies them as
Jerzy Laudanski and Kalinowski.] I under-
stood that they were coming to Wisniewski, to
the place where Lewin had beenkilled, and
they were bringing another man of Mosaic
persuasion, a married owner of the mechani-
cal mill where I had been employed till March,
1939, called Hersz Zdrojewicz. They held him
under the arms and blood was flowing from
his head over his neck and onto his torso.
Zdrojewicz said to me, Save me, Mr. Bardon.
Being afraid of these murderers, I replied, I
cannot help you,sir, and I passed them by.

Thus,in one part of town Laudan-
ski and Kalinowski were killing Zdroje-
‘wicz; in front of Goscicki’s house, some-
body was clubbing four Jews; in a pond
near Lomzynska Street, “Wladyslaw
Luba .. . drowned twoJewish black-
smiths”; at another site, Czeslaw Mier-
zejewski raped and thenkilled a young
‘womannamedJudes Ibram; Gitele Nadol-



nik, the youngest daughter of a teacher,
whom the ypleknewbecause they
had learnedto read at herfather’s house,
was decapitated, and the murderers later
kicked her head around; in the square,
“Dobrzanska askedforwater, thenfainted;
no one was allowedto help her, and her
motherwas killed because shewanted to
bringwater; Betka Brzozowskawas killed
with ababy in her arms.” OtherJews were
beaten,and their houses were plundered.

At the sametime, more organized

formsofpersecution were takingplace; for
instance,Jews were driven in groups to the
Jewish cemetery to be killed. According to
thetrial testimonyofAbram Boruszezak,
a Jew, “They took healthier men and
chased them to the cemetery and ordered
them to dig a pit, and after itwas dug out
Jews were killed everywhich way, one with
an iron rod, another with a knife,still an-
otherwith a club.” In a second deposition,
Wasersztejnsaid, “Stanislaw Sielawawas
murdering with an iron hook, stabbing
in the stomach. The witness’—Waser-
sztejn—‘washiding in the bushes. He
heard the screaming. Theykilled twenty-
eight menin oneplace from amongthe
strongest. Sielawa took awayoneJew. His
tongue was cutoff. Thenalongsilence.”

The murderers got excited andworked
at a frantic pace.“I stood on Przytulska
Street,” an olderwoman namedBronis-
Jawa Kalinowska said, “and Jerzy Lau-
danski, inhabitant of Jedwabne, was
running down thestreet, and he said
that he had already killed two or three
Jews; he was very nervous and ran away.”

t must have soon become. apparent
that so large a numberof people could

notbe killed by such primitive methods
ina day, at which pointthe perpetrators
movedtokill all the remaining Jews at
once, by burning them together. This
method had beenused few days earlier,
during the Radzilow pogrom.As Jozef
Chrzanowski, a defendantin the 1949
trial, testified, “When I came to the
square, they’—Sobuta andWasilewski—
“told meto give my barn to burn theJews.
ButI started pleading to spare my barn,
towhich they agreed andleftmy barn in
peace. Theytold meto help them chase
theJews to Bronislaw Szleszynski’s barn.”

According to the defendant Roman
Gorski, “I saw how Sobuta and Wa-
silewski took some dozen Jews from
amongthe assembled and ordered them

to do someridiculous gymnastics exer-
cises.” Before theJews were herded from
the square to the barn, Sobuta and his
colleagues organizeda sideshow. During
the Soviet occupation,a statue of Lenin
hadbeenerected in the town,right next
to the main square, and the Memorial

Bookandthetrial testimonies confirm
Szmul Wasersztejn’s earlier deposition.
As oneaccountputit, “A group ofJews
was broughtto thelittle square to take
down Lenin's statue. When the Jews
brokethestatue,theywere told to putits
various pieces on some boards andcarry
them around,andthe rabbi was told to
walk in front with his haton stick, and
all had to sing, “The war is becauseof us,
the war is for us.’ While carrying the
statue all the Jews were chased toward
the barn, andthe barn was doused with
gasoline andlit, and in this manner fif
teen hundred Jewish people perished.”

 
Last summer,an elderly Polish

woman named Halina Popiolek, who

was a younggirlin 1941, told a journal-
ist for the newspaper Gazeta Pomorska:

Iwas notpresent when theywere behead-
ing Jews, or piercing them to death with sharp
spikes. I'also did not see how our people or-
dered young Jewesses to drownin a pond. My
mother’s sister saw it. She wasall in tears
when she cametotell us aboutthis. I saw how
they ordered young Jewish boysto take off
Lenm’s monument, howthey were told to
carry it around,and shout, “Waris because of
us.” I saw how they were beaten at the time
with rubbertruncheons, how Jews were mas-
sacred in the synagogue, and howthe massa-
cred Lewmiuk, who was still breathing, was
buried alive by people. . .. They chased them
all to a barn. Poured keroseneall around.

A thick crowd was milling around
the barn, helping to shove the beaten,
wounded, andterrorizedJews inside. “We
chasedJews underthe barn,”Jerzy Lau-

“Hon, wouldyou say a kind word to Maria?
She's entirely in technology stocks.”



danski later reported, “and we ordered
themtoenter, and theJews had to enter.”

Here is the conclusion of Waser-
sztejn’s deposition of April, 1945:

Beards of old Jews were burned, newborn
babies were killedattheir mothers’ breasts, peo-
ple were beaten murderously and forced to
sing and dance. In the end they proceeded to
the main action—the burning. The entire town
was surrounded byguards so that nobody could
escape; then theJews were orderedto line up in
acofumn,four in a row, and the ninety-year-old
rabbi and the Kosher slaughterer were put in
front, they were given a red banner, and were
ordered to sing and were chasedinto the barn.
Hooligans bestially beat them up on the way.
Near the gate a few hooligans were standing,
playing variousinstruments in order to drown
the screamsof horrified victims. Some Jews
tried to defend themselves, but they were de-
fenseless. Bloodied and wounded,they were
pushed into the barn. Then the barn was
doused with kerosene andlit, and the bandits
‘went aroundto search Jewish homes, to look
for the remaining sick and children. The sick
people they found they carried to the barn
themselves, andas for the little children, they
roped a few together by their legs and carried
them ontheirao then put them onpitch-
forks and threw them onto smoldering coals.

After the fire they used axes to knock
Identeeth from still not entirely decomposed

‘odies and in other ways violated the corpses of
holy martyrs.

Michal Kuropatwa, a Jewish coach-

man, who sometimeearlier had helped
a Polish Armyofficer hide from his
Soviet pursuers, was among those
herded into the barn. When the lead-

ers of the pogrom noticed him in the
crowd, he was taken out andtold that,
because he had helped a Polish officer,

he could go home. Herefused, choos-

ingto share thefate of his people.
‘The Poles dousedthe barn with ker-

osene, which came from a warehouse
owned by Antoni Niebrzydowski. Re-
ferring to his brother Jerzy and to Eu-
geniusz Kalinowski, Niebrzydowski
said, “They broughttheeightlitres of
kerosene thatI had issued to them and
doused the barnfilled withJews and lit
it; whatfollowed I do not know.”

At the last moment, four people in-
side the barn managed toescape.A surge
ofhot air may have blown the barn door
open. A young Jew named Janek Neu-
mark wasstandingrightnext to it with
hissister, her five-year-old daughter, and

anotheryoung man.Stanislaw Sielawa—
the Sielawas were the family to whom
Jacob Baker's grandmother had given
milk years before—barred their exit,

wielding an axe. Neumark wrestled the
axe away from him, and they managed
to flee and hidein the cemetery. Thelast
thing Neumark remembered was the
sightof his father, engulfed in flames.

Halina Popiolekrecalled, “It took but
two minutes, but the scream . .I can still
hear it.” Thefire must have spread un-
evenly. It appears to have moved from east
to west, perhapson accountof the wind.

 “They're back! They're back!How do I look? Oh, never mind!Never mind!”

Afterward, a few charred corpses were
foundin the east wingoftheincinerated
building; there were some more in the
center, and toward the westernenda large
pile.Thosewhose bodies were in the upper
layer of the heap had been burned to
death, but those beneath had beencrushed
and asphyxiated;their clothes in many
cases remainedintact. “They were so in-
tertwined with one anotherthat bodies
could not be disentangled,”recalled an
elderly peasant who,as a young boy, had
been amongagroup of mensentto bury
the dead. In unwitting confirmation of
Wasersztejn’s testimony, he added:

Inspite ofthis people were trying to search
the corpses, looking for valuables sewninto
clothing. I roucheda Brolin shoe-polish box.
It clinked. I cut it through with a shovel, and
somecoins glittered—I think golden tsarist
five-ruble coins. People jumped over to collect
them, and this drewthe attentionof onlook-
ing gendarmes. Theysearched everybody.
And if someoneput the find in his pocket,
theytook it away and gave him a good shove.
But anyone whohid it in his shoe savedit.

In myresearch, I found numerous

other examples of plunder, enough to
convince methat robbery cannotbe dis-
missed as a motivefor the crime.

the slaughter oftheJews inJedwabne
lasted an entire day, and it was con-

fined toa relatively small area. Szleszyn-
ski’s barn, where the majority of the
pogrom victims died, was very near the
town’s central square. The Jewish ceme-
tery, where victims were knifed, clubbed,
and stoned to death, was just across the
road. Everybody who was in the town.
that day andin possession of a sense of
sight,smell, or hearingeither participated
in or witnessed the deaths of the Jews.

It was the middle of a veryhotJuly,
andthe burned and asphyxiated corpses
of the barn victims had to be buried
quickly. There were no more Jews in
town whocould be ordered to doit.
“Late in the evening,”Wincenty Gosci-
cki, the night watchman,recalls, “I was
taken by the Germans to bury those
burned corpses. But I could notdothis
because whenI saw this, I started to
vomit and I was released from burying
the cadavers.” Apparently, he was not
the only one who couldn’t stomach the
job. “Onthesecondorthethird day after
the murder,” Bardontestified, “I was

standing with Mayor Karolak in the



squarenotfar from the outpost, and the
commander of the German gendar-
merie, Adamy, cameup andsaid to the
Mayor with emphasis, So, you managed
to kill people and burn them,eh? But no
oneis eager to bury them, ch? By morn-
ing, all must be buried! Understood?”

Newsof this angry outburst spread.
Almostsixty years later, Leon Dziedzic,
from Przestrzele, near Jedwabne, could

still quote the German commander’s
words to the reporter from Rzeczpospo-
fita:“You insisted thatyoud putthings in
order with the Jews, but you don't know

howto put things in order atall.’He was
afraid that an epidemic mightbreak out,
because itwas very hot and dogswere al-
ready getting at them’—thecorpses. But
this was an “impossible job,” as Dziedzic
said in an interviewwith Gazeta Pomorska.
Thepiled-up bodiesofthe victims were
tangledlike “the roots of a tree. Some-
bodyhit upon the idea that we should
tear them into pieces and throw these
pieces into the dugout. They brought
pitchforks, and they tore the bodies as
best we could:here a head,there a leg.”

fterJuly 10th, the German occupa-
tion administration reéstablished

a kind of routine, one that would last
for three years. Jewish survivors returned
to town. They stayed for a while—
some worked at the gendarmerie out-
post—butin the end they were driven
by the Nazis to the ghetto in Lomza.
SevenJews—SzmulWasersztejn andhis
brother; Janek and Leja Kubrzanski;

Mietek Olszewicz and his fiancée; and
Eljasz Gradowski—owedtheir lives
to a Pole named Antonina Wyrzy-
kowska, wholived with her husband,
Aleksander, in the nearby hamlet of
Janczewko. The Wyrzykowskis were
farmers. For almost three years,Wyrzy-
kowska kept the fugitives hidden on
her compound andbrought them food.
(Had she not saved Wasersztejn, the
story of the Jedwabne massacre might
never have been told.) Even her hus-

banddid not knowtheextentof herres-
cue efforts—heknew ofonly four orfive
Jews,or “martyrs,” as he called them—
hiding in their compound. But Wyrzy-
kowska’s caution was justified.

After the area was“liberated”by the
advancing Red Army, in the summer of
1944,Jewish survivors continuedtofear

for their lives. Armednationalists who

had fought the Germans as under-
groundguerrillas now sometimesturned
their gunsagainst the newly established
authorities, and occasionally against the

survivingJews andtheir rescuers. Here is
the Wyrzykowskis’ account:

I, Aleksander Wyrzykowski, together
with mywife, Antonina, wanted to make the
following deposition. When the Red Army
came,these martyrs were free; we dressed
them upasbest wecould. Thefirst one went
to his house, but his family had perished so
he cameto eat with us. The rest wentto their
places.

OneSunday[noticed that guerrillas were
coming and they said, We'll comeover today
and get rid of the Jew; and the other said that
theywouldkill everybody one night. From
this time on the Jewslept in the field in a
dugout for potatoes; I gave him pillow and
mycoat, [ went to warn the others as well.
They started to hide. The twogirls who were
their fiancées the guerrillas had nothing
against, and those bandits told them not to
say a word totheir fiancés that they came.

 

  

 

This same night they cameto us to get the
Jew; they said to give him away, that they
would kill him and would no longer bother
us. My wife replied that I had gone to visit
my sister, and that the Jew had gone to
Lomza and hadn’t come back. Then they
started to beat her so that she didn’t have a
white patch on her body, only black skin
everywhere. They took what good things
they foundinthe house andtold herto drive
them back. My wife took themina horse cart
nearto Jedwabne.

‘Whenshereturned, the Jew came outof
the hiding place and saw howshe was beaten
up. After a certain time another Jew, Janek
Kubrzanski, came. We talked afterward and
decided to run away from this place. We took
residence in Lomza. Mywife lefta little child
with her parents. From Lomza we movedto
Bialystok, because wefearedfor our lives. . ..

In 1946 we movedto Bielsk Podlaski. But
after a few years this wasfoundout, and we
hadtoleave Bielsk Podlaski.

Someyears after Aleksander died,

Antonina Wyrzykowska left Poland,
andsettled near Chicago. +
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NOBODY’S BUSINESS

very so often a man called for Sang,
wanting to marry her. Sang usu-

ally didn’t know these men. Sometimes
she had never even heard of them. But
theyd heard that she was pretty and
smart and thirty and Bengali andstill
single, and so these men, most ofwhom
also happenedto be Bengali, would pro-
cure her number from someone who
knew someone who knew her parents,
who,according to Sang, desperately
wanted her to be married. According to
Sang,these men always confused details
when they spoke to her, saying they’d
heard that she studied physics, when re-
ally itwas philosophy, orthat she'd grad-
uated from Columbia, whenreally it
was N.Y.U., calling her Sangeeta, when
really she went by Sang. They were
impressed that she was getting her doc-
torate at Harvard, whenreally she'd
droppedoutofHarvard after a semester,
and was working part-time at a book-
store in the square.

Sang’s housemates, Pauland Heather,

could always tell whenit was a prospec-
tive groom on the phone. “Oh. Hi,”
Sang wouldsay,sittingat the imitation-
walnutkitchentable, rolling her eyes,
coin-colored eyes that were sometimes
green. She would slouch in her chair,
looking bothered butresigned, as if a
subwayshe were riding had halted be-
tweenstations. To Paul’s mild disap-
pointment, Sang was never rude to
these men. She listened as they ex-
plained the complicated, far-fetched
connection between them, connections
Paul vaguely envied in spite of the fact
that he shared a house with Sang, and
a kitchen, and a subscription to the

Globe. The suitors called from as far
away as Los Angeles, as close by as
Watertown. Once, she told Paul and
Heather, she had actually agreed to
meet one of these men, and he had

driven her north up I-93,pointing from
the highway to the corporation heworked
for. Then he'd taken her to a Dunkin’
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Donuts, where,over crullers and coffee,
he'd proposed.

Sometimes Sang would take notes
during these conversations, on the mes-
sage pad kept next to the phone. She'd
write down the man’s name, or “Carne-
gie Mellon’or“likes mystery novels” be-
fore her pen drifted into scribbles and
stars and ticktacktoe games. Tobe polite,
she asked a few questions, too, about
whether the man enjoyed his work as an
economist,or a dentist, or a metallurgi-
cal engineer. Her excuse to these men,
herrebuttal to their offers to wine and
dineher, was always the same whitelie:
shewas busy at the momentwithclasses,
its being Harvard and all. Sometimes,
if Paul happenedto besitting at the
table, she would write him a notein the
middle of the conversation: “He sounds
like he’s twelve” or “Total dweeb” or
“This guy threw up once in myparents’
swimmingpool,” waving the pad for
Paul’s benefit as she cradled the phone
to herear.

Tt wasonly after Sang hung up that
she complained. How dare these men
call? she'd say. How dare they hunt her
down?It wasa violation ofher privacy,
an insult to her adulthood. It was pa-
thetic. If only Paul and Heather could
hear them, going on about themselves.
Atthis point, Heatherwould sometimes
say, “God, Sang, I can’t believe you're
complaining. Dozens of men,successful
men,possibly even handsome, want to
marry you,sight unseen. Andyou expect
us to feel sorry for you?” Heather, a law
student at Boston College, had been

bitterly single forfive years. She told
Sang the proposals were romantic, but
Sang shookherhead.“It’s notlove.” In
Sang’s opinion it waspractically an ar-
ranged marriage. These men weren't
really interested in her. They were in-
terested in a mythical creature created by
an intricate chain of gossip, a web of
wishful, Indian-community thinking
in which she was an aging, overlooked

poster child for years of bharat natyam
classes, perfect S.A.T.s. Had they any
idea whoshe actually was and how she
madea living,in spite of hertest scores,
which was by running a cash register
and arranging paperback books in pyra-
mid configurations, they would want
nothing to do with her. “Andbesides,”
she always reminded Paul and Heather,
“T have a boyfriend.”

“You're like Penelope,” Paul ventured
one evening. Hehadlately been reread-
ing Lattimore’s Homer, in preparation
forhis orals in English literature the fol-
lowingspring.

“Penelope?” She was standing at
the microwave, heating somerice. Paul
watched as she removed theplate and
mixedthesteamingrice with a spoonful
of the dark-red hotlime pickle which
lived next to his peanut butter in the
dooroftherefrigerator,

“From the Odyssey?” Paul said gently,
a question to match her question. He
was tall without being lank, with solid
fingers andcalves,andfine straw-colored
hair. The most noticeable aspect of his
appearance wasa pair of expensive de-
signerglasses, their maroon framesper-
fectly round, whichan attractive salesgirl
in a frame shop on Beacon Street had =
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liked the glasses, even as he was being $
fitted for them, and had not grown to

like them since.
“Right, the Odyssey,” Sangsaid, sit-

ting down atthe table. “Penelope. Only
I can’t knit.”

“Weave,” hesaid, correcting her. “It

was shroud Penelope kept weaving and
unweaving,to ward off her suitors.”

Sanglifted a forkful ofthericeto her
lips, blowingonit so that it would cool,
“Then, who's the woman who knits?”
she asked. She looked at Paul. “You
would know.”

Paul paused, eager to impress her,
but his mind had drawn a blank. He
knewit was someonein Dickens, had 2
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the paperbacks upin his room.“Beright
back,” he said. Then he stopped, re-
lieved. “A Tale of Two Cities,” he told
her. “Madame Defarge.”

aul had answered the phone the
first time Sangcalled, at nine o'clock

one Saturday morning in July, in ref-
erence to the housemate ad he and

Heather had placedin the Phoenix.The
call had roused him from sleep, and he
had wondered, standingthere, groggy
in his bathrobe, what sort of name
Sang was, half expecting a Japanese
woman.It wasn’t until she wrote out a
check for her security deposit at the end
ofhervisit that he saw that herofficial
name was Sangeeta Biswas. This was
the namehe wouldsee on her mail, on

the labels of the thick, pungent Vague
magazines she received each month,
and in the window oftheelectric bill
she agreed to take on. Heather had
been in the shower when Sang arrived
and pressed the doorbell that chimed
two solemntones, so Paul had greeted
her alone. She had worn her long hair
loose, something Paul was to learn she

rarelydid, and as he walked behind her
he had liked the way it clung protec-
tively to her body, over the rise of her
shoulder blades. She had admired the
spectacular central staircase, as most

everyone did, letting her hand linger
over the bannister. Thestaircase turned
six timesatright angles after every six
steps, and was constructed of dark
gleaming wood with the lustre of co-

gnac.It wasthe only thing of enduring
beauty in the house,a false promise of
whatwas above: uglybrown cabinets in
the kitchen, moldy bathrooms with
missingtiles, omnipresent oatmeal car-
peting to protect the ears of the land-
lords, wholived below.

She had remarked on whata lot of
space it was, pacing the landing before

 
joining Paul in the vacant room. There
was a built-in hutch in the corner, with
Doricpilasters and glass-paned doors,
which Sang opened and closed. Paul
told her that the room had originally
been the dining room,the cabinet in-
tended to store china. There was a
bathroom across the landing; Paul and
Heathersharedthelarger one,upstairs.
“T feellike I’m standinginside an empty
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refrigerator,” she'd said, referring to the
fact that the walls, once blue, had been
painted overwith a single coatofwhite;
the effect, under the glare ofthe ceil-
ing light, was stark and cold. She ran
a hand along one wall and carefully
removed a stray piece of tape. Once,
there had been an arched doorway
connecting the room to the kitchen,
sincefilled in, but Sang noted that the
arch wasstill visible, like a scar in the
plaster.

‘While she was there, the phonerang,
anotherpersonreplying to the ad, but by
then she had handed over her deposit. She
had met Heather, andthe three ofthem
had chattedin the living room with its
peeling bay windowanditssoftfilthy
couch andits yellow papasan chair.They
told her abouttheir system for splitting
up the chores, and aboutthe landlords,

both doctors at Brigham and Women’s.
They told herthere was only one phone
jack in the house, in the kitchen. The
phone wasattached to a cord so long
thatthey couldall drag it to their rooms,
thoughat times thepriceto pay for drag-
ging the cord too far was a persistent
crackle.
“We thought about having another

line put in, butit’s pretty expensive,”
Heathersaid.

“Tt’s not a big deal,” Sangsaid.
And Paul, wiio seldom spoke on

the phoneto anyone,said nothing at all.

Sts had practically nothing to con-
tribute to the house, no pots or ap-

pliances, nothing for the kitchen apart
from anailing hanging plant that shed
yellow heart-shaped leaves. A friend
helped her movein one Sunday, a male
friend who wasnot, Paul gathered, her
boyfriend (for she had mentioned one
on herfirst visit, telling them that he
was in Cairo for the summervisiting
his parents, that he was Egyptian, and
that he taught Middle Eastern history
at Harvard). The friend’s name was
Charles. He wore high-top sneakers and
a bright-orange bowling shirt, his hair
tied back in a stubby ponytail. He was
telling Sang about a date he'd had the
night before, as they unloaded a futon,
twobig battered suitcases, a series of
shopping bags,and a few boxes from the
backofa pickup truck. Paul had offered
to help, calling outfrom the deck where
he wastryingto read “The Canterbury
Tales,” but Sang had said no, it was
nothing. Their talk distracted him and
yet he remained, watching Sang through
therailing. Charles was teasingly for-
bidding her to buy too manythings, so

 

that moving out would bejust as easy.
Sang had been laughing at him, but

now she stopped, her expression pen-
sive. She looked up at the house, a
balled-up comforter in her arms. “I don’t
know, Charles. I don't know how long
Till be here.”

“Hestill doesn’t wanttolive together
until you're married?”

Sheshookher head.
“Whatdoeshesay?”
“Thathe doesn’t wanttospoil things.”
Charles shifted the weightof the box

he was carrying.“But he acknowledges
the fact that you're getting married.”

She turned back to the truck. “He
says things like ‘When we havekids,
we'll buy a big house in Lexington.”

“You've been together three years,”
Charles said. “So he’s a little old-
fashioned. That’s one of the things
youlike abouthim,right?”

T= next few nights, Sang slept on
the couch in the living room, her

things stored temporarily in the corner,
in order to paint her room. Both Paul
and Heather weresurprisedbythis; nei-
ther of them had madean effort to do
much to their rooms when moving in.
Forthe walls, she had chosen a soothing

sage green; for thetrim,the palest laven-
der, a colorthat the paint company called
“mole.” It wasn’t what she imagined a
moleto looklike atall, she told Paul, stir-
ring the canvigorously on the kitchen
counter. “What would you have named
it?” she asked him suddenly. He could
think of nothing. It was only upstairs,
sitting alone at his big plywood desk,
piled withthick books full oftissue-thin
pages, that he thoughtofthe ice cream
his mother always ordered at Newport
Creamerywhenhis familywent on Sun-
day nights for hamburgers. His mother
had died years ago, his father soonafter.
They'd adopted Paul late in life, when
they were in theirfifties, so people
had often mistaken them for his grand-
parents. That evening in the kitchen,
when Sang walkedin, Paul said, “Black
raspberry.”

“What?”
“Thepaint.”
She had a small, slightlyworried-look-

ing smile onher face, a smile one might
give a confused child. “That’s funny.”

“The name?”
“No. It’s justa little funny thewayyou



pickedup a conversationwe had,like, six
hours ago, and expected me to remem-
ber whatyouwere talking about.”

As soon as Paul opened the door of
his room the next morning,he detected
the fresh yet cloying smell of paint,
heard the swishoftheroller as it moved
up and downa wall. After Heather
hadleft the house, Sang started to play
music: oneBillie HolidayCD after an-
other. They were having spell of
sticky, sweltering days, and Paul was
workingin the relative coolof the living
room, a few paces across the landing
from Sang.

“Oh, my God,”she exclaimed,notic-
ing him on her wayto the bathroom.
“This music mustbe driving youcrazy.”
She wore cut-offjeans, a black tank top
with strapslike those of a brassiere. Her
feet were bare, her calves and thighs
flecked with paint.

Helied, telling her heoften studied to
music. Because he noticed it was the
kitchen she went to mostoften, to rinse

her brushesoreat some yogurt outofa big
tub, the second day he moved himself
there, where he made a potoftea, and,

much to her amusement, set the alarm on.

his wristwatch to knowwhento take out
the leaves. In the afternoon, her sister
called, from London,with a voice iden-
tical to Sang’s. For a moment, Paul had

actually believed it was Sang herself,
mysteriously callinghim from her room.
“Can't talk, 'm painting my room sage
and mole,”she reported cheerfully to her
sister, and whenshereplacedthe receiver
of the dark-brown phone there were a
few of her mole-colored fingerprints on
thesurface.

Heliked studyingin herfleeting com-
pany. She was impressed with how far
he'd got onhis Ph.D.—shetold him that
after she dropped out of Harvard a year
ago her motherhad lockedherself up in
her bedroom for a week andher father
had refused to speak to her. She'd hadit
with academia, hated how competitiveit
was, how monkish it forced one to be-

come. That was whatherboyfriend did,
always blocking off chunks of his day
and workingat homewiththe phone un-
plugged, writing papers for the next con-
ference.“You'll be good atit,” she assured
Paul. “You're devoted, I can tell.” When
she askedhim whathis exam entailed, he
told her it would last three hours, that
there would be three questioners, and

thatitwould coverthree centuries ofEn-
glish and European literature.

“Andthey can askyou anything?” she
wanted to know.

“Withinreason.”
“Wow.”
Hedidn’ttell her the truth—that he'd

already taken the exam the year before
and failed. His committee and a handful
of students were the only ones who
knew, andit wasto avoid them that Paul
preferred to stay at home now. He had
failed not because he wasn't prepared
but because his mind had betrayed him
that bright May morning,inexplicably
crampedlike a stubborn muscle that
curledhis footduringsleep. Forfive har-
rowing minutes,as the professors stared
at him with their legal pads full of ques-
tions, as trains came and wentalong
Commonwealth Avenue, he had not
been able to reply to thefirst question,
about comicvillainyin “RichardIII.” He
hadread theplay so manytimes he could
picture each scene,notas it might be per-
formed ona stagebut,rather, as the pale
printed columnsin his Pelican Shake-
speare. Hefelt himselfgo crimson;itwas
the nightmare he had been having for
months before the exam.Hisinterroga-
tors had beenpatient, had tried another
question, which he had stammered mis-

erably through, pausing in the middle of
a thoughtand unableto continue,until,

finally, one of the professors, white hair
like a snowy wreath aroundhis otherwise
naked head, put out a hand, as might a
policeman stopping traffic, and said,“The
candidate’s simply not ready.” Paul had
walked home,thetie he'd boughtfor the
occasion stuffed into his pocket, and fora
weekhe had notleft his room.When he
returned to campus, he was ten pounds
thinner, and the departmentsecretary
had asked him if he'd fallen in love.

ang had beenliving with them for a
'week when a suitor called. By then,

the painting wasfinished, the dreary
room transformed. She was removing
maskingtape from the edges of the win-
dow panes when Paul told her someone
named Asim Bhattacharya wascalling
from Geneva. “Tell him I'm notin,” she
said, withouthesitating. He wrote down
the name, spelled outcarefully by the
caller, who had said before hanging up,
“Just tell her it’s Pinkoo.”

More men called. One asked Paul, de-

jectedly, if he was Sang’s boyfriend. The
mere possibility, articulated bya stranger,
had jolted him. Such a thing had hap-
pened once before in the house,thefirst
year Paul had lived there—two house-

 



mates had fallen in love,had moved outin
order to marry each other. “No,” he told
the caller. “I'mjust her housemate.” Nev-
ertheless,for the rest ofthe dayhe hadfelt
burdened by the question, worried that
he'd transgressed somehow, simplyby an-
swering the phone. A few days later, he
told Sang. She laughed. “He’s probably
horrified now, knowingthat I live with a
man,”shesaid. “Next time,” she advised
him,“sayyes.”

Aweekafterward,the three of them
were in the kitchen, Heatherfilling a
thermoswith echinacea tea because she
had come down with a cold and had to
spendall day in classes, Sang hunched
over the newspaper andcoffee. The
night before, she had locked herself up
in her bathroom, and now there were
somereddish highlights in her hair.
Whenthe phonerang and Paul picked
up, he assumedit was anothersuitor on
theline, for, like manyof Sang’s suitors,
the caller had

a

slight foreign accent,
thoughthis one was morerefined than
awkward. The only difference was that
instead of asking for Sangeeta he asked
to speak to Sang. When Paul asked
who was calling, he said, in a slightly
impatient way, “I am her boyfriend.”
The wordslanded in Paul’s chestlike
thedull yet painful taps of a doctor's in-
strument. Hesaw that Sang was look-
ing up at him expectantly, her chair al-
ready partly pushed back from the
table.

“For me?”
He nodded, and Sangtook the phone

into her room.
“Boyftiend,” Paul reported to Heather.
“What's his name?”
Paul shrugged. “Didn'tsay.”
“Well, she must be happyas a clam,”

Heather remarked with someasperity,
screwingthe lid onto her thermos.

Paul felt sorry for Heather, with her
red, chapped nose and her thick-waisted
body, but more than thathefelt protec-
tive of Sang. “What do you mean?”
hesaid.

“Becauseher lover's back, and nowshe
can tell all those other guys to fuck off.”

‘he boyfriend was standing on the
sidewalk with Sang, looking up at

the house, as Paul returned on his bike
from a day of photocopying at the li-
brary.A bottle-greenBMWwas parked
at the curb. The couple stood with an as-
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A\REGULAR MESS

I took(drove my Toyota)ajug ofmy one-day's
urineup the road to the Care Centerthis

morningearly, the snow hardly heavier than
rime,the cushioniestgrit: this, I

said to the lady, the nurse, all in white,
hair a little creamier, is mycreatininetest

results: fill out this form,shesaid: I sd,
I filled it out yesterday, one likeit: well,

shesaid, fill out another one: then she
picked up myfull bottle-jug and said, you are

very generous:she said, some people comein
here with about hatmuch (very little) from

awholeday’s effort, you are really generous:
Isaid yeah,that’s without anybeers,too:

I felt proud: but I recalled the doctor had
said it’s not the quantity, it’s the quality:

so now I mustwaitto see if I did a whole lot
of something good or a whole lot of something

sumed intimacy, their dark heads tilting
toward each other.

“Keep away from the window when
you change your clothes,” Paul heard him
say. “Ican see through the curtain. Couldn't
you get a room atthe back?” Paul stepped
off his bike at a slight distance from them,
adjusted thestraps of his backpack. He
‘was uncomfortably aware that he was
shabbily dressed—in shorts, and Birken-
stocks, and an old Dartmouth T-shirt,
his pale legs covered with matted blond
hair. The boyfriend wore perfectly fitted
faded jeans, a white shirt, a navy-blue
blazer, andbrown leather shoes. Hissharp
features commanded admiration without
being imposing. His hair,in contrast,was
onthelong side, framing his face in a lav-
ish, unexpected style. He looked several
years older than Sang, Paul decided, but
in certainways he stronglyresembled her,
for theyshared the sameheight, the same
gilded complexion, the samesprinkle of
moles aboveandbelow their lips. As Paul
walked toward them, Sang’s boyfriend
was still inspecting the house,searching
the yellow-and-ochre Victorian facade as

if fordefects, until he looked away sud-
denly, distracted by the barkof a dog.

“Your roommates have a dog?” the
boyfriend asked. He took an odd, dance-
like stepto the left, moving partlybehind
Sang.

“No,silly,” Sang said teasingly, run-
ning her hand down the back of his
head. “No dogs, no smokers. Those were
the only listings | called, because ofyou.”
Thebarking stopped, and the ensuing
silence seemed to punctuate her words.
‘There was a necklace around her neck,
lapis beads she now fingered in a way
that made Paul think they were gift.
“Paul,this is Farouk. Farouk’s afraid of
dogs.” She kissed Farouk onthe cheek.

“Freddy,” Farouk said, nodding rather
than extending a hand, his words di-
rected more to Sang than to Paul. She
shook her head.

“Forthe millionth time, I’m notcall-
ing you Freddy”

Farouk glanced at her without hu-
mort. “Why not? You expect people to
call you Sang.”

She was unbothered. “That’s differ-



bad, perhaps intermediate: I liked her, the
lady in white,a little on the old side but

young enoughfor me:old people don’t see
much agein old people's faces: they see a

youngwoman in a wreck: so then she came back
from therefrigerator where she stored my

generosity andsaid, you haveto have a blood
test, too, a comprehensiveprofile: Jesus,I

said, I just had an egg, ten minutes ago, does
that make any difference: well, well, well,

maybeso: better come in tomorrow morning,
nothingto eat, nocoffee,just water: I'll

be here, I said,at seven:if I don't see you,
shesaid, have happy holidays:it was so fine

outside, the sun broken throughonthecrisp
snow,a good grip forthesoles, no other

footprints around, just mine comingin... .

ent. That's actually a part of my name.”
“Well, I'm Paul, and that’s pretty

muchall you can call me,” Paulsaid.No
one laughed.

uddenly, she was never at home.
‘Whenshe was, she stayed in her

room,often on the phone, the door

shut. By dinner, she tended to be gone.
Theitemsonhershelf of the refrigera-
tor, the big tubs ofyogurt and the crack-
ers andthetabouli, sat untouched. The
yogurt eventually sported a mantle of
green fuzz,settingoff shrieks of disgust
whenSangfinally openedthelid. Itwas
only natural, Paul told himself, for the
two of them to want to be alone to-
gether. He wassurprisedto runinto her
onedayin the small gourmetgrocery in
the neighborhood,herbasketpiled high
with foodshe never broughtback to the
house,purple net bags of shallots, goat
cheese in oil, meat wrapped in butcher
paper. Becauseit wasraining, Paul, who
had his car with him,offered hera ride.

Shetold him nothank you, and headed
off to theT stop, a Harvard baseball cap

—A. R. Ammons
(1926-2001)

onher head, hugging the grocery bag to
her chest. He had no idea where Farouk
lived; he pictured a beautiful house on
Brattle Street, French doors andpretty
molding.

Ttwas always something of a shock to
find Farouk in the house. Hevisited in-
frequently and seemed to appear and dis-
appearwithouta trace. Unless Paul looked
out the window and saw the BMW, al-
‘ways precisely parked under the shade of
abirchtree, it was impossibleto tell if he

was there. He neversaid hello or goodbye;
instead, he behaved as if Sang were the
sole occupant of the house. They never
sat in theliving room,orin the kitchen.
Only once, when Paul returned from a
bikeride, did he see them overhead,eat-
ing lunch on the deck. They were sitting
next to each other, cross-legged, and Sang
was extending a fork toward Farouk’s
mouth,herotherhand cupped beneathit.
Bythetime Paul entered the house, they

hadretreatedinto her room.
Whenshewasn't with Farouk, she did

things for him. Sheread through proofs
ofan article he’d written, checkingit for

typos. She scheduled his doctor's appoint-
ments. Once,she spentall morning with
the yellow pages, pricing tiles; Farouk
was thinking ofredoinghis kitchen.

By the end of September, Paul was

aware of a routine: Mondays, which
Sang had off from the bookstore,
Farouk came for lunch. The twoof
them would eatin her room; sometimes

he heard the soundsoftheir talking as
theyate, or their spoons tapping against
soup bowls, or the Nocturnes of Cho-
pin. They were silent lovers—mercifully
so, compared with other couples he'd
overheard in the house through the
years—buttheir presence soon prompted
him to go to the library on Mondays,for
he was affected nevertheless, embar-
rassed by the time her door had been
partly open and he'd seen Farouk zip-
ping his jeans. Three years had passed
since Theresa, the onegirlfriend he'd
ever had. He'd dated no onesince. Be-
cause ofTheresa, he'd chosen a graduate

schoolin Boston. For three months, he
hadlived with her in her apartment on
St. Botolph Street. For Thanksgiving,
he'd gone with herto her parents’ house
in Deerfield. It was there that it had
ended.“I’m sorry, Paul, I can’t help it, I
just don't like the wayyou kiss me,” she
hadtold him once they'd gone to bed.
Heremembered himself sitting naked
ononesideof the mattress,ina room he
was suddenly aware he was never again
to see. He had notargued; in the wake
of his shame, he becamestrangely eff-
cient and agreeable, with her, with

everyone.

ate onenight, Paul was in bed read-
ing whenhe heard a car pull up to

the house. The clock on his desk said
twenty past two. He shut off his lamp
andgotup to look through the window.
It was November. A full moonillumi-
nated the wide, desolate street, lined
withtrash bags andrecycling bins.There
‘wasa taxi in front of the house, the en-
ginestill running. Sang emerged from
it alone. Forclose to a minute,she stood
there on the sidewalk. He waited by the
window until she climbed up to the
porch,thenlistened as she climbed the
staircase and shutthe doorto her room.
Farouk had picked her up that after-
noon;Paul had seen herstepping into his
car. He thought perhapsthey'd fought,
though the nextday he detected nosigns

THE NEW YORKER, MARCH 12, 2001 83



of discord. Heoverheardher speaking to
Faroukon the phonein goodspirits, de-
ciding on videoto rent. But that night,
around the sametime, the same thing
happened. The third night, he stayed
awake on purpose, making sure she got
inO.K.

The following morning, a Sunday,
Paul, Heather, and Sang had pancakes
togetherin the kitchen. Sang was play-
ing Louis Armstrong on the CDplayer
in her room while Paul fried the pan-
cakes in two cast-ironskillets.

“Kevin's sleeping over tonight,”
Heather said. She'd met him recently.
He wasa physicist at M.LT. “I hope
that’s O.K.”

“Sure thing,” Paul said. He liked
Kevin. He had been coming over often
for dinner, and broughtbeers, and

helped with the dishes afterward, talk-
ing to Paul as muchas hetalked to
Heather.

“Tm sorry I keep missing him. He
seemsreally nice,” Sangsaid.

“We'll see,” Heather said. “Next
weekis our one-month anniversary.”

Sangsmiled,as if this modest com-
memoration were in fact something
of muchgreater significance. “Con-
gratulations.”

Heather crossed herfingers. “I guess
thenext stage is whenyou assumeyoure
going to spend weekendstogether.”

Paul glanced at Sang, whosaid noth-
ing. She got up, returning five minutes
later from the cellar with a basketfull
oflaundry.

“Nice Jockeys,” Heather said, no-
ticing several pairs folded on top of
thepile.

“They're Farouk’s,” Sangsaid.

“He doesn’t have a washing ma-
chine?” Heather wanted to know.

“He does,” Sang said, oblivious of
Heather's disapproving expression. “But
it’s coin-operated.”

‘he arguments started around
Thanksgiving. Paul would hear

Sangcryinginto the phonein her room,
thegrayplastic cordstretched across the
linoleum and then across the landing,
disappearing under her door. Oneof the
fights had somethingto do with a party
Sanghadbeeninvited to, which Farouk
didn’t wantto attend. Anotherwas about
Farouk’s birthday. Sang had spent the
day before making a cake. The house
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had smelled of oranges and almonds and
Paul had heard theelectric beater going
late at night. Butthe next afternoon, he
saw the cakein the trash can.

Once,returning from school,he dis-
covered that Farouk was there, the
BMW parkedoutside.Itwas a painfully
cold December day; early that morn-

ing, the season’s first flakes had fallen.
Walking past Sang’s room, Paul heard
herraised voice. She was accusing:Why
didn’t he everwant to meetherfriends?
Whydidn’t he invite her to his cousin’s
house for Thanksgiving? Whydidn’t he
like to spend the night together? Why,
at the veryleast, didn’t he drive her
home?

“T payfor the cabs,” Farouk said qui-
etly. “Whatdifference does it make?”

“T hate it, Farouk. It’s abnormal.”
“You know I don’t sleep well when

you'rethere.”
“How are we ever going to get mar-

ried?” she demanded. “Are we supposed
tolive in separate houses forever?”

“Sang, please,” Farouk said.“Try to be
calm. Your roommateswill hear.”

“Will you stop about my room-
mates,” Sang shouted.

“You're hysterical,” Farouksaid.
She begantocry:
“Tve warnedyou, Sang,” Farouk said.

He soundeddesperate. “I will not spend
mylife with a woman who makes
scenes.”

“Puck you”
Something,a plate ora glass, struck

a wall and broke. Then the room
went quiet. After much deliberation,
Paul knocked softly. No one replied.
A few hours later, Paul nearlybumped

into Sang as she was emerging from her
bathroom,wrappedina large dark-pink
towel. Her wet hair was uncombed and
tangled,a knotbulginglike a small nest
ononeside of her head. For weeks, he

had longed to catch a glimpse of her
this way, andstill he felt wholly unpre-
paredforthe vision of her bare legs and
arms, her dampface and shoulders.

“Fley,” he said, sidling quickly past.
“Paul,” shecalled outafter a moment,

as if his presence had registered only

 

then. Heturnedto look at her; thoughit
was barelypast four, the sun was already
setting in the living-room window, cast-
ing a goldenpatch oflight to oneside of
herin the hallway.

“What's up?” he said.
Shecrossed her armsin frontofher,

a hand concealing each shoulder. A spot
on her forehead was coated with what
appeared to be toothpaste. “I’m sorry
aboutearlier.”

“That's O.K.”
“Te’s not.You have an exam to study for.”
Her eyes were shining brightly, and

she had a funny frozen smile on her
face, herlipsslightlyparted. He began to
smile backwhenhe saw she wasaboutto
cry. He nodded.“It doesn’t matter.”

For a week, Farouk didn’t call, though
whenthe phonerang sheflew to answer
it. She was homeevery nightfor dinner.
She had long conversations with her sister
in London.“Tell meif you think this is
normal,” Paul overheard her say as he
walked into thekitchen.“Wewere driving
one timeand hetold meI smelled bad.
Sweaty. He told me to wash under my
arms. Hekept saying it wasn't a criticism,
thatpeople in love should be ableto say
things like that to each other.” Oneday,
Charles tookSang outand in the evening
she returned, with shopping bags from
theoutlets in Kittery. Anothernight, she
accepted an invitation to see a movie at
the Coolidge with Paul and Heather and
Kevin,but oncethey‘dreached the box of-
fice she told them she had a headache,
and walked back to the house.“I betyou
they've split up,” Heather said, once theyd
settled into their seats.

But, the following week, Farouk
called when Sang was at work. Though
Farouk hadn't botheredto identify him-
self, Paul called the bookstore, leaving
her the message.

Therelationship resumedits course,
but Paul noticed that Farouk no longer
set footin the house. He wouldn't even
ring the bell. He would pause at the
curb,the engineofhis car still running,
beeping three times to signal that he
‘was waiting for her, and then she would
disappear.

oO: winter break, she went away,

to London. Her sister had had a
baby boyrecently. Sang showed Paul the
things she boughtfor the baby:playsuits
full of snaps, a stuffed octopus, a min-



iature French-sailor’s shirt, a mobile of
stars and planets that glowedin the dark.
“Tm goingto becalled Sang Mashi,” she
told him excitedly, explaining that mashi
was the Bengali wordfor aunt.Theword
soundedstrange on herlips. She spoke
Bengali infrequently—neverto hersis-
ter, neverto hersuitors, only a word here

andthereto her parents,in Michigan,to
whomshespoke on weekends.

“How doyousay ‘bon voyage”>” Paul
asked.

Shetold him she wasn'tsure.
‘Without her there, it was easier for

Paul to study, his mind spacious and
clear. His exam wasless than six months
away.A date and time had been sched-
uled, the first Tuesday in May, at ten
o'clock, marked with an “X”on the cal-
endar over his desk. Since summer, he
had worked his way, yet again, through
thelist of poemsandcritical essays and
plays, typing summaries of them into
his computer. Hehadprinted outthese
summaries, three-hole-punched them,
put them in a series of binders. He
wrote further summaries of the sum-
maries on index cards that he reviewed
before bed,filed in shoe boxes. For
Christmas, he was invited to an aunt’s

house in Buffalo, as usual. This year,
with his exam as an excuse,he declined
theinvitation, mailingoff gifts. Heather
wasaway, too; she and Kevin had gone
skiing in Vermont.
To mark the new year, Paul set up a

newroutine, spreading himself all over
the house. In the mornings, he reviewed
poetry at the kitchen table. After lunch,
criticism in the living room. A Shake-
speare play before bed.He began to leave
his things, his binders andhis shoe boxes
and his books, on the kitchen table, on
certain stepsof thestaircase, on the cof-

fee table in the living room. He was
slouchedin the papasanchair one snowy
afternoon,reading his notes on Aristo-

tle’s Poetics, when the doorbell rang.
It was a U.PS. man with a package for
Sang, something from J.Crew. Paul
signed for it and took it upstairs. He
leaned it against the door of her room,
which caused the door to openslightly.
Heclosedit firmly, and fora momenthe

stoodthere, his handstill on the knob.
Even though she was in London, he
knocked before entering. The futon was
neatly made,a red batik bedspread cov-
ering the top. The green walls were bare 

butfor two framed Indian miniatures of
palace scenes, men smoking hookahs
and reclining on cushions, bare-bellied
womendancing in a ring. There was
noneofthe disarrayhe for some reason
pictured every time he walked by her
room; only outside, through the win-
dows, was there the silent chaos of the
storm. Thesnow fell in disorderlyswirls,
yet it covered the brown porch railing
below, neatly, as if itwere a paintedtrim.
single panel of a white seersucker cur-
tain wasloosely cinched with a peach
silk scarf that Sang sometimes knotted
at her throat, causing the fabric of the
curtain to gatherin the shapeofa slim
hourglass. Paul untied thescarf, let-

ting the curtain cover the window pane.
Without touching his face to the scarf,
he smelled the perfumethat lingered in
its weave. He wentto the futon and sat
down,his legs extending along the oat-
meal carpet. He took off his shoes and
socks. On a winecrate next to the futon
was a glass of water that had gathered
bubbles, a small pot of Vaseline. He
undid his belt buckle but suddenly the
desireleft him,absentfrom his bodyjust
as she was absent from the room. He
buckled his belt again, and then slowly
helifted the bedspread. Thesheets were
flannel, blue and white, a pattern of
fleur-de-lis.

Hehaddrifted off to sleep when he

heard the phone ring. He stumbled
barefoot out of Sang’s room, into the
kitchen,the linoleum chilly.

“Hello?”
Noonereplied on the other end, and

he was about to hang up whenhe heard
a dog barking.

“Hello?” he repeated. It occurred to
him it mightbe Sang, a poor connection
from London.“Sang,is that you?”

‘Thecaller hung up.
‘Thatevening,after dinner, the phone

rang again. Whenhepicked it up he
heard the same dog he'd heard earlier.

“Balthazar, shush!” a womansaid,

as soon as Paul said hello. Her voice was
hesitant. Was Sang in, she wanted to
know.

“She's not here. MayI take a message?”
Sheleft her name, Deirdre Frain, and.

a telephone number. Paul wrote it down
on the message pad, under Partha Ma-
zoomdar, a suitor who'd called from
Clevelandin the morning.

The next day, Deirdre called again.
Again Paul told her Sang wasn’t there,
adding that she wouldn't be back until
the weekend.

“Whereis she?” Deirdre asked.
“She's outof the country.”
“Tn Cairo?”
This took him by surprise. “No,

London.”
“In London,” she repeated. She
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sounded relieved. “London. O.K.
Thanks.”

‘Thefourth call wasvery late at night,
whenPaul was already in bed. He went
downstairs, feeling for the phonein the
dark.

“It’s Deirdre.” She sounded slightly
outof breath,asif it were she, not he,
whod just rushed to the phone.

Heflicked onthelight switch, rub-
binghis eyes behindhis glasses. “Um,as
Isaid, Sang’s not back yet.”

“T don’t wantto talk to Sang.” She
wasslurring her words, exaggerating
the pronunciation of Sang’s namein a
slightly cruel way.

Paul heard music, a trumpetcrooning
softly. “You don’t?”

“No,” she said. “Actually, I have a
question.”

“A question?”
“Yes.” There was a pause,the clink of

an ice cube falling into a glass. Her tone
had becomeflirtatious. “So, what's your
name?”

Hetookoff his glasses,allowing the
room to go blurry. He couldn’trecall the
last time a womanhad spoken to him
that way. “Paul.”

“Paul,” she repeated. “Can I ask you
another question, Paul?”

“What?”
“It’s about Sang.”
Hestiffened. Again,she hadsaid the

name without kindness. “What about
Sang?”

Deirdre paused. “She’s your house-
mate,right?”

“That's right.”
“Well, I was wondering, then, ifyou'd

know if—are they cousins?”
“Who?”
“Sang and Freddy.”
Heputhis glasses on again, draw-

ing things into focus. He was unnerved
by this woman's curiosity. It wasn’t her
business, he wantedtotell her. But be-
fore he could dothat, Deirdre began qui-
etly crying.

Helookedat the clock onthe stove;it
was close to three in the morning. Itwas
his own fault. He shouldn’t have an-
swered the phone solate. He wished he
hadn’t told the woman his name.

“Deirdre,” he said after a while,tired
oflistening to her. “Are youstill there?”

She stopped crying. Her breathing
was uneven,penetrating his ear.

“I don’t know who you are,” Paul
said, “I don’t understand whyyou're call-
ing me.”

“Llove him.”
Hehungup, his heart hammering.

He had the urge to take a shower. He
wantedto erase her namefrom thelegal
pad. Hestared atthe receiver, remnants
of Sang’s mole-colored fingerprints still
visible here andthere. Forthefirst time
since the winter break had begun,hefelt
lonelyin the house. Thecall had to be a
fluke. Some other Sang the woman was
referring to. Maybeit was a scheme on
behalf of one of her Indian suitors, to
cast suspicion, to woo her away from
Farouk. Before Sang hadleft for Lon-
don,the fights had subsided,and things

 @RegoRy

‘Its not high-definition anything. It’ a window.”

between Sang and Farouk, as far as Paul
couldtell, were still the same. In the liv-
ing room,she'd been wrapping a brown
leather satchel, a pair of men’s driving
gloves. Thenight before shed left, she’d
madea dinnerreservation for the two of
them at Biba. Farouk had driven her to
theairport.

‘he ringing of the phone woke Paul
the next morning. He remainedin

bed,listening to it, looking at the ashen
branchesof the tree outside his win-
dow. He counted twelve rings before
they stopped. The phone rang half an
hour later, and he ignoredit again. The
third time, he wasin the kitchen.When
it stopped, he unplugged the cord from
thejack.

Thoughhestudied insilence for the
remainderofthe day, hefelt fitful. Sit-
ting in the kitchen that evening with a
bricklike volumeof Spenser, he was un-

able to concentrateon thelines, irritated
by the footnotes, by how muchthere
wasleft to learn. He wondered how
many times Deirdre hadtried to call him
since he'd unplugged the phone. Had
she given up? Thecallingfelt obsessive
to him, unhinged. Hewondered whether
she was the type to do something. To
take a bottleofpills.

After dinner, he plugged the phone
back intothejack.There werenofurther
calls. And yet his mind continued to
wander. Something told him that she'd
try again. He'd made the mistake of
telling her when Sang would be back.
Perhaps Deirdre waswaiting to speak to
herdirectly. Perhaps Deirdre wouldtell
Sang the samething she'd told him,
about loving Farouk. Before going to
bed, he poured himself a glass of Dew-
ar’s, a gift sent by his aunt in Buffalo.
Thenhedialled the number Deirdre had
given him. She picked up right away,
with a lilting hello,

“Deirdre, it’s Paul.”
“Paul,”shesaid, slowly.

“Youcalled melastnight. I'm Sang’s
housemate.”

“Of course. Paul. You hung up on
me, Paul.” She appeared to be drunk
again, butin a sunnier mood.

“Listen, I’m sorry about that. I just
wanted to make sure you were O.K.”

Deirdresighed.“That's sweetof you,
Paul.”

“Andto ask you to please stop call-



ing me,” hesaid after a considerable
pause.

“Why?”There waspanicin hervoice.
“Because I don't knowyou,”hesaid.

“Would youlike to know me,Paul?”
shesaid. “I'm a very likable person.”

“T have to go,”he said firmly, hop-
ing notto provoke her. “But maybe
there’s someoneelse you could talk to?
A friend?”

“Freddy's myfriend.”
The mention of Farouk, the use of

the nickname, unsettled Paul as it had
the night before. Yesterday, he'd sur-
mised that Deirdre mightbe a studentof
Farouk’s at Harvard,practically a teen-
ager, infatuated with an older man. He
imaginedhersitting at the backof a lec-
turehall, visiting him in his office, get-
ting the wrong idea. Now simple, rea-
sonable question,which wasat the same
time a poisoned question, formed in
Paul’s mind.

“So, howexactly do you know Fa-
rouk?” Paul askedlightly, as if theywere
chatting at a party.

Hedidn't think shedtell him, thought
she mightevenhangup on him as he had
onher, but they slippedeasily into a con-
versation. It was Deirdre who did most
of the talking. She told Paul that she
was from Vancouveroriginally, and that
she'd movedto Bostonin her twenties, to
studyinterior design. She’d met Farouk
one Sundayafternoon,a year and a half
ago, when she was walking outofa café

in the South End. He had followed
her halfway down theblock, tapped
her on the shoulder, looked her up and
down with unconcealeddesire. “You can’t
imagine,” Deirdre said, rememberingit.

“You can’t imagine how somethinglike
thatfeels.” Nevertheless, he'd been gen-
tlemanly. For their first date, they had
gone to Walden Pond. Afterward, they
had bought corn and tomatoes, and
grilled salmonin her back yard. Farouk
loved her home, an old farmhouse on
five acres. He had asked her to draw
uptheplansforredoinghis kitchen. On
Labor Day, they had hiked Mt. Sunapee
together. She said other things Paul
listened to, unsure of how much he

shouldbelieve. Foreither theywere true,
and Farouk and Deirdre were having
a full-blown affair, or Deirdre was sim-
ply inventingit all, the waylonely,
drunk people sometimesinventthings.
Atonepoint, he wanderedintothehall-

way and opened Sang’s door, making
sure the curtain wastiedas he'd remem-
beredit.

“What about you?” Deirdre asked
suddenly.

“What about me?”
“Well, here I am going on and you

haven't said a thing.Whatare youlike,
Paul? Are you happy?”

Hehad sacrificed an hour to this
woman.Theedgeofhis ear ached from
pressing the phonetoit for so long.
“This isn’t about me.” He swallowed,
shutting the door to Sang’s room.“It’s
about Sang.”

“They're cousins, right?” Deirdre |
said. He could barely hear her. “Aren't
they?”

The desperation with which she
asked him brought with it a crushing
certainty. He knew thatall she had told
him was true, the knowledge of some-

thing having goneterribly wronglevel-
ling him the wayhis exam had. The way
Theresa's words had.

“Sang and Farouk are notcousins,” he
said. Hefelt a strange, inward power as
he spoke, aware that the information
could devastateher.

Shewas silent.
“They're boyfriend and girlfriend,

Deirdre,” he said. “A serious couple.”
“Oh,yeah?” Her tone was challeng-

ing. “Howserious?”
He thought for a moment. “They|

see each other four or five nights a
week.”

“They do?” To Paul’s satisfaction,
Deirdre sounded wounded by this
information.

“Yes,” he said, adding,“they've been
togetherfor overthree years.”

“Three?”Theword trailed off weakly,
in a way that made Paul wonderif she
mightcry again. But when she spoke
next her voice was clear. “Well, we're a

serious couple,too. I picked him up from
theairport yesterdaywhen he came back
from Cairo. I saw him tonight. He was
here for dinner, here in my house. He

madelove to me on mystaircase, Paul.
An hour ago,I couldstill feel him drip-
ping down mythighs.”

ang returned from London with pre-
sents for the house, KitKats in red

wrappers,tea from Harrods, marmalade,
chocolate-coated biscuits. A snapshot
of her nephew wentup ontherefrig-  
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erator, his small smiling face pressed
against Sang’s. Paul, from his room,
saw that itwas Faroukwho dropped her
off at the house. Eventually, Paul had
gone downstairs, down the magnificent
staircase which he was now unable to
descend without a fleeting image of
Farouk naked on top of a woman who
‘wasnot Sang.In the kitchen he opened
his cupboard and pulled down the
Dewar's.

“Wow. Things havereally changed
around here,” Sang said, smiling, her
eyebrows raised in amusement, watching
him pourthe drink.

“Whatdo you mean?”
“You're drinking Scotch. If I'd

known,I would have bought you some
single malt in duty-free, instead of the
KitKats.”

The thought of her buying him a
gift depressed him. They werefriendly,
but they were notfriends. He offered
hera glass of the Scotch, which she ac-
cepted. They sat together at the table.
Sheclinkedherglass againsthis.

She began sorting through the mail
Paul had collected for her. Her hairwas
a few inchesshorter; she smelled in-
tensely ofa spicy perfume.

“T don't know any Deirdres,”shesaid,
reading her messages on the legal pad.
“Did she say whyshe wascalling?”

He'd drained his glass, and was al-
readypacified by the drink. He shook
his head.

“wonder whatI should do.”
“About what?”
“Well, shouldI call her back?”
Hestood up and openedthefreezer

to get ice cubes for a second drink.
Whenhereturnedto thetable, she was
crossing out the name with a pencil.
“Forget it. She's probably a telemarketer
or something.”

Avicits Sang waseasy. The uni-
versity library, which Paul nor-

mally found so charmless, with its ce-

mentfloors and gray metal shelves and
carrels full of anonymous ball-point phi-
losophy, was where he began to spend
his days. At home,hediscovered thatit
‘wasjust as easy to take a sandwich up to
his room. Winter gave wayto a wet, re-
luctantspring, full of wind andslanted
rains that lashed the windowby Paul’s
bed. Wheneverthe phonerang,he didn’t
answer. In thefirst few days after Sang’s
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return, he'd been convinced, each time,
thatit would be Deirdre, demanding to

talk to Sang. But Deirdre nevercalled.
Hewaitedforher voice, the things she
hadtold him,to fade from his memory.
Butthe conversations had lodged them-
selves stubbornly in his mind,alongside
all the plays and poemsandessays. He
saw two people swimming in Walden
Pond,their heads above the surface of
the water. But then there was Sang, day
after day, disappearing to eat dinner at
Farouk’. ‘There she was,sitting at the
kitchentable, booking Farouk’s tickets to
Cairo for the summer, his credit-card
number written ona sheetof paper. After
two months, Deirdrestill hadn't called,
and Paul finally stopped fearing that
she would.

Paul took the week of his spring
break off from studying. “Stop cram-
ming. That’s probably what happened
thefirst time. Goto the Caribbean,” his
adviser suggested. Instead, Paul stayed
at home,butdeclared himself officially
on vacation. He went to moviesat the
Brattle, spent two days making a cas-
soulet. He drove to Wellfleet one day,
forcing himself not to take a book. He
decided to ride out to Concord onhis
bike, to see Emerson’s house; on Satur-
day morning, he discovered that the
chain needed to befixed, and he brought
the bike upto the deck. Whenhe looked
up, Sang was standingthere, the phone
in her hands,the cord stretched as far as
it could go.

“Something weird just happened,”
shesaid.

“What?”
“It was that Deirdre woman. The

one you took the message from when
Twas away.”

Paul bent down,pretending to root
aroundfor something in his tool box.
“She wasasking for Farouk,” Sang con-
tinued.“Shesays she’s a friendofhis, vis-
iting from outof town.”

“Oh.So thatmust have been why she
was calling,” hesaid,relieved to hear that
this was all Deirdre had said.

“He's never mentioned a Deirdre.”
“Oh.”
Sang sat downin a beach chair, the

phonein herlap, her body leaning into
it. Shestraightened,staring atthe phone,
pressing numbers at random without
picking upthereceiver. “Farouk doesn’t
have anyfriends,” she said. “Ever since

Tve known him,he’s never introduced
metoa single friend. I’m his onlyfriend,
really.” She looked intentlyat Paul, and
for a second hefeared she was aboutto
draw somesort of parallel, point out that
Paul didn’t havefriends, either. Instead,
she said, “How did she get my num-
ber, anyway?”

She'd looked it up in Farouk’s address
book; Deirdre had confessed this to
Paul. Farouk had madeit easy for her,
writing it under “S” for Sang, the name
ofthe cousin he had mentioned in away
that had madeher suspicious. Paul shook
his head, standing up, squeezing the
handbrakes on the bicycle. “Don't know.
I guess I'd ask Farouk.”

“Right. Ask Farouk.” She stood up
and wentbackinto the house.

That evening, when Paul returned
from Concord, he found Sang at the
Kitchen table. She said nothing as he
wentto therefrigerator to pull out the
remainsofthecassoulet.

“Farouk isn't in,” she said, as if re-
sponding to a question on Paul’s part.
“He hasn't beenin all day.”

Helifted thelid of the baking dish
and sprinkled a fewdrops of water on
top ofthe cassoulet. “You wantsomeof
this?”

“No,thanks.” She wasfrowning.
Paul put the cassoulet in the oven,

and poured a Scotch. The musclesin his
armsandhis thighs achedpleasantly. He
wanted to take a showerbeforeeating.

“So, whenexactly did this Deirdre
personcall?”Sangsaid, stopping him as
he walked outofthe kitchen.

Heturnedtofaceher, pivoting onhis

heels. “I don't remember. It was when
you were away.”

“And did she say anything to you?”
“Whatdo you mean?”
“What did she say to you, exactly?”
“Nothing. I didn’t talk toher,” hesaid,

his pulse racing; he wasthankful that he
was already coated with sweat. “Shejust
wantedyoutocall her back.”

“Well, I can’t call her back. She didn’t
even leave her number. It was weird.
Did she soundlike a weirdsort of per-
son to you?”
He remembered Deirdre’s tears. “I

love him,” she'd told Paul, a perfect
stranger. He looked at Sang, manipulat-

ing his face into an uncomprehending
expression. “I'm notsurewhat you mean.”

Shesighed impatiently. “Can you
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hand methat?”she said, pointingto the
message pad.

Paul watched as Sang began flipping
through the pages that had been turned
over, runningherfinger down each line.

“Whatare you looking for?”he said
after a moment.

“Her number.”
“Why?”

“Lwanttocall her back.”
“Why?”
She looked up at him, exasperated.

“Because I wantto, Paul. Is that O.K.
with you?”

Hewentupstairs to take his shower.
It wasn't his business, he told himself as
the hot water washed over him, and,
later, as he dried himself, then combed.
backhis hair, enveloped in steam.When
he came downstairs again, he found her
on her hands and knees, going through
therecycling bin, newspapers and mag-
azinespiled aroundher.

“Damnit,” she said.
“Nowwhat are you lookingfor?”
“The number. I remember ripping

out that page for somereason. I think I
threw it away.” She began to put the
newspapers and magazinesback into the
bin. “Damnit,” shesaid again. She stood
up, kicking thebin lightlywith herfoot.
“T don’t even rememberherlast name.
Do you”

Heinhaled,as if to seal the informa-
tion inside himself, but then he shook
his head,relieved at the opportunity, at
last, to be honest with her. He,too, had

forgotten Deirdre’s last name. It had
been a nameofonesyllable, but apart
from that detail it had vanished from
his brain.

“Hey, Paul,” Sang said after a mo-
ment. “Are you O.K.? I’m sorry if I
sounded harsh back then.”
He walked across the kitchen,

opened the oven. “Don'tworry aboutit.”
Herstomach growled,loudly enough

for Paul to hear. “God, I just realized I
haven't eaten a thing today. I think Pll
have someofthat cassoulet, afterall.
Should I make a salad?” This would be
their first dinner together, alone, without

Heather. He used to yearn for such an
occasion. He used to feel clumsy and
tongue-tied when Sangwas in the room.
Now hefelt dread.

“I guessshe was little weird,”he said
slowly, gazing at the backof Sang’s head,
bentforward overthe sinkwhere she was
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tipping lettuce. She turned around.
“How? How did she seem weird to

you?”
He was so nervous thatfor a terri-

ble instant he worried that he might
laugh out loud. Sang was regarding
him steadily. The faucet was still run-
ning. She reached back to turn it off,
and nowthe room wassilent.

“She was crying,”he said.
“Crying?”
“Um—yeah.”
“Crying how?”
“Just—crying. Like she was upset

about something.”
Sang opened her mouth,as if to

speak, but for a while it simply hung
open.“Solet megetthis straight. This
woman Deirdre called and asked for
me.

Paul nodded. “Right.”
“Andyousaid I wasn't there.”
“Right.”
“And then she asked you to have me

call her back.”
“Right.”
“Andthen shestarted crying?”
“Yeah.”
“Andthen what happened?”
“Thatwas it. Then she hung up.”
For a moment, Sang seemed satisfied

with the information, nodding slowly.
Then she shook her head abruptly, as
if to flick it away. “Why didn’t youtell
methis?”

Heregretted having offered her
the cassoulet. He regretted having ever
picked up the phonethatday. He regret-
ted that Sang and not another person
had moved into the room,into his house,
intohis life.“I did,” hesaid calmly, draw-
ing a line between them in his mind.“I
told you shecalled.”

“But you didn'ttell methis.”
“No.”
She opened her eyes wide, incredu-

lous. “Didn'tit occur toyou I mightwant
to know?”

Hecurled his lips together, looking
away.

“Well?” she demanded, shouting at
him now. “Didn't it?”

Whenhestill did not reply, she
marchedupto him, her hands clenched
in fists, and he braced himself for a
blow, twisting his face to one side. But
she didn’t strike him. Instead she
grippedthesides of her own head,as if
to steady herself. “My God,Paul.” Her

voice was so shrill it was nearly inaudi-
ble. “Whatthehell is wrongwith you?”

‘ow it was she whobegan to avoid
him. For a few nights, she was

not at home. Paul saw hergetting into
Charles's truck with a weekend bag.
Because Heather had by then all but
officially moved in with Kevin, once
again Paul found himself alone in the
house. A week passed before he saw
Sang again. Thinking himself alone, he
hadn't bothered to shut his door. She
came up to his room, wearing a pretty
dress he’d never seen, a white cotton
short-sleeved dress,fitted at the waist.
The neck was square, showing off her
collarbones.

“Hey,”shesaid.
“Hey.” Hehad notmissedheratall.
“Look. J just wantedto tell you that

it’s all a huge confusion. Deirdre really is
an oldfriend of Farouk’s, from wayback.
From college.”

“You don’t have to explain it to me,”
Paul said.

“Shelives in Canada.” Sang contin-
ued. “In Vancouver.”

“Tsee.”
“They talk,like, once a year. Farouk

mentioned my nameto her years ago,
whenwe first got together, when he
lived in another apartment, andshere-
memberedit. She was trying to get
in touch with him because she’s get-
ting married, and she wanted to send
Farouk an invitation. She didn’t have
Farouk’s new address or his number,
and he’s notlisted. That’s whyshetried
here.”

She seemed strangely flattered, ex-
cited by her absurd explanation. Some
color had cometo her cheeks.

“There’s onlyonething, Paul.”
Helooked up. “What's that?”
“Farouk called Deirdre to ask about

whatyousaid.”
“WhatI said?”
“About the crying.” Sang shrugged

her shoulders, dropped them carelessly.
“He told me she has no idea what you
were talking about.” Her voice sounded
compressed,the words running together
quickly.

“Are you saying I madeit up?”
Shewas silent.
For hersake, he'd told her about the

crying. Thatnightin the kitchen, watch-
ing her make the salad, he'd felt the walls



collapsing around her. He'd wanted to
warn her somehow. Now he wanted
to push her from the door frame where
she stood.
“Whywould I makeup story like

that?” Hecould feel a nerveon oneside
ofhis head throbbing.

Instead of arguing with him,she gave
a sympathetic glance,letting her head
rest against the door frame. “I don’t
know, Paul.”It occurred to him thatthis
was the first time she'd visited him in
his room. For a moment,she appeared to
besearching for a free placetosit. She
straightenedherhead.

“Did youreally think it would make
meleave him?”

“T didn’t think it would make you do
anything,” Paul said. He was clenching
his teeth now. His bodyfelt heavy from
her accusation, numb.“I didn’t make
itup.”

“T mean,it’s one thing for you to
like me, Paul,” she continued. “It’s one
thing for you to have a crush. Butto
make up astory like that—’ Shestopped,
her mouth nowstraining into some-
thing that was not a smile.“It’s pathetic,
really. Pathetic!” And she walked out of
the room.

Whentheycrossed paths again, she
didn’t apologize for the outburst. She
didn’t appear angry,only indifferent. He
noticed thata copyof the Phoenix,which
she'dleft on top of the microwave, was
foldedto thereal-estate section, and that
a few ofthelistings were circled. She
cameand wentfrom Farouk’s. She looked
up at Paul briefly when she happened
to see him,with a mechanical little smile,
and then she looked away, asif he were
invisible.

he next time Sang worked at the
bookstore, Paul stayed up in his

room until he heard her leave the
house. Once she was gone, he wentto
the kitchen, emptyingouttherecycling
bin, which had not been taken outall
winter. He flipped thougheach maga-
zine, unfolded every newspaper, search-

 

ingfor the sheetof paper with Deirdre’s
number. It would be like Sang, he
thought, to look forit and notfindit.
But Paul couldn't findit, either. He
pulled out theWhite Pages and opened
it at random,searching for a Deirdre,
notcaring how ridiculoushewas being.
Then he rememberedit. Her last name.
Tt swam effortlessly back to his mem-
ory, accompanied by the sound of
Deirdre’s voice as she introduced herself
to him that night on the telephone |
months ago. He turnedto the “F”s, saw
it there, a D. Frain, an address in Bel-

mont. Hedr:
finger beneath thelisting, leaving a faint
dentin the paper.

Hecalled the next day. Heleft a
message on her machine,asking her to
call him back. He felt giddy, having
doneit. In a way, it was his fear that
Deirdre wouldnotcall him back, know-
ing thatshe, too, was now keeping her
distance, that emboldened him to keep
calling, to keep leaving messages.
“Deirdre,this is Paul. Please call me,”
hesaid each time.
And then one dayshe picked up

the phone.
“[needtotalk to you,”he said.
She recognized his voice. “I know.

Listen, Paul—”

Hecutheroff. “It’s notright,” he said.
Hewas sitting in a booth in thelobby of
thelibrary, watchingas students flashed
their ID cards to the security guard. He
fished in his pocket for extra quarters.
“J listened to you. I was kind to you. I
didn’t havetotalk to you.”

“T know. I'm sorry. It was wrong of
me.” She no longer sounded drunk or
flirtatious or desperate or upset in any
way. She wasperfectly ordinary, polite
but removed.

“J didn’t eventell her the otherstuff
you told me.” He saw that a student
was standing outside the booth, wait-

ing for him tofinish. Paul lowered his
voice. Hefelt mildly hysterical. “Re-
memberall that stuff?”

“Look, please, I said I’m sorry. Can
you hold on a second?” Paul heard a
doorbell ring. After a minute, she came

back to the phone.“I have to go now. I'll
call you back.”

“When?” Paul demanded,afraid that
she was lying to him,that it was a ploy
to berid of him. In January, when Paul
had wanted to get off the phone with

aggedthe nail of his index |
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Deirdre, she had pleaded with him to
stay on theline.

“Later. Tonight,”shesaid.
“I wantto knowwhen.”
Shetold him she‘dcall atten.
The idea came to him immediately

after getting off the phone,the receiver
still in his hand. Heleftthelibrary, went
to the nearest RadioShack. “I need a
phone,” he told the salesman. “And an
adapter with twojacks.”

t was a night Sang worked at the
bookstore; as usual, she was home by

nine.Shesaid nothing to Paulwhen she
cameinto the kitchen to get her mail.

“T called Deirdre,” Paul said.
“Whydon'tyou stop involving your-

self this way?” Sang said evenly, leafing
througha catalogue.

“She's calling meatten o'clock,” Paul
said. “If you want,youcan listen in with-
out her knowing. I got another phone
and hooked it upto ourline.”

She droppedthecatalogue,noticing
the second phone. “Jesus, Paul,” she
hissed.“I can’t fucking believe you.”

Shewentinto her room; atfive to ten
she cameout, and sat next to Paul. He'd
set the phonestogether on the table. At
exactlyone minute past ten, both phones
rang. Paul picked up one. “Hello?”

“Tt’s me,” Deirdresaid.
Henodded, motioning to Sang, and

slowly, carefully, Sang picked up the
other phoneandputit to her ear with-
outallowingit to touch her. Sheheldit
unnaturally, the bottom ofthe receiver
turned away from her mouth, pointed
towardhershoulder.

“LikeI said, Paul, 'm sorry forcalling

you.I shouldn't have,” Deirdresaid.
Sheseemedrelaxed,willingtotalk, in

no apparent rush. Paul relaxed little,
too.“Butyou did.”

“Yes.”
“Andyoucried about Farouk.”
“Yes.”
“And then you made meintoa liar.”
Shewassilent.
“You denied the wholething.”
“Tt was Freddy's idea.”
“And you wentalong withit,” Paul

said. He was looking at Sang. She was
pressingher topteeth into herlowerlip
in a waythatlooked painful.

“Whatwas I supposed to do, Paul?”
Deirdre said. “He was furious when he
found outI'd called you. Herefused to

see me. He unplugged his phone. He
wouldn't answerthe door.”

Sang put a palm against the table’s
edge, asif to push it away, but she ended
up pushing herself back in her chair,
scraping the linoleum. Paul put a fin-
gerto his lips, but then herealized that,
to Deirdre, it was he who'd made the
sound. She kept talking.

“Listen, Paul, I’m sorry you're in the
middle of all this. I really am sorry I
called. It wasjust that Freddy kepttell-
ing me Sangwas his cousin, and when
J asked him to introduce meto her he
refused. I didn’t care at first. I figured I
wasn't the only woman in hislife. But
then I fell in love with him.” Shewanted
to believe him,she explained. She was a
thirty-five-year-old woman,already
married and divorced. She didn’t have
timeforthis.

“ButI’ve endedit,” she said, matter-
of-factly. “You know,there was a point
whenI actually believed he couldn't live
without me. That's whathe does to wom-
en. He depends on them. He asks them
to do a hundred things, makes them be-
lievehis life won't functionwithoutthem.
That was him this afternoon when you
called, still wantingto see me,still want-
ing to keep meontheside. He doesn’t
have anyfriends, you see. Only lovers.
I think he needs them, the way other

people need a family or friends.” She
sounded reasonable andreflective now,
as if she were describing an affair she'd
had years before. Sang’s eyes were closed
and she was shaking her head slowly
from sideto side. The dog was barking.

“That's my dog,” Deirdre said. “He’s
always hated Freddy. He's thesize of a
football, but every time Freddy comes
over he makes meputa guardrail across
thestairs.”

Sanginhaledsharply. Sheputthe re-
ceiver down quietly on thetable, then
she pickedit up again.

“T shouldgo,”Paul said.
“Me,too,” Deirdre agreed. “1 think

you needtotell her now.”
Hewas startled,afraid Deirdre had

discovered histrick, that she knew that

Sang was listening in. “Tell her what?”
“Tell her about me and Farouk. She

deserves to know. It sounds like youre a
good friend ofhers.”

Deirdre hungup, and for a long time
Paul and Sangsatthere, listening to the

silence. He had cleared himself with



Sang,andyethefelt norelief, no vindi-
cation. Eventually, Sang hung up her
phoneandstoodup,slowly, but made no
further movements. She looked sealed
off from things, holdingherself as if she

still needed to beperfectly stealthy, as if
theslightest soundor gesture would be-
tray her presence.

“T’m sorry,”Paul said finally.
She nodded and wentto her room,

shutting the door. After a while he fol-
lowedher, stood outside. “Sang? Do you
need anything?”

Heremainedthere,waiting for her to
reply. He heard her moving around the
room. When the door opened, he saw

that she had changed,into a black top
with longtight-fitting sleeves. Her pink
raincoat was draped over her arm, her

purse hanging overher shoulder. “I need
aride.”

In thecar, she directed him,saying
whatto do and where to turn only at
the last possible minute. They drove
through Allston and down Storrow
Drive. “There,” she said, pointing. It
was an ugly high-rise, bereft of charm
andyetclearly exclusive, on the Cam-
bridge side oftheriver. She got out of
thecar andstarted walking.

Paul followed her. “Whatare you
doing?”

She speeded up.“I need to talk to
him.” She spoke in a monotone.

“T don't know, Sang.”
She walked even faster, her shoes

clicking on the pavement.
The lobbywas filled with beige sofas

and potted trees. There was an African
doormansittingat the deskwhosmiledat
them, recognizing Sang. Hewas listening
to a radio tunedto the news in French.

“Evening, Miss.”
“Hello, Raymond.”
“Getting cold again, Miss. Maybe

rainlater.”
“Maybe.”
She keptherfinger pressed ontheel-

evator button until it came, while she

fixed herhair in the mirror opposite. On
thetenth floor, they stopped, then walked
to the end of the hallway. The doors
were dark brown,thickly varnished. She

tapped the door knocker,whichwas like
asmall brass picture frame hingedto the
surface. Inside, there was the soundofa
television. Then there was silence.

“It’s me,” shesaid.
Shetappedit again.Five consecutive

taps. Ten. Shepressed the top of her head
against the door. “I heard her, Farouk. I

heard Deirdre. She called Paul, and I
heard her.” Sang’s voice was quavering.

“Please open the door.” Shetried the
knob,a strong metal knob, which would

not budge.
There were footsteps, a chain being

undone. Farouk opened the door,a day's
stubble on his face. He wore flecked
fisherman's sweater, corduroypants,black.
espadrilles onbare feet. He looked noth-
ing like a philanderer, just bookish and
slight.“I did notinvite you here,” he said
acidly when he saw Paul.

Inspiteofall he knew, Paulwas stung
by the words, unableto speak in his own

defense.
“Please leave,” Farouk said. “Please,

for once,try to respectour privacy.”
“She asked me,”Paul said.
Farouk lurched forward, arms ex-

tendedrigidly in front of him, push-
ing Paul away as if he were a large piece
offurniture. Paul took step back, then
resisted, grabbing Farouk’s wrists. The

two menfell to the floor of the hallway,
Paul's glasses flying onto the carpet.It
waseasy for Paul to pin Farouk to the
ground,to dig his fingers into his shoul-
ders. Paul squeezed themtightly, through
the thick wool of the sweater, feeling

the give of the tendons, aware that Fa-

rouk was nolongerresisting. For a mo-
ment, Paul lay on top of him fully, sub-
duing him like a lover. He looked up,
searching for Sang, but she was nowhere.
Helooked back at the man beneath him,
a manhebarely knew, a man hehated.

“All she wants is for you to admitit,”
Paul said. “I thinkyou owe herthat.”

Farouk spatat Paul's face, a cold spray
that made Paul recoil. Farouk pushed
him off, went into his apartment and

slammedthe door. Other doors along
the hallway began to open. Paul could
hear Farouk fastening the chain. He
found his glasses and stood up, pressed
his ear to the varnished wood.He heard
crying, then series of objects falling.
At onepoint he could hear Farouk say-
ing,“Stopit, please, please,it’s not as bad

as you think.” And then Sang saying,
“How manytimes?How manytimesdid
youdoit? Did youdoit here on the bed?”
A minutelater, the elevator opened

and a man walked toward Farouk’s
apartment. He was a lean man with gray
hair anda bigbunch ofkeys in his hand.
“Tm thesuper inthis building. Whoare
you?”he asked Paul.

“T live with the woman inside,” he
said, pointing at Farouk’s door.

“You her husband?”
“No?”

The super knocked on the door, say-

 “Thatoldfifteen-minutes-of-fame thing—thatsfrom the Bible, isn't it?”



ing neighbors had complained. He con-
tinued to knock, rapping the wood with
his knuckles until the door opened.

Inside was a hallwayilluminated by
track lights. Paul glimpsed a bright white
kitchen without windows, a stack of
cookbooks on the counter.To the right
was a dining room,painted the same

sage green as Sang’s room.Paul followed
the superinto the living room. There
was an off-white sofa, a coffee table, a

sliding glass doorthat led to a balcony. In
the distance was a view of the Citgo
sign, draining andfilling with color.
There was a bookcase along one wall
which hadfallen to thefloor, its books
ina heap. Thereceiver ofa telephone on
a side table hung from a cord, beep-
ing faintly, repeatedly. In spite of these
things, the room hada barrenquality, as.
if someonewere in the process of mov-
ing outofit.

Sang was kneeling on an Oriental
carpet, picking up the pieces of what
appearedto have beena clear glass vase.
She was shivering. Herhairwas undone,
hanging towardthefloor, partly shield-
ing her face. There was water every-
where, and the ruins of a bouquet of
flowers,irises and tigerlilies and daf-
fodils. She worked carefully with the
glass, creating a pile of shards on the
coffee table. There were petals in her
hair and stuckto her face and neck, and
plastered to the skin exposed above her
black scoop-necked top, as if she had
smeared them onherself like a cream.
There were welts emerging above her
neckline, fresh and bright.

The menstoodthere, looking at her,
noneof them saying anything. A po-
licemanarrived,his black boots and his
gun andhisradiofilling up the room,
static from his radio replacing the si-
lence. Someone in the building had
called the station to complain,hesaid.
He asked Sang, whowas still on the
floor, if Farouk had struck her. Sang
shook her head.

“Doyoulive here?” he asked.
“T painted the walls,” Sang said,as if

that would explain everything. Paul re-
membered her painting her own room,
barefoot,listeningto Billie Holiday.

The policeman leanedover, inspect-
ing the broken glass andflower debris on
the carpet, noticing the welts on her
skin. “Whathappened?”

“I bought them,” she said, tears
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streaming quickly down her cheeks. Her
voice was thick, ashamed.“I did this to
myself.”

After that, everything proceeded in
an orderly way, with people moving in
separate directions, notreacting to any-
oneelse. The policemanfilled out a
form,thenlent an arm and took Sang to
the bathroom. The super left, saying
something to Farouk abouta fine.
Farouk went to the kitchen, returning
with roll of paper towels and a garbage
bag, and knelt bythe carpet, cleaningup
the mess Sang had made. Thepolice-
man lookedat Paul,as if assessing him

for the first time. He asked if Paul was
an involvedparty.

“Tm her housemate,” Paul replied. “I
just gave hera ride.”

he next morning, Paul was awak-
ened by the noise ofa car doorclos

ing. He wentto thewindow andsaw the
trunk of a taxi being pressed down by
the driver’s hand. Sanghad left a note on
the kitchentable: shewas going to Lon-
don to visit hersister. Paul, thanks for
yesterday, it said. Along with this was a
signed check for her portionofthe rent.

For a few days, nothing happened.
Hecollected her mail. The bookstore
called to ask where she was. Paul told
themshe had the flu. Two weeks later,
the bookstore called again. This timeit
was to fire her. The third week, Farouk
began tocall, asking to speak to her. He
didn’t identify himself, didn’t press Paul

whenhe said, nightafter night, “Sang’s
notin.” Hewas polite to Paul, in a way
he had never been before, saying thank
you,that he'd try later. Paul relished these
calls. Heliked depriving Farouk of the
knowledge of where Sang was. But
then, one day whenhecalled, Heather,
holedupin the housethat weekto study
for an exam, happened to answer and
said, “She’s left the country,” putting an
end to Farouk’ calls.

At the end of the month,the rent
was due. Paul and Heather didn’t have

 

enoughto coverit. Instead of contacting
Sang’s parents, he lookeduphersister’s
phone numberin London on an old
telephonebill.Awoman answered,who
sounded justlike her.

“Sang?”
The phone switched hands, and a

mancameon theline. “Whois this?”
“This is her housemate in America,

in Brookline. Paul. I'm trying to reach
Sang.”

There was a long pause. After some
minutes had passed, he wonderedif he
ought to hangup andtry again. But then
the manpicked up the phone. He didn’t
apologize for the delay. “She’s indisposed
at the moment. I’m sureshe'll appreciate
your call.”

Charles came that weekend to pack
up Sang’s things. Hetossed her clothes
into garbage bags,stripped the futon of
its sheets, and asked Paul to help him put
it out on the sidewalk. Wrapping the
framed Indian miniatures in newspaper
at the kitchen table, he told Paul hed
talked to Sang on the phone,said that
she'dbe living in London with hersister
though the summer. “You know, I kept

telling her to leave him. Can you be-
lieve, I never even metthe guy?”

Charles loaded up the back of his
truck, until all that was left of Sang in
the house was the sage and mole paint
on the walls of her room,and the hang-
ing plantover the dish drainer. “I guess
that’s everything,” Charles said.
The truck disappeared, but Paul

stood awhile longer, looking at the
houses lining the street.Though Charles
was her friend, she had nottold him. She
had not told Charles that Paul had
known for months about Deirdre. That
night at Farouk’s apartment,afterwash-
ing up in the bathroom, Sang had got
down onall fours and crawled into
Farouk’s coat closet,weeping uncontrol-

lably, at onepointhitting herself with a
shoe. She'd refused to emerge from the
closet until the policemanlifted her by
the armpits, and dragged herforcefully
from the apartment, telling Paul to see
her home.Tiny pieces of flower petals
andleaves werestill stuck in her hair. She
had taken Paul’s handin the elevator,
andall the way backto the house.In the
car, she had cried continuously with her
head between her knees,notletting go
of Paul’s hand,gripping it even as he
shifted gears. He had putthe seat belton



her; her body had beenstiff, unyielding.
She seemed to know, without looking
up, when they had turnedin to their
road. By then, she had stopped crying.
Hernosewas running. She wipedit with
the back of her hand. A light rain had
begunto fall, and within seconds the
windows and the windshield seemed
covered with scratches, similar to the
onesshe'd inflicted onherself, the drops
beading up in small diagonal lines.

he day Paul passed his exams, two
of his professors took him to the

Four Seasons bar for a drink. He had
many drinks that afternoon,ice-cold.
Martinis on an unseasonablywarm spring
day. He drank them quickly on an empty
stomachandlittle sleep the night be-
fore, and suddenly he was drunk. He
had answered every question, passed
with honors the three-hour ordeal. “Let's
pretendit never happened,” his commit-
tee told him,alluding to his previous
embarrassment. After they left him,
shaking handsa final time, patting him
on the back for good measure, he went

to the men’s room,splashed water onhis
face. Hepressed a plush white towel to
his temples, sprayed himself with some
cologne from a leather-encased bottle
bythe sink. Returningto the lobby, the
reception desk, the massive bouquets of
flowers, the well-dressed guests, the

brass carts piled with expensive lug-
gage—all of them had spun round him
like a carousel, then floated one by one

in an arc acrosshisvision. For a while, he

stood watching these images appearing
and fading like fireworks, not wanting
them to end. He wanted moneyall of a
sudden,enoughofit to march upto the
desk and request a room, a big white
bed,silence.

Outside, he turned a corner, crossed a
street. He walked toward Common-
wealth Avenue,so different at this end
from the way it was by the university.
Here it wasanelegant, tree-lined boule-
vard,flanked by spectacular homes, and
benches on which tosit and admire the
architecture. Thecross streets progressed.
alphabetically, Berkeley, Clarendon,
Dartmouth. He walked slowly, still
drunk, looking now andthenfora taxi to
take him home.AtExeterStreet, he no-
ticed a couple on a bench.It was Farouk
and a woman, willowy but haggard.
Her bonynose was little too large for

her face. Herslim legs were crossed.
Hereyes, a limpid turquoise blue, were
topped with mascara-coated lashes and
she blinked rapidly, asif irritated by a
grain of sand.

There was an empty bench across
from them. Paul walked to it and sat
down. Looseninghistie, he looked di-
rectly at Farouk. For this man, Deirdre

had called a perfect stranger, made fool
of herself. For this man, Sang would
rush from the house,hadrefused all her
suitors. Because thesuitors didn’t know
her, they hadn't had a chance.“It’s not
love,”she used to say. Theystill called for
her now and again, their voices eager,
their intentionsplain. “Do you know her
number in London?” someasked, but |
Paul had thrown it away. His headtilting
this way andthat way, he studied Farouk
carefully. Paul had lain on top of this
man.Hehadfelt thoselegs, that chest,

beneath his own, had smelled his skin
andhair andbreath.It was a knowledge
he shared with Sang and Deirdre, a
knowledge each had believed to be her
own.Farouk and thewoman exchanged
glances. Let them, Paul thought, smil-
ing, a quiet snicker escaping him. There
was nothing Farouk could do to stop
him; not with this new woman at his
side. Heslouched down,his head against
the wood of the bench now, allowing
the afternoon sun to warm his body, his
face. He was temptedto stretch out. He
closedhis eyes.

Hefelt a poke in thesideofhis arm.
Tt was Farouk,standingin frontof him.

“Youshould begrateful I didn't sue,”
Farouk said. He spokeprecisely yet
withoutrancor, as if he were making ca-

sual conversation.
Paul rubbed his eyes behind his

glasses,displacing them. “What?”
“You've damaged myshoulder. I had

to get an M.R.I. I may needsurgery.”
‘The woman,nowstandingfew feet

behind Farouk, said something Paul was
unable to hear.

“Heshould know,” Farouk said to the
woman,his voice rising unpleasantly.
Then heshrugged,and they walked off
together. There was something curious
about the way they were walking, to-
gether and yet with a space between
them.It wasonly thenthat Paul noticed |
a small yellow dog at the end of a very
Jongleash,stretched tautin the woman's
hand,pulling her along the path.
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DIGITAL DREAMS
WhatifHoward Roark had useda Mac?

BY PAUL GOLDBERGER

hundredyears ago this month,
‘rank Lloyd Wrightdelivered an

impassioned and somewhat bombastic
lecture, “The Art and Craft of the Ma-
chine,” atJane Addams’s Hull House in
Chicago. Modern technology, he said,
made a newkind ofarchitecture im-
perative. Indeed, a contemporaryarchi-

tect who designed a Greek temple or a
Gothic church wasa traitor to his age,
andto his art. The creative vitality of ar-
chitecture lay with those who embraced
the new technologyandcelebrated it. In
1901, mass production,the steel skele-
ton, the elevator, and vast expanses of
glass were being introduced, but most
architects took great pains to hide the
methods and materials that madetheir
buildings possible. Cass Gilbert, for
instance, covered the steel skeleton of
the Woolworth Building with ornate
terra-cotta Gothic ornamentation. For
Wright and other modern theorists, such
as Peter Behrens, Le Corbusier, Walter

Gropius, and Mies van der Rohe, the
new technologywasthepoint.

‘Youngarchitects today can also make
a prettygood argumentthattechnology
is creating a newarchitectural aesthetic,
and “Folds, Blobs + Boxes: Architecture
in the Digital Era,” an exhibitionat the
Heinz Architectural Centerat the Car-
negie MuseumofArtinPittsburgh, goes

a long way toward demonstrating what
that aesthetic is and howit relates to the
restofthe culture and tothearchitecture
ofthe past century. Theexhibition wasor-
ganized byJoseph Rosa,thecenter's new
curator, who explains in the catalogue
to the showthat he intendedtoillus-
trate “the connection betweentwentieth-
centurypredigital and digital blobs.”
Rosais examining a new directionin ar-
chitecture, something that museums
are often hesitantto do. (It’s usually ar-
chitectural magazinesthat anointtrends.
Museumstendto devotetheir wall space
to shows about famousarchitects.)

Several years ago,the architect Greg

Lynn used the word“blobs”to designate
the amorphousshapes that computer-
generated designs often take. Lynn is
fondofjargonlike “volumetric gastrula-
tions” and the “torquing” of form. (His
mostfamousbuilding, the Korean Pres-
byterian Church in Queens, was de-

signed while he and his two partners
‘werein separate cities. They workedto-
gether via their computers.) Blobs are
the moststriking shapes created by the
digital architects, but some of the best

workintheexhibitionfalls into the other
categories. Peter Stamberg and Paul
Aferiat’s Shelter Island Pavilion,for in-
stance, whichis a kind of exploded ver-
sion of Mies van der Rohe’s Barcelona
Pavilion,is classified as a box, and Peter

Eisenman’s Staten Island Institute of
Arts and Sciences,a blob turnedin onit-
self, is a fold. In the end, however, the
similarities betweenthese various proj-
ects outweigh the differences. Theyare
all self-referential, abstract shapes.

Computers havebeeninfiltrating the
drafting roomfor a full generation now,
but until the last few years they were
mainlytools that helped make conven-
tional architecture easier to produce. A
drawing that would in the past have
taken an architect hours or evendays to
finish could be completedin a minute or
two by a computer-driven drafting ma-
chine. A dozen variations on a design
could be producedinaninstant. As ar-
chitectural software became more so-
phisticatedin the mid-nineteen-nineties,
it began to take over rendering tasks,
producing perspective views of finished
buildings orillustrationsof interior space
based on the dimensions andother data
abouta design. Computers can also cre-
ate the specifications to make a three-

 Jesse Reiser andNanako Umemoto designeda transparent structure to cover.“fourblocks on thefar West Side ofManhattan, adjacent



 

Peter Eisenman’ designfor the Staten IslandInstitute ofArts and Sciences. Below, a
corner ofJakob &MacFarlane’ restaurant at the Pompidou Centerin Paris.

to theJavits Center. An undulating roofwould cover a publicpark on thetop level.
 

dimensional model. For an exhibition at
Columbia Universityon the workof the
architect Percival Goodman, who died
in 1989, a computer scanned the one

surviving drawing of Goodman's 1930
projectfor the Palace of the Soviets and
gathered enoughinformation to produce
the dimensions needed to construct a
modelofthe building.

The Carnegie Museum show em-
phasizes the software thatis affecting
thecreation of newdesigns. Computers
produce shapes of extraordinary com-
plexity, with swoops and bends and
twists so baroque thatnostructural en-
gineercould ever havefigured out how
to build them. A computerdid the cal-
culations and helpedevaluate the engi-
neering drawings for Frank Gehry’s
Guggenheim Museum in Bilbao, for
instance. And a computer guided the
equipment that shaped the curved stone
panels on the building’s exterior. The
form ofthe buildingsprangfrom Gehry’s
imagination, but it wouldn't have got
veryfar without technology thatdid not
evenexist in 1990.

Bythestandardsofa new generation,
Gehryis old-fashioned. He has always
designedin his head, puthis ideas down
on paper, and developed themfurther by
playing with wood and foam models.
His office has adapted sophisticated
computers from the aerospace industry
that scan the models and turn them into
digital data. But that doesn’t happen
until Gehry decides that a design is
pretty muchset. Youngerarchitects,like
Greg Lynn and the Reiser and Ume-
moto partners, often design directly on
their computers. Most of themrarely
sketch, as architects have been doing
since the Pyramids. No oneis surejust
whatthe effect of substituting a screen
for a sheet of tracing paperis, but the
computerized imagesofthese architects
Jack the uncertainty, the tentativeness,

the sense ofcreative struggle that are
apparentin greatarchitectural sketches
by Louis Sullivan or Louis Kahn. The
computeryields perfect shapes; it en-
courages swirling, curving forms and

makes the most complex of them seem
as easy to achieveas the simplest box.

Thebloblike shapes are often sexy.
They ooze, and at the Carnegie Mu-

seum many of them rotate and morph
and twist and turn. The exhibition in-
cludes eightflat computerscreens that
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display continuously evolving shapes.
Those computer screensare thereal key
to whatis goingon,sinceit is there, and

notin the elegant drawings on the walls
andthenicely crafted models on pedes-
tals, that the seductiveness of the tech-
nology becomes clear. Drawings and
models arestatic, but on the computer
screens virtual architecture takes off.
Walls are not simply vertical planesset
perpendicular to horizontal floors. Roofs
are not horizontal planes that lie flat
across the tops of buildings. No wonder
the gifted Dutch architects Ben van
Berkel and Caroline Bos have named
oneoftheir buildings theMobius House.

Digital architecture haslittle pa-
tience for funkiness, for casualness, for
incompleteness. It is a celebration of
surfaces. I wasn't surprised that Gehry,
whosebest buildings contain some ex-
quisite interior spaces, is represented
here by the Experience Music Project in
Seattle, for which he was asked essen-

'] | tially to produce an empty container.
Gehry’s handis visible mainly in the
smooth, shimmering, multicolored me-

tallic shell, which Rosacalls “the purest
architectural blob.”

Vafew digitally designed structures
haveactually been built. One that

has is the new restaurantat the Centre
Pompidouin Paris, which was designed
by the French firm Jakob & MacFar-
lane. Therestaurant is a colorful set of
rooms on the museum's roof. It looks like
something designed for theJetsons, with
akindofglittery, Cole Porteresque over-
lay.A piece ofdigital architecture is com-
ing to Hartford, where van Berkel and
Boshavejustwon the commissionfor an
addition to the Wadsworth Atheneum,
the venerable museum in the center of
town. Van Berkel and Bosare also final-
ists in the competition for an expansion
of the Camegie Science Center in Pitts-
burgh. But digital architectureis still
largely theoretical, as modernism once
was.It didn’t take long for modernism to
affect theway buildings look, andJoseph
Rosasays that is what is happening with
thedigital aesthetic today. “Terms such as
beauty, scale and proportion that were
onceused to describe the massing, artic-
ulation,and texture of predigital archi-

| tecture have given wayto adjectives like
smooth, supple, and morphed,derived

| from digital-age vernacular,” he writes.

 

But why should digital architecture
be exemptfrom therules of scale and
proportion that have governed every
building since Adam putup his hut on
the edge of paradise? Surely the concept
of beauty will not becomeobsolete just
because buildings are designed on a
computer. Then,again,that assumption
presumesyou are talking aboutreal
buildings, andreal buildings don’t seem
to matterall that much to manyofthe
younger architects. If you can create the
feeling of three-dimensional space on a
computer screen,isn’t virtual architec-
turejust as good? “You can never talk in
terms of space and perspective again,”
Lars Spuybroek, oneof the founders of
NOX,a Rotterdam architectural firm,
said at a conference a couple of years
ago. “So why use space andperspective
again in a building?” AndI don’t think
he meantthis to beentirely rhetorical.

Thekindof architecture we think of
as beautiful and the kind of spaces we
considerto be comfortable have lotto
do with what we have seen before, and
what we have seen before is generally
the result of what technologyhas al-
lowed peopleto build. For most ofarchi-
tectural history, the limits of technology
have meantthatthe basicformwas a box,
or somevariantonit. In the twelfth cen-
tury,when Gothic cathedrals, with their
soaring spaces andbrilliantlight, were
still radical, they must have been as dis-
quieting as they wereuplifting. Is it pos-
sible, though, that we could ever think
of somethinglike Lynn’s Embryologic
House—a prototype for mass-produced
houses thatlooks like a human stomach
blown up to gargantuan scale—as nor-
mal or beautiful? I doubtit, though I
havegreat respect for Lynn’s seriousness
andfor his determinationto derive from
digital technology a set of architectural
formsasrevolutionary as those crafted
bythe modernists. For the Embryologic
House, he used a software system that
helped him generate variations on a blob.
Each housein the project would be
madeupofroughlytwo thousand alumi-
num panels assembled by a computer-
controlled robotic system, much as auto-

mobiles are now manufactured.
The swooping formsin the Carnegie

exhibition often seem disconnected
from anything other than their own,
computer-generatedreality. It isn’t sur-
prising that Lynn oncesaid how impor-



ADVERTISEMENT

Ouradvertisers

invite you to mark

DCmelLeal

some ofthe best
events and

Peeeued

to your town

in the months

town
Sila

ic
Writers and poets read their work in three
Creaees

Peay
MatthewKiam and reerTy

BCCasd

ParteerALLE

Reeae
RenS

GeeUD
eeeeae

SocSENEMieacan cas
MceRCeCe To
TLCSSameaecLcameD
aL eee kuasas

COUeet
Eeeet
Brooklyn, NY 11217

RAMrafé

Sue
AL

EUeeu)
Dorr oeuetouringet
feast of the best of independent film,wil he: held April 20:
PaComeuesse
‘ional film community as well fim aficionados longing to
eceRion
TUReae aRUCRRUSS
PRETMaeMOum lemeatkee eg
PSS MLC MUIOeMao
CCC NCARM cssSi COM Cn
NiseMateo
oeRentaRUSerea
PemoreUmeamCi
CRUESIS
Hotel & Cottages, Stonington Beach Hotel, Fairmont
noeSeEeSto
CECAORM LORICD
CSIsOSYAOIUTSURC
SRLS?

MUCML||tdUg
ASAURNs

bermuda
a7 oe

For more information, tog on to

www.newyorkerreaderlink.com 

tantit was to him “thatthe surface geom-
etry is neverviolated by fenestration or
opening”—in other words, keep your
doors and windows off my buildings,
guys. (Lynn specifies louvres or moving
panelsin place of cutouts in hisfacades,
so as notto impinge upontheaesthetic
purityof the shape.) ButJoseph Rosa re-
mindsusthatfor as long as the box has
defined our sense of normality in archi-
tecture we have beentrying to break free
ofits bounds.Wright spent muchofhis
life trying to bring hexagonsandcircles
andother geometric shapesinto architec-
ture, and herailed against the tyrannical
box. A lot of the digitally produced ar-
chitecture in the Pittsburgh exhibition
seemsreminiscentof buildings like, say,
Eero Saarinen’sT-W.A. Terminal at Ken-
nedy Airport,with its arching concrete
roof and tubular passageways, or John
Lautner’s voluptuously curving concrete
houses in Los Angeles. In the nineteen-
fifties, the architect Frederick Kiesler did

aseries of designs for whathecalled the
| Endless House, an amorphousstructure
that looked strikingly like the digital
blobs. As the centerpiece of what he
calls predigital architecture, Rosa has
included a spectacular model of the
Endless House, along with a model for
a smaller, somewhat similar house de-

signed byJohn Johansen in 1955 to be
built of sprayed-on concrete. We also
get to see Buckminster Fuller’s designs
for the egg-shaped Dymaxion Caranda
prefabricated bathroom.

Decades before the computer age,
Kiesler,Johansen, Saarinen, and Lautner
designedall kindsof ingenious molded,

 
poured, and curved forms,and they got |
someof them built. They couldn't build
everything they thoughtof, largely be-
cause ofthe limitations of construction
technology (and,as Rosapoints out, be-
cause of the limitations in consumer
taste). Their designs look more than bit
crude comparedtothesleek digital blobs,
buttheyare thrilling nonetheless. Half a
century ago, architects were imagining

things that were beyondthe technology
| oftheir time. Today, technologytakes the

lead. The digital architects—orat least
the post-Gehry ones—don't dream up
unusual shapes and thenfigure out how
to get them built. Their imaginations
aren't pushing into realms that tech-
nology can’t reach. Theystart with the
computer and see where it takes them. ¢
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ARDOR AND ARTIFICE
TheMoxartian touch ofa masterpoet.

BY HELEN VENDLER

‘he poetJames Merrill (1926-1995)
was wealthy(by a trustfrom his fa~

ther, Charles Merrill, of Merrill Lynch),
finely educated(first by a governess who
spoke French and German, then by
St. Bernard’s, Lawrenceville, and Am-
herst), and homosexual. His poetry re-
flects all of these facts, but in no plain
manner. Menillwas unafraid of swathing
ina sinuous syntax all thewords and lan-
guages that he knew, notto speak ofprac-
ticing mostofthe lyric formsinvented by
the Western tradition. He became un-
afraid, as time wenton, ofbeing explicitly
homosexual in his chronicling ofthe af-
fections. Hispoetics was not oneto please
an anti-intellectual andhomophobic pub-
lic, and in fact the Times, in an editorial,
stung by the award of Yale's Bollingen
Prize to Merrill’s “Braving the Elements,”
objected to it onJanuary 16, 1973. Sup-
posedly, the critique was aimed not at
Menrill himself (“a poet of solid accom-
plishment andsure craftsmanship”) but,
rather, atthe taste of the administrators of
theprize,for believing that “poetry is a
hermetic cultivation of one’s sensibility
and fastidious manipulation ofreceived
forms.” Setting up Whitman as a coun-
terexample, the Times thundered, “There
is awhole world west ofNew Haven.” 1
mentionthis only to showwhat Merrill
was upagainstin persisting on his path.

Merrill’s workfalls into twoparts: a
late seventeen-thousand-line “epic vi-
sionary poem”(his editors’ description)
issued in parts between 1976 and 1980,
and published in its entirety in 1982
under the title “The ChangingLight at
Sandover”; and an exquisite bodyof lyr-
ics newly assembled in “James Merrill:
Collected Poems” (Knopf; $40), edited
by Merrill's fellow poets and appreciative
criticsJD. McClatchy and StephenYen-
ser. “Sandover”—because ofits Ouija-
board origins, its massiveness, and its
difficulty—got the lion's share ofcritical
attention during the poet’s later years.

| Now, with the lyricsall brought into one

volume (which includes a large sampling
of uncollected poems), the balance may
be righted to emphasize what many of
us think of as Merrill’s best work—his
lyric poems.

Proust andJames were the godfathers
of Merrill’s syntax; Auden ofhis exper-
iments in form; and Constantine Cavafy
(1863-1933)—the Greek lyric poet of
homosexual encounters—the patron of
his sexual explicitness. Merrill was un-
ashamed ofhisallusiveness;his relation

toliterary tradition was convivial rather
than oppositional. The rebellious An-
glophobic strain of American literary
primitivism was notto his taste, any
more than it was to Eliot’s; both Eliot

and Merrill thought of the European
literary tradition as fully theirs, and fully
America’s. How couldit be otherwise if
one’s mind had been formed by Dante
and Valécyand Rilke?

Merrill was not admired by those
American writers and reviewers who
tended to repudiate European literature
as the fruit of what they considered an
exclusive and exclusionary tradition. He
nonetheless proceeded intrepidly through
their accusations of snobbery, affecta-
tion, preciousness,artifice, perversity,
andélitism. Hesaid,once,in his own de-

fense,speakingofhisuse of formal me-
ters and stanza forms:

The attention they require at once frees
and channels the unconscious, as Auden kept
reminding1us. Even if your poem turns out
badly, you've learned something about pro-
portion and concision andselflessness. And
at best the form “received”bythe next poet
to useit will have taken on a new aspect be-
cause of whatyou learned there.

Although he never hada job (aside
from short stints at teaching), Merrill
worked intensely at poetry as a daily
occupation,writing for fiftyyears about
lovers,friends, opera, travel, landscape,
andhis various homes: an apartmentin
New York that had belonged to his
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grandmotherand beloved houses in
Stonington, Athens, and (later) Key

West.
Merrill’s chief subject, emotionally

speaking,is the pain occasioned through

relations with parents andlovers; yet he
is a comic writer, nota tragic one, and

persists in making the pain yield grace-
fully eitherto solace or to insight (“Think

(Who sits dry-eyed through Oedipusor
Lear)

Will shed, O Happiness, a furtive tear.

A Mozartian treatment of love be-
came, for much of his life, Merrill’s
occupation. After the appearance of
love-as-rapture in the early poetry, the
inevitable frayings in intimaterelations

  
Atfirst, Merrillsaw himselfas a black swan, ‘Aprivate chaos warblingin its wake.”

of music. ... You don't endpieces with a
dissonance”). Whatheis drawn tois the
complex blend ofjoy and poignancy in
Mozartian comedy:

Thereis a momentcomedies beget
Whenescapade and hubbubdie away,
Vowsare renewed, masks dropped, La

Folle Journée
Arrivingstarbystarat a septet.
It’s then the connoisseur of your bouquet

began to demandtheir say, and an ele-
giac tone tinged the poetry as Tender-
ness metTime:

These two are the past masters
Ofrime,tone, overtone.
‘They write upon our faces
Until the pen strikes bone.

Time passes softly, scarcely
Felt by me or you.

Andthen,at an odd moment,
‘Tendernesspasses, too.

“To preserve the lyric impulse during
the middle years,” Merrill once wrote, “is
noeasy matter.”

Thelast poems, as Merrill anticipated
his own death from AIDS, made gallantry
their final form of comicresolution. A
friend ventures a question:

“Do you ever wonder where you'll—”
Oh mydear,

Asleep somewhere,or at the wheel. Not
here. ...

Thepoint’s tolivein style,
Notto drop deadinit.

In fact, Merrill diedjust as hewas dis-
charged from a brief hospital stay in
Tucson, stillup and about,still travelling.

A few monthsbefore his death, emaci-
ated and frail, he had attended a gather-
ing in his honor atWashington Univer-
sity in St. Louis, courteously giving every
appearanceofinterest and pleasure.

ME lived in style, in both senses
of the phrase. It is true that his

earliest poems were often driven more
bystyle than by feeling, becoming a
“melodic, empty-headedfin de siécle sort
of thing,” as he once said. The last

poemsin hisfirst book, though, were
ones in which hefelt“humanlymore in-
volved. . . .“Real’ experience had grazed
them, somehow.” As the inseparability
of manner and matter grew, style and
subject began to converge rather than to
run on parallel planes. The poet’s need
for arbitrarily complex stanza forms
receded: “I’m no less formal now,” he
said in a 1968 interview, “but I no
longer dote on elaboratestanzas.” (That
wasn't entirely true, but in the later
work elaborate stanzas were less the
motive for the work than its obligato
accompaniment.)

The poems of Merrill’s first book,
“The Black Swan,” in spite of their
obliquity, reveal the young poet’s sense
of himself as a misfit. His first self-
image is that ofa solitary black swan,
which, unlike the harmonious white
swans, “draws / A private chaos war-
bling in its wake.” Its neck is like a ques-
tion mark; its swan songis silence;

butit succeeds in transforming “time's
damage”by finding “sorrow’slost secret
center,” which exhibits, of all things, a
maypolethat prefigures Merrill’s deter-
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minedlifelong creation of bliss in the
face ofblight:

Enchanter: the black swan haslearned to
enter
Sorrow’s lost secret center

‘Where like a maypole separate tragedies
Are wound abouta towerofribbons.

The child-Merrill ends the poem
crying “aloud / In anguish: I love the
black swan.”tenacity in stickingby his
socially “wrong” choices was to persist
both in Merrill’s life (as, defyinghis par-
ents’wish that he be “All Boy,”he estab-
lished a household with hisfriend the
writer andartist David Jackson) andin
his work (as he refused the demotic
plainness of expression that might have
pleased the Times).

In anotherprescient early poem,
“Variations: The Air Is Sweetest’ That a
‘Thistle Guards,” Merrill announceslove
as his chief subject, placing it under the
sign of Stendhal, “for whom love was /
So frankly the highest good”:

Love merely as the best
There is, and one would makethebest

of that
Bysaying howit growsandin what

climates,. . .
To say at the end, however wefind it,

good,
Bad, orindifferent,it helps us, and the air
Is sweetest there. Theair 1s very sweet.

‘There are many problems (encoun-
tered by poets from Petrarch to Shake-
speare) in electing “love” as a subject,
and almost all appear in Merrill: the felt
contrast between an altruistic concept
of morals and the narcissism and op-
portunism oferotic experience; the self

incrimination thatfollows on mistaken
choice; the repetition-compulsion that
convicts one,eventually, of apparently ir-
remediablestupidity in love matters; the
tendency ofsexual intensity to fade; the
incongruity oferotic feeling in an aging
body; infidelity to a life partner. One
of the compelling and page-turning at-
tractions of the poemsis viewing the
author's unsparing self-analysis (con-
ducted on the best Stendhalian princi-
ples) as the years and volumespass be-
fore the reader’s eye.

n love, Merrill is ever “pulled two
ways at once by the distant star /

Called Plenitude and the bald planet
Ebb,” recognizing, even in the first
book, his own complicity in the ending
of anylove affair: “It appears we seek
whatever we do seek only / That we
may cry Enough!” Thelasting hope is
that art may transmute the disappoint-
ments oflife into something more radi-
ant and stable; the lasting bitternessis

 ‘seeyou've managedto holdon toyesterday's gains.”

that although art may guide “what
pangs there be / Into a bearable choreog-
raphy,” it does notrepair the original
life-rift.

‘As herecognized the irrational re-
currence of erotic compulsion, Merrill
came sometimes to think ofhimself—of
all of us—as puppets of the god Eros
(later enlarged in “Sandover” to “God
B,” the “B”standing for “biology”). Asa
young man,the poet was shocked by
his possession by Eros,a reaction mani-
fest in the 1959 poem “The Dunes.”The
dunesare relieved at their escape from
the jaws of the ocean:“at last a way/
Outofits insanefrothing, those white
jaws / In which they were nothing.”
‘Yetthere remainsa subterranean desire
to repeat the experience—“a certain
creeper yearning seaward / Over a dry
admonitory drift”—and soon enough
there appear in the poem “a burning
couple far away”:

Absolute innocence, fiery, mild. And yet
Soon eventhey were lost behind the dunes.

Since no one can pretend for very
longto the “absolute innocence’of those
lovers, Merrill takes on,in the same vol-
ume,the foreseeably successive nature
ofhis present andfuture love affairs. His
surrogate becomes the phoenix,forever

dyingin its bed of flameandthen resur-
recting itself from the ashes:

Sothat a sumptuous monotony
Sets in, a pendulum of amethysts
In the shape of a bird, keyed upfor ever

fiercer
Flights between ardor and ashes. .. .

And in the end, despite
Its pyrotechnic curiosity, the process
Palls.

Up to this point, Merrill has rep-
resented himself as helpless under the
onslaughtof desire. Nonetheless, his fu-
ture reminiscences—comic, poignant—

neverentirely absolve him from respon-
sibility, and he begins to see, in his

thirties, his poetic duty: to admit the
darker and more repellentside oflife,

love, and his own promiscuity. After a
new experiment in love, he swears an
cath to a new poetic:

Upon thatbook I swear
To abide by whatit teaches:
Gospels of ugliness and waste,



Of toweringvoids,of soiled gusts,
Ofa shrieking to be faced
Fullinto, eyes astream with cold—

‘With cold?
All right then. With self-knowledge.

Theproblem with this vocabulary of
ugliness, waste,andsoiled gustsis that it
doesn’t lenditself to a poetics of com-
edy. Theintricate task Merrill took on,

during the rest of his writing life, was
to enfold love’s worse moments—rang-
ing from the minorirritants of quar-
rels and disappointments to the major
scars of betrayal and death—ina light
and gauzytexture,to lift them by sheer
style to the essentially comic realm of
the seen and seen-through. The meta-
phors of tragedy—abysses, cyclones,
shrieks—were replaced by the meta-
phors of comedy:theatre, prisms, magi-
cians. The tone of doom waslightened
bythe diction of the everyday:seeing in
Istanbul the emptiness of Hagia Sophia
(which has passed from cathedral to
mosque to “flame- less void”), and

feeling an interior resemblance between
his own mindandthe cathedral’s “tran-
scendental skull,” he remarks dryly to
himself:

You'dlet go
Learning andfaithas well, you too had

wrecked
Your precioussensibility. Whatelse did

youexpect?

The last stage in this lightening of
thetragic by the texture of the comicis
reached in “Family Week at Oracle
Ranch,”a wonderfully funny andsad se-
quence(twelve poems composedin abca
quatrains). We are in Merrill’s last vol-
ume, “A Scattering of Salts,” and the
poet has comewith his lover to spend
a month at a therapeutic center. He
does not feel much hope that Oracle
Ranch will help their declining relation-
ship, and his flippant scorn trails off
in wistfulness:

As if a monthat whatitinvites us to think
Is little more thana fat farm for Anorexics,
Substance Abusers, Love & Relationship

Addicts
Could help you, light of mylife, when

even your shrink . ..

The poetis first appalled by the
crudity of the psychology ofthe place
andits clichés: oneis allowed only seven

words (“AFRAID, / HURT, LONELY,etc.”)
with which to express oneself.

‘The connoisseur offeeling throws up
his hands:

Used to depicting personal anguish

With a full palette—hues,oils, glazes,
thinner—

Hestares into these withered wells and
feels,

Well ... aD and ANGRY?

Astonishingly, the old words work,
in all their worn familiarity, better than
his fancy ones. He watchessatirically the
transparenttheatrical strategies of the
“counsellors’—Gestalt therapy with a
‘Teddy bear (oneself as a child), finding a
“safe place” in the room whenthe group
therapy becomes acrimonious, visualiz-
ing one’s childhood home, enumerating
andregrievingpastgriefs, andlistening
to therapeutic mantras (“You are a brave
andspecial person’).Yet, forall his resis~
tance, thetricks succeed:atthe visualiza-

tion of “home,” “Years have begun to
flow /Unhindered down myface.Why?/
Because nobody's there.”

It’s evident that Merrill’s response to
the psychic magic is not uncorroded by
doubt as to the long-term efficacy of the
seven therapeutic words.Yet the plunge
into primal expression (“SAD”) and sche-
matic remembrance (“home”) has occa-
sionednotonlysatire directed at Oracle
Ranchandits language butalso a rueful
acknowledgmentof the elementary na-
ture offeeling, no matter how elaborate
its eventual transmutationintoart.

Bythe end ofhislife, a broad de-
mocracy of suffering replaces both the
youthful isolation of the earliest work
and the somewhatlarger, butstill re-
stricted, social compass of the middle
poems. As “Family Week at Oracle
Ranch” amply shows, Merrill has be-
comefar moreinterested in American
culture,low as well as high, and has re-
definedthe “lovelyric” not necessarily as
thesecretive record of phoenix ecstasy
(or even phoenix monotony) but as a
part of a contemporary social canvas.
The poet can admit that his emotional
life doesn’t differ very much from that
of other people. As “Ken” the counsel-
lorsays:

We hopethat we have shown you just
how much

Youhavein commonwitheverybody
else.

Nottobe“terminally unique”

Will be the consolation you take home.

Merrill, who had begun by thinking of
himself as a “terminally unique” black
swan,discovers an oddreliefin this.

ince, as Merrill oncesaid, “the Muse

matures with her poet,” his second
large subject, art—standing in for the
larger subject of consciousness itself—
changes,like love, over time. Howdo we
receive,sift, symbolize, and stylize our
experience? It wasn’t always clear to
Merrill, rhetorically speaking, whether
his patron wasto be thedivine Apollo or
Apollo’s mortal rival, Marsyas (flayed to
death for his ambition). In a wonderful
1959 sonnet, Marsyassets up the oppo-
sition between his own demotic verses
and Apollo's lofty forms:

Lused to write in the café sometimes:
Poemson menus,readall over town
Ortalked out before ever written down.
Oneday a girl brought in his latest book.
Topenedit—stiff rhythms, gorgeous

thymes—
And madea face.

But Marsyas, flayed and hanged, loses
out to Apollo:

‘Theyfound me dangling wherehis
golden wind

Inflicted so much music onthelyre
That noone could havetold you what

he sang.

Apollo’s is a Paterian poetry that over-
whelmssheerly by its music, a poetry in
which the matteris subordinate to the
manner. Merrill tried, in his youth, under
theinfluence of “the impenetrable qua-
trains of Mallarmé,”to “create a surface
of such impenetrability and,at the same
time, such beauty that it wouldn't yield
up a meaningeasily, if at all. Maybe
eventually onegetstired of that kind of
thing, though in my weak moments I
still find myself drawntoit.”By the time
of this sonnet, however, the poetis al-
readyvisibly tempted by the colloquial
voice of Marsyas,which gets alongwith-
outthe “stiff rhythms, gorgeous rhymes”
of Apollo.

Therivalry between Apollo and
Marsyas for Merrill’s soul never faded.
“Oracle Ranch”is largely written in the
everyday tone of Marsyas (who became
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a more dominant figure as Merrill in-
creasingly allowed himself a relaxed and
conversational style). But evenin the last
poems, Merrill is still obsessed,as an art-
ist, with understandingthesecret life of
language. Language begins with the let-
ter, progresses to the word,advancesto
the rhyme, and endsin thestanza. In a
1995 poem called “b o dy,” the individ-
ual letters interest Merrill in their shape,
their symbolism, and their sound. As
Merrill, mortally ill, thinks ofhis body,
so soon to disappear, the letters begin
to glow with their ownsignificance.
The“o”seemsto him like little black-
outlined moon;“b”and “d” notonly in-
corporate “o” in their graphic shapes but
also can becomeshorthand for “birth”
and “death”; and “y,” sounded out,says
“Why.” Reflectionsofthis sort bring the
poeminto being:

Lookclosely at the letters. Can you see,
entering (stage right), then floatingfull,
thenheading off—so soon—
howlike a little kohl-rimmed moon
o plots hercourse from b to d

—asy, unanswered, knocksatthe stage
door?

Thepang in “so soon—”gives pathosto
thelittle journey of the deathwards “o.”

Notall poets are so minutely inter-
ested in thetiniest elements of lan-
guage:each poethas,so to speak, a chief

planeoflinguistic interest—sonic,ety-
mological, lexical. Merrill is unusual in
that almosteveryplaneofthelinguistic,
including the pun (a taste he shared
with Keats), appeals to him. He pos-
sessed an enormousfacility in rhyme,
buthealso enjoyed its simplest games,
such as finding words that enclosed
within themselves a more orless exact
rhyme word:“dread”and“read,” “heart”
and “art,” “stairs” and “stars,” “shame”
and“same.”Struckby the vowel change
in the phrase “the man in the moon,” he
assembles (in another game) words or

parts of wordsthat resemble each other
exceptfor the middle vowel, and makes
a songoutof them. Thisis thefirst half
of the poem, set as he somewhat un-
willingly flies (emotionallyandliterally)
from Byzantium:

Upspoke the manin the moon:
“What does that moan mean?
‘The plane waspart of the plan.
Why gnawthe boneof a boon?”
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Isaid with spleen, “Explain
"These nights thattie mein knots,
All dramaand no dream,
While you lampoon mypain.”

Hethen: “Lusters are least
Dimmed amongthe damned.
The point’s to live, love,
Notshake yourfist at the feast.”

For many readers—and even many
critics—writing this way is merely tat-
ting around the edges of art. And al-
though this dialogue certainly doesn’t
representthe height of Merrill’s accom-
plishment, the curiosity about sounds
thatit displays lies behind the surprise
of many of his beautiful and unusual
thymes. Merrill enjoys the wit of find-
ing “bath to” as a rhymefor “Matthew,”
or “décor”as a rhymefor “war,”buthis
real genius, in termsof form,is to write
rhymingnarrative stanzas that ripple ef-
fortlessly down the page. (Less skill-
ful hands tend to distort something—
sense, rhythm,syntax—to force rhymes
into place.) Here is a short incident
(rhyming abba) from the close of a 1972
poem,“Up and Down.” Merrill’ mother
has taken him down to the bank vault
where thejewels his father had given her
are stored. She wants to give her son one
ofher rings, an emerald,so that he can
give it to his future bride (keeping up
the pretense that someday therewill de
abride):

She next picks out a ring. “He gave
Methis when you were born. Here,take

it for—

For when you marry. For your bride. It’s
yours.”

A den ofgreenestlight,it grows, shrinks,
glows,

Hermetic stanza bedded in the prose
Ofthe last thirty semipreciousyears.

Idonottell her, it would soundtheatrical,
Indeed this green room's mine, my very

life.
Weare each other's; there will be no wife;
Thelittle feet that patter here are metrical.

But onto her worn knuckle slip the ring.
Wear it for me, silently entreat,
Until—until the time comes. Our eyes

meet,
‘The world beneath the world s brightening.

Later poems adopt stanza forms
freer than this. An ironic and touch-
ing self-elegy called “Self-Portrait in
Tyvek(™) Windbreaker,” in the last

book, amusesitself rhyming “crystals”
with “whistles,” “puffins” with “coffins,”
using an eight-line stanza forwhich the
onlyfixed ruleis that the first line must
thyme with the last, and at least two

thymedlines must be foundwithin. In
his self-portrait, Merrill—once again
the culture critic—is describing the
New Age shop where he boughthis
world-map-imprinted white Tyvek
windbreaker:

I foundit in one of those vaguely imbecile
Emporia catering to the collective

unconscious
Ofour time andplace. This one featured

crystals,
Cassettes of whalesongandrain-forest

whistles,
Barometers, herbal cosmetics, pillows

like puffins,
Recycled notebooks, mechanizedlucite

coffins
Forsapphire waves that crest, break,

and recede,
Asthey presumablydo in naturestill.

Bythe end ofhis life, Merrill can sketch
in this easy and deft way anything that
passes under hisalert eye, and find for

his description a flowing line and a
chiming rhyme.

If you like poetry composed(in
Hopkins’s words) in “the current lan-
guage heightened,” Merrill will please
you. Ifyou like awry refraction of con-
temporary institutions, from “imbe-
cile emporia” to therapeutic ranches;if
you have despaired of finding words
subtle enoughforall that goes on be-
tweenlovers over time; if you are de-
lighted by poetic invention, Merrill
will please you. If you are eager for
a window into the pangs and plea-
sures of gay existence, or if you want
to know whata person of ever-atten-
tive receptivity might have seen be-
tween 1926 and 1995, Merrill will

please you.
Aboveall, if you value lightness of

touch, Merrill will please you. Hetells,

ina Class Daytalk he gave at Amherst
College, of a speech bythe former pres~
identofthe college introducing a read-
ing by Robert Frost: ““The winkles,’
said Dr. Cole, ‘the winkles that you see
on Mr. Fwost’s bwow do not come
from old age or wowwy, but the weight
of the wreath.’” The weight of the
wreath is heavy on all poets, but Merrill
rarely allowed the weightto befelt, or
the wrinkles to show. +



 

BRIEFLY NOTED

The Glass Palace, by Amitav Ghosh
(Random House; $25.95). This sprawl-
ing narrative,inspired by stories passed
down in the author's family, stretches
from theBritish invasion of Burma, in
1885, through the country’s indepen-
dence,to the uneasy military rule of the
present day. The novel is presided over
by the Indian-born Rajkumar, a poor
orphan, whofalls for Dolly, a servant
of the exiled queen. Ghosh renders the
polite imprisonment of the Burmese
royal family in India and the lush, dan-
gerous atmosphere of teak camps in
the Burmese forest with fine detail—
a perfect balance for the broad strokes
of romance and serendipity that drive
the story forward. The book’s memo-
rial poweris so strong that, near the
end, when Rajkumar, an old man, re-
flects, “Ah, Burma—now Burmawas a
goldenland,”the reader catches himself
noddingin recognition ofwhatwas lost.

The 25th Hous, by David Benioff(Car-
roll& Graf;$24). Bustedfor drug dealing
and facing a seven-year stretch in fed-
eral prison upstate, a flashy, fast-talking,

twenty-six-year-old Brooklynite named
Monty Brogan has oneday in which to
settle his affairs—orto make his escape.
While he wanders thecity, brooding on
lost opportunities, his two best friends
from high school(continually engaged
in Seinfeldian bickering) and a handful
ofassociates from the Russian mob con-
verge for a late-night going-away party
in the V.L-P. lounge of a downtown club.
Benioff’s first novel is as unusual as itis
well wrought: it resonates with a Whit-
manesquesenseofthecity’s possibilities
and unsatisfied longings.

The Man Who Found the Missing
Link, by Pat Shipman (Simon & Schuster;
$28). Contentious to the point of para~
noia, the Dutch physician and anato-

 

mist Eugéne Dubois had thoroughly
alienated his colleagues by the time
he died, in 1940. Dubois was a great

believer in evolution; in 1887,he set off
for Indonesia to huntfor proto-human
fossil remains that would provide the
link between apes and human beings.
Eightyears later, he returned triumph-
antly to Holland, bringing fragments
of abeing hecalled Pithecanthropus erec-
tus (now known as Homoerectus).When
his discoveries and theories met with
someskepticism, however, he became
obsessive andbitter, permanently dam-
aginghisreputation. Here Shipman re-
mindsus of the value of his work and
the audacity of hisvision.

The Medicine Line, dy Beth LaDow
(Routledge; $25). The medicineline,
a hundred-mile stretch of the U.S.-
Canadian border at the top of Blaine
County, Montana, epitomizes border-
lessness. “The prairie stretches seam-
lessly outward,” LaDow writes,“as if
the wind were blowing it toward the
Rockies.” But the region is thick with
stories: Sitting Bull crossed and re- |
crossed the medicine line during the
Sioux resistance, and the settlements

that arose on both sides of the border
in thelate nineteenth century included
Chinese, Norwegians, Jews, and Men-

nonites. Wallace Stegner, who grew
up near the medicine line, caught the
landscape’s harsh, wild beauty, and in
this fine book LaDowgivesit the his-
tory it deserves.

The Beauty of the Husband, by Anne
Carson (Knopf; $22).'This new poem
by the well-knownclassicist is at once
thestory of failed marriage and an ex-
ploration ofRomantic notions ofbeauty
and truth. But Carson's idiosyncratic
voice and her punchydeclarative style—
“You want a cleanlife I live a dirty
one”—quickly make it clear that hers
isa thoroughly moderntake ontheinti-
matecruelties of marriedlife. And this
is the primary pleasure of her writing:it |
is both entirely new andstrangely famil-
iar, like rememberinga private language
wethought we'd forgotten.

Celtic Cross

From our Celtic Jewelry
Collection. A pendantin gold
or silver. Shown full size.

| |No. 2270 Celtic Cross
Sterling Silver___$38.00

with 24” sterling chain
14ktGold.$325.00

chain sold separately
Add$6.00 for handlin
Satisfaction Guarant

juest our catalogor visit our
web site for Celtic and
Northwest Coast Indian Jewelry,
Filson outdoorclothing, Akubra hats from
‘Australia, Bosca leathergoods and more!

800-324-4934 www.davidmorgan.com
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DANCING

BOOGIE AND BEYOND
Twyla Tharp’s new company.

BY JOAN ACOCELLA

Wi a heartbreakerballet is these
days. You go to American Ballet

Theatre and watch the company’s ex-
cellent, well-coached dancers. Then
you go homeand open your mail and
find out that next season A.B.T. is pre-
senting a cavalcadeofinsipid, pseudo-
nineteenth-century story ballets—John
Cranko’s “Onegin,” Ronald Hynd’s
“Merry Widow,” and others—in which
those dancers would be hard pressed to
showus half of what they can do. You
go to New York City Ballet and see a
wonderful new piece, “Polyphonia,” by
Christopher Wheeldon; you go back
for the next newpiece, andit’s Eliot
Feld’s “Organon,” thesilliest thing you've
ever seen. Two weeks ago, I attended
a program called “International Ballet
Gala:Stars of the 21st Century,”atNew
York State Theatre, and listened to the
audience clap like mad for a program
that consisted largely of overwrought
ballerina-flingers. “I should start doing
more bookreviews,” I said to myself.
Then, the next night, Twyla Tharp
openedattheJoyce.

Don’t count on Tharp. For more
than twenty years she had a superb
modern-dance company. In 1988, she

foldedit, because she wanted to do other
things. Then she missed her troupe, so
she put togethera second one, and soon
foldedit. Then anotherone, which she
also dissolvedin short order. Now Har-
vey Lichtenstein, the chairman of the
Brooklyn Academy of Music’s Local
Development Corporation—its mission
is to bring more joy and jobs to Fort
Greene—has found Tharp a rehearsal
space on the second floor of the La-
fayette Avenue Presbyterian Church,
five blocks from BAM.Shehas taken a
five-year lease and has formed yet an-
other troupe.

Those other companies, she told

the Village Voice, weren't really compa-

nies. They were “projects.” This group
is really a company, and it’s notjust
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going to put on concerts. (Tharpis al-
ways maniacally ambitious.) It’s going
to have open rehearsals and chamber
performances.It’s going to videotape
Tharp’s ceuvre, and hold summerwork-

shops. Next year, Tharpsays, she plans
to double the company’ssize, from six
dancers to twelve. The following year,
she'll double it again, to twenty-four
dancers, and turn it into the Brook-
lyn Ballet, capable of performing “any
technique and any repertory” from the
past century.

Goodluckto you, Tharp! Get a de-
velopment director! Also, get some
dancers who aren’t members of other
companies. (Half of her current dancers
are fully employed elsewhere.) Never
mind, though. Evenif she does only a
small portion ofwhatshe has planned—
evenif she only stages an annual home
season and tours a bit, which is what
other companies do—that would be
fine, for in late February, at the Joyce,
the reborn Twyla Tharp Dance gave
its first New York season, and it was
lovely.

There were two pieces, both new:
“Mozart Clarinet Quintet K. 581,” set
to that belovedscore, and “Surferat the
RiverStyx,” set to some banging on a
can by Donald Knaack. The winner
wasthefirst, a sweet, cuddly ballet.
‘Tharp was a “crossover” choreographer,
thefirst and most influential emigrant
from modern danceto classical ballet,
andfor years—in “Deuce Coupe,”“Push
Comes to Shove,” and other pieces—
she gota lot of steam outofthat alone,

out of juxtaposing ballet with various
formsof boogie.It was fabulous, it was
fun, and after abouta decadeitwas tire-
some. Ballet combined with “lower”
forms? Big deal. That’s what Marius
Petipa did in “Swan Lake,” combining
ballet with folk dance. It’s alsowhat Bal-
anchine did, crossing ballet with jazz
dance. Like other great forms,ballet has
good digestion; you can feed it almost

anything. Once you do, however, and
the spectators say, “Gee, those dancers
are doing the monkey onpoint!,” they're
going to expectyou, next time, to make
a dance.

‘Tharp spenttoo longtrying to shock
us, but apparently she’s getting over it
now, or so “Mozart Clarinet Quintet”
suggests. Though there are no point
shoes,it is a ballet, and though it con-
tains vernacular forms,they are not sep-
arated from theballet steps. They are
absorbedinto them,loosening them,re-
laxing them.

Insofar as the piece hasa story, you
couldsay it’s about a day at the beach.
(The menare in white pants, thewomen
in stylized swimsuits, by Santo Lo-
quasto.) It is also, like so much ballet,
about men and women and what goes
on between them. ButTharp is a smart,
witty person, so we don'tjust have cou-
ples.We have a couple anda trio, and the
trio is more intimate than the couple.
Intothe dancesfor the coupleTharp has
poured all her love of vaudeville. The
two dancers, Elizabeth Parkinson and
Keith Roberts, keep bumpinginto each
other, and they doa lot of fancy combi-
nations with a heavy “whoops” compo-
nent. (“Whoops, they're goingtofall,”
and they don’t.) There was probably
more of that thanTharp intended. Par-
kinson,like therest of the company, was
ballet-trained,but she has spentthe past
twoyears poppingherpelvis on Broad-
‘way, in “Fosse,” and shenolonger looks
comfortable in ballet. There were some
closecalls. In general, the companywas
under-rehearsed.

Butthe heart of the piece is the trio,
for two men, John Selya and Benjamin

Bowman,and their shared lady, Ash-
ley Tuttle, of American Ballet Theatre.
Howcan love be divided among three
people? I don’t know, but “Design for
Living”is back on Broadway, and Tharp,
too,can imaginesuch a setup. Practically
all the dancesforthis trio end in lifts—
complicated, acrobaticlifts that are also
sexy lifts, with a lot of inner-thigh in-
volvement. And they’re notjust sexy;
they're companionable, affectionate. I
don’t know which guy Tuttle is going
to end up with after this beach party;
maybe both. Tharp makesthat seem en-
tirely appropriate.

“Mozart Clarinet Quintet” wouldn't
be whatit is, however, with a different



cast. One of Tharp’s greatgifts is her
eye for dancers. Again and again, once
she wentfreelance, she could walk into
a ballet company, look around, pick
out the interesting dancers whom the
troupe had ignored—often because
their body type was notideal for bal-
let—andshow us whatthey had. Selya
and Tuttle are two such cases. Selya,
whohas a big, chunky chest, danced
with A.B.T. for a decade, but he was
never promoted outofthe corps de bal-
let. Tuttle is a principal dancer with
A.B.T,, but she tends to be scheduled
for matinées. Sheis dainty and subtle,

not a dancerfor a four-thousand-seat
house like the Met, A.B.T.’s home.

Tharp has taken these two and made
them heroes. Tuttle, with her finesse
and musicality; Selya, with his brio
and his floppy hair: they have never
looked better than they did in “Mozart
Clarinet Quintet.”

As for the second work onthe pro-
gram,“Surfer at the River Styx,”Tharp
told the Times that it was in fact “The
Bacchae,” by Euripides. The women
cameout in black outfits and shook
their ponytails around,trying, presum-
ably, to look like bacchantes. Selya came
out and bossed everyone around. I
guess he was supposedto be Pentheus,
the hubristic king in “The Bacchae.”
Thepiece was dithery and opaque—
and, unlike the Mozart,it did rely on
the old ballet/boogie juxtaposition—
but you liked it anyway, because of
Selya’s solo.

Watchingthis dance,I realized that
I had been waiting ten years for some-
one to make a decentsolo for Selya.
Mysonwas a student at the School
of American Ballet, the academy of
NewYork City Ballet. Fromhis class
of abouteight boys, only one, to my
knowledge, became ballet dancer:
John Selya. I once askedmy son whether
Selya, in school, worked harder than
the other boys.“No,”hesaid. “Terrible
goof-off.” Was there anything special
about him?“Yes,” mysonsaid. “What-
ever the teacher asked for, he could
doit. Wetried it. He didit.” In other
words, he was born to dance. His long
solo in “Surfer” includes ballet, kung
fu, Kabuki, voguing, Muhammad Ali,
and,if I am not mistaken,varsity row-

& ing. Selya madeit seemlike a journey
& to the centerof the earth—hellfire and
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Tharp has a giftforfinding interesting dancers other troupes ignore, likeJohnSelya.

anguish combined. He is a wonder-
fal, unique dancer, and Tharp under-
stood that.

Le the sixties, modern dance,like the
other arts, took a turn toward con-

ceptualism. Music,stories, stars—all the

things that could draw youinto an il-
lusion, make you lose yourself in the
show—were banished. The result was
cleansing, but it was also a dead end.
Once you knewwhatthe art was made up
of, whatdid you have apart from a knowl-
edge of whatthe art was made upof?
Nothing, and youstill wanted a show.
‘Tharpwas part ofthat avant-garde.Then,
in the seventies, she changed. Shestarted
using music; shetried togive the audience
agood time. People downtown stopped
speakingto her. She had “sold out.”

Blessher. Today, whenI see cool, so-
phisticated choreographers doing little
dance showin which people actually
dance,I think ofher. In January, as part
ofthe Joyce’s “Altogether Different” se-
ries, Mark Dendy and Iréne Hultman,

two prominent downtowners, put on
modest programs in which the danc-
ers mostly bopped around to popular

music. Dendyand Hultman are very am-
bitiousartists. Prior to the Joyce season,
Dendy’s last production was “Dream
Analysis,” a full-evening dance-drama
about psychotherapy and Nijinsky and
Martha Graham and your mother. Hult-
man’s previous piece—“Love, Betrayal,
and a BowlingTrophy,”also an evening-
length work—was about Don Juan
and Moliére and Mozart and gender
relations. Both choreographers,in their

dance-to-the-music Joyce shows, were

self-consciously playful, as if to say tous,
“This isn't whatI normally do.” (In fact,
Hultman said exactly those wordsin the
meet-the-artist session that followed her
opening night.) Dendy’s “Dream Analy-
sis” is a heavenly piece—it should go to
Broadway—and Hultman’s “Love, Be-

trayal”is also excellent. Still, choreogra-
phers, however much they have read
Moliére, should never get too far from
dancingto the music, andit is comfort-
ing to see them fall back on it. When
they do,they are probably notthinking
about Twyla Tharp. They're thinking
aboutthe club scenein the eighties, or
the party theywentto last weekend. But
Tharp showed theway—back to dance.
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he way Brad Pitt throws himself
aroundyou mightthink his body

weighs nothing and he doesn’t much
care wherehelands. He doesn’t wantto
lookgraceful, particularly, just airborne
andfree and maybea little crazy. Pitt’s

| a showoff withoutvanity, which seems
like a contradiction until you've seen
him move. Twicein the past two years

he’s played a reckless bare-knuckle
boxer—in the ludicrous “Fight Club”

| and in GuyRitchie’sjaunty, heartlessly
entertaining “Snatch’—andI’ve never
been sure which way he was going to
lunge next. Hefirst made his mark in
movies by appearing naked (viewed

from therear) in “Thelma & Louise,”
and he’s been uncovered a great deal
ever since—with goodreason,it turns
out, since he’s muscularyet slender and
quick, uncoiling ina flash. Andyet, for

 

THE CURRENT CINEMA

A. GUN IN THE SUN
Americans run amok; the Frenchplay it quieter.

BY DAVID DENBY

all the exposure,Pitt is a guarded per-
former. Helikes to playflakes whosit
around in rotting clothes and funny
hats, communicatinglittle. Often he
hides behind a bit of fuzzy beard, as
if he hated the boyish face that he’s
condemned to wear; he disguises his

natural voice with goofy German or
Irish accents.It’s a big runningjoke in

   
“The Mexican’: one ofthose south-of-the-border romps in which not much makes sense.

“Snatch” that no one can understand a
word his gypsy-boxer character says.
But no oneever understands a word
Brad Pitt says, even when he’s speak-
ing perfectly clear English. He doesn’t
give words anyspecial power; he doesn't
frame an emotion and make the au-
dience feel it. Instead, he ducks and
shies awayfromthe camera, though
the recording angel caught up with
him a few years ago in that three-
hour boutof tedium called “Meet Joe
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Black.” The camera metJoe Black and
found nothing—a blank. BradPitt is a
magazine-coversensation, but he’s not
an actor andnotreally a moviestar, ei-
ther (there are plenty of flops in that
career).

In “The Mexican,” Pitt has many
opportunities to define himself, but he
horses around more than a donkey,
sputtering and screw-loosing his way
through the picture. He’s moderately
pleasant butso jangly and uncentered
that youfeel like you're indulging him
just by watching the movie to the end.
Pitt playsJerry, who's nota badguy, just
a little dim andvery careless. Having
fallen into the hands of someruthless
Los Angeles gangsters,Jerry is sent to
Mexicoto retrieve a priceless antique
pistol called the Mexican; his girl-
friend, Sam (Julia Roberts), wholoves
him butis disgusted with his losing
ways, flounces off to Vegas, where
she’s kidnapped by a hit man, Leroy
(James Gandolfini), and held as a hos-
tagein caseJerry tries tosell the fabled
gun. “The Mexican” is a shaggy-taco
story—one of those south-of-the-
border romps in which many people
die in odd ways and the Mexicans are
either gap-toothedcretins or unspeak-
ably dignified grandees (you cantell
thelatter by their melancholyreserve).
Onething happens,and then another,
and noneofit makes muchsense. The
Americans muck around,getting into
trouble, and the director, Gore Verbin-

ski (“Mouse Hunt”), mucks around,
too, makingslapstick visual jokes, one
or two of which are funny. There is
much lore about the gun, including
threescenesofthepistol’s peculiar past
which are filmed—for that timeless,
legendary quality—in tinted black-
and-white with a hand-cranked cam-
era. These scenes look less like the
gritty realism of “Traffic” than like
jokey wine commercials. (Califia! Qué
rico!) Verbinski and the screenwriter,
J. H. Wyman,may have beentrying for
the multilevel playfulness of something
like “Pulp Fiction,” but the produc-
tion veers haplessly betweenfacetious-
ness and solemnity. “The Mexican” has
no rhythm.

Julia Roberts appears with Pitt only
at the beginning andthe end of the
story, and muchofthattimeshe’s kick-
ing his shins, bitching abouthisfaults.

Hefendsheroff, but she keeps harping,
andas they continue their Punch-and-
Judyactit’s hard to see any signs of the
alleged great love between them (we
keep hearing about it) which makes
them fight so hard. As romantic com-
edy, “The Mexican”is a dud—these two
just don’t go together. Roberts has some
sweet, funny moments—her character
speaks earnest psychobabble—but for
thefirst time in her career she’s stri-
dent, and one begins to wonderif she
hadtrouble getting Pitt’s full attention
andjust blewup at him on camera. She
develops a much greater rapport with
James Gandolfini, who has the best-
written role, as a homosexual thug un-
happy overhisfailed love affairs. The
criminallife, Gandolfini’s hit man con-
cludes, is not conducive to sustained
relationships. True, true—it’s the only
true thing in the picture. In “The So-
pranos,” what's fascinating about Gan-
dolfini’s acting is the play in his Tony
Soprano betweencruelty andsensitiv-
ity, and Verbinski had thesenseto let
him go even further with these con-
traries and make a new character out
of them. If Tony Soprano is a thug
with inner wounds, Leroy is a thug
wholongs to act tenderly. Bulky and
morose, Gandolfini makeslittle twitch-
ing movements with his eyes and his
small mouth; he lets us know that

there’s more consciousnessin his brutal
characters than they can quite put into
words. The filmmakers build up sym-
pathy for Gandolfini throughout the
movie, and then, in a spasm of inep-

titude, they abruptly toss it away, al-
lowinghis character to die without so
muchasa farewell. The twostars then
go back to their tiresome, slap-happy
quarrel. In everything James Gandol-
fini does, he expresses himself effort-
lessly, but nothing happens to Brad
Pitt’s emotionsin the course of “The
Mexican,”andat the end of the movie
the audience,like an abandonedlover,is
still trying to figure out whoheis.

ile “The Taste of Others,” a factory
ownerin the provincial Frenchcity

of Rouen, whois unhappily married
and indifferent to most things except
business, gets dragged by his wife to
a local production of Racine’s “Béré-
nice.” The factory owner, Castella
(Jean-Pierre Bacri), doesn’t understand

the play; in fact, he hates the theatre.
But something in the lead actress's
appearance and impassioned perfor-
mance—herserious brow, herlow,

throbbing voice—moveshim to tears,
and he becomesdevoted to her. The
actress, Clara (AnneAlvaro),a refined,
lonely woman, hangs out with the
other actors and a fewlocalartists,
and she’s appalled by her wealthy ad-
mirer, whotells blundering, unfunny
jokes. “The Taste of Others,” which
is France’s Oscar nominee for best
foreign-language film, was written by
Bacri and his partner, Agnés Jaoui,
who directed the movie and also ap-
pears in it as a local bar girl—a free-
living type whosleeps with both Cas-
tella’s chauffeur and his bodyguard.
‘The movie is about people’s opinions
of one another, and the waythat prej-
udice and parochialism grow outof the
complicity of taste. Like all bohemian
andintellectual circles, thelittle grou
ofactors andartists is held together by
shared seriousness, shared pleasure;
they accept the bar girl as a friend be-
cause she’s fiercely independent and
outspoken, but they can’t accept the
anxious-to-please philistine Castella,
whom theyinsult to his face.

Bacri and Jaoui have written plays
and films together; this is the first

movie that Jaoui has directed, and she
uses a plain technique and a simple
frame, concentrating on two or three

people at a time. There’s something
very charmingin this French insistence
that movies can bebuilt out of the
everydaystresses ofsocial life and sex-
ual temperament and such things as
taste in paintings andjokes. “The Taste
of Others” doesn’t take any greatrisks,
or go very deep, butit’s an intelli-
gent and pleasing movie about man-
ners in both the smaller and larger
senses: What makesa relationship or
a social group succeed or fail? What
makes a happylife possible? Bacri
and Jaoui understand the necessary
comforts ofclosedcircles, butthey also
hate the petty-mindedness that goes
with comfort. Theybelievein the sud-
denalteration in taste, which is some-
timescalled love, for without that
change there is no true movement in
life. Modestas it is, the movie might
have pleased the woman who wrote
“Pride and Prejudice.” +
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