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Jane Mayer (“The House of bin Laden,”
p. 54) is a staft writer and the co-author

of two books: “Strange Justice” and
“Landslide.”

Marisa Acocella (Cartoon, p. 41) is
the author of “Just Who the Hell Is She,
Anyway?” She is at work on her second
graphic novel.

Charles Michener (“American Diva,”

p- 76) is a senior editor at the magazine.

Edward Koren (Cover) is a cartoonist
and illustrator. An exhibition of his work
1s now showing at the Katonah Museumn

of Art, in Katonah, New York.

CONTRIBUTORS

Peter |. Boyer (“The Ames Strain,”
p. 66) is a staft writer. His piece “DNA
on Trial” was selected for this year’s Best
American Science Writing anthology.

Roger Angell (“Uniform Bliss,” p. 90)
has been a fiction editor at the magazine
since 1956 and a contributor since 1944,

George Booth (Cartoon, p. 105; spot
drawings throughout) has published five
collections of cartoons, including “Booth
Again!” and “Rehearsal’s Off.” His first
New Yorker cartoon appeared in 1969.

Michael Shaw (Cartoons, pp. 98, 104)
contributed his first cartoon last year.

Leonard Michaels (Fiction, p. 110) has
published a novel and several collections
of short stories, including, most recently,

“A Girl with a Monkey.”

Roz Chast (“Dog Day Afternoon,”
p. 100) is a cartoonist and illustrator
whose work has appeared in the maga-
zine since 1978.

William Hamilton (“Wine Country,”
p- 113) is a cartoonist who is currently
writing a book about wine.

Alex Gregory (Cartoon, p. 124) is a
writer for the animated sitcom “King

of the Hill” He lives in Los Angeles. ¢
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BETTING THE KINGDOM

Seymour M. Hersh's portrait of the Saudi
Arabian monarchy as a regime at risk of
collapse mischaracterized United States-
Saudi relations and internal Saudi politics
over the past twenty years (“King’s Ran-
som,” October 22nd). There is no doubt
that the Saudis face problems that need
urgent attention, such as rising unem-
ployment and radical Islamic fundamen-
talism. But, based on our experience as
GLORIA EMERSON American diplomats in the kingdom, we
can say that the reality is far different
A New York Times Notable Book from that which Hersh describes. For ex-
ample, he quotes a “senior American dip-

“Funny, moving and

stra_ngﬂl}r perﬂUl’ld.” ](}mat” Whﬂ Sa}'s tb.at thﬁ fﬁg.lmﬁ CUUJ.d
—*The New York Times Book Review fall under a determined atrack by a small
group of fundamentalists. He seems un-

& ;ﬂnmr:iimﬂl‘ﬂ}’ ifétﬁl‘?ﬁﬂgw “ aware of the record of the American-
ubtle and nuanced and mature. trained Saudi National Guard. During

—The Washington Post Book World - S
i the hayj, the annual pilgrimage to Mecca

by millions of Muslims, these forces
have withstood myriad challenges to
and th oug htful.”™™ Saudi security. The kingdom is no paper
P —— tiger, and it is capable of managing such
OLAF OLAFSSON | cha}.lengf:s. Hﬁrsh’would do W(riﬂ to ex-
amine his sources’ preconceptions and
motives, as well as his own.
58 THE Wyche Fowler, former Ambassador fo
JOURNEY HOME _ Saudi Arabia
Ve Edward §. Walker, former Assistant
: Secretary of State
Washington, D.C.

i

Hershs article on Saudi Arabia—a coun-
try ruled by a royal family that is corrupt
and alienated from its people—illustrates
the morally dangerous position that
America has put itself in by supporting
the Saudis. Sadly, we have seen this pat-
tern before. Many Americans once ratio-
nalized slavery in the belief that the
economy—at least in parts of the coun-

“A novel lifted by love, friendship
and cooking.” —Time

“An impressively mature and try—depended on it. But the more the
wide-ranging book, both South clung to slavery, the worse the sit-
geographically and emotionally.” uation became, leading to civil war and a

" The New Xork Times Book Review | | host of ills. Similarly, our addiction to ol

causes us to make shameful accommoda-

. 3 i tions to tyrants in countries we wouldn't

{+) ANCHOR BOOKS | be engaged with otherwise. America

_Find an author on tour, makes foolish choices when it sacrifices

Reading Group Guides and more at its values to immediate economic inter-
www.anchorbooks.com ‘ ; .

ests. As with the plantation economy,

i A
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we have the resources and technology to
wean ourselves from oil. And, as the
South discovered, we will be able to
prospet, too. We just don't have the po-
litical will yet—or the leadership.
Dawvid A. Kronfeld

New York City

As an American who has lived in Saudi
Arabia, I was glad to read Hersh’s report.
My family and I were there through the
Gulf War, and though it was frighten-
ing, we felt at one with the Saudis. Now
it’s hard to know who our friends, and
our enemies, are. Many Americans ex-
perience the anger of the Saudi popula-
tion on a daily basis, and official blindness
to how we are regarded doesn’t help. For
years, the royal family has used a Band-
Aid to cover a gaping wound of discon-
tent. It may soon prove impossible to heal.
Karen Powers

Red Lodge, Montana

THE WRONG MAN

Anthony Lane, in his look back at Billy
Wilder and his films, describes an inci-
dent involving Wilder and Anton Lang,
an actor who had played Christ in the
Oberammergau Passion Play before the
war, “joined the S.S.,” and then, after
the war, “requested permission to take
up the role once more” (Books, Octo-
ber 22nd). Wilder, whose job was to
screen performers for the U.S. Army, sup-
posedly consented on one condition: “Use
real nails.” Although this story has un-
fortunately appeared elsewhere, it is false.
Anton Lang, my father, died in 1938,
before the war began. He played the role
of Christ in 1900, 1910, and 1922 only.
He was never a member of the S.S., or
of the Nazi Party. And he never had the
pleasure of meeting Billy Wilder.

G.O. Lang

Santa Fe, N.M.

Letters should be sent with the writer’s name,
address, and daytime phone number via E-mail
to themail@newyorker.com. They can also be
faxed to 212-286-5047. Letters may be edited
for length and clarity, and may be published
in any medium; we regret that owing to the
volume of correspondence we cannot reply to
every letter.



WOD ANVELIL | 6790 926 008

056 1% ‘sbules pue 000'0ES 'eoeposU UUAT Aueyl] Joj JeBleguiniyos ues

TIFFANY & CO.



GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

THE THEATRE
OPENINGS & PREVIEWS

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

EYERETT BEEKIN

Bebe Neuwirth and Robin Bartlett lead the cast in
Richard Greenberg’s new play, which traces the his-
tory of a Jewish family through four generations,
from New York to California. In previews. (Mitzi E.
Newhouse, Lincoln Center. 239-6200.)
FERDYDURKE

Poland’s Teatr Provisorium & Kompania Teatr
performs a stage adapration of the playwright
Witold Gombrowicz’s formerly banned 1937 sur-
realist novel about a thirty-year-old man who re-
lives his childhood, literally. Previews Nov. 8-10.
Opens Nov. 11 at 8 and runs through Nov. 25.
Some performances will be in Polish. (La Mama,
74A E. 4th St. For schedule informartion about
English and Polish performances, call 475-7710.)
45 SECOMDS FROM BROADWAY

Neil Simon’s new comedy is set in the Edison
Hotel coffee shop, a hangout for theatre rypes. Di-
rected by Jerry Zaks. In previews through Nov.
10. Opens Nov. 11 at 5. (Richard Rodgers, 226
W. 46th St. 307-4100.,)

THE GLORY OF LIVING

Philip Seymour Hoffman directs a new drama by
Chicago playwright Rebecca Gilman, which ex-
amines domestic violence. In previews. (MCC,
120 'W. 28th 5t. 206-15135.)

IPHIGENEIA AT AULIS

The Pearl Theatre Company’s staging of Euripi-
des’ tragedy. Previews begin Nov. 8. (80 St, Marks
Pl. 505-3401.)

QED

The atom-bomb physicist Richard Feynman’s book
“Tuva or Bust!” (written with Ralph Leighton) was
the inspiration for this two-character play by Peter
Parnell, starring Alan Alda and Kellie Overbey.
Gordon Davidson is the director. In previews, (Vi-
vian Beaumont, Lincoln Center. 239-6200.)
SEXAHOLIX ... A LOVE STORY

John Leguizamo’s new solo show. In previews.
(Royale, 242 W. 45th St. 239-6200.)

[siIC]

Soho Rep kicks off the season with a comedy by Me-
lissa James Gibson about a trio of aging prodigies.
Previews begin Nov. 11. (46 Walker St. 479-7979.)
S50MGS OF PARADISE

From the Folksbiene Yiddish Theatre, the 1989 sa-
trical retelling of the Book of Genesis, based on
Itsik Manger’s Biblical poetry. In previews through
the Nov. 8 marinée. Opens that night at 8. (Thea-
tre Four, 424 W. 55th St. 239-6200.)
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SPEAKING IN TONGUES

A new play by Andrew Bovell (who co-wrore the
film “Strictly Ballroom™), which is described as a
“psychological thriller, murder mystery, and partner-
swapping satire.” Karen Allen and Kevin Ander-
son lead the cast. Mark Clements is the director. In
previews. (Gramercy Theatre, 127 E. 23rd St
307-4100.)

THE WOMEN

Scott Elliotr directs a cast that includes Kristen
Johnston, Rue McClanahan, Cynthia Nixon, Jen-
nifer Tilly, Mary Louise Wilson, and Jennifer
Coolidge, in Clare Boothe Luce’s 1936 satire. With
costumes by Isaac Mizrahi. Two previews on Nov.
7. Opens Nov. 8 at 7. (American Airlines Theatre,
227 W. 42nd S, 719-1300.)

OPENED RECENTLY

AN ADULT EVEMIMG OF SHEL SILYERSTEIN
The Atlantic Theatre Company opens the season
with ten one-acts by the writer-cartoonist-composer-
lyricist. (336 W. 20th St. 239-6200. Closes Nov. 25.)
BY JEEVES
P. G. Wodehouse’s manservant has been musical-
ized by Alan Ayckbourn (book and lyrics) and
Andrew Lloyd Webber (score). Mr. Ayckbourn is
the director. (Reviewed in this issue.) (Helen
Hayes, 240 W. 44th St. 239-6200.)
THE COMPLETE WORKS OF
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE (ABRIDGED)
A revival of Adam Long, Daniel Singer, and Jess
Winfield’s comedy, in which three actors (Peter
Ackerman, Jeremy Shamos, and David Turner)
erform thirty-seven plays and a hundred and
Ef‘t}f—fmur sonnets in under two hours. (Century
Cenrer, 111 E. 15th St. 239-6200.)
DANCE OF DEATH
As a couple about to celebrate—if that’s the right
word—their twenty-fifth wedding anniversary,
Helen Mirren and Ian McKellen square off in
Strindberg’s depiction of the blasted heath of matri-
mony, and they do battle magnificently. Their at-
tacks on each other are so predictable and so regu-
lar that you laugh as often as you wince. Mirren,
Flaying a former actress (if there is such a thing as a
ormer actress), is droll and wicked, and McKellen,
n his deep embrace of the role of an army captain

who comes face to face with his own mortality, is a
life force; as a presence on,staEe, he is the sound of
&

two hands clapping. Directed by Sean Mathias; also
with David Strathairn. (Reviewed in our issue of
10/22/01.) (Broadhurst, 235 W. 44th St. 239-6200.)
ELAINE 5TRITCH AT LIBERTY

The Broadway star sings songs and tells tales
about her life in the theatre, in a one-woman show
co-created with The New Yorker’s theatre critic
John Lahr. George Wolfe is the director. (Public,
425 Lafayerte St. 260-2400.)

EVERYTHING THAT RISES MUST CONYERGE
Rather than dramatic adaptations of three Flan-
nery O’Connor stories (“A View of the Woods,”
“Greenleaf,” and the title tale), the director Karin
Coonrod has put together staged recitations of the
originally published texts. Eight actors share the
burden, speaking the dialogue (including every “he
said” and “she said”), divvying up and delivering
the narrarive passages, and executing sometimes
literal, sometimes expressionistic interpretations
of the action described therein. It’s not a very good
idea for an evening of theatre. One skillful speaker
might have brought these funny, grotesque stories
more affectingly alive. Or you could stay home and
read them yourself. (New York Theatre Work-
shop, 79 E. 4th St. 239-6200.)

HAYANA IS5 WAITING

[n Eduardo Machado’s new drama, a Cuban-
American man returns to Havana after having been
sent to Miami as a child in 1961. (Cherry Lane, 38
Commerce St. 239-6200.)

HEDDA GABLER

This “Hedda,” starring Kate Burton and directed
by Nicholas Martin, is all surface brightness—it
twinkles rather than burns. Jon Robin Baitz’s col-
loquial adaptation of Ibsen's drama leaves lirtle
room for shading or depth, and the entire cast,
which includes Michael Emerson, Harris Yulin,
David Lansbury, and Angela Thornton, suffers
under Nicholas Martin’s heavy-handed and mis-
guided direction, as does the audience. (10/22/01)
(Ambassador, 219 W, 49th St. 239-6200.)
MAMMA MIA!

Benny Andersson and Bjirn Ulvaeus’s musical, set
on a mythical Greek island, employs the songs of
their defunct rock band, ABBA. (11/5/01) (Winter
Garden, Broadway at 50th St. 563-5544.)

THE MARRIAGE OF FIGARO

Once again, David Herskovits and his Target Mar-
gin Theatre trinmphantly re-create a classic. In this
case, it’s the Beaumarchais play on which the opera
was based, newly translated by “the company.”
Miranda Hoffman’s bawdily elegant costumes set
the tone for the production rght away, with a com-
bination of modern and eighteenth-century ele-
ments which parallels the script’s similarly success-
ful amalgamation of a classic, poertic translation
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and modern, slangier language. The actors—all
terrific—mabke it clear that they know they’re play-
ing a farce, and yet their pain and confusion as the
plots and counterplots unfold are just as convine-
ing as their knowing asides. And Mr. Herskovits’s
ability to focus all the intelligence and high energy
on display makes this a vivid, funny, rich, and even
relevant evening. (Ohio Theatre, 66 Wooster St.
358-3657. Closes Nov. 17.)

METAMORPHOSES

Ovid said, “All things change, nothing perishes,”
and Mary Zimmerman’s fluid and beautiful inter-

MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING

It’s gimmick Shakespeare, and it really works. The
accomplished Aquila Theatre Company has set
the Bard’s comic examination of trust, mistrust,
and sharp-tongued singles destined for couple-
hood in London in an *Avengers”-influenced
swinging sixties. The men wear bowlers and Sav-
ile Row suits, the women are smart and slinky in
black vinyl. The story is advanced with the help of
some go-go choreography, and “Hey Nonny
Nonny” sung to a bossa-nova beat is just plain
cool. What is not at all tricked up is the language,

S—{Aﬂ H-t{-mﬂ

1 knew youd hike it.” (The ABBA-inspired musical, “Mamma Mia!”)

pretation of several legends from his fifteen-book
history of the world is reassuring proof. Her modern
staging, which charmingly and wittily incorporates
colloquial language and costumes that range across
time, confirms the enduring and elemental power of
myth. Here—on a stark set composed only of a
large crysral chandelier, a battered manorial door, a
suspended image of sky and clouds, and an oblong,
twenty-seven-foot pool—real love, thwarted, begers
love in other forms; kindness is rewarded in unex-
pected ways; and evil often backfires. But some-
times the good are punished and the bad triumph,
because even the gods in charge surrender to flawed
human emotion. A tonic for anyone who needs to
believe that terrible events can transform us. (Sec-
ond Stage, 307 W. 43rd St. 246-4422.)
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which is beautifully spoken, dramatically reveal-
ing, and crystalline in effect. (Manhattan Ensem-
ble Theatre, 55 Mercer 5t. 239-6200.)

MOISES OFF

Patti LuPone and Peter Gallagher lead the cast in
a revised version of Michael Frayn’s 1982 back-
stage comedy. Jeremy Sams is the director. (Brooks
Atkinson, 256 W. 47th 5t. 307-4100.)

PUPPETRY OF THE PEMNIS

It’s one thing for a man to develop the ability to
stretch his scrotum unti] it’s the size of a dinner
plate, but another to share this talent with the
world. These two Australians, Simon Morley and
David (Friendy) Friend, call their transformations
“installations” and give them such suggestive
names as “Kenrucky Fried Chicken,” “The Wind-

surfer,” and “A Slowly Emerging Mollusk.” The
success, if you will, of an installation depends
largely upon an assistant with a video camera
who projects the finished work, in extreme
closeup, onto a giant screen. It’s all supposed to
be good, clean, nasty fun; the Aussies even pro-
fess embarrassment at the success of their “little
pub show.” Still, it’s a con: fifteen minutes into
their act they are utterly naked and out of ideas.
They can’t go on, bur they do. (John Houseman,
450 W. 42nd St.)
REBEL WITHOUT A PAUSE
The performance artist Reno, in her latest show.
Mondays at 8. (La Mama, 74A E. 4th St. 475-7710.)
SALEM
A play by Alex Roe, which takes off where Haw-
thorne’s story “Young Goodman Brown™ ends.
(Merropolitan Playhouse, 220 E., 4th St. 995-5302.)
THE SHAPE OF THINGS
Gretchen Mol, Paul Rudd, Rachel Weisz, and Fred-
erick Weller are in the cast of the Almeida Theatre
Company staging of Neil LaBute’s latest play.
(Promenade, Broadway at 76th St. 239-6200.)
SHINY HOT NIGHTS!
MORE S5OMGS OF JONI MITCHELL
The performance artist John Kelly stars in a
follow-up to his 1997 one-man paean to the singer.
Saturdays at 8. (Fez, 380 Lafayertte St. 333-2680.)
THE SQUARE
Sixteen short plays by as many playwrights (in-
cluding Craig Lucas, Mac Wellman, David Henry
Hwang, and Alice Tuan) which create a collage of
Asian-American life over the past century. Some of
them are gems and others more like curiosities, but
the evening as a whole, “curated” by the play-
wright Chay Yew and the director Lisa Peterson, is
fascinating. The actors’ versatility is impressives
among the fine, vivid cast, Henry Yuk’s subtle
conviction particularly stands out, Ms, Peterson’s
direction, a few unnecessary postmodern touches
aside, gives each play its due while also placing it
in a structure that accommodates its particular
time period, theatrical style, emotions, and points
made. (Public, 425 Lafayette St. 239-6200.)
TALE OF 2CITIES: AN AMERICAN
JOYRIDE ON MULTIPLE TRACKS
In her latest project, the “standup novelist™ Hea-
ther Woodbury uses the Dodgers’ departure from
Brooklyn in 1957 to examine notions of home and
community. The final installment in the six-part
series is on Nov. 7 at 8. (Brooklyn Lyceum, 227
Fourth Ave., Brooklyn. 718-857-4816.)
THOU SHALT MOT
Susan Stroman is the director of a new musical,
based on Zola’s “Thérése Raquin™ and set in New
Orleans after the Second World War, with a score
by Harry Connick, Jr., and a book by David
Thompson. (11/5/01) (Plymouth, 236 W. 45th St.
239-6200.)
TICK, TICK . .. BOOM!
The title represents the late author Jonathan Lar-
son’s fear of time running out on his musical
dreams. The show is set on the eve of the com-
oser’s thirtieth birthday—his Walpurgisnacht—as
e is caught between the pressures to succeed and
to settle. The slick, hardworking cast of three is
well directed by Scott Schwartz, and, with Larson’s
plotline deftly reworked by David Auburn, the
production has a ferching modesty and reveals Lar-
son’s idiosyncrasy, energy, and promise. (7/9/01)
(Jane Street Theatre, 113 Jane St. 239-6200.)
UNDERMEATH THE LINTEL
A librarian reports mysterious findings from a
book a hundred and vwenry-three years overdue,
in a play by Glen Berger. (Soho Playhouse, 15§
Vandam 5t. 239-6200,)
UNWRAP YOUR CANDY
It’s hard to imagine what Doug Wright was think-
ir‘f when he put together this quartet of one-act
“dark comedies.” (He wrote “Quills,” a wickedly
funny Grand Guignol take on the Marquis de
Sade’s institutionalization at Charenton.) The cur-
tain raiser, in which the inner monologues of a
piggish theatre audience are broadcast in voice-
over (it contnues as a running joke between
plays), 1s pretty amusing if you're not similarly pig-
gish. But it soon becomes obvious that this was
a preémptive strike, meant to imply that audi-
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ences might be too dim to get Wright’s sensibility.
In spite of the excellent cast, the plays that fol-
low, with the exception of one that features a sin-
ister talking fetus who tortures his mother from
inside the womb, are not very funny, and they
also fail to tap into anything incisive or new or
dark about their themes (murder, child rearing, se-
crets, etc.). (Vineyard, 108 E. 15th St. 353-0303,
Closes Nov. 11.)
URINETOWN
The amount of fun to be had at this musical, by
Greg Kotis (book and lyrics) and Mark Hollmann
(music and lyrics), is in direct proportion to the
unpleasantness of its title. Its central idea is that
an evil corporation controls all the toilers in a
city that bears some resemblance to New York,
but you don’t have to rack your brains about
the ramifications of that any more than the au-
thors did; the show is really no more and no less
than a terrifically spirited sendup of musicals and
their conventions, as self-conscious and gag-happy
as a Warner Bros. cartoon (not only does a sign
saying “Secret Hideout™ hang above a secret hide-
out; the sign has an arrow on it). John Cullum,
Jeff McCarthy, Nancy Opel, and Spencer Kay-
den lead the uniformly wonderful cast, which is
under the direction of John Rando, and John
Carrafa is responsible for the clever musical
staging. (10/1/01) (Henry Miller, 124 W. 43¢d St.
239-6200.)
WHERE'S MY MOMNEY?

ohn Patrick Shanley’s dark comedy about two

ush-league divorce lawyers from Brooklyn. (Man-
hattan Theatre Club, at City Center, 131 W. 55th
St. 581-1212.)
WONDER OF THE WORLD
A new comedy by David Lindsay-Abaire, star-
ring Sarah Jessica Parker as a runaway housewife
with a disturbed husband. Christopher Ashley
15 the direcror. (Reviewed in this issue.) (Manhat-
tan Theatre Club, at City Center, 131 W. 55th St.
581-1212.)

DANCE

BALLET HACIONAL DE CUBA

The company founded by Alicia Alonso in 1948
offers excerpts from works performed by Alonso
the prima ballerina and later adapted by Alonso
the choreographer, including portions of “Gi-
selle,” “C{)ppéﬁa,” “Don Quixote,” and “Swan
Lake.” (City Center, 131 W. 55th St. 581-1212.
Nov. 8-10 at 8 and Now. 11 at 3.)

"MASURCA FOGO"

This is Tanztheater Wuppertal lite—springtime in
the Theatre of Dejection. A woman in a flowery
dress fakes a very long orgasm while suspended
above the bodies of several men. Another, raven-
haired woman performs a squiggly, knock-kneed
solo in place. A line of CDL]I_‘ﬁESEﬁIUfﬂES to a win-
some fado. The short spots that make up this two-
hour Dada fest are fulFDf vivid thesis statements,
but Pina Bausch’s posture of weary wisdom—she
has known it all already, known it all—makes
them forgettable, and our belief or disbelief beside
the point. (Brooklyn Academy of Music, 30 Lafa-
yette Ave. 718-636-4100. Nov. 6 and § at 8, Nov.
9-10 at 7:30, and Nowv. 11 at 3.)

GARTH FAGAN DANCE

The eleven-member troupe premiéres “Music of
the Line / Words in the Shape,” set to two John
Adams compositions, “Hoodoo Zephyr” and
“Viohn Concerto.” The “Lion King™ choreogra-
pher also presents repertory works along with re-
creations and modifications of older pieces. (Joyce
Theatre, 175 Eighth Ave., at 19th St. 242-0800.
Nov. 6-10 at 8 and Nov. 11 at 2 and 7:30.)

ELLIS WOOD / LISA RACE

In a shared program, the choreographer Ellis
Wood presents “Funktionslust Slut™ and Lisa
Race offers “Social Climb.” (Dance Theatre
Workshop at the Duke on 42nd St, 229 W. 42nd
St. 924-0077. Nov. 8-10 at 8 and Nowv. 11 ar 3.)

"ILLUMINATIONS"

Simone Forti, the liveliest of the original mavericks of
postmodern dance, began this collaboration in im-
provisation with Charlemagne Palestine, a composer
and pianist in the manner of Steve Reich, in 1971, “]
was a lirtle stiffer then,” she says. Ar sixty-six years
old, she moves with a voraciousness and vivid inten-
tion that suggest she could do anything, but won’t if
it’s only to impress you. In the first decades of the col-
laboration, Forti would center her improvisation
around certain movement patterns. Now she just
shows up “in an open state, and I see what comes out
of me,” she says. “But it’s like being a jazz musician.
The new piece isn’t completely new.™ (Danspace Proj-
ect, 5t. Mark's-In-the-Bouwerie, Second Ave. ar 10th
St. 674-8194. Nov. 8-10 at 8:30.)

KOREAN MASKED DANCE

The fourteen-member all-male, all-farmer troupe
presents excerpts from the masked dramas “Dance
of a Leper Clown,” “Dance of the Foolish Aristo-
crats,” and “Dance of a Fallen Buddhist Monk.”
(Kaye Playhouse, Hunter College, Park Ave. at
68th St. 772-4448. Nov. 9 at 8.)

“"GROUP EXPERIENCE"

The choreographer Sarah Michelson leads a group
of collaborators which includes Miguel Gutier-
rez, Parker Lutz, Cheryl Thierren, and Adrienne
Truscott. (P.S. 122, 150 First Ave., atr 9th St. 477-
5288. Nov. 8-11 at 8:30.)

DEEFPLY ROOTED DAMCE THEATRE

The Chicago-based company performs repertory
works and presents segments of works to show
how the dancers and the choreographers build
their pieces together. (Aaron Davis Hall, Convent
Ave. at 135th St. 650-7100. Nov. 9-10 at 8.)
"WHEN PUSH COMES TO SHOVE ... SHOVE!"
The Ellen Stokes Shadle/Dance Works troupe per-
forms “Flair,” ser to the music of Vivaldi and Pro-
pellerheads, “Jump or Dive,” to Joe Jackson and
Bjork, and other works. (Merce Cunningham Stu-
dio, 55 Bethune St. 924-0077. Nov. 9 at 9 and
Nov. 10-11 ac 8.)
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THE C{I{IARLES{HINEUS ORCHESTRA
The influence of the blues and the gleefully anar- |

chic spirit that motivated CharleaijMingus have GENEVE
long drawn rock and rollers to his music. First
there was Joni Mitchell and her 1979 album
“Mingus,” then there was Hal Willner’s 1992 trib-
ute, “Weird Nightmare,” which featured everyone
from Keith Richards to Chuck D. Having been
down this road once (he can be heard on Willner’s
disk), Costello delivers new lyrics and arrange-
ments of both his own work and that of Mingus.
{Beacon Theatre, Broadway at 74th St. 496-7070.
Nov. 7 at 8.)

HATALIE MERCHANT

In the late eighties and early nineties Merchant
achieved fame by giving social activism and hu-
morless piety a pfaintivc, folksy voice. The former
10,000 Maniacs chanteuse kept a low profile fol-
lowing a 1999 live album, but she’s back now
with songs from her new release, “Motherland.”
{Beacon Theatre. Nov. 8 at 8.)

“JAZZ AT THE PENTHOUSE"

If one of the mandates of the Lincoln Center jazz
program is to promote up-and-coming talent, then
they’ve certainly met the promise with this perfor-
mance. The trumpeters Dominick Farinacci, An-
drea Lindborg, Jeremy Pelt, and Mike Rodriguez

are, to put it nicely, unknowns. With a first-rate Twenty-4°

rhythm section behind them—the pianist Renee by Patek Philippe available
Rosnes, the bassist George Mraz, and the drum- i

mer Billy Drummond—the horn players salute in 18 karat gold or steel

rwl-{j :f ‘lilardd bop’s greatest jtlrumpﬂl:ers, Freddie
Hubbard and Lee Morgan, whose 1965 meeting 15 . S .
known as The MNight E::?f the Cookers, from %he For 'nfmmatfon' Patek Philippe, Dept. 703,

subsequent recording. Stars may be born. (Kaplan One Rockefeller Plaza, New York, New York 10020. Tel: {212) 218 1240. www.patek.com
Penthouse, Rose Building, Lincoln Center. 721-

6500. Nov. 8-10 at 8.) e
"THE MISSISSIPPI HILL COUNTRY:

A MUSICAL CELEBRATION"

Rare appearances by such old-time blues artists as
the guitarist Jessie Mae Hemphill, the ninety-
seven-year-old drum-and-fife master Otha Turner,
and the juke-joint denizen T-Model Ford are the
highlights of this program. Lucinda Williams,
Corey Harris, the North Mississippi All Stars, and
the Jon Spencer Blues Explosion lead the younger
generation’s tribute. (Arts at S5t. Ann’s, St. Ann’s
Warehouse, 38 Water St., Brooklyn. 718-858-
2424 Nov. 9 at 8.)

CESARIA EYORA

A breath of sweet tropical air from Sao Vicente
(a tiny port island off the coast of Senegal), Evora
is known as the Barefoot Diva, a reference both
to her performance style and to the earthy, laid-
back feel of morna, the dreamy bossa-nova blues
she sings with such passion. (Beacon Theatre.
Nowv, 9 at §.)

LUCINDA WILLIAMS

This outstanding and uncategorizable songwriter
from Baton Rouge—consider her the spiritual
daughter of Robert Johnson and Howlin® Wolf—
is touring in support of “Essence,” her follow-up
to the widely acclaimed “Car Wheels on a Gravel
Road.” (Beacon Theatre. Now. 10 at 8.)

TROY CARRIER AMD THE ZYDECO CREW

A night of washboards and accordions, south- |
western Louisiana style. (Belle Epoque, 827 Broad- |
way, at 13th St. For more information, call 6835-
7597. Nov. 11 at 7:30.)

AEROSMITH

Two generations of hirsute hard rock meet as
Aerosmith mounts its umpteenth arena tour with
the almost-as-hoary Cult in tow. While neither
band practices a particularly cutting-edge version |
of microphone-swinging, decibel-heavy revelry,
their professionalism will insure that there’s no
shortage of fists aloft in the audience. (Madison
Square Garden, 307-7171. Now. 12 at 7:30.)
SHELBY LYNME

After a career in Nashville which yielded five CDs
of pedestrian country pop, Lynne quit Music City
and returned to her home town in Alabama. The
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change did her good. The caterwauling back-
porch blues and Memphis horns of her 2000
album, “I Am Shelby Lynne,” suggested Al Green
at the Grand Ole Opry and earned her a Grammy
(for best new artist, ironically). She returns with a
shiny follow-up, “Love, Shelby,” which was re-
corded with the help of Alanis Morissette’s pro-
ducer Glen Ballard. (Supper Club, 240 W. 47th St.
921-1940. Nov. 12 at 8.)

CLUBS

Musicians and night-club proprietors live
complicated lives; 1t’s advisable to call abead
to confirm engagements.

BROWMNIES

169 Avenue A, at 10th St. (420-8392)—Nov. 13:
Once a crucial member of the American punk
band Hiisker Dii and of the celebrated alterna-
tive trio Sugar, Bob Mould more or less gave up
the music game after his last solo album, in 1998,
to fulfill his passion for professional wrestling.
(No joke: he has served as a consultant to the
World Championship Wrestling organization.)
Mould returns to the stage with his signature
fusion of pop melody and noisy venom in a bene-
fit show for the Fire Department’s Engine 24, Lad-
der 5.

IRVING PLAZA

17 Irving PL., at 15¢h St. (777-6800}—Nov. 7-10:
Stereolab delivers lush and surprisingly human
electronica. Nov. 12-13: The proto-punk living
legend Iggy Pop continues to defy all odds of sur-
viving (much less remaining credible) long after he
first assaulted pop culture with the Stooges in the
late sixties. Following the unexpectedly solemn
chamber music of his 1999 album, “Avenue B,” he
returns to the ferocious guitar clamor that is his
forte. The fifty-four-year-old demigod’s new re-
lease, “Beat "Em Up,” is proof that no one need go
quietly into his autumn years.

KNITTING FACTORY

74 Leonard 5t., berween Broadway and Church
St (219-3055)—MNov. 12-13: The raucous sounds
of New Orleans’s ReBirth Brass Band.

JAZZ AND STANDARDS

ALGONQUIN HOTEL

59 W. 44th St. (840-6800)—Through Dec. 1:
Word of mouth is starting to build for Paula West,
an assured singer of durable standards whose per-
formances have a lived-with ease that eludes many
of the pearly-toothed upstarts now crowding the
scene. Dining,

BIRDLAMD

315 W. 44th St. (581-3080)—Nov. 7-10: The
John Pizzarelli trio. Pizzarelli is an exceedingly
talented singer, guitarist, and bandleader; he and
his sidemen, pianist Ray Kennedy and bassist
Martin Pizzarelli, adore the American-songbook
repertoire and pre-bop verities. Even without a
drummer in sight, this threesome will have no
problem swinging all night long, Dining.

BLUE NOTE

131 W. 3rd St., near Sixth Ave. (475-8§592)—
Through Nov. 11: How does the great Rolling
Stones drummer Charlie Watts ger his satisfac-
tion? From playing jazz. With his main band off
the road, Watts rustles up the best of Britain’s
mainstream jazz players. As a leader, Watts is as
self-effacing as he is with the Stones; his modesty
and the invariably stellar musicianship of his
bandmates always carry the day.

CARLYLE HOTEL

Madison Ave. at 76th St. (744-1600)—The Café
Carlyle, a snug, windowless enclave in the door-
man district, features discreet waiters, wrap-
around murals, and the magisterially puckish
Bobby Short. Mondays belong to Woody Allen
and the Eddie Davis New Orleans Jazz Band. ¢
Across the hall, in Bemelmans Bar, Barbara Car-
roll is in attendance.
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FEINSTEIN'S AT THE REGENCY

540 Park Ave., at 61st St. {339-4095)—Nov. 7-24:
Jimmy Webb and Paul Williams are two wonder-
ful songwriters who kept the larders of pop music
full during the sixties and seventies. Williams, who
also acts—he’s the star of Brian DePalma’s not-
quite-classic 1974 film “Phantom of the Par-
adise”—may have a slightly higher profile, bur
Webb has written hits for everyone from the Fifth
Dimension and Richard Harris to Glen Campbell

“You say Eboreagmpby, "Pina.
Your critics say fire drill.””
(1anztheater Wuppertal at BAM.)

and Art Garfunkel. Each is an engaging performer
who does credit to his most durable material—
“We've Only Just Begun™ and “Rainbow Con-
nection,” in Williams’s case; “Up, Up and Away,”
“By the Time I Get to Phoenix,” and the gloriously
inscrutable “MacArthur Park,” in Webb’s. The
singing actress Liz Callaway joins them for this en-
gagement. Dining,

IRIDIU M

1650 Broadway, at 51st 5t. (582-2121}—Through
Nov. 11: At eighty, [llinois Jacquet may no longer
be the Texas tornado of legend, the one-man
army whose tenor saxophone was guaranteed to
shake a hall to its rafters, but he’s still gor the
spirit in him, His big band is a light-on-irs-feet

swing unit that does its leader proud. Mondays
belong to the electric-guitar innovator Les Paul.
JOE'S PUB

425 Latayerte St. (539-8777)—Fridays, Saturdays,
and Sundays through Nov. 18: Lea Delaria. Sure,
she’s as funny as you’d expect, but Delaria, Broad-
way’s favorite comic foil, also gives quite a turn
as a feisty jazz-inflected singer. On her current
album, “Play It Cool,” she and a sharp jazz en-
semble reveal the inner swing in theatrical mate-
rial by the likes of Sondheim, Kander and Ebb,
and LaChuisa.

KNITTING FACTORY

74 Leonard St., between Broadway and Church
St. (219-3055)—Nov. 13: The Mario Pavone sex-
tet. The bassist Pavone is one of the secret heroes
of the New York City jazz scene. Lack of wide-
spread recognition hasn't dimmed his ambition
or imagination. He juggles different-sized ensem-
bles to fit his compositional needs; no matter the
aggregation, sharp arrangements jostle happily
with improvisarions, and there’s always room for
plenty of Pavone’s own aggressive playing.
YILLAGE YANGUARD

178 Seventh Ave. S., ar 11th St. (255-4037)—
Through Nov. 11: The Lou Donaldson quartet.
With one foot in well-turned bop soil and the
other in R. & B. territory, Donaldson, an alto sax-
ophonist, pledges allegiance to both virtuosity and
entertainment. His timing—as a bop soloist and as
a comic—has never been better. He’s joined here
by Dr. Lonnie Smith on organ. The Vanguard Jazz
Orchestra holds sway on Mondays.

ART
MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

METROPOLITAN MUSEUM

Fifth Ave. at 82nd St. (879-5500)—Some artists
were not meant for retrospectives. In the case of
Paul Signac (1863-1935), an acolyte and under-
study of Georges Seurat, faint praise would have
been more flartering. The young Signac, a deter-
mined avant-gardist of middling talent, hitched
himself to Seurat’s star in 1884. From then on, he
served as cheerleader for their willfully formulaic
style. Signac’s own Pointillist efforts, especially
the placid harbor scenes of the eighteen-nineties,
have an appealing kind of stippled, calming
brightness. But the artist’s twin passions (he was
an avid yachtsman and a sentimental anarchist)
don’t resonate much today, and the later paintings
show him gradually growing tired of the method
he had done so much to promote. Through Dec.
30. ¢ “Pieter Bruegel the Elder, Drawings and
Prints.” Fifty of Bruegel’s sixty-one known draw-
ings, many of them paired with the engravings
(by other talented hands) for which they were de-
signs, range from acutely poetic landscapes to sur-
real fantasies that were influenced by Hierony-
mus Bosch. While taking the dimmest possible
view of human character, he embraced raw human
energy with a zest that feels all-forgiving. His land-
scapes comprehend the grandeur and the scraggli-
ness of nature in equal measure. Through Dec. 2. +
For “Caspar David Friedrich: Moonwatchers,”
the Met presents seventeen paintings and two
works on paper, many of which (“Two Men Con-
templating the Moon,” “Man and Woman Con-
templating the Moon,” etc.) capture the German
artist at his most Romantic. Through Nov. 11.
(Open Tuesdays through Sundays, 9:30 to 5:30,
and Friday and Saturday evenings until 9.)
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART

11 W. 53rd St. (708-9480)—An Alberto Giaco-
mettl retrospective reacquaints us with the Swiss
sculptor’s iconic skinny statues while emphasizing
his paintings and his less esteemed Surrealist ob-
jects of the nineteen-thirties. Revision is not
achieved. Except for “The Palace at 4 A.M.” and
“Woman with Her Throat Cut™—two 1932 mar-
vels that bespeak bolt-from-the-blue inspiration
like thar of Coleridge’s “Kubla Khan”—the ob-
jects show Giacomertti in a weakly pandering
mode. The paintings, mostly portraits from the
nineteen-fifties, expend obsessive energy to visu-
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| ally skimpy ends. But the great statues are more

engaging than ever. These tragicomic presences
don’t so much stand in the world as stand up to it,
ravaged by the very space around them but main-
taining vestigial subjectivity in the thrust of a chin,
the tilt of a hip, and the set of a shoulder—calling
to the heart. Through Jan. 8. (Open Sarurdays
through Tuesdays, and Thursdays, 10:30 to 5:45;
Fridays, 10:30 to 8:15.)

GUGGEMNHEIM MUSEUM

Fifth Ave. at 89th St. (423-3500)—For “Brazil:
Body & Soul” the Thomas Krens team has gone to
new extremes, utterly transforming the museumn
and leaving one awed by the mega-exhibition’s
scope, design, audacity, and cost. Under the direc-
tion of Jean Nouvel, the entire interior has been
painted black, and the rotunda is now a Stygian
theatre, with a massive baroque altarpiece in its
center. From there, viewers ascend past ranks of
polychromed Madonnas, carved lions, ex-votos,
and tribal videos and arrive, finally, at a celestial ring
of white rooms, where the baroque (which lasted
nearly three centuries in Brazil) abruptly gives way
to modernism. After so much blood and gold, the
twentieth century’s primary colors are both a relief
and a disappointment (the change is like stepping
from purgatory to preschool). In both sections, mas-
terpieces are scarce: judging by this survey, Brazil-
1ans, like Guggenheim curators, prefer spectacle to
refinement., Through Jan, 27. (Open Sundays
through Wednesdays, 9 ro 6; Fridays and Satur-
days, 910 8.)

WHITNEY MUSEUM OF AMERICAN ART
Madison Ave. at 75th St. (570-3676)—“Into the
Light: The Projected Image in American Art, 1964-
1977.” When the first movie theatres were built in
Japan, the seats were installed sidewise, because ar-
chitects were sure the beam of light streaming from
the projector would be as exciting to watch as the
image onscreen. This historical survey explores a
similar impulse in American art, focussing on early
experimentation with film projections, as well as
sound, hive video feeds, and holography. The cura-
tor Chrissie lles knows that today’s audience
equates projection with the MTV glamour of Doug
Aitken or Sam Taylor-Wood, which may be why
she opens with a Warhol split-screen projection of
Edie Sedgwick that has the opulent banality of
Buriuel. But the double Edie gives way to a double
Dan Graham (the two-part projection “Helix/Spi-
ral”) and from that point the emphasis is on pro-
jection as radical experiment rather than high-gloss
entertainment, Through Jan. 6. {Open Tuesdays

. through Thursdays, and weekends, 11 to 6, Fri-

days, 1to 9.)
DlA CENTER FOR THE ARTS
548 W. 22nd 5t. (989-5566)—FR.oni Horn titled a
recent show “Making Being Here Enough,” which
sums up the considerable gift of her art; your ex-
perience of a given piece and its meaning are in-
separable. Of the three photographic projects and
two sculptures on view, the sculptures steal the
show. A pair of glass blocks, one crystal clear, the
other black ice, are installed in separate galleries.
Each appears uncannily liquid, as if melting in
sunlight. Duality strikes again at the entrance to
the show, with two groups of nearly identical por-
traits of the same young girl. As she gazes straight
at you, a chameleon changing from picture to pic-
ture yet always herself, your sense of identity itself
dissolves. Through Feb. 17. (Open Wednesdays
through Sundays, noon to 6.)
NEW-YORK HISTORICAL SOCIETY
2 W. 77th 5t., at Central Park W. (873-3400)—For
many years, John Koch was an embarrassment to
American painting. A mustachioed, bald, epicene
aesthete, Koch painted cocktail parties in his ele-
ant El Dorado apartment with finicky, European
Encssw. He was the un-Pollock, the Meissonier of
Central Park West. Even today, his art remains a lit-
mus test for dichard modernists. For the rest of us,
though, this retrospective is a long-overdue plea-
sure. The fifty interiors, gilded by typically Kochian
late-afternoon sunlight, are full of marvellous
touches, often rising to Degas-like perfection. Koch’s
occasional forays into erotica are less compelling,
though he did paint one unforgettably libidinous
icon: “The Scuﬁ:rmr,” a hymn to male pulchritude

that would have made Liberace blush. Through
Jan. 27. ¢ “Manhattan Unfurled” matches great
panoramas of the New York skyline—the artist
Edward Burkhardt’s 360-degree views, from the
eighteen-forties, and the architect Martteo Pericoli™s
perimeter views of the entire city from the Hudson
and the East Rivers, a project he worked on from
1995 to 2000. Through Jan. 6. (Open Tuesdays
through Sundays, 10 to §.)
P.5. 1 CONTEMPORARY ART CEMTER
22-25 Jackson Ave., at 46th Ave., Long Island
City (718-784-2084)—The Canadian artist Janet
Cardiff is best known for site-specific audio works
created in collaboration with George Bures Miller,
guided walks in which viewers (make thart listen-
ers) don headphones and follow the artist’s in-
structions in a sort of aural treasure hunt. This
mid-career retrospective features an eleven-minute
journey through PS. 1 and also includes sound-
tracks of tours past—through a Swedish castle, a
German street, a library in Pittsburgh—which can
be heard while seated at a desk. (The walking ex-
perience is better.) The show, which also includes
a number of video-based works, culminates in the
]F:rmmiérr: of a stunning audio installation of a
orty-part choral work by Thomas Tallis, com-
posed in 1575, Through Jan. 20. (Open Wednes-
days through Sundays, noon to 6.)

GALLERIES-UPTOWN

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

RICHARD ESTES

The most respecrable Photo-Realist—because he
paints freehand, rather than tracing projected
slides—returns with big views of Manhattan streets
and international tourist sites (the Paris Opéra,
Machu Picchu) and a portrait of 1. M. Pei. As ever,
Estes is strikingly adept at rendering hard surfaces
that reflect light and is lost when confronted with
soft stuffs, like flesh and foliage, that mostly absorb
it. Why does he even attempt people? There is noth-
ing to look at in his faces except a numbly nota-
tional technique that employs oil paint in dry,
opaque patches, as if it were gouache. Pei, grinning
in the National Gallery annex that he designed, be-
comes a human cipher. Through Nov. 24. (Marl-
borough, 40 W. 57th St. 541-4900.)
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"NAKED SINCE 1950"
A munificent mosh pit of a show convenes images
of unclothedness by forty celebrated artists, from
Hopper and Picasso to Goldin and Currin. The
over-all effect is unpleasant and very exciting.
(Bring a friend to chatter with.) The show’s or-
chestrated clash of strong works—contending over
the bare body like predators over prey—withers
the analytic impulse. Forget Sir Kenneth Clark’s el-
egant worrying about “naked” vs. “nude”; think
“stark.” High points include Lucian Freud’s lush
and pitiless “Naked Portrait with Green Chair”; a
lugulljlriﬂus family of nudists photographed by
Diane Arbus; Eric Fischl's well-known painting
“The Old Man’s Boat and the Old Man’s Dog” (at
nineteen years old, a grownup classic); and a wax
sculpture of buttocks with real hair and painted
musical bars by Robert Gober. Some matchups
amaze. A magenta girlie-girl by Lisa Yuskavage
holds its own on a wall with Picasso and de Koon-
ing. Through Dec. 8. (C&M Arts, 45 E. 78th St
861-0020.)
"ROY LICHTENSTEIN BRUSHSTROKES:
FOUR DECADES"
A large show offers “Brushstroke” paintings
and drawings from the estate of the white prince
of Pop. Lichtenstein first filleted a stroke in 19635,
lifting the representation of a big, juicy gesture
from a comic book. It seemed a keen joke on Ab-
stract Expressionism, which he had halfheartedly
practiced in the nineteen-fifties. (The show in-
cludes one interesting mess he made in 1959.)
The plot thickened in 1981, when Lichtenstein
started adding frechand strokes of his own to
those that he portrayed schematically. He kept
ringing bright and subtle changes on the motf
until his death, in 1997. The resulting, richly com-
ﬁiex body of work is amusing to the mind and a
at-out joy to the eye. Through Jan. 12. (Mitchell-
Inness & Nash, 1018 Madison Ave., at 78th St.
744-7400.)

Short List

DAYID HOCKNEY AMD HENRI MATISSE
Artemis Greenberg Van Doren,

730 Fifth Ave., at 57th 5t. 445-0444.
Through Nowv. 10.

ELYN ZIMMERMAN

Gagosian, 980 Madison Ave., at 76th St.
744-2313. Through Nov. 10.

GALLERIES-CHELSEA

KiM ABELES

When Abeles stopped making beautiful and sought-
after kimonos in the early nineteen-cighties, she
says, “a lot of people were upset and became dis-
loyal. I just wanted to keep experimenting like art-
ists should.” She has moved pointedly from genre to
genre ever since, working in painting, photography,
bookmaking, Eu:u]pturc,ganj} installation. T%lisliet-
rospective collects her eclectic reinterpretations of
science and history, including pieces on the air qual-
ity in Los Angeles, on the execution of the Rosen-
bergs, and on the canonization of St. Bernadette.
“Traveling Sales” packs Bernaderte’s story, in the
form of commercially produced miniatures and
postcards, into a vintage suitcase touched up with
gold paint and a purple velvet handle. Through
Nov. 17. (Art Resources Transfer, 210 Eleventh
Ave., at 25th St. 691-5956.)

CELESTE BOURSIER-MOUGEMNOT

On your way through Chelsea, stop at the corner
of Tenth Avenue and 21st Street, face west, and
wave. Boursier-Mougenot has three cameras
pointed there, with two more along 21st Street,
broadcasting live onto five big screens at Paula
Cooper’s upstairs space. Like Wolfgang Stachle’s
live video teed of the downtown skyline, which
unexpectedly recorded the attacks on the World
Trade Center, “Videodrones” picks up telling
details of the current climate, such as the unset-
tling number of parked taxis, which in happier
times would be out on the streets scouting for
fares. The score, created by feeding the videos
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through a sound-generating system, is not as im-
mediately appealing as in other works by Boursier-
Mougenot (for instance, his gently chiming bowls
floating in wading pools last summer), but the
drone grows on you. Through Dec. 15. (521
W. 21st St. 255-1105.)

JAMES CROAK

The seven-foot-four sentinel ar the door, “Dirtman
Shows the Monsters,” is made of cast dirt and
holds a wooden rack of gargoyles. Nearby, an-
other dark (in aspect and color) Kuman figure cast
in dirt climbs across a ceiling while similar crea-
tures made of wax drip and melt through a hole
in the bottom of their aquarium. In the next
room, “Wolf” pads across a wide pedestal built
from a truckload of books, marked with a trail
of tar. And “Score,” an All American Scoreboard
Model MP-5209 made in Pardeeville, Wisconsin,
gives the following (hopeful?) update: fourth quar-
ter, 14:59 left, Wolves 7, Theory 0. Through Nov.
10. (Stux, 529 W. 20th 5t. 352-1600.)

ROBERT FISCHER

A ramshackle structure with tin siding hovers be-
tween urtility and futility in the middle of the gal-
lery. Pastoral but creepy, it’s a Ted Kaczynski-like
take on the little house on the prairie. The interior
furnishings (in two rooms, and a pair of tiny hall-
ways) are a study in domestic g}’&ﬁmtﬁom the
leaves of a drop-leaf table add a scant inch to its
length and a built-in ladder leads nowhere. The
hum of an electric fan conveys recent occupancy
and lends an illicit air to the experience. For all its
material charms, the installation has the spectral
aspect of a memory. Through Nov. 17. (Dee
Glasoe, 529 W 20th St. 924-7545.)

ELLIOTT GREEN

Green’s paintings offer a kind of harrassing solace.
Precincts of sweet, sleek, reassuring color—plums,
aquas, oranges—are inhabited by squabbling
figures, apparently tots and parents in various
stages of distress. The result is an evocative version
of near-abstraction, late de Kooning filtered
through the mind of Chuck Jones. Long, rubbery
imbs are everywhere, attached to feet and hands
that clurch, slap, kick, and stomp. In one of the
show’s most irresistible images, a thumb and fore-
finger loom out as if to offer the viewer a pinch.
Through Nov. 10. (Postmasters, 459 W. 19th St.
727-3323.)

FRANK HOLLIDAY

For sheer gaudiness and abandon, this show,
“Trippin’ in America,” isin a class by itself, Look-
ing nothing like Holliday’s earlier work, the new
paintings are big, gooey, rainbow-colored lava
fields, blotto versions of Gerhard Richter or Frank
Stella. They're essentially goofs—abstract impro-
visation raised to a kind of cheerful hyperbole, a
parody of itself. But they’re also surprisingly fun to
look at, and a sure mood elevator. Through Nov.
17. (Debs, 525 W. 26th St. 643-2070.)

JENNY HOLZER

Who's afraid of red, yellow and blue? Not Jenny
Holzer, who inaugurates Cheim & Read’s new
space, with three primary-colored L.E.D. sculp-
tures so well married to the architecture that it’s
hard to accept their impermanence. In the front
room, four narrow stainless-stecl spikes rise to
a height of more than twenty-four feet, spout-
ing blue text of the discomforting variety for
which the artist is best known. The next two
rooms are empty of objects, with signage installed
in the ceiling. Through Nov. 17. (547 W. 25th St.
242-7727.)

Short List

JEREMY BLAKE

Feigen, 535 W. 20¢h St. 929-0500,
Through Nov. 24.

MORRIS LOUIS

Kasmin, 293 Tenth Ave., at 26th St. 563-4474.
Through Nov. 24,

ELIZABETH PEYTOMN

Gavin Brown’s Enterprise, 436 W. 15th St.
627-5258. Through Nov. 17.

RICHARD SERRA

Gagosian, 555 W. 24th St. 741-1111.
Through Dec. 15.

GALLERIES-DOWNTOWN

ANM AGEE

Agee trained as a painter but took to ceramics
some fifteen years ago, decorating her plates, pans,
and plumbing with delicate blue-and-white scenes
of suburban America. An encounter with Franz
Anton Bustelli’s colorful, gilded porcelain figurines
from the sixteenth century set her on her current
path, modelling small, brightly clothed contempo-
rary men and women. Most recently, she’s taken on
scenes with multiple subjects, like the Lamaze-class
and home-birth tableaux here. These fecundity
dramas are as perfectly formed and intricately pat-
terned as her single figures, but they (and Agee’s ac-
companying medical models of male and female
genitalia) may not have the same easy-to-love,
easy-to-sell appeal. Through Nov. 10. (PRO.W,
476 Broome St. 941-8642.)

NANCY CHUNN

For her 1996 “Front Pages,” Chunn colored in 366
New York Times front pages ("96 was a leap year),
adding color-coded road-sign and stick-figure
graphics onto the page. The lusher and more selec-
tive “News Stories” now uses the same technique
to mark major events of the past few years, like the
cloning of Dolly the sheep, the death of Deng Xiao-
ping, and the end of the Heaven’s Gate cult. By
1999, Chunn had moved her symbol language to
canvas, struggling to fit the detritus of the Monica
Lewinsky scandal onto a six-by-eight-foot surface.
“Spring Cleaning™ bundles the war in Kosovo, the
Columbine massacre, and the last “Star Wars”
movie around a set of crossing light sabres; the pre-
scient “All Fall Down™ shows an airplane and a
crowd of angels hovering over crushed and burn-
ing buildings. Through Nowv. 10. (Feldman, 31
Mercer 5t. 226-3232.)

PIETER SCHOOLWERTH

Leggy twenty-somethings spraw| and dance and
flirt their way through Schoolwerth’s manic can-
vases, which suggest a psychedelic episode of
“Friends.” There are pets and beer cans and fash-
ion glossies underfoot and everyone is having an
enviably good time. Schoolwerth’s technique,
meanwhile, seems nonchalantly old-fashioned: it’s
a photo-enhanced realism, bordering on illustra-
tion. What secures our affections is Schoolwerth’s
combination of high spirits and artificiality: ar
best, hus gravityless tableaux promise to become
purely balletic and unreal, like East Village ver-
sions of Guido Reni. Through Nov. 10. (American
Fine Art, 22 Wooster 5t. 941-0401.)

Short List

KEITH SOMMIER
Location One, 26 Greene St. 334-3347.
Through Nov. 28.

AUCTIONS AND ANTIQUES

SOTHEBY'S
Nov. 7 at 7: The house’s sale of Impressionist and
modern art opens with a rich selection of works by
major artists. Paintings by Braque, Matisse, Pis-
sarro, and Modigliani (the portrait “Giovanotto
dai Capelli Rossi,” expected to bring up to seven
million dollars) are featured; among the sculp-
tures are works by Giacometti, Archipenko, and
Rodin. # Nov. 8 at 10:15 A.M. and 2: Part 2 of the
sale features paintings by such artists as Klee,
Nicholson, Cézanne, and Feininger (“Small Blue
Locomotive,” a painting from 1909}, + Nowv. 9 at
10:15 A.m. and 2: Furniture and decorative art
works from the nineteenth century. (York Ave. at
72nd St. 606-7000.)
CHRISTIE"S
Nov. 7 at 10 A.M. and 2: Impressionist and modern
art works, featuring paintings by Monet (“Tem-
péte a Belle-fle,” from 1886) and Seurat and sculp-
ture by Jean Arp. The afternoon session includes a
ection of works on paper by Kandinsky and
others. ¢ Nov. 13 at 7 and Nov. 14 at 10 A.M.: Eu-



ropean and American postwar art, including fif-
teen German works (from the Hans Grothe col-
lection) by such artists as Baselitz and Kiefer. (20
Rockefeller Plaza, at 49th St. 636-2000.)

DOYLE

Nowv. 7 at 10 a.M.: Autographs, photographs, and
theatrical memorabilia. Two collections are the
highlights of the sale: a cache of more than seven
hundred autographs that belonged to the photog-
rapher Alfred Eisenstaedt, and the personal collec-
tion of Colleen Dewhurst and George C. Scott. +
Nov. 7 at 1: Old Master, modern, and contempo-
rary prints. + Nowv. 13 at 10 A.M.: Art works and de-
sign from the twentieth century, including paint-
ings by David Hockney and Winston Churchill.
(175 E. 87th St. 427-2730.)

PHILLIPS

Nov. 12 at 7 and Nov. 13 at 10 A.M.: Contempo-
rary art, including works by Jean-Michel Basquiat,
Jett Koons (“Fait d’'Hiver,” a porcelain sculpture
from the artist’s “Banality™ series), and Piero
Manzoni. (3 W. 57th 5t. 570-4830.)

PHOTOGRAPHY

HARRY BENSON

When “I Want to Hold Your Hand” hit No. 1 in
the U.S., the Beatles picked up a slot on the “Ed
Sullivan Show™; the night they learned the news,
at the Horel George V in Paris, Harry Benson was
there. His photographs of the ensuing pillow fight
have weathered reproduction well—a new print of
the best composed and best known of that series is
the largest item in this small retrospective. In the
years lE%rllt::r-.:l.f'm;;g the British Invasion, Benson cov-
ered many more serious and less hopeful cultural

‘Rusty?” (Richard Serra at Gagosian.)

turning points, including the deaths of Martin
Luther King, Jr., and Robert Kennedy. But he al-
ways returned to entertainment, notably following
another pop star into the bedroom in 1997, this
time to offer up the singer Michael Jackson with
his plump infant son. Jackson pére, caught hand-
ing off a pacifier to someone outside the frame, is
splayed across a gold throne, in a pearl-studded
jacket, black pants, and wrinkled white socks. It is
to Benson’s great credit that the Man in the Mirror
looks so human. Through Dec. 1. (Staley-Wise,
560 Broadway. 966-6223.)

AMMA GASKELL

With an iconography thar hints at fetishism, Gas-
kell’s dark photographs follow several Alice-in-
Wﬂnderlsndlf]jke preteens, in identical outfits, Their
adventures—ourtdoor and indoor scenes that look
something like summer camp, or life at an institu-
tion—are open to mterpretation but always seem to
involve fear, taboo, and burgeoning sexuality, One
surreal image shows six girls lying face down in a
circle, leaving the viewer to struggle for a necessar-
ily far-fetched explanation: Is this a séance? Is it
a virginal sacrifice? Gaskell, who was once an
assistant-curn-babysitter for 53]]} Mann, offers one
of the few substantial explorations of the sexuality
of little gl:ls since Mann’s hcrl}f controversial “At
Twelve” (1991). Her work is growing more man-
nered and masterfully uneasy. Through Nov. 10.
(Kaplan, 416 W. 14th St. 645-?335 )

NIKKI 5. LEE

Finally, an heir to Cindy Sherman who caprures the
vitality of Sherman’s early self-portraits. Lee, a
young Korean woman just out of art school, stages
and poses for faux candids, alone and at the center
of snapshotlike images of groups, from strippers
to schoolgirls to skateboard punks. She always
seems completely engrossed in her casually close

_ ot

crowd scenes, whether she is with a cluster of Asian
high-school girls gossiping or a carful of African-
American teen-agers arguing over which way to go.
Viewers may be sorry to realize the intimacy is pure
setup, or sorry to get Lee’s point, that hair sri;le,
dress, and context are so much of who we are, but
there’s cheer in her virtuosic performances. Through
Dec. 1. (Tonkonow, 535 W. 22nd 5t. 255-8450.)
NICHOLAS HIXON

Nixon made a name for himself with annual por-
traits of his wife and her siblings, “The Brown Sis-
ters,” a project begun in 1975. For the past two
years he has been photographing Boston couples
from outside his family. The pictures are less por-
traits of two static individuals than studies of two
bodies merging. One closeup of an entwined pair
looks like a detail of the Vatican’s sculprure of La-
ocoodn fighting off snakes. “S.P.,, M.E., Roxbury™ is
dominated by the head of a woman smiling with
her eyes closed, her cheek resting on her obscured
partner’s temple. The eight-by-ten-inch black-and-
white contact prints offer an almost claustrophobic
level of detail, reminding the viewer how remark-
able it is that Nixon did all this work with a cum-
bersome and obtrusive view camera. Through
Nov. 24. (Zabriskie, 41 E. 57th St. 752-1223.)
INTERNATIONAL CENTER OF PHOTOGRAPHY
1133 Sixth Ave., at 43rd St. 857-0000—Helmut
Newton was most recently in the spotlight with
the 2000 release of his sixty-six-pound book,
“Sumo,” which came with its own Philippe Starck
table. He's back with this retrospective. Through
Dec. 30. ¢ “The Construction of the Paris Opera:
Photographs of Delmaet and Durandelle” and
“ ‘Greed’ and Other Recent Acquisitions™ will
also be on show through Dec. 30. (Open Tuesdays
through Thursdays, 10-5; Fridays, 10-8; Satur-
days and Sundays, 10-6.}
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Short List

HELMUT NEWTON

Boone, 745 Fifth Ave, 752-2929.
Through Dec. 21.

JOEL MEYEROWITZ

Meyerowitz, 580 Broadway. 625-3434,
Through Dec. 15.

SARAH MOON

Greenberg, 120 Wooster St. 334-0010.
Through Dec. 8.

CLASSICAL MUSIC
OPERA

METROPOLITAN OPERA

Verdi’s “Luisa Miller,” with Marina Mescheriakova,
Denyce Graves, Neil Shicoff, Nikolai Putilin, Hao
Jiang Tian, and Phillip Ens; James Levine conducts.
(Nov. 7 at 7:30 and Nov. 13 at 8.) # With Sondra
Radvanovsky and Wendy White replacing Mescheri-
akova and Graves, and Martin Thompson and Paul
Plishka replacing Shicoff and Ens. (Nov. 10 ar 8.) ¢
“La Boheme,” with Patricia Racette, Inva Mula,
Ramén Vargas, and Bruno Caproni; Carlo Rizzi.
(Nov. 8 at 8.) ¢ “La Traviata,” with June Anderson,
Vinson Cole, and Juan Pons; Maurizio Benini. (Nov.
9 ar 8 and Nov. 12 at 7:30.) + “Madama Butterfly,”

“Lilith,” a new opera by Deborah Drattell which
imagines a meeting between Eve and Adam’ first
wife. With Beth Clayton (in the title role), Lauren
Flanigan (as Eve), Dana Beth Miller, Marcus De-
I_ﬂ;éﬁ, and Tom Nelis; George Manahan. (Nov. 11
at 1:30.) (New York State Theatre. 307-4100.)
OPERA ORCHESTRA OF MEW YORK:

"LA BATTAGLIA DI LEGNANO"

Eve Queler conducts a rare performance (in concert
form) of Verdi’s patriotic opera from 1849, with the
singers Krassimira Stoyanova, Francisco Casanova,
Vitalij Kowaljow, and Carlo Guelfi. (Carnegie Hall.
247-7800. Nov. 13 at 8.)

OPERAS ON THE EDGE

Three daring productions. Nov. 7 and Nov. 9-10 at
7:30 and Now. 11 at 3: The Brooklyn Academy of
Music presents “Once Upon a Time in Chinese
America,” a music-theatre piece based on Chinese
legend with a martial-arts corps de ballet, by the rad-
ical socialist jazz composer Fred Ho. (BAM’s Harvey
Theatre, 651 Fulton St., Brooklyn. 718-636-4100.) ¢
Nov. 7-10 at 8: Leroy Jenkins’s multimedia jazz
opera “Three Willies,” with a libretto by Homer
Jackson, receives its New York premiére at the
Kitchen. Set n a family living room during the 1988
Presidential campaign, it uses the notorious “Willie
Horton” TV ad to explore the charged relationships
among three generations of black men. (512 W, 19th
St. 255-5793. Through Nov. 17.) # Nov. 13 at 7:30:
The New York premiére of “Black Water,” John

o

“Well, I don’t care if Ringo doesn’t like his nose.”
(Harry Benson’s photographs of the Beatles and others at Staley-Wise.)

with Fiorenza Cedolins, Jane Bunnell, Richard Mar-
gison, and Kim Josephson; Marco Armiliato. (Nov.
10 at 1:30.) (Metropolitan Opera House. 362-6000.)
NMEW YORK CITY OPERA

Monteverdi’s “The Return of Ulysses,” with Phyllis
Pancella, Katharine Goeldner, Stephen Powell, and
David Adams; the conductor is Daniel Beckwith.
(Nov. 7 at 7:3().) ¢+ “Turandot,” with Nina Warren,
Oksana Krovytska, Carl Tanner, and David Michael

?

. George Manahan. (Nov. 8 at 7:30 and Nov. 10 at

8.) # “The Magic Flute,” performed in English, with
Alexandra Coku, Helen Todd, David Adams, Kevin
Burderre, John Marcus Bindel, and Joel Sorensen;
Steven Mosteller. (Nov. 9 at 8.) # James Robinson’s
production of “La Bohéme”—a leaner, more daring
treatment than the Met's—returns from last season,
with Maria Kanyova, Adina Aaron, Barton Green,
and Frank Hernandez; Brent McMunn. (Nov. 10 at
1:30 and Nov. 13 at 7:30.) ¢ The stage premiére of

Duffy’s operatic treatment of Ted Kennedy’s Water-
loo, Chappaquiddick; Joyce Carol Qates wrote the
libretto, based on her 1969 novel. (Great Hall,
Cooper Union, Third Ave. at 7th St. 279-4200.)

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES

NEW YORK PHILHARMOMNIC

Sarah Chang brings her personal charm and high-
impact playing to Berg's Violin Concerto; Kurt
Masur conducts, filling out the program with
Bruckner’s Symphony No. 9. (Avery Fisher Hall,
721-6500. Nov. 8-10 at § and Nov. 13 at 7:30.)
AMME-SOPHIE MUTTER AT CARMEGIE HALL
This supremely elegant and persuasive violinist’s
latest New York programs find her in traditional
repertory, but with a twist: as both soloist and
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1,000 songs in your Mac.

Apple’s award-winning iTunes” software makes it easy to put your entire music collection right on your Mac: You can rip MP3s,
create playlists and burn custom CDs* all from one refreshingly simple interface. And now iTunes 2 offers even more features —
like MP3 CD burning, crossfading and an equalizer. iTunes makes it simple and fun to build your very own digital music library

on your Mac. Now, imagine having all of that incredible music with you wherever you go—even when youte away from your Mac.




iPod s wltra-slim 5-gigabyie’ havd drive doubles as = iPod features up fo 20 minutes of skip protection, so you

a FireWire drive, so you can store your documents, won 't miss a beat. and “earbud" beadphones that deliver

Siles and applications alongside vour music, 4 remarkable sound gualily, so vou won 't miss a note.
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When vou first plasg iPod into
your Mac, all of vour iTunes > iPod T
songs and playlisis are Playlists >
automatically downloaded into Artists >
iPod at blazing FireWire speed.
= Settings
Then, when you add new _
: About

music or rearrange playlists in ' Now Playing

ifunes, simply plug iPod back
Access fo 1,000 songs is

in and it s automatically updated

under your thumb. Fimd
in seconds. It simply doesn t
) your music by plaviist
get dny easier or faster than this.
] artist or somg in seconds with

iPod s unigque and incredibly

easy-lo-use scrofl wheel.

Actual size,

1000 songs in your pocket.

Presenting iPod. The first MP3 player to pack a mind-blowing 1,000 songs™ and an 8-hour battery' into a stunning 6.5-ounce
package you can literally take everywhere. But iPod' isn't just a revolution in portability, it’s also a revolution in simplicity: Just
plug it into your Mac and all of your iTunes songs and playlists are automatically downloaded into iPod at blazing FireWire' speed.
With iPod, it’s that easy to take your entire music collection with you wherever you go. in the pocket of your choice.
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your music the way you want lo
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of titles to find the somg you ‘re looking
for in no time.
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Favorites >
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Top 5 Break-Up Songs >
Workout Tunes >

Your iTunes playlists are automalically
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for, then select their best album or songs.
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Fnally, adjust the volume and fully
enjoy iPod s breathtakingly pure and
dynamic digital sound.

The newiPod.
$399"

Think difterent.
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leader. Nov. 7 at 8: Mutter plays Mozart’s Violin
Concertos Nos. 1, 2, and 5 (the “Turkish”), with
the Camerata Salzburg. # Nov. 8 at 8: Another all-
Mozart program, including the Violin Concertos
Nos. 3 and 4 and the Sinfonia Concertante for Vi-
olin and Viola (with the violist Yuri Bashmet). ¢
Nov. 9 at 8: Mutter leads the Trondheim Soloists,
a young chamber group from Norway, in music by
Grieg (“Two Nordic Melodies™) along with violin
concertos by Tartini and Vivaldi (“The Four Sea-
sons”). (247-7800.)

HELSINKI PHILHARMONIC

Finland’s preéminent orchestra, led by Leif Seger-
stam (a conductor-composer known for his excit-
ing and unconvenuonal fﬂrmam:es]l, presents
Sibelius’s immense “Kullervo”™ Symphony—Fin-
nish music’s first masterpiece, now a Eundred and
ten years old. Monica Groop and Jorma Hynni-
nen are the vocal soloists, with the Polytech Choir
of Helsinki; the choral version of “Finlandia®
completes the program. (Avery Fisher Hall. 721-
6500. Nov. 11 at 3.)

ORPHEUS CHAMBER ORCHESTRA

The Los Angeles Guirar Quartet joins the ensem-
ble for a program of Rodrigo (the “Concerto An-
daluz,™ for four guitars), Turina, and Ginastera’s
“Variaciones Concertantes,” a sophisticated cele-
bration of the gaucho music of Argentina. (92nd
St. Y, Lexington Ave. at 92nd 5t. 415-5500. Nov.
10 and Nov. 14 at 8.)

s W O
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the accordion player William Schimmel) present
this all-evening event at the Knitting Factory,
considered by some to be the country’s leading
testival of contemporary music. The composers
represented (many of whom enjoy premiéres)
include Ursula Mamlok, Elliott Carter, Sofia
Gubaidulina, Kaija Saariaho. (74 Leonard St.,
between Broadway and Church 5t. 219-3006.
Nowv. 11 at 5.)

ABOVE AND BEYOND

READINGS

Nov. 7 at 6:30: By Diane Ackerman, from her lat-
est book, “Cultvating Delight: A Natural History
of My Garden.” (The Horticultural Society of New
York, 128 W. 58th St. No tickets necessary.) ¢+ Nov.

7 at 8: Lou Reed, Dr. John, and Jimmy Scott join
the author Peter Guml_mck the producer Hal Will-
ner, and other musicians and writers for an evening
of words and music by Doc Pomus, the late, es-
teemed rhythm-and-blues songwriter who was
born Jerome Felder in Wilhamsburg, Brooklyn, in
1925. (Poetry Project, St. Mark’s In-the-Bouwerie,

Second Ave, at 10th 5t. 674-0910.) + Nov. 11 at 2:

By the journalist Robert Sullivan, from “The
Meadowlands: Wilderness Adventures on the Fdge
of a Ciry.” (Wave Hill, 249th St. at Independence

=
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“Power to the balcony Rows N to ZI” (Three radical operas at the Kitchen,
the Brooklyn Academy of Music, and Cooper Union.)

RECITALS

JOHN O'COMOR

The Irish pianist offers a recital featuring music
from home (the Nocturne No. 6 by John Field,
who invented the genre) and far away (Scriabin’s
Nocturne for the Left Hand, and Ginastera’s
“Danzas Argentinas”). Music by Chopin and
Schubert (the Four Impromptus, D. 899) com-
plete the pr (Walter Reade Theatre, 165
W. 65th St. 721-6500. Nov. 11 at 11 a.m.)

SONIC BOOM FESTIVAL 10

A host of New York’s best perfomers (including
Continuum, the Da Capo Chamber Players, the
singers Lucy Shelton and Mary Nessinger, and

Ave., the Bronx. 718-549-3200.) ¢ Nov. 12 at 8: By
the poets Yusef Komunyakaa and Philip Levine,
from their work. (92nd Street Y, Lexington Ave. at
92nd St. 415-5500.)

TALKS

Nov. 8 at 6:30: The artist Naima Rauam, who has
long painted scenes of the Fulton Fish Market,
talks about working with the winter light. (South
Street Seaport Museum, 14 Fulton St. No tickets
necessary.) # Nowv. 13 at 7:30: Kirk Varnedoe, the
chief curator for the Department of Painting and
Sculprure at the Museum of Modern Art, offers a
lecture titled “The Ruins of the Tuileries, 1870-
1882: The Aesthetics of Shock and Memory.” (La
Maison Francaise, New York University, 16

Washington Mews. For more information, call
998-8750.)
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The juggernaut of progress

has been halted
at the gates of the distillery,

Handcrafted using traditions over 500 years old, Belvedere is made
from 100% Polish rye and distilled 4 times for a creamy smoothness.

IMPORTED BY MILLENKIUM® IMPORT C0.. MINNEAPOLIS. MINNESOTA U.S.A.
100X neutral spirits distilled from rye grain 40% ALC./VOL. (80 Proof) ©2000 Millennium® Import Co.

Cabochon Rings, $185

Available in Parma Violet, Jade, Peony,
Clear, Honey and Sapphire Crystal

For information, please call BOO-777-0100.
Mew York Sbspen Dallas Graeasmwich Houston
Falm Desert San Francisco South Coact Plaza  Troy

www baccarat. fr
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BOOK CURRENTS
Gaing Underground

At the end of Linda Oatman High and
Robert Rayevsky’s unper new vork (Hol-
iday House), an inventive children’s book
dedicated to such Big Apple subterranea
as gas pipes, subways, jazz clubs, and way-
ward alligators, there appears a haunting
coda: “New Yorkers hardly ever think
about what is happening beneath their

| feet—unless something goes wrong.”

The aftermath of September 11th has
prompted New Yorkers to reéxamine
their city from top to bottom,; several re-
cent books help with the lower levels.

“Come on tn. Its an open house.”

In uNearTHING GoTHAM (Yale), anthro-
pology professors Anne-Marie Cantwell
and Diana diZerega Wall point out that
while millions go about their lives on
New Yorks surface, an eleven-thousand-
year-old human history slumbers below.
Cantwell and diZerega draw our atten-
tion to such improbable treasures as
Staten Island Clovis points and, of more

recent vintage, a citywide embarrassment

| of ceramic chamber pots. A 1991 dig led

to renewed interest in the forgotten Five
Points area of Lower Manhattan, once
the city’s most infamous neighborhood.
FIVE POINTS (Free Press), by the historian
Tyler Anbinder, tells of this dismal, teem-
ing Victorian slum, where tap dancing
emerged and celebrities like Charles
Dickens came to gawk.

The crime, disease, and overpopula-
tion of Five Points were a major impetus
for the construction of New York's sub-
way system, which is examined rivet by
rivet, proposal by proposal, in Peter Der-

| rick’s TuNNELING TO THE FuTURE (New

York University). As an archivist and
historian, Derrick conducted his own
exhaustive excavations to uncover the
story of how the subway once saved
New York from peril.

—Mark Rozzo
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CHADS

The most controversial passing of the torch in American history, the often surreal events
surrounding the 2000 presidential election riveted and divided the nation. Jeffrey Toobin
distills the complex Bush-Gore post-election drama of pregnant chads, Sunshine State politics,
and Supreme Gourt nuance into a lucid and definitive narrative of 36 historic days.

TOO CLOSE TO CALL:
THE THIB{Y-S_II DAY BATTLE TO DECIDE THE 2000 ELECTION

by Jeffrey Toobin
Pub. Price: $25.99

Our Price: $20.76
Readers’ Advantage Price: $18.68

TOO CLOSE
TO CALL

CHECKS

Arguably one of the most powerful men in America, Alan Greenspan is credited as the.

chief architect of the recent economic boom. Yet fittle is known about the enigmatic

Greenspan or the inner worki gs of the Federal Reserve. Bob Woodward delves deeply
into this mysterious organization 10 reveal exactly how Greenspan and the Fed operate.

. WAESTRO: GREENSPAN’S FED AND THE AMERICAN BOOM
; : by Bob Woodward

AHND THE

Ampmican soom 8 Pub. F'ﬁ’.ﬁ$14«-m

Our Price: $11.20
Readers’ Advantage Price: $10.08

CHAMBERS

Richard Nixon's last appointee to the Supreme Court, William Rehnquist, has played

a pivotal role in moving the Court o0 the right. John Dean, who led the charge for

this appointment, now reveals the improbable series of events that thrust Rehnquist

onto the court. Dean’s unprecedented look behind the sCenes chronicles how a court
candidate ultimately wins presidential backing.

THE REHNQUIST CHOICE
by John W. Dean
Pub. Price: $26.00

Our Price: $20.80
Readers’ Advantage Price: $18.72

J0IN BEADERS’ ADVANTAGE ™ AND SAVE AN ADDITIONAL 10% IN-STORE - 3% ONLINE

BARNES&NOBLE

BOOKSELLERS
www.bn.com

& 2001 Bames & Mobie, Inc.
Prices effective at store locations through 111801



MOVIES
OPENING

EYERYTHING FUT TOGETHER

The story of a suburban couple (Rahda Mitchell
and Justin Louis) coping with the death of their
baby. Marc Forster directed. Opening Nov. 9. (Cin-
ema Village.)

HEIST

Reviewed this week in The Current Cinema. Open-
ing Nov. 9.

I REMEMBER ME

Kim Snyder directed this documentary about
chronic fatigue syndrome. Opening Nov. 9. (The
Screening Room.)

KING OF THE JUNGLE

John Leguizamo plays a disabled man searching
for his mother’s killers in this drama set in New
York City. Opening Nov. 9.

OTOMO

A drama based on the true story of an African ref-
ugee (Isaach de Bankolé) whose confrontation
with two policemen on the Stuttgart subway left
all three men dead. Frieder Schlaich directed. In
German. Opening Nov. 7. (Film Forum.)
SHALLOW HAL

The Farrelly brothers wrote and directed this com-
edy about a man (Jack Black) who can see only the
“inner beauty” of women. With Gwyneth Paltrow.
Opening Now. 9.

FILM NOTES

AMELIE

A waifish, bobbed Parisienne discovers her mission
in life: to bring unexpected happiness to others, and
so to herself. Such is the story of Amélie (Audrey
Tautou), and the simplicity of it—not to mention its
dangerous surfeit of sweetness—appears to have
touched a universal nerve. (In truth, the saga of the
movie’s success is more telling than anything in the
movie itself.) Tautou is clearly a find, although one
wonders what Mathieu Kassovitz, who plays the
object of her affection, made of his role; it was
Kassovitz who, in 1995, yanked French cinema up
to date with his baring of ethnic hostilities in “La
Haine.” The Paris of this new movie lies at the
other extreme, although what nags at you most is
not the neighborly charm but the itchy, unsettled
manner of the director, Jean-Pierre Jeunet. How
far should we trust a plea for benevolence when it
feels like a box of tricks? In French.—Anthony
Lane (Reviewed in our issue of 11/5/01.) (Angelika
Film Center and Paris.)

BEING THERE

Hal Ashby’s confidently made yet conceptually
confused 1979 comedy about a gardener’s ascent
to fame gained a collegiate following and wielded
surprising influence as a tony sort of underdog
fable. Peter Sellers plays a certifiable moron who
has derived all his knowledge of the world from
television. When he’s forced by his lifelong em-
ployer’s death to go beyond the garden walls, we
root for him to make it because he is so sweet and
innocent. The mysteriously suave Sellers gives
what Jerzy Kosinski (who adapted his own novel)
called “a medically correct portrayal of what chil-
dren are getting to be like—restrictive, non-verbal,
passive.” Kosinski intended him to be a cautionary
product of TV culture, but audiences took his
antihero as a cult leader. The movie originally
ended with Sellers walking on water, followed by
a blurred TV screen and a Gatorade commercial.
To avoid audiences’ hailing him as a Christ fig-
ure, Ashby later inserted outtakes of Sellers’ crack-
ing up out of character, as if to say, “See, he’s only
an actor.”—Michael Sragow (Film Forum; Nov.
9-11.)

DINNER RUSH

A modestly scaled independent film about a long,
long evening of cooking, eating, intrigue, hustle,
sex, and murder at a Tribeca trattoria. The movie,
well directed by Bob Giraldi, is made up of many lit-
tle vignettes, most of them incisively written by the
team of Rick Shaughnessy and Brian Kalata. Danny
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Aiello plays the tough-old-pro owner who may give
up the place to his son (Edoardo Ballerini), a bril-
liant chef who has turned the family restaurant into
something very chic. With Kirk Acevedo as a com-
pulsive gambler who works as a sous-chef, Sandra
Bernhard as a food writer in a wig, and many oth-
ers. The movie was shot at Gigino, an actual restau-
rant that Giraldi owns.—David Denby (10/1/01)
(Murray Hill Cinemas and Village East Cinemas.)
THE ENDURANCE

A documentary about Sir Ernest Shackleton’s 1914
Antarctic expedition—a triumph of human will, or,
more literally, the ultimate example of sang-froid.
Caroline Alexander wrote the concise narration,
and the director, George Butler, takes care to etch
the awesome physical realities at the bottom of the
world. His camera hovers inches above the frigid
dark-blue waters and pans across a merciless hori-
zon of frozen sea. Frank Hurley, the expedition’s
original documentarian, performed a small miracle
by saving his photo negatives and film reels. The
scenes he shot of the men exercising the Canadian
sled dogs and working furiously to extract their
trapped ship are the gem within the film’s careful
casing.—Michael Agger (Empire 25, 59th Street
East Cinema, and Village East Cinemas.)

FROM HELL

Allen and Albert Hughes trade in the mean streets
of Los Angeles for those of London circa 1888.
Their Jack the Ripper movie has its source in a
graphic novel by Alan Moore, who delved into the
architecture of Nicholas Hawksmoor, the rites of
Freemasonry in Victorian England, and other sub-
texts in order to invent a plausible fiction of who
the Ripper may have been. The Hughes brothers
take this careful work and tart it up, making it over
into a gruesome, blood-soaked spectacle. Johnny
Depp, peering through his forelock, is Inspector
Fred Abberline, a policeman who finds his sus-
pects in opium drearms. This makes for nice visual
montages—including some unforgettable pulsating
red grapes—but little in the way of suspense. With
Heather Graham, theoretically playing the Irish
prostitute Mary Kelly—M.A. (Chelsea Cinernas,
Empire 25, First & 62nd Cinemas, Murray Hill
Cinemas, Park & 86th Street Cinemas, 62nd &
Broadway, and Village East Cinemas.)

INTIMACY

Jay (Mark Rylance) and Claire (Kerry Fox) meet for
sex every Wednesday in [ay’s unfurnished London
flat. Photographed in a ghostly light, the two grap-
ple silently; their lovemaking is more abour hunger
and release than pleasure. The director Patrice
Chéreau, adapting stories by Hanif Kureishi, seems
to be attempting a generational portrait of London-
ers in their thirties who are not quite gifted or single-
minded enough to fulfill their dreams—failed musi-
cians, pamnters, and actors who have drifted into
wretchedness and bickering. The movie has some
fine moods of bafflement and rage, but much of it is
garbled and rather vague. The camera, right on top
of the actors, scems to be chasing something that it
can't find. With Timothy Spall as Claire’s faithful
husband, by far the most fully created character in
the movie—D.D. (10/29/01) {Angelika Film Center
and Murray Hill Cinemas.)

IRON MONKEY

This satisfying kung-fu flick from the action chore-
ographer Yuen Woo Ping dates from 1993, before
his work on “The Matrix,” and the fights are less
stylized, with more direct hand-to-hand combat and

gymnastics. Dr. Yang (Yu Ruan-Guang), a mild-
mannered herbalist, moonlights as the title character,
a Robin Hood of rural China. It's amusing, during
the slow humor scenes, to add up the various arts,
besides martial, in which he excels. They include
calligraphy, acupuncrure, mediration, and cooking:
when Dr. Yang slices noodles, he shoots them into a
bowl from six feet away. In Cantonese.—M.A.
(Astor Plaza, Fast 86th Street Cinema, Kips Bay
Theatre, Lincoln Square, 19th Street East 6, Sutton 1
and 2, and Village Theatre VIL.)

K-PAX

As a creature named Prot who may have dropped
in from another planet, Kevin Spacey has a good
moment with a dog, kneeling down with the éisk}f
beast and interpreting its %arks as speech. But
that’s about it. What should have been spooky fun
is mainly soft-brained and painstakingll;ogarnﬁst.
Jeff Bridges, looking about thirty pounds heavier
than usual, plays a workaholic psychiatrist who
cannot figure out whether Prot is truly an alien or
just a head case. Meanwhile, Prot liberates all the
bedraggled psychotics who live in the mental ward
with him. The director, lain Softley, uses the lu-
natics as a kind of comic chorus—an offensive
idea masquerading as daring humanism.—D.D.
(Beekman, Chelsea Cinemas, Kips Bay Theatre,
Lincoln Square, Olympia I and I, Orpheum VII,
and Union Square.)

THE LANDLORD

Hal Ashby’s 1970 début film as a director is one of
his best. Based on the novel by Kristin Hunter, a
black woman, and adapted by another black
writer, William Gunn, it’s about an affable, rich
blond bachelor (Beau Bridges) who gets in over his
head when he buys a house in a black ghetto, in-
tending to throw out the tenants and turn it into his
own handsome townhouse. The tenants include
Pearl Bailey, and Diana Sands in probably her finest
screen performance—when she becomes sexually
and emotionally involved with the new landlord,
he starts learning something about passion and
terror.—Pauline Kael (Film Forum; Nov. 12-13.)
THE LAST CASTLE

A demagogic melodrama with James Gandolfini
as the warden of a military prison who wears
glasses and habitually listens to Mozart (obviously
a very bad guy). He tries to squelch an insurrection
led by one of his prisoners (Robert Redford), a
former three-star general with enough charisma to
rouse a yardful of thugs without even lifting his
voice. Too bad Redford conveys little authority in
the role; military men aren’t really within his range
(he seems to be playing an international aid
worker). The director, Rod Lurie, demonstrates a
slick proficiency at manipulating easy emotions,
and the American flag that he gi}riously unfurls
at the end should raise a lump in the national
throat.—D.D. (10/29/01) (East 86th Street Cine-
mas, 84th Street Sixplex, 42nd Street E Walk, Kips
Bay Theatre, Metro Cinema 1 and 2, 19th Street
East 6, 72nd Street East, and Village Thearre VII.)
LIFE AS A HOUSE

Kevin Kline gives a persuasive and ornery perfor-
mance as a middle-aged failure who devotes him-
self to building a dream house on the golden cliffs
of California. He plays an architect who doesn’t
think much of himself but is determined to follow
his own path, and Kline’s face is lit by anger in
ways that we've never seen from him in movies,
Much of the picture, until the tear-dripping con-
clusion, is charming. As the house goes up, various
people drop in to saw a few boards, flirt, or make
mischief. Kristin Scott Thomas, relaxing onscreen
for the first time, plays George’s rueful ex-wife.
Hayden Christensen is his sixteen-year-old son—
pierced, eyeshadowed, and drugged. The sunshiny
cinematography 1s by Vilmos Zsigmond. Irwin
Winkler directed.—D.D. (10/29/01) (Chelsea Cin-
emas, Cinema II, Empire 25, Lincoln Square, and
Village Theatre VIL.)

THE LOYERS

In 1958, it became notorious for beating an ob-
scenity charge in the U.S. Supreme Court. Louis
Malle’s breakthrough movie survives as the most
silken-elegant of erotic soap operas, with bored
provincial housewife Jeanne Moreau rejecting life
with her husband, her daughter, and a conventional



WHAT DO A SINGER, A CONDUCTOR AND
AN ARTISTIC DIRECTOR HAVE IN COMMON?

A ROLEX.
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International opera star, conductor and artistic director of the Washington and Los
Angeles Operas, Placido Domingo is a man on the move. But wherever he goes, Domingo
wears his Rolex Day-Date. Perhaps because its standard of performance is as high as his.

Day-Date Officlally Certified Swiss Chronormeter.
For the name and location of an Official Rolex Jeweler near you, please call 1-800-36ROLEX. Rolex, %, Oyster Perpetual and Day-Date are tradernarks. www.rolex.com



paramoué for a stranger with whom s!:lrgh spends one
enchanted evening, might, and dawn. The sound of
ENCHANTING Brahms on the soundlﬁ"ack, the whiff of alcohaol on
the characters’ breath, and the sight of Moreau as a
vision in off-white floating on the country breezes
put the audience into a happy state of amorous ine-
briation. In French.—M.S. (Florence Gould Hall;
Nov. 13.)
LUMIERE AND COMPANY
The director Sarah Moon organized this 1995 ex-
periment as a tribute to the brothers Lumiére. Forty
filmmakers of international renown were asked to
create short films (fifty-rwo seconds long) with nat-
ural light and without synchronized sound, using
the Lumiéres” hand-cranked wooden cinémato-
graphe. The Lumiéres were famous for the quotid-
ian beauty of their street scenes, but their spiritual
rival, the father of film fantasists, Georges Mélies,
ends up stealing this movie by way of David Lynch.
He delivers a towering and horrific entry featuring
a dead boy, a trio of cops, three mysterious beau-
ties, alien beasts in work clothes, a naked woman
fighting for life in a water tank, and a man and
woman who could be the dead boy’s parents. It’s
| like every fifties science-fiction film you've ever
seen—plus nudity—compressed inte one potent
near-minute.—M.S. (American Museum of the
Moving Image; Nov. 11.)
THE MAN WHO WASN'T THERE
The latest Coen brothers project is shot in smooth,
glittering monochrome: a calmly told tale of mur-
der without mayhem. We are on the brink of the
nineteen-fifties, with its distinctive fears and badges

of honor: Big Dave (James Gandolfini) can still lay
claim to a good war record, while his wife, in all
honesty, reports a visit from outer space. Billy Bob

Thornton plays Ed, a barber living quietly with his
wife (Frances McDormand) in northern California.

Evening in the Park $2,900

VISIT OUR FLAGSHIP STORE AT 667 MADISON AT 61ST STREET 212.752. 1441 He tries his hand at blackmail, and the plan mis-
FOR STORE LOCATIONS AND INQUIRIES CALL 800.424.4240 OR VISIT STEUBEN.COM | fires—justice catches up with him m the end, al-
2001 CORNING INCORPORATED | though, even then, he is the wrong man. Unfortu-

| | nately, Thornton is so cool in the role that you
simply don’t believe that he would pass unnoticed.
The whole film has the air of a clever, unthrilling
conceit—a guided tour of film noir, without the
sweat and compulsions of the real thing. With
- Tony Shalhoub, stealing the picrure as a lawyer de
New BDUk frum c SPAN luxe.—A.L. [}I_ll;"ﬂﬂl} (Chelsea Cinemas, Empire
: : 1 / . Li Square, New ;
88 authors. Stories from the past. Perspective on the present. %‘fﬁj,figfhgagueerﬁ%l;;tgifrt]}(lln\gﬁ]ageEll’"he:tre%ﬁ
MULHOLLAND DRIYE
A woman wanders away from a car wreck and
into a strange house. Little old people scurry under
y | the foot of a door, squeaking like mice. Yes, it’s a
B k] ' . St R TaTe David Lynch project. This one began life as a TV
: 00 10[98. 0“9 L() pilot; you can just imagine the aghast faces of the
f 7 H | network executives as they saw what they had
] f\ I“ iy t A Vi commissioned. In the event, the elongated weird-
e il i FO"] - eI‘ l()alﬂ IS JO I} ness, stretching to two and a half hours, feels dis-
BOOKYNOTES comfortingly at home on the larger screen; if you
I fiiich ever wanted to see an epic horror soap, this is what
PR neluding... it would look like. Many established Lynch motifs
}\]]]P rican ' are in place, most of them summoned from one
n e corner or another of the nineteen-fifties: the inno-
H1ST01 \ cent blonde (Naomi Watts), the baffled brunette
Leading Historians on
the Events That

(Laura Elena Harring), the clueless cop (Robert
Shaped Ouor Country 1.- -JEFT'IES MCPhETSGH Dﬁ |955EIFI5 Df the C-llll.'lil War

Pauline Maier on the Declaration of Independence

Jack Rakove on the Constitution

Forster). Addicts of the director will tie themselves
in knots trying to pick the lock of the film; the rest
| of us can lie back and enjoy the spooking. With
| Justin Theroux and, as a tough old landlady, Ann
] o= T Miller. Yes, thar Ann Miller—A.L. (10/8/01) (An-
it e e s James Bradley on lwo Jima gelika Film Center, BAM Rose Cinemas, Chelsea
Bob Woodward on the Gulf War planners Ef-fl';.gff’d[]]: S “{lﬁff,‘n“,-f{,f;é{?fgjj‘ e Bay
THE NIBELUNGEN SAGA
Now available at your favorite bookseller, Utterly extraordinary: gigantic heroes, acres of
studio-built sets, trailing processions, and a roman-
tic mystique. Fritz Lang’s bizarre, monumental Ger-
T sFe 1 ) it man silent film, made m 1923 and 1924, and con-
Wateh Booknotes on (-SPAN Sundays at 8 pm and 11 pm ET. ceived as a trilote to the nation, is in two Fall-length
parts—*“Siegfried” and “Kriemhild’s Revenge.” The

8 first tends to be static and ornamental; the second is
packed with contrapuntal visual rhythms. It makes
— | a picture like “Caligari” seem as routine as a TV sit-

com. The influence of the painter Arnold Bocklin is

Vanntad b [ ; - T M~ - o evident; this film, in turn, was a strong influence on
Created by Cable. Offered as a Public Service.  Booknotes.org Fisenstain and Lot Ricfenstahl-—P. (BAM R

| Cinemas; Nov. 8-9.)

Ben Procter on Yellow Journalism

Brian Lamb
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EUROPE...
IT’S TIME TO

THINK AGAIN.

e N R —

A river cruise is an enchanting and unique
way to let Europe unfold before you.

Discover countries like Germany, Austria, France, ltaly,

Belgium, Holland, Switzerland and Hungary from a

new perspective. Sail past quaint river villages, bustling
cities, castles and vineyards. Graciously appointed 58 to

ANAN A 200 passenger, 4- and 5-star “floating hotels.” Expansive

EUROPAMERICA CRUISES

Europé’s Premier River Cruise Line decks, staterooms, lounges, libraries, bars, beauty salons

and restaurants with single seating dining.
1800 Diagonal Rd., Suite 170, _ .
Alexandria, VA 22314 Choice of 7, 10, 11 or 14-night voyages.

/‘},ﬂ ﬂf\\'

1-800-405-0934 cities. All-inclusive tours available.

www.deilmann-cruises.com

Pre- or }}::ISE-CI‘UiSE S L = B2 ﬁﬂlﬂ MESI
\Tr‘ﬁ-’iébr/

Ships' Registry Germany
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the Galapagos... |
v

the beauty of sail.

== s 1/

Ity the Lili Marleen Cruise through
the Enchanted Islands.

You stare in disbelief at a 500 Ib.
Galapagos tortoise, from which the
Islands get their name. Graceful
flamingos appear as though part of a
magnificent mural, penquins abound
and exotic birds dive from un-
thinkable heights into the un-spoiled
ocean below. That's the way it is in
the Galapagos Islands, just off the

coast of Ecuador where you can see

a profusion of animals and plant life

The adventure begins aboard the
largest deluxe sailing vessel in the
Galapagos Islands, the majestic “Zdli
Marleen” from Peter Deilmann
Cruises. Built in 1994, it accommo-
dates 48 passengers in 24 luxury
cabins. 10-night cruise tour or
14-night cruise tour including

Machu Picchu are available.
Call for a free brochure or

more information:

unlike anywhere else in the world.

Ship’s Registry Germany

PETER DEILMANN CRUISES &/)
GALAPAGOS BY WAY OF WIND

1-800-405-7957

www.deilmann-cruises.com

TRAVEL BACK IN TIME. ... LUXURIOUSLY
2002 Departures Feature Free or Low-Cost Air

(SRAND HOTEL VOYAGES

For a luxurious ocean-going
eXperience, we present our

flagship, the MS Deutschland.
Constructed in 1998 for

a maximum of 513 discerning
travelers, her decor evokes the
clegance and splendor of
cruisings golden era. Enjoy
beautifully appointed state-
rooms, a luxurious Roman spa and
gourmet dining. One crew member
for every two passengers ensures you'll be

pampered throughout your voyage.

Syip's Registry Germany

7-18 NIGHT CRUISES

Baltic Mediterranean  Arctic Circle
North Sea [ndian Ocean ~ Aegean Sea .
Fjords Africa Trans Atlantic |

Special Amenities on all 2002 Departures*

» Free or low cost airfare
« Free transfers between airport and vessel
» 50% oft a package of pre-purchased shore excursions

*Free airfare offered from 10 US gateways on 9 departures; all other published gatewys
and departures feature low cost air. A $500 air allowance is available in liew of free ot Jow
cost air. Free transfers only available with the purchase of our published air supplements.
Conditions apply, and offer subject to availability at time of booking. This special may
not be combined with any other offer and may be withdrawn at any time.

Call for a free brochure or more information:

PETER DEILMANN CRUISES &/’
The new flagship of Old World cruising tradition

1-800-405-3541
www.deilmann-cruises.com



RIDING IN CARS WITH BOYS

Beverly Donofrio’s uncompromising memaoir gets a
sermficional makeover in the hands of the director
Penny Marshall. The movie centers around Dono-
frio’s ill-timed pregnancy at fifteen and how she
copes with the frustrations of teen motherhood 1n
her own not so pretty way. Drew Barrymore is never
less than believable as she ages twenty vears—rais-
ing a child, marrying the sweetly clueless father of
her baby (Steve Zahn), and yearning for a better life.
But it’s the haunting pcrfcrmﬂnco by Zahn that
gives the picture a surprisingly complex reso-
nance.—Bruce Diones (Chelsea Cinemas, Empire
25, Kips Bay Theatre, Lincoln Square, Dt‘phtuﬂl
"'»"E 64th and 2nd, and Union Square.)
SEREHDIPITT

Two consenting New York adults meet at Bloom-
ingdale’s during the Christmas season. He (John
Cusack) takes Her (Kate Beckinsale) to Wollman
Rink and proceeds to draw on her forearm with
a pen, connecting her freckles to form the constel-
lation Cassiopeia. She, wisely, proposes that they

held by the knife thrusts of aggression and the re-
versals at the end.—D.D. (Angelika Film Center
and Empire 25.)

TRAIMNING DAY

A synthetically plotted melodrama, but still it has
power and depth. Denzel Washington is Alonzo
Harris, a decorated Los Angeles narcotics cop who
breaks in his new partner, Jake Hoyt (Ethan
Hawke), a talented rookie from the Valley. Alonzo
bullies and taunts the young man, teaching him the
brutal wisdom of the streer; Jake, who 1s highly
moral, eager to impress, and ambitious, is hurt and
baffled. It takes us a while to realize that what seem

like random incidents on the street are really the |

outer edges of a malaise—the dishonesty of Alonzo
and the other members of his undercover unit. De-
spite some trashy and conventionally violent scenes,
the movie is psychologically interesting: the domi-
nating and witty Alonzo wants the respect of the
yvoung man he’s trying to corrupt. Washington is
tormented and brilliant; it’s his best performance so
) {Ch{-[sca West, 84th Street

RS

“Does this make me look thin?” (“Shallow Hal” opens November 9.)

let fate decide whether or not they should be
together. Cusack does his familiar woe-1s-me
lov trhﬁ}-’ shtick, and Beckinsale is full of charm
and crispy vow cls but the real sparks are in the
supporting pu:,rfc:rmancea especially that of John
Corbett as a musician boyfriend who's an un-

holy union of Kenny G and Yanni—M.A. (Chel-
sea Cinemas, Cinema II, Empire 25, Kips Bay
Theatre, Lincoln Square, Orpheum VII, and
Union Square. )

TAPE

Richard Linklater, the same guy who directed the
current feature “Waking Life,” turns out a nifty
adaptation of a single-set play by Stephen Beller
(who also wrote the screenplay). It all takes place,
in real time, in a dreary East Lansing motor hotel.
An unusually animated Ethan Hawke plays a smart
young drug dealer reuniting with an old high-
school buddy (Robert Sean Leonard) who has be-
come a flm director. Leonard’s character is the kind
of pompous success who wants people to think
weﬁ of him but may actually be a bit of a louse un-
derneath; back in high school, he took the drug
dealer’s girlfriend away and may or may not have
date-raped her. As the two men grapple, the girl-
friend (Uma Thurman)—now an assistant district
attorney—shows up in the hotel room. You can see
the theatrical manipulations coming, but you are

Sixplex, 42nd Street E Walk, Kips Bay Theatre,
Orpheum VII, 64th and 2nd, and Union Square.)
WAKING LIFE

Reviewed this week in The Current Cinema.

(BAM Rose Cinemas, Empire 25, Lincoln Plaza |

Cinemas, and Union Square. )

ALSO PLAYING

DONMMIE DARKO

Empire 25, First & 62nd Cinemnas, and
Village East Cinemas.

MOMSTERS, INC.

Chelsea Cinemas, Cinema I, East 86th Street
Cinemas, B4th Street Sixplex, 42nd Street E
Walk, Kips Bay Theatre, 34th Street Theatre,
Union Square, and Ziegfeld.

THE OME

Chelsea Cinemas, 84th Street Sixplex, First &
62nd Cinemas, 42nd Street E Wa k, Klps Bay
Theatre, Drpheum VIL, 34th Street Theat:e, and
Union Square.

THE TOWHN IS QUIET

Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.

TREMBLING BEFORE G-D

Film Forum.

NEW YORKER

ONLINE

www.newyorker.com

September 11
and Its Aftermath

PLUS: Dozens of Web
exclusives featuring

New Yorker authors and

artists, including

Edward Koren
Eavan Boland
Art Spiegelman
Pauline Kael
W. G. Sebald
Gilles Peress
Malcolm Gladwell
Philip Gourevitch
Paula Fox
Louis Menand
Rebecca Mead
E. L. Doctorow
Barry Blitt
Lillian Ross
Ken Auletta
Nicholas Lemann
Alice Munro
Elizabeth Kolbert

and more

AND: A calendar of
New Yorker events
across the country
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Arriving soon on a broomstick: “Harry Potter and the Sorcerers Stone.”

THEATRE ADDRESSES

Unless noted, call 777-FILM for show times.

Angelika Film Center, 18 W. Houston St.

Astor Plaza, 44th St. at Broadway.

BAM Rose Cinemas, 30 Lafayerte Ave.,
Brooklyn.

Beekman, Second Ave. at 66th St.

Chelsea Cinemas, 260 W. 23rd 5t

Chelsea West, 333 W, 23rd 5t.

Cinema I, Third Ave, at 60th St.

Cinema I, Third Ave. at 60th St.

Cinema 3rd Avenue, Third Ave. at 60th St.

Cinema Village, 22 E. 12th St. (924-3363).

East 85th Street, First Ave. ar 85th St.

East 86th Street Cinemas, Third Ave.
at 86th St.

84th Street Sixplex, Broadway at 84th St.

Empire 25, on 42nd St. near Eighth Ave,
(398-3939).

59th Street Fast Cinema, 239 F. 59th 5t.
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Film Forum, W. Houston St. west of

Sixth Ave, (727-8110).
First & 62nd Cinemas, 400 E. 62nd St.
42nd Street E Walk, 42nd 5t. near Eighth Ave.
Kips Bay Theatre, Second Ave. at 32nd St.
Lincoln Plaza Cinemas, Broadway at 63rd St.
Lincoln Square, Broadway at 68th St.
Metro Twin, Broadway at 99th St.
Murray Hill Cinemas, 160 E. 34th St.
New York Twin, Second Ave. at 67th St.
19th Street East 6, Broadway at 19th St.
Olympia I and II, Broadway at 107th St.
Orpheum VIL, Third Ave. at 86th St.
Paris, 4 W. 58th St. (688-3800).
Park & 86th Street Cinemas, 125 E. 86th St.
Pioneer, 155 E. 3rd St. (254-3300).
Quad Cinema, 34 W. 13th St.
The Screening Room, 54 Varick St. (334-2100).
72nd Street East, Third Ave. ar 71st 5t.
64th and 2nd, Second Ave. at 64th St.
62nd & Broadway, 62 W. 62nd St.
State, Broadway at 45th St.
Sutton 1 and 2, Third Ave, at 57th 5t
34th Street Theatre, 312 W. 34ch St.

Union Square, Broadway at 13th St.

Village East Cinemas, Second Ave. at 12th St.
Village Theatre VII, Third Ave. at 11th St.

Walter Reade Theatre, Lincoln Center (875-5600).
Ziegfeld, 141 W. 54th St.

REVIVALS, CLASSICS, ETC.

Titles with a dagger are reviewed above.

AMERICAN MUSEUM OF THE MOVING IMAGE
35th Ave. at 36th 5t., Astona (718-784-0077)—
Through Nov. 18: “Shadow Play: Avant-Garde
Views of Early Cinema.™ Nowv. 10 at 2: Ken Jacobs
uses his two-projector “Nervous System” to enhance
a 1903 Edison short. ¢ Nov. 10 at 4:30: More “Ner-
vous System” from Jacobs, enhancing two early tramn
films. ¢ Nowv. 11 at 2: “A Trick of the Light” (1996,
Wim Wenders; in German). ¢ Nov. 11 at4: “Lumiére
and Company” (1). # Repertory nights. Nowv. 10-11
at 6:30: “The Third Man” (1949, Carol Reed).
BAM ROSE CIMNEMAS

30 Lafayette Ave., Brooklyn (718-777-3456)—Now.
8 at 7:30: “The Nibelungen Part 1: Siegfried™ (1). ¢
Nov. 9 at 7:30: “The Nibelungen Part 2: Kriemhild’s
Revenge™ (1). # Nov. 10 at 2, 4:30, 6:50, and 9:10:
“The Legend of Drunken Master™ (1994, Liu Chia-
liang; in Cantonese). # Nov. 11 at 2, 4:30, 6:50, and
9:10: “The New Legend of Shaolin™ (1994, Jing
Wong and Corey Yuen; in Cantonese). # Nov. 12 at
6:50 and 9:10: work by “amateur auteurs™ like Jo-
seph Cornell and Archie Stewart, screening as part of
the American prewar avant e cinema series.
Nov. 13 at 7:30: “Harikari” (1919, Fritz Lang).
FiLM FORUM

W. Houston St. west of Sixth Ave. (727-8110)—
Through Nov. 15: A Hal Ashby retrospective. Nov.
7-8 at 1:20, 3:30, 5:40, 7:50, and 10: “Shampoo”
{1975). ¢ Nov. 9-11 at 1:30, 5:45, and 10: “Harold
and Maude” (1972). ¢+ Nov. 9-11 at 3:25 and 7:40:
“Being There” (1). # Nov. 12-13 at 2:15 and 7:
“Bound for Glory™ (1976). ¢+ Nov. 12-13 at 4:15
and 9:40: “The Landlord™ (1).

FLORENCE GOULD HALL

55 E. 59th St. (355-6160)—A tribute to Jeanne
Moreau. Nov. 13 at 12:30, 3:30, 6:30, and 9: “The
Lovers™ ().

MUSEUM OF MODERN ART

Roy and Niuta Titus Theatres, 11 W. 53rd St. (708-
9480)—Through Nov. 15: New films from Ger-
many. Nov. 8 at 2: “Frost” (1998, Fred Kelemen). +
Nov. 8 at 6: “Dear Fidel—Marita’s Story™ (2000,
Wiltried Huismann). ¢ MNov. 9 at 2:30 and Now. 11 at
2: “Planet Alex™ (2000, Uli M. Schuppel). + Nov. 9
at 6: “To Moscow with IKEA” (2001, Michael
Chauvistré). ¢ Nov. 9 at 8 “The Loneliness of the
Crocodiles™ (2000, Jobst Oetzmann). ¢ Nov. 10 at
12:30: “Ecce Homo™ (2001, Mirjam Kubescha). +
Nov. 10 at 2 and Now. 12 at é: “Berlin Is in Germany”
(2000, Hannes Stohr). # Nov. 10 at §: “Heidi M.”
(2001, Michael Klier). ¢ Nov. 11 at 12: “Berlin Baby-
lon” (2001, Hubertus Siegert). ¢+ Nov. 11 at 4 and
Nov. 12 at 2:30: “The Himmler Project™ (2000, Ro-
muald Karmakar). #+ Nov. 13 at 2:30: “Black Box
Germany” (2001, Andres Veiel). ¢ Nov. 13 at 6:
“Escape to Life—The Erika and Klaus Mann Story”
(2000, Andrea Weiss and Wieland Speck).
WALTER READE THEATRE

Lincoln Center (875-5600)—Through Now. 15: A
tribute to Cabiers du Cinéma. Nov. 7 at 1, 5, and 9:
“Assault on Precinet 13 (1976, John Carpenter). 4
Nov. 7 at 3 and 7 and Nov. 8 at 1: “Videodrome”
(1983, David Cronenberg). ¢ Nov. 8 at 3 and Now.
9 at 2 and é:45: “Veronika Voss™ (1982, Rainer
Werner Fassbinder; in German). ¢ Nov. 9 at 4:15
and 9 and Nowv. 11 at 1: “The American Friend”
(1983, Wim Wenders; in German). # Nov. 10 ar 2:
“Jacques Rivette, Le Veilleur™ (1990, Claire Denis;
in French). ¢ Nov. 10 at 4:30: “Le Cinéma des
Cahiers” (2001, Edgardo Cozarinsky). ¢ Nov. 10 at
6:30: “The Mother and the Whore” (1973, Jean Eu-
stache; in French). ¢+ Nov. 11 at 3:30 and Nov. 13 at
4: “Hortel des Amériques”™ (1980, André Téching; in
French). ¢ Nov. 11 at 5:30: “Irma Vep” (1996, Oliv-
ier Assayas; in French). # Nov. 11 at 7:30 and Now.
13 at 1: “Esther Kahn” (2000, Arnaud Desplechin).
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MONEY MANAGEMENT IS WHAT WE DO.Y"

*Actually, we’re pretty good at reducing stress, too.

Wealth is a great achievement and a great responsibility. It can take over your time, or it can
enhance your life. How do you make your wealth work for vou, rather than the other way around?
Neuberger Berman has solutions. For more than sixty years, we've helped people manage wealth
and preserve capital. By focusing on money management and listening to your goals, we can help
you gain the most precious asset of all - peace of mind. If you have $500,000 to $50 million or more to
invest in a customized portfolio, call us at 866.483.1046, ext. 21411 for our free brochure Orchestrating

Success. Or, for more information and a list of our offices across the country, visit us at nb.com.

NEUBERGER BERMAN

Private Asset Management

‘new m nb.com _/ "Money management is what we do” is a service mark of Neuberger Berman, LLC. ©2001. All nghts reserved. Member NYSE/NASDISIPC. 7/01.




THE TALK OF THE TOWN

COMMENT
STIMULATION

As the country entered its eighth week
since terror became a defining con-
dition of American life, President Bush
pronounced himself “optimistic,” and
then he explained why. “I'm optimistic
because the spirit of this country is in-
credibly strong,” he said last Wednesday,
in a talk to the National Association of
Manufacturers. “This is a fabulous na-
tion. The evil ones thought they could af-
fect the spirit of America, butit’s had an
opposite effect. Our country is patient;
our country is resolved; our country is
united, regardless of our religion, regard-
less of where we live, regardless of our
political party. We're united behind the
fact that we must rise to this occasion.”
The language was a little homely, but

the phenomenon Bush was pointing to
is real. All of us have seen it and felt it
in a variety of small and large ways: in
gentler, politer interactions with friends
and strangers; in an outpouring of char-
itable giving and volunteer activity; in
tableaux of fellowship among political
and civic leaders. Our newfound soli-
., darity is, in the first instance, mostly a
5 pr-::adun.t of the atrocity that engendered
C it—the “opposite effect” that Bush men-
£ tioned. But if the challenge of terror is to
= be met, then solidarity had better persist;

and if solidarity is to persist, especially as
the initial surge of adrenaline and anger
gives way to a continuing emergency
against a background of chronic anxiety,
it had better be tended. This is some-
thing one might have imagined that our
leaders, all of them, would understand.

Apparently not. An economic down-
turn that had already begun before Sep-
tember 11th has been hastened and
greatly worsened in the aftermath of that
day’s events. The economy 1s now con-
tracting for the first time in nearly a de-
cade, and people are losing their jobs by
the hundreds of thousands. All agree on
the need for a quick and substantial in-

jection of money. But the “stimulus pack-

age” that has emerged from the House of
Representatives is truly shocking. The
bill, which was passed on October 24th
by a vote of 216 to 214 (seven Republi-
cans dared to vote “no”), consists over-
whelmingly of handouts to the prosper-
ous and the influential. It would earmark
more than $140 billion in tax cuts for
wealthy individuals and corporations. Its

most grotesque feature would not only
abolish the “alternative minimum tax” on
corporate income—thereby bringing
back the days when profitable corpora-
tions could lawyer their way out of pay-
ing taxes altogether—but also give back
money collected during the fifteen years
the tax has been on the books. The Trea-
sury would simply cut checks—$1.4 bil-
lion for IBM, a billion for Ford, $833
million for General Motors, and so on.
The total for this provision alone, $25
billion, is nearly double what the bill con-
tains in relief for taxpayers of modest
means. And while all the cuts for the rich
are permanent or quasi-permanent, those
for the non-rich are (as any tax cut aimed
at stimulating immediate demand ought
to be) a one-shot deal.

The package outlined by the Admin-
istration at least spreads the minimum
tax giveback over ten years, but in some
respects it is even more dispiriting. The
House would cut only the lowest of the
four upper-income personal tax rates;
the White House wants to cut them all.

I
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More than half the benefits would go to
the richest one per cent, whose average
take next year alone would be around
thirty thousand dollars. The bottom
three-quarters—including all those cops
and firemen—would get nothing.

Those who are setting forth proposals
of this kind consider themselves patriots,
and no doubr they are on most days of the
week. But what they have come up with
here is so hostile to any notion of soli-
darity—or of shared burdens or sacri-
fice—that it is difficult to credit them, in
this matter at least, with any motivation
beyond greed, a desire to reward their
biggest campaign contributors, and a re-
flexive ideological hatred of anything
that looks like progressive taxation. The
debate, such as it is, has been mainly
between right-wing Republicans and
far-right-wing Republicans, with a bit
of kibbitzing from mostly centrist Dem-
ocrats. What the latter are proposing
is better, morally and economically, be-
cause help would go to people who need
the money and would be more likely to
spend it than save it. But what's notice-
ably missing from the discussion is some
larger alternative vision.

When demand wavers and there is
plenty of unused capacity, as is the case
now, the obvious remedy is spending, And
the best way to guarantee that money
will be spent is to spend it. The great ad-
vantage of government spending over
private spending is not only that it is surer
but also that it directly addresses public
needs beyond the strictly economic. Ex-
hortations to people to show their patri-
otism by splurging at the mall or taking
Florida vacations may in theory make a
certain narrow economic sense, but they
are not likely to be followed. Americans
understand that this is no time for self-
indulgence. The list of public needs, all of
which relate to the present crisis, is long,
ranging from transportation security and
public health to education, infrastructure
improvements, and reducing dependence
on foreign oil. Stimulating the economy
by seriously tackling these needs would
gird the country’s loins and fit its sombre
and selfless mood. The events of the past
two months have reminded us of the
value of the much neglected public side
of our common life. Strengthening that
side would nourish the solidarity that was
September 11th’s only gift.

—Hendrik Hertzberg
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THRILL 1S GONE DEPT
A CURIOUS FLIGHT PATH

ince 1994, visitors to the Empire State

Building have had access to two views
of Manhattan: one from the observation
deck, the other courtesy of NY Skyride,
which is situated on the second floor. The
Skyride is an eight-minute virtual-reality
movie that creates the sensation of being
in a spaceship flying above and among
the city’s skyscrapers. The ride incorpo-
rates flight-simulation technology that is
used to train the pilots of Boeing 747s—
the theatre is equipped with forty seats,
which pitch and shudder like an air-
plane in violent motion—and much of
the footage was shot from a helicopter
buzzing over Manhattan. A brochure
promises that the audience will “expe-
rience New York's most famous sights
from views only daredevils can imagine.”

Unfortunately, since September 11th
those views have become more easily

imaginable. Indeed, rather than provid-
ing, as the brochure suggests, “a fast-flying
feast for the senses,” the Skyride may
well be the best way to experience what it
was like to be aboard American Airlines
Flight 11, should your nightmares not
have provided sufficient material on the
subject. In the opening sequence, one has

the illusion of free-falling from the top of

the Empire State Building, swooping up
past the spire of the Chrysler Building,
diving down to the East River, scooting
under the Manhattan Bridge, then rising
up over the Brooklyn Bridge and head-
ing toward the World Trade Center. Just
as the Skyride barrels toward the north
tower—heading straight for a floor some-
where in the seventies, by the look of
things, then veering to the left at the last
second—a voice-over warns of stormy
weather ahead, and the aircraft is struck
by virtual lightning and goes wildly out of
control. “What's our direction?” the pan-
icked Skyride pilot asks. “That would be
down,” Ground Control replies. There
are onscreen alarms and explosions, and
shrieks from real-life members of the au-
dience, who have the sensation of tum-
bling out of the sky, careening into the
canyons of lower Manhattan, and, fi-
nally, crashing into Wall Street, sending
screaming pedestrians running for cover.

Terry Lee Torok, the creative producer
of the Skyride, admits that recent events
have taken some of the thrills out of his
project. “Does it change our consideration
that we crash into Wall Street, and that
this no longer feels as appropriate and
thrilling as it did?” he said last week,
speaking by phone from the midtown of-
fice of his company, Live From Earth En-
tertainment. “Certainly. But do you really
want to edit out the Twin Towers? I think
that is when terrorism wins.” The Skyride,
which took almost two years to make and
cost seven and a half million dollars, closed
down on September 11th, along with the
rest of the Empire State Building. It re-
opened briefly on September 15th and
was back in business part time by the end
of the month. Two weeks ago, the regular
schedule, 10 A.M. to 10 PM., resumed.
Torok said that the decision to keep the
Skyride running was his way of signalling
that New York is stronger than ever. “If we
close down, then who closed us down?”
he said. “Did we close us down, or did ter-
rorism close us down? We are not going
to let terrorism close us down.”

The ride is unaltered, although signs
posted at the ticket booth caution that
the film features the Twin Towers. “The
Management & Staff of NY Skyride
feel very deeply the loss and pain brought
upon our City by the tragic events of
September 11,” the signs read. “We felt =
that aside from allowing the film to serve §
as a form of historical artifact of ‘the City ©
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as it once was the NY Skyride film will
be a symbol of remembrance in our
honor of the memory of those lost in this
dark chapter in our City’s history.”

In spite of those sentiments, the film
will eventually be edited, according to M-
chael Leeb, the chief operating officer of
Skyline Multimedia Entertainment, the
management company that operates the
ride. The north tower near-miss and the
crash into Wall Street will probably be
deleted, he said; but the sequence at the
end of the film, when the Skyride sweeps
around the Statue of Liberty at night, then
approaches the twinkling towers from the
south, swerving at the last minute above
the World Financial Center, will probably
be retained. “We have conducted several
customer surveys since September 11th,
and, believe it or not, the overwhelming
majority of people felt we shouldn't cut the
World Trade Center out,” Leeb said. “But
we felt that maybe there should be some
changes made in keeping with good taste.”

Good taste, however, has not per-
suaded Leeb to shut the ride down while
the reéditing is being done. “I have to
keep running my business,” he said.
“Though we realize that current events
are painful, to change and edit a film
takes considerable time. My facility
would be closed for six to eight months.”
As it is, Leeb said that business has been
down. Normally, he would have sold
forty-two thousand tickets in October,
but last month only twenty-five thou-
sand visitors came to the Skyride. (Tick-
ets cost an average of eight dollars per
person.) Fortunately, there has been an
uptick in sales at the Skyride gift shop,
where World Trade Center-related items
have been selling particularly well. The
shop also features a photography facility,
in which customers can, through 1mag-
ing technology, pose, Godzilla-like, next
to any of a number of New York land-
mark buildings, including the Twin Tow-
ers. Those prints, at fifteen dollars each,
are moving briskly.

Leeb said that his company has not
made any donations to charities in the
wake of the disaster, but he has been of-
fering heavily discounted Skyride tickets
to tour groups from out of state. He also
mentioned that he is offering free tickets
to members of the New York Police and
Fire Departments and their families. So
far, very few have taken him up on it.

—Rebecca Mead
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HELP WANTED
INTERNSHIP. ANYONE?

Esther Shin is a twenty-four-year-
old Columbia University graduate

from Port Jefferson, Long Island. Untl
recently; she worked as a research assis-
tant to a neurologist at Mount Sinai
Hospital. “I wrote my letter of resigna-
tion yesterday,” she said proudly last
week. She was enjoying the early hours
of her new career—that of spiting her
parents, who apparently want her to be
a doctor (“I'm Asian,” Esther says, by
way of explanation). And so she has
considered, abstractedly, making a liv-
ing as a forensic pathologist, or a large-
animal veterinarian (“I could marry a

ranch farmer and take care of cows and
write cowboy poetry”), or an organist
(“T'd like to try my hand at music”).

Or else politics. Not long ago, Es-
ther’s friend Vivian, a student at Colum-
bia, who knew of Esther’s parent-spiting
ambitions, came across an E-mail notice

from the political-science department at
Columbia. Vivian forwarded it to Esther:

Bill Clinton’s office, located at 55 West
125th Street, is seeking interns in its un-
derstaffed scheduling department. Intern
will answer phones, take requests, and follow
through on such requests. Also will be re-
sponsible for light computer work and keep-
ing track of calendar. Flexible days/hours. For
consideration, please fax resume to: David
Slade, Deputy Director of Scheduling.

“Vivian knows how much I like Pres-
ident Clinton,” Esther explained. “T find
him amusing. His antics—and the fact
that everyone got so worked up over
them.” She began to think about apply-
ing for a stint in the Harlem office.

The E-mail also reached Lindsey
Lincoln, a twenty-five-year-old senior
in the political-science department at
Columbia. She faxed over her résumé. A
few days later, an assistant to David
Slade called her in for an interview. She
wore a suit, flats, and a gold-and-silver
necklace, and felt, as people often do at
job interviews, a little overdressed.

“Security was very tight,” Lindsey
said. “People were dressed profession-
ally, but it was relaxed and comfortable.”

She was there for about fifteen min-
utes, during which she interviewed with
Slade’s assistant and met three staffers.
Clinton was out of town, although there
were photographs of him everywhere.

“He was generally referred to as ‘he,”
Lindsey said. “I was told I would be
in contact with him. In general, if he
needed assistance and his assistant was
busy I would be asked to do anything
basic. The guy said Mr. Clinton might
need help in his kitchen, and I would do
that. Filing, copying, helping to set up
cameras if he was doing an interview.
Mainly fielding phone calls in the sched-
uling office. He also said that sometimes
people will call with ridiculous requests to
see Mr. Clinton or invite him to some-
thing. Then someone serious will call.
You need to know the difference, yet re-
spond equally.”

A few days later, Lindsey was offered
the job—mno pay, about fifteen hours a
week. She weighed the pros and cons.
On the one hand, it was a great résumé-
builder and a wonderful opportunity for
someone who had, as she did, foreign-
policy aspirations. On the other hand, her
schedule was busy: she had a job already,
at a nonprofit group devoted to sending
medical supplies to Cuba, and she was
applying to graduate school. What’s
more, the Clinton internship was, as she
put it, “a little basic,” her résumé being
deeper, in her estimation, than most of
the others must have been. Before en-
rolling at Columbia, she had managed a
restaurant in Lenox, Massachusetts, and
pursued a career as a glassblower.

After some deliberation, Lindsey de-
cided to turn the job down. “I just didn't
have the time,” she said.

Esther, in the end, did not even apply
for the internship. She said that in the
days after she learned about it her opin-
ion of Clinton had undergone a change.
She had been listening to Howard Stern
on the radio, and heard Stern deride
Clinton for ignoring him backstage at
a recent benefit concert at Madison
Square Garden for the victims of the
World Trade Center attack. Stern was
attired 1n a variation on his Fartman suit.
“Bill blew him off,” Esther said. Now she
was thinking of applying for an intern-
ship on the Howard Stern show instead.

The job in Bill Clinton’s Harlem of-
fice 1s still open.

—Nick Paumgarten
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ESCAPE AND EVASION

What happened when the Special Forces landed in /A, Ifghanistan?

BY SEYMOUR M. HERSH

arly on the morning of Saturday,

October 20th, more than a hundred
Army Rangers parachuted into a Taliban-
held airbase sixty miles southwest of
Kandahar, in southern Afghanistan. A
military cameraman videotaped the ac-
tion with the aid of a night-vision lens,
and his grainy, green-tinted footage of
determined commandos and billowing
parachutes dominated the television news
that night. The same morning, a second
Special Operations unit, made up largely
of Rangers and a reinforced Delta Force
squadron, struck at a complex outside
Kandahar which included a house used
by Mullah Omar, the Taliban leader.

In a Pentagon briefing later that day,
General Richard B. Myers, of the Air
Force, the new chairman of the Joint
Chiefs of Staff, reported that the Special
Operations Forces “were able to deploy,
maneuver, and operate inside Afghan-
istan without significant interference
from Taliban forces.” He stated that the
soldiers did meet resistance at both sites,
but overcame it. “I guess you could char-
acterize it as light,” he said. “For those
experiencing it, of course, it was proba-
bly not light.” He concluded, “The mis-
ston over all was successful. We accom-
plished our objectives.”

Myers also told reporters that the
commandos were “refitting and reposi-
tioning for potential future operations
against terrorist targets” in Afghanistan.
But at a second briefing, two days later,
he refused to say whether commando
operations would continue. “Some things
are going to be visible, some invisible,”
he said.

Myers did not tell the press that, in
the wake of a near-disaster during the
assault on Mullah Omar’s complex,
the Pentagon was rethinking future Spe-
cial Forces operations inside Afghani-
stan. Delta Force, which prides itself on
stealth, had been counterattacked by the
Taliban, and some of the Americans had
had to fight their way to safety. Twelve
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Delta members were wounded, three of
them seriously.

Delta Force has long complained
about a lack of creativity in the Army
leadership, but the unexpectedness and
the ferocity of the Taliban response
“scared the crap out of everyone,” a se-
nior military officer told me, and trig-

gered a review of commando tactics and

procedures at the United States Central
Command, or CENTCOM, at MacDill
Air Force Base, in Florida, the head-
quarters for the war in Afghanistan.
“T'his is no war for Special Operations,”
one officer said-—at least, not as orches-
trated by CENTCOM and its comman-
der, General Tommy R. Franks, of the
Army, on October 20th.

There was also disdain among Delta
Force soldiers, a number of senior offi-
cers told me, for what they saw as the
staged nature of the other assault, on
the airfield, which had produced such
exciting television footage. “It was sexy
stuff, and it looked good,” one general
said. But the operation was something
less than the Pentagon suggested. The
Rangers’ parachute jump took place only

after an Army Pathfinder team—a spe-
cialized unit that usually works behind
enemy lines—had been inserted into the
area and had confirmed that the airfield
was clear of Taliban forces. “It was a tele-
vision show,” one informed source told
me. “The Rangers were not the first in.”

Some of the officials I spoke with ar-
gued that the parachute operation had
value, even without enemy contact, in
that it could provide “confidence build-
ing” for the young Rangers, many of
whom had joined the Army out of high
school and had yet to be exposed to
combat. “The Rangers come in and the
choppers come in and everybody feels
good about themselves,” a military man
who served alongside the Special Forces
said. Nonetheless, he asked, “Why would
you film it? I'm a big fan of keeping
things secret—and this was being driven
by public opinion.”

Delta Force, which is based at Fort
Bragg, North Carolina, has a mys-
tique that no other unit of the Army
does. Its mere existence is classified, and,
invariably, its activities are described to
the public only after the fact. “Black
Hawk Down,” a book by Mark Bowden
about the Special Forces disaster in Mo-
gadishu, Somalia, in 1993, in which eigh-
teen Rangers and Delta Force members
were killed, took note of Delta’s spe-
cial status. “They operated strictly in
secret,” Bowden wrote. “Youd meet this
guy hanging out at a bar around Bragg,
deeply tanned, biceps rippling, neck wide
as a fireplug, with a giant Casio watch and
a plug of chaw under his lip, and hed tell
you he worked as a computer program-
mer for some army contract agency. They
called each other by their nicknames and

eschewed salutes and all the other tradi-
tional trappings of military life. Officers
and noncoms in Delta treated each other
as equals. Disdain for normal displays of
army status was the unit’s signature. They
simply zranscended rank.” On combat
missions, Bowden wrote, Delta Force sol-
diers disliked working with the younger,
far less experienced Rangers.

Referring to the October 20th raid on
the Mullah Omar complex, some Delta
members told a colleague that it was a
“total goat fuck™—military slang meaning
that everything that could go wrong did 2

4. . !
go wrong. According to a report in the =
London Observer, the complex included 3



2 2001 Merrill Lynch & Co., Inc.

Utagawa Hirashige, Samy mo Shash! (Great Brldge ab Senkil, Courtesy Library of Congress,

-

They are Japanese wood-block prints, examples of the art form Ukiyo-e. And they have influenced art
far beyond their native shores. Now, an extraordinary collection of Ukiyo-e from the seventeenth
through twentieth centuries is on display at the Library of Congress, bringing little-known works and
beloved masterpieces to an international audience. Merrill Lynch is privileged to support this stunning
exhibition, which demonstrates how art bridges cultures. Across the hemispheres. Across the centuries.

The Floating World of Ukiyo-e:

Shadows, Dreams, and Substance
Made Possible by Merrill Lynch

Library of Congress / Washington, D.C.
Through January 5, 2002

To learn more, visit loc.gov and ml.com Ask Merrill



little more than potholed roads, the brick
house used by Mullah Omar, and a small
protective garrison of thatched huts. The
Pentagon had intelligence reports indi-
cating that the Mullah sometimes spent
the might there; a successful mission could
result in his death or capture and might,
at a minimum, produce valuable intelli-
gence. Delta had hoped to do what it did
best: work a small team of four to six men
on the ground into the target area—the
phrase for such reconnaissance is “snoop
and poop’—and attack with no warning.
(One senior intelligence officer said that
a member of Delta Force had told him,
“We take four guys, and if we lose them,
that’s what we get paid for.”)

CENTCOM’s attack plan called, in-
stead, for an enormous assault on the
Mullah’s complex. The mission was initi-
ated by sixteen AC-130 gunships, which
poured thousands of rounds into the sur-
rounding area but deliberately left the
Mullah’s house unscathed. The idea was
that any Taliban intelligence materials
would thus be left intact, or that, with a
bit of luck, Omar would perhaps think
he was safe and spend the night. A rein-
forced company of Rangers—roughly
two hundred soldiers—was flown by
helicopter into a nearby area, to serve as
a blocking force in case Delta ran into
heavy resistance. Chinook helicopters,
the Army’s largest, then flew to a staging
area and disgorged the reinforced Delta
squadron—about a hundred soldiers—
and their six-by-six assault vehicles, with
specially mounted machine guns. The
Delta team stormed the complex, and
found little of value: no Mullah and no
significant documents.

“As they came out of the house, the
shit hit the fan,” one senior officer re-
counted. “It was like an ambush. The
Taliban were firing light arms and either
R.P.G.s™—rocket-propelled grenades—
“or mortars.” The chaos was terrifying. A
high-ranking officer who has had access
to debriefing reports told me that the
Taliban forces were firing grenades, and
that they seemed to have an unlimited
supply. Delta Force, he added, found it-
self in “a tactical firefight, and the Tal-
iban had the advantage.” The team im-
mediately began taking casualties, and
evacuated. The soldiers broke into sepa-
rate units—one or more groups of four
to six men each and a main force that
retreated to the waiting helicopters. Ac-
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cording to established procedures, the
smaller groups were to stay behind to
provide fire cover. Army gunships then
arrived on the scene and swept the com-
pound with heavy fire.

The Delta team was forced to aban-
don one of its objectives—the insertion
of an undercover team into the area—
and the stay-behind soldiers fled to a
previously determined rendezvous point,
under a contingency plan known as an
E. & E., for escape and evasion. One of
the Chinook helicopters smashed its un-
dercarriage while pulling away from the
grenades and the crossfire, leaving be-
hind a section of the landing gear. The
Taliban later displayed this as a trophy;
claiming, falsely, that a helicopter had
been shot down. (According to the Pen-
tagon, the helicopter had come “into
contact with a barrier.”)

The failed 1993 Special Forces attack
in Mogadishu, with its enduring image
of a slain American dragged through
the city’s streets, had created a furor, and
led to allegations that the soldiers had
been sent in without adequate combat
support. The CENTCOM planners were
unquestionably eager to avoid the same
mistake, and their anxiety was perhaps
heightened by the fact that the attacks
would be the first of the ground war.
But the resulting operation was criti-
cized by many with experience in Special
Operations as far too noisy (“It would
wake the dead,” one officer told me) and
far too slow, giving the Taliban time
to organize their resistance. One Delta
Force soldier told a colleague that the
planners “think we can perform fucking
magic. We can’t. Don't put us in an envi-
ronment we weren't prepared for. Next
time, we're going to lose a company.”

n the briefings after the raids, De-

fense Secretary Donald Rumsfeld and
General Myers gave no indication of the
intensity of the resistance near Mullah
Omar’s house. Rumsfeld also chastised
the Pentagon press corps for relying on
unnamed military sources in filing the
first reports on the raids before the com-
mandos had returned. Rumsfeld said,
“You can be certain that I will answer
your questions directly when I can and
that we'll do our best to give you as much
information as we can safely provide.”
He added, “This is a very open society,
and the press knows—you know—al-

most as much as exists and almost as
soon as it exists. And the idea that there is
some great iceberg out there that’s not
known, below water. . . it’s just not true.”

In the days that followed, as details
of the raids filtered through the mili-
tary system, the Pentagon gave no pub-
lic hint of the bitter internal debate they
had provoked. There was evidence, how-
ever, that something had gone wrong,
On Sunday, October 21st, the day after
the raids, the London Sunday Telegraph
reported that the United States had re-
quested the immediate assignment to
Afghanistan of the entire regiment of
Britain’s élite commando units, the Spe-
cial Air Service, or S.A.S. American offi-
cials told me that British military author-
ities assigned to CENTCOM were urging
the Pentagon to forgo its airborne oper-
ations inside Afghanistan and, instead,
bring the war to the Taliban by establish-
ing a large firebase in Afghanistan. The
British position, one officer explained,
was “We should tell the Taliban, ‘We're
now part of your grid square’ "—that is,
in the Taliban's territory. “ “What are you
going to do aboutit?””

The after-action arguments over how
best to wage a ground war continued last
week, with many of the senior officers
in Delta Force “still outraged,” as one
military man described it. The Penta-
gon could not tell the American people
the details of what really happened at
Kandahar, he added angrily, “because
it doesn’t want to appear that it doesn’t
know what it’s doing.” Another senior
military officer told me, “This is the same
M.O. that they've used for ten years.”
He dismissed CENTCOM’s planning
for the Afghanistan mission as “Special
Ops 101,” and said, “T don’t know where
the adult supervision for these opera-
tions 1s. Franks™— the CENTCOM com-
mander—"“is clueless.” Of Delta Force
the officer said, “These guys have had a
case of the ass since Mogadishu. They
want to do it right and they train hard.
Don't put them on something stupid.”
He paused, and said, “We’ll get there,
but it’s going to get ugly.”

A senior official acknowledged that
there were serious problems in the war
effort thus far, but said, “It’s like reading
asix-hundred-page murder mystery. It's
solved on the last few pages, but you
have to read five hundred and ninety-
eight pages to get there.” ¢
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- THE HOUSE OF BIN LADEN

A familys, and a nation’, divided loyalties.

BY JANE MAYER

)

-

n September 11th, Wafah Bin-
ladin, a twenty-six-year-old grad-
uate of Columbia Law School, was
finishing the summer holidays with

her family in Geneva. Wafah’s father,

' Yeslam, is the Geneva-based head of

the Binladin family’s European hold-
ing company, the Saudi Investment
Company. When she learned of the
terror attacks on America, Wafah, who
lived in a rented loft in SoHo, became
frantic. She knew several people who
lived and worked in the area of the
World Trade Center, and she repeat-
edly tried to reach friends in New York.
“I was in shock,” she recalled, when
I reached her in Switzerland recently.
“All I thought about was the people in
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those buildings. I couldn’t get hold of
my friends. . . . I live only ten blocks

| away. Every night, I'd walk home, down

West Broadway, looking up at the Twin

. Towers. I have pictures of myself there

with my friends. We went to Windows
on the World. I kept thinking, How
can anyone do such a thing?” Later,
she says, she heard the news that the
prime suspect was her uncle Osama bin

Laden. (Some members of the family

\ Mubammad bin Laden (left), Osama’s father, with the future King Faisal, in the fifties.

prefer “Binladin.”) “I thought then, Oh,
no! I'll never be able to go back to the
States again.”

In Cambridge, Massachusetts, mean-
while, another uncle, Abdullah bin Laden,
a handsome, slightly built graduate of
Harvard Law School, learned about the
attack while ordering coffee at Star-
bucks. Abdullah, who is thirty-five and
a half brother of Osama bin Laden,
rushed back to his apartment to watch
the news, arriving just in time to see the

second plane crash, into the south tower
of the World Trade Center.

By mid-October, Abdullah, who
was ordinarily clean-shaven, started to
let his beard grow. People who knew
him well realized that he was preparing
to shed his Western ways. (He lived in
an apartment overlooking the Charles
River, spent leisure time piloting private
planes at nearby Hanscom Airfield, and
dreamed of working at a Manhattan
law firm.) Instead, he said not long ago,
over lunch at an Afghani restaurant in
Boston, he was returning home to Saudi
Arabia. His mission was to persuade
other members of his family—fifty
siblings among them—that they had %
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to publicly put more distance between
themselves and Osama or risk losing
their reputation as honorable business-
men. The bin Laden family owns and
runs a five-billion-dollar-a-year global
corporation that includes the largest
construction firm in the Islamic world,
with offices in London and Geneva.
Abdullah is still conferring with

many of his siblings at family com-
pounds in Riyadh and Jidda. He has yet
to get the family to agree upon a joint
public statement. The reason, accord-
ing to some people who have been in
touch with the bin Ladens, is that the
family, despite its pro-American repu-
tation, holds loyalties that are more
complicated than either Abdullah or
the family’s many influential American
friends, defenders, and business part-
ners might have known. (The family
keeps tens and possibly hundreds of mil-
lions of dollars invested in American
companies and financial institutions.)
“There’s obviously a lot of spin by the
Saudi Binladin Group”™—the family’s
corporate name—"to distinguish itself
from Osama,” Vincent Cannistraro, a
former C.ILA. counter-terrorism chief,
told me. “I've been following the bin
Ladens for years, and it’s easy to say, " We
disown him." Many in the family have.
But blood is usually thicker than water.”

A Washington business partner of
the bin Ladens, who does not want his
name used, out of fear that his family
might be harassed, said, “People keep
asking me, ‘Why aren't they on TV de-

nouncing him? Are they really sepa-
rate? ” Some relatives, such as Wafah
and her mother, Carmen, who are es-
tranged from the family (Carmen is
seeking a divorce from Yeslam), issued
personal statements of grief and regret.
But, last week, plans by Yeslam to speak
to an American audience through Dan
Rather, of CBS, were put on hold, ap-

Yahya, one of Osama’s brothers, with former President Carter last year; Osama at the wedding of bis son Mubammad, in January.

parently when an older brother coun-
selled against it.

There appear to be two related dif-
ficulties in the bin Ladens’ response.
According to a knowledgeable source,
the Saudi royal family, whose patronage
and favor are at the foundation of the
bin Laden family fortune, is concerned
about possible political repercussions
from any statements. As President Bush
demands that the countries of the world
choose sides, and declare whether they
are with the United States or with
Osama bin Laden, for some members of
the bin Laden family—and for many
other conflicted Saudis, too—the situa-
tion is so complex that they would have
to respond “Both.”

“rT ‘he Saudi royal family and the bin

Laden family are walking the same
fine line,” the Washington business part-
ner of the bin Ladens said. “On one
hand, the family should hire a great PR.
firm and a great lawyer, and take out
ads, like Bayer”™—a reference to the
pharmaceutical company and its an-
tibiotic Cipro. “But to do that theyd
have to denounce Osama.” Some Amer-

ican and European intelligence offi-
cials told me that several members of
the bin Laden family sympathize with
Osama. These officials also acknowl-
edged that with a family that large—it
may number as many as six hundred,
when one counts all the relatives—con-
flicts are inevitable.

“This war in a way is really about

himself, and the values of his own fam-
ily,” said Adil Najam, a professor of in-
ternational relations at Boston Univer-
sity, who has studied the rise of Osama
bin Laden. “His rampage is against
the Saudi establishment, which he says
is not Islamic enough. But his own fam-
ily is the Saudi establishment.” Yossef
Bodansky, the director of the congres-
sional task force on terrorism and un-
conventional warfare, and a biographer
of bin Laden, sees the situation slightly
differently. “Osama isn’t at war against
his family,” he said. “He is fighting to
save his family. He sees the corruption
of his family as one of the manifes-
tations of the reach of the West.” Bo-
dansky continued, “Look, bin Laden
is probably right—a value system he
cares about dearly is succumbing to the
onslaught of Western cvilization. . . .
He's absolutely correct in principle. But
his conclusion that there 1s no escape

but provoking world war leaves a lot to
be desired.”

When, in a 1998 edict, bin Laden
commanded his followers to kill Amer-
icans and their allies, military and civil-
ian, this presumably included his niece
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“You're sad about the wrong things, Albert.”

Watah. She was born an American citi-
zen when Yeslam was studying at the
University of Southern California, in
Los Angeles. She was raised for the
most part in Switzerland—her father
recently became a Swiss citizen—and
she grew up so removed from the fam-
ily’s roots that her first language was
French. Last year, she completed an in-
ternship at the New York law firm of
Schulte Roth & Zabel. A partner at the
firm, who asked not to be quoted by
name, describes Wafah as “conscien-
tious, serious, and quite ambitious.” In
conversation, she sounds much like any
high-spirited and opinionated young
American. “I love American movies,”
she told me. “I love American music,
like Destiny’s Child and Mariah Carey. I
love Madonna. And Michael and Janet
Jackson, too. I like modern men. I love
Jennifer Lopez—I think she’s the most
beautiful woman in the world!”
Around two dozen other American-
based members of the bin Laden family,
most of them here to study in colleges
and prep schools, were said to be in the
United States at the time of the attacks.
The New York 7imes reported that they
were quickly called together by officials
from the Saudi Embassy, which feared
that they might become the victims of
American reprisals. With approval from
the F.B.I., according to a Saudi offi-
cial, the bin Ladens flew by private jet
from Los Angeles to Orlando, then on
to Washington, and finally to Boston.
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Once the F.A.A. permitted overseas
flights, the jet flew to Europe. United
States officials apparently needed lit-
tle persuasion from the Saudi Ambas-
sador in Washington, Prince Bandar bin
Sultan, that the extended bin Laden
family included no material witnesses.
"The Saudi Embassy says that the family
codperated with the EB.I. The Saudi
government has said that the family
signed a statement officially disowning
Osama in 1994, a year after the first ter-
rorist attack on the World Trade Center.
The Saudi government also stripped bin
Laden of his citizenship, which resulted
in self-exile to Sudan. When 1 asked a
senior United States intelligence officer
whether anyone had considered detain-
ing members of the family, he replied,
“That’s called taking hostages. We don't
do that.”

In criminal cases, it is common prac-
tice to bring relatives of defendants be-
fore grand juries. But Abdullah, the only
relation who had remained in the United
States—he stayed in Boston for almost a
month—said that he was never ques-
tioned in person. He would have been
willing to help, he said; an FB.I. agent
telephoned, but they spoke only briefly.
Abdullah added that he has not seen
Osama for several years, when they at-
tended family gatherings on such occa-
sions as Ramadan, and that he has no
more idea how to find him than anyone
else does.

During the meal in Boston, Abdullah

referred to his brother in embarrassed
tones only as “Mr. O.” A number of
American acquaintances, including sev-
eral members of the Harvard faculty; at-
test to the family’s distance from Osama.
(The university has received from the
Saudi Binladin Group donations to-
talling two million dollars to further Is-
lamic scholarship there.) Abdullah said
that he admires America, where he has
lived periodically for the past decade,
and that he abhors terrorism. He dis-
agrees with Osama’s radical fundamen-
talist interpretation of the Koran; he also
accepts the permanent existence of an
Israeli state. “Most of my family are
moderates,” he said. “We are business-
people, that’s what we are about.”

hile the Saudi government was

removing the bin Laden fam-
ily members from American legal ju-
risdiction, at home it took other pre-
cautions, two sources say. According to
Saad Al-Fagih, a London-based sur-
geon and Saudi dissident, who heads
a group called Movement for Islamic
Reform in Arabia, Osama bin Laden’s
oldest son is being closely watched by
the Saudi government, which has re-
stricted his travel from the kingdom for
the past five years. Al-Fagih said thar
the son, Abdullah Osama bin Laden,
who is in his early twenties and works for
the family business, is one of some fif-
teen children that Osama has had with
three or four wives. “He is being held as
a tool,” Al-Fagih said. “He’s been im-
prisoned within the boundaries of Saudi
Arabia. He lives with the others, but he’s
kept from leaving the airport.” Al-Fagih
claimed that the Saudis have “sent a
message to Osama that ‘If you hurt us,
we will hurt your son.””

Abdel Bari Atwan, the editor of A/-
Quds al-Arabi, an Arabic daily newspa-
per in Britain, interviewed Osama bin
Laden in November, 1996, and is well
acquainted with people close to bin
Laden. He agreed that “the travel of
Osama’s eldest son, Abdullah, is re-
stricted,” and that he cannot leave Saudi
Arabia easily. Atwan added, “Although
the son works with his uncle, he has
never disowned his father.”

Two weeks ago, a London-based
Arabic newspaper, Asharq Al-Awsat,
carried an interview with Abdullah,

who confirmed that he works with the
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IDEAS FOR DIABETES-FRIENDLY EATING

early 16 million

Americans are plagued

with diabetes, a condition
causing dangerously high

blood sugar levels that can

lead to serious health problems.

Though there still is no
known cure, there are steps
that diabetics can take to

help maintain a normal

lifestyle. Here are a few simple

tips on how to strike the right

balance for a healthy diet.

PERSONAL, PRACTICAL, POSSIBLE
[n order for a plan to be effective,

it must be achievable. Adults with Type
2 diabetes should consult with a profes-
stonal nutritionist or dietician who can
help them create a personalized plan

that works for them. Goals should be

positive bur practical.

WHAT DO YOU HAVE TO LOSE?
Overweighrt individuals are at a greater
risk for developing Type 2 diabetes
than those who maintain a healthy
weight. For adults living with the
disease, obesity can increase the risk

of developing serious vascular problems,
including coronary artery disease,

peripheral vascular disease and stroke.

N |

Maintaining a healthier body weight
can help to reduce these risks. By
working with a health care professional
to develop a regular exercise plan and
diet to lower overall caloric intake, dia-
betics can improve glycemic levels in
the short term and increase long-term

metabolic control.

BALANCING ACT

In general, diabetics have the same
nutritional requirements as everybody
clse. Daily diets must always be care-
fully monitored. To ensure thar blood
pressure, sugar and fat levels are kept
under control, strike the right balance
by counting both grams and calories.

Empty calories, which take up valuable

‘ IS NO dd
' " fruit. But it can be
l’ ]
> a dangerous indul-
L]. gence. Be sure ic
L3
" T
- g include it in your
oy, o laily calorie co
Count each drink as two fat servings
» Watch for carbohydrates found in
beer and wine

* Monitor effects of alconol on

Jood pressure

L

P S e e e e i e

* Drink in moderation (one drink
per day for women, two per day
1or men)
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there are basic guidelines that diabetics

can follow. Tailor meal plans according

to weight, age, cholesterol level and

personal preferences. By factoring in |
those considerations and following the

basic guidelines below, it is possible to

build the solid foundarion on which to
balance a healthy diet:

ANE 1T CUUIN
Protein: 10-20 %
Protein intake should come primarily
from grains and vegetables instead of | DAIRY
meats, which contain higher levels of fat e T
and cholesterol and can increase the risk nstead of butter
of hearr disease. | = Avoid excess fat by choosing
Fat: < 30 % | part-skim or low-cal cheeses

While recommended far intake should » Use margarine or other low-fat sprea

not exceed 30%, saturated fats should
comprise no more than 10% of the dier, Satisfy cravines while

Carbohydrates: 40-45 % with the following healthy alter

Despite popular myth, diabertics can
space 1n the diet and add unwanted fat have their cake and eart it too. With e
and cholesterol, should be eaten in carbohydrates—which include grains,
moderation. Problem foods do not need  sugar and alcohol—it's not what you ear,
to be avoided altogether, but they but how much. Because complex
should be enjoyed in smaller serving sizes  carbohydrates have the greatest effect
and eaten less often. While there is no on blood sugar levels, they must always

one simple recipe for a healthy diet, be monitored carefully.

ISKY BUSINESS

Sasd

by
f

In addition ro containing
complex carbohydrates,
which raise blood sugar
levels, sugary desserrs
contain “empty calories’:
calories with litcle nutri-
tional wvalue. Replace
empry calories with foods
that contain more of the
vitamins and minerals
your body needs.

Kick the habit. Not only
do cigarettes cause cancer,
but they increase the risk
of heart disease and stroke
by raising far levels found
in the blood. Quitting
smoking will reduce your
risk for serious health
complications.

Excess far and cholesterol
increase your risk for
heart disease and can raise
blood pressure, putting
yvou at risk for other
serious health problems.
Avoiding foods that are
high in sarurared fats will
help to reduce those risks.

Alcohol contains hidden
calories, fat, and carbo-
hydrates while offering
little or no nutritional
value. It can also worsen
high blood pressure and
even cause diabetic nerve
damage. Keep alcohol
intake ar a minimum.

Because our bodies turn
carbohydrates into sugar
when breaking them
down, they have a direct
affect on our blood
sugar levels. Wherther
your weakness is pasta
Or pastry, monitor your
carbohydrates carefully
to maintain a diabetes-
safe diet.
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Lowering your blood sugar just got more convenient with

GLUCOPHAGE"

(metformin HClextended -release tablets) #once paiy

Now the #I prescribed pill for lowering blood sugar

is available in a once-a-day dose.

Along with diet and exercise, GLUCOPHAGE XR can help lower your blood sugar, so talk to
your doctor, today.

Important Information:

GLUCOPHAGE XR is not for everyone. In rare cases, GLUCOPHAGE XR may cause lactic acidosis
(buildup of lactic acid in the blood) which is serious and can be fatal in half the cases. This
occurs mainly in people whose kidneys are not functioning properly. Tell your doctor about
your alcohol use because it can affect your risk.You should not take this drug if you: have
kidney problems, are 80 or older (unless your kidneys are tested), are taking medication for
heart failure, are seriously dehydrated, have a severe infection, or have or have had liver
disease. The most common side effect is diarrhea.

Please see additional important patient information on the next page.
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PATIENT INFORMATION
GLUCOPHAGE®

(metformin hydrochloride tablets)
and

GLUCOPHAGE® XR

(metformin hydrochloride extended-release tablets)

Read this information carefully before you start taking this medicine and each time you
refill your prescription. There may be new information. This information does not take the
place of your doctor's advice. Ask your doctor or pharmacist if you do not understand
some of this information or if you want to know more about this medicine.

What are GLUCOPHAGE and GLUCOPHAGE XR?

GLUCOPHAGE and GLUCOPHAGE XR are used to treat type 2 diabetes. This is also
known as non-insulin-dependent diabetes mellitus, People with type 2 diabetes are not
able to make enough insulin or respond nermally to the insulin their bodies make, When
this happens, sugar (glucose) builds up in the blood. This can lead to serious medical
problems including kidney damage, amputations, and blindness. Diabetes is also close-
ly linked to heart disease. The main goal of treating diabetes is to lower your blood sugar
to a normal level.

High blood sugar can be lowered by diet and exercise, by a number of medicines taken
by mouth, and by insulin shots. Before you take GLUCOPHAGE or GLUCOPHAGE XR,
try to control your diabetes by exercise and weight loss. While you take your diabetes
medicine, continue to exercise and follow the diet advised for your diabetes. No matter
what your recommended diabetes management plan is, studies have shown that main-
taining good blood sugar control can prevent or delay complications of diabetes, such
as blindness.

GLUCOPHAGE and GLUCOPHAGE XR have the same active ingredient. However,
GLUCOPHAGE XR works longer in your body. Both of these medicines help contral your
blood sugar in a number of ways. These include helping your body respond better to the
insulin it makes naturally, decreasing the amount of sugar your liver makes, and decreas-
ing the amount of sugar your intestines absorb. GLUCOPHAGE and GLUCOPHAGE XR
do ot cause your body te make more insulin. Because of this. when taken alone, they
rarely cause hypoglycemia (low blood sugar), and usually do not cause weight gain.
However, when they are taken with a sulfonylurea or with insulin, hypoglycemia is more
likely to occur, as is weight gain.

WARNING: A small number of people who have taken GLUCOPHAGE have devel-
oped a serious condition called lactic acidosis. Lactic acidosis is caused by a
buildup of lactic acid in the blood. This happens more often in people with kidney
problems. Most people with kidney problems should not take GLUCOPHAGE or
GLUCOPHAGE XR. (See “What are the side effects of GLUCOPHAGE and
GLUCOPHAGE XR?")

Who should not take GLUCOPHAGE or GLUCOPHAGE XR?

Some conditions increase your chance of getting lactic acidesis, or cause other prob-
lems if you take either of these medicines. Most of the conditions listed below can
increase your chance of getting lactic acidosis.

Do not take GLUCOPHAGE or GLUCOPHAGE XR if you:
= have kidney problems

= have liver problems

* have heart failure that is treated with medicines, such as Lanoxin® {digoxin) or Lasix®
(furozemide)

= drink a lot of alcohol. This means you binge drink for short periods or drink all the
time

* are seriously dehydrated (have lost a lot of water from your body)

= are going to have an x-ray procedure with injection of dyes (contrast agents)

& are going to have surgery

* develop a serious condition, such as heart attack, severe infection, or a stroke

= are B0 years or older and you have NOT had your kidney function tested

Tell your doctor if you are pregnant or plan to become pregnant, GLUCOPHAGE and
GLUCOPHAGE XR may not be right for you. Talk with your doctor abeout your choices
You should also discuss your choices with your doctor if you are nursing a child,

Can GLUCOPHAGE or GLUCOPHAGE XR be used in children?

GLUCOPHAGE has been shown to effectively lower glucose levels in children {ages 10
to 16 years) with type 2 diabetes. GLUCOPHAGE has not been studied in children
younger than 10 years old. GLUCOPHAGE has not been studied in combination with
other oral glucose-control medicines or insulin in children. If you have any questions
about the use of GLUCOPHAGE in children, talk with your doctor or other healthcare
provider.

GLUCOPHAGE XF has not been studied in childrern,

How should | take GLUCOPHAGE or GLUCOPHAGE XR?

Your doctor will tell you how much medicine to take and when to take it. You will prob-
ably start out with a low dose of the medicine. Your doctor may slowly increase your
dose until your blood sugar is better controlled. You should take GLUCOPHAGE or
GLUCOPHAGE XR with meals.

Your doctor may have you take other medicines along with GLUCOPHAGE or
GLUCOPHAGE XR to control your blood sugar. These medicines may include insulin
shots. Taking GLUCOPHAGE or GLUCOPHAGE XR with insulin may help you better
control your blood sugar while reducing the insulin dose.

Continue your exercise and diet program and test your blood sugar regularly while taking
GLUCOPHAGE or GLUGOPHAGE XR. Your doctor will monitor your diabetes and may
perform blood tests on you from time to time to make sure your kidneys and your liver
are functioning normally. There is no evidence that GLUCOPHAGE or GLUCOPHAGE XR
causes harm to the liver or kidneys.

Tell your doctor if you

= have an iliness that causes severe vomiting, diarrhea or fever, or if you drink a much
lower amount of liquid than normal. These conditions can lead to severe dehydra-
tion (loss of water in your body). You may need to stop taking GLUCOPHAGE or
GLUCOPHAGE XR for a short time.

* plan to have surgery or an x-ray procedure with injection of dye (contrast agent).
You may need to stop taking GLUCOPHAGE (metformin hydrochloride tablets) or
GLUCOPHAGE XR (metformin hydrochlonide extended-release tablets) for a short
time.

* start to take other medicines or change how you take a medicine. GLUCOPHAGE
and GLUCOPHAGE XR can affect how well other drugs work, and some drugs can
affect how well GLUCOPHAGE and GLUCOPHAGE XR work. Some medicines may
cause high blood sugar.

GLUCOPHAGE XR must be swallowed whole and never crushed or chewed.
Occasionally, the inactive of GLUCOPHAGE XR may be eliminated as a soft mass in your
stool that may look like the original tablet; this is not harmful and will not affect the way
GLUCOPHAGE XR works to control your diabetes.

What should | avoid while taking GLUCOPHAGE or GLUCOPHAGE XR?

Do not drink a lot of alcohaolic drinks while taking GLUCOPHAGE or GLUCOPHAGE XR.
This means you should not binge drink for short periods, and you should not drink a lot
of alcohol on a regular basis. Alcohel can increase the chance of getting lactic acidosis.

What are the side effects of GLUCOPHAGE and GLUCOPHAGE XR?

Lactic Acidosis. In rare cases, GLUCOPHAGE and GLUCOPHAGE XR can cause a
serious side effect called lactic acidosis. This is caused by a buildup of lactic acid
in your blood. This build-up can cause serious damage. Lactic acidesis caused by
GLUCCPHAGE and GLUCOPHAGE XR is rare and has occurred mostly in people whose
kidneys were not waorking normally. Lactic acidosis has been reported in about one in
33,000 patients taking GLUCOPHAGE over the course of a year. Although rare, if lactic
acidosis does occur, it can be fatal in up to half the people who develop it.

It is also important for your liver to be working nomally when you take GLUCOPHAGE
or GLUCOPHAGE XR. Your liver helps remove lactic acid from your bload,

Make sure you tell your doctor before you use GLUCOPHAGE or GLUCOPHAGE XR if
you have kidney or liver problems. You should also stop using GLUCOPHAGE or
GLUCOPHAGE XR and call your doctor right away if you have signs of lactic aci-
dosis. Lactic acidosis is a medical emergency that must be treated in a hospital.

Signs of lactic acidosis are:
= feeling very weak, tired, or uncomfortable
= unusual muscle pain
= trouble breathing
= unusual or unexpected stomach discomfort
» feeling cold
= feeling dizzy or lightheaded
= suddenly developing a slow or irregular heartbeat
It your medical condition suddenly changes, stop taking GLUCOPHAGE or

GLUCOPHAGE XR and call your doctor right away. This may be a sign of lactic acidosis
or another serious side effect.

Cther Side Effects. Common side effects of GLUCOPHAGE and GLUCOPHAGE XR
include diarthea, nausea, and upset stomach. These side effects generally go away after
you take the medicine for a while. Taking your medicine with meals can help reduce
these side effects. Tell your doctor if the side effects bother you a lot, last for more than
a few weeks, come back after they've gone away, or start later in therapy. You may need
4 lower dose or need to stop taking the medicine for a short period or for good.

About 3 out of every 100 people who take GLUCOPHAGE or GLUCOPHAGE XR have
an unpleasant metallic taste when they start taking the medicine. Il lasts for a short time.

GLUCOPHAGE and GLUCOPHAGE XR rarely cause hypoglycemia (low bload sugar) by
themselves. However, hypoglycemia can happen if you do not eat enough, if you drink
alcohol, or if you take other medicines to lower blood sugar,

General advice about prescription medicines

If you have questions or problems, talk with your doctor or other healthcare provider. You
can ask your doctor or pharmacist for the information about GLUCOPHAGE and
GLUCOPHAGE XR that is written for health care professionals. Medicines are sometimes
prescribed for purposes other than those listed in a patient information leaflet. Do not
use GLUCOPHAGE or GLUCOPHAGE XR for a condition for which it was not
prescribed. Do not share your medicine with other people.

GLUCOPHAGE" is a registered trademark of LIPHA s.a. Licensed to Bristol-Myers
Squibb Company.

% Bristol-Myers Squibb Company
Princeton, NJ 08543 U.S.A.
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family construction company in Jidda.
He spoke of his “allegiance to the
Kingdom’s leadership,” but he defended
his father, whom he said he had not seen
for six years. He was not asked whether
the government had imposed any re-
straints on him; he said that he had
travelled to Europe as a tourist. He
blamed the media for giving the world a
“wrong impression” of his father. “My
father 1s a calm and quiet person by na-
ture,” he contended. “They have even
linked the spread of anthrax to him
without any proof or evidence.” With
the family’s blessing, Abdullah said, he
had married a relative, and now has two
young children.

Cannistraro, the former C.I.A. an-
titerror expert, believes that many fam-
ily members have cut off all contact
with Osama, and revile his tactics. But
there is also, he suggested, “an inter-
connectedness” among others in the
family which frustrates and tantalizes
American investigators. He told me
that as recently as nine months ago an
allied intelligence agency had seen two
of Osama’s sisters apparently taking
cash to an airport in Abu Dhabi, where
they are suspected of handing it to a
member of bin Laden’s Al Qaeda orga-
nization. (Tim Metz, the family spokes-
man, said that the intelligence report was
“unfair and impossible to check without
more detail.”) “Some of the sisters are
very religious,” Al-Fagih said, “and they
believe that even if your brother is a real
criminal he is your brother. He’s got to
live comfortably.” Under Shariah, Is-
lamic law, Al-Fagih said, it 1s unjust to
deprive any member of a family of his
rightful inheritance. Some of Osama’s
siblings are troubled by a decision that
the Saudi government made, in 1994,
to freeze his assets, including part of
an inheritance, estimated at thirty mil-
lion dollars, that Osama, like all the sons
in the family, received. (The daugh-
ters, in accordance with Islamic law,
each inherited half as much.) “Many
of Osama’s brothers and sisters think
it is sinful if they keep any of his inher-
itance money,” Al-Fagih said.

According to Cannistraro, Saudi
sources observed several of Osama’s
children travelling between Saudi Ara-
bia and Afghanistan without restric-
tions. He doubts news reports that
Osama spoke with his mother shortly

before the September 11th attack.
Rather, Cannistraro said, he has been
told that the Saudis have conveyed
messages from her to her son in recent
years, begging him to quit his terrorist
campaign.

Both Al-Fagih and Abdel Bari
Atwan claim that bin Laden’s mother
has twice met with her son since he
moved to Afghanistan, in 1996. Atwan
said that a trip in the spring of 1998 was
arranged by Prince Turki al-Faisal, then
the head of Saudi intelligence. Turki was
in charge of the “Afghanistan file,” and
had long-standing ties to bin Laden and
the Taliban. Indeed, Osama, before be-
coming an enemy of the state, had been
something of a Turki protégé, according
to his biographers. Prince Turki, Al-
Fagih said, “made arrangements for
Osama’s mother and his stepfather to
visit him and persuade him to stop what
he was doing.” When Al-Fagih was
asked about bin Laden’s response, he
said, “He is very close to his mother, so
he thought it was nice to see his mother.
It’s a free trip. He tries not to discuss
his views with his mother. They talk
about health, and children. But he didn't
promise anything.”

The second trip, according to Al-
Fagih, occurred last spring. “The royal
family approved it,” Al-Fagih, who 1s
eager to turn the United States against
the Saudi royal family, told me. “It was
not just a family affair. It was to try to ap-
proach and influence him. They wanted
to find out his intentions concerning the
royal family. They gave him the impres-
sion that they wouldn't crack down on
his followers in Saudi Arabia” as long
as he set his sights on targets outside
the desert kingdom. Last January, the
Qatar-based news network Al-Jazeera
broadcast footage of what was pur-
ported to be the wedding of bin Laden's
son Muhammad. Three siblings from a
later marriage of Osama’s mother were
in attendance.

Cannistraro believes that Prince Turki

made two trips to meet with bin Laden,
although he said that he was unaware
of any role played by Osama’s mother.
He also said that he had been able to
verify independently that on one of
the trips the Saudis made “a large mon-
etary offer” to bin Laden, consisting of
tens of millions of dollars, if he would
agree to end his murderous political
rebellion.

Gaafar Allagany, the director of the
Saudi information office at the Saudi
Embassy in Washington, said that he
knew of no restrictions on the travel of
any bin Laden family members, or of
any contacts between them and bin
Laden since his move to Afghanistan.
“These are private citizens,” Allagany
said. “I don't know what they do. I can’t
find out, either.” Allagany also said that
“nobody in the Saudi government has
facilitated any meeting or communica-
tion between members of the bin Laden
family and Osama bin Laden since he
moved from Sudan to Afghanistan.”

One of Osama’s half sisters is mar-
ried to Mohammed Jamal Khalifa, an
Islamic militant who American au-
thorities believe helped to fund the bur-
geoning terrorist movement in the Phil-
ippines in the early nineteen-nineties.
During this period, Khalifa established
a rattan-furniture export business in
Manila and is believed to have received
large donations of cash from outside the
country, some of which, intelligence
officials suspect, may have been fun-
nelled to him by Al Qaeda. In 1995,
Khalifa was arrested in San Francisco on
charges of violating United States im-
migration laws. He was detained while
the Justice Department tried but failed
to gather enough information to charge
him in connection with suspected ter-
rorist activities. Eventually, he was de-
ported to Jordan, which had an out-
standing warrant for him on charges
stemming from the bombing of movie
theatres in Amman in 1994. He was
acquitted. In 1996, Khalifa returned
to Saudi Arabia, where he still lives.
When I asked Allagany about Khalifa,
he said, “T'd be lying if 1 said I know any-
thing about him. He’s a brother-in-law.
In Saudi Arabia, that’s not even consid-
ered part of the family.”

Yeslam Binladin, meanwhile, has 1s-
sued a statement denouncing his half
brother Osama; he has told reporters
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that his real passions are tennis and
flying. He has nonetheless attracted
the scrutiny of Swiss and American in-
vestigators because of a financial stake
he has in a Swiss aviation firm. By a
seeming coincidence, he paid for flight
instruction for an acquaintance at Huff-
man Aviation, the training school in
Venice, Florida, that many of the sui-
cide hijackers attended. When I asked
Yeslam about this, he replied in a fax
from Geneva that while he had subsi-
dized the flying lessons, he was not in-
volved in picking the flight school. He
said that he has had no contact with
his half brother for more than twenty
years, has never supported him either
politically or financially, and has not
been back to Saudi Arabia for thir-
teen years. “As you know,” he said, “I
come from a large family, where my fa-
ther had several wives. Every wife had
her own house and lived with her own
children. He and I do not come from

the same mother.”

he remarkable rise of the bin

Ladens begins with Osama’s father,
Muhammad bin Oud bin Laden. “His
people were either Yemeni slaves or
Yemeni laborers,” Stanley Guess, a for-
mer United States military test pilot
who flew the father around the king-
dom 1n the early nineteen-sixties, said.
“Either way, you couldn’t get much

WILD BILL ‘
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lower.” Although Muhammad was illit-
erate, Guess told me, “he was a genius in
many ways. His mind was like a com-
puter for figures.” He was a talented en-
gineer, and Guess believes that in the
nineteen-fifties Muhammad won the
favor of King Saud, who was confined to
a wheelchair, by building him a ramp so
that he could be pushed up to the second
floor of his palace. Other sources have
pointed to Muhammad’s skill at build-
ing a road full of hairpin turns up a
nearly sheer cliff, in order to shorten the
royal family’s commute to the summer
palace in At Taif,

‘When Faisal ascended the throne, in
1964, the new king thanked Muham-
mad by giving him the contract to build
virtually every road in the country, which

at the time, according to Guess, had only

one well-paved route, from Riyadh to
Dhahran. Generous though these con-
tracts were, they don’t compare with the
contract that the bin Laden family was
given by the royal family in 1973 to re-
build the Islamic holy sites at Meccaand
Medina, a project so prestigious and
ambitious that it has been likened to
rebuilding Vatican City. The renova-
tion, which began as the kingdom ex-
perienced a rush of oil dollars and is
estimated to have cost seventeen billion
dollars so far, continues with no comple-
tion date in sight.

Guess and others said that although

l REALLY WILD }
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Muhammad was an observant Muslim,
he “was certainly not a fanatic.” And be-
cause Muhammad had eleven acknowl-
edged wives during his lifetime—four
at once, as is allowed under Islamic
law—Osama almost certainly grew up
in a separate household from his fa-
ther. Indeed, the patriarch moved freely
among the households of his various
wives. “Muhammad was peculiar about
his women,” Guess said. The pilot recalls
that Muhammad once brought three or
four wives on a trip with him, but that he
insisted that they not return together to
Jidda until nightfall, “because he didn’t
want anyone seeing them.” Much spec-
ulation has been printed about the psy-
chological dynamics within the bin
Laden family; sources in the Saudi royal
family have painted Osama as a stigma-
tized outsider, because he was the only
child of a less favored, foreign-born Syr-
ian wife. But Yeslam’s estranged wife,
Carmen, told me that she never detected
any distance between Osama and the
rest of the family: “In front of me, they
never disowned Osama. They spoke of
him as a brother.” She acknowledged,
however, that she has not seen much of
the family in years.

In the late sixties, when Osama was
about eleven, Muhammad was killed in
a plane crash. Osama’s oldest brother,
Salem, by most accounts a debonair
and Westernized figure, who had at-
tended Millfield, the English boarding
school, took over the family empire.
Salem brought the family into the
modern world; he was, one American
friend says, “as at home in London and
Paris as he was in Jidda.” A former
United States diplomat in Saudi Arabia
says, ‘1 used to call him the playboy of
the Western world.” An enthusiastic
amateur rock guitarist, Salem loved to
jam with bands and go disco dancing
when he was in the United States on
business trips, in the nineteen-seventies.
He was married to an English art stu-
dent, Caroline Carey, whose half brother
Ambrose is the son of the Marquess of
Queensberry.

Salem’s ties to America may have been
not just cultural and commercial but
political as well. During the nineteen-
eighties, when the Reagan Adminis-
tration secretly arranged for an esti-
mated thirty-four million dollars to be
funnelled through Saudi Arabia to the
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Contras, in Nicaragua, Salem bin Laden
aided in this cause, according to French
intelligence. Salem was reportedly one of
the two closest friends of the King, and
was frequently sought out by American
diplomats and businessmen. (In 1993,
the family hired Philip Griffin, the for-
mer American consul-general in Jidda,
to work as its American representative in

- Washington.)

In 1988, Salem was killed outside
San Antonio, Texas, when an experi-
mental ultralight plane that he was
flying got tangled in power lines. Lead-
ership of the family business passed
to the next eldest bin Laden brother,
Bakr, whose style and orientation were
more conservative. The family’s com-
mercial ties to the West, however, bur-
geoned. Currently, the company em-
ploys some thirty-two thousand people
in thirty countries. A veteran lobbyist
in Washington who knows the fam-
tly well said, “The bin Ladens under-
stand capitalism and the West bet-
ter than I do, and they've made a lot
more money, too.”

ver the years, there have been warm,

substantial ties between members of
the bin Laden family and leaders of the
foreign-policy establishment in America
and Britain. Until late last month, the
family had a stake amounting to two
million dollars in the Washington-based
Carlyle Group, a private equity firm with
a large interest in defense contracting.
The Carlyle Group is known for its
politically connected executives such as
former President George H. W. Bush,
former Secretary of State James Baker,
and former British Prime Minister John
Major. In the nineteen-nineties, both
Bush and Baker visited the bin Laden
family when they were prospecting for
business in Saudi Arabia. The chairman
of the firm is former Defense Secretary
Frank Carlucci, who has been a trusted
friend of the current Defense Secretary,
Donald Rumsfeld, since their days on
the Princeton wrestling team. Sources
inside the firm suggest that there was
a spirited discussion among the part-
ners about whether to sever connections
with the bin Ladens, with some believ-
ing that to penalize the family for guilt
by association was, as one put it, “mon-
strous.” But the prospect of President
Bush’s father being in business with



the half brother of Osama bin Laden
was politically untenable, and, when “the
irony became too much,” as one mnsider
in the firm put it, the bin Ladens re-
couped their initial investment, plus five
hundred thousand dollars.

The family continues to have a stake,
estimated by one source at about ten
million dollars, in the Fremont Group, a
private investment company, on whose
board of directors sits another for-
mer Secretary of State, George Shultz.
Much of the family’s private banking
is handled by Citigroup, which is chaired
by former Treasury Secretary Robert
Rubin. The family has equity invest-
ments with Merrill Lynch and Gold-
man, Sachs. Among the family’s busi-
ness partners 1s General Electric. A
spokesman for Jack Welch, the chair-
man of G.E., says that the family threw
a party for him'in the nineteen-nineties
in Saudi Arabia, and that Welch “con-
siders them good business partners.”
One American diplomat says, “You
talk about your global investors, it’s
them. They own part of Microsoft, Boe-
ing, and who knows what else.” Others
note that the family has been awarded
contracts to help rebuild American mil-
itary mstallations, including the Khobar
Towers, which were damaged in a ter-

rorist attack that killed nineteen service-
men in 1996.

he family’s embrace of the West

occurred as many in Arab intel-
lectual circles were recoiling from it.
Yossef Bodansky, in his biography of
bin Laden, writes that the sudden n-
crease in wealth among the Saudi élite,
and the concomitant exposure to the
West, “led to confusion and a largely
unresolved identity crisis resulting in
radicalism and eruptions of violence.”
Osama, who was born in 1957 and was
raised largely in the seaport of Jidda,
would have been bombarded by anti-
Western material from Egypt, which,
by 1977, when Anwar Sadat was mak-
ing a separate peace with Israel, had
become a center of radical dissent. In
Saudi Arabia, meanwhile, King Faisal
was assassinated, in 1975, by a worldly
nephew, an act that further stoked sus-
picions of the West. Bin Laden has
cast himself as a messianic religious au-
thority, but his degrees are in civil engi-
neering and economics. Several sources

close to the family hint that Osama
had wanted to play a major role in the
company after college but was margin-
alized by other brothers, either because
he lacked business skills, as one source
contends, or because he tried to mount
an unsuccessful takeover from his elder
brothers. “He started picking fights in
the family business having to do with
management control,” an American
friend of the family said. Either way,
bin Laden was not welcomed at the
helm of the Saudi Binladin Group.

In early 1979, as he was finishing
college, the Islamic revolution in Iran
overthrew the Shah; the following No-
vember, the radical movement swept
into Saudi Arabia itself, with the take-
over of the Grand Mosque in Mecca
by armed Islamic extremists. (It has
been reported that one of Osama’s half
brothers was arrested as a sympathizer
of the takeover but was later exoner-
ated.) The Soviet invasion of Afghani-
stan that same year gave Osama new
direction and purpose. On the advice
of the royal family, he threw him-
self into providing financial, organi-

zational, and engineering aid to the |

mujahideen, who were also heavily
funded by the United States. In 1989,
he returned home to Saudi Arabia a
hero. But, in 1990, when American
troops came to the aid of Saudi Arabia,
after Iraq invaded Kuwait, bin Laden
turned against the throne for inviting
infidels into the Islamic holy land. He
had hoped to persuade the Saudi gov-
ernment to let him organize a Pan-Arab
force, as he had in Afghanistan. But, in
an interview with “Frontline,” Prince

Bandar, the Saudi Ambassador to the |

United States, said that when he first
met bin Laden, in the nineteen-eighties,
“I thought he couldn't lead eight ducks
across the street.”

When bin Laden turned against the
United States, his fortune was still in-
terwoven with the family’s, which was
invested in many American businesses.
“It’s not as cynical as it sounds,” Jack
Blum, a former special counsel to the
Senate Foreign Relations Committee,
said. “I've met some of the bin Ladens.
They're quite nice. Youd have no prob-
lem at dinner with them. They are
themselves conflicted. They are a con-
tradiction. If you tried to peer into their
souls, youd see two of them.” ¢
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DEPT OF EPIDEMIOLOGY

THE AMES STRAIN

How a sick cow in Towa may have &ﬂf{ﬂﬂf to create a lethal éz'a*wmpan.

BY PETER J. BOYER

On the evening of October 12th, a
group of scientists and academics
at lowa State University’s veterinary col-
lege, in Ames, lowa, gathered in one
of the school’s laboratories for a proce-
dure involving the university’s collection
of Bacillus anthracis, the bacteria that
causes the disease anthrax. The school’s
anthrax collection was noteworthy both
for what was known about it and for
what was merely speculated. What was
known was that over the years lowa
State’s veterinary microbiologists had
accurmulated more than a hundred vials
containing various strains of anthrax,
some dating back to 1928. In 1978,
a fondly remembered professor named
R. Allen Packer had uncorked one of
the fifty-year-old vials and, after a cou-
ple of tries, was able to coax the bacillus
back to life. The experiment, a testa-
ment to the remarkable durability of
anthrax spores, had lent a certain dis-
tinction to the collection.

What was speculated about the Towa
State anthrax was even more compel-
ling. One week earlier, on October 5th,
a Florida photo editor named Bob
Stevens, at American Media Inc., had
died of anthrax, the first bioterror fatal-
ity in what has come to be known
as “the homeland.” Early news reports
suggested that the F.B.I. had traced
the anthrax to a laboratory in Ames,
from which the bacteria had perhaps
been stolen or otherwise obtained by
terrorists.

The reports of an Ames connection
to the anthrax terrors caused much
excitement in Jowa, and the College
of Veterinary Medicine was suddenly
fielding scores of calls from reporters
wanting to know about the deadly
“Ames strain” of anthrax. The trouble
was, nobody at the school knew any-
thing about an “Ames strain”—whether
it was the strain of anthrax infecting the
mail, whether the Jowa State lab had
ever possessed it, or even whether there
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was such a thing as an “Ames strain.”
None of the vials were identified as
“Ames,” but then the labels were cryptic,
some bearing only numbers or dates.
The scientists and teachers at Towa
State’s veterinary school had not been
incautious with their anthrax specimens,
but neither had they been obsessed with
security. The school’s anthrax collec-
tion had been stored in cabinets in
the teaching laboratory, the doors of
which were routinely locked at night.
In the context of the academy, this
relative casualness was not unusual, es-
pecially in the heart of the farm belt,
where science was employed as a plow-
share rather than as a sword. When an
associated laboratory nearby, run by the
United States Department of Agricul-

ture, had outgrown its building space a
few years earlier, it had moved some of
its work on anthrax and mad-cow dis-
ease to a rented space in an Ames strip
mall. But all of that was before the Flor-
1da incident.

On October 10th, Governor Tom
Vilsack ordered law-enforcement offi-
cers to stand guard over the lowa State
laboratory and at the state’s other labs
with anthrax (including the Agriculture
Department’s lab in Ames and labs at
the University of lowa). The Iowa State
anthrax collection was beginning to
seem like more trouble than it was
worth, and the college’s dean, Norman F.
Cheville, after consultation with the
lab’s director and a school health-and-
safety group, decided to do something
about it.

Around 5:30 PM. on October 12th,
college staff members wearing biosafety
gloves removed the anthrax specimens
from the laboratory cabinet and placed
them in an autoclave, a steam sterilizer
about the size of a filing cabinet. The
scientists knew that an hour or so in the
autoclave would do the trick, but they
let the machine run all night. At eight-

1he discovery that the anthrax was natively American widened the ran ge of suspects.

CHRISTOPH MIEMARM



What does

being one of the
largest traders
of shares on the

NYSE make us?

I nfl Ue ntl a I = Influential in making markets for our clients. Influential in finding and creating an
enormous range of investment opportunities for our clients. Opportunities that come from being one of the

largest equity traders not only in the U.S., but in the world. Influence is market power. Market power is UBS.

% UBS

Financial Services Group

% UBS|PaindWebber 3 UBS Warburg & UBS

Asset Management

© UBS AG 2001 In the United States, equities trading is conducted by UBS Warburg LLC, a subsidiary of UBS AG that is a registered broker-dealer and a member of SIPC.




“Stifl, it would be a great mistake to abandon your
work on the perpetual-motion machine.”

[ ]

thirty the following morning, the bacilli,
although certainly dead, were placed in
an incinerator for good measure. Some
of the biologists and academics who at-
tended the destruction felt a trace of re-
gret. “We said to each other, ‘This is
kind of sad we have to destroy this,’”
Dr. Jim Roth, an assistant dean for in-
ternational programs at the school, re-
calls. “Especially the cultures we'd had
since 1928.”

Less than two weeks later, Tom
Ridge, the director of Homeland Secu-
rity, announced at a Washington press
conference that investigators had iden-
tified the anthrax that had been sent
through the mail as belonging to the
Ames strain. It now seemed likely that
there was an lowa State connection to
the Ames strain, and that the original
culture of the Ames isolate was steril-
ized and incinerated with the rest of the
veterinary school’s collection. Jim Roth
had wondered about that possibility, and
the school had contacted the F.B.I. and
the Centers for Disease Control before
killing the specimens. Both agencies ap-
proved the destruction. “They may be
having some second thoughts about
that, but it’s too late now,” Roth says.

n its way, the uncertainty about the
Iowa State anthrax reflects the larger
puzzlement facing federal officials as
they have tried to work out the prove-
nance of the anthrax that killed Bob
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Stevens and at least three others. As in-
vestigators try to determine who is be-
hind the bioterror, alternating between
theories that its source is foreign or
domestic, state-sponsored or freelance,
Dr. Roth and his colleagues in Towa
have tried to unravel the problem of the
origins of the Ames strain.

What they do know is that it all
began with a sick cow, probably some-
where in a pasture in the western part of
Iowa, probably in 1979. In all likeli-
hood, a farmer encountered his stricken
beast after it was already dead, and had
not been witness to the sudden fever,
the clumsy staggering, the trembling,
and, finally, the convulsions that pre-
ceded the animal’s death. Anthrax seizes
and consumes its victims quickly. The
farmer might have suspected anthrax, a
diagnosis probably confirmed by his
veterinarian immediately upon encoun-
tering the carcass. In most ways, the
beast would have looked good, even
healthy, except for the blood streaming
from its nostrils, ears, and rectum.

The recommended procedure in
lowa, as elsewhere, is not to disturb the
carcass of an animal killed by anthrax.
Veterinarians almost never perform an
autopsy, because opening the beast’s
body would expose the bacteria to air,
triggering the organism’s self-preserva-
tion mechanism. Bacillus anthracis is a
spore-forming bacterium, which is to
say that, when faced with an environ-

mental challenge, it forms a kind of
shell, allowing it, acornlike, to lie dor-
mant for years, even decades. When
Professor Packer opened that 1928 vial
of anthrax at Towa State, the jellylike
medium inside the tube had turned
hard and crusty, but the anthrax spores
inside were still alive. (Packer had put
the anthrax in a fresh medium, sealed it
back up, and left instructions for some
future Towa State microbiologist to try
to revive it again in 2028.)

The stricken Iowa cow had probably
contracted anthrax by consuming spores
that had settled into the Iowa soil,
perhaps after an anthrax outbreak in
1950-52, caused by feeding contami-
nated bonemeal to livestock. The spores
from those afflicted animals had gone
to ground, until they were ingested,
probably with a clump of grass, by the
cow in 1979. Once inside the warm,
moist environment of the cow’s diges-
tive system, the spores came back to life,
releasing their bacteria, which grow
at phenomenal rates—each organism
replicating itself every fifteen to twenty
minutes. As the bacteria grew, they ex-
creted a toxin that, in essence, caused
the animal’s immune system to go into
hyperdrive, leading to shock and near-
instant death.

The veterinarian would have dis-
posed of the carcass immediately, either
by burning it or, if it could be moved
without rupture, by burying it after cov-
ering it with quicklime. In either case,
before disposal, the vet salvaged a spec-
imen from the diseased animal, either
cutting off an ear and sealing it in a bag
or drawing blood from the cow’s jugular.
The vet would have sent that specimen
to the nearest state veterinary diagnostic
center, which in this case was almost
certainly the lab at Iowa State’s College
of Veterinary Medicine.

Iowa State microbiologists would
have seen under the microscope big,
rod-shaped bacteria that turned blue
when introduced to an identifying sub-
stance called a Gram stain. Further
biochemical tests would have proved
positive for anthrax. At that point, a sub-
culture would have been grown and sent
down the street to the Department of
Agriculture’s National Veterinary Ser-
vices Laboratory for confirmation. The
original culture was probably put in a
vial, which somehow found its way
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to the cabinet that held the Iowa State
collection.

Here the story of the Ames strain
leaves the realm of speculation, because
what happened next is precisely known.

he National Veterinary Services

Laboratory in Ames serves as the
diagnostic center for the entire nation; it
is a repository for all manner of germs
and diseases that afflict American live-
stock. That 1s why the U.S. Army wrote
to the N.V.S.L. in late 1980 requesting
a sample of an anthrax culture. The
Ames lab made a subculture of the an-
thrax and sent it to the Army’s Medical
Research Institute of Infectious Dis-
eases—USAMRIID—at Fort Detrick,
near Frederick, Maryland, along with
the information that the isolate had
come from a dead cow. The Army
named it the Ames strain.

USAMRIID has long been familiar
with anthrax, as far back as the days
when it was the Army Medical Unit
and was associated with the Biological
Woarfare Laboratories at Fort Detrick.
The mighty lethality of anthrax has
been appreciated by mankind since clas-
sical times, and its potential as a weapon
has been intuited by warriors since 1876,
when the bacteriologist Robert Koch
discovered that the disease had a bacte-
rial cause. During the First World Wa,
German agents were injecting anthrax
into American livestock. In the nine-
teen-thirties, Japan tested anthrax as a
weapon in Manchuria. In the forties,
the United States, Britain, and the So-
viet Union also took up the challenge of
weaponizing anthrax.

But if anthrax is the perfect killer,
silent and invisible, it is not, as it exists in
nature, a perfect weapon. It is a live-
stock disease, and when humans con-
tract it under normal conditions it is
through contact with diseased animals
or their hides. The commonest form of
human infection (ninety-five per cent) is

through skin contact—cutaneous an-
thrax. Lesions form, followed by a black
scab, but, while potentially deadly, cuta-
neous anthrax is highly treatable by an-
tibiotics. For people, by far the deadliest
form of anthrax 1s that which is con-
tracted by breathing spores into the
lungs—inhalation anthrax. But, as the
spores are not airborne under natural
conditions, inhalation anthrax has been
a rarity. According to the Center for
Nonproliferation Studies, between 1900
and 1978 only eighteen cases of in-
halation anthrax were reported in the
United States, and two of those were
contracted in a laboratory.

What happens to a human being
who does develop inhalation anthrax,
however, 1s what inspired bioweap-
oneers. Once someone has breathed an-

thrax spores deep into the lungs, symp-

toms soon appear that seem very much |

like those of the common flu. Thereisa
tever, cough, and aches, at which point
aggressive antibiotic treatment can still
offer patients a fighting chance. Other-
wise, the fever suddenly elevates, breath-
ing becomes labored, and shock seizes
the body. After the onset of this severe
stage, it is almost always too late for
a cure.

Broadly posed, the trick of weap- |

onizing anthrax is to make it breath-
able. A clump of infected soil might
contain billions of anthrax spores, buta
clump of soil is unlikely to be inhaled.
So the first task in weaponizing anthrax
is to purify it, producing a concentration
of spores. This is done by creating a sus-
pension, in which the anthrax spores are
separated from the material surround-
ing them 1n the sample—water, mate-
rial from the growth medium, and so
on. No particle of anything much big-
ger than five microns is likely to get past
the mucous membranes and reach deep
into the lungs, and each anthrax spore is
itself less than two microns in size. Pu-
rifying and concentrating the spores re-
quires real laboratory skill.

Purification and concentration, how-
ever, 1s not enough. In even the purest

concentrate, anthrax spores, like most

small particles, will clump together,
owing to natural electrostatic force. “If
you just grow up spores in a test tube
and then you remove the liquid, you'll
have a kind of a clump,” says Philip S.
Brachman, a legendary epidemiologist
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and an old anthrax hand., “Now, that

clump won't go anywhere—it’ll fall to
the ground.” The next grand step in

~ weaponizing anthrax is to cause those

purified spores to separate, like individ-
ual sprinkles of a fine powder, so they

- | can linger in the air and be inhaled.

Such anthrax becomes a weapon of
unfathomable potency, but for years

. & | bioweapons scientists searched vainly

for an efficient means by which to turn
clumpy anthrax spores into airy, inhalable

anthrax. Finally, in the early nineteen-

' | sixties, a man named William C. (Bill)
. Patrick III, chief of product develop-

ment for the American biowarfare pro-
gram, found the answer. Patrick discov-
ered that a certain combination of in-
gredients formed a handy anti-caking
material, which, when combined with
anthrax spores, allowed the spores to
separate into a fine dry mist of unag-
glomerated poisons. “You want a free-
flowing powder containing the agent
that is electrostatic-free, so that it lows
very nicely,” Patrick explains calmly, as if
he had developed a product to keep

' laundry static-free in a clothes dryer.

“And when energy is applied to the
powder, it breaks up into small particles.”

A single gram of powdered anthrax
can contain as many as a hundred bil-
lion anthrax spores. Conventional med-
ical wisdom holds that inhalation of

 just eight to ten thousand spores is

needed to trigger infection. The letter
sent to Senate Majority Leader Tom
Daschle’s office last month contained
two grams of purified, powdery anthrax
spores—potentially enough to kill twenty-
five million people if it were efficiently

- distributed.

A letter sent through the mail is not
a maximally efficient means of distribu-
tion, although, as government officials

- were surprised to discover, the auto-

matic sorting machines at postal centers
can, in jostling a tainted letter, cause a
lot of human damage. Two postal work-
ers at a mail-distribution center near
Washington have died of inhalation
anthrax. “When a person opens a letter,
that represents the munition,” Patrick
says. “When letters go through that
high-speed sorting-out process in the
post office, you are talking about a huge
amount of energy. And you really have a
munition,”

Patrick's process for making static-

free anthrax spores was secretly patented
by the government, but he switched over
to defensive work when Richard Nixon
announced, in 1969, that the nation
would unilaterally end its biological-
warfare programs. Two and a half years
later, the United States—and ultimately
some hundred and fifty other nations—
became a signatory to the international
Biological and Toxin Weapons Con-
vention. By most accounts, the United
States actually did stop making these
weapons, although the Soviet Union
continued with a huge program of
germ- and chemical-weapon develop-
ment until at least 1992. Iraq, another
signatory to the convention, admitted in
1995 to having produced two thousand
gallons of liquid anthrax, and is believed
to have an ongoing biowarfare pro-
gram. Israel never signed the accord.
Patrick says, “I think that the Israelis, if
truth be known, have an extremely ad-
vanced program in biological warfare,
because it’s too good a weapons system
to give up.”

After the American program ended,
the research on biological and chemical
weaponry was taken up by the Army’s
Medical Research Institute of Infec-
tious Diseases. The unit’s chief purpose
turned from making biological weap-
ons to devising defenses against them,
through such means as developing and
testing vaccines.

t was an Army scientist, George

Wright, who developed the human
anthrax vaccine, which was field-tested
in the nineteen-fifties by Philip Brach-
man. To test the vaccine, Brachman
went to the one place in the country
where human anthrax infection, includ-
ing the inhalation form, was most likely
to occur—the animal-hide-processing
industry in New England. (Anthrax was
once called woolsorter’s disease.) Brach-
man recruited volunteers from four mills
whose workers regularly contracted an-
thrax at a rate much higher than the av-
erage population—an annual rate of 1.2
infections for every hundred workers.
He divided the volunteers into two
groups, vaccinated one group, and ad-
ministered a placebo to the other. The
results proved the efficacy of the vac-
cine. That same formula is, in its essence,
the vaccine now administered to the
American armed forces and other peo-



ple at risk, and the one that the govern-
ment intends to make available to the
broader public. (Before that can hap-
pen, the private firm in Lansing, Mich-
igan, that holds the license on the for-

mula must meet requirements imposed |

by the ED.A.)

Over the years, the Army and civil-
1an scientists at USAMRIID have tested
new variations of the vaccine, and it
was for just such a test that the Army

requested a strain of anthrax from |

the Department of Agriculture lab in
Ames 1n 1980. What they received was
a subculture of the anthrax that had
killed the cow in western Iowa the year
before.

In working with their new isolate,
the scientists discovered something re-
markable about it: the Ames strain ex-
creted an especially potent toxin. Ames
became known as a “hot,” or highly vir-
ulent, strain, and by the late nineteen-
eighties it had become the gold standard
for anthrax strains. “It’s hot, so peo-
ple like to challenge their animals with
the Ames to determine how well their
vaccine or their treatment modality is
working,” Patrick says.

The Ames strain’s reputation among
laboratory scientists created a demand
for it, and the demand was handily met.
Philip Brachman says that if he had
wanted to get hold of an anthrax strain,
he could have simply written to a labo-
ratory that had it and they would have
sent it to him. Germ banks around the
world maintain and sell from collections
of bacteria, and hundreds of university
and research laboratories freely ex-
change strains of various organisms.

There are some limitations, particularly |

in the United States. The 1996 Anti-
Terrorism Act requires that anyone
dealing in dangerous pathogens must
show a legitimate scientific purpose
and must register with the Centers for
Disease Control. But the law does not
prohibit possession of those danger-
ous pathogens by non-scientists. Nor
are background checks, such as those
required before the purchase of a hand-
gun, conducted upon the hiring of tech-
nicians who have access to pathogens in
laboratories.

In any event, restrictions can be
avoided through private exchanges be-
tween scientists. With anthrax, there

is plenty to share. “You streak it out on |

“Goodbyes always make my throat hurt...l need more hellos...
—Charlie Brown, 1967
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“But, sweetheart, why do you have fo marry a doctor?
Why can't you marry a fireman?”

a petri dish until there’s one individ-
ual live bacterium at a particular spot
on the plate,” Jim Roth explains. “You
grow 1t overnight, one bacterium turns
into millions.”

“:[t isanisolated case,” Tommy Thomp-
son, the Secretary of Health and
Human Services, said after Bob Stevens
died of anthrax on October 5th. “There
18 no terrorism.” Such dissonance, which
has characterized official pronounce-
ments about the unfolding bioterror-
ism, 1s both alarming and, in a way,
understandable. In recent weeks, even
medical professionals have been made
to realize how little they know about
anthrax. The military establishment’s
research centers have been out of the
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bioweapons business for so long that
they have had to rely partly on the ad-
vice of the last generation with real
hands-on experience.

When anthrax outbreaks in New
York, New Jersey, and Washington made
it clear that the Florida occurrence was
not an isolated case, it became impera-
tive to determine the provenance of the
bacteria that was being sent through the
mail. A particular strain cannot be iden-
tified merely by peering at it through
a microscope—all bacilli anthracis look
more or less the same on a slide. To
establish the genealogy of the poison-
letter anthrax, the government turned to
a young civilian scientist named Paul
Keim, who 1s associated with Northern
Arizona University, in Flagstaff, and

whose wizardry in the field of DNA
sequencing is fabled. It was Keim who
determined that the unsuccessful an-
thrax attacks mounted by the Aum
Shinrikyo cult in Tokyo in 1993 failed
partly because the bacteria used by the
terrorists was of the Sterne strain—an
avirulent (nontoxic) bacteria that is used
1n an anthrax vaccine.

Keim has assisted American intelli-
gence for some time, though he refuses
to talk about it. He and an associate,
Martin Hugh-Jones, a microbiologist
at Louisiana State University, have
compiled a formidable collection of
pathogens. “It was set up way back
when, “To be ready for..." ” Hugh-Jones
says. “It went from ‘Let’s look at thirty
samples’ to ‘Gosh, do you think we
could get two hundred?’ to now we have
something like between twelve hundred
and thirteen hundred.”

Samples from the anthrax letters
were sent to Keim at his laboratory
in Flagstaft, where he put the bacte-
ria through genetic-sequencing tests
and compared them to known strains.
Soon, he had a match: it was the Ames
strain.,

When Tom Ridge announced, on
October 25th, that the strain had been
identified, it seemed like a breakthrough.
Officials now knew that they were deal-
ing with a highly toxic strain. This, in
turn, suggested something more omi-
nous. “The fact that they have selected
the Ames strain, a hot strain of an-
thrax, indicates to me that they know
what the hell they are doing,” Bill Pat-
rick says.

But, in a way, identifying the anthrax
only clouded the picture. Because of its
popularity in laboratories, Ames had be-
come a sort of stock strain, untraceable
through its genetics alone to any par-
ticular source. “Being Ames doesn't tell
me anything, except that somebody got
ahold of a stock strain without any dif-
ficulty,” Philip Brachman says.

There are other ways to trace the bac-
teria’s source. The anthrax sent to Sen-
ator Daschle’s office was weaponized—
that 1s, it had been pulverized by the
method that Bill Patrick pioneered al-
most forty years ago. (Twenty-eight of
the forty people in the area where the
letter was opened tested positive for an-
thrax exposure.) The fact that it was
weaponized means that the powder
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contained not only anthrax spores but

the anti-caking material that allows the

- spores to float free. Identifying that ma-

terialk—which has been described as a
fine, brownish particulate—could help
to pinpoint the source.

Early analyses suggested that Iraq
could be the source of the anthrax. Bill

- Patrick says that when he was in Iraq as

a member of the United Nations Spe-
cial Commission charged with disman-
tling Iraq’s weapons-of-mass-destruc-
tion programs, he saw batches of a
substance called bentonite—a readily
available material, brownish in color,
that can be used to separate the anthrax
spores into powdery particles. “It’s not

- the material that we added to our weap-
~ onized agent, because we added a much

better material,” Patrick says. “But it will
prevent, to a certain degree, sticking of
the spores.”

By last week, though, the head of the

- U.S. Army lab had ruled out bentonite

as an ingredient in the anthrax letters.
This seemed to rule out Iraq, even as the
Czech government confirmed that the
presumed lead hijacker in the Septem-
ber 11th attacks, Mohamed Atta, had
met with an Iraqi spy in Prague last
April.

In announcing the discovery that an
anti-cling agent had been added to the
anthrax sent through the mail, intelli-
gence officials declared that only three
nations in the world had the capacity
to weaponize anthrax in that manner:
the United States, the former Soviet
Union, and Iraq. According to the

- Washington Post, an unnamed govern-

ment official also said that “the totality
of the evidence in hand suggests that it
is unlikely that the spores were origi-
nally produced in the former Soviet
Union or Iraq.”

To Bill Patrick, the assertion that
only three nations are capable of pro-
ducing weaponized anthrax is laugh-
able. “How in the hell he arrived at that
conclusion I don't know,” Patrick says. “I
think the Iranians have a very advanced
program in biological warfare. The Is-
raelis . . . And we feel that China has
an advanced program.”

However, close parsing of the offi-

cial’s statement, an exercise that may be

warranted just now, reveals that his pro-
nouncement is literally true: the “spores”
were not “originally produced” in the

Soviet Union or Iraq; they were pro-
duced in the belly of a cow in western
lowa.

But the larger implication was some-
what puzzling. If the anthrax sent to
Daschle came from one of three state-
sponsored bioweapons programs, and
if the former Soviet Union and Iraq
are discounted as suspects, that leaves
the biowarfare program of the United
States, which officially ended its bio-
logical weapons program in 1969. At
that time, government scientists de-
stroyed their stores of weaponized an-
thrax, kept in Arkansas and Utah, by
putting them through autoclaves, just
as lowa State killed its anthrax collec-
tion. Also, the Ames strain wasn’t 1so-
lated until nearly a decade after the
American program was supposed to
have ended.

In a sense, Army scientists at USAM-
RIID have, in recent years, “weaponized”
the Ames strain whenever they have
tested anthrax vaccines on monkeys.
They make an aerosol of the Ames
strain, spray it into the monkeys’ con-
tainment area, and await the results.
But after each experiment, according
to Caree Vander Linden, a USAMRIID
spokeswoman, the aerosolized anthrax
not inhaled by the monkeys is destroyed.
“The aerosolized sample is contained
within an airtight cabinet,” she explained.
“The air and the cabinet are decontam-
inated after the exposure to destroy
all spores that were not inhaled. Any
spores that are not inhaled are trapped
by an all-glass impinger of water™—and
destroyed.

"The notion that only a state-sponsored
biological-weapons program could pro-
duce the dangerous, powdery anthrax
is one of the assumptions now being
seriously challenged. The White House
spokesman Ari Fleischer said last week




that the anthrax may have been pro-
duced by “a Ph.D. microbiologist” and
that “it could be derived at a small,
well-equipped microbiology lab™—the
nutty-professor scenario. Fleischer may
be right. The scientific know-how in-
volved in weaponizing anthrax is formi-
dable, but it is out there, and the tech-
nology is available. One of the steps in
making a powdered, airy form of an-
thrax 1s freeze-drying the spores, along
with the anti-caking material, in a
lyophilizer, or freeze-drying machine.
A new-model tabletop lyophilizer can
be bought for less than eight thousand
dollars.

“It’s very easy to do on a lab scale,”
Patrick says. “Small production. We're
talking about milligram quantities, as
opposed to when you expand your pro-
cess to get industrial-sized production.”

It may be that Paul Keim can answer
the state-sponsorship-or-lone-terrorist
question through DNA sequencing,
which might be capable of determining
whether the anthrax was part of a small
batch (the handgun scenario) or a vast
store (the biological equivalent of a
nuke).

One of the paradoxes of scientific
inquiry in such circumstances, espe-
cially in the early stages, is that each
answer only poses new questions. Paul
Keim’s DNA sequencing established
that the terror anthrax is natively Amer-
ican—the Ames strain—but this knowl-
edge seemed to widen the range of pos-
sible suspects rather than narrowing
it, because Ames 1s now so common.
Similarly, the discovery that an additive
had been applied to anthrax spores
would prove little, even if it had turned
out to be bentonite, the material identi-
fied with the Iraqi program. Bentonite
is 2 common substance with a wide
range of uses, both in the laboratory
and in household products, including
cat litter.

At such a moment, even a man like

Bill Patrick, who knows so much, really |

wishes he knew more. “Sometimes, 1

feel that a disgruntled professor who |

didn't get tenure is working at night in
his little laboratory and producing this
crud,” Patrick says. “But I can’t discount
the possibility that it could be coming
in by diplomatic pouch from a large

supply. I can’t answer it. I can’t make |

up my mind. I really dont know.” ¢

ACTUALLY,
I'™M A ROCKET SURGEON.

THE BALVENIE

Single Malt With Unmistakable Character

You'll know it’s The Balvenie DoubleWood 12-year-old right from the start — a soft, honey
character from traditional oak whisky casks, and surprising depth from sherry oak casks.
This is something completely unique, don’t feel left out if you haven’t already been introduced.

THEBALVENIE GUY. (om

2001 ||:||'||-:||'I-: o -!J_-. William Grant & Sons, Inc. Mow York, MY 43% Ale. 7 Vol

The Balvenic Distidler, Balvemic fvl'-||li|:il.~_.5|-:-1::uu] Est 18972, &

Travel to a different place

% hotel nikko san francisco

off union square | 222 Mason St. | 5an Francdisco, CA 84102 | wwwonikkohotels.com - 415,394 1800.NIKKO.US |

There’s always a room for our frequent guests — guaranteed. Please call for qualifications

THE NEW YORKER, NOVEMBER 12, 200l 75



’De.&c]n aﬁ& F«}l
your own
Invitations & Announcements

InvitePapers.com offers a
complete line of blank sculpted
designs in white and ivory
papers.

Our eclectic portfolio
I of paper essentials is perfect
| for those who design and print
' their own invitations and
announcements, or greeting cards.

Professionals, calligraphers and
craftspeople can now design and
print their own foldovers, cards,
and envelopes on custom papers. |
Response-cards, placecards
and informal notes, too.

Buy Direct from
InvitePapers and

‘Save 30% to 70%
because InvitePapers sells | -«

only designer sets \_
direct to the designer.

L [nvitePapers.com y

—rr ==

SHRUBSOLE

Nineteenth
Century
Jewelry

104 East 57th Streer, New York, NY 10022
Tel. {212) 753-8920 www.shrubsole.com

COCKTAIL
Unistokobly AMERICAN MUSIC o s finest — COCKTAIL PLANO. The perfed g

PIANO

for your Holiday needs. Ten recordings — Codtail Piano Vok. | through V Featuring
mﬁmﬁnﬂﬁmmmmmmﬂm
songs, | , cnd Chrsmos Pone. Snge (s $17.95 upes $11.95 ind. siping
To hear the music el T/F (888) 388-1555. Dimrrrm.‘rurmlﬁt
To order call T/F (888) 521-9330. AMEX, VISA, MC, DISC
Sound samples for all albums @ www.

Golf, Tennis ¥ Beach Club

CALL YOUR TRAVEL AGENT OR 1-800-237-3237

JUMBY PAY &,

RESORT, ANTIGUA

76

THE NEW YORKER, NOVEMBER 12, 2001

PROFILES

AMERICAN DIVA

The worlds most beautifid voice belongs to a nice girl from Rochester.

BY CHARLES MICHENER

enée Fleming practiced singing
‘“Amazing Grace” at least sixty
times in front of her bathroom mirror
the other week. She had been invited to
perform the hymn at Ground Zero
during the memorial service for families

- of victims of the World Trade Center
- attacks, and she was looking for a fresh

approach. “It’s been sung every way you
can think of, from gospel style to jazz
to operatic,” she said. “And 1 thought,
What on earth am I going to bring to
it? I decided that, for this occasion, the
simpler the better.” She had also been

- asked to sing the unofficial new na-

tional anthem, “God Bless America,”
which was to close the program. “I
bought ten recordings of it, from Ce-
line Dion to Kate Smith,” Fleming
said. “They were not helpful.”

The night before the memorial
service, Fleming performed a recital
of German, French, and Russian art
songs with the pianist Jean-Yves Thi-
baudet at Caramoor, in Westchester
County—a demanding program that
she will repeat at Carnegie Hall on
November 17th. The evening was a
gala benefit, held in what had once been
a rich couple’s mock-Moorish palazzo,
and she wore a flaming-scarlet, low-cut
Belle Epoque gown, borrowed from a
production of “Die Fledermaus.” At
the World Trade Center, where nearly
ten thousand mourners and dignitaries
filled four city blocks, she was dressed
modestly in black, in a setting that
looked like the apocalyptic last scene in
Wagner's “Gétterdimmerung.” Acrid
smoke rose out of the charred and
twisted remains of a once towering
Valhalla. Fleming’s slow, understated
delivery of “Amazing Grace,” accom-
panied by the Orchestra of St. Luke’s,
conducted by Christoph Eschenbach,
settled like a balm over the hushed
crowd. She sang “God Bless America”

' in spacious breaths, without a trace

of hokey jingoism, and when she as-

cended to the final “home” on an unac-
companied high B-flat—*I asked the
orchestra to drop out for two beats,”
she said later, “just to make it a little
more dramatic’—ten thousand pairs
of eyes seemed to follow the note into
the sky.

Fleming’s voice is robust yet ferni-
nine, with a velvety sheen. It contains
the two qualities—grandeur and pa-
thos—that are essential for portraying
the mostly pure-hearted but rejected
heroines who form the core of her op-
eratic repertory. T'he soprano voice con-
ventionally falls, in ascending order of
heft, into one of four categories: the
light lyric, the lyric, the spinto, and the
dramatic. More generally, sopranos can
be divided into two types—the floaters
and the thrusters. Fleming’s voice is an
unusually full lyric floater. It is at its
most compelling in roles that have long,
smooth phrases in the high register,
supported by orchestral writing that
does not compete with the voice’s ability
to send gleaming shafts of melody to
the back of the hall. It is especially
suited to the vaulting vocal lines and
bittersweet orchestral colors of Mozart
and Strauss.

Fleming is, physically, an old-
fashioned beauty, with a heart-shaped
face, large, expressive eyes, and a gen-
erous mouth. Whether she is appearing
as herself in recitals or as one of her
more n operatic characters, she es-
tablishes an intimacy with the audience
that cannot be learned or faked. Spilling
secrets is what opera heroines routinely
do, and yet only the greatest singers can
convey the feeling that they are also
spilling something important about
themselves. Jenny Lind, the nineteenth-
century “Swedish Nightingale,” whom
P.'T. Barnum promoted into an Ameri-
can craze, is said to have conveyed a
sense of inner saintliness. With Maria
Callas, it was self-punishment in the
service of art. With Fleming, one is in
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Renée Fleming’s musical stature and celebrity reflect the dom

the company of a woman who has
a reassuring, translucent integrity.
Fleming often wears dresses made for
her by Gianfranco Ferré—clothes with a
high-style opulence that matches the di-
mensions of her voice. But, the Ferrés
notwithstanding, she is without preten-
sion. Several days before her Caramoor
recital, she gave a public interview in
Weill Recital Hall. “I don’t naturally have
a performer’s temperament,” she said
during a discussion of how she became
an opera star. “It wasn't easy. For me,

doing the performance has been a nec-
essary evil.” As for her private life (she 1s
a divorced single mother of two young
daughters), she said, jokingly: “In the last
two years, I've kissed Susan Graham™—
the mezzo-soprano who often plays
Octavian to her Marschallin in “Der
Rosenkavalier”™—“more than anyone
else.”

Christopher Roberts, the head of
Universal Classics, with whom Flem-
ing has an exclusive recording contract
on the Decca label, claims that she is

the “biggest-selling soprano in the
world.” And, in fact, among today’s
female singers her record sales are

eclipsed only by those of the mezzo-
soprano Cecilia Bartoli. But critics
yearning for another prima donna like
Callas, who resuscitated forgotten bel-
canto works and took career-shortening
vocal risks, complain that Fleming is
too cautious. They say that she doesn't
assume new roles readily, and they also
note that her competition 1s not par-
ticularly strong. This is not an age of
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THE EXPULSION

Adam was happy—now he had someone to blame
for everything—shipwrecks, Troy,

the gray face in the mirror.

Eve was happy: now he would always need her.
She walked on boldly, swaying her beautiful hips.

The serpent admired his emerald coat,

the Angel burst into flames

(hed never approved of them, and he was right).

Even God was secretly pleased: Let

History Begin!

The dog had no regrets, trotting by Adan’s side
self-importantly, glad to be rid

of the lion, the toad, the basilisk, the white-footed mouse,
who were also happy and forgot their names immediately:

Only the Tree of Knowledge stood forlorn,
its small hard bitter crab apples

glinting high up, in a twilight of black leaves:
how pleasant it had been, how unexpected

to have been, however briefly,

the center of attention.

superstars. No tenor has emerged to
succeed Luciano Pavarotti and Pla-
cido Domingo; nor is there a soprano
around who has the commanding pres-
ence of the members of the postwar
pantheon: Callas, Elisabeth Schwarz-
kopf, Renata Tebaldi, Leontyne Price,
Birgit Nilsson, Montserrat Caballé,
Joan Sutherland. Although the mezzo
category 1s unusually rich—with the
likes of Bartoli, Graham, Olga Bo-
rodina, Vesselina Kasarova, Jennifer
Larmore, and Lorraine Hunt Lieber-
son—LFleming’s generation of sopranos
includes only two singers of similar
clout: Karita Mattila and Deborah
Voigt. And no one but Fleming seems
to be on his or her way to what might
be called Pavarotti Land, that place be-
yond the opera hall where, every couple
of decades or so, a classical singer is ac-
corded something like the celebrity of
a pop star.

Fleming is keenly responsive to the

—Katha Pollitt

demands of celebrity-building. Susan
Graham, who is her good friend as well
as her frequent co-star, told me that,
during intermissions, while Graham
was likely to be playing cards with the
boys, Fleming would be holed up in
her dressing room, answering fan mail.
(Her secretary has lately taken on the
chore, subject to her meticulous ap-
proval.) Last year, she promoted her
album “Renée Fleming,”a collection of
syrupy arias whose cover showed her in
a provocative pose—the photograph
appeared later in a Rolex ad—with a
commercial that could have been de-
signed for MTV. She put in a twelve-
hour day filming it in an abandoned
Brooklyn shipyard, pretending to sing
Cio-Cio-San’s “Un bel di” to her own
recorded voice, while a hundred but-
terflies fluttered from her mouth. She
also, in one thirty-six-hour period, flew
from New York to Vienna and back

again to shoot a two-minute scene in



“Bride of the Wind,” an earnestly silly
film about the many marriages of
Alma Mahler, in which Fleming sang
two of the heroine’s not quite imper-
ishable songs.

Feming’s ascendance marks, in many
ways, the triumph of the American
opera singer in a culture that, histori-
cally, has been skeptical of Yankee aspi-
rations. In 1825, New Yorkers had their
first exposure to grand opera, thanks
to the arrival of a troupe led by an
aging Spanish tenor named Manuel del
Pépolo Vicente Rodriguez Garcia and
his sensational daughter Maria-Felicia
(later renowned as the diva Maria Mali-
bran). Since then, the number of Amer-
ican singers who have achieved major
international careers is, surprisingly,
small.

If Callas can be claimed as an
American because she was born in New
York and lived there until she was thir-
teen, then America produced the great-
est international diva of them all. But it

is truer to say that Callas, with her
Greek temperament, her Spanish tute-
lage, her Italian triumphs and tribula-
tions, and her mastery of all styles, be-
longed everywhere. During and after
the Second World War, an impressive
array of American female singers
emerged who were the equals of their
European peers—among them Elea-
nor Steber, Dorothy Kirsten, Eileen
Farrell, Leontyne Price, Marilyn
Horne, Beverly Sills, and Frederica von
Stade. But only Price, Horne, and von
Stade achieved international prestige on
a par with their American reputations.
Significantly, the African-American
prima donnas who developed major
careers after Price—Grace Bumbry,
Martina Arroyo, Shirley Verrett, Jessye
Norman, and Kathleen Battle—re-
ceived as much acclaim abroad as they
did at home.

Today, most of the leading Ameri-
can opera singers are mainstays on the
European scene, which is dominated
not by stars but by directors eager to

For those struggling
to find perspective

impose their personal visions on tradi-
tional repertoire. In this climate, Amer-
ican singers are often valued above their
European counterparts for their versa-
tility with languages and their readi-
ness to submit to outlandish staging
demands. In recent years, they have be-
come so dominant at the Salzburg Fes-
tival that many of them call opera’s
grandest annual reunion “summer
camp.”

Fleming is one of the campers. Two
summers ago in Salzburg, where she
was making her stage début as Donna
Anna in “Don Giovanni,” she dropped
by the Triangel Café one evening for a
nightcap with a half dozen American
singers who had just finished perform-
ing in the Festspielhaus, next door.
Fuelled by a continuous flow of beer,
the chatter ranged from shopping tips
and career gripes to a horror story about
a German director who had, allegedly,
called Karita Mattila a “fat cow” when
she objected to performing with two
more or less naked men on dog leashes
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who had been brought out to lend a
little S. & M. to “Cosi Fan Tutte.”
Toward midnight, as Fleming and
Susan Graham were reminiscing about
their many performances of “Der Rosen-
kavalier,” Graham began to mock what
she called Fleming’s efforts to give the
Marschallin the distinctive, silvery sound

- of the part’s most celebrated postwar

interpreter, Schwarzkopf. After Graham

| was applauded, Fleming did an even

more egregiously Schwarzkopfian imi-

- tation of herself, sending hooty A-flats

into the deserted platz.

The next day, beside a hotel pool
where Fleming’s two daughters, Amelia,
who is now nine, and Sage, who is six,
were demonstrating their swimming
skills, she talked to me about her own
childhood. “Music was an important
part of my life from the very begin-
ning,” she said. She was born in 1959
in Indiana, Pennsylvania, a small town
near Pittsburgh. Her parents were

- trained singers, but their ambitions

never took them beyond leading roles
in community opera and musical thea-
tre. Her father, Edwin, was a music
teacher and a choir director in the local
high school and church. Her mother,
Patricia, was also a high-school choir

. director and a vocal teacher. F leming

says that they had a “passionate house-
hold.” Her parents, she said, were fo-
cussed on their three children, of whom

she was the eldest. Her mother saw to it

that, even as an infant, she participated
in local musical and theatrical events.
“While I was giving voice and piano
lessons at home,” Fleming’s mother
told me later, “Renée would sit very
quietly on a daybed and listen. She took
in everything.” When Renée was fif-
teen, the family moved to Churchville,
New York, a small farming community
near Rochester.

“I was a dreamer,” Fleming said. “I
did whatever I had to do to get A’s, and
then I was off into my own world. My
passion was horses. I read all the ‘Black
Stallion’ books, and, as a teen-ager, I had
a palomino named Heather, with whom
[ did a lot of showing.” At one point,
there were seven horses on the family’s
five-acre property, and the children were
responsible for their care. “Every morn-
ing before school, we would take buckets
of ice from the barn and carry them to
the house, thaw them out under hot
water, and carry them back to the barn
for the horses to drink from,” Fleming
recalled. “I was a brute—I could carry a
hundred-pound bag of oats!”

Starting at the age of ten, Fleming
sang in her father’s choir—not only
the standard Protestant hymns but also
more challenging works by Bach, Mo-
zart, and Britten. “My parents say that
they could always pick out my voice
from the others, but I didn't try to stand
out,” she said. “My nickname was Stone
Face—I was terribly shy.” In her senior

“You haven't moved all day.”



year, she was elected prom queen. “1
was just the candidate who wasn't hated
by somebody,” she said, self-effacingly.
“I made my own dress, and when my
date came to pick me up I was still hem-
ming it.”

Despite her shyness, Fleming had
leading parts in school musicals, be-
ginning with Eliza Doolittle, in “My
Fair Lady,” when she was twelve. She
was always thoroughly prepared. “My ‘
mother would come into my bedroom
and say, ‘No, no, no, no. We're going to
do this and this,” and line by line we
would go through the show.” But she
had no expectations of becoming a pro-
fessional singer. “In retrospect, the best |
piece of advice I got was when I was
sixteen and I sang for Jan de Gae- |
tani"—the American mezzo-soprano. ‘
“She said, ‘Keep the naturalness in your
voice, and just wait.” But by the time I
left high school, I had already devel-
oped vocal problems from trying to sing
like an adult. I couldn’t sing softly, and 1
couldn’t hit high notes without a lot of
physical tension.”

Fleming was a Joni Mitchell fan
when she was a teen-ager. “Joni’s the
one singer whose new albums I still rush
out to buy,” she said. “She’s the one I put
on whenever 1 feel overwhelmed.” At
the State University of New York in |
Potsdam, where Fleming majored in
music education, she developed a pas-
sion for the most operatic of jazz sing-
ers, Sarah Vaughan, and sang jazz at
a local pub called Alger’s. Years later,
when she performed the title role in
Handel’s “Alcina” at the Paris Opera,
the conductor William Christie re- |
marked on how well her scat-developed
technique had equipped her for Ba-
roque pyrotechnics. |

While Fleming was in a graduate
program at the Eastman School of |
Music, she had a crisis of confidence. “Td
done some wonderful things—a fantas-
tic “Turn of the Screw;, a Zerlina in a
great ‘Don Giovanni'—and I could sing
pretty well up to an A,” she said. “But
then I began having a lot of trouble per-
forming. I was so much the good girl |
that 1 didn’t know what I wanted to have
for lunch. I only knew what I showld
have for lunch. Socially, I was very inse-
cure. I had to get over it, so I made my-
self call people up. 1 literally pushed my-
self through the fear. ‘Pushing myself .
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through the fear’ could be the motto for

- my whole life.”

Fleming is often compared to the late
Eleanor Steber, the great Mozart and
Strauss specialist at the Metropolitan
Opera in the nineteen-forties and fifties.
Unlike Steber, who was already a com-
manding artist in her early twenties but
whose later career was damaged by alco-
holism, Fleming didn't begin to outgrow
her insecurities as a performer until she
was in her thirties. When she sang Pam-
ina’s aria “Ach, ich fiihl’s,” from “The
Magic Flute,” at the Met’s national au-
ditions in 1983, her nervousness was
visible. “All T wanted to do was crawl
under the piano,” she recalled. “Afterward
everyone jJust looked at me with faces

that said, ‘Poor thing.””

hen Fleming was twenty-four,

she came to New York to enter
the opera workshop at Juilliard. She lived
in Washington Heights with a room-
mate and an English setter and did
clerical work at a midtown law firm.
During two summers, she studied with
Jan de Gaetani at the Aspen Music
School. De Gaetani, who died in 1989,

" was at home in everything from Schu-
. bert and Webern to Cole Porter, and she

became a model of stylistic integrity and
versatility for a generation of American
singers, including Dawn Upshaw and
Lucy Shelton. “What Jan taught me was
the depth of analysis with which one
must approach a new piece, both in
terms of the text and the range of musi-
cal colors,” Fleming said. “She couldn't
talk about what it meant to become a
real musician without bursting into tears.
Wed think, Oh dear, here she goes again,
but it was inspiring.”

At Juilliard, Fleming met Beverley
Johnson, a voice teacher who became
her greatest mentor. “Beverley provided
me with the missing pieces of the puz-
zle, without which I wouldn’t be here,”
she said. “She was the technician. For
me, getting the high notes was about
learning technique. There are lots of as-
pects to it—breath control, breath sup-

- port, breath capacity, and how they must
- all coérdinate. Then, there’s the reso-
- nance issue. Where do you place the

sound? In the chest? In the facial mask?
In the mouth? Or in a combination of all
those places? In Lincoln, Nebraska, in
1990, Beverley had me sing my first

Verdi ‘Requiem’ with a mirror taped to
the score to make sure that I would open
the back of my throat for the high C's.”

Midway through her Juilliard pro-
gram, Fleming was awarded a Fulbright
grant to study in Germany. In Frank-
furt, she became fluent in German, and
took lessons with the distinguished
American soprano Arleen Auger. She
also studied briefly with Elisabeth
Schwarzkopf, who accepted her for an
intensive week of master classes. “I was
a huge Schwarzkopf fan,” Fleming said.
“The way she could control and color
that pure, hooded sound was so magical.
If she'd asked me to stand on my head
for a week, I'd have done it. But she
could be cruel. One day I was the golden
girl, the next day I couldn't do anything
right. By the end of a lesson, I was so
emotionally exhausted that all I could
do was go back to where I was stay-
ing and sit at the table and cry. Stll,
Schwarzkopf taught me something very
important. She said, It’s your responsi-
bility to make a beautiful sound.” Until
then, I'd believed that my only respon-
sibility was to make a healthy sound.
There’s a huge distinction. To make a
beautiful sound means that you color
the voice in such a way as to create the
most pleasing sound.”

According to Beverley Johnson, the
Schwarzkopf experience was a disaster.
She spoke to me about this just a few
months before she died, earlier this year,
at the age of ninety-six. “Schwarzkopf
thought that Renée’s voice was too free,
too open,” she said. “She wanted every-
thing pulled back. Renée was trying to
become something she wasn't, which is a
sure way to ruin your singing. It was as
though shed taken a knife and cut off
the top of her voice. It took me two years
of work to get it back.”

In the fall of 1988, Fleming sang the
Countess in “Le Nozze di Figaro” at the
Houston Grand Opers, filling in for a
soprano who had withdrawn from the
production. The Countess is one of the
most vocally exposed roles in the Mo-
zart repertoire— Dove sono” still gives
Fleming “nightmares”™—and she worked
intensively on the part with Christoph
Eschenbach, with whom she has formed
a lasting partnership. (He is the conduc-
tor on her resplendent recordings of
Strauss’s “Four Last Songs” and “Strauss
Heroines,” and he will conduct her per-



formances of Strausss “Arabella” at the
Met, which opens on November 26th.)
Eschenbach remembers being “com-
pletﬂl}r impressed” with the twenty-
nine-year-old Countess. “Renée was so
receptive to everything that was asked of
her,” he said. “She listens to all the ad-
vice, then takes it home and sleeps on it.
By the following day, she has kind of in-
haled the role into her personality.” The
next spring, Fleming finally won the
Met auditions—it was her third try—
and in 1990 she won the prestigious
Richard Tucker Award. She sang one of
Callas’s bel-canto spellbinders, the final
scene of Bellini’s “Il Pirata,” a rarely per-
formed opera that the Met is producing
for her in the fall of 2002.

In 1989, Fleming married an aspiring
young actor, Rick Ross, whom she had
met at Juilliard, where he worked in the
stage department. That summer, she
made her début at the New York City
Opera, as Mimi in “La Bohéme.” Her
Met début came two years later. “I was
covering the Countess for Felicity Lott,

F
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and I got a call at ten in the morning that
I had to step in for her that evening,” she
said. “I can still remember jumping up
and down and screaming like a maniac,
And then suddenly thinking, Oh, my
God, this is it!”

Matthew Epstein, who was Flem-
ing’s manager for five years and 1s
now the artistic director of the Lyric
Opera of Chicago, says that Fleming
had a dangerous tendency to take on
too much too soon. “In one year in the
early nineties, she learned something
like six new roles in five languages, from
Mozart to Dvordk,” he recalls. “I told
her shed never make it if she kept that
up. Renée is a musician with extraor-
dinary drive. She’s got what they say
Tebaldi had—'dimples of iron.’ But she
really had to decide what gave her the
most artistic satisfaction and stick with
that. The keys to greatness in this busi-
ness are repetition and depth. Renée
1s someone who has to live with a role.
Now, every time she sings her Manon,

her Arabella, or her Desdemona, it gets
deeper.”

In September, Fleming opened the
Lyric’s season, in Verdi’s “Otello,” and
presented her most complex Desdemona
to date. Desdemona is often played as
a girlish pawn, but Fleming’s character
was a full-blooded woman. In the pro-
duction’s most arresting moment, she
was hurled to the stage by Otello, the
towering Ben Heppner. When he pulled
up her skirts, she fended him off with a
series of kicks, then got to her feet and
fled the stage—all without sacrificing an
ounce of vocal power. Fleming laughed
about this afterward. “I knew it was
going to be a challenge when 1 arrived
for rehearsals, and Peter Hall"—the di-
rector— " introduced me to someone he
called ‘the fight coérdinator.””

Last winter, Fleming spent the better
part of a week putting in long days at
the Hit Factory, on West Fifty-fourth
Street, where she was recording her
eighth solo album, “Night Songs,” a col-

lection of twenty-six nocturnal musings
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in French, German, and Russian, by
Fauré, Debussy, Joseph Marx, Strauss,
and Rachmaninoff. She and the pianist
Jean-Yves Thibaudet were joined in the
studio by a producer, a sound engineer,
and three language coaches, one for each
of the nationalities represented in the
songs. Fleming had chosen the coaches
herself, so that, as she put it, “none of my
Americanisms would slip in.”

An untrained ear could have heard
nothing but assurance as Fleming ren-
dered Fauré’s “Mandoline,” a jauntily
tricky song with a Verlaine text. But
Thomas Grubb, a French voice and dic-
tion coach at Juilliard, was listening mi-
croscopically.

“Remember to sing ‘chawteuses, not
chahteuses,’” he said after Fleming had
sung the first verse.

Dutifully, she adjusted the Pennsyl-

vania “a.”

Grubb went on, “There’s not enough
‘00’ in ‘euses.’”

The “00” from upstate New York be-
came emphatic.

The vowel-fraught line “e# Jeurs molles
omébres bleues” brought Fleming into the
control room. Like a beginning French
student, she spoke it over and over agai
until Grubb was satisfied.

The rewards of this scrupulousness
are obvious in the finished recording,

which is the most impressive song col-
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lection that Fleming has produced. If
the voice sometimes sounds a shade
too creamy for the shifts of color and
rhythm in the French songs, she and
Thibaudet make a persuasive case for
the little-known songs of Marx, an
Austrian master of Impressionist tone
painting. The more emotionally un-
leashed songs of Strauss and Rach-
maninoff bring out all of Fleming’s
declarative powers. In Rachmaninoff’s
closing “Oh, do not sing to me,” she
delivers a high A that seems to twist
so delicately in the air that it would
surely have brought Beverley Johnson—
to whose memory the album is dedi-
cated—to her feet.

he Donna Anna in Salzburg was
one of the biggest challenges of
Fleming’s career. She had successfully
recorded a “Don Giovanni” under the
direction of Sir Georg Solti in 1996, but
singing Donna Anna on a concert stage
and singing the role in opera’s most pres-
tigious fishbowl are not the same thing.
Moreover, she was appearing in a pro-
duction that had been critically panned
the previous summer, and she was fol-
lowing the highly acclaimed Donna
Anna of Karita Mattila.
“It’s not clear what Mozart and

da Ponte™—the librettist—“actually felt

il 2 v |

about the characters in ‘Don Giovanni,

she said, “so we have to imagine them
as contemporary people. For me, Donna
Anna is a modern woman who is deeply
attached to her father, since there’s no
mother in the picture. She’s a good girl.
Then, suddenly, the Don seduces her,
and she experiences a new world of sex-
uality. And then, three minutes later, her
father’s dead. For the rest of the opera,
she’s in akind of emotional daze.”

When Fleming takes on a new part,
she studies as many historic recordings
as she can find, listening for stylistic
touches that were powerful at the time
but have since gone out of favor. She de-
scribes her way of growing into a role as
a “layering process—each time youdo it,
you bring out more of the character’s
depths.” For Donna Anna, she was par-
ticularly drawn to Eleanor Steber.

Before Fleming’s career took off,
in the early nineteen-nineties, she at-
tended a seminar on the psychology of
nervousness. But she still gets anxious
before performances. “I can make my-
self really miserable,” she said. “For
weeks before the opening night of ‘Don
Giovanni, | had incredible tension in
my neck and shoulders. I called Bever-
ley, who gave me loving support. I've
decided that it’s some sort of penance
that I have to go through—that only if 1
suffer enough before the performance
will I be allowed to be comfortable
onstage. Of course, in opera you're por-
traying people who are generally in a
high state of tension. My biggest strug-
gle has been to learn how to show that
tension without feeling it myself.”

The Salzburg “Don Giovanni”
production had updated seventeenth-
century Seville to a murky Fascist set-
ting, and Fleming, in a blond wig and
a blue chiffon dress, looked like the
seduced-and-abandoned heroine of an
early neo-realist film. The Don was Fer-
ruccio Furlanetto, a veteran Italian bari-
tone of great assurance, and as they
wrestled with each other in the first act,
when he is attempting to flee the scene
of his sexual assault on Donna Anna,
her emotional ambivalence was palpable.
In the past, Fleming sometimes seemed
to rely on vocal prowess at the expense
of physical expressiveness. On occasion,
she has sacrificed incisiveness of pro-
nunciation for a seamless sound. But at
Salzburg, as she went from sorrow to
fury, and from confusion to determina-
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tion, everything was of a piece—body,
eyes, language, voice. Encouraged by the
least Mozartean of conductors, Valery
Gergiev, she sang with great freedom,
indulging in an almost reckless line-
bending use of rubato that recalled the
rhapsodic dizziness of her old idol Sarah
Vaughan. And there was a new, gut-
tural quality in her middle register that
suggested Callas’s ability to turn an
ugly sound into a dramatically beauti-
ful one.

leming’s triumphant Donna Anna

came after a difficult personal pe-
riod. In 1998, her marriage began to
come apart, in part because of the
disparity between her career and her
husband’s ambitions as an actor. Rick
Ross, like Fleming, grew up in small-
town Pennsylvania. A handsome, athlet-
ically built man, he describes himself as
“very low-key and simple, someone who
believes in family dinners.” As Fleming’s
husband, he did many of the domestic
chores. “Even after we had our kids,”
Ross told me, “Renée didn’t slow down
professionally. Her career took prece-
dence over everything. I had this very
romantic idea of myself as her supporter,
and I loved taking care of the kids. But I
was becoming resentful. As time went
on, Renée, understandably, got tired of
it.” Last year, the couple were amicably
divorced. Today, Ross sees his daughters
frequently—when their mother is out of
town, he has supper with them in her
gracious, nineteenth-century house in
suburban Connecticut.

Fleming’s marital problems coincided
with professional ones. In the summer
of 1998, she was loudly booed for the
first time in her career. She was singing
the title role in Donizetti's “Lucrezia
Borgia” at La Scala. “I have no idea what
caused it,” she said. “Perhaps it was the
feeling that I wasn't Caballé or Callas. In
any event, it was a nightmare. It’s fright-
ening to realize that audiences can attack
you that way.” Fleming later repeated
the role, with Eve Queler's Opera Or-
chestra of New York—this time to
cheers.

From La Scala, she went to San
Francisco for the world premiere of
André Previn’s adaptation of “A Street-
car Named Desire.” Although the opera
had a mixed critical reception, she was
thoroughly convincing as Blanche

DuBois, using feathery pianissimos
to bring out the character’s seductive
fragility and finding a disturbing balance
between Blanche’s emotional vacancy
and her neediness. The role requires
Fleming to be onstage for nearly three
hours, and, despite its demands, she
looks forward to doing it again.“There’s
a terrible part of me that says that I have
to do everything today because there
will be no tomorrow,” Fleming said. But
she cancelled what was her most eagerly
awaited new role at the Met—Violetta,
in a new Franco Zeffirelli production
of “La Traviata.” “When I heard that
Roberto Alagna and Angela Gheorghiu
had dropped out of the production, I
called Joe Volpe”™—the general manager
of the Met—"“and said, ‘Please consider
me for it.” 7 A few months before the
scheduled performance, she reconsid-
ered, saying that she hadn’t had enough
time to give fresh thinking to arole that
has had so many celebrated interpreters
in the past.

“PIDy 1996, Fleming had become the

new darling of the day . ..a New
Age diva poised to enter the twenty-first
century doing only the most predictable
things, whatever the system required,”
the critic Peter G. Davis wrote in “The
American Opera Singer,” an authorita-
tive account of notable careers from

1825 to the present day. “While hoping |

for Fleming to surprise the musical
world and prove herself an artist of spirit
and imagination who made her own
rules, opera fans held their breath.” Five
years later, the judgment seems harsh.
Fleming knows how the protean Callas,
for example, shortened her career by tak-
ing on too many stylistically different
challenges, and she is devoting more of
her time to recitals than to opera. Her
principal new roles will be Imogene in “I1
Pirata,” which she has performed once
before, in a concert version, in 1989; Vi-

oletta, which she is scheduled to sing |

in 2003, at the Houston Grand Opera;
and, down the road, Madeleine in
Strauss’s “Capriccio,” at the Paris Opéra.
It is a strategy that seems inspired not
so much by a lack of imagination as by
the desire to husband—and expand—
her resources, so that she will still be
singing beautifully when she is well into
her sixties.

But Davis raised a question that con-

l.-exc-i’ring
to see’

2. 1 nicey
sensational,
oF exeiting
fenling

.
ad oy

|

3; a”Bfg"'by Jpég’er!*

* as deseribed I:BJE'# Dictionsry

G © BABY JOGGER
call for info (509)457-0925
www.babyjogger.com

A Guide to 125
Selected Crafismen

From classic
American period
furniture to unique
contemporary work.

i

The Taunton Press

www.taunton.com or 1-800-888-8286

SCULPTURE
TO ENRICH YOUR WORLD
VWAL
soldwedelsculptures
.com

800-337-8907

NaturalBf

The best

The best tays,

like these classic g
toys are ABC Wooden e
natural Blocks. L
toys"”

LT

THE NEW YORKER, NOVEMBER 12, 2001 85



GOGSE'

doun
robe

Surround yourself
in warm, light-
weight elegance
Supersoft easy
care cotton fabric.
Contrasting piping,
shawl collar and
roll back cuffs.
Fully guaranteed.
Order cream.,
peach, bluette,
coral, navy,
burgundy or teal.
Sizes X5.5. M, L.
Regularly $160.
Sale $89,
Shipping and
- handling, $7.50.
Goose Down Slippers match robes in cream,
burgundy, peach, bluette, teal, navy, or coral. Sizes
X5, §, M, L Regularly $38. Sale $22. Shipping $4.95.
Q) Order by phone with MC or VISA, call 415/472-2154
A Use MC, VISA or check for mail orders.

CA residents add 7.25% 1ax

CWARM ‘]T-IINSS

180 Paul Dr., Dept, NY/San Rafael, CA. 94903
415/472-2154* Ship within 48 Hrs. * MC/VISA
www.warmthingsonline.com

MISSING A PIECE
OF YOUR PATTERN?*

A

Replace pieces or add to your sterling silver at
up to 75% off retail We specialize in new
and used flatware and hollowware. .,
Over 1,200 patterns in stock. Call l
orwrite for a free inventory of your
sterling pattern. (We buy sterling
silver, with a careful afpraisal
Jor maximum valie.)

404 261-4009

-
=
-

:-’-!I | =

Hi
i

¥ i
'”lgl i
v |

1
&
i

I

=

=
|

___;___\__

SILVER SHOP

The Literary
MSQH? Magazine by Children
A perfect gift to inspire creativity

$33/yr (6 issues) - 800-447-4569

www.stnnemup.:om

“The New Yorker of the 8-13 set”_us.

" Women, Weight &Wellness

Lifelong Solutions for Weight, Image and
Earing-related Issues . Since 1973

GREEN MOUNTAIN at FOX RUN

www. fitwoman.com
Brochure requests: 8co.448.8106

——
WisA

86 THE NEW YORKER, NOVEMBER 12, 200

tinues to trouble some of Fleming’s
greatest admirers: Does she have that
mysterious fusion of voice and per-
sonality that has distinguished the

- truly great prima donnas—Malibran,

Adelina Patti, Mary Garden, Claudia
Muzio, Rosa Ponselle, Kirsten Flagstad,
Callas, Sutherland—from the merely
excellent ones? Whether the difference
is a matter of the spirit or of the imagi-

- nation or both, it is essentially a quality

of communication that says to the lis-
tener, “When I sing, I am not just pleas-
ing you with my beautiful voice; I am

 letting you into the deepest part of

| myself.”

Several of Fleming’s recordings sug-
gest that her virtuosity can sometimes
be too much of a good thing. Her most
popular albums, “The Beautiful Voice”
and “Renée Fleming,” are both slickly
packaged to present her in a variety of
poses, and, musically speaking, the re-
cordings are her least satisfying ones.
On the former, tempos are attenuated
to the breaking point in order to show-
case infinitely held high notes and ex-
quisite dabs of vocal color. Occasion-
ally, a song’s dramatic meaning gets
smothered by the over-caressing of

phrases. (Jenny Lind’s old standby
“’Tis the Last Rose of Summer” has
so much finely spun gold that it evap-
orates.) On “Renée Fleming,” she in-
cludes hit arias of various characters
whom she has never portrayed on-
stage—C10-Cio-San in “Madama But-
terfly,” the title characters of “La Wally”
and “Norma™—and, although her voice
i1s never less than magnificent, the char-
acterizations lack nuance. Her lan-
guorous way with Musetta’s Waltz from
Act 11 of “ILa Bohéme” would have sent
the regulars at Café Momus into a
blissful sleep.

Fleming has long thought about re-
cording a jazz album, and Christopher
Roberts at Universal Classics has agreed
to what he carefully calls a “jazz-
influenced” album of popular songs.
“She doesn’t want to do just another
opera-voiced, crossover jazz album, of
which there have been some awful
examples in recent years,” Roberts says.
“And T've told her that she has to un-
learn a great deal of operatic tech-
nique if she’s going to be convincing
on songs like ‘Bewitched, Bothered and
Bewildered,” ‘Chelsea Bridge,” and
‘Midnight Sun.” To bring out the emo-

“Don't take ber out of the box—she’ll depreciate.”



tional heart of this kind of material is
very hard for someone who has Renée’s
musical equipment. But she has an ex-

traordinary capacity to focus on a new |
challenge.”

Fleming’s one foray into crossover |

territory was a cameo appearance 1n
1998 on “My Secret Passion,” an album |
of operatic arias sung by the pop star
Michael Bolton, whose high, pretty
tenor has sold millions of records. Flem-
ing lent her voice to the first-act duet |
from “La Bohéme,” singing a ravishing
Mimi to Bolton’s adenoidal Rodolfo.
Christopher Roberts found the collabo-

ration questionable. “Renée is sometimes
not as demanding as she should be,” |
he says. “She wants to be accessible to
everybody. But she needs to play a little
harder to get.”

Fleming doesn’t deny this. “I've
never been good at saying no,” she says.
“I'm in a place where everyone wants
a piece of me—managers, the recording
people, the press, and, of course, my
daughters. Then, there is the question
of me.1am just beginning to learn what |
it’s like to be a woman on my own. And
there is so much that I want to explore
for myself.”

A few nights after a performance
of “Don Giovanni” in Salzburg, she ar-
rived at the Sacher Hotel for dinner. She
was sipping a glass of wine at the bar
when she spotted a couple having din-
ner in the dining room. “Placido!” she
cried out, and rushed over to the table.
Placido Domingo embraced her. “You
were a beautiful Donna Anna!” he ex-
claimed. “And the ‘Non mi dir’ was fan- |
tastic!” He pressed two fingers to his lips,
in appreciation.

“Thank you!” Fleming said.

“Butif I may say so,” Domingo went
on, “you must be careful not to put too
much verismo in it. For Mozart, 1t must
be more . .. contained.”

Fleming took this in with the rapt |
expression of a schoolgirl. But later,
when I asked whether she agreed with |
Domingo’s advice, she replied, “Well,
yes and no. The excitement of what
I do is to constantly push myself, vo- |
cally and dramatically. I am always
learning new things. I want everything
I do to become more expressive—not
just my singing and my acting but my
life. What you're seeing is a work in

- quality product.

progress.” ¢

. Available Wherever Books Are Sold
E S B Baaas B B N = ARTHUR A. LEVINE BOOKS

When Rudolph calls in sick on
Christmas Eve, Rover takes over!
From Roddy Doule, author of the
bestseller A Star Called Henry,
comes the funniest book of the
holiday season.

]
]
Now in

paperback: |
Roddy Doule's

bestseller 1

The Giggler I

Treatment
4

lustrations © 2001 by Brian Ajhar.

Humidifier & Purifier. Two in one.

Worldwide unique technology. No need for filterpads. f
Perfected over 20 years. No.1 in Germany and Europe.

$ 499.99 (LW 44) - different sizes available, 10-year-warranty. Patent-No. 5,894,001. ;

Venta offers cold evaporation without filterpads. Water is
the filter. » hygenic * simple » easy maintenance * silent
« very cost efficient « elegant design.
Furopean consumers have made
Germany's Venta-Airwasher Europe’s
Nr.1 bestseller.

Ask your dealer in metro-areas of
New York, Washington, Chicago,
Boston, Los Angeles, Denver, Salt
Lake City for this Mercedes-class

Famous customers are already
enjoying the benefits of the Venta-
Airwasher: e. g. Sony Europe,
American Express, Porsche, Audi,
adidas AG, McDonalds, Panasonic, Camegie Hall (40 units).

We make one product.
We make it to perfection. For 20 years.

Made L n

Avalizble at

authorized stores 2. g.: ﬁ“ﬁﬂlﬂls H““EJ MARS
ACE  fortunoff Tndelalue

venta-Airwasher LLC., 180 Stanley Street, Elk Grove Village, IL 80007,
Tel. {847) 758 9508, Fax: (847) 756 9597

wwwve nta'Ai rwaShercom

THE NEW YORKER, NOVEMBER 12. 2001 87

G ermany

|

The Venta-Airwasher is the only appliance that purifies |
breathing air by washing it with water. Automatically
adds humidity by cold evaporation,
recognized as the best technique.

Mo endless cost of replacing clogged, F
bacteria-ridden filterpads. No smell |
of moldy filters, no problems with
white dust. [
Dry indoor air is drawn into the :
appliance and passed through a disk [
stack rotating in water. Many

airborne particles fall to the floor

The Venta-Airwasher’  ypen moistened. The rest are |
It's so simple.

washed out by the Venta-Airwasher:

Dry indoor air is difficult to clean.
Humidification plus air-purification is far more effective. H

Test the Venta-Airwasher cost-free |
if theve is no cealer close to you, try the Airwasher in your home for 14 4
days. if you are not fully satisfied, we will have the Alrwasher picked up |
from your home via UPS and your credit card will not be cherged, Fre= §

shipping anywhese in the US. Pleass send a free brochure to;

Pl

City: StateTip:

Call today toll free: 1-888-333-8218 |

]
— ;
i
|




HOLIDAY GIFT GUIDE

SHARE THE GIFT OF MUSIC

A musical treasury for parents and children alike

Featuring " Peter and the Wolf™ s "Lincoln Portrait”

This year,
avoid the fray and use our guide
to help you choose a gift

for those on your holiday list.
Glad udings.

,  MUSICFCK,
, “UKCHILDKEN

. -1',._': i

avaiLasLe AT ICIASSICS.COM

WEICE WO LTAMBARE OF DowFimiwe

orie
One of the chosen - one of just 3,427 bottles of rare Sicilion
extravirgin ofive oil from the groves of Salvatore Mirisolo.
Each 1/2 liter bottle is perfect, EU-certified organic, and priced at
$36. To have one, to taste the essence of simple purity, order now.

S ALVATORE

MIRISOLA

KMR Great Foods - toll free [888] 794-0800 - www kmrgreatfoods.com

SURPRISE THEM THIS CHRISTMAS

Get the BIG TIM in stores or at altoids.com




ANDREW LLOYD WEBBER

NOW AND FOREVER

The Definitive Andrew LLoyd
Webber Collection including
a bonus CD of never before
released material!

AMDREW LLOYD WEBBER

5 CD, 99 Track collection

64 page color booklet with
rare photos

Featuring: Antonio Banderas,
Barbra Streisand, Betty
Buckley, Charlotte Church,
Elvis Presley, Madonna,

and many more!

£ 2901 The Really Usefid Gréug Led s
0 3001 Uinversal Cheses Group, 3 Divivion ol UMG Recerdings. Inc

A UNIVERSAL MUSIC COMPANY

HO East
W v-.-'w.f_lcmp-q lndL a rwlii com

300-41 |- 1019

e Rud Llfe of Sﬂidlerﬁ who Fuur,ht the Civil War

xeiting documentary vigneties that depic I.'

IIIL nd “‘1||I“"‘1.w\'l|]

- Never Reinrc Seen ;‘trutaﬂs
- Previously Unpublished Letters

' Civil War |
-'--‘,ﬂ Minutes

1 G HE | TV

e L b A by

Civil War
Minutes

{iﬁgﬂ

H[ rs Michael Kraus
nilitary coordinator t{r
1 hu.: film, Gertvshurg.
Features authentic songs
recorded especially for
Civil War Minutes,

| o

2 DVD Box Set or
4 VIS Tape Box Set
180 Minutes

1.877.201.7040

$79.95 www.CivilWarMinutes.com

SHAREIS HUMAN
S DIVINE!

ﬁ - This Holiday Season...
Give a California WmeAdvenMre.

A monthly delivery of two award- wines,
-selected from CALIFORNIA'S
finest “BOUTIQUE” wineries.

Each month is just $32.95 plus shipping.
Includes our fun & entertaining
8-page newsletter, Uncorked.™

< ‘ﬁF@RN

“'\\/J
800-777-4443

www.cawineclub.com

lllsu.m.mts on glﬂ.'i uf 3 6 9
F"and 12 months.




ONWARD AND UPWARD WITH THE ARTS

UNIFORM BLISS

What was funny when The New Yorker -forst went to war.

When this country found itself at
war in December, 1941, The New
Yorker wanted to be useful but didn't al-
ways know how. The magazine’s artists
were quick off the mark, and within a
couple of issues there came a full-page,
wincingly xenophobic takeoff of “The
Mikado,” with the toothy, swastika-robed
gentlemen of Japan grinning amid de-
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scending bombs and paratroops. The
drawing was by the former art direc-
tor Rea Irvin (the creator of the dandi-
fied Eustace Tilley figure for The New
Yorkers first cover), but today the work
feels like an editorial-page blast in one
of the old Hearst papers. A drawing by
Alan Dunn—cartoons were always called
“drawings” then—two pages farther
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“Now be sure and point out any celebrities.”
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along in the same issue showed a young
civilian enlistee smoking a cigarette as he
takes his ease on the desk of a recruiting
officer, who offers, “Very good. And now
Sergeant Wallace will acquaint you with
our little Iist of ‘Don'ts.” ” This was more
like it. The New Yorker was a devoutly ci-
vilian magazine—the Army uniforms in
the Dunn gag are executed with extreme
uncertainty—and in the end it decided to
stay that way. It would represent itself by
old instinct and habit, but not in the guise
of a recruiting poster or with the Hem-
ingway swagger of a front-line celebrity.
This turned out to be a brilliant decision.
William Steig’s cover for July 17,
1943, has lost none of its innocence and
bite. One of his brash urchins dreams
himself a fighter ace routing Messer-
schmitts and German bombers (you can
almost hear his own accompanying sound
effects) in a four-color episode from the
artist’s “Dreams of Glory” series. In an-
other one, which ran in the February 19,
1944, 1ssue, the kid is a cowboy with a six- E
gun who's got the drop on Hitler, rightin 3
his headquarters, while his cayuse waits £ &
outside the door. Steig, still active at the &
age of ninety-four, has always been the £ 2
youngest artist on the planet but his =
sleeping, safely tucked-in pilot breaks §
your heart now. Kids don't dream like this % E
anymore—they’re online, they’re in “The =
Simpsons,” they're trading Digimon Z
cards with Kobe and Shagq—and a ten-
year-old noticing that four-engine plane
in the lower right-hand corner would
feel the same jolt of unease that his par-
ents do. Were we ever as sweet as Steig =
would have us? Maybe, but not now.
Mary Petty’s housemaid in a gas mask
makes a rococo grasshopper in the mir-
ror, but she is also a reassuring character
from Petty’s peaceful and eloquent wa-
tercolor world. The gas-mask reference is §
British in origin: everyone in England, ,g
down to toddlers, toted these masks &
through the Blitz of 1940 and '41, but it o
never happened here. The maid looks 2
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“I'm sorry. This section is reserved for officers.”
V

out of date now but suddenly not the
mask. If New Yorker readers felt at home
with Petty’s domestics and ormolu back
then, they could also recognize Peter
Arnos white-mustached harrumpher in
the guise of an Army general on the re-
viewing stand. So many of us had gone
into the service that movie stars and even
some politicians were turning up in uni-
form: that’s the kicker here. Joe DiMag-
gio was a sergeant-ballplayer in my Sev-
enth Air Force outfit in Hawaii.

Arno’s lubricious eye could also be
counted on in wartime. A hooker in a
doorway, mysterious in the artist’s dark
washes, is eyed nervously by a fresh-
minted G.L, who whispers to his com-
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panion, “Is that one?” And Otto Soglow,
in inky black-and-white, puts the dame
on a corner, smiling invitingly in her fur
jacket and air-raid warden’s armband.

The magazine felt more comfortable
in its war effort as strain and change be-
came commonplace. G.Ls in jeeps and
chow lines and aboard troop ships were
good for a flood of supportive, rather mild
gags, while the home front, with its ration
books and rumors, victory gardens and
manpower shortages, got better attention.
Home was where the artists stayed, or
most of them, including George Price,
whose frumpy housewife and shabby; ex-
quisitely rendered furniture are joined
this time by urgent pigeons. Alan Dunn

drew a family cook kept on the job by a 3
leg iron attached to her stove, and Mis-

i
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cha Richter’s ballpark peanut vender &
excuses himself to a fan with “Be right £
back. I'm up next.” A Roberta Macdonald 5§
thief steals the tires from a parked sedan, =
only to find his getaway car similarly 3
stripped on his return. Charles Addams
drew a hoarder hideously cackling as he e
fondles a priceless Goodyear, in a Victo- £
rian room heaped high with fresh-tread &
rubber. And Helen Hokinson’s wide-
waisted suburban ladies go off to the opera
together with the thought “Well, there’s
one good thing about it. We won't have to
feel so sorry for Madame Butterfly any
more.” Everything has changed at home,
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but everything is still the same. That be-
came the sustaining great joke about the
war in the magazine, even though it wasn't
true, and it worked every week.

s the conflict widened and grew more

bloody, The New Yorker’s reportage,
from columnists like Mollie Panter-
Downes and Janet Flanner, and cor-
respondents like A. J. Liebling, E. J.
Kahn, Jr., John Lardner, Walter Bern-
stein, Philip Hamburger, John Hersey,
and others, took up more space in the
magazine and began to change its tone,
while local reporting languished. Lardner
landed with the troops at Anzio, and did
it again, a year and a half later, at Iwo
Jima. A younger brother of his, David
Lardner, also a New Yorker correspon-
dent, was killed in Europe late in 1944.
The magazine had grown up and was
transforming itself into the publication
that would run the most profound war
piece of all, Hersey’s “Hiroshima,” when
peacetime came. Its youthful and insular
early sophistication hadn't survived, but
cartoons lightened the loss.

The artists didn't travel much, it seemed.
An exception, Saul Steinberg, arrived in
the States in 1942 as a Romanian refu-
gee (The New Yorker helped with his entry
papers, on the strength of some drawings
he had submitted), and was soon assigned

R
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to the Office of Strategic Services, the
predecessor of the C.I.A. Dispatched to
faraway theatres of war in Italy, India,
and China, he sent back spreads of
drawings and local vignettes, done with
the clarifying new eye and line that were
to distinguish his work in the magazine
for the next fifty-five years. Political and
artistic by sensibility and a European
forever, he could transform Field Mar-
shal Géring into an operetta clown, with
neon-lit swastikas on the shoulders of his
over-medalled uniform. The Wehrmacht
and the Nazis, for all their danger, made
readier butts than the Japanese: Hitler
most of all. Rea Irvin drew him as a Hal-
loween witch riding a broomstick, and Al
Frueh had him counting sheep from his
bed—sheep running full tilt out of Rus-
sia. After word of the death camps came
out, the cartoon Hitler vanished.

tried to stay abreast of 7he New Yorker

wherever the Army sent me, but, like
everyone else, | relied on the G.I. publica-
tions, Yankand Stars & Stripes, to keep me
up to date. These were written and edited
by enlisted men, which guaranteed a low-
down, unenthusiastic flavor. “Something
smells terribly good,” a Yank cartoon mess
sergeant muses in his kitchen. “I wonder
what it could be.” Yank ran first-class
combat reporting, like Sergeant Mack
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It’s the 11mes bulletins every hour on the hour, the Daily News bulletins every
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Morriss’s account of the carnage at Huert-
gen Forest, in Germany, but the maga-
zine’s true calling was complaint. Its let-
ters column became a Bible of bitching,
and a much loved weekly cartoon feature,
“T'he Sad Sack,” by Sergeant George
Baker, presented a beaten-down, no-hope
private eternally subjected to fatigue detail
at the hands of Neanderthal sergeants
and chickenshit lieutenants and majors. 1
recall a strip that had the Sad Sack flinch-
ing and gagging as he watched the horrific
sex-hygiene training film that was com-
pulsory for enlisted soldiers (the Army
later came up with milder versions of this
full-frontal anti-V.D. assault) and then
pulling on a rubber glove before shaking
hands with a buddy’s dave. 7he New Yorker’s
current cartoon editor, Bob Mankoft, be-
lieves that gags like this were the equiva-
lent of office cartoons in that G.I. world.
Bill Mauldin’s “Up Front” feature, in
Stars & Stripes, stuck to combat soldiers
and conveyed a more sardonic view of
the war. His bearded and baggy-eyed
Willie and Joe, bent double under their
toted weaponry and glum expectations,
were engaged in survival. “Just gimme a
coupla aspirin,” Willie says at a muddy aid
station. “I already got a Purple Heart.”
Stuff like this heartened the poor slobs in
foxholes, and somehow complimented
the rest of us, as well, in our safe stations
away from the shooting, Mauldin’s draw-
ing of a first sergeant administering the
coup de gréce to a broken-down jeep was
another isider’s joke: the cavalry had
long since been motorized but sentimen-
tally clung to its ancient moniker.
Mauldin’s G.Ls didn't look like the
jungle troops watching a movie in com-
pany with a chimp, in Robert Day’s en-
gaging 1944 cartoon, but you forgave it
because it ran in a non-Army rag, The
New Yorker. Day's soldiers are in full uni-
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“If you want to know who we are,

We are gentlemen of Japan.”



form, almost sitting at attention, instead
of smoking and raunchily catcalling in
their fatigues, but the laugh 1s what counts.

went off to the Pacific in the winter of
1944; the magazine had preceded me
there by a few months, in its new, pony-
sized overseas edition. Free copies started to
turn up on PX shelves and in dayrooms—
The New Yorker, all right, but reduced in
size by about a third, and skinnier, since 1t
contained no advertising. There were
similarly shrivelled editions of T#me and
Newsweek which you could keep in your
barracks bag or stuff into a back pocket.
In the States, my old, full-sized issues
of the magazine had sometimes been
passed about by curious barracks-mates,
many of whom hadn't encountered it be-
fore. But the overseas edition became an
instant hit, because it contained so many
cartoons, along with that vivid war report-
ing. In 1945, special cartoon editions came
along, as well—not a culling from the
issue that Stateside subscribers and news-
stand buyers were reading that week but
thicker little books that revived some by-
;, gone classics: Peter Arno’s idiot drowning
% in the shower; Thurber’s mysterious beast
2 < who seemed to have eaten Dr. Millmoss;
o & George Price’s tenement gent in midair
‘-- over his bed; Charles Addams’s “Con-
b ¢ gratulations! It’s a baby” (maternity nurse
3 to doddery, birdlike new dad), and “Oh,
= speak up, George! Stop mumbling!”
£ (wife to python-gulped hubby behind
& her). I already knew these by heart, but
suddenly I had fresh company. The mag-
azine’s circulation had been going through
© the roof—its readership nearly doubled
5 2 between Pearl Harbor and the end of
1946—and the overseas edition was
credited with finding a whole new sub-
scription base of readers and cartoon de-
vourers in the years that followed.

The overseas edition had an unex-
pected effect: it made me miss the real
thmg I'wrote home and begged my wife

and famjl}! to mail me some copies—the
o fu]l magazine, not just the C-ration ver-
E‘ sion wed been handed—and I remember
< the rush of pleasure I had, wecks later, in

unwrappmg a battered, well-stamped big
S envelcnpe and taking out the outdated but
< deliciously larger New Yorkers. Here in
Z full dimensions was a Whitney Darrow
_ waitress happily telling a restaurant diner,
g “We're all out of everything,” and an Ad-

& dams mortician teaching his dog to play

OF BILL MAULDIM
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Mary Pettys snowy maidservant in a gas-mask cover was strictly disarming.

Bill Mauldins rum pfed combat-weary
non—coms had the right G.I. look for
Stars & Stripes.

dead. Here was The Talk of the Town
and fiction and poems and spot draw-
ings, and newsbreaks at the bottom of
the page. Goings On About Town was
up in front, with its supper clubs and
movie listings, and there were theatre re-
views and the racetrack column and the
books section in the back, all surrounded
by stacks of advertising. I gazed at color
ads for Dewar’s “White Label” Whisky
and Rheingold Beer, and for a promised
Cadillac somewhere down the line. 1
found a full-page woman in bed, wearing
aLord & Taylor nightdress—*So French-
looking—quite irresistible™—for $10.95.
The New Yorker hadn't flinched: in soul and
pocketbook it was always a civilian mag-
azine, and civilians was what we longed

to become again, almost any day now. ¢
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THE WAY WE LAUGH NOW

“We'll need to declaw the cat.”

AL GAEDA (S
SPELLED WITHoUT
AU WHAT'S UP
WITH THAT7?

[AItTH EVERY PASSING DAY, OUR GRASP
OF THE ISSUES DEEPENS...

e

WASN'T THERE A
NORTHERN ALLIANCE
IN THE FIRST
“STAR WARSY
MOVIE ?

ANTHRAXT AMTRAKT

AFGHANISTAN 1S
AM ExXT FED ExI

THE SAME AS ALL
THOSE CTHER “STAN"
COUNTRIES. BOT IT'S
GOT A WHOLE

DIFFERENT
STYLE.,

JALALABAD.
I REALLY

ENJOY SAYING
JALALABAD.

MY CIRCUITS ARE.
OVERLOADING TT

KANDAHARY
DIDN'T HE RUN .
(N THE BREEDERS
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“We're from the EB.L, going from house to house
making sure that everyone is scared shitless.”
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T figure if I don't have that third Martini, I liked the theme to the Gulf War better.”

then the terrorists win.”
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“We should consider ourselves fortunate. At least we have food and shelter. i
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THE FUNNIES
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"‘Him? Ob, he'’s the guy who owns the car.”

' {'w‘- g, Smallen
“Maybe you recognize me from the last

Tl pay you double what my parenfs are
time I looked familiar.”

g:wng you not fo tutor me.
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“There’s no shooting—we just make

you keep smaéing. ”

o B et

“Gee, that’s funny—I thought I heard a knock.”
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“While You Were Out.”

“Dig into bis past and find something unseemly.”
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"I don't even know what’s funny anymore.”
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Chucstart

“Lots more interesting stuff under the table. ”

THE OLD
S (I TCHERQO!

“Big foot? Never heard of him.”

THE NEW YORKER, NOVEMBER 12, 2001 107



“Scotch and totlet water?”

(1)

A. The buttons on the dog’s suit are on the wrong side.

B. Why is the bartender speaking? Wouldn't the joke be
stmpler if the dog were ordering the drink?

C. The dog and the man in the middle have the same
handkerchief in their jacket pockets. Is that man supposed

to be the dog’s owner?

_O\\ a\ o\ Sulirn

{ FAST “%]m\%‘mmm“r'

|

R T

x
m
it
s

2)

A. Shouldn’t the car in “Fastest” be a sports car?

B. Highway fast lanes are on the left, not the right. Granted, the joke
needs to be read from left to right, like the English language, but

this contradicts standard highway practice.

C. The station wagon in “Fast” is ahead of the “Faster” and “Fastest” cars.
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WHAT'S WRONG WITH
THIS PICTURE?

CHECRING
CARTOONS

t The New Yorker, each article

undergoes an exacting fact-
checking process: quotes are confirmed,
details authenticated, the spellings of
names verified, and so forth. This is
fairly well known. Less well known,
perhaps, is the fact that the magazine
subjects its cartoons to the same
gruelling procedure. On the face of it,
this seems preposterous, since cartoons
exist in a world where dogs talk,
medieval knights have attorneys, and
volcanoes erupt Chinese menus. Take
a cartoon from a recent issue, in which
three spermatozoa are swimming
toward a big round egg; one of the
hopeful suitors says to the egg, “Of
course you don't look fat.” According
to experts, sperm can’t speak. And then
there’s the matter of size: in the
cartoon, the sperm are about one-
tenth as big as the egg; in life, they are
about a hundred-thousandth as large.
Respecting natural fact while still
allowing the sperm to be visible to the
naked eye would have required a
cartoon panel a mile long. In this case,
the magazine’s fact checkers let the
factual errors pass. However, they have
not always been so lenient. In the
magazine’s long history, hundreds of
cartoons have been returned to their
creators as a result of mistakes: errors
of scale, errors of fact, and even errors
of logic that disrupted the consistently
illogical cartoon universe. Here are five
cartoons flagged by the fact-checking
department. Sometimes the cartoonists
fixed their mistakes and the cartoons
were published. At other times, the
diagnosis was a success, but the operation
proved fatal to the patient. See if you
can play fact checker. Guess what's
wrong with these pictures, and which
two cartoons never made it into the
magazine—until now, of course.



3)

A.The bird pictured is much larger
than a robin; it 1s closer 1n size to a
chicken.

B. Why 1s the bird running? It should
be flying.

C. If the bird is in a race, it should

have a number on its chest.

“He’s long gone, sheriff—youll never catch him.”

10

§ A. This stretch of 1-95 is one
= of the most heavily trafficked
S highways in the country. Why
5 no cars at all?

2 B.To be parallel to “illegal
¥ < immigrants,” the people crossing
E < the highway should be called
% “illegal suburbanites.”

© C.1-95 does not separate New
York and Connecticut.

ERB

-o[qeadearesun
PAW22pP 2I9M G PUE 7 SUOOLIE])

2(S) 2 (k) B (£) ‘q(T) ® (T) :sTomsuyy

OPPOSITE RAGE TOP: CULLLM, 8/11/97;

“Ob, Julius, look! It s the first robin.”

(4)

A.These aren’t snails. They
are worms created out of
boxing gloves.

B. The snails are wearing
derbies, not cowboy hats, as
they would in the Old West.
C. Snails’ eyes are situated
on top of stalks, not on their
faces. Technically, snails

don't even have faces.

JRecsie | IHLEGAL URBANITES CROSSING 1-45 INTO 6LD GREENWICH, CONRECTICU

P

=% T

1
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FICTION

NACHMAN FROM LOS ANGELES

f Nachman was given fifteen cents

too much in change, he'd walk half a
mile back to the newsstand or grocery
store to return the money. It was a com-
pulsion—to make things right—that
extended to his work in mathematics.
He struggled with problems every day.
When he solved them, he felt good,
and he also felt that he was basically a
good man. It was a grandiose sensa-
tion, even a mild form of lunacy. But
Nachman wasn't smug. He had done
something twenty years before, when
he was a graduate studentat U.C.L.A.,
that had never felt right and that still
tugged at his conscience. The memory
of it came to him, virtually moment
by moment, when he went to the post
office or when he passed a certain kind
of dark face in the street. And then
Nachman would brood on what had
happened.

It had begun when Nachman saw
two men standing in front of the li-
brary on the U.C.L.A. campus. One
was his friend Norbert, who had
phoned the night before to make a date
for coffee. Norbert hadn’t mentioned
that he was bringing someone, so
Nachman was unprepared for the other
man, a stranger. He had black hair and
black eyes, a finely shaped nose, and a
wide sensuous mouth. A Middle East-
ern face, aristocratically handsome.
Berter-looking than a movie star,
Nachman thought, but he felt no desire
to meet him, only annoyance. Norbert
should have warned Nachman, given
him the chance to say yes or no. Nach-
man would have said no. He had the
beginning of a cold sore in the middle
of his upper lip. Nachman wasn’t nor-
mally vain, but the stranger was not
merely handsome. He was perfect.
Comparisons are invidious, Nachman
thought, but that doesn’t make them
wrong. Compared with the stranger,
Nachman was a gargoyle.

“Nachman, this is Prince Ali Mas-
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sid from Persia,” Norbert said, as if
introducing the Prince to a large audi-
ence and somehow congratulating him-
self at the same time. “The Prince has
a problem. I told him you could help
and I mentioned your fee, which I said
is in the neighborhood of a thousand
bucks.”

Nachman assumed that Norbert was
joking, bur the Prince wasn’t smiling.
With modest restraint, the Prince said,
“Norbert thinks of me as an exotic fel-
low. He tells people I am from Persia
or Jordan or Bahrain. I've lived mainly
in Switzerland. I went to school in Zu-
rich, where there were a dozen princes
among my classmates. I have noble re-
lations, but in America I am like every-
one else. My name is Ali. How do you
do, Nachman? It is a pleasure to meet
you.”

Nachman said, “Oh?”

The little word, “Oh,” seemed em-
barrassing to Nachman. What did he
mean by “Oh”? He added, “How
do you do? I'm Nachman from Los
Angeles.”

Norbert said, “What is this, the
U.N.? Switzerland, Persia, Jordan—
who cares? Ali's problem is about a
term paper. He'll explain it to you.”

Norbert walked away, abandoning
Nachman and Ali. Nachman grinned
at Ali and shrugged, a gesture both
sheepish and ingratiating. “I don't al-
ways know when Norbert is joking. I
thought I was meeting him for coffee.
He didn’t mention anything else.”

“I understand. Norbert was indis-
creet. He is like a person at a séance
who speaks beyond himself. He has no
idea how these things are done.”

What things? Nachman wondered.

Al smiled in a knowing manner,
and yet he seemed uncertain. The smile
flashed and, before it was fully formed,
vanished. “Norbert is in my city-planning
class, and we talk about this and that.
The other day, I mentioned my prob-

lem, you see, and Norbert said that he
had a friend who could write papers.
He insisted that I meet his friend. So
here I am—you know what I mean?—
and here you are. I want to ask you to
write a paper, you see.”

“I see.”

“I cannot write well, and I have done
badly in one class, which is called Meta-
physics. I should never have taken this
class. I imagined it had to do with mys-
ticism. Please don’t laugh.”

“Who’s laughing?”

“It happens that this class has noth-
ing to do with mysticism, only with
great thinkers in metaphysics. I am not
interested in metaphysics, you see.”

Ali nodded his beautiful head as
though he were saying yes, yes, provid-
ing a gentle obbligato to his soft voice,
and his hands made small gestures,
waving about and chasing each other in
circles. It was distracting. Nachman
wanted to say, “Stop doing that. Talk
with your mouth.” Only Ali’s eyes re-
mained still, holding Nachman’s eyes
persistently, intimately.

“But I don't write well about any-
thing, not even about mysticism, you
see, and I have no desire to try to write
about metaphysics.”

“Why don’t you drop the class?”

“Good question. I should drop the
class, but it’s now too late. I was hoping
the professor would eventually talk
about mysticism. There are people, you
know, who talk and talk and never
come to the point. The professor is a
decent man and he is doing his best, but
if I fail T won'’t graduate. This would
ruin my plans for work and travel. Your
friend Norbert said that you would be
sympathetic. He said that you could
write about metaphysics.”

“I don’t know anything about meta-
physics. 1 don't even know what it is.
I'm a student in mathematics.”

“Norbert said that you could write
about anything. He was sincere.”



BRIAN FIMKE
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Ali sounded as if he were sliding
backward down a hill he had just strug-
gled to climb. Nachman felt sympathy,
because of Ali’s looks, but also because
he seemed to engage Nachman person-
ally. It wasn't strictly correct to write a
paper for someone, but Nachman al-
ready knew that he was willing to try.

“I’'m sure Norbert was sincere,”
Nachman said. “Norbert wants to start
a paper-writing business. Did he tell
you that?”

“No. But I applaud this idea. Many
students need papers. You will be part-
ners with Norbert?”

S

"

“I never said that, but you have to let
a friend talk. Talking is Norbert’s way of
life. He is always broke, but he doesn’t
think about getting a job. He schemes
day and night. And he dollars me. You
know the expression? ‘Nachman, lend
me a dollar.” He never pays me back. He
had the idea about the paper-writing
business. I don't need the money. I have
a scholarship that covers books and liv-
ing expenses.”

“Even so, you must go into business
with Norbert. Because of your friend-
ship. Norbert loves you, and he had a
splendid idea. Norbert brings you poor

students like me, and you write the pa-
pers. He gets a percentage and soon he
will owe you nothing. Will you do it? A
thousand dollars.”

“It’s not a question of money. If I
write a paper, it will be a good paper.”

“So you will help me?”

“What was the assignment? Let me
think about it.”

“I need a paper on the metaphysics
of Henri Bergson. About twenty pages.
It's due in three weeks.”

“Bergson writes about memory,
doesn’t he?”

“See, Nachman, you already know
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what to write. If a thousand dollars isn’t
enough, I'll pay more. Will you do it?”

“I don’t know.”

“Don't know it youwilldo it? Orif a
thousand isn't enough?”

“One, I don't know. Two, 1 also don’t
know. The money is Norbert’s depart-
ment. Talk to him about the money.”

“So we have a deal?”

With a fantastic white smile on his
dark face, Ali put forth his hand. Re-
flexively, Nachman accepted it. A line
had been crossed. Nachman hadn't no-
ticed when he crossed it. Maybe Ali
had moved the line so that, to Nach-
man’s surprise, it now lay behind rather
than in front of him. Ali’s expression
was deeply studious, as if he were read-
ing Nachman’s heart and finding reci-
procity there, a flow of sympathy equiv-
alent to his need. For Nachman the
reciprocity was too rich in feeling and
too poor in common sense. He felt
set up, manipulated. But he'd shaken
hands.

“T'll phone you,” Ali said. He nod-
ded goodbye. Nachman nodded, too,
and walked into the library, went to
the card catalogue, and pulled out a
drawer. He found cards with the name
Henri Bergson printed on them, and he
copied the titles of several books onto
call slips.

achman’s apartment was in the
basement of a house in the Holly-
wood Hills, near Highland Avenue. It
had a bedroom and a living room, a
tiny kitchen, and low ceilings. It was
cramped, but not unpleasant. The win-
dows, approximately at ground level,
looked down a steep hillside to a narrow
winding street. Nachman could see ice
plants, cacti, rosebushes, and pine trees.
Sitting at the kitchen table, he picked
up a book by Henri Bergson. According
to the jacket, Bergson had won a Nobel
Prize in Literature and had influenced
the intellectual and spiritual life of the
modern age. He was a French Jew who
had intended to convert to Catholicism,
but when the Nazis began rounding up
Jews he decided not to convert. His
story was heartbreaking, but irrelevant
to Nachman from Los Angeles. To
Nachman religious institutions were
frightening. He believed, so to speak, in
mathematics.
That evening, when the phone rang,
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Nachman picked it up and shouted,
“Norbert, are you out of your mind?”
“A thousand dollars, Nachman.”

“Ali wants me to write a paper about
Henri Bergson.”

“Who is Henri Bergson?”

“You wouldn't be interested and 1
don’t want to talk about him. If you
think writing a paper is easy, you do it.”

“Nachman, I once tried to keep a
diary. What could be easier? Little girls
keep diaries. Every night I opened my
diary and I wrote ‘Dear Diary.” The
next thing I wrote was ‘Good night.’
Nothing comes to me, I'm a talker. Be-
lieve me, Nachman, I can talk with the
best, but I can’t write.”

“What does that have to do with
me, Norbert? You did a number on
me.”

“Come on, man. A thousand dol-
lars. We'll take a trip to Baja, hang out
on the beach. It'll be great.”

Norbert’s voice had a wheedling, beg-
ging tone. It was irritating, but Nach-
man forgave him. He knew that his
friend needed money. Norbert carried
books and went to classes, but wasn’t a
registered student because he couldn’t
pay his fees. Norbert’s father refused to
help. Hed been alienated when Nor-
bert got a small tattoo on the side of his
neck. Norbert’s father, an eminent doc-
tor, considered tattoos low class. Nor-
bert still lived at home in Beverly Hills
and drove one of the family cars, a Mer-
cedes convertible. He paid for gas with
his mother’s credit card. But until the
tattoo was removed he would receive no
money. Now he wandered about cam-
pus with his tattoo. He didn’t want to
look for a job. He felt he could survive
in an original manner. He had business
ideas.

“I don’t know anything about meta-
physics,” Nachman said.

“What do you have to know? It’s all
in a book. You read the book and copy
out sentences and make up some bull-
shit. Finito. That’s a paper. Do me a
favor, Nachman. Look at a couple of
books. Flip through the pages and
you'll know all you need.”

“T've been reading for hours.”

“That’s good, that’s good.”

“Norbert, have you ever read a

book?”
“Ali told me you promised. He is

very happy.”

“I'said I'd try. It’s not for the money,
and not because I want to go to Baja
and hang out on a beach.”

“I understand.”

“I'm doing it because 1 like Ali. He’s
a nice guy.”

“I feel the same way about him.”

“After this, no more. I'll do this one
time.”

“Youre O.K., Nachman.”

“You're an idiot, Norbert.”

“I'm glad you feel that way. But don’t
get too sentimental about Ali and for-
get the money part. Ali is very rich, you
know. I would write a paper for Ali
every day, but I can’t write. You should
see Ali's girlfriend, by the way. Georgia
Sweeny. You ever go to football games?
She’s a cheerleader. An incredible piece.
I'd let her sit on my face, man.”

Nachman hung up.

Norbertwas shockingly vulgar. Nach-
man almost changed his mind about
writing the paper, but then he remem-
bered the look in Ali’s eyes. It had had
nothing to do with the cheerleader or
with being rich. Nachman’s resentment
faded. He went back to the books and
read through the night.

For the next three days, he did none
of his own work. He read Henri
Bergson.

At the end of the week, Ali phoned.

“How are you, Nachman?”

QK"

“That’s wonderful news. Have you
given some thought to the paper?”

“T've been reading.”

“What do you mean, reading?”

“l can’t just start to write. I'm in
math. It’s not like philosophy. Math
you do. Philosophy you speculate. Did
you ever hear of Galois? He was a great
mathematician. He fought a duel. The
night before the duel, he went to his
room and did math, because he might
be killed in the duel and not have an-
other chance.”

“Was he killed?”

"Yes.

“What a pity. Well, I agree com-
pletely. You must read and speculate.
But is it coming along?”

“Don’t worry.”

“I'm sorry if 1 sound worried. I am
confident that you will write the paper.
A good paper, too. Do you mind if I
phone now and then?”



“Phone anytime,” Nachman said.

He liked Ali’s voice—the way feel-
ings came first and sense followed
modestly behind. It was consistent with
Ali’s looks. Nachman wanted to ask,
jokingly, if Ali had a sister, but of
course he couldn't without embarrassing
both Ali and himself.

“Can I invite you to dinner?” Ali
asked. “You can't speculate all the time.
It will give us a chance to talk.”

“Sure. Next week.”

Nachman went back to the reading.

Metaph}rsics was words. Nachman
had nothing against words, but,

as a mathematician, he kept trying to
read through the words to the concepts.
After a while, he believed he under-
stood a little. Bergson raised problems
about indeterminate realities. He then
offered solutions that seemed determi-
nate. Mathematicians did that, too, but
they worked with mathematical ob-
jects, not messy speculations and feel-
ings about experience. But then—My
God, Nachman thought—metaphysics
was something like calculus. Bergson
himself didn’t have much respect for
mathematics. He thought it was a hm-
ited form of intelligence, a way of as-
serting sovereignty over the material
world, but still, to Nachman’s mind,
Bergson was a kind of mathematician.
He worked with words instead of equa-
tions, and arrived at an impressionistic
calculus. It was inexact—the opposite
of mathematics—but Bergson was a
terrific writer; his writing was musical,
not right, not wrong, just beautiful and
strangely convincing.

By Monday of the second week,
Nachman had read enough. He would
reread, and then start writing. He would
show that Bergson’s calculus was built
into the rhythm and flow of his sen-
tences. Like music, it was full of pro-
posals and approximations, and it ac-
cumulated meaning, which it built into
crescendos of truth.

Ali phoned.

Nachman said, “No, I haven't started,
but I know what I'm going to say. I love
this stuff. 'm glad I read it. Bergson is
going to change my life.”

“I'm glad to hear that. You are mar-
vellous, Nachman. I think the writing
will go quickly. Perhaps you will be fin-
ished by tomorrow, almost two weeks
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| ahead of time. I never doubted that you

would do it.”
Ali’s faith in Nachman was obvi-
ously phony. He was begging Nach-

' man to start. Despite his assertions, Ali

lacked confidence. More troubling was
Ali’s indifference to Nachman’s enthu-
siasm. That he didn’t care about meta-

. physics was all right, but he also didn’t

care that Nachman cared. Nachman’s

' feelings were slightly hurt.

“It’s only been a week, Ali. Tomor-
row 1s too soon. I still have two weeks to
write the paper. I could tell you what I'll
say. Do you want to hear?”

“Iam eager to hear what you will say.
So we must have dinner. The telephone

| is inappropriate. At dinner you can tell

me, and I can ask questions. How about
tonight? We will eat and talk.”
“I'm busy. I have my own classes to

think about. My work.”
Surprised by his own reproachful

. tone—was he objecting to a dinner in-

vitation®—Nachman tried to undo its
effect. “Tomorrow night, Ali. Would
that be good for you?”

“Not only good, it will be a joy. I will
pick you up. I have in mind dinner at
Chez Monsieur. The one in Brent-
wood, of course, not Hollywood.”

“I've never heard of Chez Monsieur

| in Brentwood or Hollywood. But no

restaurant music. 1 can’t talk if T have

. to hear restaurant music.” Nachman

sighed. He was being a critical beast.
Couldn't he speak in a neutral way?
“Oh, you decide, Ali. If you like restau-
rant music, I'll live with it.”

“T'll tell the maitre d’ there must be
no music. Also no people at tables near

”

ours.

“Do you own the place?”

“Tomorrow night I will own the
place. Have no fear. We will be able to
converse. When I make the reservation,
I will also discuss our meal with the
maitre d’, so we will not have to talk to
a waiter. What would you like, Nach-
man? I can recommend certain soups,
and either fowl or fish. Chez Monsieur
has never disappointed me in these cat-

- egories. | don't want to risk ordering

meat dishes. I've heard them praised
many times by my relatives, but, per-
sonally, I'd rather not experiment.”
“AlLi, please order anything you like.”
“But this is for you, not me. I want
you to enjoy the meal.”

Ali’s solicitousness made Nachman
uncomfortable. He wasn't used to being
treated with such concern. “I'll trust
your judgment.”

“And the wine?”

“The wine?”

“You would like me to decide on the
wine?”

“If they run out of wine, I'll settle for
orange soda.”

“Orange soda. That’s very funny. I'll
come for you at eight. Give me your
address.”

Pmmpﬂy at eight, Nachman stood
outside the house. The limousine
appeared one minute later. A door
opened. Nachman saw that Ali was
wearing a dinner jacket. Nachman was
wearing his old gray tweed jacket, jeans,
and a white shirt open at the collar. He
hadn’t been able to find his tie. In
jacket, shirt, jeans, and no tie, Nachman
climbed into the limousine.

Ali greeted him in a jolly spirit. “As
you see, Nachman, I'm incapable of de-
fying convention,” he said. “Not even in
California, where defiance is the con-
vention. I must tell you a story. It will
make you laugh.”

There was no uncertain smile.
T'here was nothing apologetic or
needy in his manner. The limousine
went sliding down Highland Avenue
into the thrill of the city’s billion
lights, and Ali talked cheerily. Nach-
man sank into the embrace of soft gray
leather and studied the back of the
driver’s head. The limousine smelled
good. It seemed to fly. Tinted windows
made Nachman invisible to the street.
Such privilege and sensuous pleasure.
He felt suspicious of it, as if he were
being made to believe that he liked
something he didn’t like and could
never have.

Ali said, “One evening not long
ago—this was after I came to Amer-
ica—when [ first started to go out with




Sweeny . . . Have I told you about
Sweeny?”

“No.”

“She is my girlfriend. Do you go to
football games? You would know who
she is.”

“She plays football?”

Ali paused. He lost his storytelling
momentum and seemed to sneer faintly,
but the expression quickly changed, be-
came a smile.

“Sweeny is a cheerleader.”

Nachman had been unable to resist
the joke. The limousine, Ali’s dinner
jacket, and Nachman’s embarrassment
at his inappropriate attire had made
him feel—yes, he named it—Tlike a jerk.
Hence he became a comedian, keeping
his dignity by sacrificing it.

“As I was saying, Nachman, I picked
Sweeny up at her apartment and I ar-
rived wearing jeans. She shrieked. Why
is Sweeny shrieking? I asked myself. It
was because my jeans had been ironed,
you see. I laughed. I was being a good
sport, laughing at myself. In my heart, I
was bitterly ashamed. When she stopped
shrieking, Sweeny was able to explain.
Ironed jeans, you see, are horrifying. An
American would know this, but I had
just arrived and I had never before worn
jeans. Naturally,  had had them ironed.
Can you imagine my shame?”

Ali wanted to make Nachman feel
that his outfit was all right, and Nach-
man appreciated Ali’s intention, but the
word “shame” was telling. Ali thought
Nachman looked shameful.

he limousine stopped in front of a

white stucco building. There was
no sign, no window, no doorman. Ali
led Nachman through an ordinary
wooden door, and weila, Chez Mon-
sieur, a restaurant for those in the know.
It was two rooms, one opening into the
other, neither very large. The décor was
subtly graded tones of gray and ivory. A
panel of black marble, like a belt, swept
around the rooms. A man appeared and
shook hands with Ali, then led them
through the first room, which had a bar
and several tables occupied by men and
women in beautiful evening clothes.
Not one head turned to look at Nach-
man, despite his shameful attire. This
crowd, Nachman thought, is as cool as
the décor. In the other room, Nachman

saw empty tables. All had cloths and

plates and napkins, but only one was sct

with silverware and glasses. Ali had re- '

served the entire room.

Waiters came and went. Dishes were
placed before Nachman, wine was
poured, dishes were removed. Every-
thing was done with speed and grace,
in silence. Ali chattered happily from
one course to the next, describing the
preparation of the soup and the fish.
He was playing the gracious host.
Nachman glanced up now and then and
said, “Good.”

“I'm so pleased you like it,” Ali said.

Nachman was beginning to feel re-
sentful again. He disliked the feeling. It
had surprised him repeatedly in the past
few days. That afternoon, before meet-
ing Ali, he had prepared with excite-
ment to talk about the paper. But Ali was
absorbed by the idea of himself asa man
who knew where and how to eat. Nach-
man thought the restaurant seemed too
old for Ali, who was in the prime of
life, the lover of the mythical Georgia
Sweeny. Did he really care so much
about food? Nachman remembered
Norbert’s comment about Sweeny. It

had shocked him, but it now seemed less
vulgar than healthy.

They finished a bottle of wine. An-
other bottle was set on the table. Ali
had signalled for it with a nod or a
glance. Nachman hadn't noticed. He'd
already had a lot to drink. His attention
was diffuse. He forgot about the paper.

Ali now talked about Sweeny. He |

wanted to spend some years in Teheran,
but Sweeny refused to live with restric-

tions on how she could dress. It was a |

perplexity. The chador was peasant at-
tire, but even at the higher levels some
women found it pleasing. Ali laughed at
the idea of Sweeny in a chador. After
all, she appeared nearly naked before
a hundred thousand people on Satur-
day afternoons. Nachman laughed, too,
though he wasn’t sure why. Intermit-
tently, he said things like “I see” and “Is
that so?” He was hypnotized by pleasant
boredom. It struck him that lots of peo-
ple go through life without ever talking

seriously about anything, let alone Berg- |

son’s metaphysics.

The table was cleared, the cloth swept
clean and reset with fresh glasses and an
ashtray. Ali ordered port. He settled back
in his chair. A fine sheen of perspiration
appeared below his dark eyes. The port
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arrived in a black bottle with a dull yellow
label. It was held over a small flame and
decanted. The taste was thick and sweet.
Ali offered Nachman a cigar. Nachman
didn’t smoke, but he accepted it anyway.
They clipped the ends. Ali held a ciga-
rette lighter to Nachman’s cigar and said,
“Tell me, Nachman. It must be nearly
finished, am I right?”

Nachman drew against the flame.
He flourished the cigar and exhaled a
stream of white smoke. “It’s finished,”
he said, an air of superiority in his
tone.

“Marvellous. I've been dying to hear
about it.”

“Hear about what?”

“The paper.”

“Right. Well, it’s coming along.”

“You just said it was finished.”

“l mean in my head. Writing is a
tedious chore. I'll put it in the mail by
Friday.”

Ali reached into the inside pocket of
his jacket and withdrew a small card.
He handed it to Nachman. Ali’s name,
address, and telephone number were
inscribed in brilliant black ink. He said,

“Could you give me a sense of the

. paper?”

Nachman cleared his throat and
brushed his napkin across his lips. Ear-
lier, hed been eager to talk about the
paper. He had no heart for it now. Ali
sensed Nachman’s reluctance, His dark
eyes enlarged by a tiny degree and his
mouth shaped itself with feeling. A sub-
tle swelling, almost a pout, appeared in
the lower lip. Nachman suddenly felt
an intense desire to give Ali a pleasure
that was worth ten thousand dinners,
the undying pleasure of an idea. Nach-
man decided to say everything, to make
it felt.

“I'will begin the paper with a discus-
sion of Zeno’s paradox, and then T will
move swiftly to Leibniz’s invention of
calculus. Then, then comes the meta-
physics, but a good deal, Ali, depends on
how I imitate Bergson’s musical style,
particularly as I elucidate his idea of in-
tuition. I could put it all in a simple log-
ical progression, but the argument would
be sterile, unnatural, and unconvincing.
Don't misunderstand me. Bergson is not
some kind of rhetorician, but it is critical
to understand what he means when he
talks about intuition, and for this you
must see why his style, his music, his

way of advancing an argument by a sort
of layering—"

Ali interrupted. He said, “I told
Sweeny about your extraordinary grasp
of metaphysics.”

Nachman hesitated. Ali raised an
eyebrow and smiled. His expression in-
timated that, speaking man to man,
Sweeny was relevant to metaphysics.

“She said that she would love to
meet you.”

“Me?” Nachman flushed, his mind
filling with a confusion of hurt and rage.

“It isn’t inconceivable that you would
enjoy her company.”

The remark had a provocative thrust.

“I don't object to meeting Sweeny.”

“You sound reluctant, Nachman.”
Ali was teasingly ironic, with an edge of
contempt.

“I wasnt thinking about meeting
anyone.”

“Sweeny would be the first to admit
that she isn’t an intellectual. Don’t
imagine otherwise. She has no preten-
sions of that sort. Perhaps you object to
wasting time with people who aren’t in-
tellectuals.”

“T know plenty of people who aren't
intellectuals.”

“Sweeny has other virtues. There is
more to life than intellect.”

“T'm not crazy about intellectuals.
Norbert is my best friend and he is an
idiot. What are Sweeny’s other virtues?”

“She is a woman who exists for the
eyes. Some things shouldn't be described
n words; among them are women like
Sweeny. It cannot be done without des-
ecration. That’s the reason for the
chador. A man shouldn’t share his
woman with other men, but T will make
an exception for you. The three of us will
go out some evening. Do you like to
dance?”

“I can’t dance.”

“Perhaps it isn't intellectual enough.”

“I also can’t swim. These things are
related.”

“How are they related?”

“T'm deficient in buoyancy; you know
what I mean? To dance you must be
light on your feet. Buoyant, as in water.”

“There is something heavy in your
nature, Nachman.”

“I can’t even float, AlL. If T lie down
in the water, I sink.”

“Well, you dont have to dance. It
would be enough to talk to Sweeny about



metaphysics. She will be delirious with
excitement. She has never met a man
who could tell her about metaphysics.”

The conversation was more like a
game of Ping-Pong than a fight with
knives, and yet the hostility was obvious.
Ali didnt want to hear about the paper.
Ali didn’t want to hear about Bergson or
metaphysics. He was flaunting Sweeny,
even giving her to Nachman, though not
quite as he had given him the superb
dinner. Ali’s generosity had been reduced
to an insulting message. Nachman could
have wine and port and a Cuban cigar.
Some night he could dance with Sweeny.
But with all the metaphysics in the

world he could never have a girlfriend
like her.

here was no business with the

check. There was no check. Ali
simply stood and walked away from the
table. Nachman followed him. The
limousine was waiting. They climbed
inside. It slipped away from the build-
ing and gained a dreamlike speed.
Nachman felt an impulse to lean over
the seat in front of him and look at the
driver’s face. But what if there was no
face, only another back of a head?

He wondered how much Ali had
paid for the dinner. The room at Chez
Monsieur must have cost at least a few
thousand dollars. And the dinner itself?
Another two thousand? A bottle of
wine could be five hundred. Nachman

was guessing, but he couldn’t be far off.

"Two bottles of wine, and then the port.
There was also the tip.
“Ali, do you mind if T ask a question?

How much did you tip the headwaiter '

and the others?”
“One doesn't tip servants.”

Nachman should have known that |

waiters were servants. He was embar-
rassed, but he was also high, and he con-
tinued blithely thinking about the cost
of dinner. Even if Ali didn’t tip ser-
vants, hed probably spent five thou-
sand dollars, and not even the faintest
shadow of a thought related to the cost
of anything had appeared in his eyes.
Nachman suddenly felt illuminated by
a truth. Why not spend five thousand
dollars on dinner? They had eaten well.
The service had been magical. They had
sipped port and puffed on their cigars,
which must have cost a fortune, per-

haps even the lives of the Cubans who |

smuggled them past the Coast Guard.
Nachman felt that he was on the verge
of grasping the complexities at the
highest levels of the universe.

Ali looked splendid and triumphant.
He had allowed Nachman to see him as
a man who knows how to live and how
to include a person like Nachman in the
experience of living. He hadn’t listened
to anything about the paper. He'd made
Nachman feel meaningless. The idea
of himself as meaningless compared
with Ali made Nachman chuckle.

Ali said, “What’s funny?” He was

smiling, ready to enjoy Nachman’s

funny thought.

“T've never had an evening like this. |

Thanks, AlL.”
“We must do it again soon. With
Sweeny.”

achman was awakened the fol-

lowing day by the telephone. He
slid out of bed and stood naked with
the phone in his hand.

“I wish youd been there, Norbert,”
he crowed. “You wouldn't believe how
much Ali spent on dinner.”

“How much?”

“Eleven, maybe twelve.”

“Twelve hundred. Wow.”

“Thousand.”

There was silence.

Nachman continued, “As for the
paper, by the end of the week it will be
in the mail to Ali.”

“That’s fantastic, Nachman, but
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don’t bother mailing it. I'll come pick it
up. You've done enough.”

Nachman detected a strain of reser-
vation in Norbert’s voice. What a per-

- son says isn't always what a person

means. If Norbert were to say what he
was thinking, fully and precisely, he
would have to talk for an hour. And yet
Nachman heard everything in that tiny
reservation. Norbert was jealous. Ali
had spent thousands on a dinner for

" Nachman. Norbert wanted to be the

one to give the paper to Ali. Personally.
“No trouble, Norbert. Besides, I'm

- gong out of town on Friday. My mother

moved to San Diego. I have to see her
new house. I'll stick the paper in the

—— | mail. When I return late Monday, Ali

will have read the paper, and you’ll have
a thousand bucks.”

“A percentage.”

“Fifty per cent.”

“Too generous.”

“I wouldn’t have met Al if not for
you. What’s money? It’s soon spent. A

~ friendship never. What a dinner.”

“Nachman. I don't know what Ali
spent, but it wasn't eleven thousand
dollars, so don’t jerk me off. I'm not stu-
pid. I'll accept an agent’s percentage.
Say, twenty-five per cent.”

“Are we in business, Norbert? If
we're in business, we’re partners.”

Nachman enjoyed the heat of his

 feeling long after he said goodbye.

On Friday, he didn’t leave town. He

" hadn’t finished writing the paper, but

that was only because he hadn’t begun.

li phoned on Monday.
“It didn't arrive?” Nachman said.

" “I mailed it from my mother’s house in

San Diego. She had a nice house in
Northridge, but decided to sell it, be-
cause real estate in her neighborhood
went way up in value. She said to sleep
in Northridge was like snoring money
away. I used the address on your card. Is
it correct?”

“Why would I put the wrong ad-
dress on my card?”

“You sound angry.”

“I'am not a person who feels anger.
Do you think the postal service is reli-
able?”

“We will go to the post office and
initiate a search.”

“The paper is lost?”

“Alj, if the paper doesn't arrive to-

morrow, we will go to the post office
and you will see a man who feels anger.”

“O.K. T appreciate your sincerity.”

Nachman stayed home the next day
waiting for the phone to ring. The
phone didn’t ring. Nachman began to
wonder why not. He was tempted to
phone Ali and ask whether the paper
had arrived. He glanced at the phone
repeatedly but didn’t touch it.

Late in the afternoon, there was a
soft knock at the door. Nachman hur-
ried to open it. It was a girl. She was
average height, blond, very pretty. If
Nachman had had to describe her to the
police ten minutes from then, he could
have said only that. Average height,
blond, very pretty. She wore a blue cardi-
gan the color of her eyes. She had left
the cardigan open, revealing a skimpy
bright-yellow cheerleader’s outfit.

She said, “Hi.”

“Hi”

“Are you Nachman?”

“Yes,”

“Do you know who I am?”

“He sent you?”

“Can I come in?”

Nachman stepped back. She walked
in, glanced around the apartment, and
said, “This isn’t bad. I mean, for a base-
ment apartment. The light is nice. It
could be real dark in here, but it 1sn't.”

“Have a seat,” Nachman said.

She sat on Nachman'’s sofa, her purse
in her lap, her posture rather prim. She
smiled pleasantly at Nachman and said,
“Ali doesn’t know what he did or said to
offend you. But he is sorry. He hopes
you'll forgive him.”

“He is sorry?”

“Yes, he is sorry. He wants the
paper.”

“The paper didn't arrive?”

“Is this happening, Nachman?”

“What are you talking about?”

“What do you think? What am 1
doing in your apartment? Isn't this crazy?”
She laughed. Her expression became
at once pathetic and self-mocking.
“Two men who, as far as I can tell, aren’t
brain-damaged can't talk to each other
plainly. And I'm late for cheerleading
practice.”

“Go, then,” Nachman said.

“Don’t you think you owe Ali some-
thing? He took you to dinner. He in-
tends to pay you a thousand bucks for

the paper.”
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“It’s in the mail.”
“Nachman, come on, be nice. Ali has

' an embassy job. He can’t leave the

country until he graduates. The paper 1s

his passport. Won't you give it to me?”

“It’s in the mail.”

“Even a rough draft would do.”

“Let’s go to the post office.”

“Oh, please, Ali went yesterday. I've
been there twice today. Look, I brought

a tape recorder.” She took it out of her |
purse and held it up. “See this little ma- |

chine? You talk to it. Tonight I'll type
up what you've said.”

Sween}r was clearlj, trymg to seem
amusing, but her voice was importu-
nate and rather teary, and then she bent
forward, her face in her hands. “I'm not
good at this,” she said. “It happens all
the time. We go for a drive and Ali gets

. lost, so he pulls over at a street corner

and tells me to ask some guys for direc-
tions. Man, we’re in the barrio. I don't

want to ask those guys anything. He |

says, ‘You're a blond girl. They will tell

you whatever you want to know.””

Nachman wanted to embrace her |

and say “There, there,” but worried that

she would misinterpret the gesture.

She said, “I'm in the middle of this,

- Nachman. I don’t even know what’s

going on. Ali is being mean to me. All 1

know is it’s your fault. Do you hate Ali?

He's suffered so much in his life.”
“Suffered? Ali is a prince, isn't he?”

“Ali descends from the Qajar dy- |
- nasty. It was deposed 1 1921 by the

Shah’s father, Reza Shah. Alis father
owned villages, and beautiful gardens

- around Teheran. So much was taken

away. They’re still multimillionaires, but
they have sad memories. Can you imag-
ine how much they lost? It’s really

| sad. Don’t laugh. How can Ali think
. about schoolwork? You're laughing,
- Nachman. Please give me the paper. 'm

really late for cheerleading practice.”
“T'm sorry.”
Sweeny was on her feet. She said, “1

guess I should go,” and gave her head a |

small, defeated shake. “Ali tells me
youre a smart guy, but I don’t believe
you understand the simplest thing.”
Nachman said, “Practice can wait,
I'll tell you about the paper.”
Sweeny pursed her lips and frowned.

| “All right.”

“Let’s start with the idea of time.

= | Tick tock, tick tock. That’s how we
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measure time. With a clock. Do you
follow me?”

B

“Each tick is separate from each
tock. Each is a distinct and static unit.
Each tock and tick is a particle that
does not endure. It is replaced by an-
other particle.”

“Man, this is intense.” She grinned.
Her mood had changed radically. She
was playing the moron for him. Nach-
man felt charmed. He began to adore
her a little bit.

“Each particle occupies the space oc-
cupied by the previous particle, or tick
or tock. Do you follow me?”

“Like *hickory dickory dock.””

“But the point is that ‘tick tock’ is an
abstraction. A spatial idea about mea-
suring time. It’s nothing at all like the
real experience of time. Real experi-
ence 1s fluid, as in a melody—Ila-la-la.
Real human experience is different
from the idea of experience. When you
make love, time doesn’t exist, isn’t that
true?”

“The paper is about sex?” Her
mouth dropped open with mock
amazement, and Nachman wondered
about what could never happen be-
tween them.

“No. Making love is an example. I
just thought of it. The nursery rhyme
‘hickory dickory dock’ is funny. It’s me-

chanical. Love 1sn't ﬁ.lnny. Love i1s an

- example of what’s real.”

“I'll just turn on the tape recorder.”

“Sit down.”

Sweeny sat.

Nachman was startled. He hadn't
intended to order her to sit. But he had,
and she had obeyed. There she was, a
pretty blond Sweeny sitting on his sofa.
Nachman felt a surge of gratification.
Also power. He blushed and turned
away so that she wouldn’t witness her
effect on him.

“As I was saying,” he said, now ad-
dressing the ceiling. “We measure time
by dividing it into tick tock, and this has
nothing to do with . . . Look, if you can
measure a thing, then you are talking
about something that can change. Any-
thing that can change is subject to
death. The opposite of death is not life,
it’s love. How can 1 talk to you about
Bergson? This won't do, Sweeny.”

“Why can't you talk to me?”

“No damn tape recorder.”

Nachman's voice had become hoarse.
He felt a warmth in his chest and face,
as if something had blossomed within
because of this girl with her naked
thighs and short yellow skirt. What
he felt was the most common thing
in the world, but Nachman didn’t think
it was uninteresting. He was inclined
to do something. What? He could sit
down beside her. The rest would take
care of itself.

“Why not?”

Nachman was jarred. The question
returned him to himself. He didn’t sit
down beside her.

“Why not?” Nachman sighed. “I
don't know why not. I suppose it’s be-
cause 1 want you to understand me. I
mean, I want you to get it. This is all
about intuition, which is about real ex-
perience, where everything begins. You
simply have to get it. I don’t know what
I mean. Maybe I don't mean anything.”
Raising his voice, Nachman said, “Please
put the tape recorder away.”

Sweeny stood up, aghast, the tape
recorder in hand. She whispered, “Do
you have something to say or not?”

Nachman shouldn’t have said
“please.” He should have ordered
Sweeny to put the tape recorder away.
He'd been cowardly, unsure of his
power. Now he had no power. He
reached for the tape recorder and drew
it slowly from her hand. She let it go.
In the gesture of release, Nachman felt
their connection falter. Sweeny’s eyes
enlarged as if to make a sky, a vast-
ness wherein Nachman felt minuscule.
Nachman was only a dot of being
that subsisted within her blue light. A
dot; no Nachman at all beyond what
Sweeny perceived. He'd never been
looked at that way by a woman. His
knees trembled. He couldn’t think. She

said, “I don't believe you are interested
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' in talking to me,” and started toward
- the door.

Nachman called, “Hey!”
Sweeny stopped and looked back at

" him. He held the tape recorder toward

her. She took it and said, “Ali ought to
have his head examined.” An instant
later, she was gone.

P ]achman sat at his small kitchen

table and looked out the window.

' He rarely had visitors in his apartment,

and yet he had never felt so alone. As
the light failed, the trees became darker.

' Soon they were black shapes against

the pink-green glow of sunset. Just

before twilight became full night, a

- ghostly-looking dog appeared, sniffing

about amid the ice plants. It sensed
Nachman's eyes and lifted its head to
face him. Nachman realized that it was
a coyote, not a dog. He could see a glis-
tening patina of moonlight on the coy-
ote’s nose. Nachman’s heart beat with

| excitement, and his eyesight sharpened.

His neck muscles stiffened as he met
the coyote’s stare.

The next morning, Nachman went
to the post office. He asked about an
envelope addressed to Prince Ali Mas-
sid. The clerk was unable to find it,
and called for the supervisor. Nachman
told the supervisor about the envelope.
The supervisor said he would initiate

' a search. Nachman returned the next

day. There was no envelope. There was

. nothing the next day, either. Nachman
- went regularly to the post office in the

weeks that followed. He asked Nor-

" bert to go with him a few times. Nor-

" bert trudged along sullenly at Nach-

man'’s side. There was hardly any con-
versation. Once, Nachman asked 1n

" a soft voice, “Did you really need that

tattoo?”

“Did Al really need a paper?” Nor-

bert said. He sounded unhappy.

Eventually, Norbert stopped going
to the post office, and Nachman went

 less and less frequently. Then he, too, |
- stopped. But over the years he contin-

ued to remember Ali’s handsome face
and Sweeny’s beseeching expression,
and he remembered the supervisor who
had looked at him suspiciously and

- asked with a skeptical tone, “You're sure

you mailed it?” Nachman wasn't sure, but
then he hardly even remembered hav-

| ing written the paper, not one word. ¢
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GOD, INTERRUPTED

Rewvisiting the hife of Jesus Christ.

BY JAMES WOOD

ne of the many peculiarities of

religion is that, like the Hoover-
vacuum salesman and his celebrated
packet of dirt, it offers to solve prob-
lems that it created in the first place.
Take the “problem” of evil. In a world
not created by God, the fact that peo-
ple suffer must merely take its part
in a team of other inexplicables. But
in a world created by God evil must
have been created, too—either by God
or by a force opposed to God. Evil
becomes a problem, an affront to God,
which is “solved” only by our cleav-
ing more strongly to God, who is
goodness. In a sense, God is then what
Cardinal Newman called the Catho-
lic Church: “a great remedy for a great
evil.”

But is evil the problem, or God?
This 1s the dark question that crouches
blasphemously in the Bible—in the
punishment of Adam and Eve for
committing a sin that only God him-
self could have made possible, in the
divine injunction that Abraham sacri-
fice his son Isaac, in the lamentations
of the Psalmist and Job, and on into
the New Testament, culminating in
Jesus’ cry of abandonment on the
cross, “My God, my God, why hast
thou forsaken me?”

The Bible is an anthology of human
incomprehension. God made his cov-
enant with Abraham, but then, over
the next couple of thousand years,
his chosen people found themselves
slaves in Egypt, exiles in Babylon, and

colonized subjects in their own lands
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under Roman occupation. The Mes-
siah, the Jewish leader who proph-
ets said would conquer all foreign
nations and subject them to Israel’s
sovereignty, had conspicuously failed
to appear.

The most inventive “solution” to the
failure of the old covenant is Jesus
Christ, the Messiah, the son of God
who comes from God and who is
God, who takes upon himself the sins
of the world, and who allows himself
to be sacrificed, thereby cleansing the
world of its sin. Christ is the great cure
for a great sickness. In Christian doc-
trine, particularly in the visions of Paul
and John, Jesus is God made briefly
human (this is called the Incarnation),
and he is the announcement of a new
covenant, not with Israel alone but
with the whole earth. For Paul, Jesus
was the second Adam, the corrector of
Adam’s original sin: “For as in Adam
all die, even so in Christ shall all be
made alive.”

So Jack Miles is quite right, in his
new book, “Christ: A Crisis in the Life
of God” (Knopf; $26.95), to suggest,
a little blasphemously, that the story of
the New Testament is the story of a
self-rescue—a rescue by God from a
calamity that God had created. God
had cursed his own creation in Eden,
after Adam’s sin, and was now lifting
that curse, or, at least, allowing for the
possibility of remission. “The world
1s a great crime, and someone must
be made to pay for it,” Miles writes.
“Mythologically read, the New Testa-

ment is the story of how someone, the
right someone, does pay forit. . . . Inits
broadest outlines, the story of the Bible
15 the story of how God first turned his
blessings of fertility and dominion into
curses and then turned his curses back
into blessings.”

And, as Miles argues, this new cov-
enant represented a shocking rupture.
Jesus was not the kind of Messiah that
most Jews expected. He was not a mil-
itary leader. He claimed to be not
merely an agent of God but the son of
God, and even God made flesh (a fe-
rociously un-Jewish idea). He spoke
not of an imminent victory and a real-
1izable kingdom but, riddlingly, of a
vague immaterial salvation, of the
need to be born again “of water and of
the spirit.” In place of Israel’s victory
over its enemies, he spoke of loving
one’s neighbor as oneself. Deuteron-
omy had promised that “the Lord shall
make thee the head, and not the tail,”
but Jesus promised that the first shall
be last and the last first. And, most
scandalously, this Messiah went will-
ingly to be killed by the Roman au-
thorities, speaking of himself as the
sacrifice, the world’s sacrificial lamb.

All this, though familiar to Chris-
tians, 1s given lucid force in Miles’s
careful retrieval, in which he comb-
ingly takes us through the chief aston-
ishments of Jesus’ life, largely as they
are recounted in the Gospel of John.
Some commentators are so singly fix-
ated on the New Testament that they
make the Bible seem like a double bed
that has been slept in on only one side.
Miles, a former Jesuit with consider-
able expertise in the Biblical languages,
lies on both sides, constantly revert-
ing to the Old Testament, rightly not-
ing the many ways in which the New
Testament alludes to, builds on, and—
the Christian claim—supersedes its
Scriptures.

But Miles reads the Gospels in a
peculiar manner. His previous book,
“God: A Biography,” dealt with God,
in Miles's words, “as—and only as—
the protagonist of a classic of world
literature.” His new book continues
that literary biography into the New
Testament. Miles is not interested in £
Jesus as the object of religious belief or =
as the quarry of historical research. For Z
him, Jesus is a “literary character” who 2



also happens to be God incarnate.
He wants to read Jesus as God, Part I1.

iterary critique of the Bible has
been one of the most fruitful de-
velopments in criticism over the past
twenty years. [he work of writers like
David Damrosch, Robert Alter, Frank
Kermode, and Gabriel Josipovici has
expanded our sense of the Scriptures as
pieces of literature, as narratives em-
bossed with pattern, allusion, and sym-
bol. A literary analysis of Genesis has
no interest in deciding either the reli-
gious or the historical authority of the
text. It wants to see how it works as a
piece of writing, on the proper as-
sumption that in literature all effects
are literary ones (that is, they are cre-
ated by writers), and that even religious
texts create religious effects through
literary means.
This kind of criticism has some-

ally attend to a literary character as a
literary character but converts him out
of literature and makes him a real
human being, since it tends to supply
motive where the text fails to. Years ago,
the Shakespeare scholar L. C. Knights
mocked the character criticism of A. C.
Bradley and others, in an essay enti-
tled “How Many Children Had Lady
Macbeth?” Miles, in his previous book,
announced that he was on Bradley’s
side against Knights, and that it was
time for Biblical-character criticism:

“Unless the viewer of ‘Hamlet’ can
believe that Hamlet was born and will
die, unless the viewer’s imagination is
carried offstage into the life for which
there is no direct evidence onstage, the
play dies with its protagonist. A char-
acter understood to have no life off-
stage can have no life onstage. And so
it is also with God as the protagonist of
the Bible.”

The immediate effect of Miles’s de-
cision to read Jesus “biographically” as
God incarnate is that Jesus is furnished

J'q"’
= . . . - M o,
times set itself against historical Bible i
- - 1l
scholarship, though it has often been K &
. . . . e % £
deeply indebted to it. Historical criti- e 4
ism is i el o the historical OO L i
cism is interested in the historical ac- RSt i
= * ® - '-:.:‘.hl']:r*:,*r,‘j"- |
tualities of the Biblical world, and is ,'r

keen to discover what we can know ',
about who wrote what, and when. Such
scholars do not deny the existence of I.
literary artifice, but they want to ex-
plain its origins rather than explore its
means. Contradictions in the character
of God, say, might be explained by ref-
erence to the different human authors
of the Bible, as far as scholarship has
been able to ascertain the facts. But lit-
erary analysis is interested in how those
contradictions are made by writers to
work in the text.

Jack Miles’s criticism, though liter-
ary, differs from the familiar literary
methods. Miles has little interest in
how a literary character is constructed;
he 1s merely grateful that it exists. Sur-
veying the Bible’s contradictory repre-
sentations of God, Miles sees not a va-
riety of contradictory authors but the
single biography of a God who is him-
self contradictory. He is fond of what
used to be called “character criticism™;
he reads God and Jesus as if they were
fictional creations with real lives off the

8 page. He is like the critic who discusses
g Dickens’s characters as if they were real
¢ human beings. (Does Pip live happily
ever after?) Such a way of reading does
not, despite its avowed ambitions, re-
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“You have no idea how political this Place 15.”

with a two-thousand-year past, an ele-
phantine memory, and a lot of explain-
ing to do. As Miles comments, if Jesus
is God, then “God’s earlier words were
Jesus’s words as well.” Suddenly, in
Miles’s hands, the novelty of Jesus’
covenant becomes even greater. If Jesus
was really God, then God died on the
cross (or, indeed, committed suicide). If
Jesus was really God, then God did not
suffer merely as a father when his son
hung on the cross but suffered himself,
It also means that, after two thousand

| years, God changed his mind, fiddled

with his essence, and abandoned his

- old vengeful and jealous habits in place

of a new gentleness, pacifism, and uni-
versalism. “If we grant that Jesus is
God Incarnate, then we must grant as
well that he has the right to announce
a deep change in God—which is to

say, in himself—without quite calling
the change by that name and with-
out otherwise troubling to explain it,”
Miles writes.

Why would God have changed his
mind? According to Miles, because
he had failed: his covenant lapsed be-
cause he had been unable to defeat his
enemies. God “knew he should have
stopped Rome,” Miles says. “He knew
he had not done so.” Within the terms
by which, starting at his victory over
Pharaoh, God himself has defined his
divinity, “he has failed. Unless some ad-
justment of those terms can be made,
then he cannot continue to be God.
The adjustment he makes, his own dis-
armament, entails an expansion of mem-
bership in his covenant. But he brings
about this expansion not, first, out of
love for Gentiles, much less out of ha-
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~ tred for the Jews, but, rather, to recon-

stitute his own identity.” It is a tech-

nique of diplomatic jujitsu: “Instead of
baldly declaring that he is unable to de-

feat his enemies, God may declare that

” Hence God’s em- |

bhe has no enemies.
phasis on loving one’s neighbor as one’s

- self, and his decision to become the

God of all, not the jealous potentate of
[srael alone.
There is real interest in Miles’s story,

" inwhich God essentially apologizes for

making a hash of things and promises
to do better next time. And yet Miles’s
habit of writing about God as if he

were a human being—who not only

" failed but “must” admit this failure, who

has to reconstitute his “identity,” who 1s
in danger of ending his “storied career,”
and so on—subverts his book’s own ar-
gument. Miles says that he wants to

' take Jesus “seriously as God Incarnate,”

but how serious can Jesus’ divinity be if
God is only human? At that point, why

bother to go along with the notion of |

the Incarnation in the first place?
To be sure, both the Hebrew Bible

and the New Testament often describe

- God in human terms, as jealous, venge-

ful, irrational, lonely, and so on—at one
point, Miles calls God “strangely and
painfully friendless.” But it is one thing
to acknowledge the Bible’s helpless an-
thropomorphism—whereby any human
being who tells stories about God will
inevitably make God patchily in man’s
image—and another to volunteer one’s
own extra anthropomorphism, whereby
God is thoroughly humanized; one
thing, in other words, to see God in
human terms and another to make him
human. Miles’s inventively psychologi-
cal language, as it wends its way through
his book, imagines a God who shares
the attributes of his people, is limited in
power, is ultimately knowable, and has
an admirable tendency to apologize. In

short, he is the opposite of the God

- worshipped and feared by Israel in the

Hebrew Bible—a work that, Robert
Alter rightly warns, bristles with “forces
that can be neither grasped nor con-
trolled by humankind.” Miles’s God is
too graspable and too controllable.
More to the point, although Jesus is

a “literary character” in the sense that |

the Gospel writers represented and
shaped his life on the page, he was not

conceived by those writers as a literary
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character. The same goes for God. He
may well be a human construction, but
he was not constructed by the writers of
the Scriptures as a human construction.
He was constructed as the opposite of
a human construction. The danger of
Miles’s approach is obvious enough:

' too often in his book, the reader has

the sense that Jesus is being treated as a
fictional creation whom no human
being actually created. When describ-

ing Jesus’ nativity, Miles has many

shrewd things to say about the symbol-
ism of our encountering the Messiah as
a baby in a manger. The story of how
Mary and Joseph, returning to their
home town in obedience to Caesar Au-
gustus’ census, spent the night in a sta-
ble, where the baby Jesus was born,
while clearly a literary invention, en-
hances the pathos and appeal of the

| Messiah. Miles notes a pattern: “Jesus’s

involuntary defenselessness at the be-
ginning of his life mirrors and antici-
pates his voluntary defenselessness at
its end.” This i1s excellent, and it is there-
fore a pity that Miles also writes, “When

- God makes Mary and Joseph ciphers in

the census of Caesar Augustus, he em-
phasizes their helplessness—and the
helplessness of his own infant self.”
Suddenly, God has become the Gospel
writer, which is, to say the least, an oddly
unliterary way to discuss a narrative cre-
ated by people.

Miles’s lack of interest in the actual
Gospel writers matters, because it is not
always clear that the Gospel writers be-
lieved what Miles takes as the found-
ing premuse of his book—that Jesus was
God incarnate. Miles gets around this
problem by relying predominantly on
the Gospel of John, which is the Gospel

most intoxicated by the idea of incarna-

- tion. Whereas in Matthew and Mark

Jesus sometimes suggests that he is sub-
ordinate to God, and may not always
know God’s mind, in John Jesus as-
toundingly claims oneness with God—
“I and my Father are one.” But, if Miles
relies largely on only one Gospel, how
can he claim that he is treating the New
Testament as a unified literary text?
Miles’s book is perhaps less a liter-
ary critique than a theologico-literary
retelling, even a meditation on the prob-
lem of evil. The philosopher Josiah
Royce, whom Miles does not mention,

labored at a theodicy—the formal term

for the justification of God’s tolerance
of evil—holding that when we sufter
God suffers, too. Why would God suf-
fer? Because, Royce replied, suffering
completes a soul, and without suffering
Godss life could not be perfected: “It is
logically necessary that the Captain of
your salvation should be perfect through
suffering.” Royce, cheerfully treating
God as if he were human, sounds some-
what like Miles. Minus Royce’s anthro-
pomorphism, this notion—that God
suffered on the cross and thus suffers
with us now when we suffer—has be-
come commonplace in contemporary
theodicy. Such a notion does not solve
the problem of evil, because it does not
absolve God of cruelty (after all, just
because God suffers with us is no reason
that we should also suffer); and because
it seems to limit God’s power (God, in
this scheme, seems incapable of not suf-
fering). It is only a figure, a picture, a
way of seeing. And, as a way of seeing,
Miles's book has great power and depth.

Though he does not try to solve
the problem of evil, his book gives us,
with horrid clarity, the vision of a cul-
pable, guilty, and finally atoning God,
who kills himself on the cross as Jesus
Christ, in a botched attempt to cleanse
the world of its sins. That the evil
world we live in has clearly not been so
cleansed may be evidence not that Jesus
was not the Messiah but that there can
be no Messiah, for the world cannot be
cleansed. Pressing to its logical end the
offense of Jesus” great rupture, Miles
conveys the paradox inherent in the
1dea of Messianism itself. On the one
hand, the rupture that Jesus enacted
threatens the continuity whereby he
could be what he claimed to be, the Son
of God—God Extended. But without
some kind of rupture there can be no
Messiah, for a God who simply contin-
ues to be himself has no need of Mes-
sianic intervention. Messianism is the
idea of God Interrupted; and so Mes-
sianism is necessarily a kind of blas-
phemy. Jesus was that blasphemy—
a blasphemy created, of course, by
God himself. ¢
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Why Did 1 Ever, &y Mary Robison
(Counterpoint; $§23). Money Breton is
struggling to keep it together: she detests
her job (which she is in danger of los-
ing) as a Hollywood script doctor; her
daughter is a recovering heroin addict;
her son was the victim of a violent crime;
her boyfriend isn’t so sharp; and she
watches a great deal of TV with a man
who’s almost—but not quite—a perfect
companion. If all this sounds grim, it
is, and yet there’s grace and humor in
the slippage between the ideal and the
real: sure, we fall short, Robison seems to
say, but more often than not a shrug and
a quip save us from desperation. The
author, who is known as a minimal-
ist, here creates a narrative out of frag-
mented paragraphs, and the book works
best when she strips Money’s most ex-
plicit fears away. At these moments,
a simple sentence fragment—"“Canoe,
moon, ukelele”—seems a close to perfect
expression of lost beauty.

The Subject Steve, &y Sam Lipsyte (Broad-
way; $23.95). Steve is the subject of a
medical study: he is dying of a disease that
no one has ever seen before. His doctors,
“freakshow impresarios” who could pass
for deeply psychotic nephews of the Marx
Brothers, dub it PREXIS: Preparatory Ex-
tinction Syndrome. But Steve is not ready
to become extinct, and his adventures in
resisting the inevitable make up the bulk
of the book, as he looks for help from a
generally unsympathetic cast, ranging
from the sadistic, parable-obsessed cult
leader Heinrich to Steve’s near-genius
daughter Fiona. A book about mortality
is a risky prospect, but Lipsyte is very
funny, and his stylistic high-wire act—a
rowdy prose that is by turns shocking and
lyrical—is equal to his daring premise.

Pox Americana: The Great Smallpox
Epidemic of 1775-82, by Elizabeth A.
Fenn (Hill & Wang; $25). When small-
pox broke out during the American Rev-
olution, conditions for contagion were
ideal. People who were crowded in be-
sieged cities, military encampments, or
on ships infected one another, while trav-
elling soldiers and sailors and fleeing civil-

ians often unwittingly spread the disease.
(Smallpox shows no symptoms during
its two-week incubation period.) North
America’s peoples (black, red, and white)
were far more vulnerable to the disease

than the British, because they had been” |

exposed to it far less, and many Ameri-
cans suspected their enemies of waging
germ warfare by deliberately infecting
the civilian population. Fenn’s use of
contemporary sources, including Lakota
pictographs, conveys the frightfulness of
the disease and human helplessness
when it struck. In an epilogue, the au-

thor points out that the epidemic took |

five times as many lives as the war did,
hitting Native American populations es-
pecially hard: “While the American Rev-
olution may have defined the era for his-
tory, epidemic smallpox nevertheless
defined it for many of the Americans
who lived and died in that time.”

FM, &y Richard Neer (Villard; $24.95). In
this hybrid of history and memoir, Neer,
a veteran of New York City's WNEW,
recalls the brief moment when FIM radio,
in its infancy, coincided with the extra-
ordinary vitality of sixties rock, and FIM
stations became important countercul-
tural institutions. Free to play (and say)
what they wanted, disk jockeys con-
cocted a heady, often unpredictable brew
of extended album tracks, shaggy-dog
stories, and political commentary. This
mythic period ended in the early seven-
ties, when station owners began institut-
ing controls designed to maximize reve-
nue, including more stringent musical
formatting and predetermined “play-
lists.” The best parts of this bittersweet
account provide off-microphone glimpses
of FM pioneers like Boston’s manic and
sarcastic Charles Laquidara, and New

York’s sultry Nightbird, Alison Steele.
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THE SKY LINE

MANY MANSIONS

On the centenary of Louis Kahn's birth, a look at bis legacy. And his secret life.

BY PAUL GOLDBERGER

hen Louis Kahn collapsed and

died of a heart attack in 2 men’s
room in Penn Station on a Sunday eve-
ning in March, 1974, he was the most
celebrated architect in the United States.
He had recently finished the Kimbell
Art Museum in Fort Worth. The Yale
Center for British Art was under con-
struction in New Haven. A business
school he had designed in Ahmedabad,
India, was nearly complete, and in
Dacca, Bangladesh, he was overseeing
the largest project of his life, a series of
government buildings that would even-

' tually become the national capital.

Kahn was a seventy-three-year-old
man with messy white hair and a badly
scarred face. He wore rumpled suits, and
on the day he died he had spent nearly
twenty-four hours travelling from India
to New York. He looked exhausted and
unkempt, and the authorities who dealt
with his body didn't recognize his name.
He was sent to the city morgue. His
passport said that he lived at 1501 Wal-
nut Street in Philadelphia, but the police
who went to that address found that it

- was an office building. Since it was Sun-

day and nobody was there, they let the
matter drop for the time being.

It wasn't until late on Tuesday that
word got out that Kahn had died two
days earlier. I was then a young architec-
ture critic at the New York 77mes, and 1
wrote an obituary that said that Kahn
was considered by most scholars to have
been the nation’s foremost living archi-
tect, that his sombre, poetic buildings
of stone and concrete led a generation
of younger architects away from glass
boxes, and that he was survived by his
wife, Esther, and a daughter, Sue Ann.

Several years later, I learned that there
was more to Kahn's personal story. He
had another daughter, Alexandra Tyng,
who was twenty when her father died,
and a son, Nathaniel, who was eleven.

Kahn, it turned out, had three families.
Alexandra was the daughter of Kahn

and Anne Tyng, an architect who had
worked closely with him. Nathaniels
mother was Harriet Pattison, a land-
scape architect who followed Tyng in
Kahn's extramarital affections. Kahn did
not flaunt his habit of forming liaisons
with colleagues and keeping the rela-
tionships going on parallel tracks with
his marriage. In fact, he said so little
about his private life that Vincent Scully,
the architectural historian who wrote
the first book on Kahn's work, in 1962,
hadn't known that Kahn was married.
“For a while, I didn’t know he had even
one family—that was part of his mys-
tery,” Scully said.

Nathaniel Kahn, who is now thirty-
eight, told me recently that once a week
for several years his father would take the
train to Chestnut Hill, a suburban part
of Philadelphia, have dinner with Na-
thaniel and his mother at their house,
and put the boy to bed. Nathaniel would
be awakened at one or two o'clock in the
morning and bundled into the back seat
of his mother’s car, in his pajamas. Then
they would all drive downtown, stop-
ping half a block short of Kahn’s house
on Clinton Street, where he lived with
his wife. Nathaniel remembers his fa-
ther waking him up, kissing him, and
walking down the street in the darkness.

Kahn's professional life seemed to be
in a kind of vague disarray that paralleled
his personal situation. His office was
above a cigar store in downtown Phila-
delphia. Old coffee cans were plunked
on top of drafting tables and used as
ashtrays. Just before Jacqueline Onassis
came by to talk to him about designing
the Kennedy Library, Kahn ran out to
buy real ashtrays, but they didn’t do
much to offset his shabby surroundings.
Not necessarily because she cared about
this sort of thing, Onassis hired the
more corporate I. M. Pei instead. Kahn
attracted clients whose high ambitions
were matched by their patience and their
disdain for conventional symbols of ar-



Louis Kahn's children—Sue Ann Kabn, Alexandra Tyng, and Natbhaniel Kahn—in the neighborhood their father grew up in.

chitectural fashion, His work is brooding
and deep, like a Rothko painting. He
combined materials in an unusual man-
ner—for instance, wood panels are set
into concrete frames in the symmetrical
laboratory wings of the Salk Institute
overlooking the Pacificin La Jolla—and
he could use natural light to profoundly

oving effect, as with the lightwells that
bring indirect natural light into the sanc-
tuary of the Unitarian Church in Roch-

ester, which is made of concrete block.
¢ Kahn used the basic tools of architec-
ture—space, proportion, light, texture—
Z sparely and with an almost religious rev-

erence. He didn’t want his buildings to
appear to be so light that they could float
off the earth, like Mies van der Rohe’s,
and he didn’t want them to have swoop-
ing, eye-catching shapes, like Eero Saari-
nen’s, or to be full of decoration, like the
work Philip Johnson and Edward Durell
Stone were doing in the nineteen-sixties.
Kahn's buildings are tough.

Kahn had the manner of a slightly
distracted academic. He tended to ramble
on in a poetic, quasi-mystical way about
light and space and stone, but this could
be something of an act. He would say, ‘1
asked the brick what it wanted to be, and

it said, T want to make an arch.” ” Or,“The
sun never knew how great it was until it
hit the side of a building.” If you were his
kind of client, you ate this up. Jonas Salk
told Kahn that he wanted to build the
sort of building he might bring Picasso
to. He didn’t talk to Kahn about how
many square feet his scientists needed. It
was pretty clear from the beginning that
Kahn and Salk would get along.

Esth:—::r Kahn was a medical re-
searcher. Her daughter, Sue Ann,
remembers her mother listening to one
of Kahn's discourses on architecture and
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observing that she understood barely a
word. But Esther was protective of
Kahn, and loyal. “She told me my father
was an artist, that he wasn't like the other
fathers,” Sue Ann says. From time to
time, Esther used her earnings to keep
Kahn's office afloat financially, and when
Sue Ann was growing up the family
lived with Esther’s mother to save
money.

Esther sent word through friends
that neither her husband’s other chil-
dren nor their mothers were welcome
at Kahn's funeral. They showed up any-
way, and were given seats at the rear
of the funeral parlor. Four years ago,
Nathaniel, who is a filmmaker, began
work on a documentary about his father
and his unusual family. He interviewed
me about the night I wrote Kahn's obit-
uary, and last spring he called to say that
he had just been filming his father’s
work in Bangladesh and wanted to
show me what he had come up with.
There are interviews in the film with
people who were close to Kahn, en-
comiums from Frank Gehry and Philip
Johnson, a conversation with the owner
of a music barge Kahn designed in the
early nineteen-sixties who remembered
Nathaniel as a child. The material is
only partly edited, and 1 sensed that
Nathaniel still hasn’t quite figured out
what he thinks of his father, whom he
views with a mix of anger, exasperation,
and awe.

The Bangladesh segment of the film
is remarkable. It is the story of a Jew-
ish architect who is hired to design the
capital of a Muslim country, nearly goes
broke while doing so, and is posthu-
mously revered by the people he worked
for. “He was no ordinary person,” Sham-
sul Wares, a professor of architecture in
Dacca, says in an interview. “He wanted
to be Moses here. It was nothing, only
paddy fields, and you are going to build
something that is going to be the best
building in the world?” Kahn spent
the last twelve years of his life on the
Bangladesh project, which was started
when the country was still part of Pa-
kistan. When Bangladesh declared in-
dependence, in 1971, Kahn's contract
was terminated and construction halted,
but he kept working away on his de-
signs. The government of Bangladesh
hired Kahn back the next year to start
the project up again, but it was not
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finished until 1983, nine years after
he died.

At Dacca, Kahn achieved a commis-
sion adequate to his yearnings for mon-
umentality. The heart of the complex is
a sprawling set of geometric forms in
concrete, framed by strips of marble that
make the concrete sections look like
enormous blocks. The central building is
a composition of boxes and cylinders ar-
ranged around an assembly hall. Huge
triangular, square, and circular openings
are cut into the fagade. The buildings in
the complex are harsh, like so much of
Kahn's work, but they have a primal
quality, and are serene rather than cold.

Curiousl}r, there are no biographies
of Louis Kahn, although there

have been many books about his work.
He would have been a hundred this year.
He was born in Estonia in 1901 and
came to Philadelphia when he was five.
The biographical section of the books
about him usually mention that his face
was burned by coals when he was a small
boy, and that he grew up in poverty and
walked across Philadelphia every day to
attend first art school and then the Uni-
versity of Pennsylvania on a scholarship.
He started his career as a fairly conven-
tional modern architect, designing pub-
lic housing in Philadelphia, much of it in
partnership with the architect Oscar
Stonorov. Most architectural historians
accept the premise, put forth by Scully,
that he didn’t really find his way until he
went to the American Academy in
Rome in the early nineteen-fifties. He
discovered the power and beauty of Ro-
man ruins, and when he came back to
the United States his architecture had
less glass and more masonry, and instead
of being light and airy it was solid and
heavy and full of simple geometric
shapes not unlike ruins.

Kahn’s first important commission

was for an addition to the Yale Art Gal-
lery, which was finished in 1953, when
he was fifty-two years old. He had been
teaching part time at Yale, and the pres-
ident of the university, A. Whitney
Griswold, asked him to design the first
of a series of modern buildings for Yale’s
largely neo-Gothic campus. Kahn was
followed by Eero Saarinen, Paul Ru-
dolph, Philip Johnson, and Gordon
Bunshaft, but his art gallery was more
influential than anything the others
designed. From the street, the building
looks nearly blank, with a brick facade
decorated with thin lines of limestone.
But inside there is an innovative concrete
ceiling of tetrahedrons for the galleries
and a remarkable triangular stairway set
inside a cylinder of concrete.

As part of his film project, Na-
thaniel, along with his producer, Susan
Behr, visited the neighborhood Kahn
grew up in, an area just north of down-
town Philadelphia called Northern Lib-
erties, which has diagonal streets, nar-
row alleys, freestanding houses, and,
most striking of all, a number of red
brick factory buildings. When Na-
thaniel and Susan walked through the
streets of Northern Liberties, it became
clear that the roots of Kahn’s style are
not in Rome but much closer to home.
The big factories are remarkably like
many of Kahn’s buildings. One of them
has large square windows and a sliced-
off corner, and it looks for all the world
like the exterior of the library Kahn
designed for Phillips Exeter Academy.
The most unusual industrial structure in
Northern Liberties has a kind of zig-
zagging facade of brick and a series of
open loggias, like brick-enclosed bal-
conies, set into the fagade, with solid
brick walls behind them. The brick win-
dow openings are topped by concrete
lintels. It is a composition of light and
shadow, solid and void, with a solemn
grace.

The similarities between the factory
buildings in Northern Liberties and
the architecture Kahn designed, not only
at Exeter but also in India and Ban-
gladesh and elsewhere, are too great to
be accidental. The impression the old
buildings made on Kahn could have
been unconscious, or perhaps he carried
it around with him knowingly, afraid
for years to make much of it. Nathaniel,
who went to Northern Liberties in



search of a personal connection to his
father, seems to have come back with a
scholarly insight.

I ouis Kahn designed with more self-
assurance than almost any other

architect of his time, but he had great dif-

ficulty making up his mind. He was ex- |

cruciatingly slow. Architects like Frank
Gehry look to him as the model of what
it means to pursue an artistic vision with
little compromise. Kahn was not practi-
cal; he was passionate. He ran his office
so casually that he died hundreds of
thousands of dollars in debt, and, while
some of his financial problems surely
came from his unusual domestic arrange-

ments, he also tended to agonize over |

his work, designing and redesigning. A
Kahn building was a work of art, and if
the first version of the design turned out
to cost two or three times as much as the
budget, which often happened, Kahn
would cut it back. He seemed to see the
need to edit not as an affront but as a

chance to keep on designing. Heliked to |

talk about permanence and to place his
buildings in the continuum of architec-
tural history, but when a building was
done it meant that all the alternative ways
he could think of to make it were no
longer possible.

In the late nineteen-sixties, Kahn de-
signed a house for Norman and Doris
Fisher in Hatboro, a suburb of Philadel-
phia. It cost forty-five thousand dollars.
Kahn charged them a five-thousand-
dollar fee, and Norman Fisher told me
that he is sure the architect lost money
on it, because he redesigned the house
nine times. Kahn was not a great archi-

tect of houses, but the Fisher house, a set |

of tall boxes of cypress, stone, and glass
built at angles to one another, 1s warm
and modest. While there are details, like
the built-in wooden bench and the fire-
place set within a stone half cylinder,
that hint at aspects of Kahn's public ar-
chitecture to come, the place doesn’t
seem like a public building in miniature,
the way some of Kahn's houses do.

One day a few months ago, Nathaniel
Kahn filmed a meeting with his two half

sisters at the Fisher house. Sue Ann

Kahn is a flutist and an administrator |

at Mannes College of Music. Alexandra
Tyng is a painter. Sue Ann, through her
mother, was Kahn's primary heir. He did
not include his younger children or their
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And do you feel that you are a pretender?”

mothers in his will, which may have
been just as well for them, given that his
office was so deeply in debt when he
died. Kahn was an unusually gifted
draftsman, and his most valuable assets
were his exquisite pen-and-ink draw-
ings, pastel sketches, and pencil render-
ings on tracing paper. Two years after
Kahn died, the State of Pennsylvania
appropriated four hundred and fifty
thousand dollars to purchase the draw-
ings in his office, and they were de-
posited in a Kahn archive. Sue Ann
ended up with the drawings that had
been Esther’s, along with most of her
father’s personal property. In the early
nineteen-nineties, Sue Ann led a suc-
cessful campaign to stop renovations on
the Kimbell Art Museum in Fort
Worth, one of Kahn's greatest buildings.
The director of the Kimbell wanted to
expand it by lengthening the travertine-
and-concrete vaults, which would have
made the building the architectural

- equivalent of a stretch limousine. Alexan-

dra and Esther joined in the protest, and
also in an unsuccessful effort to dissuade
Jonas Salk from putting a new build-
ing awkwardly close to the one Kahn
had designed for the Salk Institute.

On the day of the filming, the Kahn
children walked through the Fisher
house, making genteel comments. Then
they sat down before a huge stone fire-
place in the living room and talked about
their father. Sue Ann said that when she
was growing up she asked him many
times why he didn’t build a house for
her and her mother. “He told me about
this vision he had of a window with
many mullions,” she said. “Like an old
house at dusk, with a light on inside,

where a woman is preparing a meal.” But
Kahn couldn't afford to build a house
for himself, and if he had been able
to he wouldn’t have designed one with
an old-fashioned window and mullions.
When an architect designs his own
house, he presents his aesthetic aspira-
tions as they conform to his private life.
The private realm becomes a public state-
ment. [t can be no accident that Kahn's
least successful buildings were his houses.
He liked orchestrating public life in grand
buildings.

At the end of his life, Kahn was al-
most willfully eccentric. His words were
self-conscious in a way that his buildings
never were, and he seemed to like being
seen as a guru. It makes sense that he
enjoyed going to India and Bangladesh.
In Philadelphia, he had to cope with
debts and three families clamoring for
his attention, but on the subcontinent he
was a prophet. He was a difficult, self-
absorbed artist devoted to his work. He
would go to his office at night and on
holidays, perhaps not so much to escape
domesticity but simply because his great-
est passion was drawing buildings and
thinking about what architecture means.
His earnestness put him somewhat out
of fashion for a while after his death, and
even now it dates him more than any-
thing else. “Did the world need the Fifth
Symphony before it was written? Did
Beethoven need it?” he asked. “He de-
signed it, he wrote it, and the world
needed it. Desire is the creation of a new
need.” Kahn believed in designing for
the ages, and he pretty much did. Only a
few buildings in our time can be called
sublime. Many of them—the Salk Insti-
tute, the Kimbell, Dacca—are Kahn's. ¢
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THE THEATRE

THE LAND OF NOD

When foolery isn't fun.

BY JOHN LAHR

Il right, class, teacher has had a bad

night and is very grumpy, so please
pay attention and open your Joe Orton
to the following passage:

In theory there is no subject which could
not be treated farcically. . . . But in practice
farce has become very restricted indeed. . . . My
feeling is that the dramatist must have the right
to change formal gear at any time. There’s
supposed to be a healthy shock, for instance,
at those moments in “Loot™ when an audi-
ence suddenly stops laughing. So if “Loot” is
played as no more than farcical, it won’t work.

In order to be good, Orton says, farce
must be grounded in the real. Farce is
tragedy sped up, where mischief replaces
destiny and suffering is shown but not
felt. It’s this detachment that makes
laughter both wonderful and lethal. As
Nabokov says, laughter is the best pesti-
cide. But pesticides, unless handled care-
fully, can do damage. When jokes are
good, they illuminate, challenge received
opinion, and make unacceptable ideas
irresistible. (Here's one from Orton: “All
classes are criminal today. We live in an
age of equality.”) In other words, good
jokes make meaning; bad ones merely
add to the emptiness of daily life.

Now, boys and girls, to the problem at
hand and the reason for my migraine:
David Lindsay-Abaire’s “Wonder of
the World” (at the Manhattan Theatre
Club), a mess that in another generation
would have been fondly called “screwball
comedy.” This is the saga of a manic faux-
naive chatterbox, Cass (the fetching and
excellent Sarah Jessica Parker), who goes
in search of a new life after leaving her
husband of seven years, Kip (Alan Tudyk).
As Cass exits her marriage with a list of
the two hundred and sixty-seven things
she wants to do, Kip hands her a platter of
trout in aspic. “You better take this for the
trip,” he says. “You might get hungry.”
The witless line sets the tone of Lindsay-
Abaire’s soi-disant wacky humor, in which
there are no revelations, no admissions, no
questions, only startling juxtapositions.
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“Nothing you say is registering! Nothing!”
Kip remarks at one point, inadvertently
indicting the whole sorry proceedings.

"This retrograde stuff is easy to do; it’s
a trick of the pen. Lindsay-Abaire, who
has spent too many nights under his
blankets reading Durang and Guare, sets
up a comic equation that he resolutely re-
fuses to factor out. He paints his charac-

doll heads and shitting them out. (Cass
actually brandishes one such doll’s head—
“Vivian—under the nose of her dis-
traught husband.) Cass encounters her
sidekick-to-be, the suicidal alcoholic Lois
(Kristine Nielsen), on a bus to Niagara
Falls, where she plans to throw herself
over the edge in a barrel that—natch—
she carries with her. And, when the play’s
distressed souls are all brought together
in the last act for a group-therapy session,
which is conducted as a quiz show by a
psychotherapist, who is also a part-time
clown, in an orange fright wig, baggy
plaid trousers, and red-and-yellow slap
shoes, the evening reaches its zenith of fa-
tuity. There are lines in this play that one
cannot believe a writer or a director would
allow before an audience. In one scene,

Sarah Jessica Parker and Kristine Nielsen collude in “Wonder of the World.”

ters into fantastical narrative corners, then
extricates them via some implausibility
that shocks the audience withour enlight-
ening it. Implausibility is piled on top of
implausibility until it builds a tower of
guff. The mysterious deal-breaker to Cass’s
marriage, for instance, turns out to be Kip's
kinky habit of ingesting severed Barbie-

set in the Native American section of a
multi-theme restaurant, Amy Sedaris—
who tries and fails to raise a smile with
her mugging, in a variety of cameos—
appears as a waitress in headdress to ex-
plain why the food is late in arriving.
“Me take-um smoke break,” she says.

As the play’s title implies, Lindsay-

TOM BACHTELL



Abaire wants to disabuse us of our de-
spair and wake us up to the miracle of
existence. Onstage, this epiphany comes
to Cass and Lois in the last scene, as,
stuck in the barrel, they teeter on a rock,
about to hurtle to a watery death. Like
Vladimir and Estragon in drag, the ladies
wax philosophical:

Cass: When does the clarity come?

Lois: Do you see that?

Cass: The sun?

Lois: Yes. It came up. And you're breath-
ing. What else do you want?

Cass: Some breakfast would be nice.

This dialogue is at once the play’s big
thought and its big lie—the theatrical
equivalent of pissing on the spectators’
shoes and telling them it’s raining.

The show's one incidental delight is
the touching Kevin Chamberlin, who,
as Captain Mike, the Niagara tour-boat
guide who falls for Cass, brings a palpa-
ble sweetness and a welcome complexity
to the otherwise aimless comic playing.
The Manhattan Theatre Club has spent
a lot of money making this sow’s ear look
like a silk purse, and David Gallo’s witty
sets are well utilized by the director,
Christopher Ashley. But on the night I
saw the play, when, in the middle of the
group-therapy scene, Kip was heard to
say, “This is everything I don’t like,”
somebody in the audience applauded.
Thank you, Jesus.

ive minutes into “By Jeeves” (at the
Helen Hayes), a falled 1974 musical,
with book and lyrics by Alan Ayckbourn
and music by Andrew Lloyd Webber,
which was restaged in 1996, I began to
fantasize about lines that, if uttered, would
bring a show to a screeching halt. (“Hello,
Mr. Godot” was the best [ could do.) But
there was no stopping the unrelenting
bonhomie of this lame amusement.
Here, in the drab mahogany browns
of a British church hall, P. G. Wode-
house’s shambolic Bertie Wooster (John
Scherer) is preparing to give a concert—
to raise money for repairs on the church
steeple—when his banjo is stolen. A car
is dispatched in search of a substitute,
and Wooster, with the help of his inge-
nious, haughty factotum, Jeeves (well
played by Martin Jarvis), improvises a
story to keep us entertained while we
wait. In the end, the banjo shows up,
but it has no strings and produces no

sound. Nonetheless, with the cast romp- |

ing around in makeshift “Wizard of Oz”
gear, Wooster strums his shallow heart
out. This, it seems to me, is an eloquent
metaphor for the occasion: nothing call-
ing attention to itself.

Wodehouse’s comic world is peopled
by the stick figures of privilege—chin-
less wonders, blowhard judges, daft flap-
pers, philistines who go by such nick-
names as Bingo, Stinker, and Stifty (if
only). Here, his artificial merry-go-
round is topped by a theatrical artificial-
ity whose sight gags—pantomime cows,
dancing trees, collapsing chairs, a card-
board car, a yellow ball for a moon—
huff and puff in an attempt to stir some
ripples of surprise on the still water of
the story. At one point—the show’s only

moment of truth—Jeeves announces, |

“We appear to have run out of narrative.”
True to form, Andrew Lloyd Webber's

melodies are generic, and are reprised ad |

nauseam at the finale. Alan Ayckbourn,
who, as the director, works manfully to

whip a little fun mnto this listless tale, 1sless |

persuasive as a lyricist. Together, they make
the unexceptional sound—well, unexcep-
tional. The most entertaining sung mo-
ment is actually spoken—when Jeeves
launches into a sort of Gilbert and Sulli-
van riff in “What Have You Got to Say,
Jeeves?” Otherwise, the simpering love
songs have no purchase on the heart, be-
cause no character has a remote purchase
on reality. In a show that contains not one
authentic feeling or discernible idea and
caters, as far as I can make out, to the brain-
dead, the title song—really a list of easy
rhymes—sung by a trio of Wodehousean

nincompoops, does contain one droll cou- |

plet:“Our collective LQ. / Of around 42.”

Now, class, the bell is about to ring.
Our time is almost up. But, inspired by
“Teeves” s American bounder and boor
Cyrus Budge II1, Jr., I've got fifty dollars
for anyone who can provide me with a sin-
gle positive portrait of an American writ-
ten by a major British playwright, in-
cluding Mr. Ayckbourn, since 1960. 1
plan to win this bet, which will be the
only thing of value to be got from this
week’s theatregoing. Meanwhile, we have
learned a lot. In the past, you'll remem-
ber, there was the theatre of cruelty, the
theatre of protest, and the theatre of the
absurd. The plays under discussion repre-
sent a new genre for our winded times: the
theatre of folderol. I say the hell with it.
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MUSICAL EVENTS

MADAME X

Dinner with the dark lady of the plano.

BY ALEX ROSS

“I was terrible,” Martha Argerich said,
after drawing hysterical applause with
arecent pair of performances at Carnegie
Hall. “T was in a strange state. My mind
was on other things.” Argerich was sitting
in a midtown hotel restaurant, amid a

motley, lively group of friends. She had

| Just played Beethoven's First Piano Con-

certo with the Montreal Symphony. The
friends, speaking in various accents of Ar-
gentina, France, Hungary, and California,
protested that she had in fact been stu-
pendous, colossal, magical. The conductor
Charles Dutoit, who is nearly as famous
for being one of Argerich’s former hus-
bands as for leading the Montreal, joined
in the campaign of reassurance as he has-
tened to catch a plane to Paris. “You were
not terrible at all, pas du tout,” he told her.
But Argerich had made up her mind. “I
played better in April,” she said. She waved
the praise away as if it were a silly dessert.

Argerich, a sixty-year-old native of
Argentina, reigns supreme over the feu-
dalistic world of virtuoso pianists. Rivals
become mere fans around her, lingering
at the door of her dressing room and
then skulking away. Her concerts conjure
up scenes from another place and time:
grown men running down the aisles
clutching bouquets, world-renowned
musicians pummelling the railings of
the upper boxes, jaded critics breaking
into foolish smiles. Argerich brings to
bear qualities that are seldom contained
in one person: she is a pianist of brain-
teasing technical agility; she is a charis-
matic woman with an enigmatic repu-
tation; she is an unaffected interpreter
whose native language is music. This last
may be the quality that sets her apart. A
lot of pianists play huge double octaves;
alot of pianists photograph well. But few
have the unerring naturalness of phras-
ing that allows them to embody the

- music rather than interpret it.

Sensing that my well of superlatives
was running dry, I gave up critical objec-

. tivity and accepted an invitation to meet
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the woman in person. With the help of
Argerichs daughter, Annie Dutoit, whom
the pianist visits when she is in New York,
I broke through a crowd of autograph
seekers to the inner sanctum of her dress-
ing room. In some cases, the dressing
rooms of musical celebrities are places of
suffocating sycophancy, but Argerich's
had a kind of nervous camaraderie. The
usual glad-handers were absent. Argerich
was sitting on a couch, her eyes flitting
alertly around the room. Her first ques-
tion was whether anyone had matches.
After undergoing treatment for mela-
noma, which had spread to her lungs,
she stopped smoking, but she is delighted
when people smoke in her presence.

She is a compact woman, with sur-
prisingly small hands and an enormous
mane of long black hair. Her beauty
dwells in her large eyes, which are at once
sad and sly, and in her smile, which has
been compared more than once to the
Mona Lisa’s. Musicians have a history of
falling in love with her and coming away
crushed by the force of her personality.
It is said that one of her amours would
labor for hours over a difficult score, only
to watch Argerich, a person of nocturnal
habits, slouch downstairs in the middle
of the afternoon, rub her eyes, and sight-
read the music effortlessly.

Argerich made her début at the age of
eight, in Buenos Aires, and she was win-
ning European competitions by the age of
sixteen. At first, she pursued the usual in-
ternational career, but as she matured she
became a law unto herself, defying such
would-be Svengalis as Arturo Benedetti
Michelangeli. Even in the few hours I was
with her, I caught a glimpse of her child-
like temper; it flared when she felt herself
being pushed premarturely toward a deci-
sion for which she was not prepared. “I
knew this was going to happen,” she said,
her husky voice rising in volume and de-
scending in pitch. “It is becoming confiss-
ing now, it is becoming a big mess.” Solu-
tions were proposed; Argerich selected



one; the calm of conversation resumed.

Argerich is notoriously difficult to pin
down. She cancels concerts, even entire
tours, at the last minute, changes pro-
grams at will, and generally drives the
programming people crazy. She has be-
come a substantial presence in New York
in recent years, but only because her star-
dom has given her unprecedented lati-
tude to schedule events on short notice.
This season, she is alleged to be present-
ing a “Perspectives” series at Carnegie
Hall, with programs planned for Janu-
ary, April, and May, although no one is
going to guarantee anything until she is
actually seen sitting down at the key-
board. Administrators attribute her an-
tics to self-indulgent eccentricity, but it

might be asked whether Argerich’s day-
at-a-time approach makes any less sense
than the five-year-plan mentality that
prevails in the executive suites. These
days, performers are asked to be brilliant
onstage and dronelike in transit; they are
expected to commit to 11 A.M. rehears-
als in the year 2006. The result is a lock-
step concert world in which New York
débuts feel like the ratification of deals
made years ago and celebrity initiatives
have the momentum of continental drift.
Argerich is driving a wedge into the sys-
tem, as Sviatoslav Richter did before her,
with his spur-of-the-moment piano hap-
penings in towns scattered between the
South of France and Siberia.

In the restaurant, hours pass and might
falls. I feel that I should go, but it is
strangely difficult to leave. The cos-
mopolitan chatter goes on at a dotty pace,
as if we had all been thrown together at
some turn-of-the-century spa. Argerich
is asked why she did not play the con-
certo by Alberto Ginastera that had been
announced for the Carnegie series. “T did
not learn it,” she replies. The conductor
Chnistoph Eschenbach drops by. He has
just conducted Samuel Barber’s “Adagio
for Strings” amid the ruins of the World
Trade Center. Argerich trembles as he
describes the scene, and touches his arm
when he mentions the smoke and the
smell. The friends remain at the table,
and the dinner menus reappear. Eschen-
bach notes that from where he is staying,
opposite Juilliard, he can see students
. slaving away at pianos until midnight.

In the event, Argerich’s withering self-
criique was not completely at odds
with reality. In the first movement of the
Tchaikovsky First Concerto, she seemed
ill at ease, with the huge marble chords of
the introduction sounding a little rushed
and jumpy. But the sense of effort—rare
to the point of extinction in Argerich’s
playing—disappeared when she reached
the oasis of the slow movement. Itwas as if
she had given up on the 1dea of a great per-
formance and begun playing only for her-
self. In the process, a great performance
emerged. She rescued Tchaikovsky's war-
horse from the usual virtuoso bludgeoning
and restored its sense of aristocratic play.
It came out sounding like new music,
contemporary music, radical tonality.

In the Beethoven First Concerto the
next afternoon, Argerich performed a
similar feat of transfiguration. Again, it
was playing of dazzling lightness, almost
jazzy in tone. The glistening runs were
marked with tiny jabs of emphasis, about
one in a bar, so that they seemed to dance

above the ensemble. Then, just as the music
was ready to float away to some Ravelian
heaven, demonic runs rose up from the
bass. The way the piano suddenly thun-
ders under the pressure of Argerich’s
small frame is a physical fact that resists
explanation. It can only be described as a
possession, a visitation, such as seems to
happen when great singers take the stage.

Argerich’s performances reminded
me, in an oblique way, of Waltraud
Meier’s singing of the role of Isolde,
which had astounded a Carnegie Hall
audience the previous week. The soprano
had appeared in a concert performance of
“Iristan” with the Chicago Symphony,
under Daniel Barenboim. Meier’s Isolde,
blind with rage at the beginning, became
uncannily serene at the end, lost in a
world of her own making. On a more in-
timate scale, in the slow movement of the
Beethoven, Argerich offered a similar
epiphany—a sense of spacious, encom-
passing solitude. “Do I alone hear this
melody?” Isolde sings. Not anymore. 4

= He mimes an intense young person prac-
= ticing. “That is what I should be doing!”
e Argerich exclaims. Everyone laughs.

Martha Argerich is a force of nature who transforms whatever she plays.
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THE CURRENT CINEMA

ILLUSIONS

New twists from Richard Linklater and David Mamet.

BY DAVID DENBY

f you feel like taking a snooze during
Richard Linklater’s “Waking Life,”
go right ahead. There’s lots more of the

movie to come, and a short, vision-filled

- rest is perfectly in keeping with a film

whose hero—an unformed young man—
1s caught in a dream from which he can-
not awaken, a dream whose events may
contain the entire meaning of his life
and the meaning of cinema, too. “Wak-

- ing Life” is an informal but stirring

metaphysical art show, composed in
equal parts of profundity and fervent
nonsense. Linklater shot the material
on video as a live-action feature and
turned it over to a team of animation
artists headed by Bob Sabiston. The art-
ists then “painted” each sequence, using
software developed by Sabiston. Their
work shows individual flair, though they
all stayed within certain stylistic con-
ventions—largely solid colors (in the
manner of a graphic novel) and mostly
autumnal tones (lots of brown, ochre,
maroon). What we see is a young man
(Wiley Wiggins) walking around Austin
(and, briefly, San Antonio and New
York), where he encounters the same
kinds of people featured a decade ago in
Linklater’s initial triumph, “Slacker™—

~ the coffechouse Kierkegaards, the vi-

stonaries, the theoretical scientists, the
ecstatic bums who are mad to talk. As in
“Slacker,” the speakers are not actors
(with a few exceptions, including Ethan
Hawke and Julie Delpy) but local char-
acters and celebrities. As each person
launches into speech (Wiggins mainly
listens), the world around him—the
tallen leaves, the houses, the interiors of
rooms—gently wiggles. It is a view of
matter compatible with the notion ex-
pressed by a scientist in the movie that

the molecules of the universe, though
part of a machine, may also engage in
some loosey-goosey random behavior.
There’s no waste motion in this film:
anything that moves has some thematic
significance. As the people speak, ex-
tensions of their thoughts jump out of
their faces and hands—little twittering
creatures, bolts of lightning. The hair of
awitchy young woman turns into snakes.
The body language is electric.

The young man thinks he’s awake,
then realizes he’s dreaming; he finally
wakes up in bed, only to realize that the
act of waking is itself part of his unend-
ing dream. Is he trapped forever? Are
we, in fact, watching the brief period of
consciousness that we're told (in the
movie) lingers after physical death? Link-
later came up with the screenplay by
giving some formal shape to his charac-
ters' manias. Almost everything we hear
1s directed toward the themes of reverie,
apprehension, and death. A film direc-
tor, explaining the ideas of the French
critic André Bazin, says that film cap-
tures “the moment™—that is, a single
instant of reality, with all its details
blessed by God. But then Linklater
himself shows up (playing pinball) and
says that a single moment may contain
all of eternity. The talk oscillates be-
tween the notions of extreme concen-
tration and infinite inclusiveness. Some
of the language is sludgy and jargonish,
and Linklater has better taste in male
than female speakers—the women come
oft as New Agey and hypersensitive. But
there are plenty of jokes, and a gleeful
appreciation of the nut-ball wit of out-
rageous cranks. In all, “Waking Life” is
a revolutionary and beautiful movie—a
fresh film experience put together with
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passionate craft and a sneaky, offhand
craving for the sublime. When Linklater,
in character, tells Wiley Wiggins to wake
up, he floats into the sky and becomes a
tiny speck. He may, for all we know, be
drifting into death, but, for the battered
American independent cinema, Lin-
klater’s movie 1s the highest form of life
seen in the last couple of years.

Scenes that seem to take place deep
inside an airless crypt; dialogue that
tattoos the walls with sinister repeti-
tions; performances so tightly wound
that the actors might be speaking with a
shiv held between their ribs—the ele-
ments of David Mamet's style, in the
previous seven films he has directed,
have been cold, hollowly precise, and

like Joe Mantegna spoke in Mametese,
he seemed an almost spooky extension
of Mamet himself, a superb mannequin
who dripped menace. But Hackman
works with a joyous authority that seems
to come out of the experience of the
character he’s playing. He liberates David
Mamet from David Mamet.

Joe Moore creates a fraternal air
around him, but he’s a steely and deter-
mined man, firmly in control of a crew
that includes his young wife, Fran (Re-
becca Pidgeon), a hipster moll with at-
titude; his old friend Bobby (Delroy
Lindo), who has violent skills; and a
witty utility man, Pinky (Ricky Jay),
who is so versatile that he can, without a
second’s preparation, throw himself in
front of a moving car in order to divert

Wiley Wiggins in Linklaters amimated live-action movie, “Waking Life.”

unresonant. But Mamet’s new movie,
“Heist,” 1s fully alive—so alive, in fact,
that it’s high-grade fun from beginning
to end. Mamet plays his usual games—
the characters are always turning the ta-
bles on one another—but he is working
for the first time with a great spontane-
ous actor, Gene Hackman, and Hack-
man dispels the Mamet chill, the por-
tentous and equimca] atmosphere of
such films as “House of Games™ and
« “The Spanish Prisoner.” As Joe Moore,

J the head of a small but formidable gang
£ of thieves worlqng out of Boston, Hack-
‘J man, who is seventy-one years old,

; < sends waves of energy through the pro-
% duction. He looks terrific: his eyes spar-
¢ le his body 1s supple—it’s one of the
S most dynamic performances of his
thirty-five-year career. In the past, when

2 a mannered (though entertaining) actor

the police. At the beginning of the mowvie,
Joe wants to retire with his wife on an
elegant boat that he has built for him-
self. His gang knocks over a jewelry
store, but when the men go to collect
their money from their longtime fence,
Bergman (Danny DeVito), he demands
one last job before paying them off. Berg-
man, who runs some sort of schmatte
business as a front, has a need to betray
people, which he loves to expound on; at
some level, he expects crime to make
sense. He bankrolls Joe’s operation, and
in order to protect his investment he
imposes his nephew Jimmy Silk (Sam
Rockwell) onto the gang—cocky and
trigger-happy Jimmy, who thinks he’s a
great criminal and a great lover and
whom everyone in Joe’s gang calls “lame”
(as in “T don’twant to work with lame”).
They’re stuck with this useless peacock,

who goes after Fran. But they play tricks
on him, convincing him that he’s part of
something big even as they’re forcing
him to the sidelines. For long stretches,
weTe In Jimmy’s position, never sure
whether we're watching a heist or a scam.

The robberies are very intricate, and
when bullets are fired people fall over
and bleed. Stll, I never for a moment
thought of this picture as a genuine
heist movie, like “The Asphalt Jungle”
or “Rififi.” I thought of it as Mamet in-
dulging his obsession while doing the
hard work of truly entertaining an au-
dience. His obsession, of course (in
both plays and movies), is flimflam and
con artistry, the maliciously crafted illu-
sion that surrounds, conquers, and de-
stroys. Joe Moore’s gang steals jewelry
and then a great deal of gold, but
spends less time pursuing valuables
than putting on the detestable Jimmy.
The gang is like a tiny club of ace actors
(Jimmy is a bad actor). My guess is that
a con manss tricks function for Mamet
as the distilled essence of movies and
theatre—dramatic forms designed to
convince people that the illusion that
holds them is the truth. For Mamet, the
audience’s desire to believe is a kind of
loamy field waiting to be plowed and
seeded. But he’s a hostile dramatist. His
obsessiveness suggests that he requires
us to be taken 1n but also despises us for
being such suckers.

Atleast in “Heist” he’s loosening up a
bit. One of the pleasures of the movie is
that the members of the gang possess
some affection for one another; they like
to chat and carry on, taunting each other
in Mamet’s peculiar shorthand idiom,
leavened with such outbreaks of tough-
guy baroque as “I don't want you as quiet
as an ant pissing on cotton. [ want you as
quiet as an ant not even thinking about
pissing on cotton.” And for the first time
Mamet 1s thoroughly involved in the
physical Iife of what he’s showing us—
the winches and pulleys and money bags
and the rest of the paraphernalia of
thievery. Robert Elswit’s very active cin-
ematography is shaded blue-gray and
silver, the colors of a safe. “Heist” is a
handsome and playful movie, with some
stunningly nasty passages. Near the end,
Danny DeVito’s Bergman, who's been
shot but still hopes for sense, asks, “Don’t
you want to hear my last words?” “] just

did,” Hackman says, plugging him. +
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This marks the third consecutive year that 7e New Yorker has run its Cartoon Caption Contest. Here’s how it works: We (the
editors of the magazine) furnish a cartoon, o, rather, the illustrative portion of a cartoon, and you (the readers of the magazine) try
to write a caption that completes the cartoon. We pick the best one; the winner receives the framed original, with the WINning caption.
This year’s drawing, by Frank Cotham, asks the age-old question “Why would a man drive a car in circles in front of a garage?”
Submit your caption at http://www.cartoonbank.com/caption.asp.
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