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George Packer (“War After the War,”
p. 58) is the author of “The Village
of Waiting,” andtheeditor of a book of
essays, “The Fight Is for Democracy:
Winning the War of Ideas in America
and the World,” which was published

in August.

Tan Frazier (Shouts &Murmurs, p. 56)
has been writing humorpieces for the
magazinesince 1974. His book“Nobody
Better, Better Than Nobody,”a collec-
tion of his New Yorker reportingpieces,
hasjust beenreissued in paperback.

DanielMenaker (The Talk of theTown,
p. 38) is the editor-in-chief at Random
House.

| Cleopatra Mathis (Poem,p. 76) is a pro-
fessor of English andcreative writing at
Dartmouth. Sheis the author of five
books of poems,including“What toTip
the Boatman?,” which waspublished in

| paperbackin June.

Anthony Russo (Cover) is an illustrator.
Thisis his first cover for the magazine.
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Roger Angell (“Gone South,” p. 44) is a
fiction editor at the magazine. His books
include “A Pitcher’s Story: Innings with
David Cone” and“GameTime:A Base-
ball Companion.”

Julian Barnes(Fiction, p. 86), whose
translation of Alphonse Daudet’s “In
the Land of Pain” appeared earlier
this year, will publish a collection of
short stories, “The Lemon Table,” in
July, 2004,

Jeffrey Frank (The Talk of the Town,
p- 42)is a senioreditor at the magazine.

“TheStories ofHans Christian Ander-
sen,”which heedited andtranslated with
Diana CroneFrank, is out this week.

Hilton Als (The Theatre, p. 94)edited,
with Darryl Turner, “White Noise: The
Eminem Collection,” a book of essays
that cameout this month.

Anthony Lane(A Critic at Large,p. 97)
is the authorof“Nobody’s Perfect: Writ-
ings from TheNew Yorker,”which is now
available in paperback. ¢

 

: =.
AL =

“Everything was better back when everything was worse.”



 
y)

Louis ROEDERER
cH é rey NE

‘

IMPORTED BY MAISONS MARQUES & DOMAINES - WWW.MMDUSA.NET



NL

gaya
superb and

moving novel.
_ Aneatlyfocused, reasonably
__ inclusive, grand tour
ef post-World War UI art.”

_ <The BaltimoreSun

JohnUpdike
SEEK

MY FACE

“Thrilling....Fascinating....
It is wonderful to read a

bookthatgivesitselfover so
unabashedly to art.”

~The Washington Post Book World

“Lovely and wise....
[Updike] has masteredthe voice of2
woman struggling toconvey the
things that inspiredher.”—Time

Tarr

afore
eon

Updike

R
A
M
E
N
R
T
S
R

EEUUCMLCd
SAAMAUEUTSttsteeecon 

8 THE NEW YORKER, NOVEMBER24, 2003

 

THE MAIL

NAOMI WOLF’S ADVICE

Tam sorry that Larissa MacFarquhar,in
her Talk of the Town piece on Midge
Decter, the author of a book on Secre-

tary of Defense Donald Rumsfeld,

chose to repeat a politically inspired
urban legend about myalleged role in
the last Presidential campaign (Novem-
ber 3rd). For the record, in the Gore
2000 campaign I was one of many
women who advised on outreach to
women and on issues of concern to

| women,suchas pay equity, domestic vi-
olence,job discrimination,family leave,

| | and flextime. The famouslydistorted
| “alpha male”phrase came from a memo
I wrote that compared therole of any

| President, whichis to advancehis own
j agenda, withthatof any Vice-President,

which is to support the Administration’
agenda. The phrase used the kind of

| journalistic shorthand with which my
readers are familiar, but it was making a
fairly banal political point aboutrole di-

4 vision in any Administration, and had
nothing to do with Al Gorepersonally.

| The above maybeless intriguing than
the media's imagined masculinity les-

| sons; but it has the benefit ofbeing true.
| Naomi Wolf
New York City

WHAT THE POPE WANTS

| Jane Kramer argues that Pope John
Paul II, subsequentto thefall of Com-
munism in Poland,“has beenblindsided
byhis own life” (The Talk of the Town,
November3rd). She suggests that there
is a disjunction between whatsheright-
fully counts amonghis achievements—
his service as “the voice of the fall of
Communism”andas“the voice of rec-
onciliation between the Roman Catho-
lic Church andtwomillennia of excori-
ated Jews”—andinitiatives undertaken

| in the Pope's latter years. These she re-
gards as the resultofillness, “obsessions,”
and“reactionary keepers.” Kramer might
have given moreattentiontoalternative
views,including the Pope's stated com-
mitmentto guarding the dignity of the

: human person, which may provide a

unifying context to manyof the judg-
ments and decisions that, to her, seem.
so opposed.
Beth Beshear
Newton, Mass.

Kramer writes that Catholic nuns are
“forbidden to administer the Eucharist.”
This is not so. Nuns—along with any
layperson—can “administer” the Eu-
charist. It happensall the time at Mass.
(Nunscanalso, like any Catholic, in a
state of emergency such as imminent
death, perform the sacrament of bap-
tism.)What Kramer meantto say, clearly,
wasthat nuns, being female and thus
barred from thepriesthood,are not the

ones whoconsecrate the Eucharist.
SamKean
Sioux Falls, 8.D.

CorrECTION:In “Ghosts in the House”
(October 27th), Hilton Als writes that
Toni Morrison's 1987 novel “Beloved”
‘was not nominatedfor a National Book
Award, and that Pete Dexter's “Paris
Trout” won that year. “Beloved” was
nominated in 1987, and lost to Larry
Heinemann’s “Paco’s Story.” “Paris
Trout”was nominated and wonin 1988.
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sfE[c|T|s
M/jalojr{t
E|R[V|1I

AINJE |W
Tly[R[o

E|H|E[ RIE
E(TIS
N
S|1/R|s
Glu[M

CIO}LII

olT/elL|
mM) A|D/E|

Ss
L
oln
P

NIA

F[E|T[c
U/H|O
R[I|P[E

 

Letters should be sent with the writer's name,
address, and daytime phone number via e-mail
to themail@newyorker.com. Theycan also be
faxed to 212-286-5047. Letters maybe edited
forlength and clarity, and maybe published
in any medium; weregret that owing to the
volumeof correspondence we cannot replyto
every letter.
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

 

THE THEATRE
OPENINGS AND PREVIEWS

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

CAROLINE, OR CHANGE
Tony Kushner’s new musical, with music by Jea-
nine Tesori,is set in Louisianain 1963 and tells the
story of the friendship between a black maid and
the son of the Jewish family she works for. Di-
rected by George C. Wolfe. In previews. (Public,
425 Lafayette St. 212-239-6200.)
THE COOK

Michael John Garcés directs a new drama by
Eduardo Machado about a cook for a rich fam-
ily in pre-Communist Cuba, who stays on as the
caretaker of her employers’ house after Fidel Cas-
tro comes to power. One preview on Nov. 19.
Opens Nov. 20 at 8. (Intar 53, at 508 W. 53rdSt.
212-279-4200.)
DOLLHOUSE
In a twisted take on Ibsen’s “A Dolls House,”
adapted and directed by Lee Breuer and produced
by Mabou Mines, a cast of men shorter than four
feet tall bully towering women. Opens Nov. 19 at
7:30. (St. Ann’s Warehouse, 38 Water St., Dumbo,
Brooklyn, 718-254-8779.)
HENRY IV
An adaptation by Dakin Matthews of Shake-
speare’s history play combines Part I and Part Il
into a performance that lasts under four hours.
With Kevin Kline as Falstaff, Michael Hayden as
Prince Hal, Audra McDonald as Lady Percy, Dana
Ivey as Mistress Quickly, and Ethan Hawke as
Hotspur. Directed by Jack O’Brien. One preview
on Noy, 19. Opens Novy.20at 5:45.(Vivian Beau-
mont, Lincoln Center. 212-239-6200.)
AM MY OWN WIFE
Doug Wright’s one-manplay about a real-life Ger-
man transvestite who survived the Nazis and the
Communists—with all parts brilliantly played by
Jefferson Mays—jumps to Broadway after a suc-
cessful Off Broadway run. Directed by Moisés
Kaufman. In previews. (Lyceum, 149 W. 45th St.
212-239-6200.)
JACKIE MASON'S LAUGHING ROOM ONLY

He’s back. Opens Nov. 19 at 8. (Brooks Atkinson,
256 W. 47th St. 212-307-7171.)
SUVENILIA
‘A campus-seduction comedy by Wendy MacLeod
(“The House ofYes”) comes to Playwrights Hori-
zons in a production directed by David Petrarca. In
previews. (416 W. 42nd St. 212-279-4200.)
NEVER GONNA DANCE
A new musical based on the Fred Astaire and Ginger
Rogers vehicle “Swing Time,”featuring the music of
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Jerome Kern. Directed by Michael Greif. In pre-
views. (Broadhurst, 235 W. 44th St. 212-239-6200.)
NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH

Anewplay by John Kani, set in South Africa in the
postapartheid éra, centers on the emotions ofa black
South African man whose brother has died inexile.
Directed by Janice Honeyman.In previews. (Mitzi E.
Newhouse, Lincoln Center. 212-239-6200.)
ROSE'S DILEMMA

Mary Tyler Moore stars in a Manhattan Theatre
Club production of a newplay by Neil Simon about
a famous writer whoresolves to write a blockbuster.
Directed by Lynne Meadow. Previews begin Nov.
20. (City Center, 131 W. 55th St. 212-581-1212.)
A VERY MERRY UNAUTHORIZED

CHILDREN'S SCIENTOLOGY PAGEANT
Theirreverent theatrical group Les Fréres Cor-
busier presents a musical production aboutthe
history of Scientology, performed by children, with
text and music byKyle Jarrow. Directed by Alex
Timbers. Previews begin Nov. 20. (The Tank, 432
W, 42nd St. 212-868-4444.)
WONDERFUL TOWN
A revival of the musical based on the book “My
Sister Eileen,” which was derived from Ruth Mc-
Kenney’s New’ Yorker stories abouther sister in
Greenwich Village. With music by Leonard Bernstein
andlyrics by Comden and Green. Directed byKath-
leen Marshall. In previews. Opens Nov. 23 at 6:30.
(Al Hirschfeld, 302 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200.)
WOOSTER GROUP
The downtown companybegins a monthlong run
of a work in progress featuring Elizabeth LeCompte,
Jennifer Tipton, Kate Valk, and other regulars.
Opens Nov. 19 at 8. (Performing Garage, 33 Woos-
ter St. 212-966-3651.)

OPENED RECENTLY

ANNA IN THE TROPICS
Nilo Cruz’s Puluzer Prize-winning play about a
man whoreads Tolstoy to workers in a Cuban
cigar factorystars Jimmy Smits and Daphne
Rubin-Vega. Directed by Emily Mann. (Royale,
242 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200.)
THE BEARD OF AVON

NewYork Theatre Workshoppresents a new play
by AmyFreed (“Freedomland”) about the long-

standing debate over whether William Shakespeare
‘wrote his own plays. With Mary Louise Wilson, as
Queen Elizabeth, and Tim Blake Nelson,as the pu-
tative Bard. Sets by Neil Patel. Directed by Doug
Hughes. (79 E. 4th St. 212-239-6200.)
THE BOY FROM OZ a

The charming, wildly hardworking performer
Hugh Jackman has beenputin the awkward posi-
tion of having to prove that the Australian singer-
songwriter Peter Allen—who was discovered by
Judy Garland and whomarried her daughter Liza
Minnelli—is worthy of our attention.Just this side
of overly hunky, Jackmanis a dream of sweetness.
He does everythinghe cantosell the show, and the
girls in the audience love him. But he is under-
mined bythe production thatswirls around him.
(Reviewedin our issue of 10/27/03.) (Imperial,
249 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200.)
BRIGHT IDEAS
Thefirst act is a tour de force, andeven if the sec-
ond act turns into a tour de too much force, Eric
Coble’s farce about parents whowill stop at noth-
ing to get their son into a choice preschool has
hysical and verbal comedy to spare. Seana Ko-
oad sthe demented mothesPaul Fitazcrald is her
compliant husband, and Orlagh Cassidy, Linda
Marie Larson, and Colman Domingo shinein
multiple roles. Directed by John Rando.(East 13th
Street Theatre, 136 E. 13th St. 212-279-4200.)
THE CARETAKER
Noother contemporary playwright has explored
the nasty ways in whichfathers and sons con-
struct each other—and then smash the models—
with as much vibrancy and perspicacity as Har-
old Pinter. In “The Caretaker,” his breakthrough
play from 1960, two brothers—Aston, whois
slow and deliberate, and Mick, a presentable so-
ciopath—allowan old drifter named Davies to
stay in their house, tacitly inviting him to mend
their cracked minds and howling hearts, as if he
were the facher they’d been waiting for all their
hwves. In the Roundabout’s production, Patrick
Stewart, as Davies, and Kyle MacLachlan, as
Aston, perform well under David Jones's sensi-
tive direction; Aidan Gillen, as Mick, 1s both le-
thal and adorable, a cuddly gutter rat. (11/17/03)
(American Airlines Theatre, 227 W. 42ndSt.
212-719-1300.)
CAT ON A HOT TIN ROOF
Thelinchpin of this superb revival of Tennessee
Williams's mid-fifties masterpieceis Ned Beatty,
whoplays Big DaddyPollitt, the owner of “twenty-
eight thousandacres of the richest land this side
ofthe valleyNile” Beanty is a dangerous acion
andhe catches all of Big Daddy’s cunning and
cruelty. Ashley Judd, as Maggie the Cat, and Jason.
Patric, as her husband, Big Daddy’s son Brick, are 5
worthy opponents. Judd brings movie-star beauty =
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| andsteeliness to the role—and, beneath her lady-
like veneer, a brave heart. Directed by Anthony

| Page. (11/10/03) (Music Box, 239 W. 45th St.
| 212-239-6200.)
FAME ON 42ND STREET
The movie that became a television series now be-
comesa musical. (Reviewed in this issue.) (Little
Shubert, 422 W. 42nd St. 212-239-6200.)
IRON
In Rona Munro’s strong newplay, a young woman
visits her mother, imprisoned forkilling her father,
after an absenceof fifteen years. Munro’s crystal-
clear writing reveals the universal in the specific
withoutever seemingobvious. A powerhouse per-

| formancebyLisa Emery, as the mother, propels the
drama. Directed by Anna D. Shapiro. (Manhattan
Theatre Club, 131 W. 55th St. 212-581-1212.)
JULIUS CAESAR

Moonwork’s new production of the play makes
very good use of video—Romanreactions to Cae-
sar’s murder are delivered as television news re-
ports. Antony (Christopher Haas) and Cassius
(Mason Pettit) stand out among a generallystrong
cast. Intelligently directed by Gregory Wolfe.

| (Connelly, 220 E. 4th St. 212-868-4444, Closes
Nov. 23.)
THE LADY NEXT DOOR

In the Folksbiene’s spirited revival of a comedy
from 1915 by Leon Kobrin, a love triangle be-
tween Eastern European immigrants tums a tene-
mentinto a Yiddish Melrose Place. With English
supertitles. Directed by Allen Lewis Rickman.
(Folksbiene Yiddish Theatre, J.C.C., 334 Amster-
dam Ave. 212-239-6200.)

 

Manilow, Friedman’s melodies play upon the emo-
tions as lightly as a sledgehammer upon ananvil.
But the cast of Broadwayveterans endowthesongs
with a healthy dose of humor and irony, as when
‘Anne Runolfsson and Michael Hunsaker crawlall
overthe piano (and each other)in the operatic love
ballad “TwoDifferent Worlds.” Directed by Mark
‘Waldrop. (Upstairs at Studio 54, at 254 W. 54th St.
212-445-0190.)
THE LONG CHRISTMAS RIDE HOME

Paula Vogel's affecting play begins with three sib-
lings on a fateful Christmas Day and flashes for-
ward to the consequencesthe day has for them as
adults, The productionis enhanced by Basil Twist’s
Bunraku puppets, which represent the siblings as
children. Directed by Mark Brokaw. (Vineyard,
108 E. 15th St. 212-353-0303.)
THE MACGUFFIN?

This serial cloak-and-dagger screwball comedy
plays every Monday at the Bowery Poetry Club
through mid-December. Written by Jason Rhyne
and Terry Withers. Withers and his sister, Brenda
Withers (“Matt & Ben”), lead the cast. Directed
byAdam Gerdts. (Bowery Poetry Club,308 Bow-
ery, near Bleecker St. 212-713-5446.)
THE MERCHANT OF VENICE
Shakespeare’s exploration of xenophobia in a Ve-~
netian court plays at the Pearl, in repertorywith a
buoyant staging of Sheridan’s comedy “The Ri-
vals.” Dominic Cuskern’s Shylock is wry and ago-
nized, but, alas, Celeste Ciulla makes Portia’s or-
chestration of his demise seem more sophomoric
than crafty. Directed by Shepard Sobel. (Theatre
80, at 80 St. Marks Pl. 212-598-9802.)

 

Philip Glass composed the scorefor Sat Hon's Taoist dance “The Great Bear Circle.”

LEGACY CODES

Cherylene Lee’s new play, in which a Chinese-
American scientist is accused of espionage, was in-
spired bythe Wen HoLee case. Using a plot device
that involves computer codes, Lee shows how
seemingly laudable actions can be driven by rep-
rehensible motives andvice versa. The second act
comes dangerously close to turning histrionic, but
Les J. N. Mau, as the scientist, and Jackson Loo,
as his son, keep the evening on track. Directed

| by Ron Nakahara, (West End, 263 W. 86thSt.
212-279-4200.)
LISTEN TO MY HEART
An unabashedly sentimental musical reviewby
the composer andlyricist David Friedman,who has

| written music for Kathie Lee Gifford and Barry

THE MOONLIGHT ROOM
‘Twoteen-agers wait in an emergency roomfor news
of a friend who has overdosed. They bite their
nails, bounce their knees. tug backpack straps, and
twirl strandsof hair, evincing a believablestate of
adolescent frailty. Laura Breckenridge and Brendan
Sexton II have a gift for the small physical gesture.
‘Written byTristine Skyler; directed by Jeff Cohen.
(Tribeca Playhouse, 111 Reade St. 212-868-4444.)
OLDEST LIVING CONFEDERATE =
WIDOW TELLS ALL 5.
Ellen Burstyn stars in an adaptation by Martin ©
Tahse of Allan Gurganus’s saga about a hundred-
year-old woman’s memories of her longlife. Di-
rected by DonScardino. (Longacre, 220 W. 48th
St. 212-239-6200.)

5
g

 



    

 

  

GREAT PERFORMANCES
ages

     

  

RODGERS &
UlaSSeS)

 

   

 

  

> PREMIERES

SATURDAY,

po Tee
Daa aN Admercedes(53

4 PBS
ETeeelu bed ))
ee Hh a Be more Peraecaaeued

NewYork Post

  



THE RETREAT FROM MOSCOW
Resignation has settled over the union of an En-
glish couple, Edward (John Lithgow), a high:
schoolhistory teacher, and Alice (Eileen Atkins), in
William Nicholson’s powerful evocation of a dying
marriage. As Lithgow plays him, Edwardis a big,
passive man witha small, dithering voices he hides
behind his books, his silences, and his vagueness.
Alice, cunningly shadedby Atkins’s keen intelli-
gence and sense of humor, is both an appealingly
batty womanandan emotional terrorist. We are
told that Napoleon took four hundred and fifty

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

EgonSchiele (GlennFitzgerald). Beautifully di-
rected by Will Pomerantz. (Culture Project, 45
Bleecker St. 212-307-4100. Closes Nov. 30.)
THE VIOLET HOUR
Robert Sean Leonard has the clean-cut good
looks of an unremarkable businessman,but his
lightly worn officiousness makes him attractive;
you wantto unleash the passion behindthe
starchedshirt. In a newplay by Richard Green-
berg (“Take Me Out"), Leonard plays John Pace
Seavering (the nameis pure, monogrammed priv-
ilege), a young New York’ publisher who must

 

DANCE

NEW YORK CITY BALLET
The company’s mammoth celebrationofthe cen-
tennial of Balanchine’s birth doesn’t really begin
until January, but the opening-night gala benefit
offers a foretaste with a program that includes
“Serenade,” the first ballet that Mr. B. choreo-
graphed in America. Created as anexercise for stu:
dents in 1934, it remains a testament tohow much

  

“Dollhouse,” Lee Breuer andMabou Mines’ quirkyadaptation ofIbsen, is now playing at St. Annis Warehouse, in Dumbo.

thousand meninto Russia and that only twenty
thousand of them survived. Edward and Alice's re-
served son Jamie (Ben Chaplin) may not be one of
thesurvivors in the family battle. Directed by Dan
iel Sullivan. (11/3/03) (Booth, 222 W. 45th St.
212-239-6200.)
SEXAHOLIX: LOVE STORY

John Leguizamoreturns to Broadway with an
update of his comic one-man show. (Broadway
Theatre, Broadway at S3rd St. 212-239-6200.)
TABOO
‘A musical about the London club scene ofthe
early eighties, Boy George, and the performance
artist Leigh Bowery. Directed by Christopher Ren
shaw. (Reviewedin this issue.) (Plymouth, 235
W. 45th St. 212-239-6200.)
TATJANA IN COLOR
Beverly Cleary meets Nabokovin Julia Jordan’s
subversive newplay, loosely based on a truestory,
abouta twelve-year-old Austrian girl (Kate Weth-
ethead) who becomes obsessed withthe artist
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choose between a manuscript byhis lover and
one by a male school friend. Directed by Evan
Yionoulis. (11/17/03) (Biltmore, 261 W. 47th St.
212-239-6200.)
WHERE WE'RE BORN
MarinIrelandleads the cast m a newplay byLucy
Thurber, about a young woman whoreturns to the
poortown in Massachusetts where she grewup.
Directed by Will Frears. (Rattlestick, 224 Waverly
Pl. 212-868-4444)
WICKED
A newmusical telling the backstory of “The
Wizard of Oz”is an exercise in high camp.
Wizard of Oz”was dedicated to hope; “Wicked”
is dedicatedtoirony. The Wicked Witch, Elphaba
(played by the excellent [dina Menzel), turns
outto be good, while Glinda the Good (Kris-
ten Chenoweth)is exposed as a smug, ambi-
tious, manipulative bitch, with little talent for
sorcery. (11/10/03) (Gershwin, 222 W. Sist St.
212-307-4100.)

  

 

hecould do with the barest materials.“Symphony
in C” dates from his brief stint with the Paris
Opera, in 1947. Sandwiched betweenthese wa-
tershed worksis the rarely performed 1963 demi:
caractérepiece, “Bugaku.” (New York State The-
atre, Lincoln Center. 212-870-5570. Nov.25 at 7.)
CLOUD GATE DANCE THEATRE OF TAIWAN

Bach’s magisterial Six Suites for Solo Cello pro-
vide the accompaniment for “Moon Water,” Lin
Hwai-min’s evening-length dance based on Tai
Chi movement. Thoughthe work may be seen as
a study in Taoist philosophy, from a purely aes-
thetic pointofviewitis ravishing. Deep lunges and
rippling torsos and arms becomea flock of birds
in motion or a spilling fountain. a thin plane

vater spreads along thestage, the dancers de!
splash and slide. Thelight fabric of thi

costumesclings to them like the drapery on Greek
sculpture. (BAM’s Howard Gilman Opera House,
30 Lafayette Ave. 718-636-4100. Nov. 20-22
at 7:30.)
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DANCE CUBA

Billed as the Cuban“Riverdance,” this troupe of six-
teen women,led by the choreographer Lizt Alfonso,
is more like the Rockettes. They wear flamenco
pumpsinstead of tap shoes and swirl ruffled skirts
orblackflared trousers instead of showing leg, but
the disciplined precision is the same. Accompanied
by musicians whoplay andsing Afro-Cuban music
and Spanish flamenco. (NewVictory, 209 W. 42nd
St. 212-239-6200. Nov. 21 at Noy. 22 at 2 and
7, and Nov. 23 at noon and 5. Through Nov. 30.)
JONATHAN RIEDEL DANCE COMPANY

‘With the help ofhis colleagues at the José Limén
company, the emerging choreographer Jonathan
Riedel presents a début program of impressive
range. Abstract works, such as “Of Apes and An-
gels,” set to Vivaldi, show a sophisticated use of
space, sending dancers eddying in near-miss pat-
terns. In “Upchar’s Warbler,” the secondin a series
of dances based on Edward Goreyillustrations,
Riedel has found a way of kinetically conveying the
shrunken hopefulness of Gorey’s gauntfigures. And
in “Uspud: Ballet Chrétien,” an 1892 Erik Satie
ballet never before produced, he artfullyjuxtaposes
mystic narration with a naturalistic rendering of
contemporary domestic drama. Thepianist Rich-
ard Cameron-Wolfe accompanies. (Joyce SoHo,
155 Mercer St. 212-334-7479. Nov. 20-23at 8.)
“THE GREAT BEAR CIRCLE"

During the Tang dynasty, whenever disaster struck
China, a hundred and eight dancers performed the
Great Bear Circle dance for seven days and nights to
calmthe universe.In response to the attacks of 9/11,
the downtown Taoist master Sat Hon has assembled
twenty-five dancers to present a compressed form of
therite.Philip Glass, who wrote the score, plays the
piano, AndrewSherman plays the flute, and Diane
‘Wolkstein narrates. (Interfaith Center ofNew York,
40 E. 30th St. 212-685-4242. Nov. 19-20 at 6:30.)
KOOSIL-JA

The Korean-born dancer incorporates video by
Benton-C Bainbridge, music by Geoff Matters, and
design by Liminal Projects, Omar Khan, and Laura
Garéfalo into an evening of dance in Dumbo.
(Nest, 88 Front St., Brooklyn. 212-375-0189.

Yov. 19-23 at 8. Through Dec. 21.)
“"NEWSTEPS"

Six downtownchoreographers, including Monica
Bill Barnes, Jenny Rocha, and Dana Ruttenberg,
presentan evening of new work. (MulberryStreet
‘Theatre, 70 Mulberry St. 212-349-0438, Nov. 20-
22at8.)
“KLEP™

In an ensemble work bythe Julia Ritter Perfor-
mance Group, seven dancers, led by Christine
Bodwitch, create scenarios thatillustrate the no-
tion (read aloud and repeated as a voice-over) that
“fear is a kleptomaniac in the shop of possibili-
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ties.” The dancing is accompanied by footage of
children on their first day of school, ontheir first
bike ride, and so on. With music by Bradford Reed
andtext by Michael Duke. (Danspace Project at
St. Mark’s In-the-Bouwerie, Second Ave. at 10th
St. 212-674-8194. Noy. 20-23 at 8:30.)

/ESCENT”

Noémie Lafrance’s dizzying, site-specific dance,
performed alongseveralflights of a spiral staircase
inthe Clocktower building,in Tribeca, hasits final
week of performances. (108 Leonard St. 212-868
4444. Nov. 20 and Nov. 23 at 7 and 8:30 and Nov.
21-22 at 7, 8:30, and 10.)
GARTH FAGAN DANCE
Set to the music ofShostakovich, Villa-Lobos, and
Jelly Roll Morton, Fagan’s newest work, “Dance-
IGGmeme| ecetrats ie le pineea
mare Bearden, with whom he shares a favorite
subject: African-Americanlife. Performed with
last year’s “Translation Transition” and excerpts
from Fagan’s 1991collaboration with Wynton
Marsalis, “GriotNew York.” (Joyce Theatre, 175
Eighth Ave., at 19th St. 212-242-0800. Nov. 18-22
at 8 and Nov. 23 at 2 and 7:30.)
NOCHE FLAMENCA

Thetenth-anniversary performances of Martin
Santangelo’s Madrid-based company. His six mu-
sicians are male, but the three dancers are women,
oneof them Santangelo’s wife, Soledad Barrio,
whosedancing exemplifies the authenticity, ardor,
anddepth ofthe troupe’s pared-down aesthetic.
(Lucille Lortel, 121 Christopher St. 212-239-6200.
Nov. 18-21 at 8, Noy. 22 at 3 and 8, and Nov, 23
at 3. Through Nov. 30.)
“CONSTRUCTION COMPANY

SUNDAY SERIES"

Ina shared program, Pooh Kaye andSallySilvers
improvise a duet together and perform individual
works. In “Wild Girl and Bad Dog,”Kaye inter-
acts with animation on a screen;in “Tidy Shock-
proof,”Silvers performs a duet with the poet Kim
Rosenfield. A film is also screened: “SSS,” dedi-
cated to thespirit ofthe early nineteen-nineties in
the East Village. (10 E. 18th St. 212-924-7882.
Nov. 23 at 5.)

  

 

  

NIGHTLIFE
CONCERTS

WHITE STRIPES
Sidelined earlier this year by the guitarist and song-
writer Jack White’s thumbinjury, the Detroit duo
returns to NewYork to reward its patient fans.
Though the tabloids haverecently been salivating
over Jack’s dalliance with the actress Renée Zell-
‘weger, the group, powered by Meg White's atavis-

tic drumming, is as focussed as ever. (Roseland,
239 W. 52nd St. 212-307-7171. Nov. 18-20 at 8.)
DEFTONES
In anattempt to distance itself from the nii-metal
sceneit helped define, this beefy Sacramento band
colors its sonic batterywith shades ofeighties alter-
native rock, making references to such non-metal
acts as the Cure and Depeche Mode, belying the no-
tionthat they are Cro-Magnons withoutartistic as-
pirations, (Hammerstein Ballroom, Manhattan Cen-
ter, 311 W.34th St. 212-307-7171. Nov. 20 at 7:30.)
WORLD MUSIC INSTITUTE

Nov. 20 at 8: Theinstitute’s “Interpretations” se-
ries continues with a double bill of the pianist
Michelle Rosewoman & Quintessence and the
drummer Susie Ibarra. (Merkin Concert Hall, 129
W. 67th St.) Nov. 22 at 8: The Russian folk en-
semble Svetilen makes its U.S. début with a pro-
gramof centuries-old choral music. (Town Hall,
123 W, 43rd St. For moreinformation about both
shows, call 212-545-7536.)
KORN / LIMP BIZKIT

As rap rock’sglory fades, these two bands, mentors
andprotégés respectively, are hanging onfor dear
life. Once onthe top of the heap, the scowling,
dreadlocked Korn took a bit ofa critical drubbing
after their fifth album, 2002’s “Untouchables,”
failed to yield as many angst-filled anthemsas their
previous records did, The band’s newrelease, “Take
a Look in the Mirror,” attempts to remedy this by
stripping the music to its rawest elements. Limp
Bille, meanbled Geaiely eared oa late
the departure of the oddball guitarist Wes Borland
(nowreplaced by the former Snotguitarist, Mike
Smith). To compound problems, the vocalist Fred
Durst’s elephantineego has taken him on a Court-
neyLove-esque trajectory, much to the band’s dis-
credit. (Hammerstein Ballroom. Nov. 21 at 7:30.)
JAMES BROWN
Soul Brother No.1, a.k.a. Mr. Please Please Please,
the Hardest Working Man in Show Business, and
the Godfather of Soul, returns to Harlem. (Apollo
Theatre, 253 W. 125th St. 212-531-5300. Nov.
21-22 at 8.)
ROBERT RANDOLPH
This astounding young pedal steelguitarist from
Orange, NewJersey, plays with a rare grace. He
started outin the House of God church, where he
followed thetradition of “sacred steel” gospel
music, but he has becomea big presence on more
secular terrain. Backed bythe Family Band, he is
touring in support of his début studio album, “Un:
classified.” With the soulful Tex-Mex soundsof
Los Lonely Boys. (Roseland. Nov. 22 at 7:30.)
BARRY HARRIS

Thestalwart pianist uses this annual eventto pre-
sentrising talents. It also featuresfellowbebop vet-
erans who've kept thefaith, among them the sax-

  

 

  



ophonists Jimmy Heath and Charles Davis, the
trombonist Slide Hampton, and the legendarypi-
anist Chris Anderson.(SymphonySpace, Broad-
wayat 95th St. 212-864-5400. Nov. 22 at 8.)
JOHN MAYER

This youthful singer-songwriter scored well with
his 2001release, “Roomfor Squares.” Brimmin;
with guitar-driven pop songs and plangentself.
deprecation, the album madegirls swoon and cash
registers chime, His ratherliterallytitled follow-up,
“Heavier Things,”polishes the production a bit
with more expansive instrumentation, but ultimately
it doesn’t mess with the winningformula. (Madison
Square Garden. 212-307-7171. Nov. 24 at 7:30.)
JAY-Z
Thepride of Brooklyn’s Marcy projects approaches
a decade atop the rap world with a new disk, “The
Black Album,” and a shrewd career move—he’s
calling it his final solorelease. (Madison Square
Garden. 212-307-7171. Nov. 25 at8.)

  

 

CLUBS

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

B. B. KING BLUES CLUB & GRILL

237 W. 42nd St. (212-997-4144}—Nov. 21-22:
Dr. John, the NewOrleans pianist whose gruff-
throated, back-porch take on R. & B. has been
much imitated but never matched.
BOTTOM LINE

15 W. 4th St., at Mercer St. (212-228-6300)—Nov.
19: The cosmic cowboy Jerry Jeff Walker. Nov.
20: John Gorka. On his calm but groovy new
album, “Old Futures Gone,”the acclaimed singer-
songwriter and leader of the new-folk movement
looksatlife and politics, backed byleading session
men from the pop-rock and world-music genres.
BOWERY BALLROOM
6 Delancey St. (212-533-2111)—Nov. 20-21: The
beloved U.K.space-pop comboBroadcast.
IRVING PLAZA
17 Irving Pl., at 15th St. (212-777-6800}—Nov.
22: The piano-driven California quintet Some-
thing Corporate hopes to be America’s answer to
Coldplay. Nov. 23: The Swedish foursome Millen-
colin (named for a tricky skateboard stunt) plays
energetic punk pop that owes moreto the soundof
SouthernCalifornia than to its own chilly home-
land. Nov. 24-26: The meticulous Grateful Dead
cover band Dark Star Orchestra.
JOE'S PUB

425 Lafayette St. (212-539-8777}—Novy. 19-20:
Diamanda Galas, whose voice could reduce this

   

intimate venue to smoldering ashes, stops byfor
twoevenings ofstrikingly emotive music and ag-
gressively held convictions regarding victims of
genocide and H.LV. Galas also delvesinto blues,
R. &B,, soul, and countrymusicina style that is
very much her own. Nov. 25: Theveteran soul
singer Gwen McCrae.
MAKOR

35 W. 67th St. (212-601-1000)—Nov. 23: The Asy-
lum Street Spankers, an energetic group of acoustic-
blues-loving musicians out of Austin, Texas.
MERCURY LOUNGE

217 E. Houston St. (212-260-4700)—Nov.25:
Thelocal singer Frank Bangoandhis songwriting
partner Richy Veseckycraft old-fashionedBrill
Building-style pop songs with references to Preston
Sturges, champagne bubbles, etc. Bango will be
backed here byhis band, the Magic Fingers, and
an all-girl string section, the Lady Fingers.
PETE'S CANDY STORE

709 Lorimer St., Williamsburg, Brooklyn. (718-
302-3770)—Nov. 22: Alina Simone, a Ukrainian-
born singer with a potent and ethereal voice,
writes wistful songs laced with spare guitar playing
that have a Cat Powerlke quality. With the local
singer-songwriter Naysayer and the guitarist An-
ders Parker, ofthe indie-rock outfit Varnaline.
$.0.B.'S

204 Varick St., at W. HoustonSt. (212-243-4940)—
Nov.25: The 1973 Pink Floyd album,“Dark Side
of the Moon,”spent more than twenty-six years on
theBillboard charts, a record. The reggae collective
Easy Star All-Stars recently covered the art-rock
masterpiece, rendering it entirely in a heady dub-
reggaestyle on “DubSide of the Moon,” which has
been intriguing andappalling Floyd putists in equal
measures. This live show, featuring such album
guests as Dr. Israel, promises similar excitement.
Dining.
WEBSTER HALL

125 E. 11th St. (212-353-1600)—Nov. 22: The
“Tell Us the Truth”tour brings in the wry neo-folk
rocker Billy Bragg, the Audioslave guitarist Tom
Morello (performingas the Nightwatchman), the
country-rock rebel Steve Earle, and others for a
night ofmusic protesting media consolidation and
exploitative trade.

  

 

JAZZ AND STANDARDS

ALGONQUIN HOTEL

59 W. 44th St. (212-840-6800)—Starting Nov.
18: The cabaret icon Andrea Marcovicci embraces
the enchanting songs of Frank Loesser (“Guys and
Dolls,”“How to Succeed in Business Without Re-
ally Trying”). Dining.

BIRDLAND

315 W. 44th St. (212-581-3080)—Through Nov.
23: The DjangoReinhardt Festival NY, nowin its
fourth year, is a Gallic-Gypsy hootenanny par ex-
cellence. With European guitarists and violinists
whoworship at the altars of Django Reinhardt
andStéphane Grapelli and American horn and
rhythmplayers whoare still in touch with old-
school swing, a cadre of Continental players, in-
cludingthe seventeen-year-old violinist Alexandre
Cavaliere, will be joined throughout the week by
the reed players James Carter, Ken Peplowski,
Harry Allen, and others. Dining.
BLUE NOTE

131 W. 3rd St,, near Sixth Ave. (212-475-8592)—
‘Through Nov. 23: Onthe heels of the mid-sixties
bossa-nova explosion, the pianist Sergio Mendes
and his Brasil ensembles scored a number of hits
with covers of such songs as “Scarborough Fair”
and “The Look of Love.”
BOTTOM LINE

15 W. 4th St., at MercerSt. (212-228-6300)—Nov.
22: The sexy singer Ute Lemper displays a level of
vocalstrength andinterpretive imagination thatjust
isn’t found inthe vast majority of cabaret artists.
CARLYLE HOTEL
Madison Ave. at 76th St. (212-744-1600)—The
Café Carlyle, a snug, windowless enclave inthe
doormandistrict, features discreet waiters, wrap-
around murals, and, through Dec. 31, Bobby Short.
FEINSTEIN'S AT THE REGENCY

540 Park Ave,,at 61st St.(212-339-4095)—Through
Nov. 22: Carole Bayer Sager. She helped write
“Groovy Kind of Love” (a 1966 smash for the
Mindbenders before Phil Collins returned it to the
chartsin 1988) and pophits for Melissa Manchester,
as well as movie theme songs: “Nobody Does It
Better” (written with her then husband Marvin
Hamlisch), from the 1977 James Bond thriller, “The
Spy WhoLoved Me,” got an Oscar nod; “Arthur's
Theme(Best That You Can Do)” (written with Burt
Bacharach), from the 1981 Dudley Moore comedy,
took homea statue. While Sager 1s no Carole King,
she’s a genuine demi-legend and a talented recording
artist who hasn’t performedin NewYork in years.
IRIDIUM

1650 Broadway, at S1st St. (212-582-2121)—
‘Through Nov. 23: Michael Brecker, like his tenor
titan buddyJoe Lovano, lovesto juggle the instru-
mental makeupof his bands. This time around, he
presents his Quindecter, a fifteen-piece ensemble
complete with a string section that madeits début
onBrecker’s acclaimed “Wide Angles” this year.
Mondays belong to the electric-guitar innovator
Les Paul.
JAZZ STANDARD

116 E. 27th St. (212-576-2232)—Nov.21-23: A
beguiling vocalist who deserves wider recognition,
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Carmen Lundy has a new album, “Something to
Believe In,” which balances standards and sharp
originals. Her promising band is bolstered by her
brother, the bassist Curtis Lundy. Dining.
JOE'S PUB

425 Lafayette St. (212-539-8777)—Nov. 23: The
Tord Gustavsen trio. The Norwegian pianist,
whose lyrical ECM début, “Changing Places,”
struck an unexpected chord with U.S.listeners
uponits release a few months back, returns. Nov.
24: The vocalist Judy Kuhn.
NEUE GALERIE
1048 Fifth Ave., at 86th St. (212-628-6200, ext.
107)—Nov. 20: Ute Lemper (see the Bottom Line).
VILLAGE VANGUARD

178 Seventh Ave. S., at 11th St. (212-255-4037)—
Through Nov. 23: The KennyBarron sextet. The
pianists current outing features the trumpeter Ter-
rell Stafford andthe saxophonists Ravi Coltrane
andVincent Herring. Well-crafted compositions,
taut arrangements, and elegant, spirited playing
are guaranteed. The Vanguard Jazz Orchestra
holds sway on Mondays.

POP NOTE.  
6)

iQ

DULY NOTED
Blue Note Records has one of the best back cata-
logues in jazz. There are new jazz artists on its roster,
t00, butsince jazz sales have been moribund for de”
cades, Blue Note has refashioned itself as a home for
mainstream pop vocalists: Norah Jones and Cassan-
da Wilson and, now, thegreat rah ccocatric Van
Morrison and the Memphis soullegend Al Green.

Mornson, always a difficult personality, has
been almost impossibly trucuent inthe past few
years(he recently tried to block the publication of
a newbiography). But his newalbum, “What's
‘Wrong with This Picture,” finds him in a brighter
mood:the melodies are tight, the vocals are ener-
getic, and the subject matter transcends his usual
muzzynostalgia for nineteen-fifties Belfast. Of
course, good moods are relative. No fewer than
four songs address the biography dustup by carp-
ing about the drawbacks of fame, and while
“Goldfish Bowl” suffers from a failure of perspec-
sieNiogbon antveueny pameeabbie focdes
no matter what he thinks—other songs are small
masterpieces of cantankerousness. Best of all 1s
thetitle track, a ruefully funnyrebuke to fans who
pine for the starry-eyed young mystic of “Astral
Weeks.” “I'mnotthat person anymore,” Morrison
sings. “I’m living in the present time / Baby, don’t
you understand /T left all that jive behind.” He
also turns in an eerie cover of “Saint James Infir-
mary,” updates “Moondance” with the catchy
“Once in a Blue Moon,” moves confidently from
acoustic folk (“Little Village”) to Stax-inflected
soul (“Get On With the Show”), and generally
demonstrates that his museis far from exhausted.

Morrison's Blue Note début is anchored in the
present; Al Green’s seemschained to the past. “I
Can’t Stop,” his first albumof entirely secular
music in twenty-five years, pairs the singer with
Willie Mitchell, the producer responsible for
Green’s string of seventies hits. Mitchell reassem-
bled manyof the musicians whoplayed on those
records and even staged the reunionin the same
‘Memphis studio that theyused in the seventies.
This has all the makings ofa séance, but theresults
aren’t nearly haunting enough. Green has always
been a sublime interpreter; his covers ofWillie Nel-
son’s “Funny HowTimeSlips Away” and the Bee
Gees’ “How Can You Mend a Broken Heart” are
as central to his canon as anyof his own composi-
tions. Here, he writes or co-writes all twelve songs,
andit’s a mistake—they are earnest and sometimes
memorable, but none approach his finest work.

—Ben Greenman

  

 

ART
MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

METROPOLITAN MUSEUM

Fifth Ave. at 82nd St. (212-879-5500)—The
Philip Gustonretrospective preserves the shock of
the major painter’s late-career switch, around
1967, from a tremblingly sensitive abstract style
to raucous cartooning: gregarious Ku Klux Klans-
men,piled-up shoes and hairy legs, one-eyed
headslike lima beans in need of a shave. It was a
cultural departure as harshly significant as Bob
Dylan’s ar the Newport Folk Festival in 1965. “I
Gycecal weed ofall dee reyCase ad
of his former compunctions. Manypeople hated
the change, which putthe artist’s eloquent touch
and color atthe service of an abject vision. Who
knew that late Guston would turn out to be the
most influential American painting of the last
guattercentury? Through Jan.4 ¢ The tremen-
lous El Greco retrospective celebrates art his-

tory’s No.1 troublemaker, the Cretan icon painter
whogot sophisticated in Venice and Rome and
then, settling in Toledoin 1576, hit his stride as
a pictorial mystic and rhapsode of the Counter
Reformation. His absolute originality—or weird-
ness,if you prefer—inspired Picasso and Pollock
and still feels rawly new. The show emphasizes
El Greco’s more conventional, first-rate portrai-
ture, but his vertiginous incarnations of ecclesi-
astical dogma are the main event. Their pictorial
method (ascending figures elongate like blobs
in a Lava lamp)suggests upside-down gravity.
Through Jan. 11. ¢ “Bravehearts: Menin Skirts”
looks at the manycultures in which men‘wear
skirts and the various uniformly unsuccessful at-
temptsof fashion designers to add theitem to the
wardrobes of the menin this culture. Through
Feb. 8. ¢ In “Treasures of a Lost Art: Italian Man-
uscript Painting of the Middle Ages and Renais-
sance,” King David, enclosed in the round ofa let-
ter “Q” and wearing what appears to be red long
johns, lifts his foot from a noose and raises his
eyes to heaven. Heisillustrating Psalm 24:15:
“For He shall pluck myfeet out ofthe snare.” The
showpresents a hundred and one illuminated
leaves, cuttings, and volumes, with a focus on in-
troductorycapitalslike that “Q” from a fifteenth-
century Veronese breviary. The draftsmanship
isn’t alwaysperfect, but the color is, reminding
us why Dante placed a Bologneseillustrator in
the companyof Giotto and Cimabueon the wa
to paradise. Through Feb. 1. # When the Fren
diorama artist Louis-Jacques-Mandé Daguerre
invented a way to make one-of-a-kind photo-
graphs onsilver-plated copper, the rage for da-
guerreotypes became so intense that five and a
half tons of silver were used by Parisian plate-
makers in a single year. (The mania ended with
the invention of photographic paper, in the mid-
eighteen-fifties.) “The Dawn of Photography:
French Daguerreotypes, 1839-1855,” an exhaus-
tive and, at times, exhausting show, features a
hundred’ and seventy-five works, from stil-lifes
tostreet scenes to portraits of well-known fig-
ures like Eugene Delacroix (looking maniacal)
and Victor Hugo(looking crabby). Near the end
of the show, a selection of female nudes is fol-
lowed bya dog, a bull, a horse, and a prosthetic
limb, as if to say that all subjects are equal be-
fore the camera's neutral gaze. Through Jan. 4. +
“Dreams of Yellow Mountain: Landscapes of Sur-
vival in Seventeenth-Century China.” Through
Jan. 25, + In the twenties, Paul Klee (1879-1940)
produceda series of chromatically and geometri-
callyinventive abstractions that have come to be
knownas “magic squares.” Culled from the Met’s
Berggruen Klee collection, this group of glowing
grids is accompanied by a second body of work
based on shimmering curtains of dots, kabbalis-
tic symbols, and experiments with architectural
motifs. Mixing gouache, printer’s ink, and oil,
the small pictures emit a full blast of the mis-
chievous, synesthetically musical spiritualism that
Brice© coe an taepane
ber of the modernist pantheon, Through Dec. 7.
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(Open Tuesdays through Sundays, 9:30 to5:30,
and Friday and Saturday evenings until 9.}
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART (MOMA ONS)
33rd St. at Queens Blvd., Long Island City (212
708-9400)—LiamGillick’s wall painted with in-
tertwining bands of ochre, brown, and orange
transforms the museum’s entrance intoa crossbe
tween a Scandinaviandesign center and a corpo.
rate lobby. The image suggests a magnified dia-
gramof fibre-optic cable, whichis fitting, since the
project was originally conceivedfor a Norwegian
telecommunications company, Near the ticket
counter, a painted aluminum cube is suspended
fromthe ceiling, linedwithtext from B. E. Skin-
ner’s “Walden Two.”If the connection between
the two works seems tangenual, that’s the point:
distraction anddiversion arecentral to Gillick’s
project, which sneaks his complex and subversive
theories of post-utopian social space (you can find
his articulate explanationof this in a museum
brochure) into objects that have thepolish and ap.
peal of mass-produced design. Through Dec. I.
(OpenThursdays through Mondays, 10to 5, and
Friday eveningsuntil 7:45.)
GUGGENHEIM MUSEUM
Fifth Ave. at 89thSt. (212-423-3500)—“James
Rosenquist” is a pinball machineof a retro-
spective, gracing the museum’s ramp with two-
dimensional equivalents of rackety lights and
bumpers. Theearly Pop work, which uses billboard-
painting technique tocreate surrealistic montages
of slightly outdated magazineimagery,feels im
mortal. It nails a recurrenteffect of modernity
therolling blind spot of the recent past. Bigger,
slicker later paintings succumb to mere razzma
tazz. But Rosenquist carns blanket forgiveness on
the strength ofhis classic “F-111”(1964-1965), a
multi-panelled wraparound work, eighty-six fect
long,that distills the madnesses of the nineteen
sixties with supple, violent majesty. Somepeople
deemit the Great American Painting. Others have
yet to lookatit sufficiently. Through Jan. 25
Saturdays through Wednesdays, 10 to
Fridays, 10to8.)

  
 

 

 

  

 

 

  

 

The EasyStar All-Stars perform “Dub Side ofthe Moon,”at $.0.B.’.

WHITNEY MUSEUM OF AMERICAN ART
MadisonAve. at 75th St. (212-570-. 676) —Two
rettospectives, of the drawings of Arshile Gorky
and thepaintings of JohnCurrin, throughFeb.15
andFeb. 22, respectively. # At the end of Lothar
Baumgarten’s film “The Origin of the Night,”
which seems to present ninety-cight minutes of
thejunglein semi-darkness, a legend(in German)
appears onthe screen: “Shot in theforests of the
Rhine, 1973-77.”It isn’t a surprise, exactly. The
trancelike pieceis filled with ripplingwaters, heavy
greenvines, and mighty trees, with a soundtrack of
ambient chirps and croaks. But viewers also see
rubber tires and discarded scraps of plastic inter-
rupting the apparent rain-forest lushness; at one
point airplanes gooverhead, Baumgarten com
posed a faux Amazon inhis own polluted back
yard, turning an abjectly familiar vista exotic.
Through Novy, 30. # “Beside the Rose: Selected
Works by Jay De Feo.” Through Feb. 29. (Open
Wednesdays through Thursdays, and weekends,
11 to 6, and Fridays, 1 to 9.)
BROOKLYN MUSEUM OF ART
EasternParkway (718-638-5000)—ContemporaryMurranoJews in Portugalcelebrating holidays in
hiding; Argentinean mothers of the disappeared;
Purim masqueraders in China and Africa; large
family groups fromEthiopia, Yemen, India, Vene-
zuela, and Hong Kong; denizensof Birobidzhan,
the Jewish Autonomous Region, established by
Stalin in 1934; Jewish hawkers of Catholic sou-
venirs outside St. Peter’s, where hereditary licenses
goback totheeighteenth century; female rabbinical
students in NewYork City; boys from the Hebrew
Academy of Las Vegas—the Diaspora includes
them all, and“The Jewish Journey: Frédéric Bren-
ner’s Photographic Odyssey” presents their por
traits in ctisply documentarian black-and-white
ThroughJan. 11. (Open Wednesdays through F
days, 10 to 5; Saturdays and Sundays, 11 to
NEW MUSEUM OF CONTEMPORARY ART
ANNEX SPACE
391 Broadway (212-219-1222)—*Corporate
art collection” doesn’t quite conjure visions of
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cutting-edge brilliance, but since its inception, in
1998, the Altoids Curiously Strong Collection
has done an impressive job of acquiring work by
smart young artists, (Altoids promised the collec-
tion, which includes pieces by Barnaby Furnas,
Gregory Green, Rachel Harrison, and Julie Meh
retu, to the New Museum in 2000.) A greatest-
hits Selection of works byits nowfamous alumni
is on view, along with this year’s acquisitions.
New standouts include Patrick Jacobs’s wall-
mounted fish-eye lens, which peeps into a sug-
gestive doll-house space, and Wayne White’s bi-
zarre alpine scene, which is overpainted with
giant letters singing the praises of “Heinies N’
Shooters w/Hotties at Hooters.”
Through Nov. 30. (Open Wednes-
days through Sundays, noon to 7.)
 

GALLERIES-UPTOWN

Unless otherwise noted,galleries
are open Tuesdays through Sat-
urdays, from around 10 or 11
to between S and 6.

JOSEPH CORNELL

Cornell’s popularity, like that of
Frida Kahlo, can work against him.
But eventhose who regard him as
Miss Havisham with a hobbywill
be hard pressed to dismiss the daz-
ling works in this litele show. To
celebrate the artist’ centennial,the
gallery has borrowed twenty rarely
seen shadow-box constructions
froma private collection. Some are
surprisingly minimal (an empty
grid painted moon-white looks
like a fugitive from an Arte Povera
exhibition). But most contain the
artist’: trademark found objects—
marbles, lunar maps, birds—in
careful arrangements. Through
Jan. 16. (Feigen, 34 E. 69th St.
212-628-0700.)
GABRIEL OROZCO

The apparently haphazard but po-
eticallybalanced assemblage (made
from,say, dryer lint, or oranges) is a
specialtyfor Orozco, though on oc-
casion healso presents splashy,
highly finished objects (like a Ping”
Pongtable with a built-in lily
pond). His new show falls in be-
tween, with abstract sculptures
madefrom lightweight expansion
foam. The swooping, arclike shapes,
poured and grafted together, suggest wings, bones
neSeeWererncaa
pended like mobiles from the ceiling are among
the most beautiful things Orozco has made. Two
othersets of less resolved and mostly floor-based
pieces fail moreoften thanonemight wish.Still, the
spirit of exuberant experimentflows throughout.
ThroughNov. 22. (Marian Goodman, 24 W. 57th
St. 212-977-7160.)

Short List

JANET MALCOLM
Lori Bookstein Fine Art, 50 E. 78th St.
212-439-9605. Through Nov. 26.
RUTH MARTEN
Baumgold, 74 E. 79th St. 212-861-7338.
Through Nov.29.

  

GALLERIES—CHELSEA

ANNE CHU
Chu’s thrown-together-looking, puppetlike figures
in wire, fabric, and wood—tribal, medieval, or oth-
exwise quaintin reference—are absurdly enchanting.
You expect to find them twee, but you never get
around to it. The vigor and surprise of the artist’s
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hand—welding the wire armatures, sewing and em-
broidering the fabric, carving the wood with little
chain saws—generate a mysterious urgency. The fig-
ures seem caughtin a process ofbeing imagined; they
havea future in your thoughts. Presiding high on one
wall, a black bronze raven that retainsthe soft look
of its woodyorigins might,if it could, intone on the
show's behalf, “Evermore.” Through Dec. 20. (303
Gallery, 525 W, 22nd St. 212-255-1121.)
—. V. DAY

Spectacular sculpturalinstallations, spotlighted or
blacklighted in black rooms, by an artist who is
known for being preoccupied with aeronautics
and underwear. Hereintimate apparel joins mono-

 

“The Puppeteer,” byAnne Chu, at303 Gallery.

filament and eggs in hanging, stalactitic masses of
wet-looking glass andfibreglass, with stalagmitic
masses on the floor beneaththem. Off by itself
in a darkened room, the suspended shape of a
stealth fighter plane, about ninefeetlong, is traced
in fluorescent-green monofilament. It’s so lovely
that one forgets to feel menaced, Through Dec. 20.
(Urbach, 526 W. 26th St. 212-627-0974.)
RAOUL DE KEYSER

This septuagenarian Belgian artist could be paint-
ing’s answer to Richard Tuttle, given his fascination
with the poetryof mysterious forms andhis de-
ceptively humble approach. Indeterminate shapes
(loosely based on scrapsof linoleum salvaged by
the artist in his studio) hover over shimmering
grounds, at times suggesting the jagged shards of
Clyfford Still superimposed on a luminousfield by
Rothko. Through Dec. 6. (Zwirner, 525 W. 19th
St. 212-727-2070.)
SHIRAZEH HOUSHIARY

TheLondon-based Iranian paints whispery, near
monochrome abstractions in off-whites and grays
thataim toinduce meditativestates. Her techniques
include exposing the weaveofthe canvas and ap-
plying patterns of tiny graphite marks, and the ef-
fectis both subtle and pushy,like Vija Celmins gone
large-scale and evangelical. A four-monitor video
installation, “Breath,” presents animated clouds
ofpale glitterings thar wax and wane in time to

 

vocalized religious texts in different languages. Can
oneenjoy the showwithout buying into the artist’s
afflatus? Not really. This art requires the loan of
your soul. Through Dec. 20. (Lehmann Maupin,
540 W. 26th St. 212-255-2923.)
JOHN WESLEY
‘Thecartoon painter, now seventy-five years old, un-
covers new enigmatic whimsies in his dead-flat man-
net. Somefeature Utamaro geishas and Dagwood
Bumstead: Dagwood naps on his couch while a bare-
breasted geisha performs ablutions, or a straitjack-
eted Dagwood yells whena geisha spills a drop from
her drinking bowl.In another picture, girl blows to
dry polish on the nails ofthree (count “em) fect. Out-

lines arecrisp andcolors equable, as
always with Wesley. His improbable
blend of surrealism and minimalism
remains refractory in contemporary
art—an uninvited guest whois, at
tumes, thelife of the party. Through
Dec. 13. (Fredericks Freiser, 504
W. 22ndSt. 212-633-6555.)
“FAST FORWARD: TWENTY

YEARS OF WHITE ROOMS"

In 1983, the artist-rungallery White
Columns openeda space, White
Rooms, which showcases artists not
tepresented by a commercial dealer.
“Fast Forward” surveys the work of
twelve artists who have been shown
there, including some whowenton
to stardom(John Currin and Glenn
Ligon,for example). All ofthe artists
are represented by a recent work and
one from theirfirst exhibition. It
bodes well for the next twentyyears
that the new piece by the most recent
alum—Lisa Sigal’s macho-delicate
installation ofwallboard, joint com-
pound, andethereal patches of
color—merits best in show. Through
Dec. 7. (White Columns, 320
‘W. 13th St. 212-924-4212.)

Short List

NANCY SPERO.
Galerie Lelong, $28 W. 26th St.
212-315-0470. Through Dec.6.

  

GALLERIES—
DOWNTOWN

MATTHEW BUCKINGHAM

‘Transposinga scenariofrom Edgar
Allan Poe, Buckingham’s 16-mm.
film “A Man of the Crowd” fol-

lows a young man whoinexplicably but assidu-
ously tracks another, older fellowthrough the
streets of Vienna. Thegallery installation is a dev-
ihshlysimple affair. Thefilm is projected through
a hole in the wall and then on a mirror—making
theechoes and doublings literal. Through Dec.
20. (MurrayGuy, 453 W. 17th St. 212-463-7372.)
MARK LOMBARDI

Integrate corporate flowcharts with notes scribbled
on a napkin by a private eye and you might ap-
proximatethe drawings of Lombardi, a conceptual
artist whowas poised for stardom when he com-
mitted suicide, in 2000. He worked with the details
ofscandals like the collapse of the Bank of Credit
and Commerce International (B.C.C.L) and the va-
garies of George W. Bush’s Harken Energy com-
pany, creating claborate pencil-on-paperdiagrams
that are delicatelycalibrated retinal delights.
‘Through Dec.18. (The Drawing Center, 35 Woos-
ter St. 212-219-2166.)

Short List

VITO ACCONCI
Schachter/Rove, 132 Perry St. 212-807-6669.
Through Dec. 14.
RICHARD MERKIN

Wickiser, 568 Broadway. 212-941-1817.
Through Nov. 29. ‘A
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GALLERIES-BROOKLYN

“MEMORY AND DISAPPEARANCE:

RECENT THAI ART"

This group showfeatures four artists, Manit Sri-
wanichpoom is represented byhis “pink man,”
who sports a Liberace-style suit and is photo-
graphed standing forlornly in a variety of settings;
Satoru Chayavichitslip imagines the anthrax virus
as a honeycomb-hke sculpture with skulls at-
tached. Prapon Joe Kumjim best illustrates the ex-
hibition’s tide with ersatz versions of his family’s
lost Super-8 home movies. Sutee Kunavichay-
anont’slife-size inflatable white elephant lies onthe
floor like a graveyard trophyuntil visitors huff and
pod and Vow lan up, Thecuele Dee1. (Me
menta Art, 72 Berry St. 718-218-8058.)

 

ROBERT ADAMS

The documentaryvalue of Adams’s austere black-
and-white landscapes ofthe American West is usu-
ally somewhat overwhelmed bytheir artistry and
technical precision, His documentary side is more
apparentin the fifty-two vintage silver prints in
“No Small Journeys: Across Shopping Center
Parking Lots, DownCity Streets,” pictures taken
between 1979 and 1982in a Denver suburb, near
the RockyFlats nuclear-weapons plant. Theyscem
offhand, even random, but patterns emerge: moth-
ers lugging their toddlers dot the asphalt land-
scape like trees, and everyone wears an expression
halfway between weariness and resignation. The
images of men striding purposefully down side-
walks in the unsparinelateafternoon light bring
to mind,surprisingly, Philip-Lorca diCorcia’s por-
traits of pedestrians lost in cityscapes. Through
Dec. 20. (Marks, $23 W. 24th St. 212-243-0200.)
LEN JENSHEL / DIANE COOK

Spectacular and witty scenes from aquariums, taken
by a husband-and-wife team. Jenshel’s bright color
pictures are best when they capture the fantasy
and absurdity inherent in the aquarium experi-
ence. In one, a wan blonde in a shimmery mer-
maid costume skids underthe surface of improba-
bly blue waters in another, a blandlydressed couple
is reflected in the wall of a tank that is aglow with
anemones and sea urchins. Cooks slighty furry,
juietly mysterious black-and-white photographs
fewonCeeaeaacGay
ronments—gogele-cyed flounders, as still and gray
andstartling as a bas-relief; a shark, its head craning
toward the surface; and, best ofall, ina three-panel
image, a fleet of jellyfish who seem to plummet
through the water's silverydepthslike parachutes.
Through Dec. 20. (Klotz/Sirmon, 511 W. 25th St
212-741-4764.)
NIKKI S. LEE

Lee is nominally the photographer of her work,al-
though the pictures are taken by an assistant, since
Lee is also the subject, andit’s hard to be in two
places at once. In earlier projects, she assumed the
identity of a seniorcitizen, an East Village punk, a
lesbian, a Latina homegurl, and a dark-skinned hip-
hopdiva. For her new large-scale color prints Lee
staged quiet scenes in which she does thingslike
ride in the back of a taxi, visit an aquarium, and
stand on a rock overlooking a wooded vista. She
chopped the prints in half, climinating her com-
panions, traces of whom remain in disembodied
hands or fragments of a leg or a tattooed and band-
aged arm. Through Dec. 20. (Tonkonow, 535
W. 22nd St. 212-255-8450.)
ART SINSABAUGH

Sinsabaugh, whodied in 1983, at the age of fifty-
nine, hasn’t had a solo show for nearly twenty
years. Thirty-cight of his landscapes are gathered
here chiding Several trademark panoramas of
Midwestern farmland, made with a large-format
camera. Sinsabaughstudied under, then taught
alongside, Lézl6 Moholy-Nagyand Harry Calla-
hanat Chicago’s Institute of Design—the “New
Bauhaus”—in the fortiesandfifties. Hefell for the

 

   
   

“banquet camera,” which used twelve-by-twenty-
inch film, and created some of the mostdetailed
images since the demise of the daguerreotype. In
onelandscape, from 1962, a barn overlooks a
cemeteryrendered so clearlythat you can read the
names onthe gravestones. Through Dec. 13.
(Greenberg, 41 E. 57th St. 212-334-0010.)

Short List

JAMES CASABERE

Kelly, 528 W. 29th St. 212-239-1181.
ThroughDec.6.
TOM HUNTER
Yancey Richardson, 535 W. 22nd St.
646-230-9610. Through Nov. 29.
BILL JACOBSON

Saul, 535 W. 22nd St. 212-627-2410.
Through Nov. 29.
WOLFGANG TILLMANS.

Rosen, 525 W. 24th St. 212-255-8450.
Through Dec. 20.
 

  
SOTHEBY'S

Nov. 19 at 7 and Nov. 20 at 10:15a.When Jack-
son Pollockspokeof “the greatest painting in North
America,” he had in mind a fresco from 1930 by
the Mexican muralist José Clemente Orozco (whom
Pollock liked to call “the real man”). Orozco’s “Pro-
metheus” (alater work based on thatfresco), like
so many pieces in this auction ofLatin-American
art work, exemplifies the rich conversation that
Latin-American painters and sculptors have main-
tained with the rest of the world. Wifredo Lam’s
nineteen-fifties Afro-Cuban Cubism, for instance,
was admired (and influenced) by Bicasso, while
the Mexican artist Betsabeé Romero’s “Autocon-
struido,” a Volkswagen built like a shantytown
hovel, speaks to North American Pop art with a
pronounced regional accent. # Nov, 22 at 10 A.M.
and 2: Wines from the Harter-familycellar. (York
‘Ave. at 72nd St. 212-606-7000.)
CHRISTIE'S:

Nov. 19 at 10 A.a Latin-American art. # Nov. 25
at 10 A.M. and 2: Thelate naturalist and adver
turer Russell B, Aitkenlived among the Ojibwe In-
diansin northern Canada and wandered across the
African continent, but this auction will concen-
trate on the tamer side of his interests: eighteenth-
and nineteenth-century European furniture, sculp-
ture, and decorative arts from his Newport summer
mansion, ChampSoleil, and from his New York
studio apartment. (20 Rockefeller Plaza, at 49th
St. 212-636-2000.)
SWANN

Nov, 20 at 10:30 a.m: The conjunction of art and
verse can make for a powerful aesthetic experi-
ence, one well represented in this sale of art, press,
andillustrated books that includes a “Divine
Comedy” illustrated with a hundred color wood-
cuts by Salvador Dali and a folio of three poems
by the Mexican poet Octavio Paz accompa-
nied by lithographs by Robert Motherwell. ¢ Nov.
21 at 10:30 4.4: Contemporary prints, draw-
ings, and mixed-media works by such artists as
Twombly, Johns, and Rauschenberg.(104 E. 25th
St. 212-254-4710.)
CONNOISSEUR'S ANTIQUES FAIR

Bibelots, furniture, pamtings, and prints are to be
found among the wares of fifty-one dealers, in
styles ranging from medieval French and Native
‘American to Heian-period Japanese. (69th Regi-
ment Armory, Lexington Ave. at 25th St. 212-
§32-1516. Nov. 20-23.)
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Fedderly (another début), and Kurt Moll; James
 Levine conducts. (Nov. 19 at 7:30 and Nov. 22 at

1:30.) # Halevy’s “La Juive,” with Soile Isokoski,
Neil Shicoff, Elizabeth Futral, Eric Cutler, and Fer-
ruccio Furlanetto; Marcello Viotti. (Nov. 20 at 8.) +
Herbert Wernicke’s magical 2001 production of
Strauss and Hofmannsthal’s “Die Frau Ohne Schat-
ten,”a grandiose fairy-tale opera about fertility, fate,
and the responsibilities of marriage, has returned
withits original star, Deborah Voigt, whose sump-
uous singing overcomesthe opera’s absurd drama-
turgy. Deborah Polaski is the Dyer’s Wife, Julia
Juon is the Nurse, and John Horton Murray and
‘Wolfgang Brendel are the heroicallyhapless menin
their lives; Philippe Auguin, (Nov. 21 and Nov. 24
at 7:30.) #“La Boheme,” with Elena Evseeva, Emily
Pulley, Aquiles Machado, and Mariusz Kwieciens
Daniel Oren. (Nov, 22 at 8 and Nov. 25 at 7:30.)
(Metropolitan Opera House. 212-362-6000.)
NEW YORK CITY OPERA
“Don Pasquale,” with Angela Turner Wilson,
Bruce Sledge, Michael Chioldi, and Peter Strum”
mer(in thetitle role); George Manahan conducts.
(Nov. 19 at 7:30 and Noy, 22 at 1:30.) # City
Opera's longtimeproductionof “Turandot” m:
ages to provide abundant spectacle without a lot
of expensive clutter to upstage its excellent cast,
which features Patricia Stevens (as Turandot), Ok”
sana Krovytska (as Lit), Philip Webb (as Calaf),
and Seth Malkin (as Timur); Manahan, (Nov. 20

0 and Nov, 23 at 1:30.) # Jonathan Miller’s
rollicking production of “The Mikado,” featuring
TonnaMiller, Kathryn Cowdrick, William Fergu-
son, Richard Suart, and Jan Opalach; Gerald Stei-
chen. (Nov. 18 at 7:30 and Nov. 21-22 at 8.) (New
York State Theatre. 212-870-5570. These are the
final performances of the company’s fall season.)
TEATRO GRATTACIELO
This small company devotes its annual perfor-
mancetoreviving the half-forgotten operasbythe
little masters of verismo. [ts latest production,
“Guglielmo Ratcliff,” may beits most daring res-
cue mission yet. Critics have not been kind tothe
work, which would have been Mascagni’s first
completed opera had notthe writing of “Cavalleria
Rusticana”—and the subsequent fameit brought—
got in the way. But the piece, a blood-drenched
love storyset in the Scottish Highlands, does fea
ture a number ofinspired melodies, which in Grat-
tacielo’s concert performancewill be sung bya cast
led by the tenor LandoBartolini; Alfredo Silipigni
conducts. (Alice Tully Hall. 212-721-6500. Nov.
25 at 8.)

   

  

 

 

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES

NEW YORK PHILHARMONIC
Gianandrea Noseda,the principal guest conductor
ofSe. Petersburg’s Mariinsky Theatre (where
Valery Gergiev rules the roost), makes his Phil-
harmonic début with a program that nicelyjoins
his present with his past. Prokofiev's rarely per-
formed Third Symphony is preceded byShostako-
vich’s Cello Concerto No.1 (with Truls Mark) and
Stravinsky's “Monumentumpro Gesualdo di Ve
rosa,” the Russian composer's Apollonian tribute
to his Dionysian forebear. (Nov. 19-20 at 7:30
and Nov. 21 at 2.) # Roberto Minczuk, the Phil-
harmonic’s associate conductor, makes his sub-
scription début with a programofLigeti, Wagner,
Mozart (the Horn Concerto No. 4, withthe re~
doubtable Philip Myers), and Brahms (the Third
Symphony). (Noy. 22 at 8 and Nov. 25 at7:30.)
(Avery Fisher Hall. 212-875-5656.)
ORCHESTRE DE PARIS
The orchestra ofthe city that once spurned the be-
nighted Berlioz, music’s ultimate Romantic, brings
its bicentennial celebrations to NewYork in apair
of concerts conducted by Christoph Eschenbach.
Nov. 20 at 8: A big program ofexcerpts from
“Les Troyens” (with the mezzo-soprano Michelle
DeYoungsinging the roles of both Didoand Cas-
sandra) and “Roméo et Juliette.” # Nov. 21 at 8:
The Symphony No.4 (“Italian”), by Mendelssohn-
Bartholdy, the French composer's more conserva-
tive colleague, makes an appearance on an other-

  

wise all-Berlioz program that celebrates his love of
Italy: the tone poem/concerto “Harold in Italy”
(with the violist Tabea Zimmerman)and the “Ben-
venuto Cellini” and “RomanCarnival” Overtures.
(Carnegie Hall. 212-247-7800.)
AMERICAN SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA:

"THE NEOCLASSICAL MIRROR™
Stravinsky’s Violin Concerto (with Patricia Kopat-
chinkskaja as soloist) is the centerpiece of Leon
Borstein’s latest concert adventure with his versa-
tile orchestra. The composer's rigorous yet nostal-
gic masterpieceis buttressed with works by two of
the worthier minorfigures (both Hungarian) of the
interwar era: Leo Weiner’s Concertino for Piano
and Orchestra (with Dénés Varjon) and Dohanyi’s
SymphonyNo.2 in Major. (Avery Fisher Hall.
212-875-5030. Nov. 21 at 8.)
NEW YORK COLLEGIUI
“THE DRESDEN VIRTUOSI"

Andrew Parrott’s top-drawer period-instrument
band (guest-directed by the oboist Stephen Ham-
mer) reaches back tothe world of eighteenth-century
Dresden tohighlightovertures and concertos by
such composers as Fasch, Zelenka, andJ. C. Bach.
(Holy Trinity Lutheran’ Church, W. 65th St. at
Central Park W.212-717-9246. Nov. 21 at 8.)
GREGG SMITH SINGERS
The choral conductor Gregg Smith, whohas de-
votedlysupported American music for almost half
a century, will be honored bythe American Com-
posers Alliance at his latest concert, a typically
eclectic mix of Brahms, Beeson,Ives (his settingsof
Psalms42 and 67), Rorem,and others. (St. Peter’s
Church, Lexington Ave. at 54th St. 914-376-8899.
Nov. 22 at8.)

   

  

 

RECITALS

AARON COPLAND WORKSHOP CONCERT

Michael Tilson Thomas, the conductor-piansst
who, as Leonard Bernstein’s prize pupil, can claim
his place as a guardian of the “American sound,”
begins the first of two seasonsof “Perspectiv
concerts at Carnegie Hall with a workshop on the
music of Copland.In the public concert that con-
cludesthe sessions, Thomaswill be joined by the
sopranoSonya Gabrielle Baker, the singers of Can-
tori New York, and other artists,performing ex-
cerpts from “Appalachian Spring” along with
thornier works like the pianotrio “Vitebsk”and
the Piano Variations. (Zankel Hall, Carnegie Hall.
212-247-7800. Nov. 19 at 7:30.)
CHAMBER MUSIC SOCIETY OF LINCOLN
CENTER: "DOUBLE EXPOSURE”
TheApollo PianoTrio(featuringtheviolinist Cur-
tis Macomber) plays works by two jazz-influenced
contemporary composers, Richard Festinger and
David Schiff best known, pethaps, for his writings
onElliott Carter), repeating the’short program
after anintermission reception. (Rose Studio, Lin-
coln Center. 212-875-5788. Nov. 20 at 6:45.)
COLLEAGUES IN CONCERT

Aclutch of friendsfrom the Met Orchestra gather
for music by Schubert (including the String Quin-
tet). (Lang Recital Hall, Hunter College, Park Ave.
at 68th St. 212-772-4488. Nov. 20at 7.)
STEPHEN HOUGH
TheEnglish pianist, renowned forhisfleet and
decorous style, offers a recital of Liszt (“Susse,”
from “Années de Pélerinage”), Hummel, and Cho-
pin. (Zankel Hall, Carnegie Hall, 212-247-7800.
Nov. 20 at 7:30.
ALAN FEINBER IAYDN RECONSIDERE!
‘Twogreat piano sonatas (Nos. 30 and 33) bythe
“composers’ composer” par excellence form the
pillars of Feinberg’s Miller Theatre program,
which also includes music by Schubert (the Im”
promptu in G-Flat Major) and by two contempo-
rary composers, Judith Weir and MauncioKagel.
(Columbia University, Broadwayat 116th St. 212-
854-7799, Nov. 20at8.)
WILLIAM FERGUSON
The young tenor, the winner of the 2003 Alice
TullyVocal Arts award, makes his début at Alice
TullyHall with songs by Schubert and Britten
(the Thomas Hardy cycle “Winterwords”), as

   

  



 

TABLES FOR TWO.

SCHILLER'S LIQUOR BAR

131Rivington St. (212-260-4555)—When Keith
McNally, of Balthazar and Pastis, expanded his
bistro empire to the Lower East Side, in August,
the Zip Code gotits first standing limoline. With
tile walls, low pressed-tin ceilings, clouded mir-
Fore ciel metecopped bles, chiles leks
like a Parisian bar from the set of Baz Luhrmann's
“La Bohéme,” and it draws a well-heeled crowd
that slaps down platinum cards to pay modest
prices for McNally’s bistro-style fare.

The food arrives quickly. The watercress salad,
confettied with pear shavings, walnuts, and blue
cheese,is fresh andplayful; the wholesliced avo-
cado is voluptuous, drizzled in vinaigrette. The
main dishes—such as steak frites, which comes
with béarnaise sauce or au poivre, or the swordfish
with lemon and mint—are well-seasoned outside,
juicy inside. A dense,sticky toffee pudding comes
drenched in warmcaramel. In keeping with the
delusion that the restaurant's guests are working-
class bonsviveurs, McNally serves wine in bottles
labelled “Cheap,” “Decent,” and “Good.”

Although the place seethes like Times Square
on New Year’s Eve,the wait staff doesn’t drop the
orders. Onerecent night, Max, a twenty-six-year-
old waiter who went to Benn and lookslike Mont-
gomery Clift, discussed the clientele as herefilled a
glass with “Decent” red wine.“Geraldo was here
yesterday,” he said. “And Martha comes here.”
Stewart? “Yeah.” But he’s notstarstruck. “I like
the regular customers,” he said. “We get a lot of
downtown girls with uprown guys in business
shirts and jeans fromfive years ago.”

The regular customers can be found at brunch,
where the menu is both traditional and inventive:
the Welsh rabbit, with a layer ofStilton covered
in sharp cheddar, is served bubbling hot on a piece
of chewy, sour brown toast and topped with a
roasted tomato slice. Andat brunch, unlike at din-
ner, they can get a table without having to wait for
two hours. (Open weekdaysfor breakfast, lunch,
anddinner, and weekends for brunch and dinner
Entrées $11-$22.)

—Liesl Schillinger
 

well as music byanother youngJulliard alum-
nus, MasonBates. (212-721-6500. Nov. 20 at 8.)
MITSUKO UCHIDA AND FRIENDS

Thepianist concludes her Carnegie Hall concerts of
music from both the First and Second Viennese
Schools, a repertory that sheplays with uncommon
lucidityand grace. Nov. 21 at 7:30: The tenor Ian
Bostridge, the conductor Esa-Pekka Salonen, and
other eminent musiciansjoin Uchida for music by
Webern, Berg (the Chamber Concerto), and Schu-
mann, (Zankel Hall.) # Nov. 24 at 8: Uchida goes it
alone in Beethoven’s last three piano sonatas.(Isaac
Stern Auditorium.) (212-247-7800.)
KITCHEN HOUSE BLEND

The performance center’s resident cross-cultural
chamberband plays newly commissioned works by
the avant-jazz pianist Vijay Iyer, the post-Hendrix
guitar guru John King, andthe electronica sound
artist Marina Rosenfeld. (512 W. 19th St. 212-255-
$793. Nov, 21-22 at 8.)
MUSIC FROM MARLBORO

‘The current cream ofthe crop from the summer
chamber-music series (including the pianist Anna
Polonsky and the violinist Timothy Fain) play
works by Mozart,Ravel, and Schumann(the Piano
Quinet). (Metropolitan Museum,Fifth Ave. at
82nd St. 212-570-3949,Nov. 21 at8.)
MIRROR VISIONS ENSEMBLE

Tom Cipullo’s “Secrets,” a big new song cycle
on poemsbyLinda Pastan,is the highlight of the
vocal ensemble’s latest concert, which also fea-

tures songs by Richard Lalli and Christopher Berg.
(Elebash Auditorium, CUNY Graduate Center,
365 Fifth Ave. 212-289-6720, Nov. 22 at 5.)
MAKING MUSIC: OLIVER KNUSSEN

Modernism’s most lyrically astute practitioner is
feted with an evening of his chamber works, some
ofwhich (like “Songs Without Voices” and “Hums
and Songs of Winnie the Pooh”) are already ac-
knowledged masterpieces. Theyare performed bya
renowned groupof Knussen fans thatincludes the
sopranoLucy Shelton and thecellist Fred Sherry.
(Weill Recital Hall, Carnegie Hall. 212-247-7800.
Noy. 22at 7:30.)
FRIENDS & ENEMIES OF NEW MUSIC.

Gloria Cheng, a renowned new-music pianist, is
the star in an’ evening of instrumental works by
Carter (including “Night Fantasies”), Druckman,
Harbison, and others. (Tenri Cultural Institute,
43A W. 13th St. Nov. 22 at 8. Tickets at the door)
GARRICK OHLSSON

The pianist—a big guy whose clearheaded curiosity
is matched warhraeetietess ailecteiitiane
combines the decadent creations of Scriabin (in-
cluding “Flammes Sombres”and the Sonata No.5)
with relatively chaste works by Haydn, Handel,
andBeethoven (the Sonata No. 32 in C Minor).
(Avery Fisher Hall. 212-721-6500, Nov. 23 at 3.)
MUSIC BEFORE 1800:

“THE AMOROUS LYRE

La Monica, a vibrant young early-music band
from the West Coast, makes its New York début
with a program of works by Monteverdi, Castello,
Marini, and the hittle-known Tarquinto Merula,
for whom its members share a special passion.
(Corpus Christi Church, 529 W. 12ist St. 212°
666-9266. Nov. 23 at 4.)
JUPITER SYMPHONY CHAMBER PLAYERS
The pamstIya Iun and thecellist Mark Kosower
are featuredin a program of Mozart, Mahler (the
Piano Quartet), and Schubert (the Piano Trio No. 1,
Op. 99). (Good Shepherd Presbyterian Church, 152
W. 66th St. 212-799-1259, Nov. 24 at 2 and 7:30.)
BO SKOVHUS AND ANDREAS HAEFLIGER

‘Thedashing baritone andhis accompanist offer a
gencrouslevering ot Woll (a bevy ofGostie end
Fichendorff songs), Strauss, and Martin (the Six
Monologues from “Jedermann”) at Zankel Hall.
(212-247-7800. Now. 25 at 7:30.)

 

 

ABOVE AND BEYOND

READINGS
Nov. 19 at 8: Robert Creeley and Jennifer Mox-
ley read from their poetry. (The Poetry Project,
St. Mark’s In-the-Bouwerie, Second Ave. at 10th St.
Tickets at the door.) # Nov.20 at 6: Edith Grossman |
joins the poet AlastairReid for a reading and dis-
cussion her new translation of “Don Quixote.”
(Amencas Society, Park Ave. at 68th St. 212-249-
8950.) #Nov. 24 at 8: GarrisonKeillor and Calvin
Trillin offer selections from their latest novels. (92nd
StreetY, Lexington Ave. at 92ndSt. 212-415-5500.)
TALKS

Nov. 19 at 6:30: The London-basedarchitect
Charles Jencks discusses “The Garden of Cosmic
Speculation,” his new book detailing the fascinat-
ing thirty-acre landscape he designed in Scotland
with his late wife, Maggte Keswick. (Urban Center
Books, 457 Madison Ave., between SOth and Sist
Sts, 212-935-3592.) # Nov. 20 at 6:30: The music
critic andNew Yorker writer Alex Rossinterviews
Esa-PekkaSalonen, the music director of the Los
Angeles Philharmonic. (The Jewish Museum, Fifth
‘Ave. at 92nd St. 212-423-3337.) #Nov. 20 at 6:30:
The South African novelist J. M. Coetzee, who re-
centlyreceived the Nobel Prize in Literature, offers
a lecture titled “As a Woman Grows Older.” (Ce-
leste Bartos Forum, New York Public Library, Fifth
Ave. at 42nd St. 212-930-0855.) # Nov. 20 at 8:
The entomologistMay Berenbaum and the writers
Oliver Sacks, Diane Ackerman, and Natalie Angier
join the noted field biologist Thomas Eisner for a
multimedia presentation celebrating his work and
the publicationof his magnum opus,“For the Love
of Insects.” (Angel Orensanz Foundation, 172
Norfolk St. Tickets at the door)  
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MOVIES
OPENING

ACTS OF WORSHIP
Avvérité drama about a young Manhattan drug ad-
dict. Directed by Rosemary Rodriguez. Opening
Nov. 21.(Village East Cinemas.)
THE BARBARIAN INVASIONS

Reviewedthis week in The Current Cinema, Open-
ing Nov. 21. (Lincoln Plaza Cinemas and Sun-
shine Cinema.)
THE CAT IN THE HAT
‘Mike Myers plays the mischievousfeline, in a live-
action adaptation of the Dr. Seuss story. With Alec
Baldwin, Kelly Preston, and Dakota Fanning. Di-
rected by Bo Welch. Opening Nov. 21.
GOTHIKA

MathieuKassovitz directed this thriller, in which a
criminal psychologist (Halle Berry) has no mem-
ory of a murder she may have committed. With
Penélope Cruz and Robert Downey, Jn Opening
Nov. 21.
EL LEYTON

A dramasetin a Chileanvillage about two fisher-
men who love the same woman. Gonzalo Justini-
ano directed. In Spanish. Opening Nov. 21. (Quad
Cinema.)
21 GRAMS
Reviewed this weekin The Current Cinema. Open-
ing Nov. 21. (Chelsea Cinemas, Empire 25, Lincoln
Square, NewYork Twin, andVillage Theatre VIL.)

FILM NOTES

DRUNKEN ANGEL

Akira Kurosawa’s savage and tender study of a bru-
tal TB-riddled yakuza (Toshiro Mifune) and anide-
alistic, alcoholic doctor (Takashi Shimura) is dis-
tinctly Japanese but also absorbs Italian neorealism
and American urban melodrama. Set around an
unnatural bodyof water filled with debris, mosqui-
toes, and bubbling gas, its a bristling, brawl-heavy
account of survival in the slums of
postwar Tokyo. The doctor increas-
inglyidentifies with his patient as a
reflection of his own misspent youths
the gangster grudgingly realizes that
he must change his thuggish ways.
‘The movie's visceral and emotional
power and the passion behind its
eclectic elements (night-club riffs out
of noirs, a nightmare out of Dreyer)
transcendits repetitive, jagged struc
ture. Shimura 1s the first of Kuro-
sawa’s great worriers, and Mifune’s
performance, which can seem 0
scaled, attainsfierce beauty and clar-
ityin a jaw-dropping sequence of
violent redemption. Originally re-
leased in 1948. In Japanese—Mr-
chael Sragow (Thalia Theatre; Nov.
22-23.)
DUCK, YOU SUCKER

Thetwoleads, James Coburn and
Rod Steiger, are a plus anda minus—
like all the other major elements of
this odd yet fascinating Sergio Leone
spectacle, Cobum displays mastery
ease in the role of a fugitive LRA.
dynamiter whoblows things up for
PanchoVilla’s revolution, His sar-
donic presence helps cushion Stei-
ger’s excesses as a lusty Mexican
bandit who becomes a peasant hero
by mistake. Thefirst section boasts
a breezy brand of shock that resem-
bles postapocalyptic sci-fi. Steiger
and his gang waylay a deluxe stage-
coach and attack an insulting, sexu-
ally frustrated noblewoman; Coburn
announces himself with an explo-
sion and putters into thefilm out of
nowhere, on a motorbike. Between
patches of pulp-Shavian debate, the
rest of the movie hasthelyric reck-
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AtFilm Forum, RodSteiger in “Duck, You Sucker. _

lessness about violent men and their haunted pasts
that would flower a dozen years later in Leone’s
“Once Upon a Time in America.” Originally re-
leased in 1972. This version features twenty minutes
of restored scenes—M.S. (Film Forum; Nov. 21-25.)
ELEPHANT

GusVan Sant’sfascinating, mysterious, semidocu-
mentary meditation on the Columbine massacre
is notvery satisfying, but it’ still something to
see. Van Sant andhis cameraman, Harris Savides,
gently but persistently pad after one student and
then another at a nameless school, photographing
casual encounters from various points of view.
The multiple versions of the sametrivial event
suggest the utter contingency of the disaster: one
teen-ager turns in a certain direction and avoids
thekillers, two others donot. For Van Sant, what
matters1s the dailiness of school sociallife—gos-
sip, flirtations, hazing—in which time and se-
quence countless than states of being. He punctu-
atesthe banalschool scenes with beautiful shots of
scudding clouds anda darkening sky, asif all of

   

eternity were contained in a passing moment when
children die—David Denby(Reviewedin ourissue
of 10/27/03.) (Angelika Film Center, BAMRose
Cinemas, and Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.)
HIGH PLAINS DRIFTER
As filmmaker and star, Clint Eastwood, in this
mind-fogging 1973 Western,exploits the combina-
tion of deadpandirectorial perspective and pseudo-
atmospheric visuals that in future years would cause
manyof his rudderless shipsto be hailed as vehicles
of discovery. In thetitle role, Eastwood enters a re-
mote mining town and within minutes rapes a
woman and kills off three gunslingers. The latter
act,at least, makes him justthe fellowthe townsfolk
think they need to protect them fromthe vengeance
of another deadlytrio; what emerges, partly through
ghostly flashbacks, 1s a tale of corruption and cow-
ardice on the part of almost everybody. Eastwood
fills out the storywith such a high level of oddity
(the drifter appoints a dwarf as sheriff and mayor)
and abstraction (he ultimately renames the town
Hell) that it begs to be taken as a parable. But of
what? Maybe the shaky underpinnings of frontier
industry, or pethaps just big thudding conceptslike
Fate—M.S, (BAMRose Cinemas; Nov. 24.)
THE HUMAN STAIN

Robert Benton, the maker of such muted films as
“Nobody's Fool,” has nowturnedhis attention to
the somewhatlouder material of Philip Roth, whose
infuriated tale of love in the age of Kenneth Starr
was published in 2000, Anthony Hopkins is Cole-
manSilk, born black, but pale of skin, who, with
smarting irony, is hounded from his post as a pro-
fessor Oflassifor an allegedly act renark Tis
lover, who sweeps floors and milks cowsfora living,
is played by Nicole Kidman,whose bearing, ynfor-
runately for Benton, becomes morearistocratic with
every passing film.The miscasting is completed by
Gary Sinise, whotakes the part of Nathan Zucker-
man, oneof Roth's roster of stand-ins. The result
is calm, wintry, and plaintive—in other words, a
world away from the novel. Thatis no crime, but
Benton’s decorous approachleaves the movie floun-
dering in implausibilities. With Wentworth Miller
as the younger (and more compelling) Silk—An-

thony Lane (11/3/03) (Chelsea Cin-
emas, Cinema 2, Empire 25, Lin-
coln Square, and Union Square.)
INTOLERABLE CRUELTY

‘Waggling his eyebrows and smiling
broadly, George Clooney does some
of his most self-confidentacting
yet as a sharp Los Angeles divorce
lawyer, and Catherine Zeta-Jones
is suitably deadpan as a voracious
beauty who marries wealthy men
andthen finds spurious reasonsto
dump them and take their money.
‘As these twolock horns, this Coen-
brothers movie seems, fora while, to
bethe kind ofglossy, high-style dia-
logue comedyfrom the forties that
both celebrated and satirized heart-
less people with a gift for gab. But
then the Coensfall into their usual
goony-bird comedy games, and,
though someof the jokesare funny,
they are funny ata much lowerlevel.
Geoffrey Rush has a good bit atthe
beginning as a Hollywoodsleaze
who likes to sing alongwith his car
radio.—D.D. (Empire 25, First &
62nd Cinemas, OrpheumVII, and
Union Square.)
KILL BILL—VOL. 1

Tn this Quentin Tarantino fantasy
stiche of samurai and martial-arts

Fins, the rank of a body, is head
lopped off, will spurt blood like a
fountain. We know that the non-stop
violenceis not meantto be real: for
starters, the blood looks like cran-
berryjuice. Yet Tarantino is working
in a photographic medium, and the
real-world associations are not so
easyto shrug off, Tarantino’s hero-
ine, Uma Thurman,kills another fe-
male warrior in front of the woman’s
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litlegirl, and the child doesn’t react. Tarantino wants
the shock of a mother killed in front of her daughter
withoutthe audience undergoing anydiscomfort at
all. The movie is what’s formally known as deca-
dence and commonly known as crap. Saying thatit’s
an homageto long-established genres in Hong Kong
doesn’t reduceits pop-nihilistic stupidity. Some of
the sequences have a scintillating visualflair, but you
come outfeeling nothing ar all. And thisis onlythe
first half—D.D.(10/13/03)(Battery Park 16, 42nd
Street E Walk, Kips Bay Theatre, Lincoln Square,
19th Street East 6, Orpheum VIL, Sutton 1 and 2,
34th Street Theatre, and Village Theatre VIL.)
LOONEY TUNES: BACK IN ACTION

Don’t worry, it’s much better than “Space Jam.”
Joe Dante, a big fan of Chuck Jones and all things
Looney, directed this silly adventure that properly
places Bugs and Daffy at center stage. For the
grownups, he’s packed the film with inside jokes
that pay homagenotjust to Warner Bros. cartoons
(Speedy Gonzales, alas, is having trouble finding
workin these politicallycorrect times) butto all of
movie history. For the kids, there’s plenty of good
old-fashioned mugging and make-believe violence.
Thehuman actors, led by BrendanFraser, blend in
well withtheir animated co-stars, although there’s
still that nagging problem of eye contact. More
troublesomeis the pacing: Dante packs the movie
with enough clamorous action to tax even the most
hyperten-year-old. Still, a fewsequences—like a
se through the paintings at the Louvre—display

a surreal creativity worthy of Master Jones him-
self—Michael Agger (Battery Park 16, East 86th
Street Cinemas, Empire 25, Kips BayTheatre, Lin-
coln Square, New York Twin, 34th Street Theatre,
andVillage East Cinemas.)
MASTER AND COMMANDER:

THE FAR SIDE OF THE WORLD

Finally, the work of Patrick O’Brian arrives onscreen.
Twoof his twenty Jack Aubrey novels have been
requisitioned for this newPeter Weir film: instead of
receiving a gentle introduction, we are launched
straight into a fogboundfirefight, and from there
into a race around Cape Horn. The casting of Rus-
sell Crowe as Aubrey will divide the fans; he can
handle the swayof actionwith aplomb, but O'Brian
readers mayflinch at his sullen air and pine for the
bluffness of the original, Paul Bettanydoes a delicate
job with the role of Stephen Maturin, Jack's best
and cleverestfriendwe sense his quiet eagerness—
commonto the work of Weir and O'Brian—to
press on toward the darker reachesof the world and
discover more. For all the foul weather, and despite
the charming amputation scene, wefeelourselves to
be in good company with these men, and strangely
jealous of their packed and salted lives.—A.L.
(11/17/03) (Battery Park 16, Chelsea Cinemas, East
85th Street, 84th StreetSixplex, Empire 25, Kips
Bay Theatre, Metro Twin, 64th and 2nd, 34th
Street Theatre, Union Square, and Ziegfeld.)
THE MATRIX REVOLUTIONS
In thefinalinstallmentof the “Matrix”trilogy, the
directors Larry and Andy Wachowski have made
the intricacies of the original movie (the play be-
tweenactual and simulated reality) secondaryto
the main events of spectacle, fighting, and stun-
ningly wooden dialogue. At its best, the picture
is violently exciting; at its worst, banal and mo-
notonous. Morethan ever, the plot's conventional
science-fiction elements (man vs. machine) are in
the foreground, The movie maybest be described
asan enormously sophisticated version of the 1953
George Pal classic, “The War of the Worlds.”Seri-
ous fans—call them Matricians—will spend hours
debating the apocalypse as revealed by the Brothers
Wachowski. Butif you ignore the wilder specula-
tive meaningsinspired by the series, there remains
a halfway palpable idea: in a period in which gi-
gantic corporations and entire governments devote
themselves to promoting made-uprealities, people
maygenuinely wonder what world they are living
in. With Keanu Reeves, Hugo Weaving, Carrie-
Anne Moss, Laurence Fishburne, Jade, Pinkett

z Smith, and Cornel West—D.D. (11/10/03) (Astor
Plaza, Battery Park 16, Chelsea West, Cinema 1,
84thStreet Sixplex, 42nd Street E Walk, Kips Bay

§ Theatre, Lincoln Square, Metro Twin, Orpheum
S VIl, 34th Street Theatre, and Union Square.)
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Naomi Watts in ‘21 Grams.”

MY ARCHITECT

A traditional quest, superblytold. Nathaniel Kahn
seeks to understand the life of his father, the archi-
tect Louis I. Kahn, a task made even moredifficult
bythe fact that Kahn had three separate and coex-
isting families: a wife and two mistresses with one
child aptece. For his part, Nathaniel was anillegiti-
mate sonand only eleven whenhis father died; his
interviews are laced with raw, uncut feeling for a
man he never really knevi. Throughout the docu-
mentary, heuses Kahn’s buildings (beautifully pho-
tographed) as a kind of wedgeintohis father’s mo-
tivationsand personality. He discovers that Kahn's
more famous contemporaries, like I, M. Pei, appear
haunted by his career: is it better to have designed
three or four unexampled buildings, as Kahn did,
or to have had a successful, high-profile architectural
practice? Pethaps more surprisingly, the womenin
Kahn’s life don’t regret the way he treated them.
Anne Tyng, Kahn’s co-worker and mistress, ex:
plams her affectionthis way: “The ideas that you
workontogether connect you always somehow.”
In the end, Nathaniel’s homage to his father dem-
onstrates what it was like to be caughtin his cre-
ative whirlwind.—M.A.(Film Forum.)
MYSTIC RIVER
Clnt Eastwood's sombre masterpiece, from a novel
byDennis Lehane (Brian Helgelanddid the adap-
tation), is about a working-class Catholic commu-
nity Bostonheld in thrall byan old crime, Back in
the seventies, oneof three eleven-year-old boys who
were close friendswas taken awayby two men pre-
tending to be cops and sexually assaulted for days
before he finallyescaped. Butit turns out that Dave
(Tim Robbins) never escaped at all. Twenty-five
yearslater, he is still shrouded in dreams and terror,
andhis two friends, Sean (Kevin Bacon), a homicide
detective, and Jummy(Sean Penn), an ex-con who
runs a cornergrocery, stil feel the shame of not
helping him. When Jimmy’s nineteen-year-old
daughteris murdered, the three are uneasily brought
back together again. The movie's feeling for the
neighborhood milieu is so convincing because

 

there’s nodistinction betweenbackground and fore-
ground—everything we see (faces, living rooms,
back yards, weather, battered old cars) is dramat-
ically relevant. Eastwooddirects in a gray, end-
of-daylight and with a minimumof camera rheto-
ric; he lets the script and the actors do the work.
Penn does a few semi-psychouc soliloquies in which
hetakes off into the stratosphere, joining Marlon
Brandoas one of the great tragic actors of the
screen.—D.D. (10/13/03) (Battery Park 16, East
86th Street Cinemas, Empire 25, Kips Bay Theatre,
Lincoln Square, 19th Street East 6, 64th and 2nd,
34th Street Theatre, and Village Theatre VIL.)
PIECES OF APRIL

Katie Holmes continues to distance herself from
her “Dawson’s Creek”past, in this sensitive drama
written and directed by Peter Hedges. The apple-
cheeked actress surrounds her eyes with mascara
and slumps her shoulders as April, a rebellious
daughter living a shabby-chiclife style onthe
Lower East Side. Her transformation works, for
the most part, but the movie's realcenter of gravity
is Patricia Clarkson, as April’s mother, suffering
from breast cancer. It’ a challenging role; Hedges
wrote the character as someone whocan nolonger
tolerate sympathy, and Clarkson manages to ex-
press vulnerability along with the dry, caustic witof
a.woman whohas made her reckoning with death.
Themovie has April reuniting with her mother for
Thanksgiving, but irs not a depressing or cheaply
sentimental story. With Oliver Platt, Alison Pill,
Alice Drummond, and Derek Luke'lending fine
support as family and boyfriend. Shot on digital
video, in a style that is sometimes claustropho-
bicM.A.(Lincoln Square and Sunshine Cinema.)
SCARY MOVIE 3 +
‘Thelatest installmentin the profitable series of
horror-movie spoofs is also the first not written and
directed bythe ftfully brilliant, if uneven, Wayans
brothers. Instead, the movie marks a return to an
earlier era of kitchen-sink comedy: the director is
David Zucker (“Airplane!,” “The Naked Gun”),
and Pat Proft, his longtime collaborator, 1s one of
the manywriters credited on the project. While the
original “Scary Movie” was practically a scenc-by-
scene lampoon of the already parodic “Scream”
franchise, this one, in classic Zucker fashion, 1s
far more scattershot: it mocks the entire oeuvre
of M. Night Shyamalan, the death-by-videotape
shocker “The Ring” (one of the most inspired se-
quencesis a parody ofthat film’s creepyblack-and-
white movie-within-a-movie), and eventhe hip-hop
Horatio Alger story “8 Mile,” which isn’t a horror
movie unless you happen to be Eminem's mother.
The spiritis willing, but the materialis never quite
there, despite game performancesfrom AnnaFaris,
Charlie Sheen, Queen Latifah, Leslie Nielsen, Jenny
McCarthy. Pamela Anderson, George Carlin,and the
Michael Jackson impersonator Edward Moss.—Ben
Greenman(Battery Park 16, Chelsea Cinemas, East
86th Street Cinemas, Empire 25, Kips Bay Theatre,
Lincoln Square, Sutton | and 2, 34th Street Theatre,
and Union Square.)
SCHOOL OF ROCK

Fans of Jack Black, your cup runneth over, He
plays Dewey Finn,’a mediocre but enthusiastic
guitarist who bluffs his way into a substitute-
teachingposition at an exclusive private elemen-
tary school. AAtfist, the job is purgatory, but then
it’s paradise: some of the fifth graders turn out to
beskilled classical musicians, and soon Black be-
gins instructing them in the finer points of power
chords. The movie nostalgically celebratesthe lib-
erating powerof classic rock—the way it could im-
part coolness to all true believers. The kids are
cute, andtheir acting, for better or worse; belongs
to the amateurish tradition of “The Bad News
Bears.” Mike White’s somewhat(for him) generic
script sets the stage for Black to cut loose. The
actor has a knack for moving his body in funny
ways, and he sings and prances for the camerain a
risky and aerobic performance. Joan Cusack offers
fine support as the tightlywound principal. Rich-
ard Linklater directed, with his trademark touch of
conveying milicu—M.A. (42nd Street E Walk,
Kips Bay Theatre, Lincoln Square, New York
Twin, 19th Street East 6, Orpheum VIL, and Vil-
lage Theatre VIL)
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SHATTERED GLASS

Ifyou are searchingforthe defintiveillustration ofa
tempest in a teacup, look no further. The writer and
director Billy Ray has filmed the story of Stephen
Glass, the young reporter whoforged factsina string
ofpieces that he wrote for The NewRepublicin the
late nineteen-nineties. Glass is expertly played by
Hayden Christensen as a puppyish geek, digging him-
selfintoever devper holes, Cam's clipe or de tie
were Michael Kelly (Hank Azaria), who wasfired in
the midst ofthe Glass farrago, and then Chuck Lane
(Peter Sarsgaard), whofired Glass himself. Insiders
may lap this stuff up, but visitors from the outside
worldwill wonder what the fuss is about, and the
movieis scripted, shot, and scored with such undying
solemnity that fits of shamefulgigeles may be heard
in cinemas across the land. With Chloé Sevigny, nat-
urally, as one of Glass’s fellow-reporters—A.L.
(11/3/03) (Angelika Film Center and Pans.)
THE STATION AGENT

The writer and directorTom McCarthyhas turned
his attention to a New Jersey backwater and come
up with something lyrical, taciturn, and stripped of
sentimentality. Peter Dinklage plays Fin, a dwarf
who inherits a cabinlike homebeside a railroad
track in Newfoundland, in Morris Count
lovestrains and not muchelse—hardlysurprising,
giventhat the world has shown him little more
than a laugh and a sneer—and he is none too
thrilled whenhis quiet spaceis invaded. Overtime,
though, he warms to the invaders: Joe (Bobby
Cannavale), loud and lonely, who sells coffee and
hot dogs from a neighboring van, and Olivia (Pa-
tricia Clarkson), a painter still mourning theloss of
a young son. Thethree of them fallin with one an-
other, thenfall out, then gradually fall back inslike
someofthe best short stories, the picture evades
grandeur, mature enoughto linger on what nearly
happens. None of the central performers put a
foot wrong, and McCarthytakes care not toinsist
that small is beautiful; rather, he and Dinklage
leave us reflecting that small can be angry, tired,

  

  

and tough.—A.L.(10/6/03) (Angelika Film Center,
BAMRose Cinemas, and Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.)
SYLVIA
If Mel Brooks had got his hands on the storyof Ted
Hughes and Sylvia Plath, we could have beentreated
to a chorusline of suicidal poets chanting “It’s a
gas!”Asitis, we must make do with this bleak ac-
countofintertwining lives. Plath(Gores Paltrow)
meets Ted Hughes (Daniel Craig) in 1956 and mar-
ries him shortly sheevand, to the polite consterna-
tion of her mother (Blythe Danner). The action
switches from a morose England to a bright and
bracing America, then back again;the second half of
the picture leads us through the plunging of Plath’s
moods, the publication of her poems, and her death,
in 1963. Thescreenwriter, John Brownlow, and the
director, Christine Jeffs, handle this material with pa-
tience and tact, and Paltrow is unafraid to showthe
sour and simmering side of her heroine. We come
awayconvinced of thepoets’ shared intensity, and
deeply relieved that weare able to observeit froma
safe distance.—A.L.(10/20/03) (Angelika Film Cen-
tet and Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.)

  

 

ALSO PLAYING

BUS 174

Village East Cinemas.
ELF

Battery Park 16, East 86th Street Cinemas,
Empire 25, Kips Bay Theatre, Lincoln Square,
19th Street East 6, 34th Street Theatre, and
Village Theatre VII.
IN THE CUT (10/27/03)
Empire 25, First & 62nd Cinemas,Kips Bay
Theatre, and Sunshine Cinema.
LOST IN TRANSLATION(9/15/03)
BAM RoseCinemas, Beekman, Chelsea
Cinemas, Empire 25, Kips Bay Theatre, Lincoln
Square, andVillage Theatre VII.

 

LOVE ACTUALLY

BatteryPark 16, Empire 25, Kips Bay
Theatre, Lincoln Square, 19th Street East 6,
72ndStreet East, 34th Street Theatre, and
Village Theatre VI.
TO BE AND TO HAVE (9/29/03)
CinemaVillage and Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.
 

THEATRE ADDRESSES

Unless noted,call 212-777-FILMfor show times.

Angelika Film Center, 18 W, Houston St.
AstorPlaza,44th St. at Broadway.
Battery Park 16, West St.at Vesey St.
Beekman, Second Ave. at 66thSt.
Chelsea Cinemas, 260 W. 23rd St.
Chelsea West, 333 W. 23rd St.
Cinemas1, 2, and 3, Third Ave. at 60th St.
CinemaVillage, 22 B.12thSt.(212-924-3363).
East 86th Street Cinemas,Third Ave. at 86th St.
84th Street Sixplex, Broadway at 84th St.
Empire 25, on 42nd St. near Eighth Ave.

(212-398-3939).
59th Street East Cinema, 239 E. $9th St.
First & 62nd Cinemas, 400 E. 62nd St.
42nd Street E Walk, 42nd St. near Eighth Ave.
Kips BayTheatre, Second Ave. at 32nd St.
Lincoln Plaza Cinemas, Broadway at 63rd St.

(212-757-2280).
Lincoln Square, Broadway at 68th St.
NewYork Twin, Second Ave. 66th St.
19th StreetEast 6, Broadwayat 19th St.
Orpheum VII, Third Ave. at 86th St. 5
Paris, 4 W, 58th St. (212-688-3800).
Quad Cinema, 34 W. 13th St.
72nd Street East, Third Ave. at 71st St.
64th and 2nd, Second Ave. at 64th St.
62nd & Broadway, 62 W. 62ndSt.
Sunshine Cinema, 139-143 E. HoustonSt
Sutton 1 and 2, Third Ave. at $7th St.
34th Street Theatre, 312 W. 34th St.
Union Square, Broadway at 13thSt
Village East Cinemas, Second Ave. at 12th St
Village Theatre VII, Third Ave. at 11th St.
Ziegfeld, 141 W. S4th St.

  

REVIVALS, CLASSICS, ETC.

Titles with a daggerare reviewed above.

AMERICAN MUSEUM OF THE MOVING IMAGE
35th Ave. at 36th St., Astoria (718-784-0077)—
Preview screenings, followed by a discussion with
the director. Nov. 19 at 7: “Big Fish” (2003, Tim
Burton). # Nov. 25 at “In America” (2003, Jim
Sheridan). ¢ “Cinema India.” Nov. 21 at 7:30: “Dil
Chahta Hai” (2001, Farhan Akhtar; in Hindi and
Urdu). ¢ Through Dec. 14: A Francis Ford Cop-
pola retrospective. Nov. 22 at 2: “Dementia 13”
(1963). # Nov. 22 at 4: “You're a Big Boy Now”
(1966). # Nov. 22-23 at 6:30: “The Godfather”
(1972). # Nov. 23 at 2: “The Rain People” (1969). +
Noy, 23 at 4: “Finian’s Rainbow”(1968).
ANTHOLOGYFILM ARCHIVES

32 SecondAve., at 2nd St. (212-505-5110)—Nov.
19 at 9:30: “Epidemic” (1987, Lars Von Trier; in
Danish and English). ¢ Nov. 19-23: “Mix 17,”
lesbian and gay experimentalfilm and video. The
seventeenth year of thefestival includes Barbara
Hammer's documentary “Resisting Paradise”
and short works by Viva Ruiz and Christopher
Westfall. See http:/iwww.mixnyc.org for a com-
plete schedule.
BAM ROSE CINEMAS

30 Lafayette Ave., Brooklyn (718-777-3456)—
“Cinema Tropical.” Nov. 19 at4:30, 6:50, and 9:10:
“Saturday”(2001, Juan Villegas;in Spanish). # Re~
cent films from Austria. Unless otherwise noted, all
films are in German, Nov. 20 at 7:30: Three short
films fromthe Vienna film academy. Nov. 21 at 2
and 7; “Elsewhere” (1998, Nikolas Geyrhalter). #
Nov. 22 at 2 and 6:50: “Hold-Up” (2000, Florian
Flicker). # Nov. 22 at 4 and 9: “The Piano Teacher”

  

  

 



(2002, Michael Haneke; in French). # Nov. 23 at 2

 

   

   

 

Martina Kudlacek). # Nov. 23 at 4
of War” (1997, Ruth Beckerman).
Nightmare: The 60s.” Nov. 24 at
9:10: “High Plains Drifter” (}). ¢ In Memoria:
John Schlesinger. Nov. 25 at 4:30 and 8: “Far ion
the Madding Crowd”(1967).
FILM FORUM
W, HoustonSt. west of Sixth Ave. (212 1
Nov. 19-20at 1:30, 3:30, 5:30, 7:30, and 9:30:
Vitelloni” (1953, Federico Fellini;in Italian) # Nov.
21-25 at2, 5:30, and 8:30: “Duck, You Sucker” (t).
FLORENCE GOULD HALL
$5 E. 59th St. (212-355-6160}—Through Dee. 2.
“Petits Bijoux,” underappreciated French films.
Nov. 25 at 12:30, 3:30, 6:30, and 9: “Monsieur
Gangster” (1963, Georges Lautner; in French).
GRAMERCY THEATRE

7 23rd St. (212-777-4900}—Through Nov.
30: “Global Lens: New Cinemafromthe Develop-
ing World.” Nov. 19 at 4: “Mango Yellow”(2002,
Claudio Assis). # Nov. 19 at 6:30, Nov. 20 at 4, Nov.
21 at 8, Nov, 22 at 1, Nov. 23 at 4:15, Nov. 24 at
6, and Nov. 25at 4: “Ticket to Jerusalem” (2002,
Rashid Masharawi; in Arabic and Hebrew). ¢ Nov.
20 at 2: “Khorma” (2002, filani Saadi; in At
bic). ¢ Nov. 21 at “Women’s Prison™
Manijch Hekmat; in Farsi). # Nov. 22 at 5: *
ing” (2001, Ju a
ish). # Nov. 22 at 9: “Margarette’s Feast”

    

    

  

 

   

   

   

      

  
  

   
  

  

  

  Bachir-Chouikh;in Ara
WretchedLives” (2001, Joel

Lamangan; in Tagalog). ¢ Through Jan. 31: “Mar-
garethe Von Trotta and New German Cinema.” All
filmsare in German. Nov. 21 at 2: “Céleste” (1981,
Percy Adlon). ¢ Nov. 23 at 7:45: “Marianne and
Julianne” (1981, Von Trotta). # Through Nov. 23:
AFrancesca Archibugi retrospective. All films are
in Italian. Nov, 21 at 6: “Tomorrow”(2000). +
Nov, 22 at 3: “By Nightfall” (1990). # Nov. 22 at 7:
“The Great Pumpkin” (1992). # Nov. 23 at 2:
“With ClosedEyes” (1994). # Nov. 23 at 6: “Shoot:
ing the Moon” (1998)
GUGGENHEIM MUSEUM

Fifth Ave. at 89th St, (212-423-3500)—Through
Jan. 14; Federico Fellin: retrospective. All films
are in Italian. Nov. 19 at 7: “La Dolce Vita”
(1960). # Nov. 21 at 7 and Nov.2 A}
riage Agency”(1953), “The Temptations of Doctor
Antonio” (1962), and “Toby Dammit” (1968). +
Noy, 22 at “Juliet of the Spirits”(1965).
SUNSHINE CINEMA

139-143 E. HoustonSt. (212-358-0573)—Mid-
night movies. Nov. 21-22: “Marathon Man”
(1976, JohnSchlesinger)
THALIA THEATRE

ny Space, Broadway at 95th St. (212-
\—An Akira Kurosawa retrospective.

All films are in Japanese. Nov. 22 at 2 and Nov
23 at 6:30: “Stray Dog” (1949). # Nov. 22 at
4:15 and Nov. 23 at 8:45: “Drunken Angel
(t). # Nov. 22 at 7 and Nov. 23 at 2: “Yojimbo”
(1961). # Nov. 22 at 9 and Nov. 23 at 4:
“Sanjuro” (1962).
WALTER READE THEATRE
Lincoln Center (212-875-5600}—Through Dec. 4:
“Another Russia: A Tribute to LenfilmStudios.” All
films are in Russian. Nov. 19 at 1, 5, and 8:50:
“Second Circle” (1990, Alexander Sok
19 at 3 and 7 and Nov, 22 at 7: “TheBeginning

0, Gleb Panfilov). # Nov. 20at 1, 4:45,
Alone” (1931, Grigory Kozintsev

‘auberg), # Nov. 20 at 2:45 and 6
from a Dead Man” (1986, Konstantin Lopushan-
sky). ¢ Nov. 21 at 1, 5, and 9 and Nov. 23 at
“Monologue” (1972, Ilya Averbakh). ¢ Nov. 21 at
3 and 7 and Nov. 22 at5: “Seven Courageous”
936, Sergei Gerasimov). Nov.22 at 9 and Nov.

24 at 1 and “Khroustalioy, 1!”(1998,
Alexei Guerman). # Nov. “October” (1928,
Sergei Fisenstein and Grigory Alexandrov). Nov.
23 at 3:15 and 6:45: “Living with an Idiot” (1993,
Alexander Rogozhkin). # Nov. 23 at 4:45 and Nov.
25 at 1: “Disa 977, Dinara Asanova). # Nov.
24 at 3:45 and 8:45 and Nov. 25 at 3: “MyFriend
Ivan Lapshin” (1984, Alexei Guerman).

bic). #Nov. 25 at  
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

COMMENT
UNCRAZY CALIFORNIA.

 5% prgra
n Mondayof this week, for the
first timein television (and Amer-

ican) history, a gubernatorial inaugura-
tion is to be carried live and coast to
coast on all three networks—CNN,
MSNBC,and FNC. NetworkTV ain't
whatit usedto be.Still, this is a notable
first. Even in California,it isn’t every
day that so singular a figure as Arnold
Schwarzenegger is solemnly invested
with supremeexecutive power, especially
under such astonishing circumstances.

Therest of the countrygota lot of de-
tisive laughs out of the California recall
election. It provoked a few rueful chuckles
in the GoldenState,too. Viewedstrictly
as a process, though,it functioned re-
markablywell. Andthetransition, which
manypeople quite reasonably expected to
be bumpy and rancorous, was smooth
andcollegial. Theinvoluntarily outgoing
governor, Gray Davis,hadevery right to
feelbitter at getting the boot just eleven
monthsafter being reélected. If he had

= goneall sullen and uncodperative, that
& wouldhave been only human (a category
$ he hasalways had troublefitting into, poor
eg8 guy). But hewas the soul of graciousness
8after his defeat; and Schwarzenegger, of

3 course,is a genial fellow. Perhapsthe big-
£E gest reasonfor the smoothness of the tran-
2 sition, though, was that Schwarzenegger

had wonthe election so convincinglythat
no one could quibble aboutthelegiti-
macy ofhis right to theoffice.
The size and clarity of the victory

cameas a surprise.The mostglaring flaw
in the design of therecall process is the
danger of a grossly undemocratic out-
come.A two-part ballot—thumbsup or
thumbs down on the incumbent, and
then,if it’s thumbs down,the awarding of
thejobto the first-place pluralitywinner
among,in this case, a hundred andthirty-
five replacementcandidates—created the
mathematical possibility of an election in
which theloser outpolls the winner by
better than fifty to one. “If Davisis re-
called,” the columnist George F. Will
predicted,“he probably will be replaced
by a governor who received substan-
tially fewer votes than were cast against

 

therecall.”Many observers agreed—me,
for example.(In a dispatch from Cali-
fornia for this magazine,I confidently
called that outcome “a near-certainty.”)
Thesepredictions were, to putit mildly,
wrong. On October 7th, Schwarzeneg-
ger got 4,203,596votes,or 48.6 per cent
ofthetotal. Thiswas more thanthe vote
for retaining Davis (4,006,021,or 44.6
per cent), much more than the vote for
Schwarzenegger's nearest rival, Lieutenant

Governor Cruz Bustamente (2,723,768,
or 31.5 per cent), and more, even, than

thevote for Davis in thelast regular elec-
tion (3,469,025, or 47.4 per cent). Nor did
the California recall have the undemo-
cratic taint of the 2000Presidential elec-
tion, in which, on top ofAl Gore’s half-
million-vote plurality over George W.
Bush, left-of-center candidates outpolled
right-of-center ones,fifty-one to forty-
ninepercent. In California, Republicans
ofvariousstripes amassed well oversixty
percent.

Governor Davis and his supporters
portrayedtherecall asa cynical attempt to
overturn a democratic election,likening it
notonly to Floridain 2000 butalso to the
Clinton impeachmentandthis year’s Re-
publican redistricting coupin Texas. The
public, rightly, found these parallels un-
convincing. It’s one thing to overturn an
election by meansof a judicial ukase, a
partisan parodyofa trial, or an orgy of
gerrymandering.It’s another to overturn
an election bymeansofanotherelection.
Therecall did indeedoriginateas a cyni-
cal Republican power grab—andit ended
as one, in that Republicans have now

grabbed power in Sacramento. But along
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the wayit also tumed outto bea pretty
good exercise in American democracy.
‘Theattentionofthe public andthe press
was riveted,even before Schwarzenegger
entered the race.The issues got a thorough
airing. And voter turnout was high—
twenty percent higher than in the regular
gubernatorial election the year before.

In theearly stages of the recall cam-
paign,it wasn’t just partisan Democrats
who grumbledthatthe whole process was
inherently mischievous. George Will
called it “vandalism.” The Washington
Posts David S. Broder, the Yoda of the
political press corps,called it a “perversion
of representative government.” In the
wake of Schwarzenegger's victory, talk
ofactually repealingtherecall provision
of the California constitution—which
was added in 1911 anduntil this year
hadnever been used against a statewide
officiaH—has died away. But there is a
move afoot to tinkerwith it. Mark Ridley-
Thomas, a Democratic state legislator
from Los Angeles, is pushing an amend-
ment that would eliminate the replace-
mentballot,letting the lieutenant gover-
nortake over after a successful recall. It’s a
well-meaning proposal, butits main ef-
fect, besides robbing the process ofmuch
ofits interest, would be to turn recall
into a face-off between two incumbents,
the governorandthelieutenant governor,
whoin California are separately elected.

Here's betterway: choose the replace-
mentnotbypluralitybutby instantrunoff
voting. Under L.R.V., voter lists as many
candidates as heor she wishes in orderof
preference.In the counting, the electoral
computer dropstheleast popular candi-
dates, one byone, andinstantly recounts
the votes for the candidates who remain
until one ofthem accumulates an outright
majority. That way, the boobytrap of the
existingrecall process—thestrong possi-
bility that an incumbent whois unaccept-
able to a small majority will gettraded in
for a challenger whois unacceptable to a
large majority—would be eliminated,
while its advantages would be left intact.
(Under LR.V.,by the way, Schwarzeneg-
ger would still have won. He would have
received fewer first-place votes, but the in-

stant runoffs would probably have ended
upgiving him a two-to-one majority.)
A recall election like California's is

exciting, dramatic, andfun, with or with-
out an action star heading thecast.
(Schwarzenegger boycotted the cam-
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paign’s kickoffTV debate, butit scored
high in the ratings anyway.) The heavy
media attention somewhatreduces the
importance ofpaid advertising and, there-
fore, of money. Voter turnoutsoars. Be-
cause there are multiple candidates instead
ofjust two, mudslinging, which discred-
its the slinger as well as the spattered,
is riskier; and, becausethe range ofviews
on offer is wider, debateis livelier, This
recall was a Technicolor, special-effects-
crammed, Austro-American version of a
British snapelection.It featured the pop-
ulist equivalentofa vote ofno confidence,
and the campaign,like campaignsin Brit-
ain, was blessedly short—justeighty days,
still plenty oftimeto allowvoters to make
an informedchoice withoutforcing them
to make politics a way oflife. Add the
LR.V. tweak, and the California circus
would be a modelforusall.

—Hendrik Hertzberg
 

DEPT. OF OVERSTATEMENT
ROOM WITHOUT A VIEW

 

   

 

et’s say youre lookingto dropfifteen
for twenty million on a condoin the

new, twin-toweredTimeWarner Center,
on ColumbusCircle.What might you be
getting? Four orfive thousandsquare feet,
for a start. His and hers marble bath-
rooms. Ten-footceilings, nine-foot win-
dows.A “world-class location.”The “most
commandingviewofanyresidences over-
looking Central Park.” Thelist of perks
and amenities goes on. But now, if your
bedroom faces north (as most do), you'll
get the addedprivilege ofwakingup each
morning to personal greeting from Don-
aldTrump: “Your views arentt so great, are
they?Wehavethe rea/ Central Park views
andaddress! Best Wishes, ‘The Donald.”

By“we,” the Donald means hisTrump
International Hotel and Tower, which
looms, tall and dark,just across the round-
about from Time Warner. His taunt
comes in the form offour banners affixed
to the topfloors ofits south-facingside.
With double-take and a squint,you can
read it from thestreet, and from the
upper-floor windows of the new Time
Warnercondos it is impossible to miss,
more prominent even than theiconic

Christopher Columbus statue outfront.
“Weare on Central ParkWest,”Trump

said last week.“Our address is No. 1 Cen-
tral ParkWest. They are not on Central
Park, although they advertise that they
are.”The developers of theTimeWarmer
Center have namedtheir southern tower
One Central Park, despite a postal ad-
dress of 25 ColumbusCircle. “They're
not anywhere near Central Park,”Trump
continued, “What has happened is that
people have goneuptotheir apartments
for the first time, and they've looked at
whatthey purchased. Andthey're aghast
at what they see, because they see the
back of my building”

‘Trumphas point. If TrampInter-
national is “less than a stone’s throw”
from the Park, accordingto the standard

sales pitch (anditis), then the residences

at One Central Parkare fairlymore than
a longjavelin toss away, and are sepa-
rated from itby someof the most treach-
erous pedestrian traffic crossings in the
city. By distance-from-grass, the Time
Warner condoshave no more claim to a
Central Park ID. than an apartment
building on,say, 112th Street and Adam
Clayton Powell Boulevard.

Truth in advertising, of course, has

never been a strength of thereal-estate
business. One may recall the “Simpsons”
episode in which Marge goesto work as
areal-estate agent and learns to substitute
“motivated seller” for “that house is on
fire.” This is especially true inNew York,
where Trumphas refined the embellish-
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“Let Halliburtonclean it up.”

ment game, most famously with his
World Tower, over by the United Na-
tions.It is ninety storiestall, as the ele-
vators claim, onlyif you skip eighteen
numbers along the way. (“I call it truthful
hyperbole,”Trumponce said of his mar-
ketingphilosophy. “It’s aninnocent form
of exaggeration.”) The Time Warner
Center,followingsuit, offers penthouses
on the eightieth floor, even though,if
you countfrom the groundup,the build-
inghasonly fifty-three stories.
Trump International, for its part,

used to be the Gulf& Western Build-
ing. It was white,forty-four stories tall,
andsituated at 15 ColumbusCircle. In
the mid-nineties, Trumprefashionedit
as a luxury tower. The white exteriorwas
replaced by sleek dark glass; the obliga-
tory gold “T's” were etched andinscribed
wherever possible. Whenit opened, in
January of 1997,it had fifty-twostories
(“Manhattan’s most stunning views”)
and“the most important newaddressin
the world”: No. 1 Central ParkWest.
A recentvisit to a fifty-first-floor pent-

house apartment of Trump's (price:
twenty-one million) confirmed one of
the basic claims: the views are undeniably
“awesome”and “unobstructed.”A repre-
sentative of theTimeWarmerCenterlast
weekrefused to offer a comparativeview.
Forfiftydollars, however, it was possible
to buy a ticket to “Rooms with a View
of Central Park,” a design exhibit spon-
sored by ArchitecturalDigest and held on
the seventy-third (ie., forty-sixth) floor
of One Central Park. On Wednesday
afternoon,several dozen interior-design
buffs ambled through twoelegantly fur-
nished condos with such varied luxuries as
leather floors and television in the gen-
tleman’s closet.

In the “Library Dining Room,”which
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featured framed proverbs from William
Blake (“Theroad ofexcess leads to the
palace of wisdom’; “You never know
whatis enough unless you knowwhatis
more than enough”), a group of well-
dressed womengathered near the win-
dow to take in the view. Competing for
their attention with thetrees in Central
Park was a mess ofsatellite dishes and
antennae planted atop Trump Interna-
tional, and the boastful sign.

“Isn't it horrible, that he said that?”
one woman exclaimed.

“You know,ifyoujust keep thecurtain
pulled one-third of the wayacross, then
you don't have to seeit,” another replied.
“You'd still get to see the skaters,” she con-
tinued,pointing east, away from Trump's
tower,in the directionofWollman Rink.
“Andthefall foliage—isn’t it gorgeous?”

—Ben McGrath

 

NASHVILLE POSTCARD
CASH ON TAPE

 

Ieyou've been thinking about Johnny
Cashsincehis death, two months ago,

you might have been thinking of him as
the guy whowrote andrecorded dozens
ofhits that weren'trockand roll, country,
rockabilly, or pop butall those things at
the sametime. You mightbethinking of
him as the singer whoissaid to have in-
furiated Richard Nixon by performing
the anti-authority song“WhatIs Truth”
at the White House. You mightthink of
him as one of the Highwaymen, with
Willie Nelson, Kris Kristofferson, and
WaylonJennings, or asthe son ofa cot-

ton farmerfrom Arkansas who watched
the womeninhis family weep over the
damagethatpicking cotton didto their
hands. You might think of him as a
drunk and a drug addict who owned up
to his problemsandgotclean.

You might not think ofJohnny Cash
asa historiographer, but hewas one,in his
way, as his autobiography, “Cash,” dem-
onstrates. Hediscusses, at some length,

differingversionsnotonlyof events in his
ownlife (for example, dismissing the
calumnythat hewas a hotel-roomtrasher)
butof largerevents, including the Lewis
and Clark Expedition, about which he
read extensively, concluding, “People’s ex-
periences and memoriesare so subjective.
tmakes youwonderaboutthe whole idea
of‘historical fact.” Asa historiographer-
verging-on-epistemologist, Cash might
have beeninterested in the memorial
concert and tribute to him at the Ryman
Auditorium, in Nashville, last week—a
tribute that included performances by
Rosanne Cash, Willie Nelson, Kris Kris-
tofferson, GeorgeJones, and Sheryl Crow,

and speeches by Tim Robbins,the eve-
ning’s master ofceremonies, andAl Gore.
Hewould havebeen interested because
CountryMusic Televisionwas taping the
event for broadcast, and, as often hap-
pens whentelevision covers a live music
event, thelive event becomeslessreal, less
alive—ina way, less historical—than the
artifact cobbled from it. At the entrance
to the auditorium, ticket-holders were
greeted bythe usual legal-release placard:
“This event is being taped for broadcast
ontelevision. If you do not wish to ap-
pear in this broadcast”—with your hair
a fright, mistress in tow, brown necktie,
or playing hooky from yourbusiness din-
net, the implication goes—“you should
notattend this event.” Before the show
started, a disembodied voice asked the

audience to ignore “the call of nature”
during the speeches and musical num-
bers, so that shots of the hall would not
catch peoplegettingup andsitting down.
Whatensued was sort of half-Surrealist,
half-Cubist musical presentation: widely
interspersed songs (the “concert” lasted
four anda halfhours); sepulchral silences;
informal banter amongthe participants;
TV cameras on boomsrepositioning
themselves like mantises; artificially pro-
duced fog, which protectively humidified
the acoustic instruments, shrouding long,
eerie blank periods onstage while theTV
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crew readieditself for the next number;
flubsbyTim Robbins that heredid on the
spot(he kept pronouncing“phone”as “fe-
unne,”like Inspector Clouseau). At one
point, Robbinshadtodeliver a phantom
re-introduction of Jones, Kristofferson,

and Nelson, who had started the show,
with “Big River,” and the audience,

withoutbeing cued,gave a standing ova-
tionto the arrival onstage of nobodyatall.
Like so manyextras, people knew what
they were supposedto do. It felt as though
all involved—audience, singers, speak-
ers—were shuffling aboutin television's

warehouse, waiting to be assembled and

shipped into televised reality. “Tim, we
love you,” someoneshoutedfrom thebal-

cony during lull. “I hopethey keep that
in theTV show,” Robbins replied. (Well,
it’s here, at anyrate.)

Butthe photographsof Cash, behind
the performers, and the anecdotes about

him,and the complex and moving speech
his daughter Rosanne madenear the end
of the evening—and,fourorfive times,
the musicitself—cutthrough the Matrix-
like atmosphere with the kind of authen-
ticity and unexampledindividuality that

 

ON THE BALL

Officially, administration officials say that
they had expected the drop in support for the
president, and that they were not concerned
aboutthe turn of events. “We put outa memo
three months ago predicting that this was
going to happen,” Dan Bartlett, the White
House communicationsdirector, said.

—The Times.

June 23, 2003
MEMO
From: White House Office of Pre-

dictive Services
Re: POTUSSupport Drop

After a thorough analysis of avail-
able data, this office has come to the

conclusion that, sometime between the
twenty-second and the twenty-fifth of
September, a CNN-USA Today-Gallup
poll will show that the President’s ap-
proval rating has fallento fifty per cent,
thelowest it will have beensince he took
office. This should not be cause for con-
cern, as Administration officials will be

able to state unequivocally that they
expected the drop. We may want to
highlight some,orall, of the following
positive developments that, based on our
analysis, we can predict with a high de-
gree ofcertainty.

¢ The Cleveland Cavaliers will lose
thefirst five games of the regular sea-
son, and the early word on their much
touted eighteen-year-old phenom Le-
Bron James will be that he has trouble
shooting from theperimeter. But within
thefirst fifteen seconds ofhisfirstgame
at Madison Square Garden, Jameswill
hit a seventeen-foot jumpshot, and he
will go on to score seventeen points in
a 94-80 rout of the New York Knicks.

* Variety will report that horrorlaffer
“Scary Movie3,” duringits frosh outing
(opening weekend), took in a boffo
$49.7 million, promptingsuch headlines
as “SPOOKY SPOOF RAISES THE ROOF”

and “ ‘SCARY 3’ PREEM A B.O. SCREAM.”
+ Theuntimelypassing of actor John

Ritterwill result in a very special episode
of “8 Simple Rules . . . for Dating My
Teenage Daughter.” Networkexecutives
will bravelydecide notto cancel the show.

Facing murder charges, millionaire
real-estate heir Robert Durst will admit
in court to butchering a neighbor, put-
ting his bodyparts in garbage bags, and
dumping them into Galveston Bay, but
nevertheless will be found notguilty.
* Despite the media's lopsided focus

onsetbacks in Iraq,there will be a se~
ries of major successes to which we can
point, including:

Traq declared one-hundred-per-cent
free ofW.M.D.s: mission accomplished!

Several original members ofUp with
People! reunite for a comeback tour to
boost troop morale.

Baghdad’s Bechtel Vocational High
School (formerly Saddam Polytech)
mounts well-received junior-class pro-
duction of “Godspell.”

Families ofslain soldiers allowed to
mourn in privacy, withoutthedisruptive
presenceof the President.
Know yourbiorhythms:
Best day to admit that Saddam had

no connection to 9/11: September17th.
Best day to make case for staying in

Iraq bysaying,“We mustneverforget the
lessons of September 11th”: October28th.

—Adam Green
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Johnny Cash stoodfor. Especially Hank
Williams,Jr’s,erotic-anthem rendition of

“RingofFire.” And Rosanne Cashsing-
ing “Tennessee Flat-Top Box,” a skiffly
Cash song about a young guitar player
whowinsthe hearts of“all the girls from
there to Austin” and disappears and then
resurfacesas a star. Neither theTV special
northis nor anyother accountcould con-
veythat number's style and grace. As Cash
might have said of the Lewis and Clark
Expedition, ‘I guess you hadto be there.”

—DanielMenaker

THE SCHOOLS
TOUGH SHELL

 

ill Gates may have donatedfifty-
one million dollars to the NewYork

City public-schoolsystem this fall} but
Amy Wallace's first graders still can’t
afford a new homefor their pet crab,

Clifford. Wallace, whois twenty-seven,

teaches at PS. 184, in the Brownsville
section of Brooklyn,a schoolthat is un-

ableto provide her even with pencils and
paper. A few days ago, she announced
to her students, who were sitting cross-
legged on the scuffed brown linoleum
at the back of Room 201,“Today, we're
going to be learning abouthermitcrabs.
Whatdo you knowaboutcrabs?”

Handsshotup:“If they pinch your
arm,you can bleed!”; “They comefrom
the South!”; “You can crack the pieces
andeatthe chickeninside!”

“Chicken?” Wallace said, smiling.
“Hmm.” Shepicked upa covered,clear-
plastic dish and rested it on herlap. “I
broughtina little friend of mine,” she
said. “His name is Clifford, and he’s
going to be our classroom pet.” Three
seashells, a sponge, and an emptybaby-
food jar were sitting onbluegravel at the
bottomofthe dish, and everyonepressed
in close to look—andthen shrieked as
oneoftheshells suddenlyarose, unfold-
ing spiky antennae and hinged redlegs.

“Sit on your bottoms,” Wallace com-
mandedas the children fled toward the
corners of the room. “Jahrell, turn your
body and stop squirming. Shanae, fold
your handsjust like I am.” Once orderwas
restored, she continued, “Do you think
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Clifford was born in thatshell, Tabius?”
‘Tabius frowned,searching her face.

“Yes?”
“What do you think, Shaquera?”

Shaquera cautiously shook her head.
“No—that’s right. As it grows, the crab
finds bigger and biggershells to live in.
Why? Tristan?”

“Otherwise, he might get squashed.”

“That’s right! If you look closely,
you'll see thathe’s sitting near the sponge,
digging his claw into it. What do you
think he’s doing?”

“Doingthe dishes?”
Everyone laughed. “No, that’s how

crabs get waterwhenthey’re thirsty,”Wal-
lace said.“Now, whatif Cliffordwent out
ofhis shell andlived near other animals,
whatcould happen to him? Brianna?”

“Theymighthurt him,” Briannasaid.
Lastyear,Wallace'sfirst as a teacher, she

bought Clifford at a Petland Discounts
store. To make upfor other supplies that
PS. 184 lacked,she also spent more than
three thousand dollars—almostten per
centofher take-home pay—to buypen-
cils, paper, chalk, tape, staples, crayons,

markers,stickers, glue sticks, tambourines
and maracas, paints and paintbrushes,
computersoftware andprintercartridges,
tissues, soap, a rug, a broom, a vacuum
cleaner, and library of a hundred and
fifty books, among otherthings.

Three years ago, Charles Best, a
twenty-four-year-old social-studies
teacherin the Bronx,started an organi-
zation called DonorsChoose, to help
colleagueslike Wallace. Teachers write
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up grant proposals and post them on
www.donorschoose.org, and then par-
ents andotherinterested citizens can
surf amongthepossibilities and decide
whether they'd preferto fund,say, “Hot
Chocolate, Pajamas,and Stories Keep Us
Warm!”or “Classroom Library for Gay
or Questioning Teens.” Theprice tag
ranges as high as twenty thousand dol-
lars for“A New Playgroundfor P.S. 59,”
but mostprojects are closer in scope to
thefifty-six-dollar question “Where did
all the pencils go?”Two-thirdsoftwenty-
four hundredposted proposals have been.
underwritten, with donors from forty-
eightstates contributing more than eight
hundred thousand dollars. Amy Wal-
lace’s wall maps and her shaggy puppets
Billy, Tiffany, and Miguel, along with
six other projects, were provided through
DonorsChoose. But“A Habitatfor Our
Hermit Crab,” her plea for three hun-
dred and ninety-onedollars to buy Clif
ford roomier accommodations, remains
unfunded.

In Room 201, Shaquera ate a bag of

popcorn and stared at the crab, which
wasdeep insideits shell. “Hermit crabs
can eat popcorn, you know,” Wallace
said. “Popcorn andlettuce.” Shaquera
pried up thelid and droppeda single
kernel near Clifford's shell. “He’s smell-
ing it!” Julisa shouted. Shaquera’s eyes
widened. “He’s coming out!”

—TadFriend

THE BOARDS
CLOSED

 

[2 on Broadway is exceedingly
rough. Casts change overnight; di-

rectors getfired,critics attack, and plays
close. But whatis rare—it has happened
only four timessince 1980—is to see a
play shut downbefore opening night. In
the case of“Bobbi Boland,” which starred
Farrah Fawcett, the closing came with

particular abruptness—after amere seven
preview performances. The producer,
JoyceJohnson,has said that the play“sim-
ply does not work in a Broadwayhouse.”

Fawcett hastried to be staunch,butit
is clear that the early death of “Bobbi
Boland”isa torment.“Itjust happened so

suddenly,” shesaid late last week. “Maybe
it wouldn't have been a smash, but I

know it wouldn't have been the worst
playever, as somepeople havesaid.”

It has beena stressful time. She re-
called one preview whenthecurtain was
nearlythirty minuteslate and the audi-
ence had becomea little raucousin its
clapping. Backstage, she didn’t have her
makeupperson.“I didn't even see the
wigs until the first preview,” she said.
“Andthere were times whenI hadthirty-
eight secondstotake a wigoff, take the
skullcap off, take the pins out, change
the dress, take off the jewelry, put the
nightgown on, wet my hair, and the
lady didn't have the spray bottle open.”
Another night, she went on,“I said to
Joyce, Is this a play about wigs, or is this
a play that we wantto have good per-
formancesin?”

Since the nineteen-seventies, when
Fawcett, whois fifty-six, foundherplace
in American legend—asa poster, as the
most popular of “Charlie's Angels,” as
the ownerof the mostfamous hairin the
world—she has shown upin all sorts of
worthyprojects. There was Robert Du-
vall’s “The Apostle” and brief, recurring
role in the CBSseries“The Guardian,” for
which she won an Emmy nomination.
She appeared Off Broadway, in 1983,in
the play“Extremities,” but “Bobbi Boland”
was to have been her Broadway début.

“Thad planned for the next six months,”
Fawcett said. She looked weary, and her
hair is somewhatshorter, and curlier,
than in Angelic days.“Forget the pack-
ing and the moving out here and the
plans and my parents coming”’—her
motheris eighty-nine, herfather eighty-
six—“andthe room got, and my aunts
and uncles, all that.” She added,“I don’t
think itwould have hurt to let us open.”

She invoked Thomas Jefferson. “You
knowhis definition ofdefamation?‘’Tis a
sad statewe find ourselvesin ifwe cannot
get up ateight in the morning and have
our cupoftea without excitedly’—this is
paraphrasing—opening up the newspa-
per to read about others’ misfortunes
whether they be true ornot.’” Already
shehas read in the tabloids that she was
drunk and didn’t knowherlines. Nottrue,

shesaid. “I mean, I’m notputting the
blame,butI didsay, ‘Do youreally think
we should go into previews not having
the wigs right?”

—Jeffiey Frank
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THE SPORTING SCENE

GONE SOUTH
In last surprise, theyoung Marlinsare champs.

BY ROGER ANGELL

aseball Commissioner Bud Selig, in
a surprise news conference two days

after the conclusionofthe recentWorld
Series, announced that Major League
Baseball will undertakea radical change
in scheduling next fall, when the Divi-

sional and League Championshipelim-
inations will comeafter theWorld Series,

| notbefore. “Tradition matters,”Selig said,
“butthefans have madeit clear thatthey
muchprefer the interest and drama of

| the earlier rounds of post-seasonplay, and
we're going to oblige them. From now on,
it’s the Fall Classicfirst and shen heart-
break.”The commissioner confirmed re-
ports that he had called in some top
metaphysiciansto tackle the contradic-
tions implicit in such a plan. “They're
gung-hofor theplan, conceptwise,” Mr.
Selig said. “Once we havethis in hand,
we'e lookingto clearup the designated-
hitter dilemma, as well. Ambiguityis
tough, but so is Roger Clemens.”

‘Well, maybenot,but after the vibrant
and confounding baseball scenes in the
weeks just past, no possibility can be
whollyexcluded. Look whatdid happen:

+ In the ceremonials before the third
game of the American League Divi-
sional playoffs between the Red Sox and
the Oakland Athletics, a Red Sox relief
pitcher named Byung-Hyun Kim heard
prolonged boos from his home-team
Fenway Park fans when his name was
announced,and respondeddigitally.
¢ Another bird, the Yankee Stadium

celebrity eagle Challenger, lost his way
while performing his ceremonial flight
from the center-field bleachers to a han-
dler on the pitcher's moundbefore the
first gameofthe Red Sox-YankeesAmer-
ican League ChampionshipSeries, wob-
bled past DerekJeter (who flinched away,
snatching off his cap), and flumped to
the ground near homeplate. Fired on
the spot, the famous fowl unexpectedly
emerged from retirementprior to the
third gameof the WorldSeries, but now
with a Sun Belt employer, and made a

safe journey homefor the Florida Mar-
lins during the anthem atPro Player Sta-
dium,in Miami. Redemption.

+ At Wrigley Field, in Chicago, Cubs
left fielder Moises Alou leaped and
stretchedfor a fly ball descendingin foul
groundbeside a steep bank ofseats, and
hadtheball deflected from his glove bya
lifelong Cubsfan, Steve Bartman,whose
name,on theinstant, becameinextricably

woven into the hundred-and-twenty-
eight-year-old historyof the franchise.
(Asis perhaps not known to schoolchil-
dren in Mukdenor Petrozavodsk, the

Cubs have notwon aWorld Champion-
ship since 1908 and the Boston Red Sox
since 1918.) The incidentstill left the
good guys three runs ahead in the game
and an easyinning and two-thirds away
from victoryover the Florida Marlins
in the National League Championship
Series and theirfirst trip to the World
Seriesin fifty-eight years, but the Cubs
now swiftly yielded a baseonballs, a sin-
gle, a clanking error bytheir shortstop,

and an eventual eight-run rally. They
lost,lost again the next night, and were

eliminated. Thesight of Bartman being
pelted with insults andthreats and cups of
beer, and taken away, hiding his face, by
the copsfor his own safety, has stuck in
mind, however. Cubs players and coaches
quickly came forward to saythat his
instinctive grab had nothing to do with
the outcome,but Bartmanwas subjected
to latervilifications on the Internet and
in the papers, andfelt forced to issue a
lengthyapology. Baseball is the only sport
that fingers individual spectators thisway
and remembers their names: Sal Du-
rante,who caught Maris’s Ruth-breaking
sixty-first home run in 1961; Jeffrey

Maier, who reachedfor that short home

run to rightfield in Yankee Stadium in a
1996 playoff against the Orioles; and
Alex Popov and Patrick Hayashi, the
bleacher fans at Pac Bell Stadium who
ended upin scufflefortheball and the
court costs, after Barry Bonds’s seventy-



 

Aneleventh-inning Yankee homer destroyed the hopes ofRed Soxfans—not again!—in aplayofffinale that hadseemedtheirs.

third. Ask not for whom thatball falls.
+ At the Boston games,fans saw sepa-

rate interference plays by Red Sox in-
fielders in the same inning nullified
when two different Oakland Athletics
base runners forgotto touch homeplate;
witnessed the seventy-two-year-old
Yankee bench Kewpie Don Zimmer
throw a punch at Red Sox ace Pedro
Martinez (who deflected the attack in

the manner of Belmonte dealing with
a heifer) during a team brawl; and (by

television from the Bronx) watched Sox
manager GradyLittle perform a grue-
somepublicseppuku byfailing to remove
the selfsame Pedro from action in the
eighth inning of the A.L.C.S. seventh-
gamefinale, after successive hits by the
Yankees. The Yanks tied the game on a
bloop double by Jorge Posada, and won
it—against a different pitcher—in the
eleventh, on a lead-off, walk-off home

run by Aaron Boone. Getting either or
both of the Cubs and RedSox into the

z World Series on their hallowed home
= fields had been a happypossibility na-
¥ tionallydiscussed and op-edded since
2 July, and whenthetwoteamswere again

dispatched winless into wintertheir fans
were left with last gnawing weirdness:
bothclubshad led byanidentical three-
run margin at a moment when they
stood the samebarefive outs awayfrom
a pennant, and both blew the chance.

ven as the World Series began,
friends of mine were saying how

much they mournedtheabsenceof these
famous losers in the finale.Theyd yearned
to see the sweet and accursed old teams
haveat each other in their grand old
parks—a lore-off, so to speak. Part of
me felt the same way, but when Juan
Pierre, the speedy Marlinscenterfielder,
touchedoff thefirst inning of thefirst
Series game with an unplayable bunt,
scooted to third on single, and scored

ona sacrificefly, my mind began toclear.
I didn’t knowthis team,but their ano-

nymityandlack ofhistory suddenlyfelt
like a gift. Mostof the Yankees and Red
Sox we'd been watching carried an al-
mostvisible weight of expectation and
precedent andprior exploit or failure
with them whenever they stepped up to
theplate or delivered a pitch, and looked

weariedby it, as the G/obe columnist Dan

Shaughnessy putit, the uniform had be-
cometoo heavy. WhenPierre came up
to bat again in the fifth, with base run-
ners on secondandthird, and rapped a
little singletoleft, third baseman Aaron
Boonecutoff the pegto theplate, allow-
ing the second runto score. Watching,
you knew that Boonehad glimpsed
Pierre, or the idea ofPierre, whirling past
first base, andwanted himstoppedthere.
Held given up the run—the winningrun,
as it tuned out—because he was afraid of
the next one, or a bunch more.Call it a
forced mistake, andas I putthe playinto
myscorecard J circled it, for elegance.

These wild-card Florida Marlins,
whofinished the regular season ten
gamesbehind the Atlanta Bravesin the
National League East, enteredthe post-
season as an assemblageofattractive
outsiders who’ postedthebestrecord in
their league since the beginningofJune
under a fresh manager, seventy-two-
year-old Jack McKeon,called outof re-

tirementto take the post early in May.
With a lineup featuring the perpetual
All-Star catcher Ivan Rodriguez; the
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leggy and engaging twenty-one-year-
old finger Dontrelle Willis, who could

the story of start and finish games with equal ardor,
: anda twenty-yesr-old Venezuelan, Miz

the child I was, pacl Cabreouuntemmbdenble’4 ball
at cleanup, the Marlins appearedelated
bythe odds against them, even when

the story of theyfell behind. They didut go away
in the parlance, but burnedsteadily and

the man I became. irapertatallyGuouge Ocobeniriiae
thelast three games in a row in succes-
sive eliminationseries against the power
of the Giants, the celebrated pitching
of the Cubs, and now the Yankees—

' and with the last one, of course, the

World Championship. Their closestcall,
you could say, came when the Giants’
J. T. Snow,representing the tying run,
chargedfrantically down theline toward
homewith twooutin the ninth of the
final Divisional game, and slammedinto
Rodriguez at home. The throwin from
left field beat him byyards, and Hudee
held onto theball.

This was the second crown iy the
Marlins in seven years, but the new
champsfielded only oneplayer, third
basemanJeff Conine, who played for
them in 1997—a retumee signed aboard
this summerafter interim stints with the
Royals and the Orioles. The current
owner,Jeffrey Loria, wasallowed to buy
the franchise two years ago, after ep-
ochal sufferings with his prior fief, the
Montreal Expos. By consensus, most of
the credit for the Marlins’ sudden rise
goes to somebrilliant draft signings by
the carryover general manager, Dave
Dombrowski, who has since accepted

the samepost with the Tigers, and prior
ownerJohn Henry, who now ownsthe
RedSox,ofall things.A uniting thread
between these Marlins and the 1997
group—aside from chronic lowatten-
dance at steamy Pro Player Stadium,
which wasbuilt for the N.E.L.’s Miami
Dolphins—is that neither champion
visitedfirst place after April.

The upbeat Marlins will soon drop
out of this account (we are following
the Selig fantasy formula), butthey leave
behinda trail of bright images,includ-
ing that of the expressionist lefty Don-

BROKEN MUSIC,thefirst memoir by Sting, [IRSa\aremmereeretntamass

 
a seasonrelief turnsand twostarts—tiltingavailable whereverbooksare sold and failing like a reborn Goose Gos.

sage, with his tongue stuck out and his
www.sting.com : excited eyes alight under that down-to- his-nose,flat-brim street-chic cap. In
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 GameThree, another outsized pitcher,
the goat-bearded, sulky-facedJosh Beck- Essential
ett, struck outten Yankeesin seven anda a
third innings, amid tropicMiami show- | hd 1]
ers, but was beatenbyDerekJeter’s three
hits for the night, thelast a double up the
right-field line, after a terrific mound
duel against Mike Mussina. The win put |
the Yanks oneupin theseries, and when

theyrallied late the next night—this was
Clemens’ career-closing start—to carry
the gameintoextra innings, and loaded
the bases with oneoutin the eleventh,a

customary Yankee outcomeappeared at
hand. They didn’t deliver, and the win-
ning Florida poke—a lead-off homer
downtheleft-field line in the twelfth
byshortstop Alex Gonzalez—boresuch
an uncannyresemblance to the Aaron
Boonewalk-off that had killed the Red
Sox, days before,thatit looked like a mis-
take in the screening room. Hey, hold
it—wrongguys!

The Yankee offense, unreliable all sea-
son, was so creaky by nowthat Torre
benched Jason Giambi and the wholly
discombobulated Alfonso Soriano the
next night—andshortlyhad to do with- |Beery AileySa
outhis starter, David Wells,who suffered Heaaa) ee weet
back spasmsafter one inning’s work and Seee et Cee
could notreturn.(Jolly in the interview Sy P, eried
room the daybefore,Boomerhad boasted petppeldtelarolemd area
that he had a rubber arm andcouldleave | Peeg Tee
the rigors of conditioningto otherpitch- ee UUi339 peelESTveaa
ers forever.) The Marlins’ sevenhits over SSATea
the next four innings helped build the
6-4 win and the parvenus’ second lead Two AN Fs
in the Series. The teams came back to ea =
the Stadium, where the Yankees win big | | Lay At
gamesbyforce of habit, but they'd fin- EsCaCy
ishedscoringfortheyear. Thesilencing
2-0 windelivered by Josh Beckett was
thefirst Series-ending shutoutsuffered at
homeby the Yankees since Lew Bur-
dette did it for the Milwaukee Braves,
in 1957. The Marlins were outscored in
theSeries, and outhit, as well, but it had
begunto be noticed bytheirritated Yan-
keepitchers that mostof those scores—
nineofthe latest twelve Floridaruns,in
fact—had comewith twoouts.Justwhen
you thought you had them, you didn’t.
And here it happened again, with two
downin thesixth:a bloop against Andy
Pettitte by Gonzalez, a drive up the mid-
dle from Pierre, and Castillo’s sliced
mini-hit toright, to bringin the first run
of the game—the onlyonerequired,it
tured out. The peg from right had a
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chance, but the front runner, Gonzalez,
cameskidding past homeona slide that
fell awayfrom Posada’s swipe, and he ca-
ressed theplate with his outstretchedleft
handasheflewby. Marlin-styleball, and
a recognizable marque by now.

Beckett’s opponent, Pettitte,was mak-
ing his thirtieth post-season start here
andhis tenth in the World Series, butit
was the younger man wholooked suave
and untroubled onthis evening,jumping
aheadin the counts anddelivering cease-
less heat andlate-moving curveballs in a
thrilling, manner-free flow. He was in the
mid-to-upper-ninety-m.p.h. range all
night, and here and there edged higher.
Beckett,who is twenty-three andsix-five,
has the contemptuous air of the over-
gifted athlete, but, having earnedthe sneer

now—heid added nine morestrikeouts,

andbythe time he was donehad surren-
dered but three runsin his last twenty-
nine innings, along with two shutouts—
he appeared to forgive usa little at the
end. Heholds an apprentice’s 17-17
recordforhis three yearsin the majors to
date, with a 9-8 won-lost record and a
3.04 earned-run average this season,
when hehad tosit out seven weeks with
an inflamedelbow. “He's just starting to
pitch,” said the Florida utility infielder
Mike Mordecai, shakinghis head in awe.
He compared Beckett to a teammate of
his from a decade ago,the left-handed
Atlanta phenomSteve Avery, but I hada
better modelin mind: twenty-one-year-
old Bret Saberhagen,who gave up alone
run to the Cardinals over eighteen in-
nings during the 1985 Series, andeffort-

lessly won the M.V-P,just as Beckett did
here.Watching them both, you could see
Cooperstownin the mists ahead—orelse
the waiting roomsof Dr.James Andrews,
the celebrated Birmingham shoulder sur-
geon, et al, whichwas Saberhagen's path,
as it turned out. Thisis a toughtrade.

Youngplayers who win a champi-
onshipare clueless aboutitsrarity, but
Jack McKeon, lighting a cigar in the
corridor outside the champagne-damp
Marlins clubhouse, knew whattheyac-
complished.Hisfifty-five years in base-
ball include managerial tenures with four
other major-league teams, and a decade
as baseball-operationsvice-president of
the Padres, who made the World Series
in 1984 butswiftlylost to the Tigers.
Nowhe had that ring. McKeon grew
up in South Amboy, NewJersey, but

 

has acquired the skipperish,plainsman’s
mien,behindrimlessglasses, that comes
to so manyelder baseball guys. In con-
versation beforethefinale, he and I had
discussed the way that “seventy-two-
year-old”prefix had becomewelded to
his name these past weeks. “You notice
that,too, I bet,”hesaid, throwing an un-
expected arm around myshoulder, “but,
hell, this beats retirement. Neverretire—

right?” He'd beenidle at homein Elon,

North Carolina, when Marlins owner

Loria camecalling in May. McKeonsaid
that he'd not mindedthe daylight hours
at home,or the garden work, but hated
what came afterward. “Sitting in the
same damned chair till midnight, watch-
ing games,”hesaid scornfully. “That used
to be my workingday.”

I hope Jack McKeon saw the Post
headline the dayafter he'd won,andis
havingit framed: “YANKEES SLEEPWITH
THEFISH.”

his October, the closenessof the
post-season gamesandthesight of

so manycelebrity teams—A’s, Yankees,
Red Sox, Braves, Cubs, and Giants—
suddenly fighting for their lives in the
earlyroundsof play madethese elimina-
tions feel like a different sportaltogether:
baseball with a thirty-second clock.
Counting the WorldSeries, thirty-eight
games were required to produce a cham-
pion,witheleven ofthem settled by one
run, and six going into extra innings.
Theeasy, almost endless run of summer
ball was notjust over but obsolete, and
it requires effort to bring anypart of
it back, even the Mets. Place should be

reserved, however, for the achievement
of the switch-hitting Red Sox infielder
Bill Mueller, who twice hit home runs

from different sides of the plate in the
same game.Thesecondtimehedidthis,
against the home-team Texas Rangers,
the dingers—first right-handed, then
left—camein consecutive innings and
were both grandslams. Never before—
never nearlybefore.

Fora single game, I will keep the driz-
aly, foggy evening of June 13th, at Yan-
kee Stadium, when Roger Clemens, after
failing in his three previoustries, at last
nailed down his three-hundredth win.
Hewasthe twenty-first pitcher to enter
thisparticular club, but on the samenight
also notched his four-thousandth life-
timestrikeout, a level previouslyattained

 



A WREATH
(Afier Yannis Ritsos)

‘Theleaves hid your face.
Icut them,to get near you.
WhenI'd cutthe last one, you disappeared.
Then I madea wreath.
Whotogive it to? No one.
SoI putit on.

onlyby Nolan Ryan and andSteve Carl-
ton. Clemens, whois forty-one, was re-

tiring after this season, his twentieth,

and he had wanted thesecertifications
before the end. The landmark K was
odd, because Roger had just given up a
homerun anda double to the previous
Cardinal batters here in the second in-
ning(it wasan inter-league game) and
because the cheers greeting the whiff, by
shortstop Edgar Renteria, now began to
blend with a welcomefor the next batter,
designatedhitterTino Martinez,an old
Yankee hero makinghisfirst appearance
at the Stadium since his departure two
years ago. Tino, sensing the moment,

stepped backto allow the Rogerovation
to reach its full, 55,214-fanvolume while
the ball was being handedoff to ball
boylike a Brinks package, and then at
last got into the batter’s box for his own
“TI-NO! TI-NO! TI-NO!”Nothing
cameeasily on this night, in fact, in a

game that repeatedly threatened to be
delayed or wiped out by rain, or even
wonbythe wrong team,until a two-run
homerby Raul Mondesi in the seventh
brought the score to 5-2 Yankees, and
safety. Clemenshad departed in the top
of the sameinning (he struck out ten
batters) but came back ontothe field
after the final out, while the scoreboard
played Elton John’s “Rocket Man” and
the fans flashedtheir digital cameras and
wept. Clemens huggedhis catcher,Jorge
Posada; hugged his other teammates and
coaches; hugged the Yankee PR. hon-
cho, Rick Cerrone; hugged his wife,
Debbie; hugged his sons, Koby, Kory,
Kacy, and Kody; hugged the ballpark.
Tam notbig onlifetime records, but

this three-hundredth win changed Clem-
ens and changedthefans’ view of him as
well. Almostfrom the beginning ofhis

—Ben Sonnenberg

career, he has beenanenigmatic presence
in the clubhouse and in mid-action—a
tree in the living room, a dangerous object
left on the highway. There have been six
CyYoung Awardsandthosetwo epochal
twenty-strikeout games,ten years apart,
andalso the fugues: his early ejection
from a League Championshipstart in
1990 for muttered curses on the mound;
his nailingMike Piazza with a fastballon
the side of the helmet in 2000; andits
sequel, the flung-bat-stump mystery in
the WorldSeries that samefall. But now
andfor the rest of this season Clemens
became calmer on the mound andless
mumblyor Esperantoid with the media.
Planet Roger had produced a sunset.|
“Sincethe three hundredhe's notso hard
on himself all the time,” Joe Torre said.
“Tt’s like he’s come through
andout theother side.” Clemens was not
less ofa pitcher, however, keepinga live
fastball (and that Kilroy stare-in at the
batter over the fence of his glove) and

going 17-9 for the season, with a hun-
dred and ninety (or 4,099)strikeouts, fifth
best in the league. He alsowon two huge
startsin the post-season—thethird game
against the Twinsin the Divisionals,
which put his team in commandatlast,
and that roily Game Three in Boston,
where he stood cool amid the schoolyard
punchings and pushings. He wanted to
stayuseful, anddidso,besting his duellist

Pedro in everycategoryin his six innings
and coming off with the win.
The Sox fans taunted Clemensall

that afternoon,butI believe they still re-
memberedhislast local appearance, at
the end of August,his hundredthvictory

in this old park, when he'd comeoutof

the game after seven, a winner once

again, and received a substantial, echo-
ing “O”from the width and breadth of

something —
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the Fenwaymultitudes, who hadloved
him herein his celebrated thirteen-year
tenure andfoullyvilified him eversince.

Somewriters andtelevision sports
guys have beensaying that Roger won't
stayretired—he’ll missit all too much—
and I just hope they'll bring their money
around, comespring. I think they’re the
ones who dont want to say goodbye.
“Tm dead serious on whatI'mdoing,”
Clemenssaid in Florida. “I'mprettyset
onit.” This was abouthis departure, but

it fits a career as well.

t two-thirty-sevenin the morning,
Steve Wulf, a Red Sox fan whois

also the executive editor of ESPN: The
Magazine, wasalonein theliving room
of his house in Larchmontwatching
ontelevisionthefirst gameof the Sox-
Athletics American League Divisional
playoff from Oakland. The A’s had
loaded the bases in the bottom of the
twelfth inning when catcher Ramon
Hernandez dropped down killer bunt,
to bring homethe winningrun.“Fuck,”
Wulfsaid to himself, turning off the
set—andheard the same summarizing
blurt softly repeated from abovebyhis
wife, Bambi, who hadlongsince gone
to bed, and,still more faintly, by their

seventeen-year-old son, Bo, on the top

floor. Here was a harbinger,thefirst leaf
of anotherhard Bosox autumn ahead—
eleven more gamesof breathless and
mindless, heroic and incomprehensible

ball, ending in fresh seismic shock to
the Red Sox Nation, by consensus the
worstoneofall. I was at FenwayParkfor
most of the action, but cannot offer a

reliable summary—certainlynot of the
Divisional third game, which featured
a collective six errors and several base-
running grotesqueries bythevisitors.

Scrolling ahead,we alightin GameIII,
Scene4 ofthe nextseries, the A.L.C.S.,
at FenwayPark, just as Pedro Martinez
lets flythat fastball aimed behind Yankee
batter Karim Garcia, grazing him high
ontheleft shoulderas heflinches away.
Vintage Pedro or something,but there’s
nodoubt abouthis intention. Handed a
two-runfirst-inning lead against Roger
Clemens, Martinez has given back a
runin the second,then a solo homerto
Jeter, and, just now, a walk and a single

and an R.B.I. double to Hideki Matsui.
The Yankees lead, andwill hold on to
win, despite chaotic distractions. When

 

playresumes, Garcia bangs irritablyinto
second baseman ‘Todd Walker at the
front of a doubleplay, and in the ensu-
ing pushing and grabbing, Martinez
glares at Jorge Posada in the Yankee
dugout and aimsa finger at his own
forehead: you're next! After the teams
changesides Manny Ramirez comes out
at Clemens,batupraised, in response to
an eye-level pitch that wasactually over
the plate. (“If I'd wanted it near him
he'd have knownit,” Clemenssaidlater.)
Benchesand bullpens empty, old Zim-
merswings at Martinez and goes down—
whatwas ¢ha/?—andwill be taken away
tenderlyas theplayers at last disperse and
the umps confer. Later, there’s a mini-
fracas in the Yankee bullpen, where re
lieverJeff Nelson andrightfielder Garcia
(vaulting thefence to get there) getinto a
street scuffle with a Red Sox employee.
This gamehadbeenbilledas a classic be-
tweenthebestpitcherofhis dayand the
bestof his era, but turnedintolowfarce.

‘Thenext day, a rainy Sunday, Zimmer
weptandapologized, fines were assessed
(fifty thousand to Martinez on down to
five thousand for Zimmer), and the Red
Sox management,defying a team-silence
edict from the commissioner's office,
staged an embarrassingpress conference
while attempting to put a Sox spin on
the debacle. “This is a band of brothers,”
explained chief executive officer Larry
Lucchino. Fra Pedro, whose team’s rec-
ord had just gone to 9-15 in games he'd
started against the Yankees, dismissed
Zimmer's apologybut offered none of
his own.“It’s not a goodfeeling to have to
apologize,”hesaid.“I don't knowif you
realize this.” With a 144 record and a
2.22 E.R.A.this year, Martinezis not ex-
actlyin decline, butafter this weekend
you had thesense that eveninthe stoni-
est NewEngland precincts he will no
longer be defined byhis numbers. Inhis
Globe column, Dan Shaughnessywrote,
“Pedro was an embarrassmentanda dis-
grace to baseball Saturday. ... And the
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‘Tilbe darned—Coragyps atratus!”

Sox frontoffice enables him,just as they
doManny Ramirez.Just as they did with,
Roger when he was here and Yaz when
he was here andTed whenhe was here.”
Don Zimmer, who hasretired, de-

servesatleast a footnote, here at the end
ofone of those “Glory of Their’ Times”
baseball careers. His fifty-five years in
the gameincluded a marriage (it’sstill
going) at homeplate at Elmira when he
was a young infielder in the Eastern
League; a dozenyears in the majors, with,
five different teams; and a manager's post
with four more, including the Red Sox.
Just this past season, he turned up in a
dazzling new baseball trivia question,in
good company. Q.Namefour guys who
were ejected from major-leaguegames in
six different decades, A. Casey Stengel.
Leo Durocher. Frank Robinson. Zimm.

t comes to a seventh game—could
anyone have doubted it? This will be

the twenty-sixth time the Red Sox and
Yankees have faced off this year—a
recordfor anytwo teamsin the annals—
andwhile there have been stretches when
the latest renewal held all the dramaof a
couple of cellmates laying out a hand of
rummy, this is another killer dénoue-
ment. Forallwe know, it’s up there with
the 1978 Bucky Dentplayoff and the
DiMaggiolate return of 1949. There’s a
wired, non-stop holiday din at the Sta-
dium, which dies away only with the
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first intensely watched pitches. Every-
thing matters now. Clemensis back and
so is Pedro—butthis Roger appears frail
and thought-burdened. The No. 2 Bos-
ton batter,ToddWalker, rapsa safeknock
after a ten-pitch at-bat, and Nomar
Garciaparralines out hard to right. An
inninglater, Kevin Millar singles, and
Trot Nixon, from his flat-footed left-
handedstance, delivers a businesslike
homerintothe standsin right: his third
two-run job in the post-season. With
two out, the bearded, dad-like Jason
Varitek doublesinto the right-field cor-
ner.JohnnyDamon's grounder looks like
thelast out but—geez/—third baseman
Enrique Wilson mishandles theball and
his throw pulls firstbaseman NickJohn-
sonoff the bag, as Varitek turnsthe cor-
ner andscores. It’s 3-0, and when the

teamschangesides the Stadium has
gone anxious and pissed-off conversa-
tional: fans up and down thestuffedtiers
complainingto their seatmates or send-
ing the bad news homeontheir cells,

with gestures: . . . plus Wilson is inforde-
fense, right? ... Our only chance was stay
close togoddam Pedro.

Martinez,forhis part, survives some
first-inning wobbles and is soon in
rhythm:the stare-in from behindhis red
glove, the velvety rock and turn,and the
strikes arriving in clusters. After each out,
he gloves the returning ball backhand,
andgazes aboutwith lidded hauteur. No

oneelse in the world has eyes so far
apart.The Yanksgo down quickly again,
and we're at the top of the fourth—and
thestartling sound,it’s like a tree com-
ing apart, of Kevin Millar's solo shot up
into the upper-deckleft-field stands.
Clemens, down 4-0 and almosthelpless,
gives up awalk anda hit-and-run single
to Mueller and departs, maybe for the
last timeever.A ten-year-old Yankee fan
I know named Noah has bythis time
gone down onhis knees on the concrete
in front of his seat near first base, hid-
ing his head.

There were Sox fans here, too, of
course—you could see them in red-
splashed knots and small parties around
the Stadium,andpick uptheir cries.The
Boston offense had been a constant for
themall year, including the sixteen-hit
outburst in theseries-tying 9-6 win the
nightbefore. This year, the Sox set major-
league records for extra bases,total bases,
and slugging percentage. The Boston
frontoffice, headed by the twenty-nine-
year-old G.M.,Theo Epstein, had traded
vigorously to build a batting order with
nosoft sectors or easy outs in it. Mueller,
the double-grand-slam switch-hitter,was

batting eighth today. For me, Kevin Mil-
lar, a free agent acquired for cash from the
Marlins last winter, was the genius pick.
OnApril 1st, the second dayofthe sea-
son, he contributed a sixteenth-inning
game-winning homerun inTampa, and
in June pinch-hit a grand slam that
helped pull off a seven-run turnabout
against the Brewers. With his blackened
cheekbones andraunchygrin, he became
the modelfor the Sox’ newfound grungi-
ness—dirt-stained uniforms and pine-
smudged helmets, and an early-October

outburst of shaved heads that trans-
formed sluggers and pitchers and old
coaches into plebes or pledges. His “Let’s
cowboy up!” rallying cryfrom the dugout
and the on-deck circle caught on with
dj.sand schoolkids and Green Line sub-
wayriders, inundating Greater Boston
in “Cowboy Up!”caps and T-shirts and
fan towels anddiapers and souvenir glass-
ware. Somebodyfound a clip of eighteen-
year-old Kevin mouthing thelyrics to
Bruce Springsteen's“Bom in the U.S.A.”
in a Beaumont, Texas, karaoke solo,
which becamea staple on the Fenway
message board. The unimaginable had
happened:the Sox were loose.

Mike Mussina, called into thecrisis



with Boston runners atfirst and third,
and no outs—Clemenshadjust gone—
wentinto his ceremonial low-bowing
stretch and struck out Varitek, the first

batter, on three pitches. Three more
brought a handy 6-6-3 double playat
Damon's expense. “MOOOOSE!” the
bleacheriti Mu

appearanceafter four hundredlife-
timestarts, but he understood the work.

on Giambi, struggling at .190 in the
series, hit a homerbarelyintothe center-

field seats, for a first dentin Pedro, and,

liking therange,didit again to the same
sector in the seventh,bringing us to 4-2,

with the old houseroaring androcking.
Thepress-box floor thrummedunder my
feet, as I hadfelt it do on an autumnlate
night or two before. Young Noah had
lifted himself off the deck by this time
andstoodbyhi
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: scarcely able to
drawa full breath. No other sport does

are and cry “Can
et howoftenit

comesalong, howit’s built intoba:
Joe Torre, patching in r

Mussin inni
David Wells, whose first pitch was
deepintothe bleacher:

. 5-2 now. Checking the video mon-
or, Vells's top teeth hit his

lip withthe expletive. But Pedro had been
long at his tasks, and whenJeter doubled
tothe right-field cornerinthe eighth and
was singled home by Bernie Williams,

the margin narrowedagain to two, and
here came manager GradyLittle, out to
hookhis ace andpat him on the rumpas
heleft. Littlelikes tostandbelowa pitcher,
on the downslope ofthe mound,and here
again,looking upat Pedrolike a tourist at
the Parthenonsteps, he said a few words
and walked away. This could not be.Mar-
tinez had thrown a hundredandfifteen
pitches, and given up ringing hit to, five
ofthelast seven batters. /

of mine, Ben, watchingin his apartment

s ean double by

Matsui, thenthe dyiing bloopy double by
Posada that landeduntouched out bey«ond
secondbase, for two runs andthetie.

“There's grass outthere,” Posada
explainedlater. Grady Little, in his own
brief post-game,said, “Pedro Martinez
has beenour manall year long, andin

uations like thathe’s the one we wanton
the mound,” which was understandable
but untrue. This had beenonly the fifth
gamein thirty-onestarts in which Mar-
tinez wasallowedto pitchintotheeighth.

It was Mariano Rivera time—the
iting Boston bad dream—and Mo,

defending the tie, poised and threw,
poised andthrew, whisking through the
ninth. There was a scarydouble to leftby
Ortiz wi gone inthe tenth, but
Rivera, sighing, delivered the cutter to
Millar, wholined gentlyto Jeter. Mid-
night had comeandgone, but the Yan-

kees could do nobetter against Embree   
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and then Timlin,the tough Soxrelievers

GradyLittle had slighted in extremis
(the two surrendered norunsatall in this
series, in sixteen-plus combinedinnings).
Thetop of the eleventh went away, to
noisy, exhausted accompaniments; the
latest Boston pitcher was Tim Wake-
field,the tall knuckleballerwho had em-
barrassed the Yankees with his spinless
stuff, twice beating Mussina in close, low-
scoring games. Mo was done: the bal-
ance had swung the other way. I looked at
myscorecard to confirm the next Yankee
batter—Aaron Boone, who had come
into the gameas a pinch-runnerin the
eighth—looked back, and saw the ball
and the ballgame fly away onhis low,
long first-pitch homerun into the re-
leased and exulting andrebelieving Yan-
kee crowds.I yelled, too, but thought,
Poor Boston. My God.

‘ews andreviews ofthis game poured
in even while theWorld Series was

cranking up. A woman I know,riding a
late taxi downtown that night with a
friend,was stoppedat a light atTwenty-
third Street and Seventh Avenue when
she heard the earphoned, Urdu-speaking
driver suddenly shouting “Aaron Boone!
Aaron Boone!”A man in the AbbeyTav-
ern, around the cornerfrom the Piazza

Navona in Rome,turned to say some-

thing consoling to a new Sox-fan ac-
quaintanceafter the Boone homer—it
wassix-fifteen in the morning—and
found the seat empty. In Gramercy
Square,lightfrom his home TV screen
illuminatedthe patrician visage ofeighty-
six-year-old GardnerBotsford,a retired
editor and writer who was wearing the
first messaged garmentofhislife, a clas-
sic white cotton T-shirt, with “Yankees
Suck” in 75-pointblue capitals. Botsford
is no Red Soxfan,buthisshirt, the gift
ofa friendjust back from Fenway Park,
summed uphisconvictions: Voltaire could
nothave putit better. When Boone had
done his deed, Botsford took off the
shirt and wentupstairs. “Didn't work,”he
said to the silent form across the bed.
Eighteen-year-old Pat Sviokla had asked
abunchoffriends andclassmatesoverto
watchthe gameat his house in Newton,

outside Boston, but when Boone’s shot

‘wentoutthe party disappeared. “Nobody
said a word,” Pat’s mother, Eileen, said
later. “Six or seven of them going out
the door, single file. They looked like



POWs.”Bill Buckner letting the ground
ball go through his legs at Shea Sta-
dium had happened in 1986, whenthese
young men were one-year-olds. Bucky
Fucking Dent, Joe Morgan, Jim Wil-
loughby taken out, andThrowtheball in,
Johnny,was stuff their fathers and grand-
fathers talked about. Nowthey belonged.

Muchofthe buzz collected around
GradyLittle. “Grady Suéton is a better
manager than GradyLittle”was the gist
andentire contentof a note I had from
an unknown correspondent—who’d
somehowrealized that I would recog-
nize Grady Sutton as the moonfaced
ninny in the old W.C.Fields flicks.
“Grady Little is the George Bush of
managers,” a friend acrossthehall from
me in my office came byto announce.
“Letting Pedro stay in is like George
Bushstaring into Putin’s soul.”

Now, a month later, a little of New

England’s pain and anguish may have
dispersed, helped along by the Yankees’
loss in the World Series and thatlate
footage of DerekJeter, still with his cap
andspikes and wristbands on, sitting dis-
consolateinfront of his Stadium locker a
full hour after the Yanks’ elimination.

GradyLittle has been let go, and the
RedSox haveoffered waivers on Manny
Ramirez, hoping to trade him and his
twenty-million-dollar-a-year contract for
new pitching.Ifyou wantto tap into the
Soxfans’ psyche now,you have to consult
anew Website, www.redsoxhaiku.com,
where it comesin eloquenttriplets:

Bright leaves falling. Clear
Blue sky. Frost at dawn, Autumn,
Red Soxlose again.

Or:

Buckner or Little
It doesn’really matter
Someone will fuck up

And:

Hey, waittll next year:
Every eighty-six years
Like clockwork, Go Sox.

Joe Torre, who called the Red Sox
thebest team his Yankees had faced dur-
ing his eight-year tenure as manager, was
short ofa haiku by a beat or twoin the
interview room just before that seventh
game, but also ontarget: “This really
is fun, but you don’t knowit’s fun until
it’s over.” ¢  

Humidifier & Purifier.
Twoin one,

No.1 in Germany and Europe. Perfected over 20 years.

Worldwide unique technology. No needforfilterpads.

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

Venta offers humidification without filterpads.
Water is thefilter. * hygenic » simple * easy
maintenance silent * very
cost efficient * elegant design.

European consumers have made
Germany's Venta-Airwasher
Europe's Nr.1_ bestseller. Now
available all over the US.

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

Distributed in 16 countries. Ask
your dealer for this Mercedes-
class quality product.

The Venta-Airwasher’™
It's so simple.”

GermanyMage in

Venta offers 10 year warranty.

Reddot design award winner 2003.
 

Available at selected retail stores.
Pleasecall for a completelist of dealers.    

 

ZABARS BEDBATH& ACE
BEYOND ~~~

S.FELpMAN Tababe
GRACIOUS HOWE fortunoff

Ventz-Airwasher LLC. 180 Stanley Stee, Ek Grove Village
IL 60007, Te. (847) 758 9598, Fax: (847) 758 9597

ww.Venta-Airwasher..on

 

Venta-Airwasher purifies breathing air by wash-
ing it with water. Automatically adds humidity by

cold evaporation, recognized
as the besttechnique.
No endless cost of replacing
clogged, bacteria-riddenfilter-
pads, No smell of moldy filters,
‘no problemswith white dust.

“Wherever I perform in the
world: my agents are required
to provide Venta-Airwasher
because my priceless violin
needs the best possible
environment. Only Venta gives
‘me the peace of mind that the
air humiditication will be
perfect.” tigel Kennedy, London

We makeoneproduct.

Wemake it to perfection. For over 20 years.

Test the Venta-Airwashercost-free.
Free shipping anywhere in the US. Try the Airwasher
in yourhome for 14 days.If you are not fully satisfied,
we will have the Airwasher picked up from your home
via UPS and your credit card will not be charged,
Name:

‘Address.

City:

Call TodayToll Free: 1-888-333-8218

State/Zip:

 

 

NEW YORKER

CARTOON T-SHIRTS
SWEATSHIRTS TOO!
cartoonbank.com
eaeeraero

 

Sleepy Hollow Country Package

 

Dolce Tarrytown House welcomes you
to explore historic HudsonValle
For informationonthis package
& reservations call 800.553.8118
Sraes

   

 

wath a velour
finish, velvet,

matching
bow. 2-1/4"
brim.In red, black or charcoal. #LVII9A. $95

‘www.hartfordyork.com or call 800.936.5646 ‘THE NEW YORKER, NOVEMBER 24,2003 55



 

SHOUTS & MURMURS

CLASS NOTES

BY IAN FRAZIER

ack“Spicer” Conanttells us thatwhen
he was in Houstonrecently on a busi-

nesstrip he put in a call to Houstonite
and classmate Chuck Gales, but Chuck
didn’t call back.
Jim Carmichael writes that he

happened to see Mare Weinstein in
the Salt Lake City airport not long ago
and pretended not to recognize him.

 

Outof the blue the other day, Bill
Tolan says, he realized he had forgot-
ten the names of Marty Glimer, Todd
Saalsten, and Andy Camp. A quick
glance at our yearbookrefreshed his
memory.
Anne (Patterson) Simmsasks,

“What in the world was I thinking
of, going out with Mike Stack?” Don't
know, Annie—butare you sure his
namewasn't Russ?

Arthur Stancik never liked Jim
McMickens, and hasn't seen him in
years.

From rainySeattle, Alex Kostygian
sends a note inquiring about “the name

5G THE NEW YORKER, NOVEMBER 24, 2003

of the skinny blackguy whowasin our
class for a few weeks at the beginning
of sophomore year and then dropped
out.” Sorry we can't help youwith that,
Alex!

Fuadh Akmed Muhammadsays
he now can't believe he ever went to
schoolhere.

Though Geoff Emery sat next to
Hotch Engleman at every assembly for
four years, today he can't bringhis face
to mind.

Mariah Miller toldJudith (Mandel-
baum) Giles and Lacie (Stone) Mc-
Carthy she'd love to have lunch, but
doesn’t get into the city that often. Ju-
dith, or maybe Lacie, had just returned

fromItaly.
Benjamin Kaplan, recently down-

sized, wonders why he should donate

moneyto a schoolhecan’t afford to send
his own children to. Ben, you've got us
there!
When Marylin Cho saw Tony Le-

mire’s nameonhercaller I.D.last sum-
mer, shelet the machine pick up. Her

daughter, Sophie (06),later erased the
message bymistake.

Gus Trebonyek and Ted Antrim,
wholived just onefloor apart in Brain-
ard junior and senior years, never met
onceduring that entire time. Gus went
onto a careerin law, and Ted eventually

becamea consultant with a management
firm. Ted movedtofar-off Anchorage,
Alaska. Gus, meanwhile, settled into
a successful practice as litigator in
Detroit. Finally, as middle-aged men

with wives and families, both Ted and
Guscamebackfor the twenty-fifth re-
union, where again their paths did not
cross. Theystill don’t knoweach other
from Adam.
A luncheon buffet and cash bar at

the Westin Hotel gave class members in
the San Francisco area a chance for
catchingup and reminiscinglast month.
Spencer Beale, who attended, reports

that nobodythere looked atall familiar,

andhethinks he mighthave beenin the
wrong room.

Wasn't Kay Fortunaro a number,

with those tight sweaters she used to
wear? Well, turns out that was someone

else. A misidentification of a photo in
ourClass Registeris to blame.

Thesecretary of Fisk Pettibone
passes along the welcome news that“of
course he remembers [us]”andwill drop
us a note whenhehas time.

MOVIN’ ON: Often, mail sent to

classmates returns unopened,but with a

little sleuthing we discovered that
Melanie Ostroff hasn'tlived at the ad-
dress we have for her since 1985! The
house, a two-bedroom Colonial, be-
longed to her parents, who boughtit
in thesixties and havesince died. The
currentresidents wentto public schools.

Mitchell DiMario, Sallie Stark,

Chris Feinstock, Joel Bushwell, and
Will “Thirsty”Taborall rented cars for
businesstravel on weekendswithin the
past year, thus qualifying for certain
perks and discounts. They may meetto
talk aboutthis next fall.

Bruce Dunlop couldn't pick Tim
Brandt, Roger Magnuson, or Larry
Bollardi out of a police lineup today.
Hehasn’t a clue what becameof them,

or whether he might have confused
them with some guys he used to hang
out with at a summer campin Maine.

GuyForstmansays he left Rick
Kelling’s business card in the pocket of
asuit that’s at thecleaners,or possibly in
a drawer atthe office. Guyis sure it will
turn up.

Onthe wayto sales appoint-
mentrecently, Bob Halmerdrove right
by the campus. Though going fairly
fast, he appeared to look much the
same.

Cecily Spaeth-McCorkle makes
more than anyof her former teachers,

according to a newsy e-mail she sent
from the South of France.

Married the weekafter graduation,
classmates Alison Stammel and Randy
Tinsley divorced acrimoniously long
ago. Bothreport that theyare betteroff.

Wilson Yoshida veryrarely thinks
about anything having to do with his
past, and throws awayall letters or cir-
culars bearing the school’s return ad-
dress. Wilson was the 2002 recipientof
a“no-limits”checking account.

Lyle Kernersimply disappeared. JULE
S

FEI
FFI



McMurdoStation,a lonely research j
outpost in Antarctica near the South
Pole, has to be thelast place on earth
where you'd expect to run into your
roommate from sophomoreyear. If
anyoneever does, please write or call
with details.

Wehavereceived the following
from Katie (Cole) Shearwood,firing
off a missive in the midst of her busy
schedule: “Hello,all! As we formerly
youthful (don’t remind me!) friends
and classmates wend our waycloser to
codger-hood,I can’t help butsit back
and wonder, WhatI'll be when I grow
upis still up for grabs, though per-
haps less so now than ever before. In
99 I left mylongtimejob as a group
vice-presidentresponsible for more than
eight hundred people in a pre-public
biotech company dealing with infra-
structure issues—enjoyedthe work, but
felt a change was due—and founded
KatieCorp, my ownfirm handling
on-demandbiosecurity auditing and
database vulnerability analysis. Who
would've guessed? I absolutelylove it,
and only regret that I didn’t make the
change weeks earlier. Plus, as an added
bonus, I met my current spouse/part-
ner/best friend/severest critic/terrific
lover, Dennie Strube. (Dennie Shear-
wood, myex,is history, though were-
maingoodfriends, andI kept his name.)
T quickly had three children to add to
myprevious twoandhis four, and before

we knewit all hadleft for colleges and
graduate schools, where theyare doing
fine. I remain very concerned aboutthe
state of our nation and the world. As a
new empty-nester, I find I have more
time to think about whatI, as a gen- |
eration, have accomplished for right
(and wrong). The success of KatieCorp,
whosefactories are now in Suriname
and run themselves, causes me to look
for new challenges. WhenI see my face
in the mirror in the morning, peering
betweenthelinesfor the hopeful young
person I oncewas, say, ‘Katie—, and
thenI tell myself various things. I’ve
hadto juggle so much (I’m with a small
local circus here in Montreal) andyet I
still get up every morningeager forwhat
the day will bring, and no man Td care
to drink with would do otherwise.”

Does anybody have any idea who
Katie was? ¢  

Let’s be realistic.
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Baghdad. The decision to abolish the IragiArmyput unemployed men withguns on the street.

- the shadeofa highsandstonearch,
a BradleyFighting Vehicle anda pla-

toon of American soldiers from the 1st
Armored Division guard the main point
of entry into Baghdad’s Green Zone,
the heavilyfortified area west of the
‘Tigris River from which the Coalition
Provisional Authority governs occupied
Iraq. Thearch wasbuilt a fewyears ago
bySaddam Hussein,in imitation of an-

cientgates that once protected Baghdad
from Persian invaders. American sol-
diers now call it the Assassin's Gate.

Early each moming, before the sun

grows dangerous, crowds ofIraqis gather
at the Assassin’s Gate. Someare job-
seekers, others are protesters carrying
banners: “PLEASE REOPEN OUR FACTO-
RIES,” “WE WISH TO SEE MR. FRAWLEY.”

Demonstrators bring their causes here
and sometimes turn intorioters. People
handoutlists naming family members
executedby Saddam'sregimeorcarrylet-
ters addressed to L. Paul BremerIII,the
topcivilian administrator in Iraq. With
theold orderoverthrown,the Baath Party
authorities purged, and the ministries

stripped bare bylooters, mostIraqis don’t
knowwhereto take their grievances and
petitions, where to unloadthe burden of
their personal histories. So, like suppli-
cants to the Caliph of ancient Baghdad,
theybring them directlyto the front gate
ofthe occupation. ButfewIraqis have the
credentials to enter the Green Zone, and
there are few, if any, interpreters at the
gate. TheIraqis stand ononesideofcoils
of concertina wire, gesturing andtrying
to explain whythey must getin; on the
other side stand American soldiers in
bodyarmor, doing twelve-hourshifts of

checkpointduty, keeping them out.
One dayin July, a tiny woman in a

salmon-colored veil stepped out of the
crowd andthrust a handwrittenletter at
me. She was a schoolteacher, aboutthirty,
with glasses and thickwhite face powder
and an expression so pointedly solemn
that she might have been a mime per-
forming grief Herletter, whichwas eigh-
teen pages long, requested an audience
with “Mister respectable, merciful Amer-
ican ambassador Pawal Bramar.” It con-
tained a great deal of detailed advice on
the need to arm the Iraqi people so that
theycould help fight against the guerrilla
resistance. The teacher, who was well
underfive feettall, wanted permission
to carry an AK-47 and work alongside
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American soldiers against “the beasts”who
weretrying to restore Saddam or bring
Tranian-style oppression. She had drawn.
upa fake gun permittoillustrate her de-
sire. She washavingtroublesleeping, she
said, and hadall but stopped eating.
Aman with a cane hobbled over from

the line. Hisleft hand, wrappedin a ban-
dage, was missing the thumb. He ex-
plained to the teacher in Arabic that he
had been paralyzed in a car accident
while fleeing Kuwait at the end of the
Gulf War, and that at some point he
hadlost the pieceof paper entitling him
to hospital care. Now that the Ameri-
cans werein charge,he felt emboldened
to ask for another copy—andso he had
cometo the Assassin's Gate. The man,
unshaven and wretched-looking, began
to cry. The teachertold him notto be
sad,to trust in God, and to speak with
the American soldiers at the checkpoint.
Heshuffled backintoline.

“Please, sir, can you help me?” the
teacher continued. “I must work with
Americans, because my psychologyis de-
molished by Saddam Hussein. Notjust
me.All Iraqis. Psychological demolition.”

THE HISTORIAN

he Coalition Provisional Authority,
orC.PA.,is headquarteredin the Re-

publican Palace, about a mile beyond the
Assassin's Gate, down a road of eucalyp-

tus trees, past bombed state buildings and
concrete barriers. Thepalace, protected by
ahigh iron gate and sandbagged machine-
gun positions, is a sprawling two-story
office buildingin the Babylonian-Fascist
style favored by Saddam, with Art Deco
eagles spanning the doorways. Evenly
spaced along the top of the facade are
four identical twenty-foot gray busts of
Saddam,staring straight ahead,his eyes
framed byan imperial helmet. Beneath
these Ozymandian tributes,twelve hun-
dredofficials of the C.P.A. go aboutthe
businessof runningthe country. Getting
in to see one of them,a senior adviser
to Bremer acknowledged,“is like a jail-
break in reverse.”Thoughitis in the geo-
graphical heart of ochre-colored, crum-
bling Baghdad, the C.P.A.sits in deep
isolation. There are legitimate security
reasons for this: on November4th,the
compound was hit by mortar fire, and
four people were injured.

‘The Republican Palaceis lavishlypaved
in marble and granite, with mirrored al-
coves, gilded faux-Louis XIV furniture,
and, in one vast domed room, murals of
Scud missiles and the Al Aqsa mosquein
aJerusalem withoutJews.Along second-
floorcorridoris the office of the C.PA.s
advisers to the Ministry of Higher Edu-
cation and Scientific Research, After the
overthrow ofthe Saddam regime, a thirty-
six-year-old American, Andrew P. N.
Erdmann, whohasa doctorate in history

 COM

“Lfind thatIdon’t needto hibernate as early ifI weara cardigan.”

from Harvard, becameIraq’ actingMin-
ister of Higher Education.
Drew Erdmannis a rangy, broad-

shouldered former rower with a strong
chin and short sandy hair parted in the
middle;when I methim during a month's
stay in Iraq,he had a bushy mustache that
turned his face intothatof a British colo-
nial official circa 1925. His features and
oarsman’s physique, together with those
double-barreled middle initials, prepared
mefora terse Anglophilic bureaucrat. In-
stead, Erdmann broods. Hespeaks in
long,reflective sentences that are fre-
quentlyinterrupted by second thoughts
and qualifications; hesettles intoa faster,
more explosive rhythm when recounting
something that angers him—often,his
own conduct. He was getting just a few
hours of sleep a night, sharing a cramped
trailer on the grounds ofthepalace.Byhis
own account,hewas short-tempered and
close to nervousexhaustion.

Hehadjust returned from a meeting
atwhich heldtried notto humiliate a uni-
versity president whoasked what“oper-
ating budget” meant during the fifth or
sixth discussion ofthe subject.Two weeks
earlier, on the campus of Baghdad Uni-
versity, Jeffrey Wershow, a twenty-two-
year-old soldier from Erdmann’s security
detail, had been shotdeadat point-blank
range while waiting for Erdmann to come
out of another meeting. Wershow was
the seventy-firstAmerican soldier in Iraq
to have beenkilled since the overthrow of
Saddam.Since then,attacks oncoalition
forces have doubled—to more than thirty
a day—and grown morefierce, some-
times involving car bombs. More than a
hundredandfifty soldiers have been
killed during thefirst six months of the
occupation, and some twenty-two hun-
dred have been wounded.

Tsought out Erdmannin part because
his dissertation adviser had been Ernest
May, an authorityon historical analogies. I
‘was interested in the analogies that Erd-
mann wascarrying aroundin his head for
his newjob ofnation-building:TheBritish
in colonial Iraq? The Americansin post-
warGermany? Lyingona cotin the trailer
and fiddling with a Swiss Armyknife, his
feet propped on an Armyduffelbag,his
desk littered with water bottles, empty
packets of Meals Readyto Eat, and un-
read books on the Middle East, Erdmann
flashed a self-mockinggrin. “I can’t think
historically—there've beentimes when I



don’t even know whatI did forty-eight
hours before,” hesaid wryly. “Ttry. It’s like
a test for myself Can I remember whatI
didthe day before? I eventually can,butit
takes effort. That's not a good situation,
‘Youshould be able to rememberwhat you
did in thelast twenty-four hours.”

Hanging on the wall of Erdmann’s
office was a sign that reminded him
of his mission. It read, “END STATE: A
DURABLE PEACE FOR A UNITED AND

STABLE, DEMOCRATIC IRAQTHAT PRO-

VIDES EFFECTIVE AND REPRESENTATIVE

GOVERNMENT FOR AND BY THE IRAQI

PEOPLE; IS UNDERPINNED BYNEW AND.

PROTECTED FREEDOMS AND A GROW-

ING MARKET ECONOMY; AND NO

LONGER POSES A THREAT TO ITS

NEIGHBORS OR INTERNATIONAL SECU-

RITY AND IS ABLE TO DEFENDITSELF.”
Erdmann believedin this goal, but he

was wary ofthe lofty rhetoric. One ofhis
favorite books, which he was trying to find
timeto reread in Baghdad, is the French
historianMarc Bloch’s “Strange Defeat,” a
firsthandaccountofthe collapse ofFrance
in 1940. Bloch served in the FrenchArmy
in both world wars and then joined the
Resistance before his capture,torture, and

executionby the Nazis. Erdmann,in talk-
ing about his own efforts in Iraq, more
than once cited a passage from “Strange
Defeat”:“The ABCofourprofessionis to
avoidthese large abstract termsin order to
try to discover behind them the only con-
crete realities, which are human beings.”

The ongoing debate over the war in
Iraq has rarely moved beyond abstract
termsto take into accountthe human be-
ings—Iraqis and Americans alike—
whoselives are affected by decisions in
Washington. To Erdmann,success in
Traqwill ultimately dependonthesmall,
concrete actions of individuals on the
ground. The psychological demands of
the occupation were daunting, hesaid,

and added, “Some people can navigate
it, some people can't. Some people can
make a mistake and recalibrate, others
can't. On bothsides.” He paused. “So
much ofthis is up to the wisdom of peo-
ple—their prudence, their judgment.”

THE PLANNERS

fore arriving in Iraq,in April, Erd-
mann had donea lot of relevant

historical thinking. In his dissertation,
“AmericansSearch for ‘Victory’ in the

 

‘Twentieth Century,” he wrote about
Americans’ growingrealization that ina
military interventiona careful transition
from war to peace is as crucial asbattle-
field success. “The language that we live
with todayof ‘exit strategy;and the focus
on the ‘end game’—that’s recent, and
part ofthis historical evolution,” hesaid.

Erdmann received his Ph.D. in 2000,
and promptly abandoned an academic
career. There is something self-punishing
andobsessive in his character.life spent
analyzing military history would be in-
sufficient; he was the sort of academic
who had to know how he would do
underfire. He wantedto be a good citi-
zen more than a good professor.

In early 2001, Erdmann wasaboutto
fly to Kosovo andtake thefirst job he
could find—“Anything. Load bags of
grain. That's how far away I wanted to
get from academia’—whena call came
from Richard N. Haass, who had just
been nameddirectorof policy planning
at the State Department. By May, Erd-
mann was in Washington, working for
the Bush Administration. At Harvard,
he had been an Eisenhowerspecialist,
and he entered governmentin the old-
fashionedspirit of a political indepen-
dent. “Thisis a little too grandiose, but 

there is a previoustradition in foreign-
policy circles of being more nonpartisan,
serving the national interest,” he said.

In the summerof2002,when the Ad-
ministration began leaning towardan in-
vasion ofIraq, Haass asked Erdmann to
analyze twentieth-century postwarrecon-
structions. In fifteen single-spaced classi-
fied pages—epic length for a State De-
partment memo—Erdmann applied the
ideas in his dissertationto series of case
studies from the two world wars through
more recentconflicts such as Bosnia and
Kosovo. One of Erdmann’s fundamental
conclusions was that long-term success
dependedoninternational support. In the
short run, he explained to meoneevening,
“the foundationofeverything is security,”
which partly depended on having suffi-
cient numbers oftroops.“You don’t have
to looktoo far to see that isn't the case here.
AndI don't fault the people whoare here.
There's no wayanyfault should be put on
the kids in the 3rd LD.or the brigade
commanders.The questionis,whyweren't
more people put in?Thatwas the concern
of my project—were we prepared to do
whatit tookin the postwar phase?”

Lastfall, Secretary of State Colin
Powell circulated Erdmann’s memo to
Vice-President Dick Cheney, Secre-
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tary of Defense Donald Rumsfeld, and
the national-security adviser, Condo-
leezzaRice. “Maybeit wasn't read,” Erd-
mannsaid,

rdmann’s view that rebuilding Iraq
would require a significant, sustained

effort was echoed bythe State Depart-
ment’s Bureau of Near Eastern Affairs.
Throughout2002, sixteen groupsof Iraqi
exiles, codrdinated by a bureau official
namedThomas S.Warrick, researched po-
tential problemsin postwar Iraq, from the
electricitygrid to thejustice system. The
thousands of pages that emerged from this
effort, which became known as the Fu-

ture of Iraq Project, presented a sobering
viewof the country’s physicaland human,
infrastructure—and suggested the need
for a long-term,expensive commitment.

The Pentagonalso spenttime devel-
oping a postwar scenario,but, because of
Rumsfeld’s battle with Powell over for-
eign policy, it didn’t codrdinateits ideas
with the State Department. The plan-
ning was directed, in an atmosphere of
near-total secrecy, by Douglas J. Feith,
the Under-Secretary of Defensefor Pol-
icy, and William Luti, his deputy. Ac-
cording to a Defense Department of-
ficial, Feith’s team pointedly excluded
Pentagonofficials with experience in
postwar reconstructions. The fear, the
official said, was that such people would
offer pessimistic scenarios, which would

challenge Rumsfeld’s aversion to using
troops as peacekeepers;if leaked, these
scenarios might dampen public enthusi-
asmfor the war. “Yougotthe impression
in this exercise thatwe didn't harness the
best and brightest mindsin a concerted
effort,”Thomas E. White,the Secretary
of the Armyduringthis period, told me.
“With the Departmentof Defense the
first issue was “We've gotto controlthis
thing’—so everyone else was suspect.”
White was fired in April. Feith’s team, he
said, “had the mind-set that this would
bea relatively straightforward, manage-
able task, because this would be a war of

liberation and therefore the reconstruc-
tionwould beshort-lived.”

‘Thiswas theview heldby exiles in the
Traqi National Congress,led by Ahmad
Chalabi. Theexiles told President Bush
that Iraqis would receive their liberators
with “sweets and flowers.” Their advice
led policymakers to assumethat Iraqi
soldiers and policemen would happily
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transfer their loyalty to the Americans,
providing a ready-madesecurityforce.
“There was a mistaken notionin certain
circles in Washington thatthe Iraqi civil
service would remainintact,” Barham

Salih, the Prime Minister of the Iraqi
Kurdish administration anda strong ad-
vocate for the overthrow of Saddam,
said.A weekbefore the war, he discussed
the problem of law and order with a
senior member of the Administration.
“They were expecting the police to work
afterliberation,” Salih told me.“I said,

“This is not the N.Y.PD.It’s the Iraqi po-
lice. The minute thefirst cruise missile
arrives in Baghdad,the police force de-
generates and everybody goes home.’”

Inthe Pentagon's scenario, the respon-
sibility of managing Iraq would quickly
be handed off to exiles, led by Chalabi—
allowing the U.S.to retain control with-
out having to commit more troops and
invest a lot of money. “Therewas a desire
bysomein the Vice-President’s office and
the Pentagon to cut and run from Iraq
and leave it up to Chalabito run it,” a sen-
ior Administrationofficial told me. “The
idea was to put our guyin there and he
‘was going to be so compliant that hed
recognize Israel andall the problemsin
the Middle East would be solved. He
would be our man in Baghdad. Every-
thing would be hunky-dory.” The plan-
ning was so wishful that it bordered on
self-deception.“It isn’t pragmatism,it isn't
Realpolitik, it isn’t conservatism,it isn't
liberalism,”the official said. “It’s theology.”

OnJanuary 20th, President Bush
signed National Security Presidential Di-
rective No. 24, which gave control of
postwar Iraq to the Departmentof De-
fense. At the end of the month, the Pen-

tagon threw togethera team ofsoldiers
andcivilians,underthe leadershipofre-
tired General Jay Garner, in the newly
christened Office of Reconstruction and
Humanitarian Assistance. ORHA would
administerIraq after the end ofhostili-
ties.Thewarwas only seven weeks away.

In 1991,at the end of the Gulf War,
Garner had ledthelargely successful ef
fort to save Kurdish refugeesin northern
Iraq. Garner andhis innercircle of gen-
erals and ambassadors essentially used the
sametemplatefor thewar in Iraq. ORHA
was dividedinto three “pillars,” as Garner
called them: humanitarian assistance,

reconstruction, andcivil administration.
Gamer's experience in northern Iraq led

him to focus on the potential for a hu-
manitarian disaster: displaced popula-
tions, starvation, outbreaks of disease,

prisoners ofwar, and,above all, chemical-
weapons attacks. The U.N. was warning
ofthe possibility of half a million deaths.
ORHA thoroughly prepared for each of
these nightmares—andif any one of
them had come to pass Garner’s fore-
sightwould have been applauded.

Butin concentratingon possible emer-
gencies hefailed to consider the long
view. On February21st and 22nd, some

two hundredofficials gathered in an
auditorium at the National Defense Uni-
versity, in Washington,fora “rock drill’—
a detailed vetting of the plans that had
been madesofar. Thedrill struck some
participants as ominous.

“I got thesense that the humanitarian
stuffwasprettywell in place, but the rest
ofit was flying blind,” one ORHA mem-
berrecalled. “Alot ofitwas after hearing
from Jay Garner, ‘Wedon’t have any re-
sourcesto do this.’” Plans for running
the country’s ministries were rudimen-
tary; ORHA had donelittle research. At
Douglas Feith’s insistence,his former law
partner Michael Mobbs was named the
head of the civil-administration team.
According to Garnerand others, Mobbs
nevergelled with his new colleagues.Yet
this “pillar”would turnoutto be the one
that mattered most.

During the rock drill, Gordon W.
Rudd, a professor from the Marine

Corps’s Command andStaff College,
whohad beenassigned to Garner's team
as a historian,noticed that a man sitting

four rows in front ofhim kept interjecting
comments during other people’s presen-
tations.“Atfirst, he annoyed me,” Rudd
said. “ThenI realized he was better in-
formed thanwe were. He hadworked the
topics, while the guy onstagewas a rookie.”

Ttwas Tom Warrick, the codrdinator
of the State Department's Futureof Iraq
Project, and his frustrations had just
begun. Two weeks after the rock drill,
after a meetingat the Pentagon, Rums-

feld asked Garner, “Do you have a guy
named Warrick on your team?” Rums-
feld ordered Garner to remove Warrick
from ORHA, adding, “This came from
sucha highlevel I can’t say no.” Warrick,
who had done as much thinking about
postwar Iraq as any other American of-
ficial, never wentto Baghdad.

The war between State and Defense



continues: For months, Feith’s office has

held up the appointmentofother senior
State Departmentofficials to the C.PA.,
even as the organization remainsfifty
percentunderstaffed. Thereports of the
Future ofIraq Project were archived. In
Baghdad,I met an Iraqi-American law-
yer named Sermid Al-Sarraf, who had
servedonthe project's transitional-justice
working group. He was carrying a copy
of its two-hundred-and-fifty-page re-
port, trying to interest C.P.A.officials.
Nobody seemedto have readit.

The Administration was remarkably
adept at muffling its own intemal tensions.
Ononly two occasions did dissenting
views becomepublic. Thefirst was on the
subject of money: reporterfrom the Wall
StreetJournal quoted Lawrence Lindsey,
the President’s chief economic adviser,
floatinga figure ofup to two hundred bil-
lion dollars for the war and the recon-
struction. This was at odds with the Ad-
ministration’s projection—statedpublicly
by Vice-President Cheney and Deputy
Secretary of Defense Paul Wolfowitz—
thatthe cost of reconstruction would be
largely covered byIraqi oil revenue. By
April, the White House had requested
only $2.4 billion for postwar rebuilding.

The second rift was over troop de-
ployment. In February, General Eric
Shinseki, the Army’s chiefof staff, testi-
fied before the Senate that the occupa-
tion of Iraq would require several hun-
dred thousand troops. This prediction
prompted Wolfowitz to geton the phone
withThomas White, theArmySecretary.
“Hewas agitated that we in the Army
didn’t getit,” White recalled. “Hedidn't
give arguments or reasons. Their view
‘was thatit was going to go the waythey
said it was goingto go.” Two days later,
Wolfowitz appeared before the House
Budget Committee and said that so high
an estimate was “wildly off the mark.”
Heexplained,“It’s hard to conceive that
it would take more forces to providesta-
bility in post-Saddam Iraq than itwould
take to conductthe war itself and to se-
cure the surrender of Saddam'ssecurity
forces and his Army. Hard to imagine.”

n March 16th, three days before
thefirst bombsfell on Baghdad,

a hundred andsixty-nine ORHA mem-
bers flew to Kuwait. Among them was
Drew Erdmann.

Thoughhehadleft academia behind,

Erdmann’sreasonsfor going to Iraq
were, ina sense, professional. “Myanaly-
sis was that wereally are at a turning
pointinhistory,” hetold mein Baghdad.
“Thad a particular historical perspective.
I felt that this was a defining eventwhich,
good or bad, would have an impact for
the next decade. If it wentbadly, the con-
sequences wouldbe worse than Vietnam.
And, second, the postwar phase was
goingto be the most important.” Before
headingto Iraq, Erdmannhadtojustify
his plansto his wife, who was skeptical of
the needforwar.‘I knew if I didn'tgo Td
always regretit,” he said. “And my wife
did,too, She knew that myregret would
becorrosive.”

Erdmannaskedto join thecivil-
administration team, led by Mobbs. By
thetime hereachedthe beachfrontvillas
in Kuwait where ORHAhad setup opera-
tions, Mobbs's teamwas in disarray. They
were getting more information aboutthe
fighting in Iraq from CNNthan from
Washington, and nobody even had an
“org”chart ofthe Iraqi ministries. Garner
had decided to divide Iraq into three
(later four) administrative zones, which
meant that ORHA’s mapsborenorelation
to the country’s eighteen governorates.

Gordon Rudd,the militaryhistorian,
‘was worried enoughto speak to Garner.
“T said, ‘We're notputting enoughatten-
tion oncivil administration.’And hesaid,
in so manywords, ‘Gordon, that can
‘wait—we'vegotto focus on humanitar-
ian assistance.’ He was thinking about
savinglives, not reforming Iraq. And at
thetimethat madeperfect sense.”

‘Treallylike Jay Garner,” one ORHA
membertold me.“But I never got from
him whatthe vision was and what we
‘were goingto do. To the extentthat I did,

it didn’t seem remotelyrealistic to me—
thatwe wouldbegoingin there for three
months and we would get everything in
order and we would be done.”

In Kuwait, Erdmann and someoth-
ers felt so undirected that they began
lookingfortasks. Together they drewup
alist of sixteen key sites around Baghdad
that the military should secure and pro-
tect uponthefall of the city. Atthe top of
thelistwas the Central Bank. No. 2 was
the Iragi Museum. “Symbolic impor-
tance,” Erdmann explained. The Min-
istry of Oil waslast.
On March 26th,thelist went to the

military war planners at Camp Doha,
near the Iraqi border. Two weeks later, as

 “Try notto get irrepressible.”



Baghdad fell and intense looting began,
Erdmannandthe others went to Camp
Dohato find out what had happened
to their list.They metwith ayoung Brit-
ish officer. “He's sitting there on the stool
in front, in his British desert cammies,”
Erdmann recalled. “And he’s,like, “Well,
you know,I just became aware of this
big stack of stuff that you ORHA guys
did yesterday.’The list had fallen into
a bureaucratic gap—and now Erdmann
was watching ontelevision as the Iraqi
Museum waslooted and the ministries
‘were burned.

Oneday during the war, Albert Ce-
vallos, at the time a contractor with the
United States Agency for International
Development, was standingwith a group
ofcivil-affairs officers at the Iraq-Kuwait
border. Oneofficer asked him, “What's
theplan for policing?”

Cevallos’s job was in the field of
humanrights. “I thought you knew the
plan,” hesaid.

“No, we thoughtyou knew.”
“Haven't youtalked to ORHA?”
“No, no onetalkedto us.”
Cevallos wanted to run away. “It was

like a Laurel and Hardyroutine,” hesaid.
“Whathappened to the plans? Thisis
like the million-dollar question that I
cant figure out.”

‘Timothy Carney, a career foreign-
service officer who wascalled outofre-
tirement by Wolfowitz to join Mobbs’s
team,said that the military simply didn’t
understand ORHA’s importance.“It was
as if these guys didn’t have a clue what
Jay Garner was about,” hesaid. “There
‘was nopriority given to theessential as-
pects of our mission.”

Erdmann was impatient with any
facile condemnation of the planning ef-
fort. When I mentioned that, in 1944,

the United States military had produced
a four-hundred-page manual for the oc-
cupation of Germany, heretorted that,
giventheavailable lead time, a fairer com-
parison wouldbe with the wartime occu-
pation of French North Africa, which

was so beset with problemsthat it nearly
cost General Eisenhower his job. Erd-
mann reminded methat, in the case of
Iraq,doing any planningatallwas a del-
icate matter. The Administration had to
prepare for theeffects of awar itwas still
claiming it wantedto avoid.
“How much diplomacy would there

havebeenat the U.N.if people had said,
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‘ThePresidentis pulling people out of the
Departments of Agriculture and Com-
merce to take overthe wholeIraqistate?”
Erdmannsaid. “That’ the political logic
that works against advance planning.”

But the haste and confusion of the
planning, the determinationto keep grim
forecasts out of public view, the ground-
less assumptions, the desire to do it on
the cheap—all this left Erdmann and
his colleagues poorly prepared for what
awaited them whentheyfinally reached
Baghdad, on April 23rd.

“FREEDOM'S UNTIDY”

ninfantry captain in Baghdad gave
me his war log for the months of

March, April, and May.The days leading
upto thecity’s fall are crowdedwith inci-
dents. But immediately after April 9th,
whenthestatue of Saddam Hussein was
pulled down,the entries tum brief: “Noth-

ing significantto report, stayed at airport
all day doing maintenance and recovery
operations.” Meanwhile, thecity’s leading
institutions were being plundered.

Tt remains a mystery why American
forces did so little to stop the looting.
Martial law was notdeclared; itwas days
before a curfew was imposed throughout
thecity. It wasas if the fall of Baghdad
were the military's only objective. At a
Pentagon news conference, Rumsfeld

regarded the chaos with equanimity.
“Freedoms untidy,” hesaid. “Free people
are free to make mistakes and commit
crimesand do bad things.”

The economiccost ofthe lootingwas
estimated at twelve billion dollars. The
ruined buildings,the lost equipment, the
destroyed records, and the damaged in-
frastructure continue to hamperthe re-
construction. But on a more profound
level the looting meantthat Iraqis’ first
experience of freedom was disorder and
violence. Thearrival of the Americans
therefore unleashed new fears,even as it
brought an endto political terror. The
Administration had naively concluded
that an imprisoned andbrutalized pop-
ulation would respondtoits release by
gratefully setting up a democratic soci-
ety. There wasno contingency for psy-
chological demolition. What had been
left out of the planning was the Iraqis
themselves.

“Thestate disappeared,” Erdmann
said. “Mostly, either the people melted

awayorthe institutions were melted
down by them.” Bythe time Erdmann
and his colleagues moved into the Re-
publican Palace, which was without
doors orwindows orelectricity or water,
with half an inch of fine desert dust
coating everything, they were already
months behindschedule.

Iraqis, who had been taught by Sad-
dam thatindividual initiative could be
fatal, were waiting to be toldwhatwould
comenext; and no onetold them. Many

reacted to the vacuum with a kind of
paralysis. “Peoplejust stopped doing ev-
erything that they would normallydo,”
an ORHA official recalled. In late April, a
man ina Shia neighborhood approached
Noah Feldman,a law professor at New
York University, who had cometo Iraq
asa constitutional adviser, and asked him

who was in charge. Nobody seemed to
know.

“Wewere incompetent,as far as they

were concerned,” Feldman said. “The
keyto it all was the looting. That was
whenitwas clear that therewas noorder.
There’s an Arab proverb: Better forty
years of oppression than oneday of an-
archy.” He added, “Thatalso told them
they could fight against us—that we
werenota serious force.”

Inthelast week of April, American

officials met with three hundred andfifty
Iraqis in the Baghdad Convention Cen-
ter to discuss the country’s future. Gar-
nerwas askedby tribal sheikh, “Who's
in charge ofour politics?”

“You're in charge,” Garner answered.
The audience gasped. An American

whowas presentsaid, “Tlaterrealized they
were losing faith in us by the second.”

Uponhisarrival in Baghdad, Erd-
mannjoined an effort to find the highest-
ranking officials “still left standing”from
the Saddamregime—f onlyto fire them.
Butthe ministries had been stripped of
everything, including the urinals and
pipes. Simply getting out of the palace
wasdifficult, with few military escorts
available. Progress depended almost en-
tirely on random encounters in thecity
between American officials and Iraqi bu-
reaucrats. “You had Iraqis just showing
up at work, hoping that someone from
the coalition would stop at their min-
istry, and saying, ‘Welcome. Take meto
your leader,” Erdmannrecalled, laugh-
ing. “Nojoke!It waslike, ‘I represent the
Grand Galactic Federation.’ ”He cupped



CaptainJohn Prior was amongthefirst to encounter the humanproblems in anIraq that was neitheratpeace norai 
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his hands around his mouth to make
a ghostly echo. “ ‘Who areyou?Andwhat
is your position? Then they'd tell you
their job, and thenit’s like, “What the
hell is that?”

Owing to thetightfistedness of the
Office of Management and Budget, in
Washington, Erdmann andhis colleagues
initiallyhad roughlytwenty-five thousand
dollars for each devastated Iraqi ministry.
Getting the money required grantappli-
cations that took several weeks for ap-
proval. (This process was later stream-
lined.) “To do reconstruction,you need to
have theability to deliver resources right
away,” Erdmann said. “People in a desper-
atesituation needhelp. Boy, that’s a blind-
ingly obvious insight! The next thing is
thatifyou're notgiving them help they're
going to go somewhere else.”

fter spendingjust twenty-four hours
in the capital,JayGamer flew north

to Kurdish territory, where he was ac-
claimedas a hero. He met with the two
Kurdish leaders, Massoud Barzani and
Jalal Talabani, to discuss the political
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handoff. The Kurds and the opposition
leaders whohadbeenin exile, including
Ahmad Chalabi, would form a provi-
sional government in Baghdad, along
with afew“internals’—Iraqisfrominside
the country. Whenthese pro-Western
Iraqis took charge, the Americans could
slough off someresponsibility without
giving up power.

Garnerrecently spoke with mein his
office atthe defense-contractingcompany
he now headsnear the Pentagon. I asked
him if these political moves had been di-
rected by Defenseofficials. “I never got
a call from anybody saying, ‘Don’t do
that,” Garnersaid. “You follow me?”

But Chalabishort-circuited the plan.
According to an Iraqipolitician whowas
close to the negotiations, Chalabi, along
with the Shiite leaderMuhammad Bakr
al-Hakim, whowas killed in an August

car bombing,resisted Garner’s idea of
including internals—and anyoneelse
whomight diminishtheir power. “They
wantedbasically to control who would
bethere,”the Iraqipolitician said.

Chalabi’s obstructionism ultimately

didn’t matter.The handoff scenario that
had been hatched in Washington was
disintegrating even as Garner was ty-
ing to carry it out. “The exiles made a big
mistake,thinking thattheycouldride an
American tank into Baghdad and gain
legitimacy. Itjust doesn’twork thatway,”
theIraqipolitician said. Chalabiand the
seven-hundred-manmilitia of the Iraqi
National Congress, which commandeered.
choice properties uponarrival in Bagh-
dad,were notacclaimedbytheir compa-
triots. (“They mayhavelookedlike a bit
of awarlord group,”Gordon Rudd said.
“T told that to Garner. Hesaid, ‘Gor-
don,I don’t like that word.’”) Making

matters worse,the police and the Army

had notdefected; they had disappeared.
Criminal gangs proliferated throughout
thecity.

“Allofthiswas funnelledupto Feith,”
a senior Administration official said,

“and from Feith to Rumsfeld, and they
had a come-to-Jesus meeting andsaid,
‘We've gotto change things fast.’” *

Inlate April, Rumsfeld called Garner
to tell him that the veteran diplomat
L.Paul Bremerwould be replacing him.
Itwasa tacit admission thatthe situation
in Iraq was outof control. In an inter-
view, Feith insisted that Garner's removal
was routine andsignalled no change of
policy. Healso denied that the Adminis-
tration had been intent on transferring
power to Chalabi. “Theidea thatwe had
a rigid plan forthepolitical transitionis
a mistake,”he said. “We developed con-
cepts, policyguidelines—for example, or-
ganize as much authority as possible in
Iraqi hands. Thatis a policy guideline.
But, asfor specific names andtimetables
andrules, nobody here presumedto dic-
tate that, becauseyou can't possiblyknow
that. That’s like tryingtotell a local com-
manderin advanceofthebattle exactly
how manypeople to put where as the
fighting proceeds. Nobody can work
with a plan that rigid. Nobody here in
Washingtonis micromanaging.”

But Bremer suggested that his ap-
pointment was marked “Urgent.” “I had
ten days to get ready to comehere,” he
told me in Baghdad.A former diplomat
whohad served under Republican Pres-
idents before becoming the managing
director of Henry Kissinger’s consulting
firm, Bremer was acceptable to Rums-

feld; his selection represented a brief

truce in the war between Defense and



State. By mid-May, he had taken Gar-
ner’s place. Garner had worn shirtsleeves
andinsisted on being called Jay; his suc-
cessor wore suit and wasreferred to as
Ambassador Bremer. ORHAwas dissolved
into the Coalition Provisional Authority,
and Bremer, with the status of a Presi-
dential envoy, the legal imprimatur of a
U.N.Security Council resolution, and
the commandauthority that Garner
neverhad,letit be known that he was in
control. The Iraqi Army was promptly
abolished, all members of the top four

levels of the Baath Party were expelled
from governmentservice, Chalabi’s mili-
tia was disarmed, and the formation of
a provisional government was stopped
cold. There was even talk of shooting
looters, thoughit didn’t happen.
The Defense Department, which

waspredicting in early May that troop
levelswould be down to thirty thousand
by the end of the summer,extended the
deploymentofbattle-wearydivisions in-
definitely, What had been envisaged as
a swift liberation had becomea pro-
longed occupation.

Tothis day, key policymakers main-
tain their faith in the Pentagon's original
plan. Accordingto a senior Administra-
tion official, not long ago inWashington,
Cheney approached Powell, stuck a fin-
ger in his chest, andsaid, “If you hadn't
opposed the I.N.C. and Chalabi, we
wouldn'tbein this mess.” But one Pen-
tagon official acknowledged that his
agencywas responsible for the debacle.
“Ttwas ridiculous,” he said. “Rummyand
Wolfowitz and Feith did not believe
the U.S. would need to run post-conflict
Iraq. Their plan was to turn it over to
these exiles very quickly and let them
deal with the messes that came up. Gar-
ner was a fall guy for a bad strategy. He
was doing exactlywhat Rummywanted.
him to do.Itwas thestrategy thatfailed.”

THE CAPTAIN

I: April, CNNaired footage of a ma-
rine in Baghdad whois confronted

with a crowdofangry Iraqis. He shouts
backin frustration, “We're here for your

fucking freedom!”
In the months following the over-

throw of Saddam,tens of thousands of
soldiers who thought they would be
homebyJunesawtheir departures post-
poned again and again. They are now

the occupation’s mostvisible face. Com-
bat engineers trained to blow up mine-
fields sit through meetingsof the Bagh-
dad water department; airborne troops
who jumpin and outof missions spend
monthssettingup the Kirkuk police de-
partment; soldiers of the 3rd Infantry

Division who spearheaded the invasion
pass out textbooks in a Baghdadgirls’
school. The peacekeeping missions in
the Balkans gave someof them acertain
amountof preparation, but there was
little training for the concerted effort
nowrequired of soldiers in Iraq. Ray
Jennings, a policy consultant who spent
several monthsin Iraq, told me that he
encountered officers running midsized
cities whosaid, “I'm doingthebest I can,
but I don’t know how to dothis, I don’t
have a manual. You got a manual?” A
civil-affairs captain asked Albert Ceval-
los for training in “Robert’s Rules of
Order 101.” Rumsfeld’s nightmare of an
army of nation-builders has cometo
pass in Iraq.

Thecaptain who showed mehis war
log was a company commander named
John Prior. He is a twenty-nine-year-
old from Indiana, six feet tall andstringy.

His youthful face, deadpan sarcasm, and
bouncy slew-footed stride do not pre-
pare you for his toughness.

“Somepeople are just born to do
something,”Prior said. By his own ac-
count, heloves Armylife, the taking and

giving oforders.“The sappy reasons peo-
ple saythey’rein the military—those are
the reasons I’m in,” he said. “When the
Peace Corpscan't quite getit done and
diplomacy fails and McDonald’s can't
build enoughfranchises to win Baghdad
over,that’s when the military comesin.”

His unit, Charlie Companyof the
2ndBattalion,6th Infantry Regiment, is
now basedattheIraqi military academy
in south Baghdad.(Hissoldiers’ sleeping
quarters are festooned with crépe-paper
decorations from the last Ramadan.)The
academyis next to the bombedruinsof a
vast military camp andairfield that have
become hometofive thousand displaced
people, looters, and petty criminals. After
the fall of Baghdad,it tooktwo and a half
monthsfor Prior's companytoarrive at
its current location. Duringtheir odyssey
in centralIraq, Prior and his men came to
realize thatwhat President Bush, on May

Ast, had called the end of “major combat

operations”was just the beginning.

Charlie Company’s first missionafter
the fall of Baghdadsent Prior westto the
town of Ramadi, to retrieve the bodyof
Veronica Cabrera, an Argentinejournal-
ist who had beenkilled in a highway ac-
cident. Prior and his soldiers were the
first conventional forces to enter Ramadi,
which was becominga center of Baathist
resistance. The company was asked by
Special Forces andthe C.L.A.to stay on
for a few days and helppatrol the town.
They promptly found themselves in the
middle of an anti-American riot, with
insults,fruit, shoes, two-by-fours, rocks,

and, finally, chunks of concrete flying at
them. The Americans didn’t shoot and
no one wasseriously injured;in his log
Prior commendshis soldiers for their re-
straint. In the following days in Ramadi,
and then in the nearbytown of Fallujah,
Priorrecords series of successful raids
on houses andweapons markets. He ex-
pressespride in his soldiers’ resourcefil-
ness. Then something newandstrange
enters the marginsofhis account: Iraqis.

In Ramadi, a man whospeaks broken

English around other Iraqis suddenly
pulls Prior aside and whispers in flaw-
less English, “I am an American, take
me with you.” WhenPriortries to learn
more, the manreverts to broken English
and then clams up. Another man on an-
other dayapproachesa soldier and, speak-
ing perfect English, warns him notto
trust Iraqis—that things are not what
they seem. Hedisappears before the sol-
dier can get moreinformation. Prior and
his first sergeant, Mark Lahan,track
down the man at homewith his family.
Nowusing broken English,the man tells

them that everythingisfine.
In another mysterious incident, an

Iraqi approaches Lahan and abruptly
asks, “Howare things in Baghdad? Have
there been any suicide bombings? Have
any Americans been killed?” Soon af-
terward,the guerrilla war starts.

“Theentire situation seemed very
weird,” Prior writes on April 26th, after
five days in Ramadi. “It is clear now that
theyare not as happyas theysay that
weare here. Forthe first timein a while,
felt extremely nervous being in such
close proximity to Iraqi nationals.” In an-
otherentry, from Fallujah,he writes,“The
Traqis are aninteresting people. Noneof
them have weapons, noneof them know

where weaponsare, all the bad people
have left Fallujah,and they only wantlife
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Paul Bremer, the head of the Coalition Provisional Authority, with Iyad Alawi, a memberofthe Iraqi Governing Council, at

to be normal again. Unfortunately, our
compoundwashit by R.P.G.”—rocket-
propelled-grenade—‘fire today, so I am
notinclinedto believe them.”

Prior was amongthefirst soldiers to
encounter the hidden natureofthings in
anIraq that was neither at war nor at peace.
Firepowerand good intentions would be
less importantthanlearning to read the
signs. Iraqis, no longerformingthe cheer-
ing crowdsthat hadgreeted the company
onits wayupto Baghdad, were nowgoing
to playanintimaterole in Prior’s life.
The raids in Ramadi and Fallujah

lasted almost a month; then Charlie
Companywas recalled to Baghdad.
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There Captain Prior’slog ends. “Weput
trouble down, weleft,” he told me.
“Trouble came again.”

harlie Companyspentits first
monthback in Baghdadbilleted at

the zoo. Thesoldiers had been there in
mid-April, ona missionto escort a truck-
load of produce and frozen meat(“A gift
from the Kuwaiti peopleto the Iraqi peo-
ple”) for the few animals that had sur-
vivedfirefights and were too dangerous
or worthless to steal. I visited the zoo
several times, and the experience wasal-

ways upsetting. It was the oneplace in
Traq where Saddam's regimeseemedstill

 
to exist. “Itwas not a zoo,but moreofan

animal prison,” Prior notes in his log.
“Small cages, closely packed, no attempt
to give the animals any sense of natural
setting.” Dogs and puppies, favorites of
Saddam,lay panting in swelteringcells
next to a catatonic blind bear that had
mutilated its own chest. (Some of the

dogs had beenfed to the lions during
the war, when food supplies ran out.)
Thesoldiers who tookcontrol of the z00
in April found a baboonloose on the
grounds; it proved harmlessto them,but
whenone of the zookeepers, who had
been hiding in his office, was brought
out the animalflewinto a rage andat-

  



 
the graduation ofnew Iraqirecruits.

tacked him,so that the soldiers had to
shoot the baboonto save the Baathist.

Bremer’s C-PA., needing a public-
relationsvictory, refurbished the zoo and
reopened it to the public in July, with
great fanfare; the cost was close to a half
million dollars. On a subsequentvisit, 1
foundtheplace,which had been popular
before the war, desolate and nearly aban-
doned.It was surrounded by American
checkpoints,which discouraged families
from visiting. In September, a group of
soldiersat the zoo got drunk after hours,
and oneofthem reachedintothecage of
a Bengal tiger with a piece of meat;when
his handstarted to disappear into the

tiger’s mouth, one of his buddies shot
the animal.The Baghdad Zoo seemedto
combinethecruelty andinjustice of the
old regime with someof thestupidity
and carelessness of the new.

Charlie Company spent a month es-
tablishing security in the area near the
zoo andsettingup a neighborhood coun-
cil. Then,in late June, the company was
moved again—to the military academy
in south Baghdad—becauseits zone of
controldid not coincide with Baghdad’s
administrative districts. “We'd made
friendsthere,” Priorrecalled. Packing up
again, he said, “was not that cool.” He
added dryly, “We'd been planningthis
war since freaking 12 September, and it
might have helped if someone had
drawn a mapbefore the war andfigured
outwhere everyone went.”

According to the brigade’s original
calendar, Baghdad's infrastructurewould
be rebuilt in August, elections would
take place in September, andthesoldiers
would leave the city in October. This
brisk forecast was soon abandoned, of
course. Because of confused planning,it
wasn't until August that Charlie Com-
pany’s activities began toyield tangible
benefits for Iragis. And there was no
timeto lose. Throughoutthe summer,
electric poweroperated sporadically, vio-
lence of all kinds kept rising, and Iraqis
whocould have been won over to the
American side were steadilylost.

Onemorning,I sat in the base-camp
canteen with Prior, First Sergeant Lahan,
andtheir translator, Numan Al-Nima, a
gtay-haired former engineer with Iraqi
Airways.Prioropened a coalition map of
Baghdad's securityzones and showed me
thepiece ofthecity he “owns”: a rectan-
gle of Zafaraniya, a largely Shiite slum in
south Baghdad. Roughly two hundred
andfifty thousandpeoplelive in the area.
Priorchairs the new neighborhood coun-
cil and is in charge of small reconstruc-
tion projects such as renovating schools;
he's alsoresponsible for sewage andtrash
disposal in his battalion's zone, which
contains half a million people.

“Infrastructureis the key now,” Prior
said more than once. “If these people
have electricity, water, food, the basics
oflife, they're less likely to attack.” Sew-
age, Priorrealized, was thefrontline of

nation-building. When I met him,in

early August, Priorwas trying to get two
hundred thousanddollars into the hands

of Iraqi contractors as fast as he could.
“Show us something,” the translator

urgedPrior. “People are hungry, starving.
‘They don'tbelieve theygot rid of Saddam.
Iftheygotrid of Saddam,give me some-
thingto eat. That’swhypeople hateAmer-
icans. We don’t hate them because they
are Americans.It is because they are the
superpower, butwhere is the super power?”

‘e wentoutinto the streets of Za-
faraniya,travelling in the usual

two-Humvee convoy, completewith gun-
ners. Captain Prior’s mission that morning
‘was to visit nine pumpingstations, which
directed the district’s untreated sewage
into the Tigris and the Diala Rivers. To
study a Shiite slum’s sewage is to under-
stand that Saddam reduced thoseparts of
Trag he didn’tfavorto the level of Kinshasa
or Manila. Green ponds of raw waste,
eighteen inches deep, blocked the roads
between apartment houses where children
played. The open ditches that were the
area’ drainage system were overflowing.

“Howfoolish of menotto realize that
the open sludge flowing past the chil-
dren is the waythe system is supposed to
work,” Prior remarked.A complete over-
haul of thesystem wasnothis immediate
priority.‘Tm goingto support their open-
sewage sludge line andget it flowing,” he
said. Theheatrose,thestreets stank, and
Prior movedin battle gear at such a busi-
nesslike pace that two engineers from an-
otherbattalion struggled to keep up. Each
ofthe pumpingstations,in variousstates
ofdisrepair, was maintained and guarded
by an Iraqi family thatlived in a hovel
onthe premises, tendeda lush vegetable
garden, and kept an AK-47. Prior had
neverstudied civil engineering—andhe
reminded methathis unit contained no
city planners—buthealready seemed to
have masteredthe inner workings of the
Zafaraniya sewersystem. Lahan told me,
“People have said the Army’s done this
before, in ’45 with Japan and Germany.
Unfortunately, noneof those people are
in the Army anymore,so wehave to fig-
ure it out ourselves.”
With Prior, there were no earnest at-

tempts to win hearts and minds over
multiple cups of tea. He was all brisk
practicality, and the Iraqis he worked
with, who always had more to say than

Prior gave them timefor, seemedto re-
specthim. “T will get you the money,” he
told a grizzled old man whowas explain-
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ing at length that his pump was broken.
“Six thousand U.S.? Yeah, yeah, great.
Getstarted.”

Later, we visited Zafaraniya’s gas sta-
tion, another of Prior's responsibilities.

Initially,hehad devotedhis energyto get-
ting customers to waitin orderly lines. “In.
a lot of ways,you'retrying to teach them
a new wayof doing things,” hesaid.
““Teach’ might be the wrong word—
they're capable, competent,intelligent
people. We're justgiving them a different
wayto solvecertain problems.”

Prior’s mission that daywas to settle a
price dispute between the gas-station
managers and the community,whichwas
represented byseveral neighborhood
council members.A meeting tookplace in
the gas-station managers’ cramped back
office, equipped with an underperform-
ing air-conditioner. The council mem-
bers wanted three hundredlitres of diesel
set aside every week for neighborhood
generators.The managers wanted written
permission from the Ministry of Oil.

The council members pulled out au-
thorizationssigned by various American,
officers. Priortried to movethediscussion
along, butthe Iraqis kept arguing,until it
becameclear that the problem wentbe-
yond a dispute over diesel. One of the
mosthierarchical, top-downstate systems
on earth had been wiped out almost
overnight, and no new system had yet
takenits place. The neighborhood coun-
cils are imperfect embryos of local de-
mocracy. Confused,frustrated Iragis tum
to the Americans, who seem to have all
the power and money; the Americans,
whodon'tsee themselves as occupiers,try
toforce the Iraqis to work within their
own institutions, but those institutions

have beenlargely dismantled.
Flies were landing on Prior's brush

cut. “Guys, we've been talking about
this for twenty minutes,” he said to the

council members. “Do whatI say. Go to
the Oil Ministry. Just do it—just be
done with it. Then you won't have to
haveslips of paper and we won't have to
havethis conversation.”

Everyonewasgettingirritated. One
of the council members told Prior that
otherIraqis suspected them of making
millions of dinars off public service.
They were considered collaborators;
their lives had been threatened.

Prior changed his tone and lowered
thepressure.“I would tell all of you can-
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didlythat you have a very tough job,” he
said, “Weare notpayingyou,your people
are angry andfrustrated, and I knowthey
take outtheir anger on you,andI really
thank you for what you're doing. They
may notunderstandor appreciate it now,
but I'm telling you, your efforts, they're
whatare going to transform this country.”

There was a commotion outside the
office—loud,accusatoryvoices. Prior put
on his helmetand flak vest, grabbed his
rifle, and wentout to the pumps. Cus-
tomers hadleft their vehicles, a crowd

had formed, and it was getting ugly
enoughthat the soldiers who had been
waiting by the Humvees were trying to
intervene. Amidthe shouting, Prior es-
tablished that an employee of the Oil
Ministry had cometocollect diesel sam-
ples from each of the pumpsfor routine
testing. Oneof the council members was
accusing himofstealing benzene.

“Noaccusations!” Prior said. “Let's
go see.”

The crowd followed him under the
blinding sun to the ministry employee's
truck. Five metaljerricans stood in back.
Prior openedthefirst can with the air of
making a point andsniffed: “Diesel.”He
opened the second:“Diesel.” As he un-
screwed the cap onthethirdjerrican and
bent over to smell it, hot diesel fuel
sprayed in his face.

Everyonefell silent. Prior stood mo-
tionless with theeffort to controlhimself.
He squeezed his eyes shut and pressed
them with his fingers.Thefuel was on his
helmet,his flak vest. A sergeant rushed
over with bottled water. Thenthe chorus
of shouts rose again.

“Everybodyshutup!”Prioryelled. “I'm
going to solve this.Whatis the problem?
Noaccusations.” His face wet, he began
tointerrogate the accusing council mem-
ber, whonow looked sheepish.
“How do you knowsomeone gave

him benzene?Thisis a greatobject lesson,
everybody!” Prior was speaking to the
crowd now, as his translator frantically
rendered thelesson in Arabic. “You came
out here and said this guy's a thief, and
everybody's angryand he’s going to get
fired—and now you're backing down.”

“Tt wasn't just an accusation,” the
council membersaid. “The guy drove
up on the wrong side—”

“But what proof do you have that
he did it? Wait! Hold on! I'm trying to
make a point here. Howwouldyoulike

it if mysoldiers broke into your house
because your neighbors said you have
rocket-propelled grenades, and I didn’t
see them but I broke into your house—
howwould youfeel? Stop accusing peo-
ple,for the love of God!”

“T caughthim red-handed,” the coun-
cil member insisted.

“No,you didn't.”
“O.K,, no problem.”
Prior wasn'tlettingit go. “Thereis a

problem:the problemis that you people
accuse each other without proof! Thats
the problem.”

Prior’s treatise on evidence-gathering
and due process ended. The crowd dis-
persed, and the meeting resumedinside.
Prior tried to laugh off the incident.
“Whodoesn'tlike diesel in their eyes?” he
joked. Later, he told me,“I wish I hadn't
lost my temper. It wasn’t the diesel—it
was the waythey keptbickering.”

‘hat afternoon, two of the coyncil

members,Ahmed Ogali and Abdul
Jabbar Doweich, invited mefor lunch.

Both men were poor, and neither had a
homehe was proudof, so we ate chicken
andrice in theliving room of Ogali’s
brother-in-law. Ogali, a thirty-three-year-
old gym teacher,said, “Todaywas a small

problem.If I told you aboutour problems,
you wouldntbelieve it.They exhaustus.”
Both menwere working without pay—
they couldn't even getcell phones or
travel moneyfrom the C.P.A. “Prioris
doing more than his best,” Ogali said.
“Buthe’s also controlled byhis leaders.”

Doweich, an unemployedfather of
four, had spent eight years in prison
under Saddam for belonging to an Is-
lamistpolitical party. Hestill hoped for
an Islamic state in the future—as did
eighty percentofIraqis, he added.

“That's his personal opinion,” Ogali
interrupted. “It’s not eighty per cent.”

For now, Doweich sawworking with
Captain Prior on the neighborhood
council as the best wayto serve his coun-
try. The expectations of Iraqis were
falling on the council members’ heads,

and Doweich believed that,at levels well

above Prior, American officials had no

interestin solving problems.
“Thepeopleare watching,” Ogali said.

“WhenI comebackat night,they're wait-
ing.Theywanttoknowwhatwe're doing.
Lastweek, I told them aboutthe schools,

the sewer projects. They were happy—



butthese arevery old projects, they were
promised for alongtime.”

Doweich suggested that the Ameri-
cans give a hundreddollars to every Iraqi
family.That would take the edge off peo-
ple’s frustration. “I can't saywhytheAmer-
icans dont dothese things,” he said. “Tragis
havetrouble understanding Americans.”

Ogali said that, sadly, the reverse was
also true. The Americans, he told me,
“came here to do a job, and that’s what
they'll do, Iraqis work closely with them,
but theydon’t try to understandus.”

merican soldiers have a phrase for
theIraqis’ habit of turning one an-

other in. Prior once used it: “These people
dimeeach other outlike there’s no to-
morrow?With these betrayals,Iraqis play
onsoldiers’ fears and ignorance,pulling
theminto private feuds that the Ameri-
cans have no wayof adjudicating.

Thenightafter the meetingatthe gas
station, Prior and a few dozen soldiers
from Charlie Company wentoutin two
Humvees and two Bradleys to look fora
suspected fedayeen militiaman. For such
missions, Prior useda different transla-
tor: a strapping young guywith an ag-
gressive manner. I expected to see the
rougherside of Priorand Charlie Com-
pany that night—these were soldiers,
afterall, not civil engineers.
The suspected fedayeen happenedto

be named Saddam Hussein, and he was

High Value Target No. 497. Itwould be
the Americans’ secondvisit to his house.
Thetip had come from a plumpin-
formant whom Prior called Operative
Chunky Love, and whoseintelligence
had already tagged three men in the
neighborhood,including his brother-in-
law. Tonight, Chunky Love was sup-
posed to show upathissister’s house,
near Saddam Hussein's, in an orange
garbage truck loaded with weapons—a
sting operitionTahun ware! me ‘Out
of a hundredtips we've gotten from Iraqi
intelligence, one has workedout.”

Recently, Prior had experiencedwhat
hecalled an epiphany. Heandhis soldiers
were searching a man’s house on what
turned outto be a false accusation. “And
1 just realized—we're on top,” he said.
“Romefell, and Greece fell, and I thought,
I like being an American.I like being
on top, and you don’t stay on top un-
less there's people willing to defendit.”
It was a feeling not of triumph but of

   MANKOFF

“With the caveatthatthe only certainty in this life is uncertainty, Istill

wantto entertainthepossibility ofbeing apundit when Igrow up.”

clarity—anda limited kind of empathy. “T
thought,Whatif someonedid this to my
family? I'd be pissed. And whatif I
couldn't do anything about it? And I
thought, I don't wantthis to happen to
meor myfamily, and we need to main-
tain superiority as the No. 1 superpower.”

Tonight's target was a village along a
dirt road, on a peninsula wherethe Diala
River doubles back onitself: At sunset,
Prior pulled up before a yard where a cow
wasgrazing. A middle-aged woman
came to the gate. She was thesister of
Saddam Hussein and the wife of one of
the menpicked up on Prior's last visit.

“Saddam Hussein?”she said. “The
President? He's nothere.” She laughed
nervously. Prior did not; his dry humor
‘was not in evidence tonight. “Saddam
Hussein moved out with his wife and
children,” shesaid. “I don’t know where
they went.”

“She's lying,”the translatortold Prior,
ina thuggish tone. Prior told the woman
that he wanted to search the house. A
youngerwomanwholookedill was trying
to calm crying baby.

The search of the bedroom turned
up nothing: pictures of a young man
with his girlfriend, love notes, Arab
girlie photographs.

I wentback into the living room,
whichwas nearly bare exceptfor a televi-
sion. An old Egyptian movie was on,
without sound. The woman with the
babywas retching in the doorway. Speak-
ing Arabic, the middle-aged woman ex-
claimed, “We were happy when you
Americans cametogetrid of the dicta-
tor—and now hereyou are searching our
house.” Her two sons, aboutsix and ten,
were standing against a wall and staring at
thesoldiers.Theywould never forget this,
I thought—big strangers in uniforms,
with guns, who hadalready come once
and taken away their father, speaking a
strange language, walking through their
home,removingthings from closets.

The bedroom thatPriorhad searched
turnedoutto be the wrong one. Saddam
Hussein’s bedroom was locked, and the

woman couldn't produce a key.A soldier
arrived with an axe; three blows with
the blunt end broke open the door. The
younger woman's retching grew louder.
This search, too, was fruitless. Saddam
Hussein was long gone.

Nighthad fallen whilewe were inside.
As weleft, the translator taunted the
woman: hesaid her brother was wanted
because his name was Saddam Hussein.
‘WhenPrior heard this, he snapped,“Tell
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her the truth—he’s wantedfor being fe-
dayeen.” By morning, I was sure, the

translator's remark would have made its
‘way around the neighborhood as an ex-
ample of American justice—baseless ar-
rest, accusation without proof.

‘Thewoman broughtupher husband’s
case. Whyhad he been taken away?

“Because he's fedayeen,” Prior said.
“He's Baath Party.”

“No! No! No!”
“Tell herhe’s in detention,” Prior in-

structed the translator. “That if he’s
guiltyhe'll be keptthere. If he’s not, he’ll
beprocessed andreleased.” (A few days
later, he was letgo.)

Out on the road, Prior shone his
flashlight on an old mansitting on the
ground. “Why did youlie to melasttime
wewere here andsay hewasjust gone for
the day? Tell Saddam Husseinthat he’s a
fugitive from coalitionjustice, andwhen
hereturns he should turn himself in to
coalition forces immediately. Let’s go,
we're outof here.”

‘Wedrovefarther down the road and
parked in front ofa tall hedge. The

house behind the hedge was owned by
Chunky Love's sister. Prior and another
soldier moved along the hedge under
the palm trees and a full moon. Prior
called out into the silence, “Salaam
alaikum’—Peace be withyou.”

Thetranslator turned to me. “Like
Vietnam.”

Twas having the same thought. I knew
thatitwas limited analogy, more useful
for polemicthan forinsight, but at the
momentIraqdidfeel like Vietnam. The
Americans were moving half blind in
an alien landscape, missing their quarry
and leaving behind frightened women
and boys with memories.

‘Therewas nosign ofChunkyLove or
his orange garbage truckfull ofweapons.
Hissister hadn’t seen him in a month;
whenshedid,shetold thetranslator, she

wouldkillhim for turningin her husband.
Prior realized that he'd been pulled

into a family feud. Thesister was told
that her husbandwould bereleased. Prior
called this the “hearts-and-minds mo-
ment,”butthesister did not look grateful.

“Whatdo youthink, First Sergeant?”

 “Thegrilled snapperalso comes with a bonus
audio commentaryfrom the chef.”

Prior asked Lahan on the way back to
thebase.

“T think we should disassociate our-
selves from anyinformation from Chunky
Love,” Lahan said. Operative Chunky
Love hadgonefrom informantto fugitive.

Prior marvelled over how manyflatly
contradictory stories he had heard from
the same people duringhis two visits to
the neighborhood. He admitted that he
wouldnever get to the bottom of them
all. “T'm notfreaking Sherlock Holmes,”
hesaid. Then he deadpanned,“I’m just
an averageguy, trying to getby.”

ater, I asked Prior whether his night
work threatened to undo the good

accomplished byhis day work. Hedidn’t
think so: as the sewage started to flow
andtheschools got fixedup, Iraqiswould
view Americans the way the Americans
see themselves—aspeopletryingto help.

Others at Prior’s base are less sanguine.
His battalion is under seriousstrain: In
their first six months of deployment,
somesoldiers had only three days off.
Others are stretched so thin that, one
soldier told me, they've been reporting
“ghost patrols” back to headquarters—
logging in scheduled patrols that didn’t
actuallytake place. Prior wants to make
a career in the Army, but manyotherju-
nior officers plan to quit after their current
tour. Alcoholuse,which is illegal for sol-
diers stationed in Iraq, has become wide-
spread,andthere have beenthree suicides
in otherbattalions at the base.

Atthe endofa four-daypatrol rota-
tion, relations betweenyoung Americans
and the Iraqis tend to deteriorate, ac-
cordingto oneofficer, into “guys kicking
dogs, yelling at grown men twenty years
older than they are, and pushingkids into
parked cars to keep them from following
and bothering them.”In September, sol-
diers in a platoon from Charlie Company
were accusedofbeating upIraqiprison-
ers. All thesoldiers suffer from thestress
of heat, long days,lack of sleep, home-
sickness, the constant threat of attack
(about whichthey are fundamentally fa-
talistic), and the simple fact that thereare
nowhere near enough of them to do the
tasks they've beengiven.

For somereason, this last point con-
tinuesto be controversial inWashington.
Rumsfeld echoeshis generals’ assurances
thatno additionalAmerican divisions are
needed. Meanwhile, Iraq’s borders remain



basically undefended and its highways.
unpatrolled; tons of munitions lie around
the country unguarded. Overburdened
soldiers have begunto lose hope even as
theirwork begins to show results.

Onesoldier at Prior’s base recently
wrote me lengthy e-mail:

‘The reason why morale sucks is because
of the senior leadership, the brigade anddivi-
sion commanders, and probablythe generals
at the Pentagonand Central Commandtoo,
all of whom seemto be insulated from what
is going on atthe ground level. Either that or
they are unwilling to hear the truth of things,
or (andthisis the mostlikely), they do know
whatis going on, but they want to get pro-
motedso badlythatthey’re willing to screw
over soldiers by being unwilling to face the
problem of morale, so they continue push-
ing the soldiers to do more with less because
Rummywants them to get us out ofhere
quickly. These people are like serious alcoholics
Recline io uourueereven a proniens

Hisletter concluded:

‘There are great things we're doing here,
muchhas already been done, yet much more
remains to be accomplished, and what we
need now is the money, people, and most im-
portantly, time to doit. We'll win, that’s for
sure, and this won’t be another Vietnam; I
trulybelieve that.

In early November, Captain Prior
spoke with me on the phone from
Baghdad. The sewage ponds have been
cleaned up,andsecurity in his sector has
improved with better intelligence. The
council members are now being paid
sixty dollars a month andrun their own
meetings. Abdul Jabbar Doweich has a
job as a security guard. But, for various
reasons, Prior’s division has stopped
paying for new reconstruction projects,
and current projects are running out
of funds. Hearing this, I remembered
something Prior had said as we were
driving into Saddam Hussein’s village:
“The mostfrustrating thing is we can't
do more for them. My handsare tied—
everyone's are.”

THE SHEIKH

le HUMAN COMMITTEE FOR
PRISONNERS AND LOSSNERS IN-

TERNATIONAL,”said the sign on side
street in Kadhimiya,a Shiite neighbor-
hoodin the northern part of Baghdad.
‘Thesign indicated a two-storybuilding
that was office and home to Sheikh
Emadal-Din al-Awadi. The sheikh had
spent almostten years in Saddam’s pris-
ons, where he had formeda clandestine

prisoners’ group. Now that Saddam was
gone, he was becoming an important
man in Baghdad. Like other Shiites, he
was eagerto fill the vacuum of postwar
Traq with his own ideas.
On April 12th, word reached the

sheikh that the central market building in
the expensiveAl Mansour districtwas on
fire. Before the war, the security police
had stowed millions of prisoner files in
the building’s basement.Now the Baath-
ists were trying to destroy thefiles, and
the sheikh and a handful of associates,
armedwith knives, raced across town to
salvage the evidence. Other groups were
already on the scene, but the sheikh’s
group managedto carryawaycarloadsof
files and microfilm to Kadhimiya, along
with a melted Canon microfilm reader.
‘Thesheikh understood that these docu-
ments, stored in pink and green folders,
representednotjust the past butthe future.

They now fill old metal file drawers
stackedto the top of his high-ceilinged
office; they sit in nylon grain sacks under
the bananatree in his yard; they bake on
his rooftop under the desert sun. More ar~
rive from variouslocations every week;
thesheikh possesses only a fraction of the
records of imprisonmentand execution
left behindbythe old regime.

Menand women comefrom all over
the country to the sheikh’s office and
combthroughthefiles that his followers
have alphabetized, hoping to discover the
fate ofa lost son or cousin. Though the
sheikh denies that he has any political
ambition, the service has made him a
man to whomIraqis bring problems and
requests.

Oneafternoon,a doctorarrived from

a town aboutan hour northeast ofBagh-
dad. He said that he was an ear-nose-
and-throatspecialist; one night in 1995,
hewas orderedby local Baath Party offi-
cials to cut off the ear of a young Army
deserter. “I told them it is not probable
to dothis at night, and I am notready
for this psychologically,”he recalled.
“Theytold me, ‘You mustcut it even if
you are cutting it with your teeth—or
wewill cut your ear.” This punishment
wasconceived by Saddam Hussein’s son
Uday, and in the months before Uday
turnedto otherideas, the doctor severed
forty-seven ears.

“Thad feeling of nonexistence, a feel-
ingofguilt,” heexplained. “I am trying to
satisfy myself that I had no choice.”

The doctor had cometo the sheikh’s
looking forinformationabouthis brother,
an emotionally disturbed man who was
arrested in 1992 for cursing Saddam.“I
think he was still alive until last year,”the
doctorsaid. Heleft withoutfinding his
brother's file.

Sheikh al-Din al-Awadi is in his for-
ties, short, round-bellied, dark-complected.
Hehabitually wears a black cloak, white
vestand pantaloons, pointedslippers, and
a white turban, which signifies a Shiite
notdescendeddirectlyfromMuhammad.
Though he kept his wife hidden and his
forehead bore the dark bruise of fervent
prayer—andin his inneroffice there was
a portrait of Ayatollah Khomeini—the
sheikh was a worldly man,a sensualist,

a loverof impish jokes. He once amused
mewith a description of a pornographic
spy tape that he had somehow obtained,
featuring a female Baathist agentseducing
a Sudanese diplomat. The bushybeard,
the full lips, the bug eyes behind thiek
black-rimmed glasses, and the sonorous
voice prompted meto think of him as
Ayatollah Allen Ginsberg.

Thesheikh received meonseveral oc-
casionsin his pale-greensitting room,
where we were served tea and enormous
lunches. “I am oneofthe regime's vic-
tims,” he once began—whereupon the
powerfailed, his electric fan died, and
the sheikh continued, “and one of the
facts of the new regimeis thatthe elec-
tricity has goneoff.” Hesat withhislegs
drawn up in a vinyl swivel chair, sweat
pouringfrom underhis turban,and I felt
compelled to apologize on behalf of the
Americansfortheterrible state of Iraq's
utilities. His wayof sizing me up—eye-
brows arched, amusementplayingon his
lips—suggested from the start that our
relationship would be marked by seduc-
tion and manipulation.

‘Thesheikh had an agenda: he wanted
meto introduce him to importantAmer-
icans. At our first meeting, he asked,“Did
they comehereto paya visit, or did they
cometo puttheir hands on the country?”
Atour second meeting, he welcomed me

with a kiss on both cheeks andsaid, “I like
you.I feel that I've known youforyears.”
Atour third, he said, “There are hidden
bodies swimmingin the sky. Maybe our
hidden bodies metin the sky before we
meteach other, and that’s why we get
along so well.” At our fourth, when I
came with several C.P.A.officials who
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had thousands of dollars to dole out to
groupslike his, he exclaimed, “George
must have some Arab blood!”

‘Thesheikh was born near the town
of Hilla, which is south of Baghdad,
into family oftribal chiefs, andhe grew
up studyingreligion at a Shia school of
theology in Najaf. He pursued broad in-
terests: Catholic doctrine,the writings of
Nostradamus, Arabicpoetry, Greek phi-
losophy. In Najaf, he also met and came
to admire Iran's Ayatollah Khomeini,
whospenthisexile there in thelate sev-
enties. It was the beginning of Shia po-
litical activism in Iraq, and in 1977 the
sheikh wasarrested at a demonstration
in Karbala. After a year, he escaped from
prison and ended up in Saudi Arabia.
Butthe Saudi governmentbetrayed him
to Iraqi intelligence,he said. He remem-
bers being drugged and sent back in a
box to Baghdad, where he endured a
year of interrogation at General Security
headquarters. He was tried and sen-
tencedtolife in prison; before being sent
to Abu Ghraibjail, he was beaten with

cables for three days. “They wanted to
make metaste torture, so that I would

knowthis is a terroristjail,” hesaid.
Thesheikh spent seven years in a

special ward, sharing cell the size of
his currentsitting room withfifty other
men. It was so crowded that they took
shifts lying down.Visitors were notal-
lowed.The guards were punishedif they
failed to show sufficient cruelty. Pen,
paper, and books were forbidden.

Yet the sheikh described his prison
years with nostalgia, andlistening to his
tales I began to understand whythereli-
gious Shia have been thefirst Iraqis to
seize the new opportunitywith purpose-
fulness. In prison, the sheikh became a
leader. Hesettled differences that arose
over food andsleeping space. When the
guards distributed oranges on Baath Party
holidays, the sheikh saved the rinds to
treat his own andothers’ stomach trou-
bles. Using the brokentipsofvials of dis-
tilled water, he scratched outa theological
tract on nylonsacks, andwhen the known
Baathist spies were asleep he preachedto
his clandestine group. By chance, Abdul
Jabbar Doweich,the Islamist member of

Prior's neighborhood council, had shared
the sheikh’ cell through the eighties.The
sheikh taught Doweich and the other
prisoners about wilayatal-fagih, a system
of governmentin which ultimate power
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CANE

‘Whenthe mule balked, he hit him,
sometimes with theflat of a hand
upside the head; more often
thestick he carried didits angry trick.
The mule’s job wasto powerthe press,
iron oniron thatwrung the sugar
outofcane, circling underthe coarse
beam attachedto his shoulders and neck.
That mule ofmy childhood
was black, remains blackly obedient
as round andround he made himself
thesplintered handofa clock, the groan
and squeak of machinery chewing
the reedystalks to pulp, each second
delivering another sweet thin drop
intothe black potat the center.

Hehit him with rag, old head rag,
but the animal winced only with the thrash
of a canestalk itself—hesquinted

resides with oneIslamicjurist. Doweich
recalled, “In prisonI was happy, because I
lived under Islam.”

‘he sheikh said that he wanted the
Americansto leave fairly soon, butin

the meantimehehad establishedgood re-
lationswith the Armycaptain responsible
for security in his area and had got what
he could outof him (a faulty generator).

The sheikh was also trying to cultivate
Elahé Sharifpour-Hicks, a human-rights
officer workingatthe United Nations of-
fices in Baghdad. The sheikh had given
her a wish list; it included eight comput-
ers, four vehicles, a guard,a generator, an

air-conditioner, and a new building.
Sharifpour-Hicks found the sheikh

charming and dangerous. She hadgrown
up in Iran as a revolutionary; she had
taken part in the overthrow of the Shah
andthen seenthe mullahs break all their
promises of freedom and democracy.
She was certain that the same thingwas
happeningin Iraq.

“Thisayatollah is hooking the inter-
national community by using prisoners’
tales,” shesaid. “No oneshould underes-
timatethese ayatollahs, and I’m afraid the
Americansare doing this.” As we spoke
over lunch at the U.N.cafeteria in Bagh-
dad, she becameupset. “There are many
like him. The dream, the model, the idea

is to cometo power the same wayas in
Tran.” She found the Americans’ reluc-
tance to interfere maddening;the reli-
gious factions were growingstronger, and
secular groups were too frightened to
make noise.“The Americans are very shy
andafraid to look like an occupier. They
say, ‘Oh, we wanttheIraqis to lead.’ But
whatkindofIraqi should lead?”

The Americans haven'tknown howto
handle the Shia problem. For months,
Mogtadaal-Sadr, the radical son of a
murdered cleric, who has an armed fol-
lowing among unemployed young men
in the vast Shiite slum that was once
called Saddam Cityand is now known as
Sadr City, wasregularly busing his Bagh-
dad followers a hundred miles south to
Najaf for Fridayprayers, and staging ral-
lies, He runs a newspaper, which in July
published the names of a hundred and
twenty-four Iraqi “collaborators’—peo-
ple who worked with the Americans—
andat least onewas subsequently assassi-
nated, He has pushed his followers toward
armed confrontation with the occupiers.
In October, al-Sadr declared himself
the headof the governmentofIraq.The
C.PA. has since taken stepsto limit his
influence, andin recent weeks al-Sadr has
toned down his anti-American rhetoric.
Buthe remainsa sourceof concern. “He
is close to the line,” Hume Horan,a sen-



undertherule of that bamboo.
‘The sun was another caning
onhis black-hotflesh. He was slow
as the blackstrap syrup the boiled sugar made,
so trueto thecircle he dragged
wehardlysaw him. Welovedtherustling
houseof green cane,blindin thatfield

oftropical grasses whose white plumes
announcedthe long season's wait.
Weyearnedforthesix-footstem,the eventual
six pieces the machetesliced
atthejoints, then the woodyexterior
peeled back lengthwise with a blade.
Itwas a blackhand wewaitedfor, his job
to laybare the grainyfibre we chewed.
‘Thatjuice on our tongues
washis sweetness at work.
Chester was his name,he kept the mule.

iorC.PA. adviseron religiousaffairs, said.
“Theprevailing opinion is that taking
him into custody could turn him into a
big martyr. But there are those in the
C.P.A. whobelievethatthe delay in tak-
ingaction has allowedtheevil genie to es-
capefrom the bottle.”As for the chances
ofan Iranian-style theocracy being im-
posed by the Shia majority in Iraq, Horan
said, “Absolutely zero. Not a chance in
the world.”

WhenI told the sheikh that the
C.P.A.fundedIraqicivic groupslike his,
he urged me to set up a meeting with
Americans and pumped mefor advice.
“Take my side with them,” he pleaded.

Dave Hodgkinson, a former Army
lawyer and the C-PA. official sponsible
for “transitional justice,” went with me
on mynext visit to Kadhimiya. On the
drive from the Green Zone,hesaid that
there was “word on thestreet” that the
sheikh was aligned with extremist Shiite
tendencies—perhaps with Moqtadaal-
Sadr. I asked if that would keep the
C.PA.from funding him.“Onlyif the
money would go for bazookas,” Hodg-
Kinsonsaid.“If he’sjust anti-coalition,if
he wantsus out,alll the better.”

In his sitting room,thesheikh regaled
us with prisonstories. At one point, he
was so overcomethat he had to excuse
himself. When he opened the doorto

—CleopatraMathis

his inner office, I noticed that the Kho-
meini portrait had disappeared.

Five minutes later, he came back. “I'm.
sorry to bother you with this conversa-
tion,” he said.

“It’s very importantfor us to hear,”
Hodgkinson said sympathetically.

“Let's talk aboutthe prisoners’ associ-
ation,” the sheikh said.

“Perfect.”
“Do you want me to continue the

story, or talk about the association?” the
sheikh asked. And there was another
half hour of personal history.

Thesubject of the files created some
awkwardness. The Americans wanted
thesheikh to acknowledge thatthe files
neededto be putin a centralized storage
area, wheretheycould be accessedfor the
prosecution ofcrimes against humanity.
Thesheikh agreed: “Butthis will take
many years, many files will be burned,
and manyheadswill be cutoff. So I want
to build storehouseto keep them in—it
will be safer becauseit will be under the
care of mytribe.”

Hesaw that he had moved the Amer-
icans with his presentation. The C.P.A.
soondecided to fundhisproject. Sofar,
thesheikh hasreceived forty-three thou-
sand dollars in American aid.

‘Thelast time I wentto see the sheikh,
Tasked him whatkind of governmenthe

wanted for Iraq. He ignored the ques-
tion; there were three C.P.A. cell-phone
applications he wanted meto fill out, for
himself, his wife, and his six-year-old son.
Forthefirst timein mypresence, he un-
wrapped his turban—andsuddenly he was
abalding, sweaty, pushy man. Our mutual
enchantmentwas comingto an end.

I finished the applications. “Dave
Hodgkinson heard you mightbe a fol-
lower of Moqtadaal-Sadr,”I said.

“Mogtadaal-Sadr! He's a small man.
Hedoesn't havea fraction of the level of
myreligion.” The sheikh was convinc-
ingly outraged. “Those whosaid this to
Mr. David are myenemy.”

Isaid thatHodgkinson and the CRA.
didn't seem to care abouthis politics.

“That's good,” he said. “But we must
fix this idea about me.”I knew that hewas
worried abouthis funding. “If it’s proved
T follow someline or am a memberof any
political party, I will stop working andsit
at home.” .

Whatdid hethink of Iran's system?
Tasked.

“Are you workingforan intelligence
agency?”the sheikh demanded,staringat
mewith nohintof the charmer’s smile.
Then he took merather roughly by the
chin. “Pll make you calm by this an-
swer—T'll coolyour heart. Trust me, and

Til tell you honestly: I believe in Socrates
andhis circle. There’s a line in the mid-
dle.” He drewanimaginarylineacross a
wooden coaster that was on his desk.
“Onesideis hot, the other cold. This is

the middle.Asthe philosopherbelieved,
thebestis the middle. Is that enough for
you,or do you have other questions?”
A few dayslater, I received an e-mail

from Elahé Sharifpour-Hicks. She had
goneto see the sheikh thatday. “Heis in
good shape,” shereported. “He has now
at least two computers and a generator.”

THE ADMINISTRATOR

heleisure reading of American of-
ficials I met in Iraq tended toward

sadlypertinenthistory: guerrilla wars and
botched peace efforts. Colonel William
Grimsley, an infantry brigade commander,
was reading “A Savage War of Peace,”
Alistair Horne’s study of the French-
Algerian conflict.“Lots ofsimilarities to
this place,” Grimsley told me. A young
lieutenant I met had brought a copyof
“FourHours inMy Lai.”Drew Erdmann
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‘Its nicetofinally be able toput aface to the humiliating nickname.”

was bogged down in David Fromkin’s “A
Peace to End All Peace: TheFall of the
Ottoman Empire and the Creation of
the ModernMiddle East.”No oneat the
C.PA.had muchtimeto read, though, or
to think.

The bookshelves thatlined Paul (Jerry)
Bremer’s office at C.P.A. headquarters
were nearly bare when I visited him in
August. Rudolph Giuliani’s “Leadership”
was on oneshelf; a book about the man-
agementoffinancial criseswas on another,
near a box ofraisin bran. On Bremer’s
desk, next to a wood carving inscribed
“SUCCESS HAS A THOUSAND FATHERS,”
were several marked-up reports about
postwar Iraq. A pile of mapsdetailing
Iraq's powergrid, administrativedistricts,
andrailroad lines sat ona coffee table.

Bremer, whois sixty-two, has the

thickhair, boyish eyes, and willfuljaw of
a Kennedy. He was wearinga white shirt
with rolled-upsleeves, khakis, and com-

bat boots. An intelligent, disciplined
technocrat with an even temperament,
Bremeralmost always seemsfocussed on
the operational: he has mastered the in-
terconnectedness of Iraq's utilities and
can rattle off dozensof budget numbers.
A question about the historical prece-
dents for his position led him almostdi-
rectly to the urgent need for a twenty-
kilowatt generator at an oil refinery in
Basra.Iraq is a non-stopcrisis, and the

C.PA.exists in a temporal as well as a
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spatial bubble;any attentionto the past or
toa future beyondthirty days is a luxury.

Bremer speaks directly to Iraqis every
weekontelevision and radio. He also
meets with dignitaries around the coun-
try. Heis personally popular andis re-
garded as modest and hardworking; ac-
cording to a recent Galluppoll, twice as
many Baghdadis approve of him as dis-
approve.(President Bush,bycontrast, has
more detractors than supporters.) His ap-
proach to the task of leading a chaotic
foreign countrytoward self-ruleis largely
technical. Underpressure orcriticism, he
resorts to figures. Throughoutthe harsh
summer, Bremerexplained over and over
that the poweroutages camefrom a lack
of capacity in the system, aggravated by
looting, sabotage,and the collapseof civil
administration. Butwhen he announced
in August, “We're going to bethirty to
thirty-five per cent short once we get
everything working,”Iraqis didn’t under-
stand why the superpowercouldn't do
better. (Theelectricity situation has im-
proved considerably.) When Bremertells

them that they're now free to take re-
sponsibility for their own lives, that mes-
sage, too,oftenfails to sink in.

Bremeris aware of the deeper prob-
lems of the occupation. “You have to
understand the psychological situation
thatIraqis arein,”he said whenI asked
whyIraqis appeared to appreciate solit-
tle of what the C.P.A. has done. “They

wentfrom this very dark room to the
bright light in three weeks.It’s like
somebodyjust threw a switch. And your
mentality, if you're an Iraqi, still is: It’s
the governmentthatfixes things. The
governmentfixed everything before, for
better and for worse—theydid every-
thing. And here comes a government
that can throw out our much-vaunted
Armyin three weeks, so whycan’t they
fix the electricity in three weeks?”

‘Thepsychological gap betweenIraqis
and the C.PA. remains wide. Most of
Bremer’ confidants are Americans.When
heleavesthe palace, it’s necessarily under
heavysecurity. “It is an epistemological
problem,” one ofBremer's senior advisers
said,describingthe experience ofleaving
the Green Zone. “You wonder, ‘What's
going on outthere?’ You sniff, and then
once you're outyou overanalyze.”
Of course, the C.P.A.’s isolation and

inaccessibility are also partly deliberate.
“Tvejust reorganized the strategic-com-
munications center here,” Bremertold

me, a dayafter ordering oneofhisaides
not to speak with me. Thesituationis
compounded by thefailure of the C.PA’s
own news outlet. The Iraq Media Net-
work produces a mixture of C.P.A. an-
nouncements and Arabic musicvideos—
programmingso reminiscent of TV.
under Saddam's regime that mostIraqis
get their information fromAlJazeera and
Iranian broadcasts instead. The C.P.A.
has thus far squandered the chance to
beginthe civic educationthatwill bevital
for Iraqtransition to democracy.As with
so manyotheraspects of the occupation,

theoriginsof the problem lie in Wash-
ington: the insipid programmingreflects
the Pentagon's desire to proclaim free-
dom in Iraq without doing the harder,
tiskier work of helping Iraqis create the
necessaryinstitutions. In this sense, the
intellectual failures of the planning con-
tinue to hauntthe occupation.

Oz searing day, I joined Bremer’s
press pool, following him by Chi-

nookhelicopter as he hopscotchedacross
the southern desert. Thefirst stop was a
maternity hospital in Diwaniyah;its for-
merdirector, a gynecologist, now serves on
the Governing Council, the American-
appointed Iraqi interim authority. Bre-
mer, whoforces himself to endure a suit
andtie at public appearances,was received
bylocal dignitaries in kaffiyehs. He told



them, “Weofthecoalition are glad that
we were able to provide you with your
freedom from the dictatorship of Sad-
dam Hussein. You now have that free-
dom and you now havea better hope for
thefuture.” Herecited a longlist of sta-
tistical improvements in Iraq’s health-care
system, and concluded: “In May, five hun-
dred tons of drugs were shippedin. Last
month, we shipped thirty-five hundred
tons—a seven-hundred-per-cent increase
in shipments in three months.”

The dignitaries applauded. In turn,
they presented Bremerwith lengthy sup-
plications. Then hepaid a visit to the
wardsupstairs. Bremertravels with a con-
tingentofaides andsecurity guards; this
phalanx swept down the second-floor
hallway past startled doctors and into
rooms where even more startled mothers
and infants lay in beds. His aides gave
him stuffed animals to present to the pa-
tients. In one room,a skeletal baby lay
in its mother’s arms. Ona nearbybed, a
toddlerlolled against its mother’s body,
mouth open. This was sickness, maybe
even the approach of death, not child-
birth. The smile died on Bremer’s face.
“T dontt like seeing this at all,” he said,
and asked the photographer to stop tak-
ing pictures.

Downstairs, I fell into conversation
with a coupleofyoung doctors.They said
that the electricitywas on onlybecausewe
were here—ithad beenoff all week.The
interruptions to power had doubled in-
fant mortality here: withoutproper incu-
bation, the rate was nowsevento ten

deaths per day. The hospital had several
broken generators; 2 Marine Corps re-
servist had told me that with twenty
thousanddollars in repairs the generators
could provide the hospital the power it
needed. Theinfant-mortality rate would
be cutby half.

Christopher Harvin, one of Bremer’s
press aides,gravitated towardus. “Areyou
happywith Saddam gone?”he asked the
young doctors. “You are happy that he’s
gone? Things are better now?”

“Yes,” Dr. Kassim al-Janaby said, mus-
tering a smile. “Yes.”

“What's the best thing about Sad-
dam being gone?” asked Harvin, push-
ing the conversation back on message.

“Only one—Ithink only one,” Dr.
MohamedJasim said. “Only the free
talking. Only only only. But no doing.
Nodoing.”

“Do youthink over timeit gets much,
better?”

“Yes,we are thinking thenexttimeit
gets better,”Jasim said.

“Patience? Yeah?”
“Weneed continuouselectricity,” Dr.

al-Janabysaidflatly. “Security in our city
also is not until now. That's it. Also the
salary.”

Harvin, a veteran of GeorgeW. Bush's
primary campaign in South Carolina,was
undeterred. “But don't you think with
timeit will get better?Whatcanwe do?”

“Security,” one of them said.
“Americans? Iraqis? Both working

together?”
“Yes.”
“So ... the economywill stabilize the

looting?”
Bremer’s C.P.A., like any govern-

ment,tries to control news coverage—I
received five separate official e-mails
alerting meto thearrival of a shipment
offifty-four thousand soccerballs at
Baghdad International Airport—andof-
ficials complain thatthepresshas failed
to present thepositive side of the Iraq
story. There is sometruth to the charge
thatjournalists focuson bad news in Iraq
(as they do everywhere), covering the

rising daily death toll andstreet protests

moreenergetically than sewerrepairs.
Atthe same time, the C.P.A.’s good

news doesn’t always bear scrutiny. The
health figures that Bremercited at the
Diwaniyah hospital were undercut by a
chance conversation I had the next day
with Dr. Jean-Bernard Bouvier, then of
the British medical charity Merlin. The
Ministryof Health hadbecome anempty
shell, without central control, Bouvier

told me. Nobody had any information
aboutinventory at the warehouses of
thecentral pharmacy. “Theysaid they've
putoutsix hundred tons—of what?” he
asked.“If it’s twelve trucks ofLV. fluid, I
don't give a damn.”According to Bouvier,
sixteen tons of drugs were dumped on a
single clinic, and the stacks of boxesleft
no room forpatients.
Two monthsearlier, Bouvier had

drawn up an EmergencyNational Distri-
bution Plan for Drugs; he had heard no
responsefrom thecoalition. (His sugges-
tions,which were supported bytheWorld
Health Organization, were eventuallyre-
jected.) A veteran of manydisasters, he
foundthatthe expertise of organizations
like his keptfalling into a void at the
CPA. “They don'tsee the fragilityofthe
system,”hesaid. “It’s not that childrenare
starving yet, butit’s a structure thatis

 ‘Tl tellyou whatI really think about theLone Rangerifyou
tellme whatyou really think aboutDon Quixote.”



slowly crumbling. You can degrade a so-
ciety bitby bit, but then youreach a point
where youjust crash.”

ntheview of manycritics, Bremer’s de-
cision to abolish the Iraqi Army and

purge high-level Baathists from thecivil
administration only added to the tumult
in Iraq. AsJay Gamerputit, the immedi-
ate result of the May 16th orderwas the
creationof “four hundred thousand new
enemies.” Even someof Bremer's advisers
now acknowledge thatcutting loose an
army with guns and without pay was a
serious mistake. The C.P.A.reinstated
salaries on a six-monthbasis after deadly
demonstrations outside the Assassin’s
Gate, but the damage to security and
pride was already done. One of Gar-
ner’s lieutenants, who had been working
closely with Iraqi officers, was shocked
by Bremer’s dissolution order. “From the
Iraqi viewpoint,that simple action took
away the one symbolofsovereignty the
Iraqi peoplestill had,” he said. “That's
when we stopped being liberators and
becameoccupiers.”

To others, such as Barham Salih, the
Kurdish leader, the mistake was in the
manner of implementation, not in the

orderitself “You cannotbuild a new Iraq
while retainingthat instrumentofrepres-
sion,” hesaid. Earlier this month, Bremer

seemed to acknowledge that abolishing
the Armyhad not been a good ideawhen
heorderedthat therecruitmentand train-
ing of a newArmybespeededup.

Bremer’s de-Baathification order sim-
ilarlyputat leastthirty-five thousand civil
servants—engineers, professors, manag-
ers—outofwork. Thefirings were based
on rank, not conduct, and, inevitably,
qualified Iraqis lost their jobs just when
their expertise was needed most. Ameri-
can soldiers told me that the deputy di-
rector of the Baghdad Zoo, a Baathist,

had been the hardest workeron the staff.
‘Whatever the bureaucratic andhuman

cost, Bremer’sMay 16th orderwas a sym-

bolic break with the totalitarian past, and
the Baath Party wenttheway of the Nazi
Party. For Drew Erdmann, who had to
fire more than sixteen hundred Baath-
ist university professors and staff mem-
bers in May, this is one area where the
German analogy is apt, and hebristles
at any notion that academic freedom
mightbeat issue. “In June, 1945, you're
notgoing to have a discussion about the
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legitimacy of the Nazi ideology,” hesaid.
“It’s not academic here! The people are
still living next door, working next door,

on campus,they're still around, they're
still threatening,”

Erdmannexplained his support for
de-Baathificationbytellingme about the
“Saddam bonus.”Onthescaleofthe dic-
tator’s crimes, the Saddam bonus was a

minoryetilluminating atrocity. Under
Traq’s college-admissions system, students
were ranked by test scores, and, with
thousandsapplying for a limited number
of openings, a few points made a great
difference. The Saddam bonus awarded
ten extra points to high-school boys who
married widows ofthe Iran-IraqWar—
womenoften twice their age. The last
Baathist Minister of Higher Education
under Saddam had withdrawn thepoints
ofcertain applicants after determining
that the marriages were fraudulent. “These
guys came to meso they could get back
their bonus points,” Erdmann explained.
“Me, the American coalition guy! They
thinkT'm going to give them fricking Sad-
dam bonus points for a fake marriage?”
Baathism, he concluded, had “penetrated

in such a twisted way”that a strong re-
sponse was required.
The day after Bremer’s de-Baathifi-

cation order, Erdmann wentto Baghdad
University, in the city’s south,at a bend in
the Tigris. Baathist university presidents
across Iraq had been dismissed, and Erd-
mann haddecided that newadministra-
tions should beelected by thefaculties.
(Nominees had to be approved by the
C.PA.) These would be among the very
first elections in Iraq, and they were not
withoutrisk. Erdmann’s reasons were
both practical and principled. “Look, I
don't know whatthehell is going on at
any particular university,” he explained.
“With the bad communications all over
the country, we couldn’t go to each one
and make the appointments in any in-
formed manner. But theprinciple ofget-
ting the faculty involved—it'sreal. It’s not
for show.”Seven hundred peoplejammed
Baghdad University’s sweltering audito-
rium, and whenthe votes were counted
thefaculty hadelectedas presidenta bio-
chemistwho was widely respected for his
integrity under Saddam.“You had people
coming outofthere saying, “This is the
first time we've seen anything like this, ”
Erdmann remembered. As for the de-
poseduniversitypresident, a high-ranking

Baathist physician,he was shot dead two
months later at his clinic while writing
a prescription.

ne morning, I accompanied Erd-
mann to Baghdad University. Until

that day, I never quite understoodhis
constanttension, his irritability, his fe-
rocity about remnants oftheold regime,
the sense he conveyed thatthis was still
a kind of combat. His team travelled in
twocivilian cars, staying in radiocontact;
in the seat next to me, Erdmann shoved

aclip into his 9-mm.Beretta. The cam-
pus was largely empty—it was the sum-
mer recess—but there was a group of
aboutthirty menstanding undera tree in
theplaza near the parking lot.They were
de-Baathified professors, and as Erd-

mann walked past, his pistol hidden
under his shirt, three of them fell into
step with him.

“Are you Dr. Andrew Erdmann?” one
professor said. “We have some forms.”
The men looked middle-aged, neatly
dressed, and downcast. Theydisplayed
copies of the Agreementto Disavow
PartyMembership, with their signatures.

“Theonly exceptions are granted by
Ambassador Bremer,” Erdmanntold
them.

“Weneed your help about the situ-
ation.”

“T understandthe disruption in your
life. But I hopeyou understandthecoali-
tion’sMay 16th proclamation.”

“But we've done absolutely nothing
that—”

Erdmannsaid that he couldn't prom-
ise anything. “Someof your colleagues
don't deserve exemption,”he said. “Some

should return and someshould not.”
“Trealize that,”the professorsaid. “But

our income nowis absolutely zero. We
can do absolutely nothing. There is no
job we can do.”

The menunder thetree were watching
us. One of Erdmann’s Iraqi colleagues
from the C.P.A. said,“Let’s keep moving.”

Another Iraqi approached. “Let’s get
outofhere,” Erdmann said.“I'm about to
have a serious sense-of-humor deficit.”
We walked away, toward a white pillar at
the edge of the plaza. Behind it was a
glassed-in cafeteria. An anti-Baathist
poster was taped to a wall: “THERE IS NO
ROOMHERE FORTHOSE WHOSE HANDS

DRIPWITHTHE BLOODOF INNOCENTS.”
“This is where it happened,” Erd-



mann said. “This corner. The body was
lying there. I pulled the car up here.”

Around noonon July6th, while Erd-
mann was meeting with UNESCO repre-
sentatives in the building across the plaza,
Jeffrey Wershow, an infantryman as-
signed to provide him security, walked
aloneinto the cafeteria with his helmet
off and boughta ginger ale. Wershow

 

‘That evening, Erdmann tried to clean
the bloodstainsoutof the carwith deter-
gent. He andhis superiors agreed that he
should go backto campus thenext day. (“I
canttlet thelast image ofus betearing out
of town,” Erdmann thoughtatthetime.)
Wheneverheran into a soldier from
‘Wershow’s unit, Erdmann would say to
himself, “Oneofthem gotkilled because

tion to the long-term cases in a locked
hospital at the city’s eastern edge. Dr.
Butti sees private patients as well, and
he’s madeit his goal to offer sensitive
therapy in a countrywhere psychological
care hasn't always been distinguishable
from the methods ofthe security police.

Dr. Butti is Christian but thoroughly
secular; a worrier, he keenly feels Iraq's

Sheikh Emadal-Din al-Awadi, who was imprisonedby the Baathists, is one ofmany Iraqis seekingAmericanaid.

was an onlychild, a lawyer’s son with an
interest in politics; he was a specialist in
the Florida National Guard. Wershow
wasstandingnear thepillar, holding his

ginger ale, when a man approached and
shot him in the head. Theassassin, whois
thoughtto be a Yemeni engineering stu-
dent, disappeared into a crowd of stu-
dents. By the time Erdmann sprinted
across theplaza,shouting,his gun drawn,
soldiers had cleared the crowd and
wrapped Wershow’s head wound. They
placed him in the back of Erdmann’s
Chevy Suburban, and Erdmann drove
off the campusto an improvised landing
zone. Wershow was alive whenthe heli-
copterarrived,but he died before reach-
ing a military hospital.

of me.” Hetold me, “That’s the way I
feel. I don’t necessarily think that’s the
way they feel—I wouldn't put that on
them—butthat’s what happened.”

Erdmann,recounting the story two
weeks later in his trailer behindthe pal-
ace, smiled in his mirthless way.“Guy got
killed so I could go andtalk to some peo-
ple from UNESCO.”

“WE ARE STILL AFRAID”

r. Baher Butti is a small, nebbishy
manofforty-three whotreats pa-

tients incrisis at the Ibn Rushd Teaching
Psychiatric Hospital, in central Baghdad.
Healso dispenses antidepressants and
antipsychotics of someprevious genera-

isolation from the modern world under
Saddam,and is concerned by therising
danger of Islamic fundamentalism. Like
manymembers of the urban, downwardly
mobile middle class, he doesn’t know
which wayto turn: heis equally distrust-
ful of theAmerican occupiers and ofnew
Traqi political movements. He once at-
tended a meeting with C.P.A.officials on
the subject of forminglocal nonprofit or-
ganizations, and concluded that to get
funding he needed to be a fundamentalist.

Withfew old classmates from Bagh-
dad’s Jesuit High School, Dr. Buti was
setting up the Baghdad Rehabilitation
and Development Group. One ofits
proposals was the construction of the
Gilgamesh Center for Creative Think-
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ing. In the prospectus, Dr. Butti wrote,
with perhapsa bitof self-criticism:

A great number of Iraqi people are suffer-
ing a great deal because of the severed com-
munication with thecivilized world,they suf-
fer from lacking the ability to communicate
with the others, they havelost the hope in the
future, they suspect anythingforeign, they
are notsufficient in their professional per-
formance,theydon’t feel enough responsibil-
ity towardsthe society, they lack the power to
experience freedom, they don’t comprehend
the correct performance of democracy, they
cannot deal with group working. . . ete. Re-
building what the war hasdestroyed is a sim-
ple effort if compared with the task of re-
building the distorted human person.

The Gilgamesh Center, Butti wrote,

would be place where Iraqis could learn
such skills as “logical andrational think-
ing,” “how to dialogue and discuss with
others,” and“secretsof the successful ne-
gotiation.” It was hardto think of a better
idea for the reconstruction of Iraq,but,
unlike Sheikh Emad al-Din al-Awadi, Dr.
Butti was having trouble finding money.

“Theylack the power to experience
freedom”: the phrase helps explain why
the momentof goodfeelingwas so short
after the liberation of Baghdad.Iraqis
weretold they werefree, they expected to
be free, theyhad been waiting foryears to
be free—but they still didn't feel free. And
soa depressionsetin almost at once. Akila
al-Hashemi, a formerdiplomatandone of

threewomen who was appointed to serve
on the Governing Council, told me that
she represented “independentliberal
democrats’—what shecalled “the silent

 

group.” Al-Hashemi said, “Wearestill
underthe shock, weare still afraid.” She
was fifteen in 1968,whenthe Baath Party
took power. “Now I'm fifty. You see? You
canimagine—can change in two days, in
two months,in twoyears?We need to be
reéducated, rehabilitated.” Shesaidofher
constituents, “They were happyafter the
fall of the regime. Butthen there was an
act ofsabotageagainst thisjoy, against this
happiness.It’s not accomplished,yousee.
This feeling you have—ah,yes!—butthen
it's not accomplished. Thisis frustrating.”

In April, ayoung exile namedAmmar
AlShahbanderreturned to Baghdadfull
of high hopes and bold ideas, only to
find his countrymen stuck. “They are so
normalized to the Baath andthefear and
the death andtheterror that they can't
see the advantages now,”he said. “When
youtell them they have such a great op-
portunity to express their opinion, they
don’t give a damn. Theydon't have any-
thingto express.”

In downtown Baghdad,I meta stage
director named Abdulillah Kamal, who
sat smoking with a groupofactors in the
front office of his two-thousand-seat the-
atre. Kamal was aboutto resumeperfor-
mances ofthe play thathad been showing
whenthe bombs started tofall, in March.
Taskedwhyhe didn’t stage something that
he couldnt have under Saddam, some-
thing new—for example, satire of the

occupation. He brushed thenotion aside.
“Theplayis outonthe street. AllBaghdad
isa theatre.We are the audience.We don't

“He'llfinishyour napforyou.”

need to do play.” Butit would pack the
house, said, and itwould give Iraqis the
bonding experience ofart. “Could I talk
about Bremer and Bush?” the director
asked skeptically. I was unable to persuade
Kamal thata satire wouldn't be censored—
butI also sensed that the idea made him
uneasy for deeper reasons. It would de-
mandan act of imaginative courage that
‘was probably beyond his power. Finally,
Kamal confided that he had in factwritten
anew play. Itwas called “Masonica,” cross-
ing “Masonry” with “America” He told
methatthe playwould reveal the “hidden
thing that happened in America on 11th
September.” Apparently, a conspiracythe-
orywas as far as Kamal’s mind wouldgo.

‘he thousands offoreign soldiers, of-
ficials, contractors, and humanitari-

ans working in Iraq often find themselves
in the position of the American sea cap-
tain in Melville's novella “Benito Cereno,”
whocries to the Spaniard he has rescued
from slave mutiny, “You are saved, you
are saved: whathas cast such a shadow
upon you?” Butin Iraq, alongside the
paranoid theories andthe justifiable fears
harbored by the “distorted human per-
son,” I constantly encountered an intense

longing for some nameless, better fu-
ture—especially among young people.
When I was at Baghdad University,

I met two young womenin the hall-
wayof the administration building. “We
mustgooutofIraq!”oneof them, Aseel
Hatem Shouket, exclaimed. “We must

travel! We must see America!
Can yougiveus hope?”

Shouket is a pale, pretty
twenty-eight-year-old com-
puter programmer who works
for the university administra-
tion. Her cream-colored veil
seemed incongruous,given her
vitality, and in fact it was just a
prop: she woreit to keep from
being killed by fundamentalists.

There were manyfears in
Shouket’slife. Shewas afraid of
kidnappers: a group of them
had snatchedherfriend as she
got off the bus; Shouket had
barely managed to run away.
She was afraid of her neigh-
bors, whosaid that theywould

harm her if she took another
picture of American soldiers.
She was afraid of the woman



whoran heroffice, a former Baathistwho
used to wear a uniform andsidearm to
work, and whose three framed photo-

graphs of Saddam were still propped up
onthefloor, facing the wall.

“Do youfeel dangerhere? I feel dan-
ger,” Shouketsaid as we spoke inher of-
fice. “T feel a life in prison—after libera-
tion! I wantto see the world, I want to
learn more, I wantto feel I’m getting
something important for my life.” She
paused.“Dangeris still in thestreets. In
this room. Especially in this room.”

The office manager walked in and
glared. She told Shouket that I would
have toleave.

“T have no freedom,” Shouket whis-
pered.

offered to drive Shouket home. She
lived with herparents and an uncle who
had becomementallyill after imprison-
mentandtorture. Their modesthouse,in
an underbuilt new neighborhoodofeast-
ern Baghdad,stood bakingin the relent-
less yellow light of midday. Theyserved
mea dishofrice and beans.

During the war, Shouket’s mother
had written a Koranic verse in chalk on
theliving-room wall; it was a prayer for
safety that the family recited together.
Onanotherwall hung a photograph of
her mother’s parents,from 1948—a man
with a small mustache, a woman with

brightlipstick.
“During royal times, the people were

more modern than now,” Shouket’s fa-
ther said. He wasanarchitect in the
Ministry of Information. In 1965, he
had studied in Manchester, England, but
thefamilynow belongedto Iraq's beaten-
down middleclass.

Before the war, Shouket’s pay had
beensix dollars a month; the Americans
raised it to a hundred and twenty dol-
lars. The familypassionately supported
the Americans. If this was colonialism,
Shouketwas readyto be colonized. She
had weptwatchingthewar onTV, urging
the 3rd InfantryDivision on to Baghdad;
the bombs exploding outside had given
herheart. Nowy, every Saturday, the fam-
ily sat down together and listened to
Bremer's weeklyaddress.“I feel him very
close,” Shouketsaid.“Evenhis way, I like

it—he’s a simple man.”
“The Americans should change the re-

gion,” Shouket’s father said. Hepredicted
that Iranianswould beinspiredto revolt “if
they sawwhat happenedin Iraq, and we

progress byliberation and wealthylife.”
Herveil off, Shouket wore her hen-

naed hair in a long braid. She brought
out her large collection of American
movies—she had learned English from
watching Nicole Kidman in “Moulin
Rouge”and Sharon Stonein “The Quick
andthe Dead.” She said, “It needs time,I
think, a very longtime,to make connec-
tion between the two civilizations. To
make us civilized, I mean.”

Shouketsat on the couch between her
sad-faced parents and talked excitedly
abouther future. “Im always saying to
mymother, J lost mylife.’ Andshesays,
‘No, you're young,there’s still time.’And
I say, Maybe.’ Maybe now I'll catch the
rest ofmylife to see the world.” Shewent
on,“I wantto leave Baghdad, I want to
be free. Just improving myself—my
mind, mywayoflife.”

Her motherwas ontheverge oftears;
her parents were afraid for herto leave
Iraq. Shouket put her arm around her
mother and touched her father’s hand.
“Hebelieves in me,” shesaid.

‘WhenI roseto leave, they offered me
their familyheirlooms. I declined by say-
ingthatthegifts would be confiscated at
theJordanian border. Outside, Shouket’s
maduncle was pacing, holdinga glass in
his hand. I was thinking how isolated the
family seemed. They had nopolitical
party orreligious militia, no ayatollah or
tribal sheikh; they had only the Ameri-
cans, whodidn't knowoftheir existence.
Shouket had neverspokento foreigner
before the morningwe met. She wanted
to travel, but she was too frightened to go
into town andsetup an e-mail accountat
an Internet café. The pressure of her
yearning filled the small room.

Atthe door, Shouket smiled. “Do you
think my dreamswill cometrue?”

THE ENVOY

obodysearched me on the August
dayI wentto the Canal Hotel, where

the United Nationshad its offices, to see

Sergio Vieira de Mello, the Secretary-
General’s special representative in Iraq.
Hisstaff occupied a hall on the third
floor, but before goingto Vieira de Mello’s
comersuite I stoppedto talk with his po-
litical adviser, a Lebanese professor and
formerculture minister named Ghassan
Salamé.Vieira de Mello and Salamé had
metonly a few monthsearlier, when the

career international civil servant from
Brazil asked the political veteran from
Beirutto help him in whatseemedto be
an impossible assignment: representing
the U.N.in occupied Iraq under a Secu-
rity Council resolution that gave it no
real authority. “Hesaid he knew nothing
ofIraq,” Salamésaid, “and less of me.”

Tt had been a particularly bad week in
Traq: continuingpower failures, numerous
ambushes,explosionsat an oil pipeline in
Kirkuk and a water main in Baghdad,

fatal riots in Basra, and a devastating car
bombatthe Jordanian Embassy.

Salaméwas thinking aboutthesitua-
tion historically. “My deepfeeling is that
the problem is not in Baghdad but in
Washington,”hesaid. “Those who de-
cided this war and did it and wonit are
not the type of Americans Arab coun-
tries have been used to in the pastfifty
years. This is not the Corps of Engi-
neers, this is not the American pragma-
tist.” Salamé,a brusque man whosethick
black eyebrows blend together, fiddled
with a strandof gold worry beads. “They
are new Americans, Americans with an
ideology, with a master plan, with inter-
ests—missionaries.”

I pointed out that these new Ameri-
cans were not unlike some of the old
Americans who had fought the Cold
War. Salaméseized on the comparison.
“WhenI listen to Mr. Wolfowitz, I feel
that he mistakes Baghdad for Berlin in
1945,” he said. “He doesn’t know the
place.” Salaméwas particularlycritical of
the C.P.A.’s efforts to transformtheIraqi
economy. “This countrydoes not need at
all the kind of sweeping privatization
thatthese guys back in Washington are
looking for.”

Vieira de Mello’s office was at the end
of the hall, overlooking a service road
anda nearly completedsecuritywall built
to within one metre ofthe hotel. When
I walkedin,he had hisjacketoff, but as
he sat down across from meata coffee
table his perfectlypressedsuit pants, sky-
blue shirt, sleek gray hair, and resonant

film actor’s voice confirmedhis reputation
as an elegantdiplomat.Vieira de Mello’s
U.N.careerhad taken him from Cambo-
dia and Rwandato overseeing the early
reconstruction of Kosovo,and,finally, to
playing a role in East Timorsimilar to
that of Paul BremerinIraq.

Uponarriving in Baghdad in early
June, Vieira de Mello tried to help the
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Americansoutofthe trap in which they
found themselves, andto help the Iraqis.
Bremer,havingtaken charge ofa project
in jeopardy, seemed unwilling to loosen
his grip. An advisory council of Iraqis
with no substantive powers was the only
proposal on the table other than com-
plete American control.

“My message from Day One,to them
and to Jerry Bremer inparticular, was:
This won't fly,” Vieira de Mello said. He
told Bremerthat the council needed ex-
ecutive powers. “You've got togive them
responsibilities, even though you might
beultimatelychallenged.”

Vieira de Mello, Salamé, and others
began having conversations with leading
Traqis around the country. It was this ef-
fort that expanded the ranks of what
became the Governing Council, adding
people whohadlived under Saddam and
represented constituencies inside Iraq.
Vieira de Mello’s task required all his
diplomatic skill. He once spent hours
convincing a representative from the
main Shiite groupthatjoining the coun-
cil would notbepolitical suicide. When
Bremer objected to the appointmentof
a Communist, Vieira de Mello got him
to change his mind, arguing thatit was
vital to includesecular Iraqis. In mid-July,
the new twenty-five-member Governing
Council becamethe first indigenous au-
thority in Iraq since thefall of Saddam.
“Over half would not have been there if
Jerry could have had it his own way,”
Vieira de Mellosaid.

So far, he admitted, the Governing
Council had functioned “in a kindof co-
coon’; ordinaryIraqis weren't sure whatit
was for. Nonetheless, he was confident
that the council would eventually suc-
ceed. “I wouldn't be touring countries in
the region tryingtosell the Governing
Council if I didn’t believe whatI’m say-
ing,” hesaid. “Because the last thingI
need andtheorganization needs is to be
marketing the interests of the United
States.”

Heoutlined an ambitious timetable
for the full transfer of sovereignty to
Iraqis: interim ministers and a constitu-
tional commission by the end of 2003; a
newconstitution by early 2004; general
elections in the spring. Duringthis period,
hesaid, the U.N. wouldplay an increas-
ingly central role in the reconstruction.
As the Secretary-General’s represen-

tative in Iraq, Vieira de Mello had reason
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to snipe at the Bush Administration,
which had spent much ofthe past year
ridiculing, bullying, and snubbing the

UN.In Iraq, the U.N.’s profile was so
low that Vieira de Mello admittedfeeling
irritated and embarrassed by his “total
lack of authority.” But, because he was
pragmatic, and because he had once been
in Bremer's role,herefused to be churl-
ish. “I don’t wantto be unfair to people
whoare up against an almost impossible
task, having myself donesimilar things,”
hesaid.

Laskedhow greater U.N.involvement
earlyon might have changedthe situation
in Iraq. “Wecould have helped, and we
would have beenonlytoo happy to doso,
also pointing to our own mistakes—be-
cause unless you admit why things went
wrongyou won'tbe heard,” hesaid. “We
could probably have done that. Westill
can. There’s still time.” Helooked at his
watch; in a few minutes he had a press
conference downstairs.

Six days later, at 4:30 PM. on Au-

gust 19th,a flatbed truck pulled up along-
side the new security wall under Vieira
de Mello’s office. American forces had
blocked off the road with a five-ton truck,
but the U.N., because it was uncomfort-

able with a heavy military presence, had
asked that the obstacle be removed.
Vieira de Mello wassitting at the coffee
table with several staff members andvis-
itors when a thousand-kilogram bomb
exploded. At eight-fifteen that evening,
as soldiers helped clear away the rubble,
Ghassan Salamé identified the body of
his friend.

‘Twenty-oneothers died with Sergio
Vieira de Mello. Ten days later, at the
endofFridayprayers, an even more pow-
erful car bombkilled AyatollahMuham-
madBakr al-Hakim,thespiritual leader
ofthelargest Shia party, and ninety-four
others, outside the holiestmosque of Shia
Islam,in Najaf. And on September 20th
Akila al-Hashemi was shot in the ab-
domenas sheleft her houseto drive to
a meeting of the Governing Council;
she died five days later. By the begin-
ning of November, the numberoffor-

ID
ToT

eign U.N.personnelin Iraq had dwin-
dled fromsix hundredandfifty people to
aboutforty, with none in Baghdad.

“SOME TYPE OF DEMOCRACY”

rew Erdmann left Baghdadin late
uly, for meetings in Washington

andto see his wife, in St. Louis. They
spent a beautiful Saturday morningwalk-
ing through the dazzling greenof an or-
ganic market,buthefelt remote,as if he
were lookingat the world through thick
paneofglass. Hewokeup everymorning
before dawn, just as he did in Baghdad,
feelingthestress ofwhat remained to be
done.It was nearlyimpossibletotell his
wife whathe'd been doing. Hefelt dizzy,
his handsshookwith nervousenergy, and
he wantedto get back to Iraq.

Erdmann had been offered a posi-
tion at the National Security Council,
in Washington,as Directorfor Iran and
Strategic Planning. When hereturned
to Baghdad in August, he told methat
hedidn’t wanttoleaveIraq,but, because
it meantbeingcloser to his wife, hewould
take thejob.

Isawhim recently in Washington. He
wouldn'ttalk abouthis current work, but,
inanycase, the onlysubject that interested
him was Iraq. His debriefing at theWhite
House had lasted only a few minutes.
“They don’t like us much, butthey like
thealternatives less,” he told Condoleezza

Rice, and the conversation moved on. He
found that no one in Washington, in or
out of government,really understoodwhat
itwas like in Iraq. The gap betweenhead-
quarters andthefield,hesaid, is profound.
“T soundlike ‘It’s Khe Sanh, damnit!
Charlie's inside the wire!’” hesaid, laugh-
ing grimly and adopting a Dennis Hop-
per tremor. “You don't understand, man!”

Erdmann could pointto certain suc-
cessesin his own sector: the resumption,
in October, of Fulbright scholarships will
helprestore intellectual connections be-
tween Iraq and the world. Hesaid that
he wasstill unable to think as a historian.
Hejokedthat he hopedneverto write a
bookonIraq called “Strange Defeat.”

Thisfall in Baghdad, terror bomb-
ings, assassinations, andfirefights have
become common occurrences. Accord-
ing to the Pentagon, aroundfive thou-
sand guerrilla fighters are responsible for
the violence. In mid-October, Captain
John Prior was driving by the Baghdad



Hotelwhen a car bombexploded,killing
six Iraqis.As the ranking officer, he set up
a cordon and helped evacuate the dead
and wounded. Hetold me that Iraqis
who might have countenanced attacks
on American soldiers were bewildered
bytherecent bombings: “They don’t un-
derstand whyIraqis are being killed.”

Perhaps the escalating terrorism in
Baghdad will drive Iraqis toward their oc-
cupiers. Butit seemsequally possible that
the mayhemwill be blamed on the con-
tinuing American presence. A classified
C.LA. memosentto the White House
lastweekbroughtthe grim news thatmore
Iraqis were supporting the insurgency—
and that many believed that it would
force the United States out. Last week,

the Pentagontried to indicate its resolve:
Lieutenant General Ricardo Sanchez,
the commander ofcoalition forces in
Iraq, pointedly used the word “war”for
thefirst timeto describe the guerrilla at-
tacks, promising an aggressive campaign
in Baghdadtorestore order. Shortly after
Sanchez’s announcement,I received an

e-mailfrom Aseel Shouket, who seemed
unconvinced. She wrote, “We are very
afraid of the thought that the Ameri-
cans wouldleave under pressure.”

Notlong ago, I met Ghassan Salamé
in the lobby of U.N. headquarters in
NewYork. He was helping Secretary-
General Kofi Annan frame a newinter-
national consensus onIraq.The debateis
now abouttimetablesfor restoring sover-
eignty to the Iraqis. Salamé was propos-
ing a swift return to Iraqi self-rule, but
cautionedthat the countrywas notready
for elections. Those Iraqis who wanted
democracy and not just power were
telling Salaméthat elections would con-
solidate the hold of the mostsectarian
and extremist groups; the moderates had
barely begunto organize.

The Bush Administration is pursuing
a different approach. Last week, Bremer
was urgently recalled from Baghdad for
talks in Washington. During a meeting,
he was reportedly told that the C.P.A.s
timetable, which was to delay elections
andself-rule until the creation of a new
Iraqi constitution, needed to be aban-
doned.TheWhite House now seems de-
termined to move upelections to the
middle of 2004;it is also considering the
creation ofa newsovereign bodyofIraqis
that would supersede the Governing
Council, perhaps by the end of the year. 

Shanahar

“They're especially bold at this time ofyear.”

Butan acceleratedtimetable for Iraqi
elections, along with the C.P.A’s hurried
attempts to recruit anewIraqi Army, sug-
gests thatthe huntis onfor an “exit strat-
egy” as America enters its own election
year. There is no reason to think that
turning things overto dividedIraqipoli-
ticians and inexperienced troopswill lead
to a better outcome.If the Administra-
tion hastily adopts policies in order to
claim successin Iraq,itwill have returned
to the wishful thinkingthathelped make
the occupation a continuous crisis.

“Traq needs to be liberated—iberated
from bigplans,” Salamésaid. “Every time
people mentioned it in thelast fewyears,
itwas to connectit to big ideas—the war
againstW.M.D.s, solving theArab-Israeli
conflict, thewar against terrorism, amodel
of democracy. That’s whyall these mis-
takes are made. They're made because
Traq is always, in someone's mind, the
first step to somethingelse.”

Tn our last conversation in Washing-
ton, Drew Erdmannsaidthatit made no

sense to claim any certainty about how
Iraq will emerge from this ordeal. “Im
very cautious about dealing with anyone
talking about Iraq who's absolutely sure
one wayorthe other,” hesaid.

Before we parted, I asked Erdmann
how he would define success in Iraq. His
answerwas humbler than theofficial“End
State” declaration thathad beenaffixed to
his office wall in Baghdad. Still, given the

concrete realities ofwhatis nowhappen-
ing in Iraq,it was enormously ambitious.

“Success will be if there’s a private
sphere where they have somereal choice
in what they do with their lives, and a
public sphere where they can have some
control over their destiny and thestate
doesn’t visit arbitraryviolence on them,”he
said. “This means sometype of democ-
racy. It won't be Jeffersonian democracy,
with farmers plowing the godforsaken
sands outside of Nasiriya. Some would
say, “That's modest.’ Butit isn't. It will be
huge. Andit’ll be something uniquely
Traqi. They don’t have to love us, or even
like us—whyshould they? Weliberated
them,butthe fact thatwe hadto doit adds
to the traumaof comingout ofdecades of
totalitarian rule. It’s difficult for us. We
lookat ourselves andsay, ‘Wehave really
good motives and try to dotheright thing
andwhy dontt people appreciate it?That's
an American thing. Few Iraqis are ever
goingto step forward andsay, ‘I really love
the C.PA.’ They'll have to live here long
afterwe're gone.They have legitimate in-
terests, and we shouldn't treat them as
children—they’re not. If in five or ten
years they can lookback onthis period and
believe thatthey're better off, then things
will be O.K.We'll be able to move beyond
this period to where things are normal
between the United States and Iraq.” He
paused and shrugged.“In a way, success
will beif theIraqis don't hateus.”
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hen he and Cath broke up, he
thoughtaboutjoining the Ram-

blers, but it seemed too obviously sad
a thing to do. He could imagine the
conversation:

“Hii, Geoff. Sorry to hear about you
and Cath. How're you doing?”

“Oh,fine, thanks. I’ve joined the
Ramblers.”

“Good move.”
Hecould see therest ofit, too: getting

the magazine, studying the open-to-all
invitation—‘meet10:30, Saturday 12th,
in car park immed. SE of Methodist
Chapel”—then cleaning his boots the
nightbefore,cutting an extra sandwich
justin case, maybe taking an extra tan-
gerineas well, and turningupatthe car
park with (despite all his warnings to
himself) a hopeful heart. A hopeful
heart waiting to be bruised. Andso it
would bea case of getting through the
walk, saying cheery farewells, and then
hometoeat the leftover sandwich and
tangerine for his supper. Now, that
wouldbe sad.
Of course, he carried on walking.

Mostweekends, in most weathers, he'd
be out with his boots and pack, his water
bottle and his map. Nor was he going to
keep awayfrom the walks he'd done with
Cath. They weren't “their” walks, after
all; and,if they were, wouldn't he be re-
claiming them by doing them byhim-
self? She didn’t own the circuit from
Calver: along the Derwent, through
FroggattWoodsto Grindleford, perhaps
a diversion to the Grouse Inn for lunch,
then past the Bronze Agestone cir-
cle, lost in summer months amid the
bracken,to the grandsurprise of Curbar
Edge, and homeagain. She didn’t own
that; nobodydid.

Afterward, he made a note in his
walking log: “2hrs 45mns.”With Cath,
it used to take 3hrs 30mns,andan extra
30mns if they wentto the Grouse for a
sandwich. That was one ofthe things
aboutbeingsingle: you saved time. You
walked quicker,you got homeand drank
a beer quicker, you ate your supper
quicker. Andthenthe sex you had with
yourself, thatwas quicker, too.You gained
all this extra time, Geoff thought—extra

5 timein which to belonely. Stop that, he
$ told himself, Youaren't allowed to be a
g sad person;you're only allowedto be sad.
2 “I thought we were going to get
& married.”

UI

“That’s why wearen't,” Cath had
replied.

“T don't understand.”
“No, you don't.”
“Will you please explain?”

“Because that’s the whole point. If
youcan't see,if I haveto explain,that’s
why we're notgetting married.”

“You're notbeinglogical.”
“Tm also not getting married.”
Forget it, forget it, it’s gone. On the

one hand,sheliked having you make
the decisions; on the other, she found
you controlling. On the one hand, she
liked living with you; on the other, she
didn’t want to go onliving with you.
Onthe one hand, she knew youd be a
good father; on the other, she didn’twant
to have yourchildren. Logic,right? For-
get it.

a ello.” He surprised himself. He
didn’t say hello to womenhe didn't

know in the lunch queueat the Copper
Kettle. He only said hello to women he
didn't knowon walking paths, where you
got a nod or a smile or a raised trek-
kingpole in reply. But—actually, he did
know her.

“You're from the bank.”
“Right.”
Tyan

“Very good.”
A small momentof genius, remem-

bering herplastic nametag through the
bulletproof glass. And she was having
the vegetarian lasagnaas well. Therewas
only onefree table. Anditwasjust sort of
easy. He knew that she worked in the
bank; she knew that he taught at the
school. She'd movedto the town a cou-
ple of months previously and, no, she
hadn't been up to the Toryet. Would she
be O.K. in trainers?
The next Saturday, she wore jeans

and a sweater; she seemed half amused,
half alarmedas he got his boots and
pack out of the car and pulled on his
scarlet mesh-lined Gore-Texjacket.

“You'll need water.”
“Will”
“Unless you don’t mindsharing.”
She nodded; they set off. As they

climbed outof the town,the view broad-
ened to include both her bank and his
school. Helet her set the pace. She
walked easily. He wanted to ask how old

she was, whether she wentto the gym.
Hewanted totell her that she looked
taller now than whenshewas sitting be-
hindthe glass. Instead, he pointed out
the ruins of an old slateworks and the
rare breed of sheep—Jacob, werethey?—
that Hendersonhad started farming for
people down south who wanted lamb
thatdidn’t taste like lamb, and were happy
to payforit.

Halfwayup,it began to drizzle, and
€ grew anxious abouthertrainers on

the wetshale near the top. He stopped,
unzippedhis pack, and gave hera spare
waterproof. She took it as if it were quite
normal that he'd broughtit. Heliked
that. She didn’t ask whoseit was, who'd
left it behind.

Hepassed her the water bottle; she
drank and wipedtherim.

“What else have you got in there?”
“Sandwiches,tangerines. Unless you

wantto turn back.”
“As long as you haven't gota pairof

those awful plastic trousers.”
“No.”
Hedid, of course. And notjust his

own buta pair of Cath’s that he'd brought
for her. Something in him, something
bold andtimidatthe sametime,wanted
to say, “Actually, I’m wearing North
Cape CoolMax boxers with the single-
buttonfly.”

fter theystarted sleeping together,
he took herto the Great Outdoors.

‘Theygotherboots—apair of Brasher
Supalites—andhe thought, as she stood
upin them,walked tentatively up and
down,then did alittle tap dance,how in-
credibly sexy small female feet looked in
walking boots. They gotherthree pairs
of ergonomic trekking socks designed
to absorb pressure peaks, and her eyes
widened at the idea of socks having left
and a right like shoes. Three pairs of
innersocks, too.They got her a daypack,
or a daysack, as the hunkyassistant pre-
ferred to call it, bywhich point Geoff felt
thefellow was beginning to get out of
line. He'd shown Lynn howto position
thehipbelt, tighten the shoulderstraps,
and adjust the top tensioners; now he
‘was patting the packasif he were pat-
ting Lynn atthe same time.

“And awaterbottle,” Geoff said firmly,
to cut all thatoff.
They got her a waterproofjacket in

dark green, which set off the flame of
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her hair; then he waited and let Hunk
suggest waterproof trousers and get
laughedatinreply. At the cash desk, he
handedover hiscredit card.

“No, you cant.”
“Td liketo. Id reallylike to.”
“But why?”
“Td like to. Must be your birthday

soon. Well, sometimein the next twelve
months. Got tobe.”

“Thankyou," Liynn said; buthe could
tell she wasa bit edgy aboutit. “Will you
wrap them up again for mybirthday?”

“Tl do more than that. I'll clean your
Brashers specially. Oh,yes,” he said to
thecashier. “And we'd better have some
polish. Classic Brown,please.”

Before they went walking next, he
dubbined her boots to makethe leather
supple andstrengthen the waterproof-
ing. Asheslipped his handinside the
fresh-smelling Brashers,he noted again,

as he hadin the shop,thatshe took half

a size smaller than Cath. Half a size? It
felt like a full size to him.

Theydid Hathersage and Padley
Chapel; Calke Abbey and Staunton
Harold; Dove Dale, as it narrows and
deepens to Milldale; Lathkill Dale
from Alportto Ricklow Quarry; Crom-
ford Canal and the High Peak Trail.
They climbed out of Hope to Lose
Hill, then along what he promised her

was the most scenic ridge walk in the
entire Peak District until they came to
Mam Tor, where the paragliders gath-
ered: huge men whosweated up the
hill with vast packs on their backs, then
spread out their canopies like laundry
on the grassy slope and waited for the
updraftto lift them off their feet and
into the sky.

“Ton't thatthrilling,” she said. “Wouldn't
youlike to do that?”

Geoff thought of men in hospital
wards with broken backs,of paraplegics
and quadriplegics. He thought of mid-
air collisions with light aircraft. He
thoughtof not beingableto control the
wind and getting carried higher and
higherinto the clouds, of coming down
in unknown landscape, of getting lost
and scared and peeing yourself. Of not
having your boots on a path and a map
in your hand.

“Sort of,” hereplied.
Forhim,freedom lay on the ground.

Hetold heraboutthe trespass on Kinder
Scoutin the nineteen-thirties: howwalk-
ers andhikers had comeoutfrom Man-
chesterin their hundredsto the Duke of
Devonshire’s grouse moors to protest
againstlack ofaccess to the countryside;
how it had been a peaceful day, except
when a drunken gamekeeper shot him-
self with his own gun; howthetrespass

 “Mr. Billings isn't available right now. Wouldyou
like to speakto his apologist?”



Ocean
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had led to thecreation of National Parks
andregistered rights of way; and how
the man whodled it had died recently
but there were still a fewsurvivors, one
of them a hundred and three, living
in a Methodist old people’s home not
far away. Geoff thoughtthat his story
soaredbetter than any bloodyparaglider.

“Theyjust went tramplingacross his
landlike that?”

“Nottrampling. Tramping, perhaps.”
| Geoff was pleased with this emendation.

“Butit was his land?”
“Technically, yes. Historically, per-

hapsnot.”
“Are youa socialist?”
“Tminfavor oftherightto roam,” he

' said cautiously. He didn’t wantto put a
footwrong now.

“Te’s all right. I wouldn't mind. Either
way.”

“Whatare you?”
“Tdontt vote.”
Emboldened,hesaid, “I’m Labour.”
“T thoughtyou would be.”

le his walking log,he noted the routes
they took, the date, the weather, the

duration, ending with an “L”in red,for
Lynn. Asopposed to a blue “C,” for
Cath. The times were about the same,
regardless of theinitial.

Should he get her a trekking pole?
Hedidn’t wantto push it—she'd refused
all offers of a walking hat, despite having
the pros andconsexplained to her. Not
that there were anycons.Still, better a
bare head than a baseball cap. Hereally
couldn't take a walker in a baseball cap
seriously, maleor female.

Hecould get her a compass. Except
he already had one himself, and rarely
consultedit. If ever he broke his ankle,
and hadtotell her through thepain to
setoff across the moorusing that tum-
bledownsheepfold as a reference point
and to keep heading NNE—showing
her howto turn theinstrumentandseta
course—then she could borrowhis for
the purpose. One compass between
two—thatwas right, somehow. Sym-
bolic, you couldsay.

Theydid the Kinder Downfall cir-
cuit: BowdenBridgecar park, thereser-
voir, pick up the Pennine Way to the
Downfall, fork right at Red Brook and
down past Tunstead House and the
Kinderstones. Hetold her about the av-
erage rainfall, and how, whenit froze, the 
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Downfall turnedinto a cascadeofici-
cles.A sightfor the winter walker.

She didn’t answer. Well, anyway,
they'd have to get her a fleece if they
‘were going up two thousandfeet in
winter. He still had the issue of Coun-
try Walking with the fleece test in it.

In the car park he looked at his watch.
“Are welate for something?”
“No,just checking. Four and a quarter.”
“Ts that goodor bad?”
“It’s good because I’m with you.”
It was also good because four and a

quarterwas whatit usedto take him and
Cath, and, say what you will, Cath was
onepretty fit walker.

Lynnlit a Silk Cut,as she did at the
end of every walk. She didn’t smoke
much,andhe didn't really mind,evenif
he thought it was a stupid habit. Just
when she'd doneher cardiovascular sys-
tem a powerof good .. Still, he knew
from being a teacher that there were
times when you had to confront and
times whenyoutooka less direct route.

“Wecould go up again after Christ-
mas. In the NewYear.”Yes, he could get

her thefleeceas a present.
She looked at him and took a deep

puff on her cigarette.
“If the weathergets cold enough,that

is. Fortheicicles.”
“Geoff,” she said. “You're on myspace.”

SIPRE.SS

“Budget cuts—I'mgood cop and badcop.”

“Tjust—”
“You're on myspace.”
“Yes, Miss Duke of Devonshire.”
Butshe didn’t think that was funny,

and they drove home mainlyin silence.
‘Well, perhaps he'd walked hertoo hard.

Tt wasabitof a stiff pull, a thousandfeet
or more.
Hed putthepizzas in the oven,laid

thetable, and was just pulling the tab on
his first beer when shesaid, “Look, it’s
June.We met in—February?”

“Jan. 29.” Hecorrected automatically,
as he did whena pupil guessed 1079 for
the Battle of Hastings.

“January the twenty-ninth,” she re-
peated. “Look, I don’t think I can do
Christmas.”

“Of course. You've gotfamily.”
“No, I don't mean myfamily. mean,

I can't do Christmas.”
Ah,that familiar feeling again: one

minute you were steamingalonga track,
the weight on your shouldersbarely no-
ticeable, and then suddenly you were in a
pathless scrubland with no waymarks,
the mist descending and the ground
boggy beneath your feet.

Whenshedidn't go on,hetried to
help. “Don’t much like Christmas my-
self. All that eating and drinking.”
“Who knows where I’ll be at

Christmas?”



The New Yorker Promotion Department
invites you to look for these

newreleasesfrom our advertiser.

 

 

 

“You mean, the bank mighttransfer
| you?” Hehadn'tthoughtof that.

“Geoff, listen. We met in January,
as you pointed out. Things are . . . fine.
Tm having nice time, a nice enough
cme:

“Gotcha. Right.” It was that stuff
again,that stuff he didn’tseem to be get-
ting anybetterat. “No,course not. Didn't
mean . . . Anyway, I'll turn the ovenup.
Crispy base.” He took a swig of his beer.

“Tt’s just—”
“Don'tsay it. I know, I get you.”

He was going to add “Miss Duke of
Devonshire” again, but he didn’t, and

later, thinkingit over, he guessed thatit
wouldn't have helped.

n September, he persuaded her to
take a day off so that they could do

the circuit from Calver. It was best to
avoid the weekend, whenevery hiker
androck climber wouldbe crawling over
Curbar Edge.

They parked in the cul-de-sac next
to the Bridge Inn,andset off, passing
Calver Mill on the other side of the
Derwent.

“Richard Arkwright is supposed to
havebuilt that,” he said. “1785, I think.”

“Tt’s not a mill anymore.”
“No,well, as you see. Offices. Maybe

residential. Ora bit of both.”
Theyfollowed theriver, past the

thrashing weir, through Froggatt and
then Froggatt Woods to Grindleford.
Asthey cameoutof the woods, the au-
tumnsun, though weak, made him glad

| ofhis hat. Lynnstill refused to buy one,
| and he supposed he wouldn’t mentionit
again until the spring. She'd taken a tan
during the summer months, and her

freckles showed more than when he'd
first mether.

‘There was a sharp climboutof Grin-
dleford, which she took without a mur-
mur; then he led theway across a field to

| the Grouse Inn. They sat at the bar for a
sandwich. Afterward,the barman asked,
“Coffee?” She said yes and hesaid no.
Hedidn't believe in coffee on a walk. It
was a stimulant, and the whole theory
was that the walk should bestimulating
enough withoutanyassistance. Alcohol:
stupid. He'd even come across hikers
smokingjoints.

Hetold her someofthis, which may

have been a mistake, because she said,

“Tm only havinga coffee,right?”—and

~ Frank Prial, The NewYork Times *
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then lit up a Silk Cut. Not waiting till
the endof the walk. She lookedat him.

BYes?y
“T didn'tsay anything.”
“You don’t need to.”
Geoff sighed.“I forgot to point out

the signpost as we got to Grindleford.
It’s antique. Nearly a hundred years old.
Notmanyleft in the Peak District.”

She blew smoke at him,rather delib-

erately, it seemed.
“And,all right, I also read somewhere

that low-tar cigarettesare,in fact, just as
bad for you, because they make you in-
hale more deeplyto get thenicotine, so
actually you're taking more ofthetoxins
into your lungs.”

“Then I mayas well switch back to
Marlboro Lights.”
They retraced their steps, picked

up the path,crossed a road, and took a
left bythe sign for the Eastern Moors
Estate.

“Is this where the Bronze Agecir-
cle is?”

“T think so.”
“Whatdoesthat mean?”
Fair enough. Butthere’s no point in

not being yourself, is there? He was
thirty-one,he had his opinions, he knew
stuff.

“Thecircle is coming up ontheleft-
handside. But I don't think we should
lookatit this time.”

“This time?”
“Tt’s in the bracken.”
“You mean youcantt seeit properly.”
“No, I don’t mean that. Well, yes,

you doseeit better at other times of
the year. What I mean is that between
August and Octoberit’s inadvisable to
walk in bracken. Or downwindofit,
for that matter.”

“You're going to tell me why, aren't
you?”

“Since youask. Ifyou walkin bracken
for ten minutes, youre liable to ingest any-
thingupto fifty thousandspores. They're
too large to go into your lungs, so they go
into your stomach.Tests have found
them to becarcinogenic to animals.”

“Lucky cows don’t smokeaswell.”
“There are also ticks that transmit

Lymedisease, which—”
“So?”
“So ifyou have to walkin bracken you

tuck your trousers into yoursocks,roll

your sleeves down,and wear a face mask.”
“A face mask?”

“Respro makes one.It’s called the
Respro Bandit face scarf.” Well, she'd
asked, and she was getting the bloody
answer,

Whenhei finished, she said, “Thank
you. Now lend meyour handkerchief”

Shetucked hertrousers in,rolled her
sleeves down,tied his hankie banditstyle
around her face, and tramped off into
the bracken. He waited upwind. An-
other thing you could do was get some
BugProofandputit on your trousers
andsocks. It killed theticks on contact.
Notthathe'dtriedit. Yer.

Whenshereturned,they set off in

silence alongthegritstone edge, which
was called either Froggatt Edge or
Curbar Edge, or both, he didn’t care
either wayat the moment. Theturfwas
springy up here, and wentright to the
point where the ground dropped away,
sheer for whatlookedlike several hun-
dred feet. It was alwaysa surprise: with-
out a sense of having climbed much,
you suddenly found yourself startlingly
high, miles above the sunlit valley with
its tiny villages. You didn’t need to be
a bloody paraglider to get a view like
this. There had been quarries around
here, from which manyof the country’s

millstones came. But he didn'ttell her
that.

Lynnwentand stood a yard or two
from the edge.

You could be looking down at the
valley, no onevisible for miles, and all of
asudden a helmeted face would pop up
at your feet, and a climber would haul
himself from nowhere up onto theturf.
Life wasfull of surprises, wasn't it? Edge
climbers, potholers, paragliders. People
thoughtthat if youwere upin the airyou
wereas free as a bloody bird. Well, you

weren't. Therewererulesthere,too,like
everywhere.

Geoff didn't say anything. Hedidn't,
for that matter, feel anything. Puzzled, of
course, but that would pass. Heset off
again, unaware of whether she was fol-
lowingornot. Anotherhalf mile of this
high upland, then a sharpish descent
back to Calver. He had begun thinking
about next week’s work when he heard
her scream.

Heran back, his pack thumping, the
waterin his bottle audiblysloshing.

“Christ, are you O.K.? Is it your
foot? I should havetold you about the
rabbit holes.”
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| in his walking log.
| added a red “L”in the final column,be-

Butshe just looked at him, expres-
sionlessly. In shock, probably.

“Are you hurt?”
“No.”
“Didyoutwist your ankle?”
“No.”
Helookeddown ather Brasher Supa-

lites: bracken caughtin the eyelets, and
the morning’s shine gone from them.
“Sorry—I don't understand.”

“What?”
“Whyyou screamed.”
“BecauseI felt like it.”
Ah, missing waymarks again. “And. . .

why did youfeel likeit?”
“Because I did.”
No, he must have misheard, or mis-

understood,or something. “Look, sorry,
maybe I walked you too hard—”

“Tm fine, I said.”
“Was it because—”
“T told you,I felt like it.”
They walked down,in silence, to

where they'd left the car. As he began
unlacing his boots, shelit a cigarette.
Well, he was sorry, but he was going to
get to the bottom ofit.

“Was it something to do with me?”
“No,itwas something to do with me.

I'm the one whoscreamed.”
“Do youfeel like doing it again?Now?”
“No”

“Well, if you did, what woulditfeel
like?”

“Whatdo you mean?”
“J mean,if you felt like screaming

again now, what wouldit feel like?”
“Geoff, it wouldfeel like wanting to

scream again now.”
“And whendoyou think you'll doit

again?”
She didn’t answer that, and neither

of themwas surprised. She stamped out
her Silk Cut beneath a Supalite and
began to undothelaces,flicking bits of
bracken onto the tarmac.

“Ahrs inc lunch Grouse,” he wrote

. “Weather fine.” He

neath a constantvertical of red “L”s. In
bed,that night, he slept diagonally, and
jolly good luck to him,he thought. The
next morning,over breakfast, he leafed

through a copy of Country Walking and
filled out the application form to join
the Ramblers. It said that he could pay
either by check or by direct debit. He
thought about this for a while, then
chosedirect debit.
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THE THEATRE

BABY, REMEMBER MY NAME
How to becomea star, nineteen-eighties style.

BY HILTON ALS

ike a numberof popartists who
haveattained lasting notoriety, the

British singer andspectacle Boy George
has a canny understandingofthe needs,
hopes, and dreams of his audience. In
Culture Club,the rock group that made
him a household nameback intheearly
eighties, he married the sound of black
nostalgia—Motown,ska, anda little
reggae—to a distinctly white representa-
tion of visual difference. His look—a
kind of errant Hasidism mixed with a
feminized Rastafarianism—was an ad-
vertisement not only for his strikingly
amphibious self butalso for world music,
which was just coming into vogue. In
fact, what he was putting over was the
entire history of English eccentricity,
withits arch knowingness,its veiled sex-
ual references, andits “naughty” borrow-
ings from the formercolonies.

Culture Club disbanded in 1986.
Boy George wenton to drug addiction,
rehab,spiritualism, memoir-writing,
record-producing, and d.j.’ing before con-
ceiving and writing the songs for the
musical “Taboo”(at the Plymouth). In it,
onecan hear how his songwritingtalent
has deepened, and onecan see that his
feel for the business of show hasn’t fal-

tered.It’s astonishing,really, that the

young man who made the world bop
to “Karma Chameleon,” in 1983, could

have written the haunting aria “Talk
Amongst Yourselves”orthe structurally
complex quintet “Out of Fashion,” but
there they are—songs that break your
heart with their bravado and quivering
self-awareness. Boy George has defied
pop-music pigeonholing by directly ad-
dressing the sad fact that even ebullient
eccentrics get older in a society where
age is synonymouswith conformity.

‘Whatdo youdo with your iconoclasm
as you move closer to the grave than the
dancefloor? This is “Taboo” ’s underlying
theme. Unfortunately, it is not one that
the writer, Charles Busch, has chosen to
emphasize. Theauthor of“Vampire Les-
bians of Sodom,” “Psycho Beach Party,”
and the recent film “Die, Mommie,

Die!” the campy Busch was perhaps too
obvious a choice for a show about the
Londonclub scenein the eighties and
early nineties—that world was synthetic
enough withoutcoatingit in the verbal
equivalent of Day-Glo stretch pants.
(The show ran in Londonlast yearwith a
book by Mark Davies; Busch washired

by Rosie O'Donnell, a co-producer of the

Broadway staging, presumably in a bid to
tighten and Americanize the production.)

In an opening that borrows heavily
fromthe firstmoments of Stephen Sond-
heim’s “Follies,” two former denizens of
the night, Big Sue (the great Liz Mc-
Cartney) and Philip Sallon (Ratil Es-
parza), have been reunited for a photo
shoot. Soon, they begin to reminisce
about the club they frequentedin their
glory days, Taboo,whichwas run bytheir
late friend and nemesis the Australian-
born performanceartist Leigh Bowery,
played by Boy George. (Bowery died of
AIDS in 1995.) Inevitably, Big Sue and
Philip, who worked the doorat another
club, Planets—whenrefusing someone
entrance, he'd hold a mirror up to the
unfortunate’s face and say, “Would you
let you in?”—contradict each other’s
memories with screeching subjectivity.

Going backwardin time, we see Boy
George (played here by Euan Mor-
ton) working his way toward fame, En
route, hefalls in love with Marcus (Cary
Shields), a photographer of indetermi-
natesexuality. This is the era of the New
Romantic: Adam Ant and furbelows.
But Marcus, with theslicked-back hair,
black leatherjacket, and jeans that have
been a tum-onsince Brandocourted re-
bellion in “The Wild One,”has the look

of a modern Teddy: cool and distant.
Andatfirst he’s standoffish; he’s dating a
girl. But what Boy Georgecan’t have he
gets—andthen throws away. (Marcus
becomeshisloverfor a while.) It’s a pat-
tern that repeats itself, Morton allows
us to see Boy George's cracked heart—as
well as the cleverness,talent, and defen-
sivenessheuses as adhesive to hold it to-
gether.Whenheperforms“Pretty Lies,”
asongaboutthe“lies” inherentin cross-
dressing, he hasall the touching pathos
of another drag star, the Warhol cre-
ation Candy Darling: he wants the world
to love him for himself—if only he can
figure out whothatis.

Bowery, on the other hand,hadlittle

patiencefor hidden selves. His perform-
ances were allon thesurface, and he made &
no distinction between the social and 3
theplastic arts. In London,he exhibited 5
himself—wearingextravagantoutfits of 2
his own design—behinda gallery's glass =

PHOTOGRAPH BY RICHARD AVEDON

Euan Morton as Boy George, andBoy George as Leigh Bowery, in New York, November 10, 2003.
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wall; in New York, hestapleda friend to

his body, enclosed her in his costume,
and then“gavebirth” to her through an
openingin histights. In “Taboo,” unfor-
tunately, his character feels insufficiently
embodied;he’s notthe heart of the show,

| as he should be,but,rather, a foil for the
characterofBoy George. Onesings; the
other doesn’t. One survived; the other
didn’t. Oneis the composerof a Broad-
wayshow; the otherisn’t. It is fitting that
Bowery should be played bya star, but
Boy George is the wrongstar. He has a
singer's senseof the stage, not an actor's,
he’s tentative in his movements, and he
appears to take little pleasure in incar-
nating someoneother than himself.

BoyGeorge’s Bowery barely relates to
Nicola Bateman (Sarah Uriarte Berry), a

youngartist whosefierce devotion and
startling turns of mindtransformedBow-
eryand his work, and whom he eventu-
ally married. As it happens, I met Nicola
whenI was researching an article about
Bowery in 1998. Theinterview was ar-
rangedby thefilmmaker Charles Atlas,
whose documentary “The Legend of
Leigh Bowery” (which opensthis month
at CinemaVillage) is a far more accurate
and movingportrait than “Taboo.” Ni-
cola struck meas a model ofgood sense
andcheer: one couldeasily seewhy Bow-
ery had absorbed her intohis life. She
wasa true companion—theperson who
licked the glitter off his eyelids and re-
vealed him to himself.

ir 1977, when I was sixteen, I gradu-
ated from NewYork's High School of

Performing Arts. Back then, mostof the

students referred to the schoolas “P.A.”
It was housedin a beautiful, nearly de-
crepit buildingonWest Forty-sixth Street,
near Theatre Row andacross thestreet
from the Luxor Baths, a wonderful,
democratic neighborhood thatreflected
the democratic spirit of the schoolitself,
which took onstudents ofacting, music,

and dance who were economically and
racially diverse.

Alan Parker’s 1980film fantasy about
| the school, “Fame,” captured some of
P.A.’s atmosphere of healthy and not
so healthy competitiveness; and thestar
of the movie, Irene Cara, as the ambi-

tious,albeit guileless, Coco Hernandez,

provided bitof seedytitillation by tak-
ing off herdress andsinging the Oscar-
winning theme. Manyteen-agers who

saw thefilm dreamedofenrollingat the
“Fame” school, as they called it. What
they didn't know—unless they were ac-
cepted—wasthat the students there
spentless time stoppingtraffic by danc-
ing on taxicabs than they did simply
working hard; P.A. was as rigorous as
any private conservatory. In 1984, the
school movedto Lincoln Center, where
it thrives still.
The new musical “Fame on 42nd

Street” (at the Little Shubert, under the
direction of Drew Scott Harris)tells the

(fictional) story of thelast class to gradu-
ate from theold building. There's Serena
Karz (Sara Schmidt), a shy Jewish girl
with a big voice. There’s Carmen Diaz
(Nicole Leach),the “fiery” Latina who's a
stand-in for Cara’s Coco. Andthere's Ty-
rone Jackson (Shakiem Evans), an angry

black dude who looks goodflaring his
nostrils as he bucks authorityand his En-
glish teacher's required-reading list. These
are only three out of fourteen speaking
parts developed,if that is the word, by
David DeSilva, who has been working

on someversion of “Fame” for more
thantwentyyears. (Notonly did he pro-
duce Parker’s film; he was a consulting
producer onthe ensuingtelevisionseries,
whichran from 1982 to 1987.) Onstage,
however, De Silva has created a show
thatis alternately sentimental, exploit-
ative, and ugly. The lyrics (by Jacques
Levy) and the music (by Steve Mar-
goshes) are passable, but José Fernan-

dez’s bookis as lacking in nutrients as
a chocolate box full of dust. The show
has the look and feel of one of those
theme-based touring productions that
are meant to showcase, say, American

swing music, or tap dancing, for Euro-
peans and Asians who don't know any
better. (Indeed, “Fame on 42nd Street”
hasalready toured in Europe.)

Theonly performer whosurvivesthis
mess with herdignity intact is Schmidt.
With fine,clearvoice, shetries valiantly
to injectcredibility and depth offeeling
into whatpassesfor dialogue.If she can
sustain this quality through the show's
run, she should win the Ethel Merman
Stamina Award. OntheafternoonI saw
the musical, the audience was made up,

for the most part, of adolescentgirls.
‘Theyapplauded with great enthusiasm
when Carmen sang “Fame,” after her
untimely death. Don't ask. I’m sure the
show will live forever. #
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A CRITIC AT LARGE

TRUE COLORS
HowardHodgkin returns toNew York.

BY ANTHONY LANE

‘he first time Howard Hodgkin
cameto the United States, he was

sevenyears old. The year was 1940, and
Hodgkin, whose father was serving in
the Royal Air Force, had been evacu-
ated from his native England,along with
his mother and sister.They lived inNew
York, whose many advantages he now
summarizes in a single phrase: “I could
go to lookatpictures.”
An early injection ofAmerica is rec-

ommendedfor any British subject bent
on creativity. Nobody reading Martin
Amis,for instance, on the year that he
spent in Princeton in 1959 (his father
had cometo teach there) can doubt the

fluorescentshock thatit administered to
his system. In Hodgkin’case, nothing in
his stay was more dramatic than its end.
In 1943, the boatonwhich the Hodgkins
returned to Europe took a traumatizing
twenty-three days to reach Portugal, only
to be torpedoedonits subsequentvoyage,
and the plane thatbore the family on to
England was,onits next flight, reported
missing, feared lost; the actor Leslie
Howard was amongthepassengers. For
those who claim to see much in Hodg-
Kin’s art thatis forever in dangerof going
missing, feared lost—places,persons, the

clutch and grab ofdisquiet and desire—
these remembrancesare rich in hints.

Hislife since then has been a stew of
therestless and the sedate. He was edu-
cated, but not much,constantlyleaving
oneschoolfor the next. In his brief time
at Eton, he was taught byWilfrid Blunt,
the brother of Anthony—art historian,
traitor, and spy. Hodgkin himself taught,
at art schools, althoughheis wary ofthe
consequences. When I asked him re-
cently if he enjoyed teaching, he answered
quickly, “Yes, too much. That means
burnout.” At seventy-one, he is among
the seniorcitizens of British painting,
but,like Lucian Freud and FrankAuer-
bach,heis burning bright, and working
with a stamina that would cause most
art studentstotrip overtheir video in-
stallations and faint. He does not pro-
duce drawings orsculptures. He spurns
the charmsofpainting in the openair.
Onecould state that he never works from
life, but he might plausibly reply that
he never works from anything else. The
fact that he chooses notto stand in front
ofanakedbody andpickup a brush does
notpreclude the existence of a Hodgkin

 “Memorial” (2000-03). Hodgkin's work has undergone not so much a laterflowering as a controlled explosion.

THE NEW YORKER, NOVEMBER 24,2003 97



98

Change yourlife
by degrees.

Bachelor of Arts
Complete yourB.A. on your own
termsat New York's most progressive
university. Rich curriculum options help
make The New Schoolthe preferred
choice for adults. Accelerated

Bachelor's/Master's option available.

INFORMATION SESSION:
TuESDAY, DECEMBER 2

MasterofArts in
Media Studies
Learn from a distinguished faculty
of scholars, artists and entrepreneurs in
this unique program thatintegrates

theory and practice across comparative
media. Course optionson site and online.
INFORMATION SESSION:
TuEsDAY, DECEMBER 9

Masterof Fine Arts in
Creative Writing
Study writing andliterature with a
renowned faculty of writers, critics,
editors and publishing professionals
offering concentrations in fiction, poetry,

nonfiction and writing for children.
INFORMATION SESSION:
Monpay, DECEMBER 8

Master ofArts/Sciencein
International Affairs
Join over 200 -stude

issues that confront
society.

INFORMATIONSESSi!

For more information
or to reserve a space,

| please call 800-862-5039

code: DGo7
All information sessions begin

at 6pm and are held at,
66 W. 12th Street, New York, NY 

THE NEW YORKER, NOVEMBER 24, 2003,

 

nude. There are endless bodies, and bits of
body, in his paintings, and they arrive
there radiantly refracted through the
prism of his memory. Ifyou knowHodg-
Kin’s work,you can spotit across a crowded
room.If not, lookout forthe distinguish-
ing marks of thespecies: pigment as dense
and lickable as honey, and clashes of

tone much tooriotousfor goodtaste, yet
unimprovably balanced. Brushstrokes,
farfrom being concealed, are left as track-

able as paw prints. Theresults read less
like romantic concoctionsthan like quiv-
ering reports on actual experience; how
else can one account for their leap and
bite? You could hang a Hodgkin in the
Frick, butit wouldbelike hosting a tea
party andinvitinga tiger.

Theartist’s attraction to America,
meanwhile, is undimmed. There have
been Hodgkin shows at the Phillips
Collection, the Berkeley Art Museum,
and, mostspaciously, at the Metropoli-
tan Museum in the winter of 1995-96;
and a painting such as “RhodeIsland,”
completed in 2002,with its hellfire reds,

its stanchion of hard black, andits leafy
strewings at the base, could well be the

mostopulenttribute ever paid to that
state. Comparing responses to hisworkon
both sides of the Atlantic, Hodgkin says
thatat the Met “people were much more
willing to embrace the feeling that the
paintings contained. I remember one man
saying, “You're driving mywife insane.’”
This is reported with considerablerelish.

Insanity levels in Chelsea should now
be peaking,with thelatestHodgkin show
having opened at the Gagosian Gallery
onWest Twenty-fourth Street,where it
will run through December 20th. “Go
early in the run,”Hodgkin advises. “Pic-

turesget looked at and they change.” He
sometimestalks as if paint were grease-
paint—asif his works were a cast of
characters, devised, directed, and gor-
geously costumed by him, then left on-
stage to find their own way, growing
older andless innocentwith eachviewing.

All the pictures at Gagosian were
completed in the past two years, although
to apply exact dates to them is a fraught
affair. Hodgkin labels each workwith the
timethatit took to make; “Ttaly,” for ex-

ample, with its long, legato streaks of
earthy pinks,warm with everythingfrom
terra-cotta tiling to recently stroked skin,

bears the tag “1998-2002.”Thatis a sim-
ple timeframe, yet, as Hodgkin admits, “it

annoys people intensely.”We are perfectly
content to learn that a novelist needed
half a decadetotell his or her tale, but
somehow we demandofpainters a little
more dash.“Finishing somethingis really
bowingto theinevitable,” Hodgkinsays.
“Tt can take me months to talk myself
into acceptingit.” Hesoundslike a diplo-
matfrom a troubled land, wearily agree-

ing to a peace deal.

| | ‘odgkin lives in London, where he
was born, and where I met him in

late October. Down one ofthe short,
bookstore-haunted streets opposite the
British Museum, I found a low green

door,passed through a narrow corridor,
and, half expecting a secret garden,
emergedinto a surprising courtyard,in
thecenterofwhichlies the studiowhere
he has workedfor the past twenty years.
Hodgkin rose with somedifficultyfrom
his chair: “Mylegs really are such an en-
dangered species,” he announced,al-
thoughtherest of him seemsto be flour-
ishing. He is a compact figure, with a
genial softnessin hisfeatures andat the
edgesofhis voice, butyou sense at once
asteely dedicationtohis trade.Allin all,
I thinkhewould have madean excellent
Roman,of the Horatian variety, and no-
body who wears as much unstructured
linen as Hodgkin would have a problem
with togas.

Hungaround him,on walls as bare
andstately as a nave, were seven of the
large paintings that were destined for
the Gagosian show. All of them,asis
his custom,are painted on wood—some
ofit deliberately unprimed—oronboard,
so that the cheap chippiness shows
throughthegapsin the paint. Theframes
alone announcethem as Hodgkins; he
often scouts junk shopsfor old frames,
ranging from theblockish to the ornate,
andhisassistant, Andy Barker, thenfits
them with wooden inserts where you
would expect a canvas to be. There are
blank canvases in the studio, but they
are used simply to hide the paintings
from view, leaving onlyone exposed—he
likes to labor on a single work, shutting
outthe distractionofits fellows. Heal-
lows thepaintto loop,stripe, and blotch
all the wayto the outer rim,like a story-
teller determined to overrun his time.

Ona table in the middle of the room,
when arrived, sat a cardboard model of
thelayout for the Gagosian show. He de-



signed the space himself(“Thelast thing
I wanted wasanarchitect”), and the walls
were painted, accordingto his specifica-
tion, “a slightly dirty white.” There is no
living artist whosepicturesneedless help
from theirsurroundings,for Hodgkinis a
colorist so remorselessin his sense of ad-
venture that the English, connoisseurs of

the dingyandthe dun, have never quite
decided what to make of him. “They
don’t even like art very much,” he de-

clares, with the ruefulness of a natural-
born Eeyore. From the late nineteen-
fifties, Hodgkin has madeit his business
to demonstrate what happens whencol-
ors meet, fight, form unlikely couplings,
andpart. “E. M.Forster says you've got to
bounce the reader,” he told me, and he
feels equally obliged to startle those who
stand beforehisart: “You've got to grab
them before theylook.”

In 1992,he was knighted forhis ser-

vices to art. There is no more decorous
smothering than the embraceofthe Brit-
ish establishment, and,in fendingoff that
threat, Hodgkin'swork underwentnotso

mucha late flowering as a controlled ex-
plosion. Fewofthesensations that were
mongeredbythe youngBritish artists of
the period—Tracey Emin, Sarah Lucas,
or the Chapmanbrothers, all of whom
remain inordinately skilled at reaching a
hand under the public's skirt-—can begin
to rival the ravishmentthatis practiced
uponusbya picture such as “Lovers”
(1984-92), with its hugetilted rainbowof
emerald andred, plus a bulbous comma

oforange that, as if recounting the chro-
nology of sex, could be anything from
phallus to fetus. (“Can you consciously
strive for ambiguity?”I asked him. “Oh,
yes. You can do anything,” he replied.
“The eye is always trickable.”) Even

Damien Hirst’s infamousshark, hanging
in formaldehydeandentitled “The Phys-
ical Impossibility of Death in the Mind
of SomeoneLiving” (1991), seems flaky
and lumbering next to Hodgkin's “Grief”
(1999-2002)—wave upon wave of blue
onblue,deepening atthe core to a bruised
andfeatheryviolet, as if the painter were

insisting thatthepassingofaloved oneis
not something that we get over, like a
hurdle or a disease, but something that
can worsen,like a storm.

Doesthat make “Grief” an abstract
painting? Hodgkin himself has described
his works as “representationalpictures of
emotional situations,”butthatis more of

astarting pointthana last word. Whatis
undeniableis that the pictures feel loaded
with the specific; anybody who associ-
ates abstraction with vaguenesswill be
forced to reconsider, and you cannotstudy
a picture like “Undertones of War’—
perhaps his most unbeautiful image to
date, painted on knotty old wood, and
scored with wrathful daubs of black—
andstill believe that Hodgkin is a her-
meticist, sealing his exquisite creations
against the outside world. (He began that
work in 2001, before September 11th.)
Hodgkin is pleased whentheprecision
ofhis referencesgets through; one young
relative of his gazed at “Double Por-
trait,” with its plums and brownstrapped
in a violent orange, andsaid, “Oh,yes,

two gay people whocollect porcelain,is
it?” Correct.

Anybodyhunting a new Hodgkin—
and “Double Portrait”will set you back a
cheerful three hundred thousand—will
needto clear somewall space. These are
large and looming works, as command-
ing as altarpieces—“Autumn’isthe big-
gest picture he has ever made, some
sevenfeetbyten, and if you can't ownit
you canalways reproducethe effect by
planting a deciduousforest in the corner
of yourliving room. Alternatively, you
can try to unpick the puzzle of each
painting, asking yourself, ‘Just how did
he do it?” Take “In Raimund Stecker’s
Garden”(1998-2001): was that cloud
of busy, scruffy-tailed blue in the upper
half the final patch of paint to be ap-
plied? It certainly seems that way, but
how aboutthatrainydiagonal of grayat
the bottomright? Orthatjuiced-upyel-
lowat thepicture's heart? Hodgkin him- |

 

selfis happyto keep secret: “Oneofthe
fewskills, as such, that I can besaid to
have acquired is to make the beginning
and the endlie downside byside,” he
says with particularcare. So howdoes he
know when his work is done? “When
the original feeling comes back as a |
painting,” I indicate a passage in the |
top right-hand corner of “Memorial” |
(2000-03), with its new variation on an
old Hodgkintheme:thefluid,falling arc
ofpaintthat speaks, against all logic, of
the breakingof hearts. Can the swipe of
a brushreally do that—signal, over and

over, another small paradise lost? “I'm
very pleased with thatpart of the paint-
ing,so I can'treallytalk aboutit,” Hodg-

kinsays, and weleaveit at that. 
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PAPERY PASSIONS
A new novel by Peter Carey.

BY JOHN UPDIKE

eter Carey’s new novel,“MyLife asa
Fake” (Knopf; $24), is so confidently

brilliant, so economical yet lively in its
writing, so tightly fitted and continu-
ously startling in its plot that something,
wefeel, must be wrongwith it. It endsin
abit of a rush,andleft several questions
dangling in this reader’s mind. Unfortu-
nately, to spell out those questions would
be to betray too much ofanintricate
fictional constructwhere little is as it first
seems andfantastic developments un-
fold like scenes on a fragile paper fan.
Tobebrief: the narrator and heroineis
Sarah Elizabeth Jane Wode-Douglass,
thespinster editorof the Londonavant-
garde journal The Modern Review, who
in August of 1985 sits down in Berk-
shire to recountan adventure thatbefell
her thirteen years before, in Malaysia,
whenan old friend of her family’s, the
poet and novelist John Slater, twenty
years her senior, persuaded her to ac-

company him to Kuala Lumpur for a
week. Thus, she writes, she “entered that
mazefrom which,thirteen years later, I
haveyetto escape.”

Atthecenter of the maze lies an old
Australianliterary scandal, the so-called
McCorkle Hoax,in which, in 1946, an
obscure and, because obscure, bitter poet
named Christopher Chubb passed off
parodicverses of his own as the work of
an authentic poet-of-the-people, the
imaginary Bob McCorkle. McCorkleis
supposedlydead, and his mighty works
have been timidly brought forward by
his unsophisticated sister. The rough-
hewn opus was accepted and published
with fanfare bythe avant-garde journal
Personae, whose editor was a rich Jew
whohadbefriended Chubb, one David
Weiss.When Weiss, on the strength of

one punningline,was prosecuted for ob-
scenity, Chubb exposed the hoax, hu-

¢ miliatinghim further; in mid-trial, Weiss
2 diedviolently, apparently a suicide. Read-
= ers up on Australian artistic pranks—
2 born,Slater theorizes, of antipodean
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cultural insecurity—will recognize the
lineaments of thereal-life Ern Malley
affair, which was perpetrated in 1944,
bytwoskillful anti-modernists, Harold
Stewart andJames McAuley, victimizing
a Melbourne magazinecalled, believe
it or not, Angry Penguins. The editor-
victim was Max Harris, who did not die

of the hoax butlived to write,in a recol-

lectionyearslater, ‘I still believe in Ern
Malley. . . . I can still close my eyes and
conjure up such a personin our streets.”
Carey quotesthisarticle ofstrange faith
in an afterword, andit, taken with the

epigraph fromMary Shelley’s “Franken-
stein,” perhapsgives a sufficient hint of
the novel’s animating premise: Bob Mc-
Corklelives.
A native Australian who has been

residentfor thirteen years in New York
City, Carey has usedthedistanceto con-
template and reshape somenotable leg-
ends ofhis homeland: his previousnovel,
the epic, Booker Prize-winning “True
History of the Kelly Gang” (2000), re-

tells the tale of Australia’s most famous
outlaw, Ned Kelly, in the hero’s touch-
inglyand comicallyingenuous voice.The

 In his novels, Carey has reshaped notable legends ofhis native Australia.
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| Christopher Chubb observes, as the ul-

    

    

  

 

| on andon,transcribing Chubb’s tangled

  

| to than to conjure as a physical presence:

  

 

novel before that, “Jack Maggs” (1997), |
takes an Australian elementfrom Dick-
ens’s “Great Expectations,” the trans-
ported convict Magwitch, and enlarges

him intoan epitomeof adopted Austra-
lian nationhood. TheAustralian connec-
tion is understandablyCarey’s lifeblood,
but his inspirations depend, in these
three instances, on other texts. He im-
poses personalityupon paperrather than
deriving, as novelists more customarily
do, a paper workfrom personal sources.
Novels of his that draw directly upon
Australian reality, like “Bliss” (1981) and
“Oscar and Lucinda” (1988), have a hec-
tic fullness anda fondcrueltyreminiscent
of Dawn Powell’s novels of her native
Ohio. Such brimming,jostling fullness
thins a bit as Carey ventures, however
nimbly, into the small continent's his-
toric past. “MyLife as a Fake” does more
than take its start from historical liter-
ary hoax; its central themeand its dom-
inant metaphorare paper, amid the pa-
pery passionsof the writers and editors
whoare its principal characters.

“Thetropics are not kind to paper,”  cerations of Malaysia eat awayat his |
legs. His lowly position of bike repairer |
ona “noisystreet of Chinese shophouses |
with theunlikely nameofJalan Camp- |
bell” has been achievedat the end of a
long chain of heated events having to
do with printed words.In dirty sarong

| and with close-cropped hair, he makes |
ournarratorthink, in her first glance, “of|
both a prisoner and a monk.” But,like
him,Sarah is obsessedbyliterary great-
ness; neither money norlove much mat-
ters to her. John Slater has stooped to
pursue both,andsherather despises him
for it; he strikes herin his worldliness as
“a large and meaty man.”When Chubb
calls her on the telephone, he has “a
strange, papery voice,” and shewill end,
despite Slater's emphatic advice to the
contrary, bylistening to that siren voice

tale as hetells it. Chubb is easierto listen

the corners ofhislips are shadowy, and
his eyelids and his hands are both “pa-
pery.” Even his onesuit, old anddirty,
comesbackfrom the cleaners paperized:
“Theprocess of cleaninghad so shocked
thefabric that it was now broken on the
creases, papery and crumblingin his |
handlike the wing of a dead butterfly.”
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Andyetbooks, at least the sacred vol-
ume of McCorkle’s poetry, have an un-
expectedly various, organic quality: “It
was much heavier than I had expected,
andvery strange to touch—a peculiar
texture, slightly oily in places, scaly in
others.”Whenthis bookis at last opened
andread byour heroine,its contents are
visceral: “Whoeverhe wasor had been,
Bob McCorkle was indeeda genius. He
had ripped uphistory andnailed it back
together with its viscera on the outside,
all that glistening green truth showing
in the rip marks.” The work puts her in
mindof Ezra Pound,the ineffable, un-
fathomable Pound of the Cantos. She
triumphantly claims, “This was worth
being born for, this single giddy glimpse,
on this high place, with the sound of
myown blood singing in myears.” A
book is not just paper but humanity,
flesh and blood, as Chubb finds when
he comesto nurse the dying masterpoet:
“To beso intimate with Bob McCorkle
was disgusting, as unnatural andfright-
ening as holding one’s own vital organs
in one’s hands.”

Along with Pound, Milton, and the

fictiveEn Malley,Joseph Conrad haunts
“MyLife as a Fake.” Teeming,torrid
Malaysia is “LordJim or even worse,” and
Chubb, whotalks “all day and almosthalf
thenight,” resembles Conrad’s dreamily
long-winded narrator Marlow. Narra-
tives within narratives uncoil as Malay-
sia ousts English-language literature at
the emotional centerof the book. Chubb
makesa newfriend,the dark, wall-eyed
Tamil Kanagaratnam Chomley, called
Mulaha,whoteaches school and makes

a hobbyof poisoning. Mulaha’s tale of
slaughter and vengeance under the Jap-
anese occupationtakesusfar afield from
the themeofliteraryfakeryand from the
pursuit of the white whale McCorkle,
who has kidnapped what seems to be
Chubb’sinfant daughter, sprung from a
resourceful, shape-shifting beauty called,
when Chubbfirst meets her, Noussette
Markson. (Down,plot!) And,indeed,
nowthat the European colonization of
SoutheastAsia is a bittersweet memory,
preserved in the words of Conrad and
Orwell and Graham Greene, whowill
mediate this vastregion for the Western
imagination but the Australians? They
seize it as their nearest escapefrom insu-
larity, avacationlandandpossible sphere
ofinfluence.

Carey’s proseis upto anytaskhesets
it. His novel has many voices: Sarah’s
taut blithe fluency, that of an upper-class
intellectual; Slater’s bluff, irresistibly
British effrontery, Chubb’s defensive
meander punctuatedwith Australian and
Malay expressions; Mulaha’s elaborate
courtesies; a Chinese-Malaysian woman's
aggressivelyfractured English—all with-
out benefit of quotation marks. Usually
I simply resent deprivation of these
helpful, clarifying indicators, but Carey
(whodidn’t use them in “True History
of the Kelly Gang,”either) almost per-
suades methathuman speech, thus uni- |
fied with the narrative sentences, ac-
quires a certain stateliness, as in the Bible. |

McCorkle,like the also heroic Ned Kelly, |
speaks in the near-Biblical accents of a
common man whosedignity has been
offended:

I continuedstrolling until ] found a café
runbya little reffo fellow in a dirty singlet. I
got him to make mea chicken-and-lettuce
sandwich and a chocolate malted milk. At
dusk I returned to Birdsing’s residence. . ..
From the middle ofhis iris beds 1 could
clearly see the accused through his window.
Hehada bottle of Victoria Bitter and a meat
pie for his dinner. | also live alone and know
whatit is to spend these hours ofsolitude
when I would rather have a wife and baby
and the smell of stew bubblingin the pot. But
what civilised personcan sit down to a meal
like this and notpick up a book to read?

EvenSarah,confessing to lesbianism,
warmsinto an innocentlilt: “I shocked
heroften but delightedherall the more,
and there was no part of her that was
secret to me.” Chubb, though demor-
alized by his experience of the word |
madeflesh,brings the odddetail sharply
tolife:

[Mulaha] was very fierce, very definite,
like someoneaccustomed to giving orders,
also like a small bird with fixed ideas. He
took out a pen and rapped McCorkle’s nose
withit.

Carey’s own voice soundsin an arrest-
ingly apt simile: “McCorkle quickly
made a bambooframe on which tolash
the naked, mud-caked woman.She was
a tiny thing butdenseas a bulldog.”

Otherreviewers of this folded and
refoldedtale of mental and physical ad-
venture haveclaimed its moral to be that
everyone depicted is a fake. I don’t see
this; the characters are as genuine as their

words permit them to be, thoughall,

being characters, are caught up in the
businessoffiction, which is fakery.

     

 

THE LITERARY MAGAZINE

era BY CHILDREN
\ “The New Yorker

\, ofthe 8-t0-13 set”
MS. MAGAZINE

 

      

  

 

Stone2°.

“Blessings on the
adult advisers of
this enterprise.”
‘THE NEW YORKER

Giese Hanukkah,
birthdays—StoneSoupis a gift
that brings hours of enjoyment,
not just on the dayit is received but
throughoutthe year. Stone Soup’s
stories, poems,andillustrations are
all by children.It’s the perfect gift
for creative 8- to 13-year-olds.

Published 6 times a year Jan, March, May, July Sept, Now.
Oiyr.$33 C2yrs.$54 Ol 3yrs.$74
Canada andMexico aéd S6iyear. Other countnes add $12/veat.

 

Name
Address,
City, State, Zip
Gift card from  

www.stonesoup.com
LeaSe ERTeReaeeed

800-447-4569 oY

 

JOHN & CHRISTIAN
DESIGNERS & CRAFTSMEX

vA Diamond
%,, WheelPendant
a Your NAMES & DATES

8
ee

14K Goto $780
Omega chat sold separately)

3 DaY RUSH AVAILABLE - FREE CATALOGUE
RINGBOX.COM 1-888-646-6466

  

 

TaraWoesorhe

TMONDAINE®
Official Swiss @)) Railways Watch

 

Mondaine#Victorinox+Swiss Army
www.swissknifeshop.com/tny

 

  
 

Cross-Culture
Travel With « DIFFERENCE

Cultural, specialinterest small group tours & hiking programs in
'33 countries. 17° year ofin-depth ineraries off-the-beaten-
track visits, truly all-inclusive prices, exceptional value.

FREE CATALOG
yowwerosscultureine.com1-800-491-1148   

THE NEW YORKER, NOVEMBER 24,2003 103



Newand Improved Aeron’
We Will Not Be Undersold!

+All sizesand colors
in stock

    
     
     

+1-year moneyback
guarantee

     

  

“12-year warranty

 

  
Prices starting at just

$599
Featuring theNew Posture‘Option

     

  

 

Full-featured Aerons' starting at

   

1-877-628-LESS  

  

N JEWELRY
One ata time, by hand

Mano
Pasa

hand woven belts
(jor our tao-lrogedfriends)

www.tailwags.com
   

   ‘a
a tail we could wag 866.726. WAGS

 

  LONDON FLATS
PARIS PROPERTIES - COTSWOLD COTTAGES.
Shore Term Privately owned

« \ 1 THELoNDON connectionTOLL FREE PHONE: $88-393-9120FAX: 601-393-3024
WWW.LONDONCONNECTION,COMLG ON E-MAIL; SALES@LCPM.NET

Be
ay.com

       

 

    

 

  

 

Thebest
toys are
natural
toys”

NaturalP

 

 

1 Great website and catalog of lamps
a: and lighting fixtures in Mission, Mica,
jill Prairie, Arts & Crafts and Tifany styles

¥ (Henderson Sconce by Dale Tiffany)  

    
    kK. A The Bright Spot, Inc.

; Catalog: 1-800-736-0126
Web:thebrightspot.com

104 THE NEW YORKER, NOVEMBER 24, 2003

 

 

BOOKS

LOVE FOR SALE
An M.B.A. brings marketing methods to the matinggame.

BY REBECCA MEAD

‘he notion thatdating, mating, and
marriage take place within a mar-

ketplaceis a conceit universally observed
by writers of comedic-dramatictelevi-
sion shows,directors of romantic com-
edies in Hollywood, and authors of
“chicklit” novels loosely based onplots
from Jane Austen or Edith Wharton.
Objective measures ofeligibility—ap-
pearance, earning power, age—are un-
derstood to determine whether indi-
viduals will be perceived as desirable
commodities (the six-foot-two invest-
mentbanker; the communications di-
rector with a good decadeof childbear-
ing years still aheadofher) or relegated
to the remainderbin, shopwornby blind
dates and disappointments.

Rachel Greenwald’s new book, “Find
a Husband After 35 Using What I
Learned at Harvard Business School”
(Ballantine; $22.95),takes the notion of
the marketplace literally, and addresses
those single women who worry that
their comparative value is dwindling
with each passingyear. “You,the reader,
are the ‘product,’” Greenwald, H.B.S.

| Class of 1993, writes. “And The Pro-
gram’—herfifteen-step course to mat-
rimonial satisfaction, which she also

provides in workshopsthat she conducts
aroundthe country—“‘is ‘strategic plan’
to help you ‘market’ yourself to find your
future husband.”Thereare twenty-eight
million singlewomen in America, Green-
wald writes, and a dedicated husband-
hunter should be no less zealous than
General Mills in distinguishing her prod-
uct from the competition. Greenwald
urges women to embrace the business
practices they knowfrom the workplace
and apply them to private life. “When
you've finished this book, you will be

able to devise and advertise your per-
sonal brand, knowhowto get out of

your rut, be ableto create a winning plan
to increase the volume ofmenyou meet,

conduct an exit interview and much
more,” Greenwald promises.

In order to establish that “personal
brand,” awoman mustsubmitto rigor-
ous markettesting. She should convene
focus groups among friends, former
boyfriends, and workmates to learn
whether she should growher hair longer
orwear red insteadofbeige. She should
reflect on her Physical, Personal, and

Other characteristics, and identify three

 

Rachel Greenwald

of them (“Witty, Easy to Talk To,
Golfer” or “Architect, Charming, In-
ternational”) whichwill distinguish her
from the pack. She shouldreinforcethis
brand message through the proven
techniques of consumer marketing, in-
cluding online marketing via Internet
dating sites (Greenwald warnsagainst
using a slutty-sounding screen name
or betraying a taste for Virginia Woolf
or Danielle Steel, to which no man is
expected to warm) and direct mail.
Greenwald suggests that a singlewoman
send, to a hundred or morefriends,
greeting cards bearing photographsof = -
herself being witty or playing golf, and 5
include the message “This year, I would S
liketo find someone wonderful to spend &



mylife with. Do you know anysin-
gle men you could introduce me to?”
She should work on what Greenwald
calls herword-of-mouth advertising by,
for example,casually saying to a col-
league,“I was talking to myfriend Me-
lissa last night, and shesaid, ‘I want to
introduce you to this guy I met in my
writing class. I've told him that you're a
charmingarchitect with an interna-
tional background.”

Some of Greenwald’s suggestions
for finding menare achinglyfamiliar;
she advises single womento take eve-
ningclasses in such male-friendly sub-
jects as log-furniture-making. (This
remedy has been proposed by so many
advice columnists over theyears that to
attend an eveningclass in orderto learn
about the advertised subject would
surely be as misguidedas stepping into
a massage parlor and expecting to get
a massage.) Other ideas are more orig-
inal: one of Greenwald’s clients vol-
unteered to teach a seminarentitled
“Fifteen-Minute Meals for Bachelors”
even though she had noparticular ex-
pertise in the subject. In Greenwald’s
view, every moment a woman is any-
where other than her apartment—a
place where she should spendas little
timeas possible, except while updating
her online profile—is an opportunity to
meet men. Accordingly, she urges the
reader, while at the theatre,to visit the
ladies’ room during the performance, so
that she might spend the intermission
notin line but,rather, loitering brightly
in the lobby, in the hope of bumping
into Mr. Right. (With luck, he won't
recognize her as the woman whoru-
ined theclimax ofAct II for the rest of
the audience.) On Wednesdaynights,
Greenwald advises, a woman should
haunt pizza parlors, where she might
find a divorced dad with his kidson their
midweek visitation.Jury duty should be
welcomed as a venue for a chance en-
counter with a suitable man, though
Greenwald does not recommend that
her readers go so far as to seek him in
the defendant’s chair.

Greenwald's premise is that women.
overthirty-five have a harder time meet-
ing men than they did when theywere
younger, while men find themselves,
as their templesgrayandtheirfinancial
investments mature, confronted with
an abundanceofnubile prospects. “Many
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men experience a sudden popularity
after age thirty-five because they are
in shortsupply,andthey start to expect
it,” she warns. Theyears take agrim toll
on women which must be faced un-

| flinchingly: Greenwald suggests regu-
lar visits to the hair colorist (“There is
plenty of time to look‘distinguished’
after you are married”) and otherstra-
tegic defenses against the laws of na-
ture. “A/ways wear a push-up bra,” she
writes. “After thirty-five it can’t hurt
and can only help.” Escaping single-
dom will, Greenwald cautions, becostly
in termsofboth financial expenditure—
she advises establishing a marketing

| budget of ten or twenty per cent of
one’s annual incomeandsetting it aside
in a bank accountlabelled “Husband
Search’—andtime. Oneclient took a
year off from work to focus on finding
a husband; another wasnearlyfired
becauseofall the time she was devot-
ingto the project. Humiliation will also
berequired,particularly when it comes
to Step 10, Telemarketing. “You are
going to call everyone you know and
directly ask them to fix you up with
someone,”she writes. No alumnus, Re-
altor, veterinarian,florist, travel agent,
group-therapycolleague, or old boy-
friend must go uninterrogated. By the
timea single woman reachesStep 13,
“Product Lifecycle: Recharge Yourself,”
she may, as Greenwaldsays, “just need a
goodcry.”

This is aboutas close as Greenwald
gets to the kind of empathetic tone that
used to characterize self-help books
for womendisappointedin love. In the
nineteen-seventies and eighties, such

books were typically written by thera-
pists. RobinNorwood, the authorof the
1985 best-seller “Women Who Love
Too Much,” begins herfirst chapter
with a scene in whicha client examines
theframedcounselling credentials hang-
ing on Norwood’s wall before describing
herinability to keep a manandsaying,
“Tl do whateverit takes. I’m really
hard worker’—which, back in 1985,
wasa terrible thing to be if you were

| looking to couple. The examination of
the inner self recommended by books
like “Women Who Love Too Much”
and “Smart Women, Foolish Choices”
becameincreasinglyobsolete during the
nineties: the influential 1995 best-seller
“The Rules: Time-Tested Secrets for

Capturing the Heart ofMr. Right”was
based ona strategic restoration of pre-
feminist courting principles and advo-
cated ruthless efficiency through exag-
gerated feminine deference.

Greenwald's inspiration, of course,
can be foundnotin theself-help sec-
tion of the bookstorebutin the business
section, those shelves where you find
“Who Moved MyCheese?” (Green-
wald has a discussion headed “Who
Moved MyAltar?”) and the ceuvre of
Tom Peters, who in 1997 wrote a man-
ifesto for Fast Company entitled “The
Brand Called You,”an early application

of product marketing to people. One of
the familiar publishing tropes of the
self-help genre has been to advertise
the author's therapeutically appropri-
ate academic credentials—M.D., Ph.D.,
M.S.W.—onthe book's cover; Green-
wald’s nameis accompaniedbythelet-
ters M.B.A., and sheis businesslike in
dismissing any exploration of the -rea~
sons,personal orcultural, that might ac-
countfor an olderwoman's single status.
“Whatever your baggage is, you can’t
carry it around with you on The Pro-
gram,” she writes. Indeed, a Program
womanwill already have her hands
full, sinceshe will, in accordance with the

chapter on guerrilla marketing, be car-
rying around a “conversation starter”—
a “physical item that is designed to
promptcuriosity and provoke interac-
tion.” Shetells the story of onethirty-
six-year-old client who met a man in a
coffee shop while she was adding Equal
to her half-caf vanilla latte; he noticed
her copy of “Don’t Sweat the Small
Stuff” and asked whether it was “any
good.” Greenwald informs herreaders
that the couple, who have now been
married for two years, served half-caf

vanilla lattes at their weddingreception.
Still, as the sociologist Arlie Russell

Hochschild points outin herrecentcol-
lection of essays, “The Commerciali-

zation of Intimate Life,” advice books
don’t reveal much about what women
actually do; they just show what wom-
en’s current cultural options are per-
ceived to be. Theeclipse of the thera-
peutic model of human relations and
its replacement with a model drawn.
from business-managementtheory is a
signaturecultural shift of the moment,
like the emergence of the half-cafva-
nilla latte. The woman Greenwald is
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writing to lives in a brand-saturated
world,andit is while shopping among
those brandsthatshefinds the codrdi-
nates of her identity—anidentitythat,
in Greenwald’s scheme,is merely an-

other brand,jostling for attention on a
crowdedshelf.
What Greenwald’s metaphor rules

outis the possibility that women might
like the chance to be discerning con-
sumers themselves. While she devotes
about three hundred pagestotelling a
woman howto revampher packaging,
she haslittle to say about whatsort of
husband might be acquired by these
means, beyond the age-old dictum “Don't
beso picky.” Greenwald tells her readers
that within twelve to eighteen months
they can be married to “someone won-
derful,” a phrase that she suggests the
reader adopt whenfriends ask her what
kind of mansheis trying to find, but
the implication is that readers shouldn't
be holding outfor a graduate of Har-
vard Business School.“Your future hus-
band maybedivorced, he mayhavekids
of his own, he maybeshorter than you,”

Greenwald warns. “A key marketing
goal is to sell your product to as many
customer segments as possible.” That’s
the thing about being a product, of
course; a box of Specialis hardly enti-
tled to an opinion aboutwhose shopping
cart it ends up in. One of Greenwald's

| success stories is that of forty-seven-
| year-oldJulie, a vice-presidentat a Wall

Streetfirm, who,havingfailed to marry
| one of the smart, successful Jewish in-
vestmentbankers she thought she was
destined for, met her husband at Radio
Shack, where he wasthe store manager.
Another would-be wife, Kate, forty,
quits her job in Manhattan and moves
to what she thinks might be theless
spousally competitive city of Minneap-
olis, where she has neither a job nor
a home.“As this book goesto press,
Kate has been in her newcity for one
month,” we're informed. “She says her
net is cast so widethatheronly require-
mentis ‘a man who knows howto use
cutlery. ” In Greenwald’s world,the cus-
tomeris always Mr. Right.¢
 

CONSTABULARY NOTES FROM ALL OVER
Fromthe Troy (N.Y.) Record.

Alcoholis suspected in a head-oncollision
onthe Troy-Schenectady Road Sunday night,
where onedriver allegedly swerved into the
bath of another.     
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BRIEFLY NOTED

‘The Great Fire, by ShirleyHazzard(Far-
rar, Straus & Giroux; $24). Hazzard is
nothing if not discriminating. Hierar-
chies of feeling, perception, and taste
aboundin her writing, and this novel—

her first in more than twenty years—
takes on the very notionofwhatit means
to becivilized. Thefire of thetitle re-
fers primarily to the atomic bombing of
Japan,butalso to the possibility of tran-
scendentpassion in its aftermath. In
1947, a thirty-two-year-old English war
herovisiting Hiroshima during the oc-
cupationfinds himself billeted in a com-
poundoverseen by a boorish Australian
brigadier and his scheming wife. Heis
immediately enchanted, however, by
the couple’s children—a brilliant, sickly
young man andhis adoring sister—who
proveto be prisoners in a differentsort of
conflict. In the ensuinglovestory, Haz-
zard’s moral refinement occasionally
veers towardpreciosity, but such lapses
are counterbalanced byher bracing con-
viction thatwe eitherbuild or destroy the
world we wantto live in with our every
wordandgesture.

Politics, y Adam Thirlwell (Fourth Es-
tate; $22.95). In this début novel, sedu-

lous dissectionof love affair involving
a pair ofyoung Londoners—who,with
the addition of a femalefriend, become
a threesome—serves as an occasion for
playing with the old saw aboutthe per-
sonal beingpolitical. Thirlwell, attempt-
ing to chart somesort of moral-aesthetic
triangle bounded by Kurt Vonnegut,
Martin Amis, and Milan Kundera,de-
clares, “A threesomeis the ultimate sex-
ual unit. It is the socialist utopia of sex.”
The author makes enjoyable sport of
the contemporary taste for porno-chic
transgression,but, in repeatedly halting
thenarrative toliken his characters’ cal-
low problems, hesitancies, and dilem-
mas to episodes in the lives of Stalin,
Mao,and Vaclav Havel, he sacrifices
narrative engagementto the display of
his own virtuosity.

And the Dead Shall Rise, dy Steve
Oney (Pantheon; $35). The 1915 lynch-
ing of Leo Frank remains one of the

most harrowing episodesin the history
of the American South.A respected fig-
ure in Atlanta’s Jewish community and
the superintendentof the National Pen-
cil Company, Frankwas hastily convicted
of murdering thirteen-year-old Mary
Phagan, one of his workers. Doubts
about Frank’s guilt—the evidence was
largely circumstantial—prompted awave
ofnational activism onhis behalf: both
the Timesand William Randolph Hearst
took up the cause. Frank's death sen-
tence was commuted, but the percep-
tion of Yankee-Jewish meddling stoked
the wrath of Southern populists, and
they vowedrevenge. For Oney, the case
has been a consuming obsession; some
seventeen years of work wentinto this
vast narrative.If he sometimes overplays
the already considerable drama of the
story, his careful demonstration that the
lynching was no sudden spasm of mob
violence but a well-planned operation
by prominent Georgians—amongthem
a leading judge and a former gover-
nor—isstartling.

Manhattan Within, by Matteo Pericoli
(Random House; $35). As in his previous
book, “Manhattan Unfurled,” Pericoli
starts with a long strip of paper, folded
accordionstyle, and renders an idealized
view of a NewYork skyline with colored
pencils and a subtle palette of oil pas-
tels.The previous panorama showedthe
skyline as it appears from the water;
this time his imaginary vantage point
is inside Central Park. Rising above a
thick green smudgerepresenting the
trees, the buildings on thefour sides of
the park are drawn with architectural
rigor and Steinbergian whimsy. “From
thepark all the buildings seem to look
at me,” Pericoli writes. “When I was

working on the skyline along the edge
of the island, they were giving their
backs to meas if theydidn’t care.”

 



ie

AVAILABLE EXCLUSIVELY AT SELECT BARNES & NOBLE

BOOKSELLERS NEAR YOU

   

    

anscea
ra

UNGeAseeae
  

PNASCal

 

        
 

Check out the new line of notebooks, sketchbooks, address books,

paperweights and magnets featuring your favorite New Yorker

covers, cartoonsand illustrations.



 
110

YAMURS |
PSCmen |attRUmeee

LT SOIT AM eng UM Oymee LU C-77a

SCScorm EUOSEO)

LYMRSeSecR MMOLCeetaeSg

SclaveM UCCAMUNasnet

RUMENAROMA TatCUREeR IOCRSS)

ISRCCCsRNerineae)UE

CcMeNCEecUNBCC

UCDMCBLeeseee)  
RRGa

De TaeNAS

SETe

‘STORES EVERYWHERE

CNatae

THE NEW YORKER, NOVEMBER 24, 2003,

 

MUSICAL EVENTS

THE RAY OF DEATH
haunting ‘LaJuive”at the Met.

BY ALEX ROSS

 

hundred years ago,in the fall of
1903, GustavMahlerwas rehears-

ing Fromental Halévy’s opera“LaJuive”
in Vienna. By Mahler's time,the art of
Frenchgrandopera that Halévyexempli-
fied had goneoutoffashion,its stylized
set pieces and grandiose production val-
ues superseded by Wagnerian stream of
consciousness and naturalistic plots. None-
theless, Mahler believed in “La Juive,”
andhelavishedspecial attention on the
finale of ActIII,in which Brogni,a car-
dinal in fifteenth-century Switzerland,
condemns theheretical love of Léopold,
a Catholicprince, and Rachel, the “Jew-
ess”of thetitle. “Anathema! Anathema!”
the Cardinal sings. The word signified
not merely excommunication from the
Church buteverlasting destruction at the
handof God. Atthe rehearsal, Mahler
watchedin irritation as his chorus stood
aroundpassively. He demanded,“Do you
have anyidea what it meant to be con-

demnedin theperiod in which this opera
is set?” Hejumped onstage to mimethe
expression that he wishedhis singers to
assume.It was, an observerrecalled, the
face of a manin extremeterror, retreating
from “the rayof death.”

“LaJuive”is now playing at the Met-
ropolitan Opera for the first time in de-
cades,in a production borrowed,fittingly
enough, from the Vienna State Opera.
The ending of Act III achieved exactly
the effect that Mahlerdesired.The music
is potentinitself: for the announcement
ofthe anathema, Halévypairs a deep bass
voice with a relentless triplet figure in the
trombones,and then gathers thefull or-
chestra and chorus into a hurtling mass.
Butaudiencesalsoregister the haunting
historical resonances that have collected
aroundthis operasinceits premiére, in
1835. It is a workby a Jewish composer
in which anti-Semitism is a motivating
force. Wagner, the foremost anti-Semite

‘LaJuive”reveals more human ugliness than audiences may wantto see.



ofthe age, inexplicably lovedit, Mahler
called it one of the greatest operas ever
written.Itis, forall its melodramatic trap-
pings, a profoundly unsentimental story
in which hate engenders hate: Rachel’s
father, the long-suffering Eléazar, be-
comesasfanatical as the Christians who
denounce him.“La Juive”starts outlike
acreaky periodpiece but ends up reveal-
ing more fundamental human ugliness
than audiences maywanttosee.

‘he man whounleashedthis sophis-
ticated horrorwas aneasygoing pro-

fessional whodid nothingelse nearlyas
remarkable in his career. Wagner de-
scribed him as “open and honest, and not
a premeditatedly cunning trickster like
Meyerbeer.” (Wagnershould have writ-
ten,“like me.”) Halévy was no revolu-

tionary, but he did make intelligentuse of
an enlarged orchestra and a dramatically
foregrounded chorus. His greatest asset
was EugéneScribe’s blood-and-thunder
libretto, which has one of the most im-
pressively lurid kickers in the canon, At
the veryend of the opera, Rachel is thrown
into a boiling cauldron, with Eléazar
soonto follow. Before he dies, however,
hereveals that Rachel is not his child,
noris she a Jew;sheis, in fact, the long-

lost daughter of Cardinal Brogni. Eléa-
zar could have saved her with a single
word,buthis hatred ofthe society around

him has growntoo great. Verdi’s “Il
‘Trovatore”arrives at a very similar you're-
burning-the-wrong-person epiphany.

Whatsort of statementthe liberal-
Catholic Scribe andtheassimilated Ha-
lévy wished to make onJewish matters is
notreally clear. Diana Hallman,in a book
about “LaJuive,” concludes that the in-
tentionwas notso muchtocelebrate the
Jewsas to set forth a “critique ofthe in-
tolerance and despotism ofpolitical and
religious institutions.” Eléazar, the central
characterofthepiece, is an ambiguous
creation: he is shown as a devout man,
presidingovera touching Passover Seder
at the beginningofAct II, yet healso fits
thestereotype of theJewish miser. Many
nineteenth-century anti-Semites were
also enemies of the conservative order,
which perhaps explains why theliberal

g Wagner foundthis opera so compelling.
Z Oneofthe great inspirations of“LaJuive”

is theironic use of a church organ and the
2 Te Deum ascounterpointto the action.
3 Verdi andWagnerboth copied theeffect.

‘Wagner,in addition, probably took his
“Magic Fire” music from a weirdlyglit-
tering passage thatplays after Rachel ex-
poses Léopoldastheloverof aJew.

Mahler's fascination with “LaJuive,”
which began earlyin his career, must have
beenbasedon a deeper identification.All
aroundhim were the narrowed eyes and
mistrustful stares of those who saw a kind
ofheresy in his “marriage”to the Vienna
Court Opera.Hetalkedof transcending
his “ewishnes, yet, like Eléazar, he be-

camedefiantin the face ofprejudice. So it
is no surprise that reminiscences of “La
Juive” can be found in his works. He was
almost certainly. ‘theinstrumental
introduction toEleazar’sActIV ariawhen
he wrotea parodisticJewish melodyfor a
pair ofoboesin his First Symphony. I also
wonder whether the savagefive-note up-
and-down figure thatrecurs in several of
the symphonies—notably, in the funereal |
brass melody atthe beginning oftheThird
andin the stormysecond movementofthe
Fifth—might be traced backto the music |
of Cardinal Brogni’s “anathema,” which
the composerrehearsed so thoroughly in |
1903. Finally, and most strangely, the |
choral exclamation “Bereite dich!”—‘Pre- |
pare yourself! Prepare to live!’"—in the
Second Symphonyis copied note for |
note from the chorus “Au pécheur, Dieu,” |
in ActV, in which the Christians pray
for theJews to be pardonedfortheir sins. |

pe couldbe forgiven for thinking
that somesort of curse hangs over

the role of Eléazar. It was thelast thing
Caruso ever sang in public; early on |
Christmas Day in 1920,a few hours after

appearing in “La Juive” at the Met, the |
tenor doubled over in screaming agony, |
the victim of an attack of pleurisy. He
died seven monthslater. A few decades
on, Richard Tucker was urging the Met |
to mountthe opera for him; as a former |

cantorin NewYork synagogues,he had a |
special feeling for the part. One week
after the Metfinally relented, Tucker died
ofa heart attack. |

Neil Shicoff, a cantor’s son born in
Brooklyn,has brokenthespell. In recent |
years, this veteran tenor has found new |
solidityin his singing andacting, and with |
“LaJuive”heis having the triumph ofhis |
career. His Eléazaris fully imagined and ie
beautifully shaded portrait of agood man
diiven intoastateofemediable rage.At
first, his voice sounded pinche,aand he|
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‘was in dangerofbeing upstaged by the ex-
cellentyoungtenor Eric Cutler, who sang
therole of Prince Léopold.In fact, Shicoff
was husbanding his resources, and he
gatheredstrengthas theevening wenton.
In avery moving way, he applied touches
of cantorial style—knowing, perhaps,
thatScribe originally envisioned the char-
acter as a rabbi. His Act IV tour deforce,
“Rachel, quand du seigneur,”was a purely
musical howlof emotion. Unfortunately,
this production omitted thefinal caba~
letta, although it would havefurther il-
luminated Eléazar’s motivation: his de-
sire for vengeanceis redoubled when he
hears a mobcalling for the death ofJews.

Shicoff’s performancewould have suf-
ficed for a brilliant evening, but Soile
Tsokoski, who sang the part of Rachel,
drew an equally wild ovation. The young
Finnish soprano is immenselysecure
acrossherentire range, with ringing high
notes and a rich, expressive lower register.
What's more, she is an openhearted, trans-
parently emotional singer—a majorartist

| in the making. Also in the cast were the
usually captivating soprano Elizabeth Fu-
tral, having a somewhatunsteady night as

| the Princess Eudoxie, and Ferruccio Fur-
| lanetto, whofoundnotonlythe implaca-
| ble-will butalso the deep-seated sorrowof
Cardinal Brogni. The conductor, Mar-
cello Viotti, is no Mahler, but heelicited a
forceful, kinetic sound from theorchestra.

Giinter Kramer, the director, drew
crisplydefined performancesfromall the
singers. Unfortunately, he got onlyheavy-
handed symbolism from hisset and cos-
tumedesigners, Gottfried Pilz and Isabel

| Ines Glathar. The Christian “establish-
| ment”wasdressed all in white, with ridic-
ulous Tyrolean costumes predominating;
the Jews lived in an inky-black under-
world.A visit to the Jewish Museum in
Berlin might have revealed thechilling
pictorial possibilities of a more realistic

| approach, One of the mostfrightening
artifacts of anti-Semitism that I have ever
seen is a medieval imagein that museum,
showingthe expulsion of the Jews from
Nuremberg. An endless line of them
stretches out from the gates, far more

than a medieval citycould possibly have
held. Theartist was expelling an infinite

| numberofJews from his mind. Perhaps
| Mahlerwasrecalling such ancient scenes
whenheacted outultimateterror on the
stage of the Viennaopera,or perhaps he
had an inkling of what was to come. +
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THE CURRENT CINEMA

CLOSE TO THE END
“The Barbarian Invasions”and ‘21 Grams.”

BY DAVID DENBY

cE “The Decline of the American Em-
pire” (1986), the French-Canadian

writer-director Denys Arcandcreated a
companionableerotic fiction. A group
of university intellectuals gathered at a
lakeside house outside Montreal for a
weekendof food,gossip, andsex. These
academic folk—the women as well as the
men—wereebullient talkers and boasters
wholovedto fool around. Rémy (Rémy
Girard), a boisterous philanderer, was at
the center of the group, surrounded by
his wife, two of his former mistresses,
and malefriends both straight and gay.
In Arcand’s new film, “The Barbarian
Invasions,” Rémy, now in hisfifties, is

dying of cancer in a Quebec hospital.
His wife, fed up with his unending infi-
delities, threw him outyears ago, but she

 

Marie-Josée Croze andRémy Girard in Denys Arcand’s new movie.

still guards his morale, and she summons

their son, Sébastien (Stéphane Rous-
seau), from Londonto be with his father.
The two men, it tums out, don't get along.
Asa boy, Sébastien never had muchat-

2 tention from Rémy, and Rémyis furious
& that Sébastien—a sleek, wealthy invest-
2 ment banker—turned his back on the
< intellectual passions that animated him

andhis friends.“If only he would read
one book—just one!” Rémy thunders
from his bed, and when the two meet
they can hardlytalk to each other—they
break into spitting rages in front of an
aghast nun whogoes aroundthe hospi-
tal handing outholywafers.

Rather mysteriously, Sébastien—out
ofloyalty to his mother,perhaps, or sup-
pressedlovefor his noisy reprobate of a
dad—heginsto arrange for Rémy’s com-
fort. In the crowded,state-runhospital,
he gets his father a quiet room, bribes
someunionthugs to spruceitup, and then
summonsfrom the four comers of the
globe the gang offriends who appeared
in “Decline.” Thehospitalroom becomes
the site of an ongoing party: sexual mem-
ories, bawdyjokes, regrets, and political

tirades bang off the walls atall hours.
Eventually, the group movesto a house
near the one that was the setting for
“Decline,” and, as Rémygrapples with
the failures andsatisfactionsofhislife,
the movie quiets down and ends with
great gentleness. “The Barbarian Inva-
sions” mightbecalled anidyll of death.
‘Without excessive sentiment(but with-
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outslighting sentiment,either), Arcand
does his best to sum up.Whatwas Rémy’s
life about? And whatcan he pass on to
the next generation?

Most movies are inarticulate. Ar-
| cand’s movies are hyperarticulate. At
times, he’s givento ratherfacile owlish-
ness, and I’m notquite sure how to take

the numerousreferences to literature and
history—are they meantto besigns of
erudition or a case ofreflexive name-
dropping? Butit’s obvious that Arcand
loves these characters, even though he
lets us know that none of them are
single-minded anddisciplined enough
to achieve anythinglasting. Their real
gift, we gather, is for friendship and for
thesort ofsexual badinage thatis close to
infantile but also joyous andripe. “The
Barbarian Invasions” comesoutofan in-
tellectual culture more candid, demon-

strative, and uninhibited than our own.
Rémyis an old-fashioned Marxist

freethinker, an anti-clerical radical hu-
manist whoiscapable,at death’s door, of
berating the sweet-natured nun for Pope
Pius XII’s misdeeds during the Second
World War. This blathering hedonist
has never workedvery hard, but he’s not
too sorry aboutit, since he’s always had
such a goodtime. Rotundandbespecta-

| cled, he’s the kind of ordinary-looking
man whogets womeninto bed because
he loves and needs them so much, and
womenrespondtohisflirtatious adora-
tion—he’s a rogue, buteasy to forgive.
Sébastien, however, who has defined
himselfin opposition to Rémy, can't letgo
ofhis anger. Stéphane Rousseauis well
known in Canada as a standup comic
andsinger, and hegives a fascinatingly
minimal performanceas the brilliant
youngfinancier. Wecan'tquitetellwhat
makes Sébastien tick, but we suspect
that his resistanceto his father’s slovenly
appetites has himall balled up, and that
hedispels his unhappiness with extraor-
dinary bouts ofindustry.

Arcandis trying to work out his am-
bivalent feelings about a world under
threat. Is such a world worth passing
on or not? Is the empire really “in de-
cline”? The terrorists may have struck
the World Trade Center (we see the
events on TV), and the next genera-
tion doesn't read (the onegeniusin this

movie aboutintellectuals never cracks
a book). Yet the invading barbarians

(both theterrorists and the non-readers)

are still a long way from destroying the
United States—indeed, the Canadians
have to cross the border and go to the
heart ofthe empire just to getfirst-rate
medical treatment. In an oblique way,
the movie is a rueful salute to the infinite
energies of American capitalism. Rémy
the old radical can’t change the world;
he never could. But he can change a few
of the young barbarians. Oneof Sébas-
tien’s most humaneactsis to befriend a
former schoolmate, Nathalie (Marie-
Josée Croze), who has becomea beauti-
ful, sad-eyed junkie, and she procures a
supplyofherointo easethe suffering of
Rémy’s final hours. Rémy’s reconcilia-
tion with Sébastien,even though we can
see it coming,is extremely moving. His
connection with Nathalie is more spiri-
tual than emotional; his modestregrets
over his pleasantly wasted pastlink up
with herdespair over thefuture. After all
the noise and the jokes, Arcand works
with exquisite tenderness whenhe brings
these two together, and, at the end,

Nathalie is left alone,like Alice inWon-
derland, in Rémy’s book-lined study, a
roomfilled with theintellectual treasures
of the Western world.

ritten by Guillermo Arriaga and
directed by Alejandro Gonzalez

Ifarritu—the team responsible for the
powerful“Amores Perros’—21 Grams”
is the kind of bad movie that makes a
reviewerfeel terrible.It has been put to-
gether with greatsincerity, and yet, im-
passioned andaffecting as someofit is,
“21 Grams’is also an arrogantfailure.
The central event is an unfathomable
tragedy: an ex-con whois desperately
trying to stay straight accidentally runs
over and kills a man andhis twolittle
girls. The con,JackJordan (Benicio Del
Toro), injectsJesus into every event and
emotion in his life, and the accident
leaves him feeling that God has aban-
doned him. At the sametime, a mathe-

matics professor, Paul Rivers (Sean
Penn), whohas a badticker, gains anew
lease onlife by receiving the dead man’s
heart; he then tracks down the man’s
wife, Cristina (Naomi Watts). Atfirst,
she’s repelled byhisinterest, which seems
grotesqueto her, but eventuallyshefalls
in love with him, and then persuades

him to seekrevenge against the guywho
killed her family. Now, everything I’ve
toldyou in the previousfoursentencesis



false to the logic and construction of
the movie. In“21 Grams,”the events do
not run ina straight line; they have been
gathered upbyan editor and flungdown
in no discernible order. We see Sean
Penn lying in a hospital bed and then, a
few sceneslater, moving around out-
doors, and then backin bed; we see Del
‘Torotearing himself apart, building him-
self up, and then tearing himself apart
again. Andsoit goes with all the char-
acters. The film movesforward, back-
ward, sidewise, inside out, and upside
down. The intent, I guess, is to show
howthree sensitive and damagedpeople
might impinge on one another's lives,
and even on one another’s unconscious,
a process that, in the characters’ over-
lappingcircles of action, never ends—a
process, in other words, not bound by
timeorcausality. This complex goal may
be nobly ambitious, butit’s impossible
to pull off dramatically. Through most
of the movie, we don’t know where we

are in the story or why a given action
should matter. The jagged pieces of the
mosaic keep dropping off the wall and
fallingto the floorwith clatter.

Quentin Tarantino sent the tenses
spinning in “Pulp Fiction,” and so did
Christopher Nolan in“Memento.” Both
those movieswere noirishlystylized and
funny, and one could enjoy them as
elaborate pranks. But the material in
“21 Grams’is grim and overwrought,
andthevisual style produced by the cin-

 

ematographer, Rodrigo Prieto, is as
dank and uglyas pieces of scrap metal
lying in a scummypond. There's nojoke |
here,to putit mildly. Is it possible that
Arriaga and Ifdrritu, realizing that their
storywas loopy, scrambled the sequences
in orderto avoid an impressionof ludi-
crous melodrama? Whatever their mo-
tives, they gotthree greatactors to give
their utmost to the project. While you
are watching the movie,it may not make
much sense, but, scene after scene,it’s
breathtakingly acted and as painfully
soulful as a meetingof recovering alco-
holics. Sean Penn, after his bravura flights
in “Mystic River,” is, this time, quiet and
grave, a fatalist beyond surprise or shock.
Benicio Del Toro, with dark clown cir-
cles under hiseyes, his hair a greasy mess,
his body tattooed all over with Jesus
love, is so dolorously made up that one
cries over him to avoid laughingat him.
Therevelation of the movie, however,is
the British-born Naomi Watts (from
“Mulholland Drive”), who goes from
glum silenceto violently spasmodic out-
bursts withouthittinga false note. Film-
makers must have genuine strengths
or the flagranttalents of swindlers to
inspire this kind of devotion. What's
saddest about “21 Grams’ is that Ar-
riaga and Ifidrritu got so wrapped up in
the tragic and profound emotions they
wantedto expressthat they never asked
themselvesif the movie workedfor the
audienceat even the simplestlevel. ¢
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