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n Seas. You can cruise

geeseae ‘to Rouen,for example,

sail rightinto Portofino’stiny harbor
sherebig ships cannotgo. Then wrap up

r day with the supremeluxuries and
_ comforts you would expect from the
world’s “Best Small-Ship Cruise Line,”

= Radisson Seven Seas.
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Who wantsto be Veep?;a dog’ day.

LETTER FROM AFGHANISTAN

Road Rage
Risks on the wayfrom Kabulto Kandahar.
SHOUTS & MURMURS

Coalition Provisional Authority
Phrase Book
U.S. JOURNAL

Homecoming Queens
Sprucing up a drag tradition in Omaha.
ANNALS OF LAW

A Bad Thing
The collapse ofMartha Stewart's defense.
ONSTAGE

Meistersinger
RenéPape.
COMICSTRIP

Creeping Global Villagism.
FICTION

“Passion”

THE CRITICS

A CRITIC AT LARGE

The two Times Squares.
BOOKS

Briefly Noted
MUSICAL EVENTS

Messiaen’ “Quartetfor theEndofTime.”
DANCING

KaroleArmitageattheJoyce Theatre.
THE ART WORLD.

The Whitney Biennial.
THE CURRENT CINEMA

‘Eternal Sunshineofthe SpotlessMind.”

POEMS

“Getting Value”
“Insomniac”

| COVER “Manhattan Mirage,” by Bruce McCall THE BACK PAGE by Lee Lorenz,
DRAWINGSChristopher Weyant, Bruce Eric Kaplan, RobertMankoff,Matthew Diffee,

Danny Shanahan, MichaelMaslin, Mick Stevens, Frank Cotham, William Hamilton,
Edward Koren, Sidney Harris, Tom Cheney, Emily Richards, Charles Barsotti
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Travel the World
with NPR.

It is an intriguing introduction to
global traditions for those new to this
evolving and enticing genre — and a

must-have for long-time World Music

aficionados. Explore the universally
appealing music of our planet and

add to your NPR CDcollection with
At Home in the World.
Also available:
J heard it on NPR: Jazz for Blue Nights 
Daedalus

Books &Music
Orderonline at:

salemusic.com
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Kathy Gannon (“Road Rage,” p. 40)
is the Associated Press bureau chieffor
Afghanistan and Pakistan and the Ed-
ward R. Murrow Fellow at the Council
on Foreign Relations.

Adam Gopnik (The Talk of the Town,
p- 39; A Critic at Large, p. 90), a staff
writer, is the author of “Paris to the
Moon.”

Andy Borowitz (Shouts & Murmurs,
p.49) has just published the humorbook
“Governor Arnold:A Photodiary ofHis
First 100 Days in Office.”

Mark Singer (“Homecoming Queens,”
p- 50) is a staff writer. His new book,
“Somewhere in America,” will be out
in June.

Galway Kinnell (Poem,p. 64) is the

author of thirteen books of poetry, in-
cluding “ANew Selected Poems.” 

|
| Bruce McCall (Cover) has been a con-

tributorsince 1979. His mostrecentbooks
| are “The Last Dream-o-Rama” and
| “All Meat Looks Like South America.”

CONTRIBUTORS

Jeffrey Toobin (‘A Bad Thing,” p. 60)
is a staff writer and the senior legal
analyst at CNN. His books include
“A Vast Conspiracy” and “Too Close
to Call.”

Aline & R. Crumb (Comic Strip, p. 73)
have been working together, and also
on individual projects, for thirty years.
‘Their collaborationsinclude “The Com-
plete Dirty Laundry Comics” and “Self
Loathing.”

Alice Munro (Fiction, p. 76) has a new

bookofshort stories, “Runaway,”which

will be published in thefall.

Alex Ross (Musical Events, p. 96),
the magazine’s musiccritic, is writing
a book aboutthe history of twentieth-
century music.

Dana Goodyear (Tablesfor Two,p. 21;
TheTalk of the Town, p. 35)is an editor
at the magazine.

Lee Lorenz (The Back Page, p. 104) is
aformer art editor of TheNew Yorker. His
cartoonshave been appearingsince 1958. +

 

  “No,butIdo think there shouldbe a law against no-sex marriages.”



 

THE MAIL

THE VICE-PRESIDENT’S BUSINESS

Readers ofJane Mayer's article “Contract
Sport” were denied vital information
givento TheNew Yorker aboutIraq policy,
executive-branch decision-making, and

Vice-President Dick Cheney's association
with Halliburton (February 16th&23rd).
Vice-President Cheney has played no
role whatsoever in government-contract
decisionsinvolving Halliburton since he
left it in 2000 to campaign for Vice-
President. Hehas,of course, spoken about
Traq with officials of the Coalition Pro-
visional Authority as part ofhis responsi-
bilities on the National Security Council.
Heis not, however,involved in contract
decisions.

Mayersuggests that the Vice-President
still has a financial interest in Hallibur-
ton, which is not true.The deferred com-
pensation that he earned years ago has
been guaranteed through his purchase of
insurance—thus, the payments will be
made whether the companysucceeds or
fails. She also writes that he “retains” stock
options; in fact, he has signed an irrev-
ocable agreementto donate any after-
tax proceedsto charity. Underthe agree-
ment,hedivested himself ofall economic
benefits and controlover the options. As
a business leader, Vice-President Che-
ney, despite what Mayer implies, op-
posed doingbusinessin Iraq. That’s why
Halliburton,afterit acquired Dresser In-

dustries, sold Dresser’s interests in two
joint ventures that participated in the
U.N.’s oil-for-food program as soon as it
waslegally permissible. With respect to
his dealings with Halliburton before
leaving government,as the Secretary of
Defense Cheney was involved in broad
decisions of procurementpolicy, not spe-
cific decisions aboutindividual contracts.

Finally, Mayer repeats the myth that
the Vice-President hada “conviction that
the occupation of Iraq wouldbea tidy,
easily managed affair’—without back-
ing it up. Now, even though shehas kept
themin the dark, surely TheNew Yorker's
readers won'tletthat go by unchallenged.
Kevin Kellems
Press Secretary to the Vice-President
Washington, D.C.

Jane Mayer replies: Vice-President Che-
ney was given several opportunities to
be interviewed directly, and declined.
Myaccountrelied on the public record
and on other informed sources. Ashis
spokesman concedes, Cheneyreceives
deferred compensation from Hallibur-
ton—whetheror not he’s indemnified.
Thestock options are anothertie, even
if, as I reported, he will be donating
the proceeds to favored charities.Is it a
“myth” that Cheney’s statements about
Iraq were Panglossian? Thebest answer
lies in his own words. On March 16,
2003, he was asked by Tim Russert on
“Meetthe Press”if the public was pre-
paredfor“a long, costly, and bloodybat-
tle with significant Americancasualties.”
Cheneysaid, “I don’t think it’s likely to
unfold that way, Tim,becauseI reallydo
believe that wewill be greeted as libera-
tors.” That sameday, on “Face the Na- |
tion,” he said thatthe fight in Iraq would
last “weeks rather than months.” A year
later, the war has cost more than a hun-
dred billion dollars, more than a hundred
thousand American soldiersarestill in
Traq, and more than five hundred and
fifty have beenkilled. |

DEATH IN MINNESOTA

David Grann writes that,if the federal
prosecution of members of the Aryan
Brotherhood succeeds, it may yield
twenty-three death sentences—more
thananyin U.S.history” (“The Brand,”
February 16th & 23rd). In the wake of
the Dakota War of 1862, a military
court sentencedthree hundred andthree
Dakotas to death by hanging. Evenafter
President Lincoln commuted two hun-
dred and sixty-five sentences, thirty-
eight were carried out on December 26,
1862, in Mankato, Minnesota.

Tom McMillin
Kellogg, Minn.

Letters should besent with the writer's name,
address, anddaytimephonenumber via e-mail
to themail@newyorker.com. They can also be
faxed to 212-286-5047. Letters maybe edited
for length and clarity. and maybe published
in any medium; we regret that owing to the
volumeof correspondence we cannotreplyto |
everyletter.  

As heard on
“All Things Considered”

 

“An extraordinary
bookof immense
feeling and significant
social relevance..."
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“....Love in the Driest Season challenges
anyone—even those numbed
by the world’s abundant cruelty
—notto care.”

—The Washington Post

“There is breathtaking suspense
in this true story set in Africa.
I swear youwill be movedlike
seldom before,if ever.”

—Elmore Leonard

Abandonedat birth, Chipo’s
life expectancy in conflict-torn
Zimbabwe could have been
measured in hours, But this
is a story of the unexpected—
measuredin hope,love, and one
couple’s fierce determination
to give Chipo a home ph
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For expandedeventslistings, please visit
www.newyorker.com/goingson.
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THIS WEEK
PAS DE DEUX

Dancershave short careers, but,

if they are very interesting,
choreographers will make dances not
just for them butabout them, and
then,in a way, they can dance forever.
Thework gets passed onto others,
andthe dancer’s personality becomes
partof the art’s permanentwisdom.
‘Twyla Tharp created the long solo
“Pergolesi” in 1993 for Mikhail
Baryshnikov. Withits golf swings and
barrel turns,its bugaloo and “Swan

 
Peter Boalperforms Twyla Tharp’s
“Pergolesi,”createdfor Baryshnikov.
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Lake,”it is a portrait of that great
Russo-Americanclassico-popular
dancer. This week, for thefirst time,

“Pergolesi”is being performed by
someonenew, Peter Boal, in the début
seasonofhis small troupe, and two
beautiful but differentartists will meet
in onedance.(Joyce Theatre, March

16-21; see Dance.)

THE RETURN OF THE RING

‘Two yearsago, the Eos Orchestra
presented “The Rhinegold,” the first
installment ofJonathan Dove's
English-language “Ring,” a condensed
version ofWagner’s Nordic epic
rescored for chamberorchestra. It was a
wild,in-your-face American soap
opera,intimate and risqué. Nowit’s
timefor “The Valkyrie.” Thefine-
grained baritone Sanford Sylvan

TheEos Orchestrapresents “The
Valkyrie”at N.Y.U.’s Skirball Center. 

(usually found singing Adams,
Harbison,or Bach)will go radically
against type as Wotan.(Skirball
Center, N.Y.U., March 18 and March
20; see Classical Music.)

MONK BUSINESS

‘Thewitty, chiselled compositions of
the pianist Thelonious Monk are such
a part ofthecurrentjazz scenethatit’s
hard to envision a time when they
werentfamiliar. But in 1961, before
Monk's work hadgained broad
acceptance,the soprano saxophonist
Steve Lacy and the trombonist Roswell
Ruddled a bandstrictly devoted to
Monk tunes. This week, the pair
reunite in the Monkislandproject,
playing with the the modernist
trumpeter Dave Douglas.(Iridium,
through March 21;see Night Life.)

 
Steve Lacy, RoswellRudd, andDave
Douglaspay tribute to TheloniousMonk.
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THE THEATRE
OPENINGS AND PREVIEWS

Please call the phone numberlisted with the
theatrefor timetables and ticket information.
CIRQUE JACQUELINE

Andrea Reese performs her one-womanshowabout
Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis. Directed by Charles
Messina. Opens March 17 at Through April
21.(Triad, 158 W. 72nd St. 212-352-3101.)

 

   

 

PS

FROZEN

‘The New York premiére of a work bytheBritish
playwright BryonyLavery, starring Swoosie Kurtz,
Brian F, O’Byme, and Laila Robins. Directed by
Doug Hughes. One preview on March17. Opens
March 18 at 7. (MCCat East Thirteenth Street
Theatre, 136 E. 13th St. 212-279-4200.)
INTIMATE APPAREL

The Roundabout Theatre Company presents
anewplayby Lynn Nottage, set in 1905, about an
African-American lingerie seamstress who puts
her business at risk when she marries a mysterious
stranger from the Caribbean. Directed by Daniel
Sullivan. Previews begin March 17. (Laura Pels,
111 W. 46th St. 212-719-1300.)
JOHNNY GUITAR

Anew musical based onNicholas Ray’s film hasa
book by Nicholas van Hoogstraten, music
Martin Silvestri, and additional music and lyrics
by Joel Higgins, whodirects. In previews. Opens
March23 at 6:45. (Century Center for the Per-
forming Arts, 111 E. 15th St. 212-239-6200.)
THE JOURNALS OF MIHAIL SEBASTIAN
Stephen Kunkenstars in a play aboutthelife and
times of the Romanian novelist and playwright,
adapted by David Auburn (“Proof”) fromthe di-
aries that Sebastian wroteduring the Second World
War. A Keen Company production. Directed
byCarl Forsman. In previews. Opens March 23
at 8. (Theatre at 45th Street, 354 W. 45th St.
212-868-4444.)
MATCH
Ina new play by Stephen Belber (“Tape”), starring
Frank Langella, Ray Liotta, and Melora Walters, a
husband and wife interviewa oncefamous dancer
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about his past. Directed by Nicholas Martin. Inpre-
views. (Plymouth, 236 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200.)
MY KITCHEN WARS

Dorothy Lymanstars in her adaptation of Betty
Fussell’s memoir about herthirty-year marriage to
the Princeton professor Paul Fussell. Directed by
Elinor Renfield, Opens March 17 at 7. (78th Street
Theatre Lab, 236 W. 78th St. 212-868-4444.)
OPEN HEART

RobbyBenson (“Ice Castles”) wrote the book,
score, and lyrics for this new musical com:
edy about open-heart surgery, in which he also
stars. Hehas undergone the proceduretwice. Di

 

The members ofEnon, whoplay theBowery Ballroom this week (seeNightLife).

rected by Matt Williams. Opens March 17 at 8
(Cherry Lane, 38 Commerce St. 212-239-6200.)
SILENT LAUGHTER

A farce inspired by silent movies, performedby a
cast of ten and accompanied bymovie-house organ
music, written byBilly Van Zandt and Jane Mil
more. Van Zandtdirects. Twopreviews on March
17. Opens March 18 at 8. (Lamb’s Theatre, 130
W. 44th St. 212-239-6200.)
THE SLUG BEARERS OF KAYROL ISLAND;
OR, THE FRIENDS OF DR. RUSHOWER
An absurdist rock musical conceived, directed,
and designed by the cartoonist Ben Katchor (“Julius
Knipl, Real Estate Photographer”). With music
by Mark Mulcahy. Opens March19ar 8.‘Through
March 27. (The Kitchen, 512 W. 19th St. 212
255-5793, ext. 11.)
SLY FOX
Arthur Penn directs a revival of Larry Gelbart’s
comedy, an update of Ben Jonson’s “Volpone”
that transplants the action to Gold Rush-era San
Francisco. With Richard Dreyfuss, Eric Stoltz, and
Elizabeth Berkley. In previews. (Barrymore, 243
W. 47thSt. 212-239-6200.)
TWENTIETH CENTURY

Alec Baldwin and Anne Hechelead the cast in the
Roundabout Theatre's revival of Ben Hecht and
Charles MacArthur's comedy about a man who
transforms a chorusgirl into a leading lady. Di
rected by Walter Bobbie. In previews. (American
Airlines Theatre, 227 W. 42ndSt. 212-719-1300.)
WAVE
Will Pomerantz(“Tatjana in Color”) directs the
Ma-Yi Theatre Companyin a new play about an
‘Asian-American family bedevilled by a fascina-

  

tion with fame and firearms. In previews. Opens
March 21 at S. (Ohio Theatre, 66 Wooster St.
212-352-3101.)
WELL
Lisa Kron presents a new play, a “solo show with
other people init,” in her trademark wry, garru
lous vein. Directed by Leigh Silverman. In_pre-
views. (Public, 425 Lafayette St. 212-239-6200.)
YEARDLEY SMITH: MORE

Smith, the actress who providesthevoiceof Lisa on
“TheSimpsons,” has written an autobiographical
soloplay, in which shestars. Directed by Judith Ivey.
In previews. Opens March22at8. (Union Square
Theatre, 100 E. 17thSt. 212-307-7171.)

 

 

OPENED RECENTLY

BIG BILL

Bill Tilden almost single-handedly transformed ten
nis froma nineteen-twenties garden entertainment
for the upperclasses to a spectator sport and anin-
tellectual pursuit. But in 1953, after serving two
prisontermsfor contributingtothe delinquency of
male minors, he was found dead in his shabby
Hollywood apartment. A. R. Gurney’s gallant new
play, ably directed by Mark Lamos, explores the
duality of Tilden’s character—genial, masculine
sports heroversus sensitive and optimistic Peter
Pan—in a series of scenesthat shift in perspective
with near-cinematic fluidity. John Michael Higgins,
who plays Tilden,isa wonderful actor, bathed in a
quiet and respectable kind of decency. You cantell
that he’sthrilled by the emotional trajectories Gur-
ney gives himto play with. Sell, his characteriza-
tionis flawed in exactly the way that this moving
play is flawed: by too muchpolitesse and not
enough cringe-inducing darkness. (Reviewed in our
issue of 3/15/04.) (Mitzi E. Newhouse, Lincoln
Center. 212-239-6200.)
BRIDGE & TUNNEL

Sarah Jones, a sort of multicultural mynah bird,
lays our mongrel nation beforeus with gorgeous,
pitch-perfect impersonations. The conceit of het
eloquent one-womanshow is that we are in a café
where an evening of poetryis being presented by a
punning Pakistani called Mohammed Ali. Each
participantcalled to the mikeis of a different back-
ground—Dominican, Chinese, Jewish, Russian,
Vietnamese, Jamaican, Mexican, Jordanian. Their
stories shed refracted light on thestruggle to be an
American and to make society deliver its promise.
(3/8/04) (45 Bleecker Street Theatre, at 45 Bleecker
St. 212-307-4100.)
BUG

A newdark comedy byTracy Letts(“Killer Joe”)
rests on the gimmick of a sci-fi conspiracy theory.
A consortiumof higher ups have planted microbes
under everyone’s skin. Peter,a self-mutilating para-
noidschizophrenic (played by Michael Shannon),
meets Agnes (Shannon Cochran), the loneliest
womanin Oklahoma, and turnsherfleabag motel
roominto an entomology lab. In the name of love,
shejoins his campaign for the extermination of the
ubiquitous parasites. Dexter Bullard directs. (Bar-
row Street Theatre, Barrow St., at Seventh Ave.
212-239-6200.)
EMBEDDED
Inatimely satire written and directed by Tim Rob
bins, media frenzy and front-line blunders attend a
conflict in the Middle East. A production of the Ac-
tors’ Gang,(Public, 425 Lafayette St. 212-239-6200.)
FIDDLER ON THE ROOF

In this elegantrevival, the star (Alfred Molin
director (David Leveaux), the costume d
(Vicki Mortimer), and the set designer (‘TomPye) are
English; theybring to the productiona certain cul-
tural detachment, which imposes a powerful lucidity
on the storyand allowsits moral debate to gather
proper poetic momentum, The production's pa-
nachereverses the English joke “Look British, think
Yiddish”; in this “Fiddler,” it’s indubitably a case of
“Think British, look Yiddish.” Every well-sculpted
second has withinit a sense of both regret and re-
lease, which makesthe comic andtragic elements of
the story at once nostalgic, evergreen, and adult.
(3/8/04) (Minskoff, 200 W. 45th St. 212-307-4100.)
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By Kathryn Jones

The desert, studded with towering saguaro cactus,

made a big impression on me when| visited Arizona

twenty years ago. But other than a few good Mexican

restaurants, | couldn't find much in the way of creative

cooking. On recent trips to the Grand CanyonState,

however, I’ve witnessedits cuisine evolving on a grand

scale. Some of the most innovative chefs are women

andthey're crossing culinary borders.

“"Anzona’s restaurant scene has finally grown up," says Donna
Nordin, a veteran chef who owns Café Terra Cotta, a Southwestern

restaurantin Tucson.“We're trying to bring our own contemporary style
into American regional cuisine.” Regional ingredients, especially chiles,
make many of her dishes distinctive. Grilled duck breast, for instance,
gets a spicy-sweetspark from an anchochile and ginger sauce. Syrup
madefrom prickly pear cactus jazzes up a specialty margarita.

The savory cuisine coming from the kitchens of Arizona draws

inspiration from the Mexican state of Sonora, to the south, and New

Mexico,to the east. Mole,a rich Mexican sauce madefrom a paste of

chiles and flavored with chocolate, as well other ingredients, does both

classic and modemturns on many menus.
At El Charro Café, a Tucsoninstitution that claims to be the

nation’s oldest Mexicanrestaurantin continuousoperation by the same

family, Chef Carlotta Flores cooksin the Sonoranstyle. For enchiladas

sheusesthree kinds of mole: Colorado, a red mole; tomatillo, a green

mole; anda classic chocolate mole.

Otherchefs, such as Suzana Davila of Café Poca Cosa in Tucson,

look beyond Sonoraforinspiration. Davila, a former model,hails from

Sonora,but she regularly travels to other regionsof Mexicofor culinary
ideas. Lunch and dinner offerings changeevery day at Poca Cosa;they

  

Special Advertising Section

| HotMamas
are listed on a chalkboard that a waiter

explains—first in Spanish, and then in English.
Thecafé makes twenty-six varieties of mole, any
‘one of which Davila likes to pair with chicken.

But she goes beyond traditional recipes; for
example, she simmers Oaxacan black mole in
red wine. “Every day I'm inventing something,”
she confides.

Another chef who travels widely in Mexico is Silvana Salcido

Esparza, chef and co-ownerof Barrio Café in Phoenix. This neigh-
borhoodrestaurant puts a modern spin on Mexican cuisine from the
Yucatan, Oaxaca, Mexico City, and Puebla areas. Her guacamole

casero, preparedtableside,is flavored with pomegranate seeds,in
addition to using onion, tomato andcilantro. Esparza spices up a

New York strip steak with tequile-grilled onions and a roasted
poblano peppersauce.

“My food is myinheritance,”
claims Esparza, who was raised in
a Mexican bakery in central
California. “Its the legacy that the
females in myfamily have passed
‘on. But unlike my mother, who
took her mother's recipes and
copied them,| take those recipes

and say, ‘let's add this’ or ‘let's

change that’ Thenthey become your own.”
Mother-daughter chefs Victoria and Cheryl Chavez of Los Dos

Molinosin Phoenix focustheir cooking on the flavors of New Mexico. On
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busy Saturday nights, diners often queue upfor more than two hours for
the restaurant's trademark fiery salsas and signature dishes, such as

adovada ribs simmered in spicy Hatch Valley red chiles and blue-com
enchiladas stacked and topped with a fried egg.

Victoria Chavez sold tamales and tacos on street corner in

Springerville before openingher first restaurant there. Today Los Dos also
is housedin the rambling old Phoenix hacienda that was once the home

of Tom Mix, star of early Westerns, Three years ago,in a big leap, Los Dos
openeda spicy outpost in New York's Gramercy Park area.

Borders pose no obstacles at Mosaic, an elegant restaurant in

Scottsdale, east of Phoenix, with views of Pinnacle Peak. The menuis

adventurous andglobal, as is its extensive winelist. “People were inter-
estedin expanding their horizons and developing more of a dining cul
ture here,” says chef/owner Deborah Knight who openedtherestaurant
three years ago. Her continent-hopping cuisine ranges from Vietnamese

shrimp and coconut soupto tamarind-glazed pork tenderloin with smoky
red posole, corn,jicama, and chayote.

Ontheotherside of Phoenix, in Glendale, Margaret Okula samples
from abroad ona smaller scale. A Touch of European Cafe, which Okula

ownswith her husband, Waldemar, features Polish specialties such as

pierogi, goulash, kielbasa, an apple pastry called szarlotka, and her spe-
cial recipe for borscht. Even though thecafé has only been open since
last August,it alreadyhas a loyalfollowing. Borscht in the desert? It's yet
anothersign that Arizona's culinary sceneisthriving,

(Kathryn Jonesis a freelance restaurantcritic for The Dallas Morning News and a
contributing editor to Texas Monthly magazine.)

For more information on travel to Arizona,call
866-842-7771 orvisit arizonaguide.com.



Admitit. You didn’t grow up longing to be a systemsanalyst.

 

Happy trails await you in Arizona, where

every road leads to new adventures. Why

not indulge a fantasy? For yourfree travel

packet, including an Official State Visitor's

Map and Calendarof Events, contactthe

Arizona Office of Tourismtoll-free at

866-842-7771.

—
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Yo
ur
s: IN THE BELLY OF THE BEAST REVISITED

‘The playwright Adrian Hall has reworked his
1985 play about the convicted killer Jack Henry
Abbott (whose correspondence with Norman.
Mailer made him a star of the Manhattan literary
scene for a time, until he murdered again) in the
wake of Abbott's suicide, in February of 2002. Leo
Farleydirects. (29th Street Repertory, 212 W. 29th
St. 212-868-4444.)
KING LEAR

You get the sense, watching this tepid production,
that Christopher Plummerhas simply grown too
comfortable with the part of the great actor to
bother harnessing his energy to this Mt. Everest of
arole. The director,Jonathan Miller, seems intent
onbringinga little more humorto this bare-bones
“Lear” than is customary, but in the process he
has neglected to cast actors who could tear through
Shakespeare’s passion and grief with anything ap-
Peacecae GadlenerGen Canane
one exception is Barry MacGregor, as the Fool,
who marries his own physique to the lyricism of
the language, and turnsin a magical performance.
(3/15/04) (Vivian Beaumont,Lincoln Center.
212-239-6200.)
A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM
‘TheBritish director Edward Hall makes his New
York début with the Watermill Theatre produc-
tion of Shakespeare’s comedy, performed by HalPs
all-male company, Propellor. (BAM’s Harvey The-
atre, 651 Fulton St. 718-636-4100. Through
March28.)
THE MOONLIGHT ROOM

Tristine Skyler’s critically laudedplay, about two
teen-agers at a hospital who are waiting for news
about a friend whohas overdosed, has reopened
on Theatre Row. Directed byJeff Cohen. (Beckett,
242 W. 42nd St. 212-239-6200.)
NOH AND KYOGEN: MASTERS

OF PERFORMANCE
| Thehighly stylized Japanese theatre arts of Noh
and kyogen—one poetic and austere, the other
readlyoniaceteaditoveally presented to tare
dem, although American audiences usually see
them separately. This weekend, to celebrate fifty
years of sponsoring the performing arts, the Japan
Society brings the two genres together. The chief
glory of this production is the cast of masters:
their careers span decades, and the artistic dynas-
ties they represent reach across centuries. (333
E. 47th St, 212-752-3015. Gala performance on
March18at 7:30; performances continue March
19-20 at 7:30.)
POOR THEATER

‘The Wooster Group performs a work in progress.
(Performing Garage, 33 Wooster St. 212-966-3651.)
ROULETTE

shrewdly written drama of familial dysfunc-
tion by the Hollywood screenwriter Paul Weitz, In
the play’s most compelling moment, the paterfa~
miilias (Larry Bryggman) starts his day with a
gameof Russian roulette at the breakfast table.
Then he goes to work. The disconnected charac-
ters revolve aroundone another like planets whose
orbits neverintersect. But in Weitz’s sendup of
suburbia, even suicide can be fun. Directed by Trip
Cullman, (3/1/04) (John Houseman, 450 W. 42nd
St. 212-239-6200.)
THE STENDHAL SYNDROME
In Terrence McNally’s twinbill at Primary Stages,
the playwright displays his narrative skill, his
cardmeiMagmmrte emtetry
turna threadbare trope into a surprising, complex
gesture. (3/1/04) (S9ES9 Theatre, 59 E. 59th St.
212-279-4200.)
WINTERTIME

Charles L. Mee’s latest 1s a zany fireside enter-
tainmentlooselypatterned on “The Winter's Tale.”
‘An unconventional family, composed of a wife,
her husband,her French lover, her husband’s gay
lover, her son, her son’s would-be fiancée, and
the lesbian couple next door(this is a partiallist),
converge on a snowboundcountry house. Sexual
jealousy tears the groupapart, until the death of
thewife (Marsha Mason) teaches them to value
love over pride. The director, David Schweizer,
keeps the physical comedy going and going, with
slamming doors, smashing plates, and bathetic
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opera arias. Michael Cerveris eats up the role of
the preening, overwrought French lover. (Second
Stage, 307 W. 43rd St. 212-246-4422.Through
March28.)

 

“WALL TO WALL BALANCHINE”

‘Tributes to George Balanchine on the centennial of
his birth continue with twelve hours of perfor-
mances and discussions at Symphony Space. The
PISrarHiPAIMGS progenon ok“Apollo” (by die
Dance Theatre of Harlem) and “Renard” (by the
Kansas City Ballet) and appearances by dancers
from New York City Ballet, including Alexandra
Ansanelli, Charles Askegard, Maria Kowroski, Jen-
nie Somogyi, and others.Isaiah Sheffer coordinates
the marathon, (Symphony Space, Broadwayat 95th
St. 212-864-5400. For the complete schedule, see
‘www.symphonyspace.org. March 20 at 11 A.M.)
“THE ISLAND OF MISFIT TOYS"

‘TheStephen Petronio Company celebratesits twen-
tieth anniversary with the New York premiére of a
thirty-minute work that brings together choreogra-
phy by Petronio, original music by Lou Reed, a set
designed by Cindy Sherman, costumes by Tara Sub-
BSoi licens oF Chriant Iie tne ken
Tabachnick. The program also includes last season’s
“City of Twist,” with original music by Laurie An-
derson, and “Broken Man,” solo performed by
Petronio with music by Blixa Bargeld. (Joyce The-
atre, 175 Eighth Ave., at 19th St. 212-242-0800.
March 23 at 8. Through March 28.)
PETER BOAL & COMPANY

The New York City Ballet principal dancer Peter
Boalintroduces his new dance company at the
Joyce (sce This Week). (175 Eighth Ave., at 19th St.
212-242-0800. March 16-20 at 8. March 21 at 2
and7:30.)
WORK & SHOW FESTIVAL

‘Twoproductionssharethe first week ofthe Tribeca
Performing, Arts Center’s annualfestival. “Dope: A
Dancefor Rebels,” by SuarezDanceTheater, is an
exploration of California skateboarder/surfer cul-
ture thatincorporates low spirals, acceleration,
spinning, and other board moves, without boards.
“Haereticus,” by Ellis Wood Danée,is a meditation
onJoan ofArc. (Borough of Manhattan Commu-
nity College, 199 Chambers St. 212-220-1460.
“Dope”: March 18 at 7 and March 20-21 at 3.
“Haereticus”: March 19-20 at 7.)
DANCE THEATRE WORKSHOP

Last summer, the Vietnamese choreographer Le
‘Vu Longwas planninga trip to New York to work
with his frequentcollaborator, the New York cho-
reographer Maura Nguyen Donohue, when he
discovered that he was on a U.S.-government warch
list. After clearing his name, he came to town for
one week (he had intended to stay for a month).
Long and Donohue hayefolded this experience
into “Enemy/Territory,” a confrontational piece
about American attitudes toward immigration and
toward Vietnam, Part of the “Carnival” lineup,
which this week also includes Andrea E. Woods's
“At the Soul Level.” (219 W. 19th St. 212-924-
0077. “Enemy/Territory”: March 17-18 at 7.
‘Through March 27. “At the Soul Level”: March
19-20 at 7.)
WALLY CARDONA QUARTET

“Him-There-Them,” a triptych presented in the
92nd Street Y’s Harkness Dance Project. Thefirst
section features one dancer (Cardona) and a lot
of noise (eight live snare drummers); the second,
“There,” includes four dancers and gentle sounds:
piano music by Brahms and the rustle of artificial
grass flooring. Held balances and methodical pat-
terns alternate with bursts of floppy action. The third
segment, “Them,” isa duet for Cardona andJoanna
Kotze, set to electronic music. (The Duke on 42nd
Street, 229 W. 42nd St. 212-239-6200. March 17-18
at 8, March 20 at 8, and March 21 at 2 and 7.)
“131"

‘The choreographer Katherine Profeta, known for
her work with the theatre group Elevator Repair
Service,strikes out on her own with an interpretation
of Beethoven'sString Quartet in C-Sharp Minos,
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Op. 131. Four dancersin a living roomlisten to a re-
cording of the quartet and act out what they hear.
Oneof themreads aloud from nasty letters that Bee-
thoven wrote to his nephew, Karl, while he was
composingthe work, but most of the evening is de-
voted to whimsical music visualization. (PS. 122,
150 First Ave., at 9th St. 212-477-5288. March 18-
20 at 7:30 and March 21 at 5.)
DANSPACE PROJECT

TheBritish choreographerCharles Linehan presents
two works, “New Quartet,”set to original music by
William Basinski andJulian Swales, and “Grand
Junction,” a duet performed by Greig Cooke and
‘Andreja Rauch, set to a cycle of acoustic-guitar
samples by Swales. With lighting by Mikki Kunttu.
(St. Mark’s In-the-Bowery, Second Ave. at 10th St.
212-674-8194. March 18-21 0.)
“CROSSING BOUNDARIES"

Marcia Monroecurates an evening of perfor-
mances by MonicaBill Barnes, Jasmine Ben-
Reuven, Daria Fain, and Luis Lara Malvacias.
(Dixon Place at Dance Theatre Workshop, 219
W. 19th St. 212-219-0736. March 22 at 8.)
“BLIND SUMMIT"

Leslie Satin and Dancers interpret thegrids and
spatial tensions of Agnes Martin’s taupeand gray
paintings. With a video backdrop by Andrew
Gurian.(Joyce SoHo, 155 Mercer St. 212-334-7479.
March 19-21at8.)

 

 

NIGHTLIFE
CONCERTS

NEIL YOUNG AND CRAZY HORSE

Promoting “Greendale,” his ecologically minded
concept albumandfilm, Young appears with

 

Crazy Horse, a force of nature if there ever was
one. (Radio City Music Hall, Sixth Ave. at SOth
St. 212-247-4777. March (7-18 and March 20
at 8.)
“HIGHLIGHTS IN JAZZ"

‘Three patriarchs of jazz percussion—the swing mas-
ter Louie Bellson, the mainstream giant Chico
Hamilton, and the Latin-jazz pacesetter Ray Bar-
retto—sharethebilling, (Tribeca Performing Arts
Center, 199 Chambers St. 212-220-1460. March
18 at 8.)
JAZZ AT LINCOLN CENTER

March 18-20at 8: The pianist Gerri Allen, work-
ing with the bassist Darryl Hall and the drum-
merBilly Hart, interprets the music of the
janist and composer Mary Lou Williams, (Kap-

Een Penthouse, Roce Building.) March 20 at &
‘A few years before Dave Brubeck assembled
his classic quartet with the alto saxophonist
Paul Desmond,the pianist led a short-lived octet
that featured advanced arrangements blending
cool jazz and modernclassical music. Among
the band’s gifted soloists wasthe clarinettist
Bill Smith, whowill be onhandforthis intrigu-
ing repertory program. (Avery Fisher Hall.
For more information about both shows, call
212-721-6500.)
ALLMAN BROTHERS

Thefront end of a nine-night stand with the boys
from Macon,(Beacon Theatre, Broadwayat 74th
St. 212-496-7070. March 18-20 and March22-23
at 8. Through March 28.)
“BARBARA COOK'S BROADWAY"

‘The grande dame of musical theatre and cabaret
celebrates music of the Great White Way from the
fiftiesto the seventies. (Vivian Beaumont Theatre,
Lincoln Center. 212-239-6200. March 19 at 8 and
March 20-21 at 2. Through April 18.)

 

CLUBS

Musicians and night-cub proprietors, tive
complicated lives; it’s advisable to call abead
to confirm engagements.

BAM CAFE
30 Lafayette Ave., Brooklyn (718-636-4139)—
March 19: Femm Nameless,a seven-piece all-female
Afro-beat band.
B. B. KING BLUES CLUB & GRILL
237 W. 42ndSt. (212-997-4144)—March 17: The
longtimelocalIrish-American favorites Black 47
help ring in St. Patrick's Day, Their latest album,
“NewYork Town,”celebrates the Irish-American
experiencein inimitable fashion. March 21: The
bluesman Buddy Guy bringsin his acoustic en-
semble. March 22: Thoughrecentlyin trouble
with the lawfor drug possession, George Clinton
continuesto pilot the Mothership. He’s here with
his P-FunkAllstars.
BOWERY BALLROOM
6 DelanceySt. (212-533-2111)—March20: The
Black Heart Procession is a San Diego-based
ensemble thatcrafts brooding, romantic compo-
sitions. With Enon, a trio of madmen who
bridge the gap betweenclever indie rock and
experimental noise. Their quirky, hard-edged pop
is cife with squeaks, buzzes, electronic hisses,
and other found sounds. March 21: Mark
Kozelek spent more than a decade fronting the
mopey rock band Red House Painters, but he
has undergone a creative resurgence with Sun
Kil Moon,and he is producing his best work:
introspective lyrics complemented by stirring
arrangements.

 “TheSlugBearers ofKayrolIsland; or, the Friends ofDr. Rushower,”a musicalbyBen KatchorandMark Mulcahy (see Theatre).
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POP NOTES

 

BLUE MOODS

“Double V” (Telarc), Otis Taylor's fifth album in as
many years, is yet anotherintense, rewarding re-
cordingby the Colorado bluesman. Earlier albums,
including “When Negroes Walked the Earth,”
“White African,” and last year’s“Truth Is Not Fic-
tion,” showcased Taylor’s instrumental versatility
(he plays a variety of guitars, the banjo, and the
mandolin), smoky vocals and single-chord vamps
thatrecall the hypnotic boogie blues of John Lee
Hooker, and gimler-eyed lyrics aboutrace relations
in America. “Double V” still plays to Taylor’s sto:
rytelling skills, but while earlier albums resembled
collections of short fiction,this one is something of
a memoir, Songslike “Mama's Selling Heroin” and
“505 Train” have autobiographical elements, and
the sensethatthis record is a more personal project
is amplified by thefact that it’s more of less a solo
outing. The onlyother musician who makes a sub-
stantial contributionto the record is Taylor’s teen-
age daughter Cassie, who plays bass,supplies the
backup vocals, and sings Icad on “Buy Myself
SomeFreedom,

While artists like Taylor are trying to keep the
besirictinaan teaWee ekgins lisa
bringing the genre down. “Meand Mr. Johnson”
(Reprise), his new album, is a fourteen-song tor-
pedo with a high-concept charge:it’s the British
blues/rock veteran’s tribute to the Delta-blues leg-
end RobertJohnson.The songs, which sound agile,
Fecatabu canecrea anneneIelisasee
originals, come off as swollenandsilly here. “Milk-
cow’s Calf Blues.” a sweet little come-on, is ourfit-
ted with a preposterous Zeppelin-style riff. The
terrifying, theatrical “Hellhound on MyTrail” is
nowonly theatrical;it soundslike a showstopping
number from “Blues! The Musical.” And how
does Clapton demonstrate his grasp of “ComeOn
in MyKitchen,” oneof the most desolate, solitary,
and beautiful laments that Johnson(or anyone
else) ever recorded? He dresses it up with slick
backup vocals. Songafter song is misunderstood,
mishandled, or meanly mistreated, and only a few,
like the jivey novelty “They're Red Hot,” escape
unscathed. Clapton’s playingis impeccable andhis
singingis strong, but rarely has technical mastery
mattered so little. “Me and Mr. Johnson” offers
conclusiveproofof Johnson’sinimitability, though
notin the way Claptonintended.

—Ben Greenman

    

 

 

 

    

 

IRVING PLAZA

17 IrvingPI., at 15th St. (212-777-6800)—March
18: In the mid-nineties, the Ninja Tune record
label threwsomeofthe bestelectronica parties in
the world. Kid Koala’s incessant scratching and
Amon Tobin’s jazzy, psychedelic beats may seem
somewhat dated now, but the Zentertainment
tour also features the up-and-comingd,s Block-
head and Sixtoo. March 19: The revved-up pop
and chanteys of Great Big Sea. March20: Gogol
Bordello. Led by the sallow-faced, darklycharis-
matic Eugene Hutz—equal parts Sid Vicious and
Bertolt Brecht—this local favorite specializes in
whatit calls “Ukrainian Gypsy surrealistic punk
cabaret.”
JOE'S PUB

425 LafayetteSt. (212-539-8777)—March 17: The
former Talking Heads front man David Byrne,
backed by a band that’s fleshed outbya string sec-
tion, performs songs from “Grown Backwards,”
his first album for the Nonesuchlabel. March 23:
Carmen Consoli, a top-selling Italian alternative
rocker, makes het New York City début.
KNITTING FACTORY
74 Leonard St., betweenBroadway and ChurchSt.
(212-219-3055)—March 17: The Celtic outlaw
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neil young & crazy horse greendalecn & pvp. in stores now
SHAKEY PICTURES PRESENTS GREENDALE: A FILM BY NEIL YOUNG
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Spider Stacey, revered by many for his service as
the tin-whistleplayer in the Pogues, takes a solo
turn, With the Tosses. March 18: Maria Taylor
and Orenda Fink, the front women of the Omaha,
Nebraska, group Azure Ray, deliver achingly
beautiful indie-pop songs.
PIANOS

158 Ludlow St. (212-505-3733)—This piano show-
roomturned duplex club has a big following.
‘Masses of the fashionably bedrapgled have packed
the back roomfor loud shows by indie-rock bands
like the Thrills, ARLE. Weapons, the Witness, and
Gina Gershon, with Girls Against Boys. The club be-
cameso hot last year that it incited a backlash
amongits hipsterclientele. “Anywhere But Pianos”
‘T-shirts appeared across the river in Williamsburg
(the club countered by starting “Anywhere But P-
anos” events featuring Brooklyn bands). The club
andits music live on, and the performance schedule
is slated to get more diverse, with blues and world-
music acts. Starting next month there will be
acoustic music shows on Sunday nights in the up-
stairs lounge. On March 23, the Moonlighters—a
local band that performs swinging Hawaiian tunes
fromthe twenties and thirties such as “Hula Blues”
and “Honolulu March,” along with originals in the
samestyle—headlinea program of mostly un-
plugged entertainment. With Jose Flatfix, a quintet
featuring the banjo picking of Sean Condron, and
the rootsy group Wormwood.
SATALLA
37 W. 26th St. (212-576-1155)—March 17: A
night of Celtic music with the Irish band Teada
and the Scottish ensemble Wolfstone.
sHOW
135 W. 4st St. (212-278-0988)—March 18:
Members ofthe art world, including the mistress
of ceremonies Karen Finley, descend uponthis
midtown dance club,in the company of Miss Dirty
Martin: and other burlesquestars, in a benefit for
the non-profit arts organization Creative Time.
For moreinformation,call 212-206-6674,ext. 2.
SOUTHPAW

125Fifth Ave., Park Slope (718-230-0236)—
March18: Brant Bjork and the Bros features two
of the leading purveyors of stoner rock: the versa-
tile drummer Bjork (formerly of Kyuss and Fu
Manchu) and the bassist Nick Oliveri, recently of
the celebrated outfit Queensof the ‘Stone Age.
‘March 20: The PG-13 burlesque of the World Fa-
mous Pontani Sisters.

 

JAZZ AND STANDARDS

BLUE NOTE

131 W. 3rdSt., near Sixth Ave. (212-475-8592)—
Through March 21: Latin music may have been
oneof the few musical genres Miles Davis didn’t
fully explore, but that hasn’t stopped Latinjazzmen
from embracing Davis. “Another Kind of Blue:
‘The Latin Side of Miles” features a consortium of
exceptionalplayers including Conrad Herwig,
DaveValentin, and BrianLynch.
CARLYLE HOTEL
Madison Ave. at 76th St. (212-744-1600)—The
Café Carlyle, a snug, windowless enclavein the
doorman district, features discreet waiters, wrap-
around murals, and, through March 27, the big,
unabashedvoice of Betty Buckley.
FEINSTEIN'S AT THE REGENCY

540 Park Ave., at 61st St. (212-339-4095)—
‘Through March 20: Rita Moreno,whohas a Tony,
an Emmy, a Grammy, and an Oscar to her credit.
55 BAR
55 Christopher St. (212-929-9883)—March 19:
‘The swing music of the thirties gets delightfully
twisted by reeds player Matt Dariau and his
group Ballin’the Jack, March 23: Hard Cell is the
saxophonist Tim Berne’s band, with the new-jazz
provocateurs Craig Taborn, on keyboards, and
‘TomRainey, on drums.
IRIDIUM.

1650 Broadway, at 51st St. (212-582-2121)—
Through March 21: Monkisland (see This Week).
Mondays belong to the electric-guitar innovator
Les Paul.
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LE JAZZ AU BAR

41 E, 58th St. (212-308-9455)—March 19-21:
Gloria Lynnewill always be remembered for the
1964 hit ballad “I Wish You Love,” but she’s no
nostalgia act. Here she gets support fromthealto
saxophonist Antonio Hart.
JAZZ STANDARD

116 E. 27th St. (212-576-2232)—March 16-17:
‘TheFresh Sound Big Band,led by trumpeter David
Weiss, a smart player with an ear forjazz repertory,
investigates the durable, beautifully crafted compo~
sitions of the saxophonist Wayne Shorter. March

MUSEUM OF MODERN ART (MOMA QNS)
33rd St, at Queens Blvd., Long Island City(212-
708-9400)—*Roth Time: Dieter Roth Retro-
spective” showcases nearly three hundred and
fifty works spanning five decades, including
drawings, sculptures, videos, installations, and
paintings. Through June 7. (Open Thursdays
through Mondays, 10 to 5, and Friday evenings
until 7:45.)
GUGGENHEIM MUSEUM
Fifth Ave. at 89th St. (212-423-3500)—“Singular
Forms (Sometimes Repeated)” fills the museum

   

The upstairs lounge at Pianos, a club on the Lower East Side.

18-21: The Charles Tolliver big band. The trum-
peter Tolliver was famous in the seventies but then
dropped off the scene, He’s back, with an ambitious
ensemble that includes the pianist George Cables
andthe saxophonist Gary Bartz.
VILLAGE VANGUARD

178 Seventh Ave. S., at L1th St. (212-255-4037)—
Jeff (Tain) Watts (here with his quartet through
March 21) is a drummer who answers to an extro-
verted muse. He’s played with both Wynton and
Branford Marsalis and continuestobe the most in-
demandpercussionist of his generation. The Van-
guard Jazz Orchestra holds sway on Mondays.

ART
MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

METROPOLITAN MUSEUM
Fifth Ave. at 82nd St. (212-879-5500)—Thename
Chuck Close instantly conjures images of giant
gridded portraits, tight and deadpan in Photo-
Realist black-and-white in the seventies, with more

‘olving in loose lozenges ofcolor
“Chuck Close Prints: Process and Collaboration”
shows that all the portraiture of self and others
wentalong with constant experiments in the prac-
tice of printmaking. Etching,silk screen, linoleum
and woodblock prints, and hand-constructed pulp-
paper multiples are tracked throughvarious proof
states, and actual woodblocks, etched copper pan-
els, and other studio paraphernalia also appear
Through April 18. ¢ The work in “Echoing Images:
Couplesin African Sculpture” comes from twenty-
eight sub-Saharan cultures, with dates ranging
fromthe twelfth to the twentieth centuries. Though
themes—fertility,harmony, complementary oppo-
sites—are consistent, there is a variety of media:
wood, bronze, beadwork, andivory madeto rep-
resent idealized men and women. Manyof the
pieces are graceful. Somearefrightening, like a
terra-cotta pair from the Djenne civilization, who
are capturedin flagrante, their entwined bodies
welted by ceremonialraised scars. Through Sept. 5.
(Open Tuesdays through Sundays, 9:30 to 5:30,
and Friday and Saturday evenings until 9.)

 

  

with classic minimalist and post-minimalist art of
the last half-century, exalting whatis still the chief
aesthetic ofour age. Emphasizing “reductive” sen:

a qualifier rarely used since the nineteen-
sixties—the curators smooth over theoretical an-
tagonisms between sculpture (Judd, Andre, Flavin)
andpainting (Kelly, Ryman, Marden), thus giving
weight to latter-day hybrid modes (Richter, Ray,
Gober). Californian hedonism (Irwin, Tarrell, Me-
Cracken) registers strongly as phenomenological
tough stuff (Morris, Serra, Nauman). Sumptuously
seductivefor all ofits austerities, the show reminds
usthat minimalism brought about a revolution in
the decorative arts. Through May 19. (Open Satur-
days through Wednesdays, 10 to 5:45, and Fri-
days, 10 t0 8.)
WHITNEY MUSEUM OF AMERICAN ART
Madison Ave. at 75th St. (212-570- )}—-The
2004 Whitney Biennial is the museum’s seventy-
second survey of contemporary American art.
(Reviewed in thisissue.) Through May 30. (Open
Wednesdays through Thursdays, and weekends,
11 to 6, and Fridays,1 to 9.)
AMERICAN FOLK ART MUSEUM
45 W, 53rd St. (212-265-1040}—Oneofthe vision-
ary poem-drawings in Tools of Her Ministry: The
Art of Sister Gertrude Morgan” bears the title
“Alpha Be Poem Rote by Me the Lord’s Wife
Prophetess Morgan Missionary.” What seems semi-
literate is in fact a compressed linguistic package,
loaded with puns equating reading and writing with
Cooled rele earaeCoeallnsie(Glesotee
rather outdoes most of the other drawings, which
tend to be populated by ghostly white angels with
Jong crimson hair. But Sister Gertrude—who ran the
Everlasting Gospel Mission in New Orleans for
some fifteen years—is nothing if not engaging.
‘Through Sept. 26. (Open Tuesdays through Sun-
days, 10:30 to 5:30, and Friday evenings until 7:30.)
ASIA SOCIETY
Park Ave.at 70th St. (212-517-2742)—*Paradise
Now? Contemporary Art from the Pacific.”
Through May 9. (Open Tuesdays through Sun
days, 11 to 6, andFriday evenings until 9.)
DAHESH MUSEUM
580 Madison Ave., at 57th (212-759-0606)—
“Staging the Orient: Visions of the East at La
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  Scala and the Metropolitan Opera”traces W
ern conceptions of Asia and the Middle East
through opera-design archives. Works on paper
from Milan’s La Scala range from its founding,in
theeighteenth century, through the twentieth cen
tury, andinclude bothworking sketches scribbled
with notes and pristinely decorative watercolors
like those for Giuseppe Palantr’s Art Deco “Sa
lome,” from 1912. For thoseusedto seeing the
Met’s costumes under stage lights, there is the
illusion-destroying, respect-enhancing pleasureof
a closer look. Cecil Beaton’s designs for a ninetcen-
sixties production of “Turandot” (in hot pink,
red, and yellow floral and paisley motifs) are
paired with the FrancoZeffirelli version from the
eighties (icy blue-white, with chinestones and
hornlike shoulder pads); both are absurd and
lovely. Through May30. (OpenTuesdays through
Saturdays, 11 to6.)
GROLIER CLUB
47 E. 60thSt. (212-838-6690)—*Volvelle:
he Magnificent Art of Circular Charting.

Through April 24. (Open Mondays through Sat-
urdays, 10to 5.)
MUSEO DEL BARRIO

Fifth Ave. at 104thSt. (212-831-7:

 

    

   

   

 

   Museum of ModernArta p
history of Mexican muralists, Caribbean Sur-
realists, Venezuelan geomerricians, and Brazilian
Conceptualists. For a change, works by José
Clemente Orozco, Joaquin Torres-Garcia, and
Wifredo Lamappear as notjust honorably mar-
ginal to Paris and New York but as touchstones
of anindependent tradition characterized by in-
tensefantasy, inumations of tragedy, and utopian
yearnings. Familiar things, such as paintings by
Frida Kahlo and Matta, feel fresh; underknown
artists (notably, the Brazilian abstractionists Hélio
Oiticica and Lygia Pape, with works from the
late nineteen-fifties and sixties) retroactively sur-
prise; and strong contemporary artists like Ga-
briel Orozco and Doris Salcedo exude andinspire
confidence. ThroughJuly 25. (Open Wednesdays
through Sundays, [1 to 5, and Thursday evenings
until 8.)
P.S. 1 CONTEMPORARY ART CENTER
22-25 Jackson Ave., at 46th Ave., LongIsland
City (718-784-2084)—In “Drawn fromLife:
1961-1971,” therediscovered feminist, Concep-
tualist, and Newark native Lee Lozano(1930-99)
is given a posthumous retrospectiveof drawings,
notebooks, and vitriolic paintings. Her repertoire
included Expressionist crayon drawings, perfo:
rated paintings with titles like “punch, peck &
feel,” and walls oftext that served as the basis for
performances. Master of the grand gesture, she
stopped talking to women(permanently) for
“Boycott Women,”and in 1971, whenshe'd had it
with the art world, she created a work called
“DropoutPiece.” Through May1. (Open Thurs
days through Mondays, noonto 6.)

 

  

  

 

 

  

 

GALLERIES-CHELSEA

Unless otherwise noted, galleries are open
Tuesdays throughSaturdays, fromaround 10or
11 to between $ and 6.

CARL ANDRE
Andre’s “Lamentfor the Children,” produced in
1976 for an abandonedplayground at PS. 1, is a
regimentedfield of a hundred concrete blocks;
here,its shownwith a series of wordplay drawings
ongraphpaper. The drawings mournfully repeat
phrases like“amnot willing,”or “woods woods
lands woods lands meadows,” and the blocks sug.

‘st tombstones. ThroughApril 3. (Cooper, 534
W. 21st St, 212-255-1105.)
LYNDA BENGLIS
‘This mini-surveyof sculpture from 1969 to the pres-
ent showcases Benglis’s protean post-minimalist
range. “Bikini Incandescent Column” (2004) is
a giant paper lanternin the shapeof a phallus.
or perhaps a tapered mushroom cloud—take
your pick. Chunky abstractionsin silver, silicon,

  

  

 

   

  

bronze, and crystal look like skulls or webs or
fists, while softer mesh pieces fromthe seventies
tied in loose knots, conjure Eva Hesse’s supple
Process works. Only one of her poured-poly-
urethane-foam sculptures is included, the exuber-
antly pigmented “Night Sherbert A” (1968),
which visitors can’t seemto resist bending downto
touch. Through April (Cheim & Read, 547
W. 25th St. 212-242-7727.)
ALIGHIERO E BOETTI
Thirty years of work by anItalian artist (1940-94)
who resisted a singular identity by putting “and”
betweenhis first andlast names. Grids of cancelled
postage stamps show Boetti’s rootsin Arte Povera,
which celebrated the use of everyday materials.

itled (January-December)”is a twelve-panel
re-creation ofinternational magazine covers from
1986, all drawnin pencil—and,like most of his

ts. “Tutto,” a tapestrywithcol-
of animals, people, and all manner

of objects, demonstrates what Boetti embracedas
art: everything. Through March 27. (Gladstone,
515 W. 24th St. 212-206-9300.)
ANYA GALLACCIO /

DOUG AND MIKE STARN
ThecharmingGallaccio, a sweet contemporary of
the sour YoungBritish Artists, continues to mix up
nature and artifice, with cast-bronze, silver-berried
branches; gilded bronze potatoplant; actualde
caying gerbera daisies smushedbetweenpanes of
glass set in antique doors; and draped fishnets
made of gold lamé. The results opulent, frail,
and poetic. New works by the Starn twins, who
are known for melodramatic effects in vast, grainy
photographs, explore the pretty and sinister as-
pects of the moth in various formats, including
sleek C-prints mounted on aluminum. Through
March 20. (Lehmann Maupin, 540 W. 26th St.
212-255-2923.)
AMELIE YON WULFFEN
Von Wilffen’s roughly crafted collages refer tothe
German Expressionist and Romantic traditions.
Expressionist brushstrokes surroundcutout pho
tographs of an EgonSchiele drawing, a fax ma:
chine, furniture, and stuffy ancestral portraits from
her hautbourgeois childhood home; Romanticin
tensity is spoofed in a portrait of a young John
‘Travolta beneath northern pines. Von Wulffenin-
serts her ownimage alongside thoseof Aleksandr
Solzhenitsyn and a white horse meantto represent
Robert Rauschenberg. Through March 20. (Greene
Naftali, 526 W. 26th St. 212-463-7770.)

  

 

 

  
     

 

   

  

  

 

   

  

  

     

 

Short List

SLATER BRADLEY
‘Team,527 W, 26th St. 212-279-9219.
Through March 27.
ALAN SARET

James Cohan, 533 W, 26th St. 212-714-9500.
Through March 27.
KATE SHEPHERD
Lelong, 528 W, 26th St. 212-315-0470.
‘Through March 20,
LAURIE SIMMONS

Sperone Westwater, 415 W. 13th St.
212-997-7337. Through March27.
 

GALLERIES-DOWNTOWN

BILL ADAMS
Adamstreats his shageyanthropomorphic line
drawings as psychological research, bringing to
minda latter-day Maurice Sendak. A Redonesque
creature emerges from behind a heap of doodied
lines in one untitled drawing, and a field of disem-
bodiedeyes peer out of the abstract “Forest.
Through March 27. (K.S. Art, 73 Leonard St.
212-219-9918.)

Short List

AMAR KANWAR

Peter Blum, 99 Wooster St. 212-343-0441.
‘Through March20,
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“Postwar Eastern Europe
CHILLINGLY EVOKED....
Good enoughto suggest
comparison with Graham Greene.”

—Kirkus Reviews(starred review)

“GRIPPINGandfully realized.
Densely atmospheric.”

—Library Journal(starred review)
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"SUBURBAN HOUSE KIT"
Deitch Projects, 18 WoosterSt. 212-343-7300.
Through March 27.
 

PHOTOGRAPHY

DIANE ARBUS
This show has three galleries’ worth of Arbus's
work, which is rare enough, but it also offers an
unprecedented chance to see previously squirrelled-
away contact sheets and anunpublished portfo-
lio of photographs of an Upper East Side family,
the Mattheis, taken over two daysin 1969. Fewof
the pictures of the family are truly interest-
ing, but the ones that do leap fromthe contact
sheets—a couple of portraitsof the eldest daugh-
ter, staring at the camera through poker-straight
hair, and the younger daughter, leaning against a
couch, herfree hand and footready toslam a
nearby door—tival Arbus’s best. To meet expec-
tations that might arise from the show’s title,
“Family Albums,” and its attendantcatalogue,
the curators haveincluded other portraits, in-
cluding oneof a kohl-eyed Jayne Mansfield and
her fresh-faced daughter, another of the book-
ish Jane Jacobs and her bookish son, ane some
preity boring shots of Ozzie and Harriet Nels
‘Through March27. (Grey, 100 WashingtonSq.E.
212-998-6782.)
RICHARD BARNES

Barnes's stark photographs of disarticulated ani-
mal skulls have a self-assured elegance. The way
the skulls are mounted gives them an air of mys-
tery as well as an unexpected kineticisms a hare’s
skull, brokeninto irregular, irreproducible chips,
appears as a flock of ragged, white birds in flight.

fe remains of a grinning human skull are both
chilling and oddly exuberant. Through March 27.
(Urbach, 526 W. 26th St. 212-627-0974.)
LEE FRIEDLANDER

Friedlander's black-and-white pictures of olive and
apple trees possess many of the qualities of his ear-
lier, iconic work: formality masquerading. as casu-
alness; nuanced,silvery tones; unexpected compo-

  

   

| sitions. Several of the pictures were taken under
the trees’ canopy of branches, rather than ata dis-
tance, and theresult—a tangle of bristling,silvery,
frutt-heavylimbs against a sun-white sky—is inti-
mate without being claustrophobic. Through April
24, (Borden, 560 Broadway. 212-431-0166.)
LOTTE JACOBI
A fourth-generation photographer (her great-
grandfather openedthe Atelier Jacobiin Prussia in
the carly eighteen-forties), Jacobi, who was born in
1896, chronicled Weimar-era Berlin when she was
young, making emotionally complex portraits of

| Lotte Lenya, Wilhelm Furtwangler, Karl Kraus,
and many other artists andintellectuals. Her 1934
photograph ofthe dancer Harald Kreutzberg—a
bald man with downcast, heavily made-up eyes,
outstretched hands, and’a slightly twisted pos-

 

| ture—is an elegant elegy for the Weimar era. Ja-
| cobi visited the Soviet Union inthe early thirties,
returning to Berlin with street scenes of Moscow
and rare views of Tajikistan and Uzbekistan. After
her father died, in 1935,sheleft Germany and ar-
rived in New York with atiny portion of her sub-
stantial portfolio.Thesubjects ofthe portraits she
madeat her studio hereinclude Albert Einstein (in
a leather biker jacket), whom she had knownin
Germany, Chaim Weitzman, Paul Robeson, and
Fleanor Roosevelt. Jacob: moved to New Hamp-
shire in the fifties and continued to expert-
ment with her cameras until her death, in 1990.
Through April 11. (Jewish Museum, 1109 Fifth
Ave. 212-423-3200.)
ANDREA MODICA

The muse of Modica’s “Treadwell” photographs,
which were first published as a book eight years
ago, was a young, girl named Barbara.Intensely
pliable and arresting in her form—the best de-
scription is puffy—Barbara wasa perfect subject,
and Modica’s pictures of her, posed in an odd
manner in hardscrabble upstate-New York set-
tings. are both surreal and beautiful. The photo-
graphs here, made over thefifteen years Modica

knew her subject,ate now an elegy; Barbara died
in 2001,from thediabetes that made her bodyso
memorable, Thefinal two-thirds of the exhibi
tion, details and distortionsof Barbara’s bodyand
face, sometimes peaceful, sometimes asleep, form
an overwhelmingly intimate portrait of her final
years. Through April 17. (Houk, 745 Fifth Ave.
212-750-7070.)
ANDREA STERN
Family is the theme, subject, and driving force in
these twentylarge color photographs. Stern be-
longs to a wealthy Jewish family (she’s a pet-food
heiress), which she chronicles at weddings,funer-
als, bar Mitzvahs, and onthe beach. Her father
tries on a new sports jacket; her grandmother
wears a silly hat ather birthday party; a couple on
a Disneycruise stare blankly into the middle dis-
tance; a man touches his wife’s cheek. Stern’s im-
ages are intimate and perhaps alittle voyeuristic,
but not cruel—the blue veins and sun-damaged
skin notwithstanding. Through March 20.
(Ricco/Maresca, 529 W. 20th St. 212-627-4819.)

Short List

DAVID HILLIARD
Yancey Richardson, 535 W. 22ndSt.
646-230-9610. Through March 20.

 

AUCTIONS AND ANTIQUES

SOTHEBY'S
March 18 at 10:15 a.M.: A sale of Judaica that
exalts the pious life (including such items as a
fifteenth-century Hebrew translation of Avicenna’s
medical encyclopedia, which was the first medi-
cal text published in Hebrew, and a fourteenth-
century manuscript of Maimonides’ “Mishneh
“Torah,”oneof thefirst systematic codesofJewish
law) without condemning earthly bliss (there's an
eclectic array ofornate marriage contracts). # March
18 at 2: Israeli Art Week, which features exhibits,
screenings, and performances, draws to a close
with this sale of Israeli and European Jewish art.
Much has been madeof the invigorating influ-
ence of the singular Mediterranean light that suf-
fusesIsrael’s landscape on the techniques of Is
raeli art, but the auction’s bolder works—Henri
Hayden's Picassoesque Cubist masterpiece “Com-
position,” Moise Kisling’s rapturous eruption of
lilies in “Fleurs Blanches,” Marc Chagall’s awe-
struck rabbi clutching a Torah scroll in “Juif a la
Thora”—come fromJewish artists who immi
grated to Paris inthe first halfof the twentieth cen-
tury. ¢ March 23 at 10:15 A.M. and 2; Chinese ce-
ramics and works of art. (York Ave. at 72nd St.
212-606-7000.)
CHRISTIE'S

March 19 at 10 A.M. and 2: A sale of wine. +
March 23 at 10 A.M. 2, and 3:30: For those in
whom“Kill Bill” inspired a passion for the aes
thetics of Japanese combat, this sale of Japanese
and Korean art includes a vast selection of swords
dating, from the fourteenth to the nineteenth cen-
turies, all being sold to benefit the Department of
‘Arms and Armor at the Metropolitan Museum.
For admirers of less violent pursuits. there are
prints, screens, and paintings, including a pair of
delicate, monochrome hangingscrolls depicting,
birds in a lotus pond by Geiai, thefifteenth-century
painter from Kyoto, as well as an cighteenth-
century erotic scrollin intense blues, red, and plum
depicting an older man seducing a young woman
next to an elegantly suggestive screen. The Korean
section of thesale features ceramics, bronzes, and
modern paintings. (20 Rockefeller Plaza, at 49th
St. 212-636-2000.)
TRIPLE PIER ANTIQUES SHOW

“Restoration "04," a show-within-2-show devoted
tovintage home renovation,is a special feacure of
this year’s Stella spectacular, which includes six
hundred exhibitors offering art, furniture, silver,
and much more. (Piers 90, 92, and 94, Twelfth
Ave. between 50th and SSth Sts, 212-255-0020.
March 20-21.)

 

 

  

  



 

CLASSICAL MUSIC
OPERA

METROPOLITAN OPERA

‘The final performance of “L'ltaliana in Algeri,”
featuring such excellent Rossinians as Olga Boro-
dina, Juan Diego Florez, Earle Patriarco, and

ibov Petrova; James Levine conducts. (March
17 at8.) # Otto Schenk’s traditionalist production
of “Rigoletto” maybe easy on the eyes, butits lit-
eral approach makes the corniness of the plot even
more obvious. The singers havetosave it, and for-
tunately the Methas slated an impressive cast for
this revival, with Ruth Ann Swenson and Ramén
Vargas singing Gilda and the Duke and Franz
Grundhebertakingthetitle role; Marco Armiliato.
(March 18 at 8 and March 22 at 7:30.) # Jiirgen
Flimm—thearchitect of the Met’s bracingly un-
sentimentalproduction of“Fidelio”—has returned
to craft a newstaging of “Salome,” graced by the
gorgeously cool-tempered singing of Karita Mattila
and the uninhibited conductingofValery Gergiev;
Larissa Diadkova(as Herodias), Siegfried Jerusa~
Jem (as Herod), and Albert Dohmen (makinghis
house début in the role of Johnthe Baptist) are
alongfor the tide. (March 19 and March 23 at
8.) # Otto Schenk’s production of Wagner's “Der
Ringdes Nibelungen”returnsthis spring for three
cycles of performances beginning with “Das
Rheingold,” which features (amongothers) James
Morris as Wotan, Richard Paul Fink as Alberich,
Jennifer Welch-Babidge as Freia, and Yvonne Naet
as Fricka (a début); Levine. (March 20 at 2.) ¢ For
a Met débur, the actress Marthe Keller's produc~
tion of “Don Giovanni” curiously lacks intensity;
independent-minded women (Anja Harteros’s regal
DonnaAnna,Christine Goerke’s stentorian Donna
Elvira) give themselves over to Thomas Hampson’s
subdued, plush-voiced Don in trancelike swoons.
The singing is rich andlyrical all around,but the
standout is thestrapping René Pape’s Leporello,
whoseems almost too confidentto play sidekick to
Hampson’s Don; Gareth Morrell. (March 20 at
8.) ¢ The Met celebrates the fiftieth anniversary of
its National Council Auditions in a concert with
the Metropolitan Opera Orchestra, the competi-
tion’s young finalists, and guest performances by
Thomas Hampson, Deborah Voigt, and others.
Frederica vonStade hosts; Armiliato. (March 21 at
3.) (Metropolitan Opera House. 212-362-6000.)
NEW YORK CITY OPERA

“Le Nozze di Figaro,” with Christine Brandes,
Pamela Armstrong, Rinat Shaham, Kyle Ketelsen,
and Brett Polegato; Steven Mosteller conducts.
(March 18 at 7:30 and March 20 at 8.) # “Sweeney
Todd,” featuring Mark Delavan as the demon
barber of Fleet Street and Elaine Paige as Mrs.
Lovett, his partner in crime; George Manahan,
(March 19 at 8.) # With Timothy Nolen replacing
Delavan. (March 20 at 1:30.) # Marvin David
Levy’s “Mourning Becomes Electra” is one of the
great lost works of American opera: after its suc~
cessful premiéte by the Metropolitan Opera in
1967,it migrated to European stages and then
pretty much disappeared (along with its com-
poser). Now this revised and lyrically enriched
version has drawn raves in Chicago andSeattle.
LaurenFlanigan, who has made the part of the
murderous Christine Mannon(ONeill’s New En-
gland Clytemnestra) her own, leads the cast of
City Opera’s new production, which also fea-
tures Emily Pulley and Kurt Olimann; Manahan,
(March 21 at 1:30.) (New York State Theatre.
212-870-5570.)
NINE CIRCLES CHAMBER THEATRE:
“WHEN SAMSON MET DELILAH"

The writer Jonathan Levi, the violinist Gil Mor-
ganstern, and the composer Bruce Saylor reimag-
ineSaint-Saéns’s “Samsonet Dalila” as an English-
language dialogue for soprano (Klara Uleman)
and violin. (Thalia Theatre, Symphony Space,
Broadwayat 95th St. 212-864-5400. March 18-
19 ar 8.)
EOS ORCHESTRA: “THE VALKYRIE”

JonathanSheffer conducts a freewheeling adapta-
tion of the second opera of Jonathan Dove's con
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BORDERS. QQUcMRuMLNED
Borders’ pop music expert Chris Richards says:
“This timeout, David Byrne has taken a more direct and emotionally
expressive approachto his songwriting, without abandoning his droll
perspective on life as he knows it. He complementshis lyrics with
beautiful arrangements and aninfallible instinct for rhythm.”

 

NONESUCH

Byrne’s Nonesuch debut, Grown Backwards
is a melodic set of 14 songs that features strings,a rhythm section,

and guitar. In addition to 14 original tracks,the disc features
twoopera arias ~ “Un di Felice, Eterea” fromVerdi's La Traviata
and “Au Fond du Temple Saint" fromBizet's The Pearl Fishers —

and a cover of the alternative country group Lambchop's
“The Man WhoLoved Beer."

BORDERS.
BOOKS MUSIC MOVIES CAFE
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From thebestselling author of
The Man WhoAte the 747

 

Praise for
a new novel

“for anyone who
has ever loved and
lost—and yearned
to love again.”
—JamesPatterson

 

“Touching, wise, andfull
of hope, everything a
wonderful novel should be.”

—Nicholas Sparks

“A perfect miracle of a
love story. Ben Sherwood
is a dauntless writer.”

—LuanneRice

“| adored this book...
a shiningaffirmationof life.”

—Sue MonkKidd

“Full of suspense... A story
that will grip you from page
one.” —AdrianaTrigiani

Visit www.bensherwood.com
for a Reading Group Guide.  
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densed English-language “Ring” cycle, directed
by Christopher Alden(sce This Week). (Skirball Cen-
ter, New York University. 212-992-8484, March18
and March20at8.)
OPERA ORCHESTRA OF NEW YORK

For many, Verdi’s “II Corsaro” (with a libretto
based on poem by Byron) is amongthe weakest
of his operas. But that won't stop the conductor
Eve Queler, whohasa long history ofdigging the
musical truffles out of bel-canto scores. She de-
votes her latest concert performance at Carnegie
Hall to this 1848 work, which features the sopra-
nos Maria Dragoniand Rossana Potenza (in their
company débuts) and the tenor Francisco Casanova.
(212-799-1982. March 21 at 8.)

 

 

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES

NEW YORK PHILHARMONIC

Itzhak Perlman, as genial a presence onthe po-
dium as heis with violin in hand, plays and con-
ducts a mostly light program of Bach (the Con-
certo mA Minor), Mozart, and Dvorak (the Sym-
phony No. 8 in G Major). (Avery Fisher Hall.
212-875-5656. March 18 at 7:30, March 19 at 2,
and March20 at 8.)
RIVERSIDE SYMPHONY
‘The composer-critic Arthur Berger, a centering
presence in American music until his death, last
year, will be honored by the conductor George
Rothman’s intrepid groupwith the firstNew York
performance ofhis “Prelude, Aria, and Waltz,” a
charming neoclassical work from 1945. Mendels-
sohn’s Violin Concerto in D Minor(a rarely heard
piece from the composer’s thirteenth year, with
Jennifer Frautschi) and Tehaikovsky’s Serenadein
‘C Major complete Rothman’s string-orchestra
program.(Alice Tully Hall. 212-721-6500. March
18 at 8.)
JUILLIARD CHORAL UNION

Judith Clurman conducts the New York premiére
‘of a new edition of Rossini’s “Petite Messe Solenelle”

(in its piquant chamberversion, with the accom-
panimentof two pianos and harmonium) prepared
y Philip Gossett from the original manuscript.

(Alice Tully Hall. March 19 at 8. For freetickets,
which are required,call 212-769-7406.)
CZECH PHILHARMONIC ORCHESTRA
Dyorak’s Piano Concerto in G Minor—an awk-
wardly written but compelling work from a com-
poser whose piano skills were decidedly second-
rate—has becomea favorite of Pierre-Laurent
Aimard, the French pianist renowned for his Mes-
saien and Debussy. It forms the center of Andrey
Boreyko’s all-DvoFak programwith this storied
Prague ensemble, whichalso includes the “New
World” Symphony and a slate of “Slavonic
Dances.” (Carnegie Hall. 212-247-7800. March
22at8.)
SAN FRANCISCO SYMPHONY

Under Michael Tilson Thomas's tenure as music
director, this orchestra has acquired a glowing
sound and a relaxedstyle that suits its laid-back lo
cale, andits trips to Carnegie Hall are welcome
events. In the first of two programs, Thomas con-
ducts the New York premieres of Robin Hol-
loway’s arrangement of Debussy’s two-piano
suite “En Blanc et Noir” and John Adams's “My
Father Knew Charles Ives,” dlong with Rimsky-
Korsakov’s “Scheherazade.” (212-247-7800.
March 23at8.)

  

 

RECITALS

CHAMBER MUSIC SOCIETY OF LINCOLN
CENTER: “DOUBLE EXPOSURE”

Inanintimate concert at the Rose Studio, theImam.
Winds (a noted young African-American wind
quintet) perform two runs through recent works by
‘Tania Le6n, Valerie Coleman, and the always un:
redictable Fred Ho (“Josephine Baker’s Angels
rom the Rainbow”); there'll be refreshments and
conversation betweensets. (Rose Building, Lincoln
Center. 212-875-5788. March18at 6:45.)

 

 

 



 

TABLES FOR TWO

T SALON

11 E. 20th St. (212-358-0506)—MiriamNovalle,
the uninhibited owner ofthis higgledy-piggledy
tea shop,is proneto spontaneous disclosure. Tak-
ing a reservation over thephone,for instance, she
commented, “WhenI went to perfuming school
in France they said, ‘You're never goingto sell
anything with the name Nunberg!’ So when I
was eighteen years old they changed mynameto
Miriam Novaile.” Novalle is a colorfulfigure. She is
knownto berate employees loudlyif they, say, spill
the precious Angel Pearls (jasmine-scented tea
leaves hand-woveninto balls, which sell for $7.75
an ounce), and even when she’s not around, her
tempestuous energy is palpable. Like the other
day, when a giant stone Buddha head that was
erched precariously on a ledge dropped to the
dar ouk ctgactaere Wind Or oie Okeche
waxen Buddhas that line the stairs up to the sec-
ond floor. where theteais sold in bulk, came tum-
bling down, rattling the stacks of china piled up
here and there. Nevertheless, Novalle has placed a
hopeful little epigram on the menu: “Allow tea
andfaith toelevate your spirit. Sitand enjoy a mo-
mentofheaven.”

Teatime finds a line of people out the dos,
with impatient husbands pawing the groundlike
bulls about to charge. (The walls are provokingly
red.) For those who order proper tea, a waiter flour-
ishes a pink tablecloth and sets it with purple nap-
kins and pansy-patternedchina with a fading gilt
edge; then he brings an epergneladen withall that
is good aboutEnglish food: Devon cream and rasp-
berry jam andfresh scones and cucumber sand-
wiches and countless other delicious items. The
surprise is a dry but appealing Earl Grey choco-
late cake, and a smattering of peanuts, which seem
like the afterthought of a compulsively generous
hostess.

Thetea selection—well over four hundred
choices deep—includes such exotica as Tibetan
Tiger (flavored with vanilla. caramel, and choco-
late, but somehow notsweet), Snowbud with
Rosepetals, and Oolong Ti KuanYin (“Iron God-
des”). It would be a pity to order Earl Grey to go
with the chocolate cake, but,if you must, there are
ten different kinds of Earl Grey to choose from.
(Open daily for lunch and tea. Entrées $14-$35.)

—Dana Goodyear
 

NEW YORK WOODWIND QUINTET
Fiveofthe city’s front-rank wind players perform
works by Taffanel, Ligeti, Knussen, Neidich (the
group’s clarinertist), and Dvorak (a transcription
of theString Quartet in F Major, “American”).
(Paul Hall, Juilliard School of Music, Lincoln Cen-
ter. March 18 at 8, For freetickets, which are re-
quired, call 212-769-7406.)
ARTEK: MARCELLO'S

“THE FOUR SEASONS"

Theharpsichordist Gwendolyn ‘Toth’s early-music
bandperformsthe Venetian master’s oratorioin the
Renaissance library of the House of the Redeemer.
(7 E. 95th St. 212-967-9157. March 18-19 at 8.)
CARNEGIE HALL RECITALS

Onenight, three stages, an excruciating choice.
March 19 at 7:30: Bring your pocket scores. The
Kuss Quartet, a fine young German group, offers
Haydn's gallant Quartet in E-Flat Major (Op. 1,
No. 2) asa prelude to a beast of a recital—Beetho-
ven’s “Grosse Fuge” and Schoenberg’s criminally
underplayed String Quartet No. 1 in D Minor, a

Z dizzying one-movementfantasia of late-Romantic
excess.(Weill Recital Hall.) ¢ March 19 at Die-

= trich Henschel’s voice may conjure up shades of,
Fischer-Dieskau, but the baritone’s crisp delivery
and suave lyricism are individual enough for the
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cognoscenti to take notice. The pianist Fritz Schwing-
hammeraccompanies him in lieder by Beethoven,
Schubert, and Wolf (a sheaf of Mérike songs).
(Zankel Hall.) ¢ March 19 at 8: Theviolinist
Maxim Vengerov haseverything—agorgeous tone,
a fierce interpretiveintelligence, and the stylistic in-
stincts of a born showman. Hebrings it all to
sonatas by Bach, Beethoven(the “Kreutzer”), and
Brahms (the dulcet Sonata in A Major, Op. 100),
joined by another phenom,the pianist Fazil Say.
(Stern Auditorium.) (212-247-7800.)
COOPER UNION: JO KONDO

‘The Japanese experimentalist master supervises
the percussionists of the Metropolitan Opera Or-
chestra, among other performers,in an evening of
his works. (Great Hall, Third Ave. at 7th St. 212-
279-4200. March 20at 7:30.)
MUSIC AT THE METROPOLITAN MUSEUM.

March 20at 8: The Guarnen String Quartet plays
the “Grosse Fuge” and other works by Beetho-
ven. # March 22 at 8: The magnificent flutist Em-
manuel Pahud, who tours as a soloist when he’s
not in the principal chair at the Berlin Philhar-
monte, joins with the harpist Mariko Anraku for
an evening of Bach transcriptions. (Fifth Ave. at
82nd St. 212-570-3949.)
CHRISTOPHER MALTMAN

The invaluable Malcolm Martineau, always ready
to lend British singers a hand, accompanies the
young baritone in a program of Purcell, Butt
worth, Gurney, Loewe(the Romantic balladist,
not the Broadway tunesmith), and Wolf. (Alice
Tully Hall. 212-721-6500. March 21 at 5.)
DIRK JOERES

The German pianist offers a waltz-rich afternoon
of Schubert, Borodin, Ravel (*Valses Nobles et Sen-
timentales,” “A la Maniére de Borodine”), Chabrier,
and Stravinsky. (Frick Collection,1 E.70th St. 212
288-0700. March 21at 5.)

 

 

ABOVE AND BEYOND

BIG APPLE GRAPPLE

Professional arm wrestlers gather for the twenty-
seventh annual Big Apple Grapple, to be held at
the Intrepid Sea-AirSpace Museum on March20th.
Thestrong woman Cynthia Yerby, a ten-time world
champion and the winner oflast year’s Queen of
Armstitle, is among the competitors, along with
Mamuka Pajishvili, from the Republic of Georgia,
the current King of Arms.Theelimination rounds
begin at 12:30, with the final decision (at 3:30)
possibly coming faster than you can say Ernest
Hemingway—the matches average between two
and twentyseconds. (Pier 86, 46th St. at Twelfth
Ave. 212-245-0072.)
"THE REJECTION SHOW"

Cartoonists, screenwriters, filmmakers, and co-
medians share work that never made1t into the
public eye. The NewYorker cartoonists Matt Dif-
fee and David Sipress will be on hand. (The Tank,
432 W. 42nd St. 212-868-4444. March 17 at 8.)
READINGS

March18 at 7: Poets House presents a tribute to
the late American poet William Mathews, with
GalwayKinnell, Sharon Olds, and Gerald ‘Stern.
(72 Spring St. No tickets necessary.) # March 20 at
6: Thefinalists in Urban Word’s Teen Poetry Slam.
battle for the New York title. The rapper Kanye
West is the host.(Graduate Center, City University
ofNew York,Fifth Ave.at 34th St. 212-691-6590,
ext. 21.) # March 21 at 2: The poers Sharon Krin-
sky, Samuel Menashe, and Suzanne Noguere read
from their work. (NurtureArt Gallery and Emerg-
ing Curators’ Resource Center, 475 KeapSt.,
Brooklyn, For more information, call 718-782-
7755.) # March23 at 7:30: Gini Alhadeff offers
selections from her new novel, “Diaryof a Djinn.”
(The Community Bookstore, 143 Seventh Ave.,
ParkSlope, Brooklyn. 718-783-3075.)
TALK

March22 at 7:SalmanRushdie hosts the inaugu-
ral eventin the “PEN Foreign Exchanges” series,
with the novelist Walter Mosley interviewing the
Nigerian writer Chris Abani. (Florence Gould
Hall, 55 E. 59th St. 212-334-1660, ext. 107.)
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MOVIES
OPENING

BON VOYAGE
‘A farcical comedyset in Bordeaux duringthe Second
‘World War thatfollows the fortunesofan actress (Isa-
belle Adjani) and a writer (Grégori Dérangére) fleeing
the Germans. With Virginie Ledoyen, Yvan Attal,
and Gérard Depardieu.Directed by Jean-Paul Rap-
peneau. In French, Opening March19. (Paris.)
DAWN OF THE DEAD
A remakeof the 1978 horrorfilm in whichthe
flesh-eating undead prey upontheliving. The cast
includes SarahPolley, Ving Rhames, Jake Weber,
and MekhiPhifer. Directed by Zack Snyder. Open~
ing March 19.
DIVAN
Pearl Gluck directed this autobiographical docu-
mentary, in which she travels to Hungary to re-
trieve a family heirloomin the hope ofpleasing her
Hasidic father. In English, Yiddish, and Hungar-
ian. Opening March 17.(Film Forum.)

  

Colin Farrelland Colm Meany in “Intermission,” openingMarch 19.

ETERNAL SUNSHINE OF THE SPOTLESS MIND
Reviewed this week in The Current Cinema. Open-
ing March19. (Chelsea Cinemas, Empire 25, Lin
colnSquare, and UnionSquare.)
GREENDALE
Neil Young wroteanddirected this film (shot on
Super8) that incorporates the songs fromhis re-~
cent album aboutlife in a fictional small town.
Opening March 19. (Sunshine Cinema.)
INTERMISSION
‘Anensemble romantic comedy setin contemporary
Dublin with fifty-four speaking parts and eleven
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story lines. Thecast includes Colin Farrell, Shirley
Henderson, and Cillian Murphy. Directed by John
Crowley. Opening March 19. (First & 62nd Cine-
mas, Lincoln Square, and Village Theatre VIL.)
NOL
A coming-of-age film abouta seventeen-year-old boy
growing up in a village alongside a remote fjord in
Iceland. Dagur Kari wrote and directed.In Icelandic.
Opening March 19, (Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.)
TAKING LIVES
In. J. Caruso’sthriller, Angelina Jolie plays an EBL.
profiler who goes to Montreal to help track downa
serial killer With Ethan Hawke, Olivier Martinez,
and Kiefer Sutherland, Opening March 19.
 

FILM NOTES

THE BARBARIAN INVASIONS
Remy(RemyGirard), the plumply boisterous phi-
landerer of Denys Arcand’s 1986 film, “The De-
cline of the American Empire,” is now in his earl
lfc and Grune ch camer Ouebes tore
Hiss investment-banker son, Sébastien (Stéphane
Rousseau)—a svelte, devastatinglyefficient young
man who disapproves of his reprobate father—
shows up from London,arranges for Remy’s com-
fort as best he can, and reassembles the gang of
gabby intellectuals who were Rémy’s friends and
colleaguesin the earlier movie. The hospital room
becomesthe site of an ongoing party: sexual mem-
ories, bawdy jokes, political tirades. and regrets
bang off the walls at all hours. Eventually, the en-
tire group relocates to a house onthe samelake
that wasthesetting for “Decline”; as Rémy grap-
ples with his failures and satisfactions, the movie
shuts up and calms down. Arcand’s film might
be called an idyll of death, and the concluding
scenes, in which Rémy triesto pass something on
to the next generation, are intensely moving. In
French.—David Denby (Reviewed in our issue of

 

  

11/24/03.) (Empire 25, First & 62nd Cinemas,
Lincoln Square, 19th Street East 6, and Sunshine
Cinema.)
DISTANT
An award-winning, pulse-slowing picture from
the Turkish writer and director Nuri Bilge Ceylan.
Itis the tale oftwo relatives, Yusuf (Mehmet Emin
Toprak) and Mahmut (Muzaffer Ozdemir); the
formerhitches a ride from the provinces to Istan-
bul, where he lodges with the latter and tries to
find employment. It must be said that his powers
of initiative,in this respect, are not great, and if he

spenthalf as much time filling in job applications
fe iors carina vite(aides feather Glle ok
snow, he would be earning serious moneywithin
days. The movie, however, profits fromhis strol-
lings, for what intrigues Ceylanis not success, or
good companionship, but thechillydrift of melan:
cholia. The two men never click, and even the cos-
mopolitan Mahmutfinds less comfortin his love
life than in his secret stash of porn. Nobodywill
come outofthis movie singing—you are more likely
to emerge with a scowl, or with the need for a
cigarette—but the sheer cussedness of the proj-
ect has a grace and conviction of its own. In Turk-
ish—Anthony Lane (3/15/04) (CinemaVillage.)
THE DREAMERS
‘An American college student named Matthew (Mi-
chaelPitt) is in Paris in 1968 and soaking up as many
movies as he can. When the governmentcracks down.
on thestate-sponsored Cinémathque Frangaise, he
gets caught up in the demonstrations and meets a
red-bereted beauty named Isabelle (Eva Green) and
her twin brother, Théo (Louis Garrel). The three
argue endlessly about movies and see themselves as
characters playing roles. As they embark onin-
creasingly risqué sexual games, the director, Ber-
tolucci, longs to re-create the moment when film,
politics, and sex mutuallyreinforced each other as
the preoccupations of youth. It’s a saddening nos-
talgia, and the movie, despite its attemptto shock us
with incest and perversities, has anair of inconse-
quence aboutit. The three aren’t makinga revolu-
tionin this hothouse, they're making listless blue
movie. In French and English—D.D.(2/9/04)
(BAM Rose Cinemas, Chelsea Cinemas, Empire 25,
First & 62nd Cinemas, and Sunshine Cinema.)
GOOD BYE, LENIN!

Christiane (Katrin Sass),a saintly East German Com-
munist,falls ito a coma just before the Berlin Wall
comes down, in 1989. When she awakens, her son,
‘Alex (Daniel Brit), creates a kindof ersatz reality
for her—a living museum of Communism—in which
nothing has changed. He gets his cranky sister and a
group of embarrassed neighbors to take part in the
charade, going so far as to work with a filmmaker
buddy on fake news broadcasts about the unending
triumphsofa regimethat no longer exists. This social
satire was directed by Wolfgang Becker, whose back-
ground isin TV, and the movie often plays like a se~
ries of television-comedyskits, some of them funny
andincisive, some larkish and insubstantial. Yet be-
neath the slapstick surfacelies a sombre German
heart: the pointof the fable 1s that Communismin
Germanywas always an ersatz reality—thatfor forty
years Party leaders were creating a large-scale version
Ofthe fiction that Alex creates inhis mother’s bed-
room, In German.—D.D.(3/8/04) (Angelika Film
Center and Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.)
HENRY IV
‘MarcoBellocchio’s 1984 adaptationof Pirandello’s
play about a contemporary Italian aristocrat (Mar-
cello Mastroianni) whoeither believes or pretends
thar he’s the eleventh-century German emperor
Henry IV proves to be handsome,intelligent, and
tame. Bellocchioinitially enlivens things by flashing
back twenty years to a carnivalike celebration
where the aristocratfell from a horse while wearing
a Henry IV costume, apparently triggering a delu-
sion. Scenes from this medieval masquerade flit
through the memory of Matilda (Claudia Cardi-
nale), the woman he then adored, as she travels with
her daughter intothe ersatz monarch’s palatial pri-
vate asylum. That’s where a psychiatrist (Leopoldo
Trieste) hopes to stage an event that will stun Henry
backinto sanity. Butis he insaneor just an extreme
believer in the power of invented identities? The
question doesn’t resonate here as it does in more
abstract stage productions; Bellocchio overempha-
sizes the hero's status as anartist figure and a mar-
tyr, What makes the movie mildly entertaining is
Mastroianni. The film thrives on the actor’s singu-
lar ability (in the words of his mentor, Fellini) to
play someone“both inside and outside thestory.”
In Italian. —MichaelSragow (BAM Rose Cinemas;
March 19.)
HIDALGO
"The supposedlytrue tale of a man, Frank Hopkins,
his horse, Hidalgo, and a three-thousand-mile en-
durance race across the Arabian desert in 1890.
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Viggo Mortensen,late of Middle Earth, gives an old-
fashioned and gently sexyperformance as Hopkins
in this overlong but impressively mounted epic. The
director, Joe Johnston, films the desert landscapes of
Moroccowith panoramic grandeur and wiselygives
Hidalgo, a beautiful mustang, some major closeup
time. And while the storytelling is choppy—the
movieis saddled with a subplot designed to add in
some romance—theracing scenes are terrifically ex-
citing, with plentyof Spielbergian obstacles (sand-
storms, ambushes, quicksand) to keep the Indy
crowd happy.—Bruce Diones (BatteryPark 11,
Chelsea Cinemas, East 86th Street Cinemas, 84th
Street Sixplex, 42nd Street E Walk, Kips Bay Theatre,
34th Street Theatre, Union Square, and Ziegfeld.)
JOURNEY INTO FEAR
Curt yet flaccid, this seventy-minute 1942. adaptation
of Eric Ambler’s famous suspense novel marks the
low point of Orson Welles’s Mercury troupe in Hol-
lywood, Although Welles was working simultane-
ously on his second masterpiece, “The Magnificent
Ambersons,” he still managedtolft ths film’s energy
level with his brief appearances as Colonel Haki, the
chief of the Turkish Secret Police. No one ever did
jaded better than Welles; hefills his line readings
with a unique curdled zest, whether remarking that
an assassin gets a rich fee “and expenses,” or ac-
knowledging that a foul litte ship is carrying asits
cargo “mostly cows.” But Joseph Cotten, who
would play a naive American tremendouslyin “The
Third Man” seven years later, comes off dunder-
headed as the American armsspecialist, who, during
an overnightstay in Istanbul, becomesthe target ts
‘Naziagent. His voice-over narration seems slay
aereenalediekant
his wife (Ruth Warrick),notevenwiththe gorgeous
night-club dancer (Dolores del Rio) whoshares his
escape route. The onethriller coupis the use of
Welles’s rotund real-life business manager, Jack
‘Moss, as a Nazihit man,all the creepier because he
doesn’t say a word. Directed by Norman Foster;
written by Cotten—M.S. (Film Forum; March 17.)

 

 

MONSTER
Toplay Aileen Wuornos,the real-life prostitute and
setial killer who was executed in 2002, Charlize
Theronput onthirty pounds and endured an hour
and a half of attention each shooting dayfrom the
makeupartist Toni G. What's remarkable about the
filmis not just Theron’s transformationinto a half-
mad, beaten-up prostitute, but the disciplined per-
formance that she gives. The actress twitches and
shrugs as ifher tendons were directed by will alone.
She's telling the world to kiss off, yet, inevitably,
she’s reduced to sticking out her thumb onthe high”
wayin search of a paying customer. When a scuzzy
client abuses her, she snaps, empties a revolverinto
his chest, and lets out a war whoop of triumph. The
momentis truly frightening. Theron’sferocity pushes
the materialover the top, but her tenderness—the
flashes of gentleness and vulnerability—retrieves it
fromtabloid exploitation and camp horror—D.D.
(1/26/04) (Battery Park 11, ast 8Sth Street, Empire
25, Kips Bay Theatre, Lincoln Square, 19th Street
East 6, 72nd Street East, 34th Street Theatre, and
Village Theatre VIL.)
OSAMA
The forty-one-year-old writer-director Siddiq Bar
mak, an Afghan film nut who never recovered from
seeing“Lawrenceof Arabia” as a boy, has gifts ofvi
sion and temperament equal tothase of the finest di-
rectors now working. This lovely movie, the first
feature to come out of Afghanistan since the fall of
theTaliban, is about a twelve-year-old girl (Marina
Golbahari) who dresses as a boy in order to get work
and winds up with dozens of prepubescent boys ina
madrassa, where sheis subjected to non-stop Ko-
ranic recitation and bizarre lectures about sex. The
movie is deeply shocking and understated, with an
iconic use of such repeated imagery as the shots of
menslowly keying elaborate locks that pen the
womenup. Thegroups of faceless women in their
Tees ire ee Felpenceei
yuh dhe boys EVThe white tases Wbhiow Ove
theKoran are both beautiful and forbidding. Made

 

for less than fifty thousand dollars (plus free use of
camera and crew), the movieis anoutright miracle,
In Dari and Pashto—D.D.(3/8/04) (BAMRose Cin-
emas, Lincoln Plaza Cinemas, and Union Square.)
THE PASSION OF THE CHRIST
‘Mel Gibson’s bloody re-creationof the last twelve
hours in thelife of Jesus is oneof the cruellest mov-
iesin the historyofthe cinema. Gibson and the screen-
writer Benedict Fitzgerald selected and enhanced in-
cidents from the four Gospels and collated them into
a single, surpassingly violent narrativein which the in-
comparable glories of Jesus’ temperament—thejoy
‘ousness, thebrilliance, the heartstopping eloquence—
Pecineemeeeeor he piel
destruction. Thelashing and flaying, often in slow-
motion, go on forever, and Gibson displays a curious
technical fascination with the details ofcrucifixion—
huge nails being hammered into hands andfeet, with
James Caviezel’s Jesus howling at each blow. Here
and there, the movie has a kind of grim power, and
Caleb Deschanel’s evengray lighting ar the Crucifix-
ion is stunning, butthis is a sickening, unilluminat-
ing, and ignorant show. Thefilmmakers have also
changed in small ways a numberofthings from the
Gospels and ignored what historians know of an-
cient Judea,all with the result of making the Jewish
leaders more, and the Romanleaders less, responsi-
bleforthe death of Jesus. Ifa deeply angryfilm, and
one wonders howbelievers can react toit with any-
thing but guilt, fear, or loathing—D.D. (3/1/04)
(BatteryPark 11, Chelsea West, East 86th Street Cin-
emas, 84th Street Sixplex, Empire 25, Kips Bay The-
atre, MetroTwin, 64th and 2nd, 34th Street’ Theatre,
and UnionSquare.)
THE RECKONING

Adapted from Barry Unsworth’s novel “Morality
Play,” Paul McGuigan’sfilmstrives tobe a brooding
medieval drama.Thefantastic sets and cinematog-
raphy lure the audience into a sobering fourteenth-
century story abouta disgraced priest (Paul Bet-
tany) who, after he joins a band of travelling actors
(headed by Willem Dafoe), tries to solve the murder
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ofa child. The actioncenters on theplay the group
ofactors writesin an attempt to unravelthe crime.
Thefilm begins promisingly, and Bettany provides
another outstanding performance, butit bogs down
whenthe focus shifts toward the making of the
play rather than concentrating onthe mystery it
self-—B.D.(Angelika Film Center andFirst 8 62nd
Cinemas.)
THE RETURN
‘Thisfirst feature by Andrei Zvyagintsey has thestar
tling, irrepressible quality of the best debuts. A pair
of brothers. young Ivan (Ivan Dobronravov) and the
teen-age Andrey (Vladimir Garin), live peacefully in
a fatherless householdin a brackish backwater of
whatused to bethe Soviet Union.In the midst of an
idle summer, their father (Konstantin Lavronenko)
turnsup from nowhere and starts, with minimum
benevolence, to reéstablishhis authority. Andrey re-
sponds well to such tyranny, while Ivan, a mother's
boy, glowers at the treacherousinterloper. Most of
thefilm takes place on fishing trip, which ripples
with threat and thrill alike; know that it cannot
end well for father andsons, but we hardly dare to
wonder what form the calamity will take. Zvyagint
sev gets formidable concentrationfrom his youthful
actors, and his storytelling moves withthe simplic
ity—calm,chiselled, and suggestive—ofa fable. In

.L, (3/15/04) (CinemaVillage andLin-
inemas,)

STARSKY & HUTCH

The comedic teammates Owen Wilson and Ben
Stiller send up oneof the hallmark buddy-cop
shows of the seventies. This wasa fresh idea nine
years ago whenSpike Jonze and theBeastie Boys
did it in the video for “Sabotage”; five minutes of
ridiculous rooftop jumps andfreeze-frame double
takes are aboutall you need before the jokegets
old, Still, WilsonandStiller have an appealing, ca-
sual chemistry(as theydid in “Zoolander”), and
someofthe scenes go in unexpecteddirections. For
period detail, the 1974 Ford Gran ‘Torinotakes
Center stage, but cheers tothe prop master who

     

  

  

  

appreciation runs much deeper than its beautiful lines. This is a Mercedes-Benz. A machine

door. You feel it in a sharp turnon a back road. You sense it inyour heart as you carry your family

true beauty. Call 1+-800-FOR-MERCEDES,or visit MBUSA.com. The E-Class. Unlike any other.

found the vintage rubber shngshot. Directed by
ToddPhillips, who can’t get enough of seventies
television: his next announced project is an adap-
tationof “TheSix Million Dollar Man.” —Michael
Agger (/Astor Plaza, Battery Park 11, Chelsea Cin-
emas, Cinema 1, 42nd Street E Walk, Kips Bay
Theatre, Lincoln Square, OrpheumVII, 34th Street
‘Theatre, and Union Square.)
THE STRANGER

The only conventionally made narrative film that
OrsonWelles ever directed. He undertook it, ap-
parently,in order to prove that he couldstay on a
schedule and makethe same sort of movies that
other directors did; he has said that thereis noth-
ing ofhimselfin it, and that it’s his “worst” pic-
ture, What he meant was, probably, that it’s im
personal—thatit has little of the specific Wellesian
moviemakingexcitement. It’sa smooth, proficient,
somewhat languorousthriller, handsomely shot
(by Russell Metty), with some showy long takes.
It’s quite watchable, but the script (by Anthony
Veiller and, though uncredited, John Huston) is
clever ina shallow way: the people need more di
mensions. Edward G. Robinson plays an F.
war-crimes investigator on the trail of Nazi arch:
criminal(Welles) whohas taken a false identity
andis living in a small town in Connecticut, teach-
ing in aprep school; his wife (Loretta Young)
knowsnothing of his past. The small-town details
are entertaining, especially the scenes involving
Billy House as the canny, fat drugstore proprietor,
and Welles introduces some baroque touches and
a garish finale. His performance is so flagrantly,

yishly unconvincing—the Nazi seems preoccu-
pied by his evil supermanthoughts—thatit’ rather
amusing. Originally released in 1946.—Pauline
Kael (Film Forum; March 19-22.)
TOUCHING THE VOID
Kevin Macdonald's newfilmis a dismaying docu:
mentary accountof what happenedon theside of
a mountainin 1985. Two young British climbers,
Joe Simpson and SimonYates, ascended the west

   

  

  

  

  

 

  

  

 

  

anu

face of Siula Grande, in the Peruvian Andes, and
then begantheir descent. Simpsonslipped and in-
jured his leg, thenfell again,this time off thebrink
of a ridge. He was hangingfromthe end of a rope;
at the other end,sliding fast, was Yates, who cut
theropeto save himself. You come out of the movie
arguing hotly—as Macdonald wants youto do-
aboutthe rights and wrongs of that dire moment,
and musingon thefact thar Simpsonsurvived his
ordeal. Thetwo men tell their story with a sang.
froid verging on the comical, intercut with a dra
matic reconstructionofthe climb itself, The cine-
matography,all vertiginous horror and beauty, is

     

tion to stay, atall costs, on thelevel.
(Empire 25, Lincoln Plaza Cinemas, and Sunshine
Ginema.)

ALL, (1/19/04)

 

ALSO PLAYING

BROKEN WINGS
Lincoln Plaza Cinemas and QuadCinema.
THE FOG OF WAR
Angelika Film Center, BAMRoseCinemas,
Empire 25, 62nd & Broadway, and Sutton 1 and 2.
KITCHEN STORIES

Lincoln Plaza CinemasandVillage East Cinemas
SECRET WINDOW
Bartery Park 11, Beckman, 42nd Street EW
KipsBay Theatre, Lincoln Square, 19th Street
East 6, Orpheum VII, 34th Street Theatre, and
Village Theatre VI.
SPARTAN

East 86th Street Cinemas, Empire 25, Kips Bay
Theatre, Lincoln Square, 19th Street East 6, 64th
and 2nd, and Village Theatre VII.
WILBUR WANTS TO KILL HIMSELF
Angelika Film Center and Lincoln
Plaza Cinemas.

   

  
 

  



 

THEATRE ADDRESSES

Unless noted,call 212-777-FILM for showtimes.

Angelika Film Center, 18 W, Houston St.
AstorPlaza, 44th St. at Broadway.
Battery Park 11, West St. at Vesey St.
Beekman, Second Ave. at 66thSt.
Chelsea Cinemas, 260 W. 23rd St.
Chelsea West, 333 W. 23rd St.
Cinema Classics, 332 E. 11th St. (212-677-6309).
Cinemas 1, 2, and 3, Third Ave. at 60th St.
CinemaVillage, 22 E. 12th St. (212-924-3363).
East 86thStreet Cinemas, Third Ave. at 86th St.
84th StreetSixplex, Broadway at 84th St.
Empire 25, on 42nd St. near Eighth Ave.

(212-398-3939).
First & 62nd Cinemas, 400 E. 62nd St.
42ndStreet E Walk, 42nd St. near Eighth Ave.
Kips Bay Theatre, Second Ave.at 32nd St.
Lincoln Plaza Cinemas, Broadwayat 63rd St.

(212-757-2280).
Lincoln Square, Broadwayat 68th St.
MetroTwin, Broadwayat 99th St.
New York Twin, Second Ave. at 66th St.
19thStreet East 6, Broadwayat L9th St.
OrpheumVII, Third Ave. at 86thSt.
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. 62nd St.
Sunshine Cinema, 139-143 E. HoustonSt.
Sutton 1 and 2, Third Ave. at 57th St.
34th StreetTheatre, 312 W. 34th St.
Union Square, Broadwayat 13th St.
Village East Cinemas, Second Ave. at 12th St.
Village Theatre VII, Third Ave. at 11th St.
Ziegfeld, 141 W. S4thSt.

     

 

 

REVIVALS, CLASSICS, ETC.

Titles with a dagger are reviewed above.
AMERICAN MUSEUM OF THE MOVING IMAGE
35thAve. at 36th St., Astoria (718-784-0077}—
World-cinema Fridays. March 19 at 7:30: “Pa
sages Through Paradise”(2003, Yannis Lambrou;
in Greek). ¢ Through March28: A Lars Von Triet
retrospective. March 20 at 1:30: “Epidemic” (1987;
in Danish and English). # March 20 ar 4: “The
Kingdom,Episodes 1 and 2” (1994; in Danish
and Swedish). # March 20at 6:30: “The Kingdom,
Episodes 3 and 4” (1994;in Danish and Swed"
ish). # March 21 at 1:30: “Medea” (1988; in Da
ash). # March 21 at 3:30: “The Kingdom Il, E
sodes 1 and 2” (1997;in Danish and Swedish). +
March21 at 6:30: “The KingdomIl, Episodes 3
and 4”(1997; in Danish and Swedish),
ANTHOLOGY FILM ARCHIVES

32 Second Ave.. at 2nd (212-50S-5110)—
‘Through March 23: The films of Jon Moritsugu.
March 17-19 and March 22 at 7:30, March 20-21
at 5:30 and 7:30, and March 23 at 7:30 and 9:30:
“Scumrock” (2002). # March 17 at 9:30: Shorts
program. # March 18 at 9:30: “Terminal U.S.A.”
(1993). # March 19 at 9:30: “Mod Fuck Explo-
sion” (1995). # March 20at 9:30: “Fame Whore”
(1997). # March 21 at 9:30: “My Degenera-
tion” (1990). # March 22 at 9:30: “HippyPorn”
(1991). # Films presented byThe Onion. March18
at 8: “Session 9” (2001, Brad Anderson). ¢
‘Through March 21: A Craig Baldwin retrospec-
tive. March 19 at 7 and March20 at 9: “Rock-
etkitkongokit” (1986) and “Tribulation99: Alien
Anomalies Under America” (1991), March 19 at
9 and March 21 at 6: “Wild Gunman” (1978)
and “Sonic Outlaws” (1995). # March 20 at 7 and
March 21 at 8: “jO No Coronado!”(1992) and
“Spectres of the Spectrum” (2000).
BAM ROSE CINEMAS
30Lafayette Ave., Brooklyn (718-777-3456}—
“Cinema Tropical.” March 17 at 4:30, 6:50, and
9:10: “Momentos” (1981, Maria Luisa Bemberg; in
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Spanish). ¢ Repertory favorites. March18 at 7:30:
“The Adventures of Prince Achmed” (1926, Lotte
Reiger; silent) # A tribute to the director Marco
Bellocchio, March 19 at 2, 4:30, 6:50, and 9:10:
“Henry IV”(t). March 20-21at 2, 4:30, 6:50, and
9:10: “My Mother's Smile”(2002; in Iralian), # Brit-
ish horrorfilms, March22 at 4:30, 6:50,and9:   
“The Revenge of Frankenstein” (1958, Tere:

“TheFisher). # March 23 at 4:30, 6:50, and
Creeping Flesh”(1973, Freddie Francis),
FILM FORUM
W. HoustonSt. west of Sixth Ave.
8110)—Through April 15: An Orson
spective. March 17 at 2, 5:30, and 9: “Journey
IntoFear” (t). # March 17 at 3:30and 7: “Black

 

   
 

“The Lady Without Camelias” (1953, Michelan-
gelo Antonioni; inItalian). ¢ Through March 2
“Pacific Street Films: 35th Anniversary Salute.
March 19at 6:30: “Red Squad” (1971, Howard
Blatt, StevenFischler, etal.) and two other doc
mentaries. # March 19 at 9 and March 23 at
“The Other Half Revisited: The Legacy of Jacob
Riis” (1989, Fischler et and “From Swastika
to Jim Crow” (2000, Lori Cheatle). # March 20-
21 at A two-day screening of Peter Watkins's
fourteen-and-a-half-hour meditation on nuclear
catastrophe, “The Journey: A Film for Peace”
(1984-1987), # March 22 at Short films from inter-
national festivals. # March 22 at8:30: “Dieter Roth”
(2003, Edith Jud; in GermanandEnglish).

   

 

  

  

Tomas Lemarquis in the Icelandicdrama “Noi,”openingMarch 19.

Magic” (1949, Gregory Ratoff). # March 19-22 at
1, 4:35, and 8:10: “The Stranger” (t). # March 19-
22 at 2:50, 6:25, and 10: “The Lady from Shang-
hai” (1948, Orson Welles). # March23 at 1:30,
5:30, and 9:30: “The Southern Star” (1969, Sidney
Hayers). # March 23at3:30 and 7:30: “House of
Cards” (1969, John Guillerman). ¢ Through April
8: Columbia 3-D Thursdays, March 18 at 1:40,
5:20, and 9; “TheStranger Wore Gun” (1953,
‘André de Toth). # March 18 at and 7:15:
“The Nebraskan” (1953, Fred F. Sears).
FLORENCE GOULD HALL

$5E.59th St. (212-355-6160)—Through March
30: A tribute to the Frenchstudio Pathé. March 23
at 12:30, 3:30, 6:30, and 9: “Deadlier Than the
Male” (1955, julien Duvivier; in French).
GRAMERCY THEATRE

127 E. 23rd St. (212-777-4900)—Recentacquisi-
tions. March {7 at 4: “The Band Wagon”(1953,
Vincente Minnelli). ¢ March 18 at 2: “Famil
Nest” (1977, Béla Tarr; in Hungarian). # March
18 at 4:15: “An-Magritt” (1969, Arne Skouensin
Norwegian). ¢ March 18 at 6:30: “Benjamin
Smoke” (2001, Jem Cohen andPeter Sillen). #
March 18 at 8:30 and March 19 at 2: “The
Cooler” (2003, Wayne Kramer). # March 19 at 4:

  

 

  

 

 

 

    

SUNSHINE CINEMA

139-143 E. HoustonSt. (212-358-0573)—Mid-
night movies. March 19-20: “Blazing Saddles”
(1974, Mel Brooks).
THALIA THEATRE
Symphony Space, Broadway at 95thSt. (212-
864-5400)—March21 at 2, 4, 6, and 8: “Modern
Times”(1936, Charles Chaplin).
WALTER READE THEATRE
Lincoln Center (212-875-5600)—Through March
21: “Rendez-Vouswith French Cinema.” All films
are in French, March17 at 1 and 6:30 and March
20 at 1:30: “Grande Ecole” (2004, Robert Salis). #
March 17 at 3:30: “WhoKilled Bambi?” (2003,
Gilles Marchand). ¢ March17 at 9 and March 18
at 6:15; “Time of the Wolf” (2003, Michael
Haneke). ¢ March 18 at L, March 20at 4:10, and
March 21 at 4:30: “Feelings” (2603, Noemie
Lvovsky). # March 18 at 3:15 and 9 and March 19

“The Cost of Living” (2003, Philippe le
).¢ March19 at 1 and 6:15 and March 20 at

:30: “Not on theLips” (2003, Alain Resnais). #
March 19 at 3:45 and March 21 at 7: “Chou-
chou” (2003, Merzak Allouache). # March 20 at
6:30 and March 21 at 9: “Twentynine Palms”
(2003, Bruno Dumont).
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Broadway home— The BiltmoreTheatre— or theirOff-Broadway home at City Center to see SharpAQUOS”Liquid Crystal Television.

   

     

THE STAGEIS SETFOR A

THRILLING SPRING SEASON.
THREE DAZZLING PREMIERES.

Laura Linneywill star on Broadwayin Sight Unseen,
by Donald Margeties;directed by Daniel Sullivan,

oO

SARAH, SARAH
by DANIEL GOLDFARB
with Andrew Katz, Richard Masur,

Lori Prince, J.Smith-Cameron
Directed by MARK NELSON
WORLD PREMIERE

Anew comedyaboutthe people whoraise us
andthefamilies wecreate,

‘Preser with ATET:Onstage®, Ss.i Theatre Communicators croup ATT

MARCH11 TO JUNE 6
City CenterStage Il
Call CityTix at 212.5811212/877 5811212

BETWEEN US
byJOE HORTUA
with Kate Jennings Grant, David Harbour,

DaphneRubin-Vega, Bradley White
Directed by CHRISTOPHER ASHLEY
WORLD PREMIERE

BetweenUs explores the ways we change,the
compromises we make,and the price we pay for
ourlife choices.

APRIL 1 TO MAY 30
City CenterStage |
Call CityTix at 212.5811212/877.5811212

SIGHT UNSEEN
by DONALD MARGULIES
with ByronJennings, Laura Linney,

Ana Reeder, Ben Shenkman
Directed by DANIEL SULLIVAN
BROADWAYPREMIERE

From the Pulitzer Prize-winning author of Dinner.
With Friends and Collected Stories comesthis

acclaimed drama.

MAY6 TO JULY 11
Biltmore Theatre
Call Telecharge.com at
212.239.6200/800.432.7250

Hie
MANHATTAN
THEATRE CLUB
BILTMORE THEATRE
CITY CENTER STAGE 1&II
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

COMMENT
VICE SQUADS

 

oodness,thatwas exciting, wasn’t it?
Wehave a nominee! Two of them,

in fact: a Democrat, John Kerry, and a
Republican, George W. Bush. Andit
didn'ttake all that long—noteveneight
weeks from theeve of the lowa caucuses,
when Howard Dean was onthecover of
Timesthe all but inevitable Democratic
standard-bearer, till March 3rd, the day
after SuperTuesday,when Senator Kerry's
last serious rival,John Edwards, dropped
out. Of course, the candidates and their
entourageshad been at it longer, anywhere
from coupleofyears to lifetime. But for
normal people the Presidential semifinal
roundwasshort, stimulating, and(to the
extent possible in a political era as fraught
with dread andloathing as this one) fun.

All right, what happens now? What
happens nowis a general-election cam-
paign thatlasts eight months. No one
would planit that way, and no onedid.
America’s outlandish methodofpicking

= Presidentsis the product of haphazard
historical accretions, two-hundred-plus-

2 year-old constitutional compromises,
& ever-shifting political improvisations,
§ shortsighted partisan schemings, and in-

terstate jostlingsfor influence. (Thanks
to that last factor, the date of the New

Hampshire primary has migrated from

sAC
HTE

{W
US
TR
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N

the second Tuesday in March to the
fourth Tuesday in January.) Fortunately
for the stability and sanity of theplanet,
there is nothinglike it anywhere else.

By contrast, our system of picking
Vice-Presidents is simplicity itself, The
Presidential candidate, once his own
nominationis in the bag,picks a name.
That's it. The role of therest of us is
to speculate. And this year, given that
the Democratic Conventionis still four
monthsdown theroad, Vice-Presidential
speculationlooks like being an invaluable
time-filler. Anybodycan play this game.
So let’s get started: Who's it goingto be?
Edwards? Dick Gephardt? Bill Richard-
son? Bob Graham? Wesley Clark? If your

 

guess is on thatlist, then yourguess is as.
good as anybody's,includingtheinsiders’:
those were thetop five names in National
Journal's pre-SuperTuesday“Democratic
Insiders Poll.” NationalJournal, a Wash-
ington weekly, is so inside that a sub-
scriptioncosts seventeen hundreddollars
ayear. Theinsiders it polled, somefifty of
them,are so inside that their names are

unfamiliar even to obsessive readers of
political news. (Can youidentifyTammy
Baldwin,Eric Eve, BobSlagle, and Mike
Veon? Then you're an insider yourself.)
Bythetimeoflast week’s Insiders Poll,
TomVilsack, the governor of Iowa, had
displaced Clark. Bubbling underthe top
five were Senators Evan Bayh,of Indi-
ana, Bill Nelson, of Florida, and John
Breaux, of Louisiana. And,fartherdown,
Hillary Clinton, of NewYork.

Thejobis no longera joke, whichis
whatitwas formost of Americanhistory.
“Mycountry,” complainedits first occu-
pant,John Adams,“has in itswisdom con-

trived for methe mostinsignificantoffice
thatever the invention of man contrived
or his imagination conceived.”A century
orsolater, Woodrow Wilson chimedin,
“Thechief embarrassmentin describing
it is thatin saying howlittle there is to
be said aboutit one has evidently said
all that there is to say.” In “OF Thee I
Sing,”the 1931 Broadwayhit musical by
George 8. Kaufman, Morrie Ryskind,
and George andIra Gershwin,the Vice-
Presidential character is played forlaughs.
‘Thepartybosseswho nominate himcan’t
rememberhis name(thoughit’s close to
unforgettable: Alexander Throttlebot-
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tom), and hehasto join a tour group to
get inside the White House.

It took the invention oftelevision
for politicians to realize that the Vice-
Presidency was worth a great deal more
than what John Nance Garner,thefirst
of F-D.R.’s three No.2s,is famously said
to have comparedit to, “a bucket ofwarm
spit.” (Famously but incorrectly: Gar-
ner said a bucket of warm piss, which,

though unquotable in the family news-
papers ofhis day, makes more sense from
the heat-retention angle.) The Vice-
Presidency is a much, much better job

than it was in the old days. Back then,
you drowsed through endless sessions of
the Senate,lived in a flyspecked boarding
house on a muddystreet, and nursed your
resentments. Now you get a mansion, a
staff, and a plane worthyof a Saudi arms
merchant. And,if you like undisclosed
locations,no longer have detectable Pres-
idential ambitions ofyourown, andserve
acallow Presidentsoin thrall to you that
when you headed his Vice-Presidential
search committee you felt free to find
yourself, you can end up achieving total
world domination.

Thebiggest reason people wantto be
Vice-President, though,is thatit has be-
come the royal road to the Presidency,
even if one’s boss remains in perfect
health. After Adams and Thomas Jef
ferson, during the republic’s first two
centuries the only person ever to win a
Presidential election while serving as
Vice-President was Martin Van Buren,
in 1836. (It didn’t happen again until
1988,when George H.W. Bush wonthe
election. Andit happened a third timein
2000, when George W. Bush didn’t.) In
the modern era, being Vice-President
gets you unparalleled namerecognition
and fund-raising clout. Four out of the
last eight Presidents were ex-Veeps, only
one of whom ascended on account of
his predecessor's death.

Soit matters whogets the nod. The
star of last week’s speculation was Sena-
tor John McCain, Republican of Ari-
zona and probably the most popular
politician in America. “John Kerry is a
very close friend of mine,” McCainsaid
coyly on “Good Morning America,” on
ABC. “Obviously, I would entertainit.”
Democratic operatives started calling
each otherexcitedly. With McCain on
theticket, Kerry would lose some votes

to Ralph Nader, but he'd pick up many
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more on theother end. Thefrissons sub-
sided that afternoon,when McCainsent
his spokesmanoutto say firmly, “Sena-
tor McCain will not be a candidate for
Vice-President in 2004.” Evenso, the
idea is not completely outlandish.“It’s
impossible to imagine the Democratic
Party seeking a pro-life, free-trading,
nonprotectionist deficit hawk,” McCain
added on “G.M.A.” It was an interesting
choice of issues for him to mention.
Kerry, after all, no doubt thinks of him-

self as a believer in free trade (within
limits) and an opponentofprotection-
ism (as opposedto “fairness,” say); and
being personallypro-life does not neces-
sarily require being anti-choice. McCain
has longrecordas a conservative, anda
switch would be the biggest flip-flop
since the Road to Damascus.Still, nearly

every timehe thinks hard aboutan issue
these days he ends up on the moderate-
to-liberal side. So don't dismiss the no-
tion outof hand.Itjust might. . .

More to comeon the Vice-Presidency,
right after these messages(insert ten
million dollars’ worth of negative at-
tack ads here).

—Hendrik Hertzberg

HIGHER LEARNING
MAHARISHI PREP

 

Bz Pollack is a preternaturallyself-
possessed eleventh grader from Fair-

field, Iowa, whois considering a career in
public relations, because,hesays,“I love
speaking to people about whatI feel, and
whatI believe in.” Such a misapprehen-
sion of the publicist’s usual relationship
tosincerity will not get young Pollack
very far at some of New York City’s
better-known public-relations establish-
ments; butit stood him in goodstead last
week when he wasflown into town to
appearat a press conference advocating
the use of Transcendental Meditation
among schoolkids. Pollack has been a
practitioner of Transcendental Medita-
tion since he was ten years old, and he,

along with a handful of other junior
meditators,had been draftedby theNew
York Committeefor Stress-Free Schools
to demonstrate just how fantastically

healthful andhelpful a state ofwhat was
described as “restful alertness” could be
for the city’s teen-agers—who,NewYork
parents will have observed, are more typ-
ically pronetoa state ofrestless lethargy.

Thepress conference includedtesti-
monyfrom a variety of educators and
scientists touting the virtues of TM:
Gary Kaplan, thedirectorofclinical neu-
rophysiology at North Shore University
Hospital, on LongIsland, spoke of the
“coherence ofactivity between the hemi-
spheres andthefront and the back of the
brain,” while Jane Roman Pitt, a senior
fellow at the Institute of Science, Tech-
nology and Public Policy, in Fairfield,
Towa, described benefits more easily

comprehendedbya layperson.“To walk
into a room andsee a hundred middle-
school students in a state of silence—
deep, pure silence that you can feel as
well as hear—is wonderful,”shesaid.

‘Thehighlightof the morning, though,
was the demonstration by Pollack and
half a dozen ofhis peers, who, on com-
mand,folded their hands in their laps,
shut their eyes, and did a few minutes’
worth of meditation in their chairs. All of
them appeared immediatelyto achieve a
state of restful alertness—exceptfor one
small boy who kept rubbing behindhis
eyeglasses and snatching quick squints at
three TV cameramen who werecircling
the meditators, shining brightlights in
their faces and trying to eke some B-roll
dynamism outof the scene.

Afterward, the schoolkids attested
to the transformative powers ofTM—
which, if their testimony wasto be be-
lieved, was a treatmentnotjustfor stress

butfor the traumasof adolescenceitself:
Riva Winningham,an eleventh-grade
student from the Maharishi School
of the Age of Enlightenment, a high
school named for the founder of TM,
in Fairfield, Iowa(also the location of
the Maharishi University of Manage-
ment, which offers a curriculum based
on “Higher Consciousness and Profes~
sional Excellence”), said that after she
took up meditation her grade-point av-
erage increased substantially. Sixteen-
year-old Leala Omansky, whois a stu-
dent at Lawrence Woodmere Academy,
on Long Island,said thatTM “makes you

more relaxed and,I have tosay, friendly—
youjust attract people.” Omansky’s facil-
ity for attracting people may also have
had something to do with the fact that,



with long darkhair and perfect skin and
shining eyes, she was transcendently
pretty and uncannily composed,as if she
‘were aboutto applynotfor college but for
ajob on the “Today” show.

Ben Pollack, also of the Maharishi
School,who wore a gold mezuzah around
his neck anda beatific look on his face,
likewisetestified to meditation’s amelio-
rative effects on the usual unpleasant-
nesses of teen-agerdom.TMgotrid of
cliques—‘T usedto haveveryfew friends,
but at this school everyoneis friends with
everyone,” he said—and homework-
induced exhaustion. At the suggestion
that one waytoreducestress in students
mightjust be to cut down on thesize of
homework assignments,Pollack said,
“Transcendental Meditation makes my
thinking clearer, so nowI cangetthrough
any amount of homework. I can dofive
hours if I need to.” While Pollack al-
lowed thatTMcould notactually elimi-
nate acne,he pointed outthat it had been

shown to have physiological benefits,
such as reducing high blood pressure.

AndPollack showedanability to stay

 
on message which boded verywell for his
future career. Hadthetelevision-camera
lights presented any obstacle to his
achieving meditative transcendence dur-
ing the demonstration,earlier? On the

contrary. “I didn’t even feel the cameras
around me,”hesaid. “Infact,it felt more

like an innerlight thanan outerlight.”
—Rebecca Mead

DEPT. OF HOOPLA
REAL BOHEMIANS

e.g
wi

he othernight, at the National Arts
Club, a couple ofhundred admirers

ofthe poetJane Mayhall gottogether for
a reading from her work. (Her previous
book came out in 1973; her new book,
“Sleeping Late on Judgment Day,” has
just been published by Knopf.) There
were friends from Black Mountain, the
experimental college in North Carolina,
which Mayhall attended from 1937 to
1939; neighbors from the ten or twelve
apartmentsthatshe had rented over the
years in the Village; writers andartists
whose work she and herlate husband,
Leslie George Katz, had published at
the Eakins Press; set designers; ballet
people; poets; musicians; photographers;
psychologists; and professors. Harvey
Simmonds, who helped assemble the
press’s authoritative catalogue of Balan-
chine’s works, was there. He met May-
hall and Katz at May Swenson’s house on
Perry Streetin 1966;he is nowa Cister-
cian (Trappist) monk known as Brother
Benedict. “Trappists are enclosed,” he
said.“It’s very unusual that I’m here to-
night.” His monastery, in Virginia, makes
fruitcake and creamed honey—‘twenty-
five thousand fruitcakes a year.” Mary
Brett Daniels, a petite woman who met
Mayhall at Black Mountain, came up
from Philadelphia. “She wrote a poem
for our wedding,” Daniels said. “‘Neal
and Mary, mayyou be/ gayas poets on a
spree.’ Leslie and Jane were the real bo-
hemians—wehadchildren.” She added,
“There's Elizabeth Pollet-—she was mar-
ried to Delmore Schwartz.”

As the reading began, Daniels scooted
a chair next to Mayhall, who wassitting
in the front row. Ned Rorem, whois
known for his musical settings of Yeats,
Auden,Bishop, Crane, and manyothers,
read a poem—hesaid it was thefirst
time he'd read poetry in public. Ned
O'Gorman,a poet and headmaster, also
read, saying thatMayhall reminded him
of “Louise Bogan,whom I adored, and
of Sappho.” Mayhall, whose poems
are wry and forthright, listened atten-
tively, smiling faintly every now and

again. After everyoneelse hadfinished,

she read a poem herself.
The next afternoon, Mayhall was in

her apartment, on West Sixty-seventh
Street, where she and Katz moved in
1976. The apartmentstill houses the of-
fices of the Eakins Press, which was
foundedin 1966, with someof the pro-
ceeds fromthe sale of a collection of
Thomas Eakins paintings owned by
Katz’s father. Mayhall was wearing a
lavender blouse andhada yellowpencil
tucked behind herear. Furniture and
books were scattered aroundthelarge liv-
ing room,andpaintpeeled in voluminous
curls from the double-heightceilings.

“Myfamily came to Appalachia dur-
ing theIrish potato famine,”she said.“I
got a lot from my mother andfather’s
farm intonation. Theysaid things back-
wards, Itwas a rich language—crackers.”
Mayhall was bornin Louisville in 1918,
and met Katz at Black Mountain. “My
weddingdresscost five dollars. It was a
little blue-and-white polka-dotprint.
Wedidn’t have any big American ideas
aboutlove and marriage. We thoughtit
‘was so corytolive together and have
families.” In “Notesfor a Sixtieth Wed-
ding Anniversary,” from the newcollec-
tion, Mayhall describes the simple ser-
vice, in a parish house: “ThecakeI recall

was Tastee brand.” In a concession to
their families, she converted to Judaism
and he becamea Baptist.

After Katz died, in 1997, Mayhall
began writing with astonishing fluency—
sometimesthree or four poemsa day. “I
think it must happentoa lot of people
thatthey really fall in love when some-
oneis dying,” shesaid. “You see whatthe
quality oflife is, and how desperate and
terrible andreal andtrueitis. Most peo-
ple say, ‘Oh well, you've gotto get overit.”
I don't wantto getover death. My writ-
ing this book wastryingto keep hold of
Leslie. Itwasa dailywayto speak to him
and about him.”

Shegestured aroundthe room,point-
ing out landmarks from the poems.
“That's ‘Thecornerin the apartmentthat
puts meto sleep’—where the TV is,
naturally. There’s the ‘Altar’ "—a table
piled with Eakins Press books (Carl van

Vechten’s Harlem photographs, Conrad
Aiken’s poems,a facsimile of the 1855
edition of “Leaves of Grass”), a sculpture
by Gaston Lachaise, anda life mask of
Abraham Lincoln, given to Katz byLin-

THE NEW YORKER, MARCH 22, 2004 35



coln Kirstein, their close friend, who

founded NewYork City Ballet.
“Wehad remarkablelives, Leslie and

Idid. Myfirst year at BlackMountain,I
was walking down a countryroad, and
coming around the bend was very fa-
mousperson. I knew instantly thatit
was Einstein.I thought, Life is going to
belike this. Hesaid,‘Guten morgen,and
I said, ‘Guten morgen.’ Thatnight, there
was a hot-dogparty for Einstein, and the
physics teacher interviewed him. He
said, ‘Mr. Einstein, which is the most
important, art or science?’ Einstein said,
‘No doubt aboutit in my mind,it’s art.
Art must always comefirst, art and feel-
ing.’ Life had this quality. I thought,If
I'm starting with Einstein, where will
it go? It wasa feeling that everyone was
together and was going to do the best
thing.It wasjust beingalive.”

Several congratulatory bouquets were
lined up on the dining-roomtable. “I’m
not a flower person,” Mayhall said. “I
prefer hot dogs.”

—Dana Goodyear

THE BEAT
MAN BLAMES DOG

 

PY the poor dog. In this time
of heightened fear—of drugs, of

bombs, ofthe things we humans might
do to one another—man increasingly
asks so much of him. Last week, dog
crewspatrolledNew York's subway tun-
nels, while along our borders new grad-
uates of the Canine Enforcement Train-
ing Center—Belgian Malinois, German
shepherds, Labrador retrievers—were
out sniffing, in numbers andlocations
notto bedisclosed, for chemical weap-
ons. In return, man hashadlittle to ofter
but gratitude. And these days even the
gratitude seems to be in short supply.
Last Monday’s newsof a Hell’s Kitchen
night-club drug sting was noteworthy,
notleast because of the revelation that
the offending club, Sound Factory, had
been busted before, and had been al-
lowed to remain open on the condition
that, among other things, it employ a
dog to do whatits human owners, out of

common business sense, wouldn’t do:
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turn awayseventy per centof their po-
tential customers—theportion of club-
goers, on an averagenight, whoare drug
users, accordingto police estimates.

In a triumphantpress conference,
Police Commissioner Ray Kelly an-
nouncedthatatthe timeofthis most re-
cent raid SoundFactory's supposed de-
tector dog had been foundto be“asleep
on thejob,as usual,” while transactions
for Ecstasy, cocaine, and other narcotics

were conducted inside.
“The dog hasn't beenarrested,” Ken-

neth Aronson, SoundFactory's attorney,
was quick to pointout. (The club owner
andtwo associates have been.) Butin the
court of public opinion the pooch was as
good asguilty, its reputation in the scent-
detection community shot.

“T was very upset aboutthat,” Ste-
phanie Kramer, the culprit’s personal
handler, said late last week. “I e-mailed
the Commissioner about whathesaid.
‘Thatwasan unfair statement.” Krameris
a franchiseeof Interquest Detection Ca-
nines, “the nation’s oldest andlargest ca-
ninedetection and drug dog firm.” She
said the dog’s nameis Fanta. Fantais
a she, a seven-year-old black Labrador

of Eastern European descent. She has
been “doing drugs”for a year anda half,
eversince she completedher training,in
Texas. Shelives with Kramerin eastern
Pennsylvania, about an houranda half’s
drive from Sound Factory. She does most
of her scent work at schools andoffices.

“You have to understand, the club
wasso slow that night,” Kramer ex-
plained. “There was something going
on—a big party in Miami, I think—so
there were maybe two hundred people
inside.” (Keep in mind that Sound Fac-
tory hasfour floors and thirty thousand
square feet.) “They started the raid at
aboutsix in the morning,” Kramer con-
tinued. By then, Fanta had already been

onthejob forfive hours, on top of the
long commute.“So,yeah,she was sleep-
ing. There’s nothingfor her to do. Am I
supposedto tell her to standat attention?
I can't explain to her that she muststay
awakefor no reason.”

And, anyway, “an adult dog sleeps
seventy per centof the time,” Kenneth
Aronson,the attorney, said.

Fanta’s job, it turns out, was not to
sniff people (thatwas upto the bouncers)
butto sniff their bags. “Wehad a couple
alerts that turned outto be residual

odors,” Kramer said,reflecting on Fanta’s

year ofservice with theclub. (Kramer has
not beenpaid for the nightofthe sting,
and wants her seven hundred andfifty
dollars.) But Fanta, for whatever reason,
never found any drugs whilestationed at
this alleged “stash house.” Which does
raise questions aboutherefficacy.

Kramerreports that, the same week

 

Fanta

Fantagot caught snoozing,she foundsix
hundred dollars’ worth of marijuana in
the parkinglot of a high school in Penn-
sylvania. But Fanta is unable to recog-
nize the scents of GHB(the so-called
date-rape drug) or ketamine(Special K),
and whenit comesto Ecstasy “there has
to be quitea lotofit, because she only
smells the methamphetaminetraces.”
(“You and I gointo someone’s home and
they're preparing beef stew—we smell
beef stew,” Steve Browand, a drug-dog

expert with the NewYork Security Ser-
vice Group, explained. “The dog goes
in, he recognizesthe beef, he recognizes
the carrots, he recognizes the peas, he

recognizes the potatoes. He separates
the ingredients.”) Potis not exactly the
chief concern ofthe nightlife police.

“An importantfunction of the dogis
as moreofa deterrent,” Aronsonsaid.“If
people sce a drug-smelling dog, they
turn around and they get rid of what
they have. Theyputit backin their car,
or they throwit down the sewer. Or
maybe they take it.” And then, suffi-
ciently giddy, perhaps theyreturn to the
line andgreetthe dog with affection.

“Mostpeople wanted to pet her,”
Kramersaid. “She rolls right over on
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her back and you could rub herbelly.”
In the end, Fanta was probably not

therightgal for thejob, but “to me,she’s
a gooddog,” Kramersaid.

—BenMcGrath

DEPT. OF DINING
AFTERTASTE

 

nelast lunch at La Céte Basque.
Theclassic, famousold restaurant

was closing on March 7th,as its chef-
proprietor,Jean-Jacques Rachou, neared
seventy.Along with the deaths of Lutéce
and Gage & Tollner, the event marked
the end of somethingorother,at a time
of who knows what—butit needed to
be observed,andit was.

‘The Céte Basquethat ended was not
the Céte Basque that began. That one,
familiar to readers of Truman Capote
(whoset a gossipy story there), was actu-
ally oneblockover, east of Fifth Avenue,
in thespace that is now the Disney Store.
Theentire operation—thetables, the
banquettes, and the murals ofthe Basque
coast, by Bernard Lamotte, which gives

theplaceits name—was dislodged nine
years ago, and replanted more or less suc-
cessfully in the new spacefarther west.

Historians,or, at least, chroniclers of
the New York restaurant world,will also
recall that the original Céte Basque was
intended,rather defiantly, notto be whatit
ended up being—what's called a temple of
haute cuisine. Itwas Henri Soulé’s second
restaurant,the“relaxed,” bistro-ish alter-
native to his Le Pavillon, which was itself
arelic of the 1939 World’s Fair.AsJoseph
‘Wechsberg explainedin these pages some
fortyyears ago,the Pavillon was thefirst
restaurant in New York to be emphati-
cally and uncompromisingly major—
three-star cooking, as they did it inParis—
and La Céte Basque was thefirst to be
major in a minor way. (ReadingWechs-
berg now, one is struck by how tired the
food sounds, much ofitmade earlier in the
day andpresented as a buffetfroid, to be ad-
mired as peopleentered the restaurant.) La
Céte Basque, however, becamethe fash-
ionableplace, on the universal principle
that whateveris definedin advance as ex-
clusive is uninteresting, while whatever is

defined in advance as welcoming can have
an overlay ofexclusivitybestowed uponit.

La Céte Basque, which stumbledafter
Soulé’s death, was revived in the early
eighties byJean-Jacques Rachou, whohad
earlier created whatwas fora spell one of
the best places in New York, Le Lavan-
dou, on East Sixty-first Street. Rachou
was the master ofabriefrococo interreg-
num. (This had to be a food-magazine
cover line back then: “The Rococo Inter-
regnum.”) His chicken was still stuffed;
his fish still imported; and if he met a
tournedos hegreeteditwith slice offoie
gras and truffle sauce. Hewas mostlyfa-
mous forthe free-form inventiveness of
his plates, which often looked, onecritic
wrote,ifmemoryserves,“like the flags of
someeffete nation.”Thestyle had its mo-
ment, and the restaurant got a cheerful
secondlife, which is now over. There is a
secondlife for institutions whenpeoplein
their twentiesarrive; and another second
life when peoplein their fifties retumn—
the secondsort of secondlife was the kind
that La Céte Basque had.(In one more,
promisedlife, it is supposed to become a
brasserie, sans murals, this spring.)

Andyet, looking around the room of
the red-faced and thesilver-haired, the
soon-to-be-thrombotic and therecently
revalved, of women whostill tie their
scarves aroundtheir bags in the manner
of Babe Paley and men whostill dress in
trim graysuits in the mannerof her hus-
band,onerealized thatit was the restau-
rant’s thorough and even comic French-
ness that had madeit so entirely New

York.The blackbanquettes,the lovely red-
and-whitestriped awning above thebar,
the flow of penguined waiters, and above
all those murals, showing Basque-harbor
scenes—notruly French place could be
so resolutely French any more than a
truly NewYork restaurant would ever
doitself up in pigeons and water towers.
Thecolors, the open brushwork, and the
sea beyond—all ofwhich wereintended,

in 1962, to make youfeel as if you had
beentransportedto southwest Francein
1905—nowmake youfeel, onelast time,
as if you had been transported to New
York in 1962.The Gotham Bar and Grill
could be anywhere; La Céte Basque
could only be inNewYork City.

Andthe food? Itwas O.K., yetweirdly
disconnected. Things were roasted crisp
andsautéed crisper, the truffles were black
and the sauce Madeira gleaming, and
it was all done with therich and, if truth
betold, slightly sick-making flavor of
the old-style cooking. Hadour palate
changed, or had the cooking changed?
More thefirst than the second,surely.The
cobbler must stickto his last, but the chef

muststick to his customers, and one gen-
eration’s delightsare the next generation’s
curiosities. At lunch theother day, some-
onesaid, apropos of Capote,that taste is
thelast thing that passesafter talent is
gone—itis the most mysteriousofgifts,
the one thing thatlasts, andyet the one
that always changes. It seemed a suffi-
ciently elegiac thoughtto take back to the
office, along with the memory oflunch.

—Adam Gopnik
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ullah Muhammad Khaksar is a
burly man in his early forties with

a thick, curly beard that falls halfway
down his chest. Helives in a modest
housein a poor suburb of Kabul, but he
travels often to Kandahar,thelargestcity
in southern Afghanistan, where he was

born andwhere his family ownsan elec-
tronics shop. WhenI first met Khaksar,
in 1999, he had two grand housesin the
center of Kabul, with servants and man-

| icured gardens. The Taliban controlled
thecity then, and Khaksar was the dep-

| uty minister of interior. He was some-
| thing of an oddity amongtheTaliban,in
that he collected books and would fur-
tively scour the few bookstores that were

| still open,lookingfor volumeswritten in
| Pashto, the language spoken by most
Afghansin the south andthe east. He

 
also had a stash of photographs, which
were forbidden under the Taliban, andhe
showed mepicturesthat had been taken
ofhim whenhewasfighting the Soviets
alongside one-eyedMullah Omar. Khak-
sar is a heavy smoker, and even though
Mullah Omar had ordered his ministers
to give up cigarettes, Khaksar refused to
quit. Like his smoking, our meetings were
often conductedin secret.

Khaksar was a founding member of
the Taliban movement, whicharose in

Kandahar in the early nineties. After the
defeatof the Soviets by the Afghan mu-
jahideen in 1989andthecollapse of the
Afghan Communist governmentin 1992,
Kabul had been taken over by mujahi-
deen factionsthatfoughtbitterly. Mean-
while, Kandaharwas at the mercy of vi-
olent, thieving warlords. Their militias

| stoppedcars at every otherintersection
| to demand money or weapons. Even
Hamid Karzai, Afghanistan's current
President, whois also from Kandahar,
supported the Taliban's intervention in
the anarchic post-Sovietperiod.

In theearly years of the movement,
Khaksar was the Taliban intelligence
chief in Kandahar, but he lost power

LETTER FROM AFGHANISTAN

ROAD RAGE
Marauding Taliban and drug-dealing warlords on the road to Kandahar.

BY KATHY GANNON

when he began speaking outagainst in-
fluential Afghan mullahs who had been
trainedat Pakistani religious schools and
were manipulated by Pakistani intelli-
gence officers. The mullahs and,later,
Osamabin Ladenhadingratiated them-
selves intoMullah Omar's inner circle. “I
asked Mullah Omar, “Whydo we need
these people? ” Khaksar recalled not long
after I met him. “ ‘Thejihad’”—against
the Soviets—* ‘is over. Theyshould go
back to their country.’” Many of the
men whohadhelped found the Taliban
could no longer even arrange a meeting
with Mullah Omar.

The Taliban sent Khaksar to Kabul in
1996,shortly after they took control of
thecity, and he was demotedto deputy
minister. In April, 1999,he travelled to
Peshawar, in Pakistan, where he spoke
with J. Peter Mclllwain, the C.LA.chief
there. Khaksar told Mclllwain that the
Taliban could notbe defeated militarily
by the Afghan opposition, but that the
leaders who were most closely aligned
with Osama bin Laden and the Paki-
stanis could be underminedifmore mod-
erate elements within the Taliban were
supported by arms and money from the
West. Khaksar risked a great deal to
makethis overture to the United States.
Heknew that Osama'sintelligence was
good and that the meeting could cost
him his life. Before Khaksar returned to
Afghanistan, Mclllwain gave him half
ofa five-rupeenoteandtold him notto
talk to anyone who claimedto represent
the United States unlesshe had the other
half of the note. The clandestine en-
counter, as Khaksar describedit, sounded
like an episodein a cheapspynovel, but
Melllwain recently confirmed the de-
tails of the meeting, and Khaksar still
has his now tattered half of the five-
rupee note, along with letter from
Melllwain saying that the Americans
were unwilling to do as he asked.

Whenthe Taliban fled Kabul, after
dark on November 13, 2001, Khaksar



stayed behind. I wasin Kabul then,too,
and wasfor nearly three weeks the only
Western journalist in thecity. The Tal-
iban hadencircled Kabul with tanks,
and onthatlast night checkpoints were
mannedby skittish young men with
rocket launchers and automaticrifles.
American jets circled overhead, and
rockets from gunships slammedinto

thenit is time.” His bravado seemed a
little reckless, since on his most recent
trip to Kandahar several men with Ka-
lashnikovs had opened fire on his ve-
hicle, a four-wheel-drive $.U.V. with a
license plate and ownership papers sup-
plied by the Afghanintelligenceservice.
(Khaksar is vague about whathe doesin
Kandahar, saying only thathe meets with

for the Afghan Red Crescent and four
security guards working for the Louis
Berger Group—an American firm that
was hired by the United States Agency
forInternational Development,USAID,to
work on the road—were ambushed and
killed; a Pakistani and a Turkish engineer
were killed; two Turkish engineers, two
Indian engineers, an Afghan driver, and

 

The construction ofthe Kabul-Kandaharroadwas completed twoyears early, in timefor elections in the U.S. and.Afghanistan.

pickup trucks carrying Arab fighters.
Smart bombs hitseveral buildings, in-
cluding onenext to myoffice, which had
been hometo the Taliban's police chief
and defense minister.

Khaksar’s decision to remain in Kabul
identified him publicly as a traitor. This
does not cause problems for him in
Kabul now, since NATOforcespolice the
streets. But in the south and theeast,
where the Taliban live and where they
have been increasingly active in recent
months,killing and kidnapping with
impunity, Khaksar has to move more
carefully. He drives to Kandahar per-

«, haps once a month, even though many
=> people along the route know whoheis.

“Tt’s my country,” Khaksar said to me
in December.“If God decides it’s time,

RA

Ssz

tribal leaders and “talks about the fu-
ture ofAfghanistan.”) Hedescribed hit-
ting the gas pedal andraising a blinding
cloud of dust that caused him to smash
into someroad-construction equipment.
Khaksar smiled as he talked about the
attack. He wassitting on the carpeted
floor of his house, propped up on red
cushions that rested against a white-
washedwall,and his smile revealed that
he hadlost twoteeth in the crash.

Ye don't haveto be a Taliban defec-
tor to feela little queasy abouttaking

the road from Kabul to Kandahar. In the
past year, an Italian tourist travelling on
the road in a taxi was shot dead; four
Afghans working for a Danish relief
agencywere killed; two Afghans working

an Afghanemployee ofanAmerican aid
organization, Shelter for Life, were kid-
napped; and dozens of vehicles have
beenfired upon. Early in February, two
men identified as Taliban were sentenced
to death for murdering a Frenchwoman
who worked for the United Nations
High Commissionerfor Refugees.They
hadgunned her downin Ghazni, atown
sixty miles south of Kabul,in the middle
ofthe afternoon.Afewweeks ago,one of
Louis Berger's helicopters wasattacked
near Kandahar. The Australian pilotwas
Killed, and anAmerican engineerwasse-
riouslyinjured. Not long after that, the
director of theAfghan Red Crescentof-
fice in Zabul province wasshotbyarmed
menon a motorcycle. Joseph Collins, a
deputy assistantsecretary in the U.S. De-
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partment of Defense, says that the at-

tacks against aid workers and people em-
ployedby foreign contractors are part of a
well-defined strategy. For the Taliban,
“reconstruction is Enemy No.1,”he ex-
plained. The attacks are not being carried
out by simple criminals. “People some-
times refer to them asbrigands,but they
are Taliban, Al Qaeda, and Hezb-e Is-
lami”—thefighters of the vicious Pash-
tun warlord Gulbuddin Hekmatyar.
(Hekmatyar, whoreceived more money
from the U.S. and Pakistan than any
otherjihadi during the Soviet occupation
in the nineteen-eighties, wasin exile in
Tran during the years that the Taliban
controlled Afghanistan, but he formally
allied himself with them after Septem-
ber 11, 2001. Heis now in hiding.)
The road was built in the early

nineteen-sixties, with moneyandequip-
mentcontributed by the United States,
during a period inwhich the Americans
and the Soviets werevyingforinfluence
in Afghanistan, and it was destroyed
during the Soviet occupation.In thelate

nineties, the Taliban laid asphalt on the
first twenty-seven miles south of Kabul.
I travelled on the road several times
when the Taliban were in power, and
then in the aftermath of the war, andit
was a hellish experience.It tooksixteen
hours to drive the three hundred miles
between the twocities. The road was
likedry riverbed, undulating andfull of
boulders, with blown-up bridges and
craters that gouged the underbellies of
cars. The last time I was on the road
during the Taliban regime was in the
spring of 2001. As mytravelling com-
panion, Amir Shah,a colleague working
for the Associated Press, and I drove out
of Kabul, we saw what had become
commonplace in Afghanistan then:at a
checkpoint, two steel girders on either
side of the road were drapedin yards of
brown tape ripped from musiccassettes
that had been confiscated from trav-
ellers. We pulled up to the checkpoint
just minutesafter the minister of vice
andvirtue, Nooruddin Turabi,got there.
Turabi, the author of some of the most

ludicrousof the Taliban’sedicts,like the
one outlawing white socks on women,
was sitting beneath a mulberry tree, out
ofsight, but the guards werestill shak-
ing. Hehadjust slapped one of them
hardacross theface, as punishmentfor
listening to music. The guards wore the
unkempt beards demanded bythe Tal-
iban, but they were young and had been
listening to a tape oftheir favorite singer,
Naghma, a famous Pashtun songstress
from Kandahar. They hadn't heard Tu-
rabi’s pickup truck pull in. “Go—go
quickly. Just go,” they told us.

The checkpointoutside Kabul today
is ratherdifferentfrom whatitwas three
years ago.When Amir Shah andI set off
for Kandahar recently, we were stopped
by guards from the Interior Ministry
commandedbya clean-shavenofficer in
a green wool uniform who watched as
his men searched vehicles with music
screaming from the dashboards. And
there was a female guard,a soft-spoken
youngwoman named Shafiqa, whowore
a black shawl that sparkled with silver
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sequins. The shawlcovered herface, so
thatonlyher eyes and single strand of
dark-red hair werevisible. Shafiqa’sjob is
to search femaletravellers. Mostly, she
looks for drugs.

marbleslab on a gray stone pedes-
tal stands at Kilometre 43 on the

road to Kandahar, where the section of
new highway completed by the Louis
Berger Group was inaugurated in mid-
December. The monumentbears an in-
scription in Farsi, Pashto, and English:
“In memoryof those whogave their lives
in the reconstructionofthis road unifying
all the people of Afghanistan.” The new
highwayis the first big reconstruction
project to be completed in Afghanistan
since the Taliban were defeated. Most
projects have been small—a schoolhere,
awell there,a clinic somewhere else.The
roadwas notexpected to be finished until
2005, but last spring President Bush de-
cidedthatit had to be open by the end of
2003.The workwas accelerated, Vikram
Parekh, an analyst for the International

Crisis Group, said to me, because the
Bush Administration badly needs “a suc-
cess story”this year. “Iraq is not a model
ofstability,” Parekh noted. “And there
are two political deadlines looming: the
Afghan Presidential elections’—which
will probablytake place in the fall—“and
the Presidential elections in the United
States.” Whenadditional layers of as-
phalt are put down and further workis
done, sometimelater this year, the high-
waywill have cost the United States two
hundred andseventymillion dollars.The
American contribution was originally
budgeted at eighty million, which in-
cluded funds for the road from Kandahar
to Herat—another three hundred and
fifty miles. “Itjust goes to showwhat you
can do when money is no object,” an
American official in Kabul said.

Almost no work had been done on
the road when Bush set out the new
timetable, and virtually no equipment
was in place. Before construction could
begin,the Indian and Turkishfirmssub-
contracted by Louis Bergerhadto airlift

in parts for their asphalt plants. More
than a thousand mines and other ord-
nance, mostly left overfrom thewarwith
theSoviets in the nineteen-eighties, were

removed from the area.
Theterrain along theroadis starkly

beautiful. There are no powerlines, just
sunbaked mud housesthatdisappear be-
hind swirls of dust whipped up by the
wind.Irrigation ditches feed water to a
landseared byfive years of drought, and
farmers squaton their haunchesand use
handheld scythes to cut the dry brush
thatthey burn for fuel. Occasionally,you
comeacross a band of nomads who have
set up tents. Their sheep and goats nib-
ble lazily on the brush, while women

stoke cookingfires. The women wear
heavy dresses embroidered in bright col-
ors and decorated with small pins and tin
buttons—anything,it seems, that might
make softjanglingnoise as they walk.

‘At Kilometre 109, which is-marked
bya tiny pieceof cardboardattached to
a stick, we stopped to talk to Wazeer
Muhammad Mamel, a man in a cream-
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‘T don't know aboutyou, butI'm ready to take this marriagefull-throttle.”

colored shalwar kameez.Hewas ona bi-
cycle, and a few ofhis friends were walk-
ing along beside him. Mamel complained
that the road was too narrow and that
people were being killed by speeding
drivers who had probably never seen a
paved road before, didn’t have license,

and most certainly had never taken a
driving lesson. Hesaid that a hundred
and twenty people were killed in traffic
accidents the first week the road was
open.Thisfigure seemed somewhathigh,
butas wetalked cars sped past us, most
of them going more than seventy miles
an hour.
Mamel pointeda little farther on.

“Lookoverthere,”hesaid.“It’s a bus, al-
though youcant tell.”

‘Whatmusthavebeen a smallvanwas
sitting upright on the side of the road.
Redandgreen tassels fluttered in the
windfrom its mangled roof. The wind-
shield lay ina thousand tiny shardson the
crumpled dashboard. Theguts of the car
spilled out—wires were twisted around
one another, coils drooped down—and
the engine,which had been smashed in-
ward, waspressed against the crippled
frame.Seatswere shovedto therear, and
one wasturnedviolently onits side.
Theywere covered with bloodstains.

Thevan had collided with a truckand
two people had died, we were told by a
man ina blackleather coat whosaid that
his name was Agha Gul and that his
cousin had been the driver. The cousin
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wasbadly injured.It wasthe truck driv-
er’s fault, Agha Gul said, although his
cousin had been driving too fast. The
cousin wasn't much ofa driver, and when
he saw the truck turning left he pan-
ickedandhitthe gas pedal instead of the
brakes. In keeping with Afghan tradi-
tion, the truck driver paid the victims’
families the equivalentof two thousand
dollars. “Weforgave him the deaths when
hepaid the money,”Agha Gul said.
Wegot back in our car and contin-

ued on—driving perhapsa little more
slowly thanwe had before—andstopped
at Abdul Ghaffar’s Nawid Restaurant
and Hotel, a dingy two-story building
set away from the road at the edge of
Ghazni. Small shops on thefirst floor
were packed with biscuits, candies, cans
of Coke, shampoo. Business had fallen
off since the road opened, Abdul Ghaf-
far said, People travelled at night now,
which they hadn't donebefore, and buses
from Kandahar, which used to take two

days to get to Kabul, no longer stopped.
Ghaffar didn’t mind. “Theroad is good
for Afghanistan,”hesaid. Prices of sup-
plies hauled into Ghazni had gone down
twenty per cent, because trucks made the
trip from Kabul in a third ofthe time,
with far fewer breakdowns. Ghaffar said
that there were Taliban in thevicinity,
butthatthey rarely cameinto town. He
wasnt worried enoughto hidehistelevi-
sion set, which he had retrieved from
where he stashed it when the Taliban

took over the area in the mid-nineties.
Perhaps a hundred thousand people

live in Ghazni, most of them ethnic

Pashtuns and Hazaras, who are mainly
Shiite Muslims.It is a deeply conserva-
tive place. Womenarerarely seenin the
bazaar, a sprawling and congested area
where horse-drawn carts rattle down the
street, car hornsblare, and shopsare small

and packedto therafters. The governor
of Ghazni, Azadullah, is a follower of
Abdul Rasul Sayyaf, an extreme funda-
mentalist warlord who is now a power
broker in Kabul. During thewar with the
Soviets, Sayyaf’s mujahideen included
more “Afghan Arabs’—foreign fight-
ers—than any other mujahideen group.
In theearly nineties, after the mujahid-
een took Kabul, Sayyaf controlled the
Afghan Ministry of Interior. During this
period,fightingamong the warlordswho
made up the governmentin Kabul led to
the destructionofthecity and the deaths
offifty thousandofits citizens. Many of
the samewarlords are again in power, and
Karzai has beenunable to do much about
this. They are in large part responsible
for theinstability of the country, and the
subsequent resurgence of the Taliban.

Wewere invitedto stay in Azadullah’s
guesthouse, where ayoung boy pumped
chunks of woodinto a dirty black tin
stove. Smoke seeped from cracks in a
narrow pipethattwisted out of the room
throughan opening in the wall.The mil-
itary commander of Ghazni, Ali Akbar
Kasimi, a diminutive man with a wispy
beard,sat with us, cracking his knuck-
Jes and talking about Taliban activity in
the area. They disseminated warnings
through shabnamah, nightletters, he
said, a tactic honed during the Soviet
occupation, when mujahideen would
scurry down from mountain hideouts
with handwritten notes urging young
mentofightagainsttheinfidelinvaders.

Occasionally, the night letters are
signed by Mullah Omar now. Their
basic themeis “Fight against the for-
eign soldiers, don’t support the govern-
ment or work for it, don’t send your
girls to school.” Thepenalty for ignoring
the warningsis usually death. A batch
of shabnamah were found in Kandahar
recently. One ofthem showed a U.S.sol-
dier searching the pockets ofa fifteen-
year-old girl. It carried a harsh admon-
ishment: “Thispicture shows thecruelty
of the U.S. forces and their behavior



against humanity. Where are those brave
Afghans, those whousedto sacrifice
themselves to save the honor of their
sisters? Where are those brave Afghans
whousedto pull out the eyes of those
whohadan evil eye on Afghanistan?
‘Whyare the imprints of the swords of
the brave Afghans not seenon thechests
of the Americans? Wake up, Afghans.
Otherwise youwill lose your honor.”

building on the southern edge of
town that housed a madrassa under

the Taliban was now, we weretold, the
headquarters of an American military
unit, and the next morning weleft the
new paved road andfolloweda dirt track
toward an American flag thatwas flying
over a low-lying cementstructure. An
armored personnel carrier was parked
in front, and, as we approached, a sol-
dier crouched behind the machine gun
mounted ontop ofit. He relaxed a bit
whenI gotoutof the car andwaved and
called out in English, but he didn’t put
his rifle down or move away from the
machinegun.

Thesoldier was a member of one of
the Provincial Reconstruction Teams
that operate outside Kabul. The PR.T:s,
which have been in Afghanistan for a
little more than year, are the central el-

ementin the newUnited States pacifica-
tion strategy for the south andtheeast.
The United States has ten teams, some
of them in development and several
more in the planning stage. New Zea-
Jand runsone in Bamiyan province; Brit-

ain has one in Mazar-i-Sharif, and the
Germans recently took over in the north-
ern province of Kunduz. There are more
than twelve thousand American soldiers
in Afghanistan, most ofwhom are hunt-
ing down Taliban andAl Qaedafighters.
Thesoldiers in the PR.T.s, which have
between sixty and a hundred members
each,are assigned to work peacefully
alongsidecivilians from agencies like
USAID,trying to persuade thelocals to
codperate. This is especially difficult in
southern Afghanistan, among the Pash-
tun population, which hasreceived little
assistance from the Americans or from
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the new Afghan central government,
even though Karzai and several other
ministers are Pashtuns. The Americans
won the war as theallies of northern-
ers—Uzbeks, Tajiks, and Hazaras—and

the northernerswere influential in estab-
lishing American policy, which margin-
alized the Pashtuns. Mostofthemilitary
operationsagainstTaliban andAl Qaeda
fighters have beencarried outon Pashtun
land,often by militias loyal to northern
warlords. Milton Bearden, who was the
C.LA. chief in Pakistan in thelate eight-
ies—when Pakistan wasthestaging area
for the anti-Communist mujahideen
bankrolled by the United States—says
that one definition of the current Tal-
iban is “a lot of pissed-off Pashtuns.”

‘Thepacification andrebuilding pro-
cess calls for constructing more than a
thousand miles of roads, large hydro-
electric dams, and civil-administration
buildings, like courthouses.Security is to
be improvedby building newpolice sta-
tions and training village policemen.The
Defense Departmentbelieves that the
sightof U.S.soldiers rambling through
the region in Humvees and armoredper-
sonnel carriers and fixing up Afghani-
stan’s infrastructure will encourage peo-
ple whowanttoresist the Taliban and
are notsure that theywill be protected if
they do so.

‘Wewereinvited into the Ghazni
PR-T. headquarters and sat down at a
long table with three “civil affairs offi-
cers,” Lieutenant ColonelMark Schnur,

Captain Dan Verich, and Staff Sergeant
Laura Putze. Theywere Armyreservists.
Captain Verich said thatvillagers knew
right awaythat they weren't combatsol-
diers, even though theywore khaki cam-
ouflage uniforms andwere accompanied
by heavy weapons. Sergeant Putze ex-
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plained that their headgear made the | -
difference. They wore baseball caps
rather than helmets. Lieutenant Colonel
Schnur, who has a patient, thoughtful
demeanor, said thatPRT. soldiers don’t
comeinto a village yelling and kicking in
doors; they offer a friendlywave andtry
to find the local elder.“We wantthem to
know that weare hereto getrid of the
bad guys and reward the good guys,”
Schnur said. Butin southern andeastern
Afghanistan war often intrudes on re~
building efforts. There had been a par-
ticularly violent intrusion in Ghazni
province recently, in thevillage of Peetai,
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whenrockets from U.S.fighterjets killed
nine children and a youngman whohad
returned homefrom Iranjust three weeks
earlier to get engaged. The rockets were
meantfor someone who was described
first as a terrorist and then as a mur-
derer of two road workers. In any case,
he wasn't in Peetai at the time of the
rocketattack.

Captain Verich said that the PR.T.
had beento Peetai the day before we ar-
rived in Ghazni, and that the villagers
were not openly angry. The soldiers had
offered their condolences andhelp. “We
told them we would build a well, not as
compensation or amthing but because
they needed one,” Captain Verich said.

tai is avillageofmud-brown houses
surrounded by parchedfields. We

could see the graveyard as we drove up.
Thin sticks draped in brightly colored
piecesof cloth, a traditional grave marker
that often indicates the burial place of
a martyr, had been placed in the rocky
ground around ten moundsofearth. In
frontofthe graves, several small children
and a few young womenhad formed a

semicircle around a woman draped in a
large black shawl.The youngestchildren
pushed and shoved one another. Men
stood nearby, protectively. The woman
in the black shawldidn’t move as we ap-
proached. The shawl covered herface,
except for one eye, which was swollen
and red. Her name, one ofthe other
womensaid, was Aysha Bibi, and she
was the mother of the young man who
was killed after he came hometo find a
bride.He had beenfetching waterwhen
thejets attacked,

Aysha Bibi wasn’t crying anymore,
and once she began speaking shetalked in
asteadystream,hardly stopping to take a
breath.“Wehave nothing,”shesaid. “No
food, no money, no water. Weare eating
dust.Whatwere they looking for?What
have we done?” Aysha Bibiis a widow.
Herhusbandwas a mujahideenwho was
killed by the Soviets in the nineteen-
eighties. She has twoother sons, both in
Iran, and three daughters, wholive with
their husbands in the village.

Oneofthevillage elders, a frail man
with a white beard, described the jets
flying in low over thefields where the
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  ‘Tm retaining doughnuts.”

children were playing. He, too,was angry
at the Americans. “We want them to
leave—wedon’twant their help,” he said
when I mentioned to him that the re-
construction team intended to build a
well. The onlywell the villagers had now
wasn't working. The pump handle had
been missingfor as long as anyone could
remember. The elder didn't care. “Let
them keeptheir well,”he said.

The house of Mullah Wazeer, the
man thefighter jets had been sent to
kill, overlooks thefield where the chil-
dren died. There’s a memorial there now:
three tiny piles of rocks just outside
Wazeer’s house and,a few hundredfeet
away, six morepiles. tall, balding man
was standing there, his head bent. His
name was Zarwar Khan, and his only
two sonshad been killed in the attack.
Hamidullah Khan,his brother and the
father of another of the dead children,
did most of the talking, slipping be-
tween anger and sadness. Hesaid that
two womenhad miscarriedafter the at-
tack, and he raged aboutthe soldiers
whohad taken control ofthevillage and
hadrefused to allow the children’s par-
ents to claim the bodies for twelve hours.
Devout Muslims wash their dead and
shroud them in a white cloth and bury
them before sunset on the day they die.

Hamidullah Khan didn’t let us get
awayeasily. He was contemptuous of
the soldiers who had visited thevillage
theprevious day. “They broughtthe chil-
dren someballs and things, and clothes,”
hesaid, “Whaatis that supposedto do for
us?” Hiseight-year-old son stood close
by him,listening.The boyseemed small
for his age,but that might have been be-
cause of the oversized coat he wore, a
bright pink-and-blue winter coat that
came almost to his knees. His hands
sankinto the pockets. It had been given
to him by the American soldiers. He
also wore an adult’s baseball cap, pulled
tight at the back to fit his tiny head.
The boy hadtotilt his headslightly to
see beyondthe brim, which was embla-
zoned with a small American flag and
the words “Columbus Ohio.”

abul province, whichis just south of
‘Ghazni, is one of the most danger-

ous places in Afghanistan. Perhaps eight
ofits elevendistricts are controlled by the
Taliban, and the others are only nomi-
nally managed by the government. We



left Ghazni for Qalat, the capital of

Zabul province, early in the morning, and
Amir Shah began speeding right away:
By the time we got close to Shah Joy,
where Mullah Muhammad Khaksar, the
‘Taliban defector, had beenattacked afew
weeks earlier, the car wasrattling. Butwe
passed Shah Joy without incident, and
soon could see the ancient mudfort that
sits on a hill above Qalat, an old mar-
ket town with rocky, unpaved
streets. In the center of town,
thebig greensteelgates of the
governor's office were protected
by a meshofsecurity barriers.
‘Theguardslet us through, and
we were usheredinto the gov-
ernor’s office,which smelled of
must.The governor, Haji Mu-

hammad Hashim,a short man
with a thick black beard, was flanked
by four hulking military commanders
wearing turbanswith longtails. Hashim.
wore a karakul cap,like the one worn by
Hamid Karzai, a portrait ofwhom hung
over Hashim’s desk. Hashim explained
that they are related, and that he had
been with Karzai in the mountains of
Uruzgan province early in thewar against
the Taliban. They had moved from one
safe house to another, fighting alongside
USS. Special Forces.

‘The four military commanders had
cometo collect the wages of their sol-
diers and policemen. There was no safe
in the room, and Hashim didn’t have a
checkbook, but he pulled a packet of
new thousand-afghani notes from an in-
side pocketofhis leatherjacket and di-
vided them among the commanders,

whocounted the money and spoke to
him forseveral minutes. Hashim turned
to us and laughed.“It’s always a nego-
tiation,” he said. “This one complains,
“Whataboutour cars? Weneed repairs.’
Whatcan I say? I don't have anything
more to give them.” Hesaid that—his
relationship with Karzai notwithstand-
ing—hewasn't getting enough money
from the central government.

Hashim offered us accommodations
in his guesthouse, and we were shown to
a box-like cement room furnished with a
broken-down cabinetanda steel bed that
held a cushion crawling with tiny bugs.
‘Two more cushionshad been tossed on
thefloor, next to a potbellied woodstove.
The washroom, which the governor’s
secretary explainedwas used onlyby spe-

cial guests, was black with dirt, and the |
toilet, which had noseat, didn’t flush.
There were what seemedto be foot-
prints ontherim ofthetoilet bowl.

The deputy governor, Muhammad
Omar Khan,brought his brother-in-law,
a lanky young man named Humdullah,
in to meetus. Humdullah sat down on,
the floor slowly, easing himself against
the sooty wall. He didn't speak at first,

and Omar Khanexplained
that he had been beaten upre-
centlybyTaliban.Ten ofthem
had stormedinto his house|
with guns,their faces covered. | |
Humdullah held a shawl over
his mouth and nose to demon- |
strate to us what they looked | |
like. Omar Khan said that the
beating had gone onfor sev- | |

eral hours, and Humdullah pointed to
his legs andhis side. They had broken
several of his ribs, and his legs were
bruised andsore.The Taliban wantedto
know what the governmentwasplan- |
ning. Theywanted his phones,his guns.
Whenit was over, they blindfolded his
youngerbrother and shoved him intothe |
backofa pickup truck and drove him to
anotherrelative’s home,where they stole
a motorcycle. Omar Khan said thatthis
was all because he was the deputy gover-
nor, working for Karzai.
Omar Khan decidedthatthe room in

the governor's guesthouse was inade-
quate, and he took us to the Afghan De-
velopmentAssociationoffice, on the out-
skirts of Qalat,acrossthestreet from the |
police station.We wouldbe safe there, he
said.The Afghan Development Associ-
ation is a charity funded by the govern-
ment and the European Union,andis
one of only two international aid orga-
nizationsstill operating in Zabul prov-
ince. The director, Abdul Ghani Tokhi, |
a quiet man with a long white beard, |
said that he and his colleagues built ir-
rigation ditches and encouraged local |
councils to propose other construction
projects. Omar Khan and Tokhi con-
curred aboutthe increasing powerof the
‘Taliban. Omar Khansaid whenthe Tal-
iban collapsed, in December, 2001, more
than two thousand men cameto Qalat
ready to work with the government and
to fight with Karzai. They stayedfortwo
monthsor so, but since there was no
money for salaries, food, or shoes theyre-
turned to their villages. Now, OmarKhan 
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said, most of them are with the Taliban.
‘The new Afghan National Army has

the sameproblem.Yaqub Khan,the dep-
uty commanderof the Army in Qalat,
said that only twooftheforty-two men
from Zabul hesentto betrainedas pro-
fessional soldiersarestill with him. The
other forty have joined the Taliban.
“They're illiterate,” he said. “They don’t
know. The Taliban are strong in their
areas, and theyjoin them.”

he final thirty-one miles of the
highway to Kandahar was built by

the Japanese government.It’s the worst
stretch, with a thin layer of asphalt and in
someplaces no new pavementat all. As
youapproachthecity, there is what looks
like a hopeful sign for Afghanistan's fu-
ture. Steel beams peek through the ce-
mentgirders of a nascentindustrial park.
A textile mill is being built next door toa
new row of shops. But there are also
monuments to the past: the rubble of
Mullah Omar's elaborate compound, for
instance, and the cavernous Eid Gah
mosque and madrassa, supposedly com-
missioned by Osama bin Laden. Deadly
bombings are another reminder that
Kandahar was the Taliban's capital, and
that they haven't gone away. In January,
thirteen people were killed, many of
them children playing in a soccer field,
when a bombexploded on the eastern
edgeofthecity. Kandahar province,like
Zabul, borders Pakistan, which has al-

legedly been letting Taliban fugitives
comeand go with impunity.

Theprovince, which is one of the
largest poppy-growing areas in Afghan-
istan, has a new governor, Yusuf Pash-
tun, who four months agoreplaced the
corrupt warlord Gul Agha Sherzai. The
warlordswho have run Afghanistan since
thefall ofthe Taliban finance their pri-
vate armies and prisons through extor-
tion, theft, andtheflourishing drugtrade.
(Poppy production is more widespread
than everbefore in Afghanistan, which is,
onceagain, the world’s leading producer
of opium. The opium trade brought in
$2.3 billion last year. The warlords, who
are governmentministers, military com-
manders, andregional administrators,re-

ceive the bulk oftheprofits.)
AfterGulAgha Sherzaiwas removed

from hisjob as governor of Kandahar, he
was made the urban-affairs minister in
Kabul. The new governor, Yusuf Pash-

48 THE NEW YORKER, MARCH 22, 2004.

tun,wants to make changes, to give peo- |
ple something they will wantto protect.
“They are apathetic,” he says. “They have
nothingto lose.No roads, no wells. Give |
them something to build, something to
which they can beattached.”Forthis, of
course, one needs security. “It’s not so

much that the Taliban are in control,”

Pashtun said to me. “It’s that we haven't
established an alternative.” The govern-
mentcan't get aid to the outlying areas
becausethey are insecure, and theyare in-
secure becausenoaidis getting to them.

“Thesituation is reminiscent ofwhat
‘waswitnessedafter the establishmentof
the mujahideen governmentin 1992,”
Lakhdar Brahimi said in December,
shortly before the completion of a two-
year stint as the United Nationsspecial
envoyto Afghanistan. “The spectacular
rise of the Taliban then was a direct re-
sult of the hard, unjust, and chaotic rule
of the mujahideen rather than due to
any enthusiasm for Taliban ideology.”

This, of course, is what the Ameri-
cans have in mind as they deploy the
new Provincial Reconstruction Teams.
Joseph Collins, at the Defense Depart-
ment in Washington,explained to me

that one couldn'treally think about“con-
flict” and “postconflict” anymore. In-
stead, you have “War A, followed by
War B,” which is the stage we are in
now.“The complicating factor with War
is carryingout military operations and
doing reconstruction work at the same
time,” Collins said. “But the mix is in-
evitable.” Perhaps.Yet, even if the PR.T's
manage to build dams and new roads,
will people be able to use them freely?
“Reconstruction projects may generate
somegoodwill, but theywon't guarantee
security,” Vikram Parekh,the analyst at
the International Crisis Group,said.
“What's required is police training,judi-
cial andcivil-service reform,andthe dis-

armingofthe militias.” It’s hard to imag-
ine that this sort of rehabilitation will
occur in Afghanistan as long as the fight-
ing with the Taliban and Al Qaeda goes
on, and unless enough moneyisavailable
to underwrite more success stories—
evenrelative ones, like the new road
between Kabul and Kandahar. What's
reallyneeded is a strong national govern-
mentthat works andthatcanrein in the
warlords and governmentministers who
threaten to turn Afghanistan into a narco
state thatrivals Colombia. #  
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BY ANDY BOROWITZ

BAGHDAD—Iraq’s US administrator, Paul Bremer, said Thursday that he had beentaking
daily Arabic languagelessons but admitted he wasfindingit tough going.

“Salam aalekum,” Bremer told journalists at the opening ofa new press centrein Baghdad,
using the Arabic greeting: “Maypeace be with you.”

“].am taking Arabic lessonsevery day,” he continued in Iraqidialect, but said he found the
language “very difficult.”
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“Until the power’s back on, anybody
for charades?”

“Thenext train to Basra will depart
in 2009.”

“T can’t hear youoverall that ‘Death to
America’ chanting.”

“There is no soapin myhotel room;
also, no walls orceiling.”

“Could youpleasedirect meto the
‘weapons of massdestruction?”

“Tam sorry thatthe statue of Saddam
fell on your house.”

“I said, “Holy Shiite.’Whatdid you
think I said>”

“Tl give you foodif you'll give me back
my plumbingfixtures.”

“Believe me—I,too, want myfat ass

outof here.”

“Td like myeggs fried, not thrown at
mycar.”

“T don’t care what youhadat the Presi-
dential Palace—you’re notgetting a
masseuse.”

“Excuse me,has anyonehere heard of
Ahmad Chalabi?”

“T tried to establish democracyin the
Middle Eastandall I got was this lousy
T-shirt.” ¢  f
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HOMECOMING QUEENS
Revamping a Midwestern tradition.

BY MARK SINGER.

OMAHA,NEBRASKA

he most concise explanation I’ve
heard for how and why the art of

female impersonation has declined in
Omahawasarticulated not long ago by
Davide Butson, an Omahanative and

occasional drag queen who nowlives in
Hong Kong. “Back in the day,” Butson

“Onethingyoufind out quickly in Omahais that everybody's ajudge,” said one drag enthusiast. “Vou can never weara dress twice i7

said—hewasreferringto thelate eight-
ies, when he was in his mid-twenties
andhis careeras a glamoroustransvestite
was ascendant—‘people were clamor-
ingforthe spotlight. There wasa lot of
workthat wentinto performingin drag,
but it was worth it, because everybody
felt it was special. Nowyou turn on Jerry
Springer’ and there’s some drag queen
who's sleeping with herfather. It’s all be-
comeso watered down. Before that hap-
pened, we ownedit. Itwas ours. Now it’s

everybody's.”
We wereseated in the breakfast room
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of a downtown Omahahotel a couple
of blocks from the Max,a gay bar that,
since 1985, has beenthesite of the Miss
Max pageant, an annualeventstaged on
Super Bowl Sunday—a deliberate coin-
cidence of twoelaborately conceived
male-bondingspectacles. The previous
afternoon,Butson hadarrived in Omaha
accompanied by a new boyfriend and

several thousanddollars’ worthofdresses
and accessories on loan from a Hong
Kongsalonthatsells cross-dressing cou-
ture. Butson’s drag persona is a slinky
six-foot-three-inch(plussix-inch heels)
creature named Sable, who reigned as
Miss Max in 1987, after which Butson
headed to New York, where helived for
more than a decade (before moving to

Asia to becomethecreative director
for a publishing firm). His fondest drag
memoriesare of Omaha.“People would
drive eight or nine hours to Omaha
just to go to the Max on a Saturday

  

night,” hesaid. “Itwould bepacked every
weekend,like Studio 54. For a couple of
years after myreign ended, I would go
backtovisit, and when I would walk in
people wouldstart chanting myname—
‘Sable! Sable!’ ”

Compared with mostcities and towns
in the Midwest—or, for that matter,
in the rest of the country—Omahahas
an active gay demimonde that’s not so
demi. The Max happensto be across
thestreet from the headquarters of the
OmahaPolice Department, and there
are eight or so other gay bars in town,
several of which offer occasional drag
shows. Generally, these entertainments
are exercises in lip-synching and exhi-
bitionist verve; the music varies widely,

from countryto disco to torch songs, but

  

it is always played at a painfully loud
volume. This year, Omahahosts the an-
nual International Gay Rodeo Associa-
tionfinals, andit is perenniallythe site of
the Heartland Gay Rodeo,the Ice Bowl
(an annual tournamentaffiliated with the
International Gay Bowling Organiza-
tion), and the Closet Ball, sponsored by
the Imperial Court of Nebraska, a gay
community-support organization.Tovie
for thetitle of Miss Closet Ball, a con-
testant must be making his maiden pub-
lic appearancein drag. One Miss Closet
Ball has gone on to become Miss Max,



and former Miss Maxes havereigned as
Miss GayOmaha,Miss GayPride, Miss
Heartland Gay Rodeo Association, Miss
Ice Bowl, Miss Great Plains GayAmer-
ica, Miss Gay Nebraska, and Miss Gay
Nebraska-at-Large(limited to beauties
whoare at least six feet tall or weigh at
least two hundred pounds). Or, as Don
(Stosh) Moran,oneof the co-owners of
the Max,putit, “There are a lot oftiaras
in this town.”

Nevertheless, the evidence indicates
thatin recent years the supplyof fresh
talent in eastern Nebraska—newper-
formers willing to devote the time, en-
ergy, and obsessive attention to detail
necessary to elevate transvestism to an
art—has diminished(in inverse propor-
tion, perhaps,to the rise in the number of

 

this town.” Photograph by Sylvia Plachy.

gaybowlers). The case could be made
that, as gay culture has becomeincreas-
ingly assimilated into the mainstream,
drag’s functionas social elixir has waned.
“Today, you can go online to find out
who's gay in the neighborhood,” Butson
said. “In thefifties, you would go to the
local park. Thenit becamethe bars. The
big club scenereallyisn’t needed the way
it used to be.”

Whatdrag has in commonwith cer-
tain other art formsis thatit invites a
preoccupation notonlywithillusion but
with the processofcreating thatillusion.

Ofcourse, beneath thebig hair, false eye-
lashes, makeup, foam padding, panty
hose, and evening gown is a man, not a

woman. But to focus on a performer's
gender somewhatmisses the point—drag
is aboutthe questfor transformation.
A vestigial devotion to the art and

the quest had brought Butson back to
the Midwest,ajourneythatfor him sig-
nified more than a casual homecoming.
It had beenfour years since he'd worn a
dress andhigh heels in public, but he was
willing to emerge from retirement and
make a full-regalia guest appearance at
the twentieth pageant—as were a dozen
other former Miss Maxes—because,
frankly, the Miss Max pageant needed
ashotin the arm.

\he genesis of the Miss Max pageant
‘was a conversation twenty years ago

betweenSteve Koeller (a.k.a.Stella Dal-
las), who in his non-draglife works in
the debt-collection department of an
Omahabank, and Dan Ostergard, an es-
tate liquidator, whotold me,“I’ve never
put ona highheel, neverdonned awig or
a frock,but I’ve always had manyfriends
whodid.”Koeller and Ostergard became
regular patrons of the Max soon after
it opened for business, in a converted

taxi garage,in September, 1984. Though
Stosh Moranandhis partner, Bruce Bar-
nard,the club’s co-owner, didn’t have a

particular interest in performance
themselves (‘T’ve onlybeenin drag once,”
Stosh likes to say. “It was for a char-
ity benefit. I did an awesome Cher im-
personation, but I kept my mustache”),
Koeller and Ostergard correctly surmised
that the idea for a Miss Max pageant
would be well received, because drag
shows meantbigger crowdsat the door
anda busier cashregister.
The production values, everyone

agreed, should aim higher thanthe
typical a-song-a-dress-a-wig-and-the-
winner-is format. “Wedecidedwewanted
to inaugurate a tradition that was more
upscale,” Koeller said. “Sowe started talk-
ing about the Miss America and Miss
Universe pageants, and how they had
the costumes,the interviews, the swim-
suits, thetalent.”

“Whenit cameto swimwear,” Oster-
gard added,“rather than judging by the
strictest terms—where, say, the Miss
America pageantjudgesreally care how
the ladies look—we left it so that if
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someone wanted to wear a wetsuit or
a barrel, that was allowed.”

Otherwise, the standards were ex-
plicit and exacting. Unlike the anything-
and-everything-goes drag scenein places
like New York and San Francisco, the
Omahaideal—as if dictated byan in-
digenously Midwestern sense of prom-
night propriety—was a Miss Max who
not only could pass for a real woman
butwas alsoentertaining andpersonable.
“We wantedto avoid the same-old same-
old,” Koeller said. “Wereally stressed the
needfor talent. The idea was thatif you
were Miss Max you presented a total
package of entertainment in one per-
son. That’s where theprestige of being
Miss Max really took hold, how it be-
came so well known in the Midwest.
Wewerelookingfor quality. Wesaid the
eveninggown should be floor length and
the shoes had to match. If necessary,
you hadto putin the effort to dye the
shoes. How aboutthecolorof the hose?
The dress—did it fit you well? Did it
comeoff a rack orwas it custom-made?
Was thehair doneright? Wasthejewelry
a goodpiece of rhinestone? The eyes—
were they done with the dress in mind?
Werethe nails painted or a French man-
icure? If you cameout in an evening
gown that was backless and the judges
noticed that you had hair on your back,

that would cost you points. Wealso de-
ducted points for lateness, Very strict on
that.The costumehadto represent a part
of you—whoyouare, what you stand

for, what you thinkyou wantto become.
And,of course, no drugs, no drinking,
nosilicone—and, onstage, no bare but-

tocks, no frontal nudity, nofire, no live

animals. Andyou hadto prove youwere
really a man—sonotranssexuals.”

Forthefirst several years, there was
no shortage of willing contestants—
usuallyeight or ten,occasionallya dozen
or more. After one winner, wholived in
Lincoln(sixty miles from Omaha), neg-
lected to fulfill her Miss Max respon-
sibilities, a thirty-mile-radius residency
tule was invoked. Whetherit was this
particular stipulation or a perception that
the Miss Max standards were excessively
rigorous,over time the numbers gradu-
ally declined; the 2003 pageant drew
only two contestants, down from three

thepreviousyear, andfivethe year before
that.Whichis what led Dan Ostergard,
whohas been the pageantdirector for
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GETTING VALUE

Myelderly friend ofmanyyears arrived
last winter at my doorwith his nose
dripping ontothefloor, and shaking
so hard you could hear his teeth clatter.
Ttwas hard to get his clothes off
and him intothe sofa bed in myliving room.
Filling me with memories of what
he used to be. Whatthe Frenchcall
“monsters.” (Like Rodin.) His poetry is
deeper now. Bigger, and more tender
than ever. We wonder about the newness
ofthe old. And how much is missing.
Heforgets names anddirections.
Surelythere is a hollowingout,
but how muchthatis left is more than
the past was? The Shakespeare who stopped
writing.And the crippled Leonardo.
Whataboutour very old god whois
now makinghis problematical children?

the past four years, to propose turning
the 2004festivitiesinto a reunion of pre-
vious winners. To encourage the Miss
Max emeriti to show up,it was decided
that the ceremonies shouldn't be limited
to Super Bowl Sundaybutspread over a
four-day weekend. The upside was that
a lot of old-school drag queens were
giventheincentiveto return to the spot-
light. The downside was thatit wasn’t a
simple matter of rummaging through
the closet. “Onereasonthe art of drag
is dwindling is because of the expense
of being a female impersonator,” Koel-
ler said. “And one thing you find out
quickly in Omahais that everybody's a
judge. You can never wear a dress twice
in this town.”

hree days before the pageantfinals,
Tarrived in Omaha wondering why,

exactly, I was in Omaha. Whynot Des
Moines or Duluth or St. Louis? How
had city best known forinsurance,beef,
andWarren Buffett becomethe home of
a fastidiously choreographed drag-queen
bacchanal? When, that evening, I paid
myfirst visit to the Max, I heard many
testimonialsto the Max as an institution
(“friendly people. . .a real sense ofcom-
munity ... the cleanest bar bathrooms
in Nebraska”)—encomiums couched

—Linda Gregg

in the sort of boosterish language one
might expect from a representative of
thelocal Realtors’association. The pag-
eant wasn'tjust anyold drag show,I was
told; it had “such prestige that people
knowaboutit in Nashville, Kansas City,
Towa, Minnesota,all those places.” Like-

wise, the Max wasn’t just a bar; it was

a home—habituated by people whore-
gard each other as family. Indeed, the
official themefor the weekendwas,ala
Sister Sledge,“We Are Family.”As with
mostfamilies, the Max and the pageant
shared a long andtextured historywoven
with variegated strands ofaffection,sib-
ling rivalry, self-absorption, and oper-
atic mini-drama.

Iwas greeted at the door by Dan Os-
tergard, who led meto a room called
Stosh’s Saloon—aloftlike space with
black walls decorated with homoerotic
drawings, a high ceiling rigged with disco
lights, a long L-shaped bar flanked by
banks oftelevision screens, and lots of
chest-high café tables—where a cocktail-
party gathering of former Miss Maxes
was getting under way. Thefirst people
Ostergard introduced meto wereJim G.,
who,as Gloria Revelle, had been Miss

Max No. 5, and the incumbent Miss
Max, Domonique Divamoore (né’Todd
Magdaleno), a short, pudgy brunette



who was dressed in a black pants suit.
As she hoisted herself up ontoa barstool
and grimacedslightly, Ostergard asked,
“Panty hosebiting?”

“No,that’s mycincher,” Domonique
said. “I don’t wear panty hose. It’s my
cincherthat helps me maintain my hour-
glass figure.”

Jim G., a six-foot-three-inch, well-
fed fellow in his early forties, said that
held attendedall nineteen previous pag-
eants, and had often beeninvolvedin the

planning. A decadehad passed since he
was last in drag, but he intendedto re-
turn to action the next night, when he
and the other former Miss Maxes would
perform,in an honorary capacity, on the
same program with thisyear’s contestants
in the costume, swimsuit, and evening-
wear competitions.

“Being Miss Max was really one of
the best things I’ve donein mylife,”Jim
said. “During my interview, the judges
asked me, “What do you see when you
look in the mirror?’ I said, ‘I see a six-

foot-three-inch man in a dress and awig
andit’s hard for meto see anythingelse.
I don’t think I'm real and I don’t wantto
beawoman—just wantpeople to come
down on a Sunday night and laugh and
have a goodtime.’ meant that | wanted
everyone,for a couple of hours,atleast,
to forget about their problems, forget
aboutAIDS,forget all that stuff I tried not

to take myself too seriously. And the
whole group ofMiss Maxes arewonder-
ful, wonderful friends. Td say I get along
withninety per cent of them.”

In that spirit of bonhomie, several
otherMiss Maxeswandered over during
the next hour or so. I met Nos. 2, 4, 10,
12, 13, and 14 (respectively, Veronica
O'Rourke, Katrina Kane, Vivian Cart-
wright, Dietra Snow, Ashley Simone,
and Alexandra Stone) and found them
to be a gregarious bunch—white guys
(with the exception of Ashley, who was
African-American)in their thirties and
forties, most ofwhom had grown up in
Omahaor found their way there after
escapingfrom small townsontheprairie
(Spearfish, South Dakota, Gering, Ne-
braska; Mead, Nebraska; Minot, North
Dakota). They fondly reminisced about
Gloria Revelle’s jello-wrestling parties
andVivian (the Queen with No Spleen)
Cartwright’s miraculous recovery after
hercar accident. Theyrecalled how,after

Muffy Rosenberg’s house burned down

andshelost everything (furniture, ward-
robe, wigs,tiara), there was a big fund-
raiser at the Max, andMuffy lip-synched
“Smoke Gets inYour Eyes.”

Seated at an adjacenttable, and, by
comparison, seeming subdued, was Da-
vide Butson (Sable, Miss Max Three),
whom Td corresponded with by phone
and e-mail before coming to Omaha.
When we metfor breakfast the next
morning,he said, “Last night, it was

nice to see the old faces, but as a boy
I was never one to jump in andbeall
that chatty. I'm much more at ease when,
Tm in drag. That persona can be more
social—I can flit around,talk to every-
body, be witty. Drag gives you that mask.
You become somebodyelse and you
don’t have to worry about howyou come
across.

“T dontt really know the recent Miss
Maxes, but everybody came over and
paid their respects, and I appreciated
that. I felt like the Old Guard,like an
old reigning queen. So I’m looking for-
ward to tonight, althoughit’s also going
to be excruciating. I've already started
shaving”—though notyet from the neck
up; he still had a grunge-look beard—
“and I'll shave the beard after breakfast.
Aroundfive o'clock, I'll shave again to
geta little closer. Then the makeup be-
gins. I usethis base called Dermablend,
whichisfor facial disfigurementor scars.
Makeup takes about an hour, getting
dressed about two hours. I don't need
to shave my legs, because I wear two
or three pairs of tights and, over that,
panty hose.It’s very painful,it cuts into
your stomach andyour hips,butI have
to do that because I use foam for my
hips, to give a nice shape. Onething I
can't stand is a queen whogoes out there
without hip pads—unless you're a big
girl and you can weara corset. It might
looklike you havenicelegs without the
hip pads, butit ruins theillusion.All the
elements haveto be there. Some queens
think they're pretty enough that they
don't need so much makeup, but they
do. Somedon’t think they needto pluck
their eyebrows, but they do. You'll see
tonight.”

HZ: snow had fallen in Omaha
earlier in the week, another big

storm was on the way, and the tem-
perature wasrefusing to move beyond
thesingle digits—none ofwhich made
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life less challenging for men in swim-
suits and high heels. Sable was the
first person I recognized when I ar-
rived at the Max Friday evening. She
wore a red-and-goldsilkjacket, a black
G-string and bra, and—with the excep-
tion of fake ruby earrings and rhine-
stone-studded bracelets—not much
else. Her mood was animated, “I got
here!”she said. “T drove. Totally in drag.
Tt wasa bitch, in these heels. By the
time I walked from thecar to the front
door, my shoes were full of snow. But
Tmadeit.”
We were back in Stosh’s Saloon,

which had a stage at one end and a
crowdcapacity of about three hundred.
I planned to watch the proceedings
froma balconyin therear. As I headed
towardthestairs,Jim G., having trans-
formed himself into Gloria Revelle,
a buxom, big-boned brunette in black
sequinned pants and a zebra-striped
jacket, greeted me. It took me a mo-
mentto register who was speaking to
me; the last time I'd seen this face, it
had a goatee. I asked whether she'd had
a busyday, and shesaid,“I left work
at noon, went home,kissedmyhusband
goodbye—he’s spending the weekend
in Des Moines, because hehates to see
me in drag—took a shower, shaved ev-
erything you can see, and packed my
bags.” Gloria interrupted our conversa-
tionto sayhello to an acquaintance.

 

 

 

 

 

“You don’t knowwhoI am, do you?”
shesaid.

“No,I don't.”
“You'll haveto figureit out.”
“Tstill don’t knowwhoyouare.”
“Tl give you a hint: I was Miss Max

No.5.”
“T give up.”
“One morehint: we had a conversa-

tion two weeks ago.”
Nothing.
“Ies Jim.”
“No way! Oh, wow. Bitch, if you'd

have stood up I'd have known. Holy shit.
This is thefirst timeI've ever seen you
in drag.”

“Yeah,well, it’s thefirst timeI'vebeen
in drag in ten years.”

Sable, whoclearly had devoted per-
fectionist scrutiny to every detail of her
performance and appearance—down to
the dark-brown blush she'd used to ac-
centuate her cheekbonesand narrow the
contours of her nose and neck—made
the most memorable impression of the
night. Her opening number was a Cher
song called “Take Me Home,” which
she lip-synched while wearing a flowing
curly black wig topped with a red stew-
ardess’s cap, a red-white-and-blue se-
quinnedjacket with beaded epaulets and
silver embroidery, and a gladiator-style
bottom that draped overan embroidered
bustle andcrinoline. By the end of the
song, the jacket had comeoff to reveal
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‘Tm sorry, butIm morally andpolitically opposed to hangman.”

ruffled lace underwear and a red-and-
white ruffled lace bra.

The other showstopper was courtesy
of Ashley Simone, Miss Max Thirteen,

who cameoutin a cinnamon wig, a white
bathing suit, and a whitelatexjacketwith
white fur trim, and danced and lip-
synched expertly to an unplayable-on-
the-radio techno song bythe Lords of
Acidcalled “Pussy (Round).” Iwas seated
in the balcony next to Tom C., the pag-
eant’s technical director, who I thought
wasaboutto lose control ofthe spotlight
he was operating. “Boy, sheis so close
to real you almost can't tell,” he said.
“There's one you could take out to din-
ner in West Omaha.Wow! Lookat that.
Everything—she’s got it down. She’s a
graduate—shehas a doctorate—from the
schoolof drag.”

There were only three contestants
for Miss Max Twenty—Paige Turner
(Michael Toyne), Joyce Symone (John
Flowers), and the uninominal Chandler
(Daniel Fahrenkrug)—and each took
three turns onstage. Tom provided an
insightful running commentary. When
Paige Turner, a full-figured redhead,ap-
peared during the swimsuit competition
ina leopard-print one-piece with a built-
in battery attachment that caused her
nameto ay in lights on her midriff,
hesaid, “She hasn'tbeen doing drag very
long. She's got the potential, but she’s got
to pay her dues. And that’s whatshe’s
doing now.” During the evening-wear
competition, Chandler, whois six-seven
andlast yearwon the Miss Nebraska-at-
Largetitle, cameoutin blacksatin pants
and a flame-colored, jewel-encrusted
jacket, andTom said, “She has the most
experience, and she can be really classy
when she wantsto be. She's down here
whenever they ask her to be in a show.
You asksomebodyto do something,she'll
show up. She’s always been a brides-
maid, neverthe bride. So her chances are
pretty solid.”

This wasan opinion shared by Chan-
dler herself, a thirty-one-year-old retail-
store manager. “To be Miss Max, you
have to be dedicated,”she told me. “You
have to be willing to give up lot. If they
need you—fora drag show, a strip show,
someother eventwhereyou haveto rep-
resent the bar—you've gotto be available
aroundthe clock. DoI think I'm goingto
win? Yes. Because I'm very confident.I
havea big following.I've competedtwice



 

sien unique destinationssharing an ideal spanningfive decades—
Elegance without pretense, embracing and enhancing spectacular surroundings.
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before, and each timeI haven't wonI’ve
taken what thejudges said and usedit to
improve myself If I dor'twin,Pll be very
upset, because I give my dedication to
thisbar.And ifI dowin Pll probably cry.”

hen I spoke with Paige Turner
during a rehearsal the afternoon

of the pageantfinals (at the time, she
wasn't in drag,so,technically, I was hav-
ing a conversation with Michael Toyne),
I discovered that she, too, was quite op-
timistic andthatshe also anticipated cry-
ing (or fainting) if she won. The third
contestant,Joyce Symone, a soft-spoken
African-American in her mid-twenties,
had less expectantattitude. “I think
winningis a possibility, but most people
here have more seniority and I’m just
a face outof the blue,” she said. “This
is basically making a start for myself, I
saw the poster for Miss Max ‘Twenty
and said, You have theoutfits,you have
the costumes, the jewelry. You know
whatyou wantto do onstage, so why not
get started?”

Shortly after nine o'clock that night,
with a crowd-dampeningfresh snow-
storm blowingoutside,the opening mu-
sical number—a version of“The Lady Is
a Tramp” with custom lyrics (“Valerie
Vortexwas No. 15 / Her sense ofhumor
was always obscene / We always loved
her,we think she is keen / That’swhy the
lady is Miss Max”)—gotunderway, and
a procession of former Miss Maxes took
the stage. From where I was situated,
I could simultaneously watch the pag-
eant and follow the closing minutes of
the Super Bowl,whichwas being shown
on a wide-screen TV. As the parade of
drag queens in evening gowns began,
theNew EnglandPatriotswere about to
score a touchdown,andby the time the
songwas finished the Carolina Panthers
had received a kickoff and marched
downfield to the Patriots’ fourteen-yard
line and were abouttotie up the game.
Domonique Divamoore came out and
lip-syncheda disco tunecalled “Shack-
les” as the New England quarterback,
Tom Brady, completed a pass that put
the Pats at the forty-four-yardline, and
by time she was finished they were
within field-goal range. The crowd at
the bar was unanimous in its opinion
that Adam Vinatieri, the hero-of-the-
occasion placekicker, was a hunk.
Men whopreferred silly old football

gameto a four-hour-long drag show |
stayed tuned for the post-gamedebrief-
ings. I moved to the backstage area,
where I spent much oftherest of the
evening gleaning illuminating locker- |
room tips—for instance, how a line-

backer-sized drag queen can create the
illusion of cleavage (a duct-tape body |
wrap). I also witnessed Paige Turner's |
realization that, because her fake breasts
had shifted and woundup around her |
navel during the talent competition (a |
many-chorused arrangementof “I Enjoy |
Being a Girl,” an old beauty-pageant|
standard), she probably wasn't going to |
be crowned Miss Max after all, at least |
notthis time around. Actually, that mis-
hap might not have been the deciding
factor, as Chandler hadbeenrehearsing
her routine three times a week for a
month and a half, She wore a country-
print cowgirl shirt and performed with
four backup dancers a country-and-
Western line dance that combined a
polka anda slide-step shuffle. It was a
definite crowd-pleaser. Chandler had
also been ontop ofher gameduring the
onstage interview with thejudges, clev-
erly paraphrasing J.E-K.: “It’s not what
the Max can do for me but whatI can
bring to and do for the Max.”

Finally, at 1:10 A.M., the three con-
testants, back in their evening gowns,
gathered onstage with the former Miss
Maxes andheld hands as thejudges’ de-
cisions were announced. Paige Turner
won a consolation prize for “best inter-
view”andJoyce Symonewas singled out
for “onstage presentation,” but Chandler
prevailed in every other category. She
covered her face when she heard her
name announced as the winner. Then,
holding a bunch ofred roses and wear-
ing the “Miss MaxXX”sash,she knelt to
receive her tiara.

After Chandler hadstopped crying, I
asked her whether she had known she
‘wasgoing to win,“Notreally,” she said.
“After the interview, I thought Paige had
me. Andour talents, I heard, were very
close.” She sounded like aMiss America;
evenin the glow ofvictory, she had re-
membered to complimentthe other girls.
“Tm just so shocked and excited.And I’m
looking forwardtotelling my mom.” ¢
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‘hecult of the chief executive reached
its apogee in the nineteen-nineties,

a period when C.E.O.s seemed not so
much toserve their companiesas to em-
body them. Certainly, there was a Time
Warnerindependent of Gerald Levin,
and Disney and General Electric ex-
isted beyond Michael Eisner and Jack
‘Welch.Yet these executives, and others
like them, were compensatedas if they
single-handedly controlled the fates of
their companies. In thelate eighties, a
seven-figure salary was a lot to pay a
C.E.O,;bythelate nineties, nine-figure
fortunes were routine. The chairman of
General Motors,for example, madefive
hundred andseventy-five thousand dol-
lars in base salary in 1991 and just over
two million in 2000. Michael Ovitz, at
Disney, got a severance package worth
somewhere between ninety and a hun-
dred andthirty million dollars. But how
much difference did most of these ex-
ecutives make? They took credit when
thenation’s economy made almost every
business leader look good, and they
blamedthefateswhen times turned hard.
Manywere, in essence,lavishly paid bu-
reauctats—caretakers more than creators.

Then, there was Martha Stewart.
‘There was a cult around her, too, but

for different reasons. Unlike most of the
famous C.E.O.softheperiod,she built
her company, Martha Stewart Living
Omnimedia, from scratch, and, unlike
virtually anyoneelse, she herself was
in many waysits singular product.(Jeff
Bezos created Amazon.com,butit sold
books and other merchandise.)The chal-
lenge for Martha Stewart Living Omni-
media was to defineitself as something
other than its leader's corporatealter ego.
WhenI visited Stewart at her house
in Westport, Connecticut,last year, she
talked about her importance to the mag-
azine, Martha Stewart Living, saying,

“This is me, O.K., me, one hundred

ANNALS OF LAW

A BAD THING
Why didMartha Stewart lose?

BY JEFFREY TOOBIN

per cent.” Sharingcredit does not come
naturally to her, but she said that she
was trying to be less dominantin the
company—to turn it into an institu-
tion. Herrole modelwas Ralph Lauren.
“Whenyousee Polo, you don't see Ralph
Lauren,”shesaid. Butwhen people saw
Stewart’s company, which at its peak
employed more than six hundred people,
they saw Martha Stewart. Besides, the
company seemedto exist more to serve
its founder than the other wayaround.
She was surrounded by people whose
jobs were to anticipate and meet her
every need. At Stewart’s trial, which fea-
tured testimony from several of her
courtiers, her bookkeeper, Heidi De-
Luca, said that she was employedby the
company but that her duties included
maintaining Stewart's personal check-
book, paying her bills—such as health,
life, and automobile insurance—and.
overseeing the payroll for her personal
staff ofbetween thirty andforty people.
(Stewart reimbursed the companyfor a
portion of DeLiuca’s salary.)

Stewart’s sale of 3,928 shares of stock
in the biotech company ImClone, on
December27, 2001, andthelegal disas-
terit led to, is in many ways a story of
her support system in action. At every
stage—fromthetransaction to the in-
vestigation by the Securities and Ex-
change Commission and the F.B.I. to,
finally, her criminal trial—people mobi-
lized to helpher: assistants, brokers, law-
yers, even other celebrities. Yet the more

theytried to help, the more excruciating
Stewart's problems became. With the
guidance of her entourage, she invari-
ably made the wrongdecisions, and the
result was humiliation and conviction.
On MarchSth,a jury in United States
District Court inNewYork found Stew-
art guilty of all four charges againsther:
conspiracy, obstruction of justice, and
two counts of making false statements.

Her co-defendant, the stockbroker Peter
Bacanovic,was convicted of four counts,
too: conspiracy, perjury, obstruction of
justice, and making a false statement.

Onthe scale of highly publicized
misdeeds in the past decade, Stewart’s
trade must rank among the mosttrivial.
She netted only aboutfifty thousand
dollars more on the deal than if she'd
held the stock for another day, and,as
she told me, her ImCloneholding con-
stituted .03 per cent of her assets. It
seemsalmost implausible that such a
misstep could send Stewart to prison
and lead her company to ruin—and
that this happened with the help of the
best and mostloyal people that money
could buy.

Pes Bacanovic, Stewart’s broker
at Merrill Lynch, was,like almost

everyoneelse,just trying to keep Martha
Stewart happy. On December27, 2001,
while he was on vacation in Florida,
he heard from his assistant, Douglas
Faneuil, that anotherofhis clients, Sam
Waksal, the chairman of ImClone, was
tryingto getrid ofvirtuallyall his own
andhis family’s stock in the company.
Bacanovic knew that Stewart owned
ImClone stock—Stewart and Waksal
were close friends—andhetold Faneuil
to call her and let her know.
What motivated Bacanovic?The de-

cision to let Stewart know about Wak-
sal’s sale was,at the very least, a violation
of Merrill Lynch policy;at worst,it was
a felony—a violationofinsider-trading
rules. Stewart hadn’t asked for the in-
formation. Whytake such a risk on her
behalf? (The governmentultimately con-
ceded that neither Bacanovic’s tip nor
Stewart's stock sale amounted to a crime.
It was lying to the authorities about the
transaction that brought them totrial.)2

Bacanovie grew up in New York. His a2
mother, an anesthesiologist, was born in 4

Stewart alwaysyelled at underlings, Stewart’ attorney Robert Morvillo explained. It wasn't bad—it wasjustpart ofher style.



THE NEW YORKER, MARCH 22, 2004 a

 



Greece, andhis father, a mid-level banker,
came from Serbia. Peter went to the
Lycée Frangais, a private school onMan-
hattan’s East Side, then to Columbia

(where he becamefriends with Stewart's
daughter, Alexis), and, finally, to New
‘York University’s business school, from
which hegraduated in 1988.Hebounced
aroundforseveral years—workingin the
mailroom at the William MorrisAgency
in Los Angelesand, for time, as a banker
in Switzerland for the corporate raider
Asher Edelman. Hethen took a market-
ingjob at ImClone, where he met Wak-
sal, but heleft in 1992 to work as a broker
at Merrill Lynch. There,for the first time,
hethrived.He was,byall accounts,profi-
cientat the job, but he excelled particu-
larly at thesocial sideofit.Hewas attrac-
tive, he followed thecultural scene, and, as
abachelor, he madea perfectextra man at
dinnerparties.

Martha Stewart may not have been
Bacanovic’s biggest investor, but the ca-

chetof being her stockbroker was con-
siderable. Although Bacanovic didn’t
testify atthetrial, a tape-recordedinter-
view hehad with the S.E.C.wasplayed,
andtherewas a noticeable toneof starchy
pridein his voice. “I do notdiscuss other
clients’ affairs with otherclients,”he said
at one point. He soundedirritated—

shocked—that someone would suggest
otherwise. “I did not get to be first
vice-president of Merrill Lynch bydis-
cussing other people’s business and by
being indiscreet,” he said. Stewart was
demanding of Bacanovic,as she was of
everyone in herlife. “This is someone
whogets irascible,” hesaid of herin the
interview. In late 2000, when the mar-
ket started to sour, she e-mailed him,“I
think it’s time for meto give my money
to a professional money manager who
will watch it whenI am too busy and will
take a bit more care aboutoverall market
conditions and political and economic
problems. We have just watched the
slide and done nothing and I'm none
too happy.” She didn’t withdraw herac-
countthen, but the message was clear,

Bythe timeof the ImClonetransac-
tion, Bacanovic was even more vulnera-
ble. In 2000,accordingto his $.E.C.tes-
timony, he had madeabout five hundred
and forty thousand dollars at Merrill
Lynch. Thefollowing year, his income
fell to about three hundred andfifty
thousand, and the September 11th at-
tacks madeprospects for a turnaround
appear bleak. His assistant, Faneuil, tes-

tified about waking Bacanovic up in
Florida on the morning of Decem-
ber 27th and giving him the ImClone

 “Can Igetyou anyone?”

news. “Oh, my God,”he told Faneuil,
“get Martha on the phone.” Faneuil,
whoreached Stewart while she was en
route to a vacation in Mexico, passed
along the word that the Waksals were
selling, and she authorized the sale of
her own shares.

Stewart's trades that day were small
compared with Sam Waksal’s. After
learning that the Food and Drug Ad-
ministration was going to reject Im-
Clone’s most importantproduct,a can-
cer drug called Erbitux, Waksal tried
to move 79,797 shares to his daughter
Aliza’s accountthrough Bacanovic; Aliza
herself sold 39,472 shares; his other
daughter, Elana, sold 3,014. Waksal’s
father sold 135,000 shares, and his sis-
ter sold 1,336. Notsurprisingly, in light
of the FD.A.’s decision, which was an-
nounced the following day, the Wak-
sals’ sales drew theattentionofan inter-
nal auditor at Merrill Lynch, whoasked
to see Bacanovicas soonas he got back
from Florida.Theauditor, Brian Schimpf-
hauser,also noticed Stewart’s sale ofIm-
Clone,and,helatertestified, “that made
mekindofsuspicious.”
A small problem now started to get

bigger. Bacanovic had to comeup with
an explanationforwhy Stewart had sold
at the same timeas the Waksals.When
Faneuil saw himafter theNew Year, Ba-
canovic first said that Stewart had sold
ImCloneas part ofan end-of-year prac-
tice called “tax loss selling.” But that
madenosense, because she had sold at
a profit. So Bacanovic decided to tell
theinvestigators thathe and Stewart had
a preéxisting agreementto sell her Im-
Clonestockwhentheprice reached sixty
dollars a share, which it did on Decem-
ber 27th.

For a while,it looked as though this
story might hold, Merrill Lynch had re-
ferred the Waksal case to the S.E.C.,
and the government's investigatorswere
putting togetheran easy insider-trading
case against him. Because of the focus
on the Waksal case, investigators were

most concerned with whether he had
tipped Stewart or anyone else about
the imminent E.D.A. decision on Er-
bitux. SinceWaksal himself hadn't told
Stewart, she had every reason to think
she had no problem. On January 16,
2002, Bacanovic and Stewart met for
breakfast, and it’s probable that they
discussed the burgeoning investigation



of the ImClonesales—andtheir possi-
ble culpability. Within a week, Stewart
had decidedto hire a criminal-defense
attorney.

henMartha Stewart LivingOm-
nimedia wentpublic, in 1999,the

companyused the law firm of Wachtell,
Lipton, Rosen & Katz for corporate
work. Wachtell, Lipton is smaller than
manyof the better-known firmsin the
city, but it has the highest profits per
partner ofanylaw firm in the nation—
on average, more thanthree million dol-
lars a year. Lawyers there tend to be
brilliant and arrogant; typical among
them isJohn Savarese,the lawyer whom
Stewart hired in January, 2002. Like Ba-
canovic, Savarese is good-looking and
socially prominent. Hehad earlier been
a prosecutor in Manhattan, and in 1986
he helped convict the reigning bosses of
thecity’s five Mafia families. (Just be-
fore that trial, I workedfor him as a sum-
merintern.)

OnJanuary 25th, Michael Schachter,
the Assistant U.S. Attorney in charge of
the Waksal investigation, spoke to Sava-
rese and askedtointerview Stewart about
the ImClonesale. Savarese had to evalu-
ate this request in a transformed legal
landscape of white-collar criminal law.
Even before the Enron scandal, which
was just then unfolding, the Justice De-
partmentand the S.E.C.had been plac-
ing tremendouspressure on corporate
executives to coéperate with their investi-
gations.The S.E.C., andeven private au-
ditors, mighthesitate to certify the finan-
cial statements of a company headed by
someone who wouldn't codperate.A di-
rective to prosecutors from Deputy At-
torney General LarryD.Thompsonsug-
gested that companies should pressure
senior employees to testifyrather than re-
fuse to answer on Fifth Amendment
grounds,

Stewartwas travellinga lot in lateJan-
uary, so there wasn't much timefor her to
talk to Savarese, but she seemed noncha-
Jant aboutthe prospect ofsitting down
with Schachter and his colleagues. She
and Savarese tentatively agreed to meet
with the prosecutors on February 4th.
“There was a lot of pressure, including
from Martha, that she go in there and
showshe had nothingto hide,” one per-
son close to the Stewart campsays.“All
she thought they wanted to talk about

 
 

   
  

was whether Waksal himself had tipped
her about the F'D.A.decision. She knew
shewas in theclear onthat one.”

OnJanuary 31st, something hap-
penedthat should have signalled the
magnitudeofthe riskof letting the gov-
ernment question Stewart. Aroundfive
in the afternoon, Stewart and Savarese
spoke for half an hour onthetelephone.
When Stewart hung up, she asked her
secretary, Ann Armstrong,to call up her
computer's phonelog for December 26th
throughJanuary 7th. AsArmstrong later
testified at Stewart’s trial, Stewart exam-
ined the messages and noted the one
from Bacanovic on December 27th,
which read, “Peter Bacanovic thinks Im-
Cloneis going to start trading down-
ward.” Armstrong described what hap-
pened next: “Martha saw the message
from Peter, and she instantly took the
mouseandshe put the cursor at the
endofthe sentence,andshehighlighted
it back up to the end of Peter’s name,
and then shestarted typing overit.” She
changed the message to “Peter Bacanovic
re imclone.”

Stewart then had second thoughts,
Armstrong continued. “She instantly
stood up, andstill standing at my desk,
she told meto putit back. ‘Put it back
the wayit was.’ She walked back to her
office door, and by thetime she got to
heroffice door she asked meto get her 

son-in-law on the phone.” Alexis’s hus-
band, John Cuti, was litigator who
sometimes worked for Stewart and her
company. He said to Armstrong, who
becameincreasingly upset, “Stop in your
tracks,” andtold her notto change any-
thingelse. When Armstrong got home
that evening, Stewartcalled and askedif
she had beenable to restore the message.
Ultimately, with the help of a friend,
Armstrong was ableto find theoriginal
message andfax a copy to Savarese. The
next morning, Stewart left for a quick
trip to Germany, which would get her
backjustbefore her interview at the U.S.
Attorney’s office.

Cuti told Savarese aboutthealtering
of the document, which suggested that
Stewart was worried about the appear-
ance, at least, of the ImClone transac-

tion, if not the legality of her actions.
Butshewas outof the country, and there
was no wayto get her ready for the in-
terview. To make matters worse, Sava-

rese had not gone over her phonelogs
with her.

Savarese could have delayed Stewart's
appearance. Hecould have gathered all
therelevant documents andforced her to
test her recollections against the physical
evidence.“It’s noteasy telling someone
like Martha Stewart to take the Fifth,”
a lawyer inside the Stewart campsays.
“She would havegoneballistic.” Instead,

THE NEW YORKER, MARCH 22, 2004 63



Saveresesentinto the hands of prosecu-
tors an underprepared witness, who may
not have told him the wholestory, and
whohadalreadytried to doctor evidence
in the case. “What Savarese did was an
unbelievable disaster,” another person in
the defense camptold me.
On February 4th,onlyfour days after

the incident atArmstrong’s desk, Savarese
and an inexperienced associate atWach-
tell, Lipton accompanied Stewart to her
interview at the U.S. Attorney’s office in
Manhattan. Confident that she could
truthfully refute the charge that Waksal
himself had tipped her, Stewart told in-
vestigators thefabricated story about the
preéxisting agreementto sell ImCloneat
sixty. Worse, Savarese allowed a second
intevrogation, onApril 10th, duringwhich
Stewart again lied aboutthe sixty-dollar
agreement andasserted, falsely, that she
couldn't remember whethershe was told
on December27th that theWaksals were
selling. Tobesure, itwas Stewart,not her
lawyer, wholiedto theinvestigators, but
Savarese had allowed his clientto take an
immenselegal risk.

‘avarese may not have realized how
big a target Stewart had become, but

Republicansin the House of Represen-
tatives did. In early June, 2002, the En-
ergy and Commerce Committee, which
had been examining Waksal’s role at Im-
Cioae, decided to investigate possible
insider trading by Stewart. Later that
month,as the investigation continued to
grow, Douglas Faneuil walked into the
USS.Attorney's office and madea deal:
he admitted his role in the coverup and
pleaded guilty to a misdemeanor. On
June 13th, the FB.Larrested SamWak-
sal on chargesofinsider trading. (Waksal
eventually agreed to plead guilty to the
insider-trading charges andalso to ob-
structionofjustice andtax fraud, among
other charges. Heis currently serving a
seven-year federal sentence. As part of
the bargain,his relatives avoided crimi-
nal prosecution.) On June 21st, Merrill
Lynch suspended Bacanovic.

During the summer of 2002, leaks
from Congress kept the Stewart story in
the news—especially the tabloids,which
saw Stewart as a perfect subject. Stew-
art’s only public discussion of her pre-
dicament cameduring an embarrassing
appearance on the CBS “Early Show”
onJune 25th. She was conducting one of
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Iraise myheadoff the pillow and study
the half-frosted windowsandthe clock
withits reluctant to tumble robotic digits
to check on howthenightis proceeding.
Bythe clock’s green glow andthelight
ofthelast fer moon the snow
shinesupinto our bedroom,I see
thatthehalf of the oceanic comforter
apportionedto herside of the bed
lies completelyflat. The words
ofthe shepherdin “Tristan,”“Waste
and empty thesea,” come to me.
‘Where is she? Sprouting in the furrow
where the comforter overlaps herpillow
is a hank of brown hair—she's here,sleeping
somewhere down in the dark underneath.
And now in hersleep sherotates herself
a quarter turn—from strewn all unfolded
on her back to bunchedin a bulky Z,
on herside, with her back to me.

herregular cooking segments and, with
a large knife, was chopping a head of
cabbage.“T think this will all be resolved
in the very near future andI will be ex-
oneratedofanyridiculousness,” Stewart
told the show’s co-host, Jane Clayson,
when she was asked aboutthestory. “I
wantto focus on mysalad, becausethat’s
why we're here.” Stewart stopped ap-
pearing on the show, because her law-
yers,who now included the high-profile
defense lawyer Robert Morvillo, as well
as the Wachtell, Lipton team, didn’t
wantherto answer questions, and CBS
vowed to pursue the issue. On Octo-
ber 3rd, with pressure from theinvesti-
gation increasing, Stewart resigned as
amemberofthe board of theNewYork
Stock Exchange.

In late fall, frustrated by all the bad
press, and desperate to get her side of
thestorybefore the public, Stewart hired
a new helper: Lanny Davis, a former
lawyer in the Clinton White House,
whohadbeenthePresident’s mostvisi-
ble public spokesman during the Mon-
ica Lewinsky affair. Davis, who didn’t

AP

believe in the conventional wisdom
that criminal suspects should remain
silent in public, offered me aninter-

view in which Stewart would speak
aboutthecase publiclyforthefirst time.
On frigid Sunday afternoon in

January, 2003, I drove to Stewart’s re-
stored 1805 farmhouse, known as Tur-
key Hill.We had never met before. She
seemed strangely nervous for a public
figure, andI soonrealized why: she had
hired Davis, and arrangedforthis inter-
view, withouttelling Morvillo or Sava-
rese. (A couple of days before thearticle
appeared, Savaresecalled and implored
metotell him whathis client had said.
I was also subpoenaedbythe S.E.C.
for mytape of the interview; whenI de-
clined to produce it, the agency dropped
the matter.)

Tt was a peculiar afternoon. Stewart
was obviouslyinfuriated by the experi-
ence ofbeing investigated,yet she never
cameout andsaid so. “Mypublic image
has beenoneoftrustworthiness,of being
fine, fine editor,a fine purveyorofhis-
toric and contemporary information for
the homemaker,” she told me as we ate

an almost comically elaborate Chinese
lunch prepared by her chef, Lily. “My
business is abouthomemaking. Andthat
Thave been turned into,orvilified openly
as, somethingother than whatI reallyam



I squirm closer, taking care not to
break into the immensity ofhersleep,
andlie absorbing the astounding
quantity of heata slender body
ovens up arounditself, when need be.
Nowherslow,purring, sometimes snorish,
perfectlyintelligible sleeping sounds
abruptlystop. A leg darts back
and hooks myankle with its foot
and draws mecloserstill. Soon
her sleeping soundsresume,telling me,
“Come,press against me,yes,like that,
put your right elbow on myhip bone,perfect,
and your right handat mybreasts, yes, that's it,
nowyour left arm,which has becomeextra,
stow it somewhere out of the way, good.
Entangled with each otherso, unsleeping one,
together wewill outsleep the night.”

has beenreally confusing.” Davis’s team
provided mewith a summaryof the Im-
Clonetrade from Stewart's perspective.
AsI later learned, that version of the
facts had crucial omissions.

Bythis time,prosecutors were talking
to Douglas Faneuil and weighing the
question of whether to indict Stewart.
Myarticle certainlydidn’t help; rather, it
let the prosecutors know that she was
sticking with her original story—that
she gotrid of her ImClonestock pur-
suantto a preéxisting agreementtosell
atsixty.

tewart got onelast chance to avoid
prison. In the spring of 2003, Stew-

art’s lawyers were expecting an indict-
mentin thefirstweekofJune;asa result,
they entered plea negotiations on her
behalf. On Sunday, June 1st, Stewart
went to the Wachtell, Lipton offices,

on West Fifty-second Street, to decide
whether to accept a deal that Savarese
and his partner Larry Pedowitz had
workedout. Stewart would plead guilty
to a single felony: making a false state-
mentto federal agents. The agreed-upon
sentencing guidelines would make pro-
bation or house arrest likely, although
there was no guarantee that Stewart
would avoid prison. Also, underthis ar-
rangement Stewart wouldn't have to co-

—Galway Kinnell

operate with prosecutors orgive a prof-
fer—an advance preview—of what she
was goingto say. During a speakerphone
conversation with Stewart, Karen Patton
Seymour,the chief of the criminal divi-
sion of the U.S. Attorney’s office, and
hercolleague Richard Owensnarrowed
theissues down to this: Would Stewart
admit that she had lied to the investi-
gators? In the end, late Sunday night,
Stewart decided that she couldn't doit.
On Monday, Stewart and her de-

fense team reassembled at Morvillo’s of-
fice, and continuedto discuss the deal.
Morvillo is sixty-five years old, three
years older than Stewart, and she seemed
to regard him notonly as a lawyer but as.
a peer. He has beenator near the top of
the white-collar-criminal-defense bar
for three decades, andis, in a way, as
prominentin hisfield as sheis in hers.
His firm ofthirty-six lawyers is prosper-
ous,butits offices, on two floors at Fifth

Avenue and Forty-sixth Street, haven't
the splendor foundatthose ofWachtell,
Lipton. And while Morvillo’s own of-
fice—cluttered with shabby baseball
souvenirs and yellowingfiles from old
cases—may have been aMartha Stewart
nightmare, Stewart and Morvillo seemed
to have a kinship as people who were
self-made.

According to someoneat the meet-

ing, Morvillo, Savarese, and Pedowitz
all told Stewart that she would never
geta better deal. A trial was a risk. No
doubta felony plea would complicate
her role at her company, but thealter-
native—indictment,trial, and possible
conviction of multiple felonies—was far
worse. But again Stewart said that she
couldn't doit.A grandjury indicted her
twodays later.

na note to readers in the March,
2004, issue of Martha Stewart Liv-

ing—theissue that was on newsstands
whenthetestimonyin hertrial began—
Stewart described the period leading
up to the trial this way: “For the past
several months,I have been happily im-
mersed in scores of wonderfully written
and beautifully illustrated garden cata-
logues.”The trilling adverbsare a touch-
stone of Stewart's style. There was de-
fiance in that “happily,” too—Stewart’s
insistence thatnot even the power of the
United States governmentcould prevent
herfrom extractingthe soil’s bounty.

Inaway, the prosecutors were no more
pleased than Stewart's team thatthe case
had reached this point. By the day of
opening statements, January 27th, the
case had been reducedtoa limited set of
charges. The prosecution's one attempt
to broadenthecase, by charging Stewart
with securities fraud—onthetheory that
she was lying in orderto inflate the value
of her own company—looked dubious
from thestart. (Judge Miriam Goldman.
Cedarbaum, whopresided over thetrial,
threw outthat countbefore thejury could
considerit.) Defenders of Stewart, and
others, questioned whether a case based

solely on herstatements to federal agents
merited such a majoreffort by the gov-
ernment—especially since she was ac-
cused of lying about something that
wasnt a crime. Butthe prosecutorsfelt
that theyhad given Stewart two chances
to tell the truth, then offered her what
they considered a generousplea bar-
gain.“Wehad nodesire to prosecute this
woman,”oneinvestigatorin the casetold
me.“Butthis wasfairly egregious lying,
worse than justasserting her innocence.
She concocted a wholestory, andwe had.
to follow upto confirm ordispelit.” An-
other governmentofficial said to me,
“What were we supposedto do? Just
walk away?”

Karen Patton Seymour and Michael
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Schachter, the prosecutors in thetrial,
were shrewdchoices for the government
in a case in which the defense was cer-
tain atleast to suggest that the prosecu-
tion amounted to a governmentvendetta
against a prominent person—anda par-
ticular kind ofcelebrity. Schachter, who
is thirty-four, and wholooked like Sey-
mout's nerdykid brother, barely changed
his expression (orhis boxygray suit) dur-

ing the entire trial. Seymour, wholeft
a lucrative partnership at Sullivan &
Cromwell togo to the U.S. Attorney's of-
fice, also cameacross as more thoughtful
than passionate. (The magnitudeof her
financial sacrifice shouldn'tbe overstated;
her husbandis a partnerat Sullivan.)

Morvillo, whohas spentalmostforty
yearsin the courtroom,rarelytries cases
anymore,preferring to use his bluster-
ing style to negotiate with (or brow-
beat) the city’s prosecutors. He is not
physicallyprepossessing;he has a greasy
comb-over, a second chin bigger than
hisfirst, and a stomach that defies ex-
pensivetailoring, and heisn’t a young
sixty-five. Nevertheless, he had a com-
manding and wry manner in court, be-
ginning his opening statement with a
boast: “I tend to have a louder voice, so it
should preventyou from dozing off.”No
oneslept.

Still, the language of Morvillo’s open-
ing showed how weak case his client
hadleft him. There was no“direct”evi-
dence against Stewart, he declared; her
statements were not“deliberately” false.
As Stewart herself had done when she
and Savarese spoke with investigators al-
mosttwoyears earlier, Morvillo tried to
shift attention to a subject more to his
liking: the governmentinvestigation to
determine whetherWaksal had person-
ally tipped Stewart aboutthebad news to
comefrom the F.D.A. “Martha Stewart
wentto that meeting thinking that she
hadto convincethe governmentthat she
‘was not tipped by Sam Waksal—that
was her focus,” Morvillo said. Even the
government acknowledged that Waksal
had not donethat.

One passage in Morvillo’s opening
had an unexpected poignancy. Heplainly
knewlittle about Stewart’s career or her
business,buthedid feel an obligation to
try to give thejury a sense of who she
was. “Martha Stewart initiated a cater-
ing business whichbyvirtueof sixteen-
hour days,fierce desire to put forward
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the best possible product, whetherit
deals with flowers, fixtures, food, furni-
ture, expanded into a successful multi-
media corporation run predominantly
by womenwith similar goals and ideas
andskills,”Morvillo said. “Martha Stew-
art has devoted mostofher life to im-
provingthequality oflife for others.” He
wenton,“And becauseshestressed the
notion of making things as good and as
perfect as possible, she has often been
ridiculed and parodied.”

In the five weeks ofthetrial, these
were the only words that addressed
Stewart’s accomplishments. Morvillo
was right. Stewart didcreate a thriving
business that allowed and encouraged
its customers, mostly women, to im-

prove their dailylives. Because of the
trial, of course, that empire began to fall
apart.

the rhythmsofthetrial, which took
place in Room 110of the federal

courthouse in Foley Square, never var-
ied. Stewart's S.U.V. arrived shortly be-
fore nine-thirty each morning, and the
dozenorso photographers camped out-
side the courthouse gottheir arrival shots
and then disappeared. Stewart and her
bodyguard were excused from waiting
in line for the front-door metal detec-
tor, but they did have to pass through it.
Fromthere, I saw them go to a fourth-
floor war room, where, every morning,
the team assembled.The group included
Morvillo, three other lawyers (and as-
sorted paralegals) from his firm, and
John Cuti, Stewart’s son-in-law. (Later
each morning,a catered lunchwas deliv-
ered for the group.) Alexis Stewart at-
tendedalmostevery day, and sat directly
behind her mother, in thefirst row of
spectator seats. The Stewart table was
stocked with Evian water andbottled
green tea from Japan. Compared with
the Stewart entourage, the prosecutors
and Peter Bacanovic’s team (ofthree
lawyers) drew little notice.

In a courtroom that had been the
venue for manycases about organized-
crimefamilies, this case may have been
thefirst about a clique. Fewwords were
used moreoften than “friend”—a term.
that had flexible definition. Bacano-
vic, Douglas Faneuil said, told him that
he and Stewart “are close, we are very

closefriends and extremely loyal to one
another,” although Bacanovic wasn't

ONSTAGE
BY RICHARD AVEDON

MEISTERSINGER

na vocal category associated with
ancientpriests andirate giants, René

Pape is an operatic rarity: the bass as
romantic hero. Though it does no harm
that Papeis young and appealing
goofy posing aside—his seductiveness
derives from voice that combines dark
power with uncannylyric grace, and
from performancesof intense emotional
conviction. In recent Metropolitan Opera
seasons, his noble portrayal of King
Marke in “Tristan undIsolde” madethe
soprano’s preference for the tenor seem
sheer folly.When he tookon the weary
old knight Gurnemanz, in “Parsifal,” a
role that dependson lengthynarrative
exposition, the rich colors ofhisvoice—
its blackest depths are tinted green and
gold—turned declamation into song.

Pape, a native of Dresden, first came
to the Metin 1995, and has been
returning every season to expand his
repertorybefore a frankly possessive New
York audience. Hehasjust recorded a
rock-based song cycle byTorsten Rasch,
but he made a far more exciting début
singing Schubert in Carnegie Hall,
Sharing thestage with three colleagues
and accompanied byJames Levine, Pape
presented lieder’s lonely wanderers and
heart-sore poets with a simple
truthfulness that changing styles in
musicor in sentiment cannottouch.

Pape is currently appearing at the Met
as Don Giovanni’ sidekick, Leporello,
crashinginto walls and completing a
boutof pure Mozarteansinging with an
expert “Feet, do your stuff” vaudeville
exit. He breaks through the heartless
merriment, though,when he attempts
to console the Don's betrayedlover,
Donna Elvira. For a moment,the grave
beautyof Pape’s voicefills the theatre
with compassion, warmth, and
wisdom—all unheeded by thelady, of
course,but drunk inby the audiencelike
a shotof brandyon a cold,dark night.

—Claudia Roth Pierpont



 



 

 

 

“What about here? This looks like agood spotfor an argument.”

close enoughtoattend Stewart’s annual
Christmas dinner, at Chanterelle. (As
for his own relationship with Bacanovic,
Faneuil said,“I didn't consider us to be
friends, but we did—we did things so-
cially.”) Heidi DeLuca, Stewart’s book-
keeper, called her a “friend,” but said
that they never socialized. Sam Wak-
sal, whois fifty-six, was at the center of
the clique. Bacanovic had worked for
‘Waksal at ImClone, and Alexis, whois
thirty-eight, had dated Waksal for years.
‘Waksal and Stewart wereclose friends
whotravelled together and spoke often.
(Forall his excesses, Waksal did truly
believe in Erbitux, and it appears that
his faith was justified. It was, of course,
the F.D.A.’s rejection of Erbitux in late
2001thatset in motion the events lead-
ing to the criminal case. But ImClone
kept working on the drug, and on Feb-
tuary 12th, in the middle of Stewart’s
trial, the ED.A.finally gave its approval
for Erbitux to be used in treating ad-
vanced colon cancer.)

It was clear from the start that if
the governmentwas going to win its
case it would be because the jury be-
lieved Douglas Faneuil. In court, Fan-
euil, now twenty-eight, looked like a
gawky child who had borrowedhis fa-
ther’s best suit.Whenheinched his chair
toward the microphone in the witness
box, his knees banged against the front
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of it. “My knees are long,” he toldJudge
Cedarbaum.

“Did there come a time when you
were working at Merrill Lynch that
you did something illegal?” Seymour
asked him.

“Yes,”
“What did you do,briefly?”
“T told oneclient aboutwhat another

clientwas doingin his account and then
lied to coverit up.” Faneuil’s manner
combined a studied meekness with a
showy regard for the truth. Gravely, he
noted that there was an “inaccuracy”
in the résumé he submitted to Merrill
Lynch,saying,“I wrote that my grade-
point average was 3.5, wheninfact the
number was actually3.44.”
The most damaging momentin Fan-

euil’s testimony was his accountofhis
workday on December 27, 2001. He

had been Bacanovic’s assistant for just
six months,butthe day’s events turned
on him. Throughoutthetrial, there was
a fairly straightforward class division
between people who,like Faneuil and
Schimpfhauser, had to show up forwork
between Christmas and New Year's,
and those who,like Stewart and Ba-
canovic, left town. Shortly after Faneuil
arrived on the morningof the twenty-
seventh,thesell orders from the Waksal
family camein, andearlythat afternoon,

as Bacanovic hadinsisted, Faneuil and

Stewartfinally spoke. “Immediately
shesaid, Hi, this is Martha, what’s up
with Sam?” Faneuil recounted. “So I
said, “Well, we have no news on the
company, but Peter thought you might
like to act on theinformation that Sam
Waksal wastrying to sell all of his
shares.’ At that point, I may have men-
tioned Waksal’s daughters as well, I'm
notsure.”

Morvillo objected, saying that Fan-
euil shouldn'ttestify if he wasn’t “sure.”
Given the opportunity, Faneuil madeit
worsefor Stewart. “I'm confidentsaying
with one-hundred-per-centsurety that 1
told her that Sam wastryingto sell,” he
said. “Tl leave it at that.”

Fevers thought that Morvillo’s
‘cross-examination of Faneuil would

be the most important confrontation
of the case, but, as it happened, the
crucial turning point had nothing to
do with him.

Through the early part of the trial,
Peter Bacanovic’s lawyers generally de-
ferred to Morvillo, much as their client
did to Stewart. Bacanovic’s lead lawyer,
Richard Strassberg, a former Assistant
U.S. Attorney in Manhattan, whois
now with the firm of Goodwin Procter,
presented Bacanovic’s opening state-
ment, but he shared substantial respon-
sibility for the defense with David Apfel,
a Boston-based partner at the firm.
Apfel, whois fifty-one, had a distin-
guishedcareeras a federal prosecutorin
Massachusetts, where in 1997 he won
the John Marshall Award, the Justice
Department’s highest award fortrial
work. In thelate nineties, he turned to

private practice, and, at the lectern on
February 4th, he proceededtogive life to
the courtroom adage that thebest pros-
ecutors do not always makethe best de-
fense lawyers.

Apfel organized his notes, stared
down Faneuil on the witness stand, and

snarled at him, “Mr. Faneuil, let’s get a

few things straight right away.”
Thus began a catastrophically inef-

fective cross-examination. The premise
of Faneuil’s testimonywas that he knew
whyStewart had sold her shares—be-
cause he had told her that the Waksals
were selling—andthat any otherexpla-
nation was a “cover story.” The defense
team could have taken a softer route—
one,in fact, anticipated during a prac-



tice cross-examination of Faneuil con-
ducted at the U.S. Attorney’s office. As
that session was described to me, the
lawyers pointed out that Faneuilwas lit-
tle more than a glorified secretary who
had no way of knowingthereal reason
that Stewart sold her shares. Faneuilwas
not privy to many of Stewart and Ba-
canovic’s conversations, and he was on
vacation the week before the ImClone
sale, when Stewart did make sometax-
related sales of stock. Using this tack,
Apfel could have dismissed Faneuil’s
importance.

Instead, Apfel wentto war. He sug-
gested that Faneuil had changed his
story; he implied that Faneuil wasoutfor
revenge; he charged that Faneuilwas the
real mastermind of the coverup;heall
but accused him of being a nutcase, a
publicity hound, a moron,anda junkie.
(Faneuil had admitted to occasionally
smoking marijuana.) Atonepoint, Apfel
asked him, “In January of 2002, at the
time that you were having a series of
discussions with Mr. Bacanovicthatyou
have described asintimidating, did you
eversend him e-mails with any funnyar-
ticles attached?”

After Faneuil said that it was possi-
ble, Apfel asked, “Doyourecall sending
him an article in January of 2003 about
aman havingsex with a goat?”

Seymour's objection to that question
wassustained, and thejury’s laughter
came at Apfel’s expense. Faneuil stuck,
ever more persuasively, to his original
story.Then Apfel, notcontentwith drag-
ging down his ownclient, startedto pull
down MarthaStewart as well.

In his direct testimony, Faneuil implied
that therewas nothing special abouthis re~
lationshipwith Stewart—that itamounted
to a few telephoneconversations. Apfel
introduced series ofFaneuil’s e-mails to
his friends suggesting that these were
anything butbland encounters. On Oc-
tober 23, 2001, Faneuil recounted:

I have never, ever been treated so rudely
by a stranger onthe telephone. She actually
hung up on me! Andshe had the nerve—
the NERVE—to mention thelayoffs in her
anger. She said, “Do you know whothehell
is answering your phones? Youcall and you
know whathe soundslike? He soundslike
this. ...” And then she madethe most ridic-
uloussound [’'ve heard coming from an adult
in quite some time,kindoflike a lion roaring
underwater. [aughed;I thought she was jok-
ing. Andthensheyelled. . .. “Merrill Lynchis
layingoff ten thousand employees because of
Deohe Ls thar wliseimAcedion che hung up.

Three dayslater: “Marthayelled at
me again today, but I snapped in her
face and she actually backed down!
Babyput Ms. Marthain herplace.”An-
other time, Bacanovic had the temer-
ity to put Stewart on hold,andthatled
to another tirade against Faneuil. “Dur-
ing that conversation,” Apfel asked Fan-
euil, “she told you that she was going
to leave Peter Bacanovic and leave Mer-
rill Lynch unless that hold music was
changed,is that right?” Correct, Fan-
euil said, Even Bacanovic had to laugh
at the story about Stewart’s “hold music”
outburst. In trial full of Stewart’s en-
ablers and apologists, Faneuil was the
great exception.

Robert Morvillo had a lot of dam-
age to undo. Deepening the split that
Apfel had opened between the two de-
fendants, Morvillo pointed out that it
was Bacanovic, not Stewart, who had
urged Faneuil to lie to investigators. And
Morvillo did, at last, raise the issue of
whether Faneuil was in anyposition to
know thereal reason that Stewart had
sold her shares of ImClone. As for
Stewart’s somewhatintimidating per-
sonality, Morvillo tried to persuade the
jury thatit didn’t matter that Stewart

had yelled at an underling. After all,
she always yelled at underlings—that
washerstyle. Morvillo tried to make
that point in cross-examining Waksal’s
secretary, Emily Perret, whohadearlier
said that Stewartwas brusque when she
called on December 27th. “Was there
anydifference between her tone on De-
cember 27th and the way she usually
was with you?”

“No, most of the time it was the
same,” Perretreplied.

“Most of the time she was hurried
and harsh and direct when she spoke
to you?”

“That's correct.”

lhe positions of personal assistant
and personal secretary may sound

similar, but they representdistinct so-
cial archetypes. Assistants,like Faneuil,
may aspire to be their bosses and see
themselves as their social equals, while
secretaries are more often denied the
hope of advancement. The response of
somesecretaries to this plight is ever
greater sublimation of self and dedi-
cation to the boss's welfare. The more
Stewart's secretary, AnnE.(pronounced
“Annie”) Armstrong,tried to help her

 ‘Tcantt stop conducting random security checks.”



boss, the more she helped usher her to
herfate.

Armstrong has been Stewart’s sec-
retary for six years. She has a nervous
smile and a hauntedlook, and she mum-
bled through thefirst few minutes of
her testimony. When she cameto the
events of December 27, 2001,she lost

control of her emotions.When Stewart
called on the way to Mexico,it marked

the first time they had spoken since
Christmas. “I thankedherfor the plum
puddingthat she had sent home,” Arm-
strong said, and then started to weep.
Shetried to recover her composure, say-
ing, “Martha made plum puddings and
sent them home with a lot of us for
Christmas, so I thanked herforthat.”
But then shestarted to cry again, and
Judge Cedarbaum called a recess for
the day.

Asclearly as Faneuil loathed Martha
Stewart,Armstrong loved her,whichwas
why hertestimony wasso devastating.
The central image she presented was
vivid—the haughty Stewart sitting in her
secretary’s cubicle (something Armstrong.
said she had never done before) andfid-
dling with the phone log. Armstrong:
tried to minimize what Stewart had
done, emphasizing that Stewart had told
her to change the documentback “in-
stantly.” On cross-examination,she told
Morvillo that Stewart had never asked

herto coverup orlie aboutthe incident.
Still, the damage from Armstrong's

testimony was profound.It foreclosed
whatwould have been one ofStewart’s
best arguments in a case where she had
not been charged with insider trading:
Why would shelie if she hadn’t done
anything wrongin thefirst place?

Anotherdisaster for the defense
camein the person of Stewart’s close
friend Mariana Pasternak, a Westport
real-estate broker. Stewart and Pasternak
spokedaily, saw each other weekly, and
hadtravelled together to the Galapagos,
Egypt, Brazil, and Peru. In December of
2001, theywent to Mexico and Panama.
Pasternak’s hair was darker than Stew-
art's, but they had the same expensive
coiffure and similarly refined tastes. Re-
garding a conversation with Stewart on
the balcony of their hotel suite in Los
Cabos, Morvillo asked her, “You were in
achair?”

“Twasina chaise,” Pasternakcorrected.
The governmentcalled her simply

to corroborate Faneuil’s accountofhis
conversation with Stewart on Decem-
ber 27th. Pasternak didthat, but in her
brief testimony shealso gavea reveal-
ing glimpse into Stewart’s emotional
life.

OnDecember 30th, the two women
had returnedto theirsuite after a guided
hike near their resort. They were relax-

 “Thathis urine sample.”

ing with soft drinks on their balcony
whenPasternak, as sherecalledit, said,
“Here weare again,just the two of us on

a holidaytrip with no male companion-
ship.”Theywere both divorced, wealthy,
and, in romantic terms, alone. Paster-
nak turned the conversation to Wak-
sal, whohad to be a complicated subject
for Stewart. After all,Waksal and Stew-
art were about the sameage, but he had
dated her daughter. Stewart's reported
comments about Waksal reflected the
ambivalence such complications might
produce.

Waksal, Stewart suggested,was fall-
ing apart. He had “disappeared again”—
that is, she couldn't reach him.(She had
tried calling himon the twenty-seventh
after getting thetip from Faneuil.) He
was “walking funny” at her Christmas
party. Worse, Stewart went on, he and
his daughters had sold or were trying
to sell all their stock in ImClone. “His
stockis going down,or went down, and
I sold mine,” Stewart added. This was
the crucial part of her testimony, be-
cause Stewart had no way of knowing
that Waksal andhis daughters were sell-
ing except fromthe conversation with
Faneuil.

Pasternak’s appearance ended on
a curious note. In her direct testimony,
she said that, in another conversation
in Mexico, Stewart had commented

about Bacanovic’s tip,“Isn'tit
nice to have brokers whotell
youthose things?” But, under
Morvillo’s cross-examination,

shesaid,“I donot knowif that
statement was made byMartha
or just was a thought in my
mind”—a concession so dra~
matic that it brought a gasp
from thespectators. But then,
when the prosecution ques-
tioned her again, Pasternak
said her “bestbelief” was that
Stewartsaidit.

Pasternak noted in passing
that Stewart was rathersad to
have sold her shares in Wak-
sal’s company, because “it was
a question of loyalty to her
friend.” Stewart said some-
thing similar to me at Turkey
Hill, explaining thatsheliked
to buyshares in the compa-
nies of C.E.O.s she admired,
as a kind oftribute but also



as a wayto learn from them.Her stock
portfolio, whichwas madepublic during
thetrial, revealed thatshefell for other
emblematic figures of the nineteen-
nineties. She didwell withWal-Martand
Dell, but lost with investments in Am-
azon, Lucent, Doubleclick, and JDS
Uniphase.

Ox of the most frequently raised
questions aboutthetrial was why

Stewart put on such a meagre defense.
A high-powered defense team, it was
asserted, should have come up with
something in response to a month of
governmentwitnesses. Asit turned out,
however, when Morvillo finally had the
chanceto call witnesses he had almost
no goodoptions. Most important, he
thoughtthat it was out of the ques-
tion for Stewart herself to testify. She
had no good answers for the most basic
questions. Whatexplanation could she
give for altering the phone log at Ann
Armstrong’s desk? How did Pasternak
know that the Waksals were dumping
their shares? Andif Stewart told her, as
she certainly did, why did she deny to
investigators that she knew of the Wak-
sal sales?

What's more,in a cross-examination
of Stewart, the rest of her life would
be open to ruthless scrutiny. Wasn't it
true that the State of New York had
charged her with lying about the loca-
tion of her residence in order to avoid
sometaxes? In that case, didn’t she tes-
tify underoath that she hadn’t appeared
on the “Today” show in 1991—and
wasn't that testimonyfalse? Was it true
that the state concluded that the in-
formation Stewart supplied “could not
always be relied upon”? (Stewart lost

the tax case and ultimately paid the
state more than two hundred thousand
dollars.) Morvillo could imagine other
cross-examination avenues: Ms. Stew-
art, let me direct yourattention to May,
1997. Didyoucall your neighbor's land-
scaper in East Hamptona “fuckingliar,”
then attempt to run him down in your
Suburban truck? Did he scream that
you were crushing him? Did you pay
him a settlementfor civil damages? (The
landscaper, Matthew Munnich,filed a
complaint with the police, which did
notresult in anycharges against Stew-
art, but she did pay him an undisclosed
amount to preémpt a civil lawsuit.)

Howwould the imperious Stewart hold
up under this kind of questioning?
Morvillo was not prepared to find out.
Even more important, he knew that,

underfederal sentencing guidelines,
Stewart would face a longer sentence
if Judge Cedarbaum thought she had
lied on the witness stand. Given the
waythe case was going, and thelike-
lihood of conviction, Morvillo didn’t
want to take that risk, either.

There was no shortage of
potential character witnesses
willing to testify to Stewart’s
good works. But they would
have opened upwhatwas known
in the defense campas “Chris
Byronissues.” Christopher By-
ron and Jerry Oppenheimer
had written scathing biogra~ _
phies of Stewart, and the pros-
ecution could have sampled their most
damning stories to challenge the evi-
dence having to do with Stewart’s char-
acter. Would it affect your opinion of
Ms.Stewart’s character, the prosecutor
mightask, if you knew she acknowl-
edgedlying in public about her ex-
husband’s ability to father children?
Stewart had admitted to that, but, under
the rules of evidence, the prosecution
wouldn't be required to prove the pub-
lished stories of her misbehavior. Fair
or not, the questions alone would do
enough damage.

So Morvillo couldn’t call Stewart,

couldn't call character witnesses, and
couldn't call anyonetoverify Stewart’s
preéxisting agreement with Bacanovic
to sell ImCloneat sixty dollars—be-
cause, as was increasingly apparent, they
had no such agreement. (In aneffort to
prove the sixty-dollar agreement, Ba-

canovic’s lawyers called Heidi DeLuca,
Stewart’s bookkeeper; but in an artful
cross-examination Schachter had shown
that her conversation with Bacanovic
probably concerned anearlier sale of
ImClone shares by Stewart, not the
one on December27, 2001.) In the end,

Morvillo called just a single witness,
Steven Pearl, the associate at Wachtell,
Lipton whom Savarese had brought
along to the U.S. Attorney’s office to
take notes during Stewart's interviewon
February 4, 2002. The idea was to chal-
lenge the F.B.I. agent’s account of the
meeting; as with mostofficeinterviews,
there wasnotaperecordingor transcript.

  

Oddly, though, Pearl had little experi-
ence in note-taking,and inhis testimony
couldn't remember much of what was
said or decipher much of what he had
written. Morvillo would have been bet-
ter off calling no witnessesat all.

Schachter’s dense, factual summa-
tion left Morvillo with only the hoariest
of argumentsfor guiltywhite-collar de-
fendants: that no one could have been

so stupid as to leave such an
obvioustrail of evidence. He
said, mockingly, that the gov-
ernmenthad said that Stew-
art and Bacanovic belonged to
a “confederacyof dunces.” But
Karen Seymour,in her rebuttal

summation, came up with the

obviousrejoinder to Morvillo’s
desperate argument: “Smart peo-
ple committing stupid crimes

or doing stupid things, your common
sensetells you that that’s what white-
collar criminals do every day.”

udge Cedarbaum praised the jury
throughoutthetrial, andit did seem a

remarkably attentive group. Not one
juror missed a day, so noneofthesix al-
ternates were called to deliberate, and
thetestimonywas neverdelayed because
of juror tardiness—rare in New York.
‘Thejurors returned the Judge’s esteem
byfollowing her instructionswithcare.

Manyjurors were interviewed after
theverdict, and several took the oppor-
tunity to interpretits larger implications.
Onesaid thatthecase “sends a message
to bigwigsin corporations thatthey have
to abide by the law. Noone is above
thelaw.” Actually, the deliberations seem
to have beentethered closely to thefacts
of the case, rather than following any
broader agenda.“We neverreallyhad any
arguments—wehad discussions,” one of
thejurors, Amos Mellinger, a market re-
searcher from Riverdale, told me. The
jurors quickly studied the keyevidence,
first asking to hear most of Faneuil’s tes-
timonyand then reviewing Stewart’s
stock portfolio. Mellinger had once be-
fore served on a high-profile jury, in the
case of one of the white men accused of
murdering Yusef Hawkins in Benson-
hurstin 1989.The Stewartjury, made up
of eightwomen andfourmen, “got along
beautifully,”he said.

‘Thejurors’first votewas ononeof the
false-statementcounts against Stewart,
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and it was unanimous:guilty. Mellinger
and otherjurors said thatArmstrong and
Pasternak were especiallyeffective for the
prosecution. “Asa loyal employee, Ann
‘was just bentout of shape havingto tes-
tify, and the same with Pasternak,” Mel-
linger said. “They didn’twant to be there,
buttheytold the truth.”

Mostofthejurors’ notes to the Judge
concerned evidence against Bacanovic, so
lawyers on both sides assumed that they
hadn't even turned their attention to the
case against Stewart. It came as some-
thingof a surprise whenthejurors,after
junch on Friday, March 5th, sent a note

announcingthattheyhad a verdict. After
a five-week trial, they hadn't deliberated
for even two full days. “We thought the
jury would be outlonger,” Morvillo told
mein an interviewafterthetrial.

Jurors often look haggard and ex-
hausted whenthey deliver a verdict; the
emotional toll of passing judgment is
often considerable, especiallyafter a long
trial. Butas these jurors filed into Room
110,just beforethreeo'clock, they looked
relaxed, andseveralhad half smiles. None
ofthem looked at the defendants—often
a tipoff of conviction—butit was their
equanimity thatwas so startling. Thejury
convicted Stewart ofall four counts and
Bacanovicoffour outof five.

Nothing seemedtogo rightfor Stew-
art. In thefirst hours following the ver-
dict, she posted a statement on herWeb
site, marthatalks.com,saying,“I am obvi-
ously distressed bythe jury’s verdict but I
continueto take comfort in knowingthat
T have done nothing wrong andthat I
have the enduring support of myfamily
and friends.” Within minutes, though,
apparently at the insistence of her law-
yers, the words “I have done nothing
wrong” were removed. This revision was
certainly influenced by Stewart’s next
problem:hersentencing.

Federal guidelines use a point system
to help determine the length of a sen-
tence. Stewart's crimehas a base level of
twelve, and the recommendedsentencing
range is ten to sixteen months. But the
probation department, which makes the

first evaluation, and Judge Cedarbaum,
whowill render thefinal decision, could
adjust Stewart’s score. If they found,for
instance, that Stewart abuseda position
oftrust, such as her status as a C.E.O.,
thatcould raise her score byanother two
points—indicating a prison sentence of
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fifteen to twenty-one months.The num-
ber could go down twopoints if Stewart
shows “acceptance ofresponsibility.”That
reductionusually goes only to defendants
whoplead guilty, but Stewart’s lawyers
may arguefor it, which is whythey didnt
want her saying, “I have done nothing
wrong,” Sentencingis set for June 17th,
An investigation that began as a minor
annoyance,a brief interview at the U.S.
Attorney's office squeezed in between
trips to Europe and the West Coast, will
end for Martha Stewartwith ajudge de-
cidinghowlong—notwhether—she will
go to prison.

te Karen Seymour's rebuttal summa-
tion, she implored thejurors, “Don't

think aboutthe S.E.C. Don't think about
the FB.L, though they certainly were
victimized.It’s really our entire nation,

our country, thatis victimized.” Seymour
was, to say theleast, engaging in over-
statement. Stewart didn't steal anything,
orfleece anyinvestors. On December27,
2001, more than seven million shares of
ImClonechanged hands.Stewart did sell
hernearly four thousandshares advanta-
geously, but it’s hard to imaginethat her
sale had any impact on the stock price.
Shealso misled somefederal agents, but
notforvery long.If anyonelost,it is the
stockholders in Martha Stewart’s com-
pany—as result of the prosecution of
its chief. Inall, it is difficult to translate
Stewart’s lies into a crime against “our
entire nation.”
Many other attempts were made to

find large significance in this trial, and
the case broughttogetherunlikely allies.
Onthe “Today” show, the writer Naomi
Wolfattributed Stewart's fall to “a social
taboo against women being too power-
ful, too wealthy, too successful without
being attached to a man.” Someconser-
vatives,like Ann Coulter, heard an echo
of Bill Clinton in her indifference to
truth-telling—a presumption that the
tules didn’t applyto her-—anddemanded
punishment. Otherconservatives saw the
trial as big government run amok, with
Stewart’s shareholders as the real vic-

  

tims—they were, accordingtothe edito-
rialists at the WallStreetJournal, “the inno-
centbystanders paying thebiggestprice for
theprosecutors’ zeal to see Martha Stew-
art in an orange jumpsuit.” Thefacts of
Stewart's fall could fit almost any agenda.

‘There was also a distinctly American
storyof self-creation—ofa dramaticrise
and sudden fall—which invested an es-
sentially banal trial with the weight of
meaning andthepotential fora Schaden-
freudefestival. Martha Stewart camefrom
aNewJerseysuburb andcreated anAmer-
ican business success—persuading people
to buy something they didnt know they
needed, In her case, sherefined the ordi-
nary comforts ofmiddle-classlife: a better
Thanksgiving dinner, a prettier Christ-
mas wreath. Herprojects often took hard
work, but they were never too exotic.

After all, the phrase mostclosely associ-
ated with heris “a good thing’—not a
great one.It was a modest, homely aes-
thetic with an overlay of Stewart's odd
glamour.

Stewart’s phonelogs, displayed so

often during thetrial, revealed an exis-
tence of enviable privilege and variety.
“Sec. Albrightis tryingtosetup a follow-
up meeting next week.” Thepresident of
Harvard wantedto talk. Could friends
borrow a white Jaguar? Was there room

for one more personto squeeze into Stew-
art’s helicopter—the one taking her to
the partyon a yachtoff the coast of Pan-
ama? “Dick Gephardt wants to speak
to youabout his upcomingtrip to New
York.”Whatdate was convenientfor her
to read David Letterman's Top ‘Ten list?
“Melanie Griffith (sounding exactly 12
years old) heard you were looking for
someoneto‘cook with on TV’and she'd
like to recommendher sister, Tracy, who
is ‘forty, beautiful, a sushi chef in LA,
anda HUGEMartha fan.’” Even the work
didn’t sound muchlike work: “Choose
Cookie issue cover.” Itwas another world.
Andthen, overnight,it seemed, Stew-
art became a memberofthe Tabloid
Hall of Fame, a place inhabited byMi-
chael Jackson, David Gest, and Liza
Minnelli. Already the same op-ed col-
umnists andtelevision panelists who had
assigned various meaningsto the affair
were wonderingif Stewart could return
from prison and remakeherself and her
company. Or was the price of herfel-
onies too high, and the damageto her
image andstory irreparable? ¢
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hen Grace goes looking for the
‘Traverses’ summerhouse,in the

Ottawa Valley, it has been many years
since she wasin that part of the coun-
try. And,of course,things have changed.
Highway 7 now avoids towns thatit
used to go right through, and it goes
straightin places where,as she remem-
bers, there used to be curves. This part

of the Canadian Shield has many small
lakes, which most maps have no room
to identify. Even when shelocates
Sabot Lake, or thinks she has, there

seem to be too manyroadsleading into
it from the county road, and then,
whenshe choosesone, too many paved
roadscrossing it, all with names that
she doesnotrecall. In fact, there were
no street names when she was here,
morethan forty years ago. There was
no pavement, either—just one dirt
road running toward thelake, then an-
other runningrather haphazardly along
the lake’s edge.

Nowthereis a village. Or perhaps
it’s a suburb,because she does not see a
postoffice or even the most unpromis-
ing conveniencestore. The settlement
lies four or five streets deep along the
lake, with houses strung close together
on small lots. Some of them are un-
doubtedly summer places—the win-
dowsalready boarded up, as they al-
ways were for the winter. But many
others showall the signs of year-round
habitation—habitation, in manycases,

by people whohavefilled the yards with
plastic gym sets and outdoorgrills and
training bikes and motorcycles andpic-
nic tables, where some of them sit now
having lunch or beer on this warm Sep-
tember day. Thereare other people, not
so visible—students, maybe,or old hip-
pies living alone—who have put up
flags or sheets of tinfoil for curtains.
Small, mostly decent, cheap houses,

somefixed to withstand the winter and
somenot.

Grace would have turned back if
she hadn't caughtsight of the octago-
nal house with the fretwork along the
roof and doors in every other wall. The
‘Woodshouse. She has always remem-
bered it as having eight doors, but it
seemsthere are only four. She was never
inside,to see how,orif, the spaceis di-
vided into rooms. Mr. and Mrs. Woods
were old—as Grace is now—and did
not seemtobevisited by any children or

friends. Their quaint, original house
now has a forlorn, mistaken look.
Neighbors with their ghettoblasters and
their half-dismembered vehicles, their
toys and washing, are pushed up against
eithersideofit.

It is the same with the Travers
house, when shefindsit, a quarter of

a mile farther on. The road goes past
it now, instead of ending there, and
the houses next door are only a few
feet away from its deep, wraparound
veranda.

It- wasthefirst houseofits kind that
Grace had ever seen—onestoryhigh,
the roof continuing without a break
out over that veranda, onall sides—a
style that makes youthink of hot sum-
mers. She has since seen manylikeit,
in Australia.

It used to be possible to run from the
veranda across the dusty end of the
driveway, through a sandy, trampled
patch of weeds and wild strawberries,
and then jump—no,actually, wade—
into the lake. Now Grace can hardly
evensee thelake, because a substantial
house—oneof the few regular subur-
ban houses here, with a two-car ga~
rage—has been built across that very
route.

WhatwasGracereally looking for
when she undertook this expedition?
Perhaps the worst thing would have
been to find exactly what she thought
she was after—thesheltering roof, the
screened windows, the lake in front,
thestand of maple and cedar and balm-
of-Gileadtrees behind. Perfect preser-
vation, the past intact, when nothing

of the kind could besaid of herself.
To find something so diminished, still
existing but made irrelevant—as the
Travers house nowseemsto be, with its

added dormer windows,its startling
blue paint—mightbeless hurtful in the
Jong run.
And whatif it had been gonealto-

gether? She might have made fuss,if
anybody had comealong to listen to
her; she might have bewailed theloss.

But mightn’t a feeling of relief have
passed overher, too, of old confusions

and obligations wiped away?

Mi: ‘Travers had built the house—
that is, he’d had it built—as a

surprise weddingpresentfor Mrs. Trav-
ers. When Gracefirst saw it, it was

perhapsthirty years old. Mrs. Travers’s
children were widelyspaced: Gretchen,
twenty-eight or twenty-nine, already
married and a mother herself; Maury,

twenty-one, goinginto hislast year of
college; and then there was Neil,in his
mid-thirties. But Neil was not a Trav-
ers. He was Neil Borrow. Mrs. Trav-
ers had been married before, to a man
whohad died. For a few years, she had
earned herliving, and supported her
child, as a teacher of business English

at a secretarial school. Mr. Travers,
when hereferred to this period in her
life before he'd met her, spoke ofit as
a time of hardship almostlike penal
servitude, something that would barely
be made up for by a wholelifetime
of comfort, which he would happily
provide,

Mrs. Travers herself didn’t speak
of it that way at all. She hadlived
with Neilin a big old house broken up
into apartments, notfar from therail-
waytracks in the town of Pembroke,

and many of the stories she told at
the dinner table were about events
there, aboutherfellow-tenants, and the
French-Canadian landlord, whose
harsh French andtangled English she
imitated. The stories could have had
titles, like the stories by James Thur-
ber that Grace had read in “The An-
thology of American Humor,” found
unaccountably on thelibrary shelf at
the back of her grade-ten classroom.
The Night Old Mrs. Cromarty Got
Out on the Roof. How the Postman
Courted Miss Flowers. The DogWho
Ate Sardines.

Mr.Travers never told stories and
had little to say at dinner, but if he came
uponyou looking, for instance, at the
fieldstonefireplace he mightsay, “Are
you interested in rocks?” andtell you
how hehad searched and searched for
that particular pink granite, because
Mrs. Travers had once exclaimed over a
rock like that, glimpsed in a road cut.
Or he might show youthe notreally
unusual features that he personally had
added to the house—the corner cup-
board shelves swinging outward in the
kitchen, the storage space under the
windowseats. He was tall, stooped
man with a soft voice and thin hair
slicked over his scalp. He wore bath-
ing shoes when he wentinto the water
and, though he did notlookfatin his
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clothes, a pancake fold of white flesh
slopped over the top of his bathing
trunks.

CG was working that summer
at the hotel at Bailey's Falls, just

north of Sabot Lake. Early in the sea-
son, the Travers familyhad cometo din-
ner there. She had not noticed them—
it was a busy night, and they were not
at one of her tables. She was setting
up a table for a new party when she
realized that someone was waiting to
speak to her.

Tt was Maury. Hesaid,“I was won-
dering if you wouldlike to go out with
mesometime.”

Gracebarely looked up from shoot-
ing outthesilverware. Shesaid,“Is this
a dare?” Becausehis voice was high and
nervous, and hestoodthere stiffly, as if
forcing himself. Andit was known that
sometimes a party of young men from
the cottages would dare one another
to ask a waitress out. It wasn’t entirely
a joke—theyreally would show up,if
accepted, though sometimes they only
meantto park, without taking you to a
movieorevenforcoffee. So it was con-
sidered rather shameful, rather hard up,
ofa girlto agree.

“What?”hesaid painfully, and then
Gracedid stop andlook at him. It seemed
to her that she saw the whole of him
in that moment,the true Maury. Scared,
fierce, innocent, determined.

“O.K.,” she said quickly. She might
have meant, O.K., calm down, I can
see it’s not a dare. Or, O.K., I’ll go
out with you. She herself hardly knew
which. Buthetook it as agreement, and
at once arranged—withoutlowering his
voice,ornoticing the looks that he was
getting from the diners around them—
to pick her up after work the follow-
ing night.

Hedid take her to the movies. They
saw “Father of the Bride.” Grace hated
it. She hatedgirls like Elizabeth Taylor’s
character—spoiled rich girls of whom
nothing was ever asked but that they
wheedle and demand. Maury said thatit
Was just a comedy, but she told him that
that was not the point. She could not
quite make clear what her point was.
Anybody would have assumed that it
was because she worked as a waitress
and was too poorto go to college, and
because, if she wantedthat kind ofwed-

78 THE NEW YORKER, MARCH 22, 2004

ding, she would haveto save upfor years
to payfor it herself. (Maury did think
this, and wasstricken with respect for
her, almost with reverence.)

She could not explain or even quite
understand that it wasn't jealousy she
felt; it was rage. And not because she
couldn't shop like thator dress like that
but because thatwas whatgirls were sup-
posed to be like. That was what men—
people,everybody—thoughtthey should
belike: beautiful, treasured, spoiled,
selfish, pea-brained. That was what a
girl hadto be,to befallen in love with.
Then she'd become a mother and be
all mushily devoted to her babies. Not
selfish anymore, butjust as pea-brained.
Forever.

Grace was fuming aboutthis while
sitting beside a boy who hadfallen
in love with her because he had be-
lieved—instantly—intheintegrity and
uniqueness of her mindandsoul, had
seen her poverty as a romantic gloss
on that. (He would have known she
was poornotjust because of her job
but because of her strong Ottawa Val-
leyaccent.)

Hehonored herfeelings about the
movie.Indeed, now that he hadlistened
to her angry struggles to explain, he
struggledto tell her something in turn.
Hesaid he saw nowthatitwas not any-
thing so simple,sofeminine, as jealousy.
Hesawthat.It was that she would not
standfor frivolity, was not contentto be
like mostgirls, She wasspecial.

Grace was wearing a dark-blue bal-
lerina skirt, a white blouse, through
whoseeyelet frills the upper curve of
her breasts wasvisible, and a wide rose-
coloredelasticized belt. There wasa dis-
crepancy, no doubt, between the way
she presented herself and the way she
wantedto bejudged. But nothing about
her was dainty or pert or polished, in
the style of the time. A bit ragged
around the edges, in fact. Giving her-
self Gypsy airs, with the very cheap-
est silver-painted bangles, and the long,
wild-looking, curly dark hair that she
hadto put into a snood whenshe waited
ontables.

Special.
Hetold his mother about her, and

 

his mother said, “You must bring this
Graceofyours to dinner.”

It was all new to her, all immediately
delightful. In fact, she fell in love with
Mts. Travers, almost exactly as Maury
had fallen in love with her, though it
‘was notin her nature, of course, to be

as openly dumbfounded,as worshipful,
as he was.

race had been brought up by her
aunt and uncle,really her great-

aunt and great-uncle. Her mother had
died when she was three years old, and
herfather had movedto Saskatchewan,
where he now had another family. Her
stand-in parents were kind, even proud
of her. But they were not given to con-
versation. The uncle madehisliving
caning chairs, and he had taught Grace
how to caneso that she could help him
and eventually take over the business
whenhis eyesight failed. But then she
had gotthe job at Bailey’s Falls for the
summer, and though it was hard for
him—andfor her aunt as well—tolet
her go, they believed that she needed a
taste oflife before shesettled down.

She was twenty years old and had
justfinished high school. She should
have finisheda year earlier, but she had
made an odd choice. In the very small
town where she lived—it was not far
from Mrs. Travers’s Pembroke—there
wasnevertheless a high schoolthat of-
fered five grades, to prepare students
for the government examsand whatwas
thencalled senior matriculation.It was
never necessaryto study all the sub-
jects offered, and at the end ofherfirst
year in grade thirteen—whatshould have
been herfinal year-—Grace took exam-
inations in history and botany and zool-
ogy and English and Latinand French,
receiving unnecessarily high marks. But
there she was in September,back again,

proposing to study physics and chem-
istry, trigonometry, geometry, and alge-
bra, though these subjects were consid-
eredparticularly hard for girls. She did
creditably well in all three branches of
mathematicsandin the sciences, though
her results were not as spectacular as they
had beenthe year before. She thought,
then, of teaching herself Greek and
Spanish andItalian and German,so
that she could try those examsthefol-
lowing year—those subjects were not
taught by any teacher at her school—



 

 

“Our operations here close down today, andyou are all emeritus!”

but the principal took her aside and
told her that this was getting her no-
where, since she was not going to be
able to go to college, and, anyway, no
college required such a full plate. Why
was she doing it? Did she have any
plans?

No, Grace said, she just wanted to
learn everything you could learn for
free. Before she started her career of
caning.

Tt was the principal who knew the
managerofthe inn at Bailey’s Falls and
said that he would putin a wordfor her
if she wantedtotry for a summer wait-
ressing job. He, too, mentioned getting
“a taste oflife.”

So even the man in of learn-
ing in that place did not believe that
learning hadto do with life. He thought
that what she had done was crazy, as
everyoneelse did.

Except Mrs. Travers, who had been
sent to businesscollege,instead ofa real
college, in order to make herself useful,

and whonowwished like anything, she
said, that she had crammed her mind
first with whatwas useless.

B: trading shifts with anothergirl,
Grace managed to get Sundays

off, from breakfast on. This meantthat
she always worked late on Saturdays.
In effect, it meant that she had traded
time with Maury for time with Maury’s
family. She and Maury could never see
a movie now, never havea real date.
Instead, he would pick her up when
she got off work, around eleven at

night, and they would go for a drive,
stop for ice cream or a hamburger—
Maury wasscrupulous aboutnot tak-
ing herinto a bar, because she was not

yet twenty-one—then endup parking
somewhere.

Grace’s memories of these parking
sessions—which mightlasttill one or
twoin the mornin; tobe much
hazier than her memoriesofsitting at
the Traverses’ round dining table or,

after everybodyhadfinally got up and
moved, with coffee or fresh drinks, on
the tawnyleathersofa or the cushioned
wicker chairs at the other end of the
room.(There was never any fuss about
doingthe dishes; a woman Mrs. Travers

called “the able Mrs. Abel” would come
in the morning.)

Maury always dragged cushions onto
the rug and sat there. Gretchen, who
neverdressed for dinnerin anything but
jeans or Armypants, usually sat cross-
legged in a wide chair. Both she and
Maury were big and broad-shouldered,

with something of their mother’s good
looks—herwavy caramel-coloredhair,
warm hazeleyes, easily sun-browned
skin. Even, in Maury’s case, her dim-
ple. (The other waitresses called Maury
“cute” and “hunky,” and respected Grace
somewhat more since she had got him.)
Mrs. Travers, however, was barelyfive
feettall, and under her bright muu-

muus seemed notfat but sturdily plump,
like a child who hasn't stretched up
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yet. Andtheshine,the intentness,of her

eyes, the gaiety that was always ready to
break out in them,had notbeen inher-

ited. Nor had the rough red, almost a
rash, on her cheeks, which wasprobably

a result of going out in any weather
withoutthinking about her complexion,
and which,like her figure, like her
muumuus, showed her independence.

‘There were sometimesguests,in ad-
dition to Grace, on these Sunday eve-
nings. A couple, maybe a single per-
son as well, usually close to Mr. and

Mrs. Travers’s age, and not unlike them.
The women would be eager and witty,
and the menquieter,slower, more toler-
ant. These people told amusingstories,
in which the joke was often on them-
selves. (Grace has been an engaging
talker for so long nowthat she some-
timesgets sick of herself, andit’s hard
for her to remember how novel these
dinner conversations once seemed to
her. On the rare occasions when her
aunt and uncle had had company, there
had beenonlypraise of and apology for
thefood,discussion of the weather, and
a fervent wish for the meal to be fin-
ished as soon aspossible.)
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After dinnerat the Travers house, if
the eveningwas cool enough, Mr. Travers
lita fire, and theyplayed what Mrs. Trav-
ers called “idiotic word games,” for
which,in fact, people had to be fairly
clever to win. Here was where somebody
who hadbeen rather quiet at dinner
mightbegin to shine. Mock arguments
could be builtup in defense ofpreposter-
ous definitions. Gretchen’s husband,
‘Wat, did this, and so, after a bit, did
Grace, to Mrs. Travers’s and Maury’s de-
light (with Maury calling out,to every-
one’s amusement but Grace's, “See? I
told you. She’s smart”). Mrs. Travers
herself led the wayin this making up of
ridiculous words,insuring that the play
did not becometoo serious orany player
too anxious.

The only time there was a problem
Was one evening when Mavis, who was
married to Mrs. Travers’s son Neil, came
to dinner. Mavis and Neil andtheir two
children werestaying nearby, at her par-
ents’ place down thelake. But that night
she cameby herself—Neil was a doctor,
andhe was busy in Ottawa that weekend.
Mrs. Travers was disappointed, but she
rallied,calling outin cheerful dismay, “But

  

 “So this is howyousettle out ofcourt.”

the children aren't in Ottawa,surely?”
“Unfortunately not,” Mavissaid. “But

they're thoroughly awful. They'd shriek
all through dinner.The baby’s gotprickly
heat, and God knows what's the matter
with Mikey”

She was a slim, suntanned woman in
a purple dress, with a matching wide
purple bandholding back her dark hair.
Handsome, but with little pouches of
boredom ordisapproval hiding the cor-
ners of her mouth. Sheleft most of her
dinner untouchedonherplate, explain-
ing thatshe hadan allergy to curry.

“Oh, Mavis. What a shame,” Mrs.
Travers said. “Is this new?”

“Oh,no. I’ve had it for ages, but I
usedto be polite aboutit. ThenI got sick
of throwinguphalf the night.”

“Tf youd only told me . .. What can
we get you?”

“Don'tworry aboutit. I'm fine. I don't
have any appetite anyway, whatwith the
heatand thejoys of motherhood.”

Shelit a cigarette.
Afterward,in the game,she gotinto

an argument with Wat over a defini-
tion he'd used, and whenthe dictionary
proved it acceptable she said, “Oh, I’m
sorry. I guessI'm just outclassed by you
people.” And whenit came time for
everybody to hand in their own word
on a slip of paper for the next round
she smiled and shookher head.“I don’t
have one.”

“Oh, Mavis,” Mrs. Traverssaid.
And Mr. Travers said, “Come on,

Mavis. Anyold wordwill do.”
“ButI don't have any old word. 'm

sorry. I just feel stupid tonight. Therest
of youjust play around me.”

Whichthey did, everybody pretend-
ing that nothing was wrong, while she
smoked andcontinued to smile her de-
termined, unhappy smile. In little while
she got up and said that she couldn’t
leave her children ontheir grandparents?
hands anylonger. Shed had lovely and
instructive visit, and now she had to
go home.

“I must give you an Oxford dictio-
nary next Christmas,” she said to no-

bodyin particular before she left, with a
merry, bitterlittle laugh. The Traverses’
dictionary, which Wathad used, was an
American one.

Whenshe was gone, none of them

looked at one another. Mrs. Travers
said, “Gretchen,do you havethestrength



to make us all a pot of coffee?” And
Gretchen wentoff to the kitchen, mut-
tering, “Whatfun.Jesus wept.”

“Well. Herlife is trying,” Mrs. Trav-
ers said. “With the twolittle ones.”

n Wednesdays, Grace got a break
between clearing breakfast and

setting up dinner, andwhen Mrs. Trav-
ers found out aboutthis she started
driving up to Bailey’s Falls to bring her
down to the lake for those free hours.
Maury would be at work then—he
was spending the summer withthe
road gang repairing Highway 7—and
‘Wat wouldbe in his office in Ottawa
and Gretchen would be off with the
children, swimming or rowing on the
Jake. Usually Mrs. Travers herselfwould
announce that she had shopping to
door letters to write, and she would
leave Grace alonein the big, cool, shaded
living-dining room, with its perma-
nently dented leather sofa and crowded
bookshelves.

“Read anythingthat takes your fancy,”
Mrs.Travers said. “Or curl up and go
to sleep,if that’s what youd like.It’s a
hard job—you mustbe tired. T’ll make
sure you're back on time.”

Grace neverslept. She read. She
barely moved, and herbare legs below
her shorts became sweaty and stuck to
theleather. Quite often she saw nothing
of Mrs. Travers until it was time for her
to be driven back to work.

Tn the car, Mrs. Travers wouldnotstart
any sort of conversation until enough
time had passed for Grace’s thoughts
to have shaken loose from whatever
bookshe had been in. Then she might
mention havingreadit herself, and say
what she had thought of it—butal-
ways in a way that was both thought-
ful and lighthearted. For instance, she
said, of “Anna Karenina,”“I don’t know
how manytimesI’ve readit, but I know
that first I identified with Kitty, and.
then it was Anna—oh,it was awful

with Anna—and now, you know, the
last time, I found myself sympathiz-
ing with Dolly. Whenshe goes to the
country, you know, with all those chil-
dren, and she hasto figure out how to
do the washing,there’s the problem
about the washtubs—I supposethat’s
just how your sympathies change as
you get older. Passion gets pushed be-
hind the washtubs. Don’t payany atten-

tion to me, anyway. You don't, do you?”
“T don't know if I paymuch attention

to anybody.” Grace wassurprised at her-
self, wondered if she sounded conceited.
“ButI like listening to you talk.”

Mrs. Travers laughed.“T like listening
to myself, too.”

Soa by the middle of the sum-

mer Maury had begunto talk about |
their being married. This would not
happen for quite a while, he said—not
until after he was qualified and work-
ing as an engineer—buthe spoke ofit
as something that she, as well as he,
mustbe taking for granted. “When we
are married,” he'd say, and, instead of
questioningorcontradicting him, Grace
wouldlisten curiously.

‘When they were married, theywould
have a place on Sabot Lake. Not too
close to his parents, nottoo far away. It
would bejust a summerplace,of course.
The rest of the time they would live
wherever his work might take them. It
could be anywhere—Peru, Iraq, the
Northwest Territories. Grace was de-
lighted by the idea of such travels—
rather more than she was by the idea
of whathespokeof, with a severe pride,
as “our own home.” Noneofthis seemed.
at all real to her, but then the idea of
helping her uncle, of taking on thelife
of a chair-caner in the town andin the
very house where she had grown up,had
never seemedreal,either.

Maurykept asking her whatshe had
told her aunt anduncle about him,when
she wasgoingto take him hometo meet
them. In fact, she had said nothing in
herbrief weeklyletters, except to men-
tion that she was “going out with a boy
who works around here for the sum-
mer.” She might havegiven the impres-
sion that he workedat the hotel.

Tt wasn't as if she had never thought
of getting married. Thatpossibilityhad
been in her mind, along withthelife
of caningchairs.In spite of thefact that
nobody had ever courted her, she had
felt sure that it wouldhappen someday,
andin exactly this way—with the man
making up his mind immediately. He
would see her and, having seen her, he

wouldfall in love.In her imagination, he
was handsome,like Maury. Passionate,
like Maury. Pleasurable physical inti-
maciesfollowed.

But this was the thing that had not
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happened. In Maury’scar, or out on the
grass underthestars, she waswilling.
And Maury wasready, but notwilling.
Hefelt that it was his responsibility to
protect her, And the ease with which
she offered herself threw himoff bal-
ance. He sensed, perhaps, that it was

| cold—a deliberate offering that he
could notunderstand andthat did not
fit in at all with his notions of her.
Sheherself did notrealize how cold she
was—shebelieved that her show of ea-
gerness wouldlead to the pleasures she
knew about, in solitude and in her
imagination,andshefelt that it was up
to Maury totake over. Whichhe would
notdo.

These sieges left them both dis-
turbed andslightly angry or ashamed,
so that they could notstopkissing, cling—
ing, and using fond words to makeit up

to each otheras theysaid good night.
It wasa relief to Graceto be alone, to
getinto bedin the hotel dormitory and
blotthelast couple of hours out of her
mind. Andshe thoughtit mustbe a re-

| lief to Maury, too,to be driving down
the highway by himself, rearranging
his impressions of his Grace so that
he could stay wholeheartedlyin love
with her.

| M3 of the waitresses left after
Labor Day, to go back to school

or college. But the hotel was going to
stay open till October, for Thanksgiv-
ing, with a reduced staff—Grace among
them. There wastalk, this year, of open-
ing againin early Decemberfor a winter
season, or at least a Christmas season,
but nobody on the kitchen or dining-
room staff seemed to know if this
would really happen. Grace wrote to her
auntand uncleas if the Christmas sea-
son were a certainty and they should
not expecther back anytimesoon.

Whydid shedothis? It was notasif
she had other plans. Maury wasin his
final year at college. She had even prom-
ised to take him home at Christmas to
meether family. And he had said that
Christmas would be a good time to
maketheir engagementformal. He was
saving up his summer wages to buy her
a diamondring.

She,too,had been saving her wages,
so that she would beableto take the bus
to Kingston, to visit him during his
school term.

She spoke of this, promised it, so
easily. Butdid shebelieve, or even wish,
thatit would happen?

“Mauryis a sterling character,” Mrs.
‘Travers said. “Well, you can see that for
yourself. He will be a dear, uncompli-

cated man,like his father. Notlike his
brother. Neil is verybright. I don’t mean
that Maury isn’t—youcertainly don’t
get to be an engineer withouta brain or
twoin your head—but Neilis . . . He’s
deep.” She laughedat herself. “Deep un-
fathomable caves ofocean bear— What
am I talking about? For a long time,
Neil andI didn’t have anybody but each
other. So I think he’s special. I don’t
mean he can't be fun. But sometimes
people who are the most fun can be
melancholy, can’t they? You wonder
about them. But what’s the use of wor-
rying about your grown-up children?
With Neil I worrya lot, with Maury
onlya tinylittle bit. And Gretchen I
don’tworry about atall. Because women
have always got something,haven't they,
to keep them going?”

he house onthelakewas never closed
uptill Thanksgiving. Gretchen and

the children had to go back to Ottawa,
of course, for school. And Maury had to
go to Kingston. Mr. Travers could come
outonly on weekends. But Mrs. Travers
had told Grace that she usuallystayed
on, sometimes with guests, sometimes

by herself
Thenher plans changed. She went

back to Ottawa with Mr. Travers in
September. This happened unexpect-
edly—the Sundaydinnerthatweekwas
cancelled.

Mauryexplained that his mother
got into trouble, now and then, with

hernerves. “She has to havea rest,” he
said. “Shehasto go intothe hospital for
a couple of weeks or so, and they get
her stabilized. She always comes out
fine.”

Gracesaid that Mrs. Travers wasthe
last person she would have expected to
have suchtroubles. “Whatbrings it on?”

“I don’t think they know,” Maury
said. But after a momenthe added,
“Well. It could be her husband. I mean,
herfirst husband. Neil’s father. What
happenedwith him,et cetera.”
What had happened was that Neil’s

father had killed himself.
“Hewas unstable, I guess. ButI don’t



knowif it even is that. It could be her
age, and female problemsandall that
sort of thing. Butit’s O.K.—theycan
get herstraightened out easy now, with
drugs. They've gotterrific drugs. Don't
worry aboutit.”

y Thanksgiving, as Mauryhad pre-
dicted, Mrs. Travers was out of the

hospital and feeling well. Thanksgiving
dinner would take place at the lake, as
usual. Anditwas being held on Sunday,
instead of Monday—thatwas also cus-
tomary, to allow for the packing up and.
closing of the house. Andit was fortu-
nate for Grace, because Sundaywas still
her dayoff.

The whole family would bethere,
even Neil and Mavis andtheir children,
who were staying at Mavis’s parents’
place. No guests—unless you counted
Grace.

Bythe time Maurybrought her down
to the lake on Sunday morning, the tur-
key was already in the oven. Thepies
were on the kitchen counter—pumpkin,
apple, wild blueberry. Gretchen wasin
charge of the kitchen, as codrdinated a
cook as she wasan athlete. Mrs. Travers
sat at the kitchen table, drinking coffee

and working on a jigsaw puzzle with
Gretchen's younger daughter, Dana.

“Ah, Grace,” shesaid,jumping up for
an embrace—thefirst time she had ever
done this—andwith a clumsymotion of
her handscattering thejigsaw pieces.

Danawailed, “Grand-ma,” and her
oldersister, Janey,who had been watch-
ing critically, scooped up thepieces.

“Wecaneasyputthem back together,”
shesaid. “Grandmadidn’t mean to.”

“Where do you keep the cranberry
sauce?” Gretchen asked.

“In the cupboard,” Mrs, Travers said,
still squeezing Grace’s armsandignoring
the destroyed puzzle.

“Where in the cupboard?”
“Oh. Cranberry sauce,” Mrs. Travers

said. “Well, I make it. First I put the
cranberries in a little water. Then I keep
it on low heat—no,I think I soak them
first—”

“Well, I haven't gottimeforall that,”

Gretchen said. “You mean you don’t
have any canned?”

“T guess not. I must nothave, because
I make it.”

“TIL have to send somebody to get
some.”

“Dear,it’s Thanksgiving,” Mrs. Trav-
ers said gently. “Nowhere will be open.”

“That place down the highway, it’s
always open.” Gretchenraisedhervoice.
“Where's Wat?”

“He's out in the rowboat,” Mavis
called from the back bedroom. She made
it soundlike a warning, because she was
tryingto get her babyto sleep. “He took
Mikeyoutin the boat.”

Mavis had driven over in her own
car, with Mikey and the baby. Neil was
cominglater—he had some phonecalls
to make,
And Mr. Travers had gonegolfing.
“Tt’s just that I need somebody to go

to the store,” Gretchensaid. She waited,

but no offer came from the bedroom.
Sheraised her eyebrows at Grace. “You
can’t drive, can you?”

Gracesaid no.
Mrs. Travers sat down, with a gra-

cioussigh.
“Well,” Gretchen said. “Maurycan

drive.Where’s Maury?”
Maury wasin the front bedroom

lookingfor his swimming trunks, though
everybodyhadtold him that the water
‘wastoocold for swimming. Hesaid that
the store would notbe open.

“Tt will be,” Gretchensaid. “They sell
gas. Andif itisn’t there's that onejust
cominginto Perth—youknow, with the
ice-cream cones.”

Maury wanted Grace to come with
him, but the twolittle girls, Janey and
Dana, were begging her to comesee the
swing thattheir grandfather had put up
under the Norway mapleat the side of
the house.

As Grace was going down the steps,
she felt the strap of one of her san-
dals break. She took both shoes off and
walked without difficulty on the sandy
soil, across the flat-pressed plantain and
the manycurled leaves that had already
fallen.

First she pushed the children in the
swing, then they pushed her. It was
whenshe jumpedoff, barefoot, that one
leg crumpled and shelet out a yelp of
pain, not knowing whathad happened.

It was her foot, not herleg. The pain
had shot up from the sole of herleft
foot, which had been cut by the sharp
edge ofa clamshell.

“Dana brought those shells,” Janey

said. “She was going to make a housefor
her snail.”

“Hegot away,” Danasaid.
Gretchen and Mrs. Travers and even

Mavis had come running out of the
house, thinking that the cry had come
from oneofthe children.

“She's got a bloodyfoot,” Danasaid.
“There's blood all over the ground.”

Janey said, “She cut it on a shell.
Danaleft those shells here—she was
going to build a house for Ivan. Ivan
hersnail.”
A basin was broughtout, with water

to wash the cut and a towel, and every-

one asked how much ithurt.
“Not too bad,” Gracesaid,limping

to the steps, with both girls competing
to hold her up andgenerally getting in
her way.

“Oh,that’s nasty,” Gretchen said.

“But why weren't you wearing your
shoes?”

“Broke her strap,” Dana and Janey
said together, as a wine-colored convert-
ible swerved neatlyinto the parking space
by the house.

“Now, thatis what | call opportune,”
Mrs.Travers said. “Here's the very man
we need. Thedoctor.”

This was Neil—thefirst time that
Grace had ever seen him. He wastall,

thin,impatient.
“Your bag,” Mrs. Travers cried gaily.

“We've already gota case for you.”
“Nicepiece ofjunk you've gotthere,”

Gretchensaid. “New?”
Neil said, “Piece offolly.”
“Now the baby’s awake,” Mavis said,

with sighofunspecific accusation. She
wentbackinto the house.

“Don't tell me youhaven't gotit with
you,” Mrs. Travers said. But Neil swung
a doctor’s bag outof the back seat, and

shesaid, “Oh,yes, youhave. That's good.
You never know.”

“Youthe patient?” Neil said to Dana.
“What's the matter? Swallow a toad?”

“Tt’s her,” Danasaidwith dignity. “It’s
Grace.”

“I see. She swallowed the toad.”
“She cut herfoot.”
“On aclamshell,”Janey said.
Neil said, “Move over,”to his nieces,

andsat on the step below Grace. He
carefully lifted the foot andsaid, “Give
methatcloth or whatever,” then blotted
awaythe bloodto get a lookat the cut.
Nowthat he was so close to her, Grace
noticed a smell that she had learned
to identify over the summer, working
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“You're aware, ofcourse, that there’s a substantial‘penalty
for early withdrawalon this account.”

at the inn—the smell ofliquor edged
with mint.

“Hurts?”he asked.
Gracesaid, “Some.”
Helooked briefly, though search-

ingly, into herface. Perhaps wondering if
she had caught the smell and what she
had thoughtaboutit.

“T bet. See that flap? We haveto get
underthere and make sureit’s clean,
then I'll puta stitch or twoin it. I've got
somestuff I can rub onit, so that won't
hurt as much as you mightthink.” He
looked up at Gretchen. “Hey. Let’s get
the audienceoutof the wayhere.”

Hehad not spoken a word, as yet, to
his mother, who now said again what a
goodthing it was that he had come
alongjust whenhedid.

“Boy Scout,” he said. “Always pre-
pared.”

His hands didn’t feel drunk, and his
eyesdidn’t lookit. Nor did helooklike
the jolly uncle he had impersonated
when hetalked to the children, or the
purveyor of reassuring patter he had
chosento be with Grace. He had a high
pale forehead,a crest oftight curly gray-
black hair,bright gray butslightly sunken
eyes, high cheekbones, and rather hol-
lowed cheeks. If his face relaxed, he
would look sombre and hungry.

Whenthe cut had been dealt with,
Neil said that he thoughtit would be a
goodidea to run Graceinto town,to the
hospital. “For an anti-tetanusshot.”
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“Tt doesn’t feel too bad,” Gracesaid.
Neil said, “That's not the point.”
“I agree,” Mrs. Travers said. “Teta-

nus—that's terrible.”
“Weshouldn't be long,” hesaid. “Here.

Grace? Grace,I'll get youtothe car.” He
held her under one arm.Shehadstrapped
on the good sandal, and managedto get
hertoesinto the other, so thatshe could
drag it along.The bandagewas very neat
and tight.

“Tiljust run in,” hesaid,when she was
sitting in the car. “Make my apologies.”

Mrs. Travers came down from the
veranda and put her handon the car
door.

“Thisis good,”shesaid. “Thisis very
good. Grace, you are a godsend. You'll try
to keep him away from drinking today,
won't you? You'll know howto doit.”

Grace heard these words, but didn’t
give them much thought. She was too
dismayed by the change in Mrs. Trav-
ers, by what lookedlike an increase in
bulk, a stiffness in her movements, a ran-
dom andrather frantic air of benevo-
lence. Anda faint crust showing at the
corners of her mouth,like sugar.

as hospital was three miles away.
‘Therewas a highway overpass above

the railway tracks, and they tookthis
at such speed that Grace had the im-
Pression,at its crest, that the car had
lifted off the pavement and they were
flying. There was hardly any traffic, so

she wasn't frightened, and anywaythere
was nothingshe could do.

Neil knew the nurse who was on duty
in Emergency, and after he had filled
out a form andlet her take a passing
look at Grace's foot (“Nicejob,” she said
withoutinterest) he was able togo ahead
and give the tetanus shot himself, (“It
won't hurt now, butit could later.”) Just
as hefinished, the nurse camebackinto
the cubicle and said, “There’s a guy in the
waiting room who wants to take her
home.”

Shesaid to Grace,“Hesays he’s your
fiancé.”

“Tell him she’s not readyyet,” Neil
said. “No.Tell him we'vealready gone.”

“Tsaid you werein here.”
“But whenyou cameback,” Neil said,

“we were gone.”
“Hesaid he was your brother. Won't

he see your car in thelot?”
“But | parked out back in the doc-

tors’lot.”
“Pret-ty tricky,” the nursesaid, over

her shoulder,
AndNeil said to Grace, “You didn’t

wantto go homeyet,did you?”
“No,” Gracesaid, asif she'd seen the

word writtenin frontofher, on the wall.
As if she were having hereyes tested.

Once more she was helpedto the car,
sandal flopping from thetoestrap, and
settled on the creamy upholstery. They
tooka backstreetoutofthelot, an unfa-
miliar way out of town.

She knew that they wouldn’t see
Maury. She did not think of him.Still
less of Mavis.

Describing this passage, this change
in her life, later on, Grace might say—
she did say—thatit was as if a gate had
clanged shut behindher. But at the time
there was no —acquiescence sim-
ply rippled through her, and the rights of
those left behind were smoothly can-
celled out.

Her memory of this day remained
clear anddetailed fora long time, though
there wasa variation in theparts ofit she
dwelled on.

Andeven in someof those details
she must have been wrong.

‘rst they drove west, on Highway7.
In Grace's recollection, therewas not

another car on the highway, and their
speed approachedtheflight on the high-
way overpass. This cannot have been



true—there must have been people on
theroad,people on theirwayhome from
church that Sunday morning,oron their
wayto spend Thanksgiving with their
families. Neil must have slowed down
when driving throughvillages, and around
the manycurves ontheold highway. She
wasnotused to driving in a convertible
with the top down, wind in hereyes,
taking chargeofherhair. It gave her the
illusion of constant perfect speed—not
frantic but miraculous,serene.
And though Maury and Mavis and

the rest of the family had been wiped
from her mind, somescrapof Mrs. Trav-
ers did remain,hovering, delivering in a
whisperandwith a strange, shamed gig-
gle, her last message.

You'llknow how to do it.
Grace and Neil did nottalk,of course.

As she remembers it, you would have
hadto scream to be heard.And whatshe
remembers is,to tell the truth, hardly

distinguishable from heridea, her fan-
tasies at that time, of what sex should
be like. The fortuitous meeting, the

muted but powerful signals, the nearly
silent flight in which sheherself figured
more orless as a captive.An airy surren-
der, her flesh nothing nowbuta stream
ofdesire.

Theystopped,finally, in Kaladar, and
‘wentinto the hotel—theoldhotel thatis
still there. Taking her hand, kneading
his fingers between hers, slowing his
pace to match her unevensteps, Neil led
her into the bar. She recognizedit as a
bar, though she had never been in one
before. (Bailey's Falls Inn did not yet
havea license, so drinking was donein
people’s rooms,or in a rather ramshackle
nightclubacrossthe road.) This barwas
justas she would have expected—a big,
dark, airless room, with the chairs and
tables rearranged ina careless way after a
hasty cleanup, the smell of Lysol not
erasing the smell of beer, whiskey, ci-
gars, pipes, men.
A man camein from another room

andspoketo Neil. Hesaid, “Hello there,
Doc,” and wentbehindthe bar.

It occurred to Grace thatit would be
like this everywhere they went—people
would know Neil.

“You knowit’s Sunday,” the man said
in astern, almost shoutingvoice, as if he
wanted to be heard out in the parking
lot. “I can’t sellyou anythingin here ona
Sunday. And I can't sell anything to her,

ever. She shouldn't even bein here. You
understand that?”

“Oh, yes, sir. Yes, indeed,sir,” Neil
said. “I heartily agree,sir.”

While both men were talking, the
man behindthe bar hadtaken a bottle of
whiskeyfrom a hiddenshelfand poured
someintoa glass and shoved it across the
counterto Neil.

“You thirsty?” he asked Grace. He
wasalready opening a Coke. He gaveit
to her without glass.

Neil puta bill onthe counter, and the
man shoved it away.

“T told you,” hesaid. “Can'tsell.”
“Whatabout the Coke?” Neil said.
“Can'tsell.”
The man putthe bottle away. Neil

drankwhatwas intheglass very quickly.
“You're a good man,”hesaid. “Spirit of
the law.”

“Take the Coke along with you.
Sooner she’s out of here the happier
Tllbe.”

“You bet,” Neil said. “She's a good
girl. Mysister-in-law. Future sister-in-
Jaw. So ] understand.”

“Ts that the truth?”

hey didn’t go back to Highway 7.
Instead, they took the road north,

which was not paved but was wide
enoughanddecently graded. The drink
seemedtohaveaffected Neil’s driving in
the opposite waythan itwas supposed to.
Hehad slowed down tothe seemly, even
cautious rate that this road required.

“You don't mind?”hesaid.
Gracesaid, “Mind what?”
“Being dragged into any old place.”
“No.”
“T need your company. How’s your

foot?”
“It’s fine.”
“Tt must hurt some.”
“Notreally. It’s O.K.”
Hepicked up the hand that was not

holding the Coke bottle, pressed the
palm ofit to his mouth,gaveit lick,
andlet it drop.

“Did you think I was abducting you
forfell purposes?”

“No,” Gracelied, thinking how like

his mother thatword was. Fell.
“There was a time when you would

have beenright,” hesaid,just as if she
had answeredyes.“Butnottoday.I don’t
think so. You're safe as a church today.”

‘The changedtoneofhis voice,which
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had becomeintimate, frank, and quiet,
and the memory ofhis lips pressed, his
tongueflicked,across her skin, affected
Grace to such an extent that she was
hearing the words butnotthe sense of
whathe wastelling her. She couldfeel
a hundredflicks of his tongue, a dance
of supplication,all over her skin. But
she thoughtto say, “Churchesaren't al-
ways safe.”

“True. True.”
“And I'm notyour sister-in-law.”
“Future. Didn't say future?”
“Tm notthat,either.”
“Oh. Well. I guess I’m notsurprised.

No. Notsurprised.”
Thenhis voice changed again, be-

came businesslike.
“Tm lookingfor a turnoff up here, to

the right. There’s a road I oughtto recog-
nize. Do you know this country at all?”

“Notaroundhere,no.”
“Don'tknow FlowerStation? Ompah?

Poland? Snow Road?”
Shehad notheard of them.
“There’s somebody I wantto see.”
A turn was made,to the right, with

some dubious mutterings on his part.
There were nosigns. This road was
narrower and rougher, with a one-lane
plank-floored bridge. The trees of the
hardwood forest laced their branches
overhead.The weatherhad beenstrangely
warmthis year, and the leaves werestill
green, exceptfor the odd one here and
there that flashed outlike a banner. There
wasa feeling of sanctuary. For miles,

Neil and Grace were quiet, and there
was still no break in the trees, no end to

the forest. But then Neil broke the peace.
Hesaid, “Can youdrive?” And when

Grace said no hesaid, “I think you
shouldlearn.”

He meantright then. He stopped
the car, got out, and camearound to
her side,gesturing to her to move behind
the wheel.

“Nobetterplace than this.”
“Whatif something comes?”
“Nothing will. And we can manage

if it does. That’s why picked a straight
stretch.”
He did not bother explaining any-

thing about howcars ran—he simply
showed her where to putherfeet, and

made her practice shifting the gears,
then said, “Now go, and do whatI tell

you.”
‘Thefirst leap of the car terrified her.

She groundthe gears, and she thought
he would put an endto the lesson im-
mediately, but he just laughed. He said,
“Whoa,easy. Easy. Keep going,”and she
did. He did not commentonhersteer-
ing, except to say, “Keep going, keep
going, keep on theroad, don't letthe en-

ginedie.”
“WhencanI stop?”shesaid.
“Nottill I tell you how.”
Hemadeher keep driving until they

cameoutofthe tunneloftrees, and then
he instructed her about the brake. As
soon as she had stopped, she opened
the doorso that they could tradesides,
buthesaid, “No. This is just a breather.
Soon you'll begetting to likeit.” And
whentheystarted again she beganto see
that he mightbe right. Her momentary
surge of confidence almost took them
into a ditch. Still, he laughed when he
had to grab the wheel, and the lesson
continued.

Shedrove forwhat seemedlike miles,
and even went—slowly—aroundseveral
curves. Thenhesaid that they had bet-
ter switch back, because he could not
get a feeling of direction unless he was
driving.
He asked how shefelt now, and

thoughshe was shakingall overshesaid,
“O.K.”

Herubbed her arm from shoulder
to elbow andsaid, “Whata liar.” But
did not touch her, beyond that, did not
let anypartof herfeel his mouth again.
He musthavegothis feeling of

direction back when they came to a
crossroads somemiles on, for he turned
left, andthetrees thinned out and they
climbeda rough roadupto village,or at
least a roadside collection of buildings.
A church anda store, neither of them
opento serve their original purposes but
probablylived in, to judge by the vehi-
cles around them and the sorry-looking
curtains in the windows. There were a
couple of housesin the samestate, and,
behind one of them, a barn that had
fallenin onitself, with old dark hay bulg-
ing out betweenits cracked beamslike
swollen innards.

Neil exclaimedin celebration at the
sightofthis place, but did notstop there.

“Whata relief,”he said.“What—a—
relief. Now I know. Thank you.”

“Me?”
“Forletting meteach youto drive. It

calmed me down.”



“Calmed you down?” Gracesaid.
“Really?”

“Trueas I live.” Neil was smiling, but
hedid notlook at her. He was busy look-
ing from sideto side, across the fields

thatlayalong the road afterit had passed
through thevillage. He wastalking as if
to himself. “Thisis it. Gotto be it. Now
we know.”

Andso on,till he turned onto a
Jane that didn't go straight but wound
around through a field, avoiding rocks
and patchesofjuniper. At the end of the
Jane wasa house,in nobetter shape than
the housesin thevillage.

“Now, thisplace,” hesaid,“this place
Tam notgoingto take you into. I won't
be five minutes.”

| I was longer than that.
Shesatin the car, in the shade.

Thedoor to the house was open—just
the screen doorclosed. The screen had
mendedpatchesinit, newer wire woven
in with the old. Nobody cameto look at
her, not even a dog. And now that the
car had stopped, the dayfilled up with
an unnatural silence. Unnatural because
on such a hot afternoon you would ex-
pect the buzzing and chirping ofinsects
in the grass and in the juniper bushes.
Evenif you couldn't see them, their
noise would seem to rise out of every-
thing growingontheearth, as far as the
horizon. Butit wastoo late in theyear,
maybetoolate even to hear geese honk-
ing as they flew south. At any rate, she
didn't hear any.

Itseemed that they were up on top of
the world here. Thefield fell awayonall
sides; onlythetips of the trees were vis-
ible, because theygrew on lowerground.
‘Whom did Neil know, wholived in

this house? A woman?It didn’t seem
possible that the sort ofwomanhewould
wantcouldlive in a placelike this, but
then there was noendto the strangeness
that Grace could encounter today. No
endtoit.

Once, this had been a brick house,
but someonehad begunto take the brick
walls down. Plain wooden walls had
been bared underneath, and the bricks

that had covered them were roughly
piled in the yard, maybe waiting to be
sold. Thebricks left on the wall in front
of her formed a diagonal line, a set of
steps, and Grace, with nothing else to
do,leaned back to count them. She did

this both foolishly andseriously, the way
you would pull petals off a flower, but
notwith anywords soblatantas He /oves
me, he loves me not.

Lucky. Not. Lucky. Not. That was all
she dared.

She found thatit was hard to keep
track of the bricks arrangedin this zig-
zag fashion,especiallysince the lineflat-
tened out abovethe door.

Then she knew. Whatelse could it
be?A bootlegger’s place. She thoughtof
the bootlegger in the town where her
aunt and uncle lived—a raddled, skinny
old man, morose and suspicious. Hesat
onhis frontstep with a shotgun on Hal-
loween night. And he painted numbers
on thesticks of firewood stacked by his
door so he'd know if any were stolen.
She thought ofhim—orthis one—doz-
ing in the heat, in his dirty but tidyroom
(she knew thatit would be that way by
the mended patches in thescreen), get-
ting up from his creaky cot or couch,
covered with a stained quilt that some
woman related to him, some woman

nowdead, had madelongago.
Notthat she had ever been inside

the bootlegger’s house, but the parti-

tions were thin, back home, between

the threadbare waysofliving that were
respectable and those that were not. She
knew howthings were.

Howstrange thatshe'd thoughtofbe-
coming one of them—a Travers. Mar-
rying Maury. A kind oftreachery, it
wouldbe. But nota treachery to be rid-
ing with Neil, because he wasn't fortu-
nate—heknew someofthe thingsthat
she did.

Andthenin the doorwayit seemed
that she could see her uncle, stooped
and baffled, looking outather, as if she
had been awayfor years andyears.As if
she had promised tocome homeand then
had forgotten aboutit, and inall this
timehe should have died but he hadn't.

Shestruggled to speak to him,but he
waslost. She was waking up, moving.
Shewasin the carwith Neil, on the road
again. She had been asleep with her
mouth open and she wasthirsty, He
turned to her fora moment,and she no-

ticed, even with thewind blowing around

them,a fresh smell of whiskey.
“You awake? You were fast asleep

when I cameout of there,” he said.
“Sorry—Ihad to besociablefor a while.
How’s your bladder?”

That was a problem she had been

 BR

‘Tkilledthesefoxes with my own two hands and lived offtheir meatfor weeks!”



thinking about, in fact, while she was
waiting. She hadseen toilet behind the
house, but hadfelt shy aboutgetting out
and walkingtoit.

Hesaid, “This looks like a possible
place,” and stoppedthecar. She got out
and walked in among some blooming
goldenrod and Queen Anne’s lace and
wild asters, to squat down. Hestood in
the flowers on the other side, with his
back to her. Whenshegotinto the car,
she saw thebottle, on the floorbeside her
feet. More than third of its contents
seemedalreadyto be gone.

Hesaw herlooking.
“Oh, don’t worry,” he said. “I just

poured somein here.” He held up flask.
“Easier whenI’m driving.”

Onthefloor there was also another
Coca-Cola. Hetold her to look in the
glove compartmentfora bottle opener.

“It’s cold!”she said in surprise.
“Icebox. Theycutice off the lakes in

the winter andstore it in sawdust. He
keepsit under the house.”

“T thought I saw my uncle in the
doorwayof that house,” she said. “But I
was dreaming.”

“You couldtell me about your uncle.
Tell me about where youlive. Your job.
Anything. just like to hear you talk.”

‘Therewas a newstrengthinhis voice,
and a change inhisface,butit wasn’t the
manic glow of drunkenness.It wasas if
he'd been sick—notterribly sick, just
down,under the weather—and was now
wantingtoassure herthat he was better.
Hecappedtheflask andlaid it down and
reached for her hand. Heheld it lightly,
a comrade’s clasp.

“He's quite old,” Grace said. “He's re-
ally my great-uncle. He’s a caner—that
means he canes chairs. I can't explain
thatto you,but I could showyou how,if
we hada chair to cane—”

“T don’t see one.”
She laughed, andsaid,“It’s boring,

really.”
“Tell me about whatinterests you,

then. Whatinterests you?”
Shesaid, “You do.”
“Oh. Whatabout meinterests you?”

His handslid away.
“Whiatyou're doing now,” Grace said

determinedly. “Why.”
“You mean drinking?WhyI’m drink-

ing?” The cap cameoff theflask again.
“Whydon’t you ask me?”

“Because I know whatyoud say.”

88 ‘THE NEW YORKER, MARCH 22, 2004

“What's that? What would I say?”
“You'd say, “What else is there to do?”

Or somethinglike that.”
“That's true,” he said. “That’s about

whatI'd say. Well, then youdtry to tell
mewhyI was wrong.”

“No,” Grace said. “No. I wouldn't.”
Whensheidsaid that, she felt cold.

She had thoughtthat she was serious,
but now shesaw thatshe'd beentrying to
impress him, to show that she was as
worldly as he was, and in the middle of
that she had comeona rock-bottom
truth, a lack of hope that was genuine,
reasonable, everlasting. There was no.
comfort in what she saw, now that she

could see it.
Neil said, “You wouldn't? No. You

wouldn't. That’s relief. You are relief,
Grace.”

In a while he said, “You know, I’m
sleepy. Soon as we find a good spot I’m
going topull over andgoto sleep.Just for
little while. Would you mindthat?”

“No. | think you should.”
“You'll watch over me?”
“Yes.”
“Good.”
Thespothe found was ina little town

called Fortune. There was a park on the
outskirts, besidea river, anda gravelled
spacefor cars. Hesettled the seat back,
and at oncefell asleep. Evening had
comeonas it did now, around supper-

time, proving thatthis wasn’t a summer
dayafter all. A short while ago, people
had been having a Thanksgiving picnic
here—therewasstill some smokerising
from the outdoorfireplace, and the smell
of hamburgers in theair. The smell did
not make Grace hungry, exactly—it
made her remember being hungry, in
othercircumstances.

Somedusthad settled onher, with all
the stopping andstarting of her driving
lesson. She got out and washed her
handsandherface as well as she could,
at an outdoortap. Then, favoring her

cut foot, she walked slowlyto the edge of
theriver, saw howshallow it was, with
reeds breaking thesurface. A sign there

warnedthatprofanity, obscenity, or vul-
gar language wasforbiddeninthis place
and would be punished.

She tried the swings, which faced
west. Pumpingherself high,she looked
into the clear sky—faintgreen,fading
gold,a fierce pink rim at the horizon. Al-
ready theairwas getting cold.

She had thought that it was touch.
Mouths, tongues,skin, bodies, banging

bone on bone. Inflammation, Passion.
But that wasn't whatshe'd been work-
ing towardatall. She had seen deeper,
deeperinto him than she could ever have
managedif they'd gonethat way.
What she saw was final. Asif she

were at the edge ofa flat dark body of
water that stretched on and on. Cold,
level water. Looking out at such dark,
cold, level water, and knowing thatit
was all there was.

Tt wasn't the drinking that was re-
sponsible. Drinking, needing to drink—
that was just somesort of distraction,
like everything else, from the thing that
was waiting, no matter what,all the

time.

She wentback to the car and tried
to rouse him. Hestirred but wouldn't
waken. So she walked around again to
keep warm,andto practice the easiest
waywith her foot—sheunderstood now
that shewould be working again,serving
breakfast in the morning.

Shetried once more, talking to him
urgently. He answeredwith various prom-
ises and mutters, and once more hefell
asleep. By the time it wasreally dark
she had given up. Now, with the cold
of nightsettled in, some otherfacts be-

cameclear to her: that they could notre-
main here, that they were still in the
world,after all, that she had to get back
to Bailey’s Falls.

With somedifficulty, she got him
overinto the passengerseat. If that did
not wake him,it was clear that nothing
could.It took her a while to figure out
how the headlights went on, and then
she began to movethecar,jerkily, slowly,
backontotheroad.

She had noidea of directions, and
there was not a soul onthestreetto ask.
Shejust kept driving, to the otherside
of the town, and there, most blessedly,
wasa sign pointing the wayto Bailey’s
Falls, among other places. Only nine
miles.

She drove along the two-lane high-



‘way, never at more than thirty miles an
hour. There was little traffic. Once or
twice a car passedher, honking, andthe
few she met honkedalso.In onecase,it
was probably because she was going so
slowly, and,in the other, because she did
not know how to dim thelights. Never
mind. She couldn't stop to get her cour-
age up again. Shehadto just keep going,
as he had said. Keep going.

Atfirst she did notrecognize Bailey's
Falls, coming uponit in this unfamiliar
way. Whenshe did, she became more
frightened than she had been in all the
nine miles. It was one thing to drive in
unknown territory, another to turn in at
theinn gates.
He was awake when she stopped in

the parking lot. He didn’t show any sur-
prise at where they were, or at what she
had done.In fact, he told her, the honk-
ing had wokenhim, miles back, but he
had pretendedtobestill asleep, because
the important thing was nottostartle
her. He hadn't been worried, though.
He'd known that she would make it.

Sheaskedif he was awake enough to
drive now.

“Wide awake. Bright as a dollar.”
Hetold herto slip her foot out of

its sandal, and he pressed it here and
there, before saying, “Nice. No heat. No
swelling. Your arm hurt from the shot?
Maybeit won't.” He walked herto the
door, and thanked her for her company.
She wasstill amazedto besafely back.
She hardly realized thatit was time to
say goodbye.

As a matter of fact, she does not
know, to this day, if those words were
spokenorif he only caughther, wound
his arms aroundher,held hersotightly,
with such continuous, changing pressure
thatit seemedas if more than two arms
were needed,as if she were surrounded

by him,his body strong andlight, de-
manding and renouncingall at once,
telling her that she was wrongto give up
on him,everything waspossible, but
then again that she was not wrong, he
meantto stamp himself onher and go.

arly in the morning, the manager
knocked on the dormitory door,

calling for Grace.
“Somebody on the phone,”hesaid.

“Don't bother getting up—they just
wanted to know if you were here.I said.
Td go and check. O.K. now.”

Ttwould be Maury, she thought. One
of them, anyway. But probably Maury.
Nowshe’d haveto deal with Maury.

‘Whenshe went down toserve break-
fast—wearing runningshoes,oneloosely
laced—she heardaboutthe accident. A
car had goneinto a bridge abutment
halfway down the road to Sabot Lake. It
had been rammedright in—it was to-
tally smashed and burned up. There
were no othercars involved, and appar-
ently no passengers. The driver would
have to be identified by dental records.
Orprobably hadbeen,by this time.

“Onehell of a way,” the manager
said. “Better to go and cut your throat.”

“Tt could’ve been an accident,” said
the cook, who had an optimistic nature.
“Could’ve just fell asleep.”

“Yeah. Sure.”
Herarm hurtnow, as if ithad taken a

wicked blow. She couldn't balance her
tray, and hadto carry it in front of her,
using both handsinstead.

he did not have to deal with Maury
faceto face. He wrotehera letter.

Just say he madeyou do it. Just sayyou
didn't wanttogo.

She wrotebackfive words. Ididwant
to go.

She was going to add, I’m sorry, but
stoppedherself.

r. Travers cameto the inn to see
her afew days later. He waspolite

and businesslike,firm, cool, not unkind.
She saw him now in circumstances that
let him comeinto his own. A man who
could take charge, whocouldtidy things
up. Hesaid that it was very sad, they
were all verysad, but alcoholism was a
terrible thing.When Mrs. Travers was a
little better, he was going to take her on
a trip, a vacation, somewhere warm.

Thenhesaid that he had to be going.
He had manythings to do. As he shook
her handto say goodbye, he put an en-
velope into it.

“We both hope you'll make good use
ofthis,” hesaid.

‘The checkwas fora thousanddollars.
Immediately she thought of sendingit |
back or tearing it up, and sometimes
even nowshe thinks that that would
have been grandthingto do. Butin the
end,ofcourse, she was notableto doit. |
In those days, it was enough money to
insurehera start in life. #
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A CRITIC AT LARGE

TIMES REGAINED
How the old Times Square was made new.

BY ADAM GOPNIK

this year marks the hundredth anni-
versary of the decision to take an

hourglass-shapedtraffic funnel between
Forty-second Street and Forty-seventh
Street on Broadway, which had been
called Longacre Square, and renameit
after the New York Times, which had
just built its office there. This wasless
an honorthan a consolation prize. The
other,then bigger and brighter newspa-
per, the New York Herald, had claimed
theother, then brighter and better square,
eight blocks south, whichstill bears its
ghostly name. Nineyearslater, in 1913,
the Times scurried off to a prim side
street and a Gothic Revival bishop's pal-
ace, where it has beenlifting its skirts
and shyly peeking around the corner at
its old homeeversince.

Noother part of New York has had
sucha melodramatic, mood-ring sensitiv-
ity to the changesin the city’s history, with
an image for every decade.There was the
turn-of-the-century Times Square, with
its roofgardens and showgirls; the raffish
twenties Times Square of Ziegfeld and
Youmanstunes; the thirtiesTimes Square
of “42nd Street,” all chorus lines and
moxie; the forties, V-J “On the Town’
Times Square, full ofsailors kissing girls;
the wizened black-and-white fiftiesTimes
Square of “Sweet Smell of Success,”
steaminghot dogs, and grungy beats; and
then thesixties and the seventies Times
Square of“Midnight Cowboy” and “Taxi
Driver,” where everythingfell apart and
Hell wafted up through the manhole coy-
ers.Nootherplace in town has been quite
so high and quite so low.Within a single
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half decade, it had Harpo Marx in the
Marx Brothers’ valedictory movie, “Love
Happy,”leapingecstatically from sign to
sign andriding away onthe flying Mo-
bilgas Pegasus, and, down below, the un-
forgettable image ofJames Dean, hunched
in his black overcoat, bearing the weight
ofa generation onhis shoulders.

Now, of course, we have the new
Times Square, as fresh as a neon daisy,
with a giant Gap anda Niketown and an
Applebee’s and anESPN Zoneandtele-
vision announcers visible through tinted
windows,all family retailing andnational
brands. In some ways, the Square has
never looked better, with the diagonal

sloping lines of the Reuters Building,the
curving Decozipper, even the giant mock
dinosaur in the Toys R Us. There are, of
course, people iemiss the old Times
Square, its picturesque squalor and vio-
lence and misery and exploitation.Those
whopointed at the old Times Square
as an instance of everything that capi-
talism can do wrong now point to the
new Times Squareas an instanceof ev-
erything that capitalism can do worse.
Where once Times Square was hot,it is
now cold, where once varied, now uni-

form, where oncealive, now dead.Which

just proves, as with the old maxim about
belief, that people whorefuse to be sen-
timental about the normal things don’t
end up beingsentimental about nothing;
they end up being sentimental about
anything, shedding tears about mug-
gings and the shardsofcrackvials glit-
tering like diamonds in the gutter.

Andyet, whatever has been gained,

somethingreally is missing in the new
Times Square. The forces that created
it, and the mixed emotionsthat most of
us haveinits presence,are the subject of
James Traub’s “The Devil’s Playground”
(Random House; $25.95), whichis both
an engagedcivics lesson and a work of
social history. The book begins with an
ironic moment—Traubtakes his eleven-
year-old son to the new Forty-second
Streetto see the old“42nd Street”—and
then spirals back into history, moving
decade by decade overthe past century.

‘Traub, a writer for the Times, hates

city myth but lovescity history: on every
pageyoulearn something about how the
cityreally happened, and howitreally
happensnow. Heis particularlygood at
wrestling complicated history into a few
tight pages. Hegives the best account
we haveofthe original sin ofNewYork:
the birth,in 1811, ofthe iron street grid
almost before there were any streets.The
decision to lay a crisscross of numbers
overthecity withoutany breaks forpub-
lic squares, plazas, or parks—a deliber-
ately brutal nod to the governingprinci-
ple of commerce—is whywestill, sadly,
call any awkward and accidental space
created by the diagonal ofBroadwayin-
tersecting an avenuea “square.”

‘Traub alsohas a gift for filtering social
history througha previously invisible in-
dividual agent. As always,the vast forces
of mass culture turn outto be the idio-
syncratic choices of a few key, mostly hid-
den players. The character of the signs in
Times Square, for instance, was mostly
the invention of O. J. Gude, the Sign
King ofTimes Square. Gude,a true aes-
thete with a significantart collection, was
thefirst to sense that the peculiar shape of
Times Square—atriangle with sign-
friendly“flats” at the base and the apex—
madeitthe perfect placefor big electric
national-brand signs, or “spectaculars,”
as they were called, even beforethe First
World War. In 1917,when Gudeput up

atwo-hundred-foot-longspectacular, on
the west side of Broadway between
Forty-third and Forty-fourth, featuring
twelve gleaming “spearmen” who went
through spasmodic calisthenics, itwas
big an eventin Americanpopculture,in
its way, as the opening of “The Jazz 2§
Singer,”ten years later. Gude also hadtheg
brightidea ofjoining the Municipal Art 2=
Society, the leading opponent of bigg
signs,andlater helped shape the zoning £
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ordinances that essentially eliminated
bigelectric signs anywhere in midtown
except in TimesSquare.

Times Square is famous for what
used tobecalled its “denizens’—Damon
Runyon, George S. Kaufman,Clifford
Odets, A.J. Liebling—andTraub writes
brieflives of a lot of them. Butthe his-
tory oftheplaceisn’t really a history of
its illuminati;it’s a history ofits illumi-
nations. Though social forces and neon
signs flow outofindividuals, they don’t

flow back into individuals so transpar-
ently. George S. Kaufman,to take one in-
stance, was exclusively a creature of the
theatre; if like thegalleries in SoHoin the
nineteen-nineties, the Broadway theatre
had in the thirties picked up and moved
to Chelsea, Kaufman would have fol-
lowed it blindly and would never have
been seen on Forty-second Streetagain.
Even Runyon has about as much to do
with the history of Times Square as
P. G. Wodehouse does with the history
of Mayfair: his subject is language, not
place, and in all of Runyon’s storiesit
would be hard to find a single set-piece
description ofTimes Square, a single bulb
on a single sign. Individual artists help
makecities, but cities don’t make their
artists in quite so neatly reciprocal a way.
Dr. Johnson's “London” is a poem; “The
London ofDr.Johnson”is a tour-bus ride.

'raub gives nofalsegloss to the decay
of Times Square; it was really bad.

The neighborhood declined to 2 point
where, by the mid-seventies, the Times
Square precincts placed first and second
in New York in total felonies. (Harlem

had a third as many.) These were crimes
ofviolence,too: a rape or an armed rob-

bery or a murdertookplacenearly every
day and every night. Stevie Wonder’s
great 1973 song “Living for the City” has
a spoken-word interlude in which the
poorblackkid from the South arrives on
‘West Forty-second Street and in about
five minutes is lured into the drug busi-
ness. Thiswas a song,but itwas nota lie.

‘Traub’s account ofthe area's trans-
formationis lit from behind by another,
still longer and larger one—LynneB.
Sagalyn’s masterly“Times Square Rou-
lette: Remaking the City Icon,” just is-
sued in paperback (M.LT.; $29.95).
Sagalyn teachesreal estate at the Uni-
versity of Pennsylvania, and her book,
thefruit ofmore than a decadeof schol-
arlylabor,is as mind-bendinglydetailed
an accountoftherelations of property
and culture as one can find outside
Galsworthy or Trollope.It’s full of eye-
opening material, if one can keep one’s
eyes open long enoughtofindit. Saga-
lyn’s bookis written, perhaps of neces-
sity, in a prose so dense with city acro-
nymsand cross-referential footnotes
thatit can defeat even the most earnest
attention. Nonetheless,its material is the
material of thecity’s existence. Reading
it is like reading an advanced-biology
textbook and then discovering thatits
sole subject is your own body.

‘Traub and Sagalyn agree in dispel-
ling a myth and moving toward a his-
tory, and the myth irritates them both—
‘Traub’s usual toneofintelligent skepti-
cism sometimesboils over here into ex-
asperation. The myth theywanttodispel

 
Ciara

‘It tickles me that my vote will cancelPaulKrugman's.”

is thatthe cleanup ofTimes Square in the
ninetieswas an expression ofMayorGiu-
liani’s campaign against crime andvice,
andofhis companion tendency to accept
a sterilized environmentif they could be
removed,andthat his key corporate part-
nerin this was the mighty Disney, which
led the remaking of West Forty-second
Streetas a themepark instead of an au-
thentic urbanstreet. As Traub and Saga-
lyn show, this is nearly thereverse of the
truth, ItwasMayorKoch whoshaped the
newTimes Square,if anyonedid, while
the importantprivate profit-makers and
players were almostall purely local: the
Old Oligarchs, the handfulof rich, and
mostlyJewish,real-estate families—the
Rudins, Dursts, Roses, Resnicks, Fish-
ets, Speyers, and Tishmans,as Sagalyn
crisply enumerates them. Mayor Giu-
liani, basically, was there to cut the rib-
bon, and Disney to briefly lend its name.

The story follows, on a larger scale
than usual, the familiar form ofNewYork
development, whose stages are as pre-
dictable as those ofa professional wres-
tling match:first, the Sacrificial Plan;
next, the Semi-Ridiculous Rhetorical

Statement; then the Staged Intervention
ofthe Professionals; and, at last, the Sorry
‘Thing Itself. The Sacrificial Plan is the
architectural plan or model put forward
upon the announcementofthe project,
usuallyfeaturing somestaggeringlyobvi-
ous and controversial device—a jagged
roofora startlingpediment—which even
the architect knows will never be built,
andwhose purposeis notto attract inves-
tors so muchasto get people used to the
general idea that something is going to
bebuilt there. (Sometimes the Sacrificial
Planis known by all to besacrificial, and
sometimes, as in“The Lottery,” knownto
everyone butthe sacrifice.) The Semi-
Ridiculous Rhetorical Statementusually
accompanies, thoughit can precede, the
Sacrificial Plan, andis intended to show
that the plan is not as brutal and cynical as
it looks but has been designed in accor-
dance withthe architectural modeof the
moment. (“Thethree brass lambs that
stand on the spires of Sheep’s Meadow
‘Towerreflect thehistorical context of the
site ...” was the way it was done a de-
cade ago; nowit’s more likelytobe “In its
hybrid facade, half mirror, half wool,

Sheep’s Meadow Towercaptures the
contradictions and deconstructs the flow
of. ..”) The Staged Intervention marks



the moment when commonsense and
commonpurpose,in the form of the Old
Oligarchs and their architects—who
were going to be in charge in thefirst
place—teturntorescue the project from
itselfThe SorryThingItselfyou've seen.
(At Ground Zero, Daniel Libeskind
supplied thesacrificial plan, and now he
is pursuingall of the semi-ridiculous
thetoric, in the forlorn hopethat, when
the professionals stage their intervention,
hewill be the professional called on.)

The onlydifference in the Times
Square project was that, because ofits
size, it all happened twice. (Actually, there
were two dimensions to the remaking of
Times Square—the West Forty-second
Street projects, and thereclaimingof the
Square itself—but each depended on
the other, and, though administratively
distinct, they were practically joined.)
‘Thefirst Sacrificial Plan appeared in the
late seventies, and was called “The City
at Forty-second Street.” Presented by
the developer Fred Papert, with the sup-
port of the Ford Foundation and with
proposed backing from Paul Reich-
mann,of Olympia&York, it envisioned
aclimate-controlled indoor-mall Forty-
second Street, with a five-hundred-
thousand-square-foot “educational, en-
tertainment, and exhibit center,” and a
2.1-million-square-foot merchandise
mart for the garmenttrade, all strung to-

gether with aerial walkways and, lovely
period touch, equipped with a mono-
rail. Mayor Koch wasn’t happy aboutthe
plan; “We've got to makesure that they
have seltzer”—thatit’s echtNewYork—
“instead of orange juice,” he said. But
mostlyhe worried because someoneelse
would be squeezing the oranges.

Still, the plan did what such plans
are meantto do:establish the principle,
civic-minded ratherthan commercial, that
something had to be donehere, and the
larger principle that whatever was done
should be doneona large scale—theold,

outdoor theatre-and-arcade Forty-second
Street could be tumed into “a consumer-
oriented exposition center with people
moving across 42nd Street by means of
pedestrian bridges,” as oneearly draft of
therhetoric putit.As theinitiative passed
from the developers to the Koch admin-
istration, a further principle was estab-
lished. Thetransformation could be made
onlyby large-scale condemnation ofwhat
was already there, and thecity and state

together proposed a new wayto link up
private and public: the developers would
get the right to build on condition that
they paid directly for public improve-
ments. The price of your tower on top
was a cleaner subwaystation below.

Still more significant,andwhat should
have been seen as a portentin thefirst
Sacrificial Plan, wasthefelt needto pull
awayfrom thestreet completely. This was
notsimply snobbery butself-
preservation;Forty-second
Street wasn't dying but rav-
ing.The porno shops onWest
Forty-second Street weren't
there because the middle class
had fled. They were there because the
middleclass wasthere. The people who
boughtfrom the porn industry were
the office workers who walked by the
stores on the way to and from work, and
the tourists who wantedto take back a
little something notfor the kids. The
XXX video rooms and bookstores and
grind-house theatres were going con-
cers, paying an average of thirty-two
thousand dollars a year in rent; peep
shows could gross five million a year.
Thoughtheretailers were obviously en-
tangled with the Mafia, the buildings
were owned by respectable real-estate
families—for the mostpart, the same
families who had ownedthe theatres
since the thirties, the Brandts and the
Shuberts. Times Squarewas Brechtville:
a perfect demonstrationoftheprinciple
that the market,left to itself, will pro-
duce an economyof crimeas happily as
an economyofvirtue.

‘This—the crucial underlying reality
in the Forty-second Street redevelop-
ment—meantthat thecity, if it was to
getthelegal right to claim and condemn
property in order to pass it over, had
to be pointing toward some enormous,
unquestioned commercial goal, larger
or at least more concrete than the real
goal, which wasessentially ethical and
“cultural.” For once, the usualNewYork
formula hadto be turned right around:
a question ofvirtue hadto be disguised
as a necessity of commerce. On Forty-
second Street, a group ofperfectly suc-
cessful private businessmenin the movie-
theatre business were being pushedaside
in favor of a set of private business-
menin thetall-building business, and
thelegal argumentfor favoring the busi-
nessmen in thetall-building business 

was that they had promised that if you
let them build a reallytall building they
would fix up the subwaystation.

This produced the SecondSacrificial
Plan, of 1983: PhilipJohnson andJohn

Burgee’s immensefour towersstraddling
either side of Times Square on Forty-
second, each with a slightly different
pedimented top. The Semi-Ridiculous
Rhetorical Statement invoked for this

planwas thatthe pedimented
tops “contextualized”the big
buildings because they re-
called the roofline of the old
Astor Hotel, a victim of de-
velopmenttwenty years be-

fore. They were by far the biggest and
bulkiest buildings that had ever been
proposed for midtown; Sagalyn gasps
at the sheer zoning outrageofit. They
had to be that big to establish their
right to be at all. The Brandt family,
which owned manyofthetheatres, sued
and lost. “The Durst family interests
put their nameonfive lawsuits,” Sagalyn
reports,“but the rumorsoftheir finan-

cial backing of many more are legion.”
(The Dursts owned various individ-
ual lots along thestreet, which they in-
tended to put together for their own
giantbuilding.) After ten years, theylost,
too. Forty-seven suits were launched,
and the plan withstood them all. The
Johnson models,fortresses designed to
withstanda siege oflitigation, had tri-
umphed. But nobodyreally wanted to
build the buildings.

n theinterim betweentheFirst Sacri-
ficial Plan and the Second, however,

something had changed in the ideology
of architecture. A new orthodoxy had
comeinto power, with an unapologetic
emphasis on formal “delirium” and the
chaoticsurfaceofthe city. In Rem Kool-
haas’s epoch-marking manifesto “De-
lirious New York”(1978),the buzz, con-
fusion, danger, and weirdness of New
York were no longer things to worry
about. In fact, they were pretty much
all we had to boast of. To an increasing
bias in favor ofsmall-scale streetscapes
and “organic” growth was added a neon
zip of pop glamour. The new ideology
wasJane Jacobs dressed in latex and
leather.

By whattumedoutto be a happy ac-
cident, this previously academic, pop-
perverse set of ideas had influenced
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minds at the Municipal Art Society—
the very group that had fought against
the idea of signs and signage in Times
Square at the turn of the century. In
1985,after the appearance of the John-
son plan, the Municipal Art Society,
under the impeccable direction of the
white-shoed Hugh Hardy, tookon as its
cause the preservation of the “bowl of
light” in Times Square and“theglitz of
its commercial billboards andelectronic
signs.” After being digested in various
acronymicgullets, this campaign pro-
duced notonlynew zoningtext (sections
ZR81-832 and ZR81-85, as Sagalyn
duly notes) but, as an enforcement mech-
anism,an entirely new unit of measure-

ment: the LUTS, or “Light Unit Times
Square.” (Each sign had to produce a
minimum LUTS reading; thelighting de-
signer Paul Marantz gaveit its name.)

Andso the Municipal Art Society
becamethe majorapostle of a continu-
ing chaotic commercial environmentin
Times Square, while the big developers
had to make the old Beaux-Arts case for
classical order, lucidity, and space—for
“trees and clean streets . .. museums and
sidewalk cafés,”in theplaintive words of
the developer David Solomon. Eventu-
ally, in the early-nineties decline, Pruden-
tial,which had been holdingonto the de-
velopment onWest Forty-secondStreet,
was forcedtosell its rights at a discount—
to the Durst family, which had been
leadingthelitigation against theplan all
along but which,as everyone could have

predicted, was thereatthefinale to de-
velop andbuild, including 4 Times
Square, the big building in which these
wordsare being written.

Noneof this, however, could have
created the newTimes Square hadit not
been for other, unforeseeable changes.

Thefirst, and most important, was the
still poorly explained decline in violent
crime. (Traub tours the Eighth Avenue
end of Forty-second with oneofthe dis-
trict’s privately financedsecurity officers,
whopoints outthatthere isstill plenty of
prostitution and drug-trafficking butvery
few muggingsor assaults; even chain-
snatching and petty theft are nowrare.)
‘This declineallowedfor the emergence of
thereal hyperdrive of the new Square,the
arrival of whatevery parent knows is the
engine ofAmerican commerce: branded,

television-based merchandisedirected at
“families” (thatis, directed at getting
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children to torture their parents until
they buyit). Thecritical demographic
fact, as a few have pointedout,is the late
onset ofchildbearing, delayed here until
the habit ofNew Yorkis set and thedis-
posable incometo spend onchildren is
larger. When Damon Runyon was writ-
ing, the presence ofLittle Miss Marker
in the Square was the material fora story.
NowLittle Miss Markerrunsthe place.
Of all theironies of the Times Square

redevelopment,the biggestis this: that
the political rightis, onthe whole, happy
with what has happened,and points to
‘Times Square as an instance ofhow pri-
vate enterprise cancure things that social
engineering had previously destroyed,
while theleft points to Times Square as
aninstance ofhow marketforcessterilize
anddrive outsocial forces ofcommunity
and authenticity. But surely the ghosts of
the old progressives in Union Square
should be proudest of what has hap-
pened.It was,after all, the free market

that producedthe oldTimes Square:the
porno stores were there because they
made money, as part of a thriving mar-
ket system. Times Square, and Forty-
secondStreet, was saved bygovernment
decisions, made largelyoncivic grounds.
Nothingwould have caused more merri-
menton the conservative talk shows than
the LUTS regulations—imagine some
bureaucrattelling you how bright your
sign should be—butitis those lights
which light the desks of the guys at the
offices of Clear Channelon Forty-second
Street, and bring the crowds that make
them safe. Civic-mindedness, once again,
savedcapitalismfromitself.

ndyet you dor’t have to have nos-
talgia for squalorandcrueltyto feel

that somevital chunk of NewYork ex-
periencehas beenreplacedby something
different, and less. Traub ends with the
deconstructionistMarkTaylor, whotrots
outvarious depressions aboutthe Society
of Spectacle to explain the transforma-
tion, all ofwhich are marvellously unil-
luminating. Times Square may be spec-
tacular—thatis whatits signmakers have
called theirown signsfor a century—but
in thetheoretical senseit’s nota spectacle
atall. It’s notfilled by media images that
supplantthe experience ofreal things. It’s
a tangible,physical,fully realized public
square inwhich real people stare at things
made by other people. The absence of

spectacle,in that sense—theescape from
the domination ofisolated television
viewing—is whatstill draws people on
New Year's Eve,in theface of their own
government's attempts to scare them
away. (Dick Clark, of course,is a simu-
lacrum, but he was born thatway.)

‘Traub toys with the idea that thereal
problem lies in the replacement of an
authentic “popular” culture, of arcades

and Runyonesque song-pluggers, with a
“mass” culture, of national brands and
eager shoppers. Butit’s hard to see any
principled wayinwhich the twenty-foot-
tall animatronicdinosaur at the newToys
RUshowls at the orders of massculture,
while O.J. Gude’s dancing spearmen were
purely Pop. Thedistinction between pop-
ular cultureand mass culture is to our time
whatthedistinction betweentruefolk art
andfalse folk artwas to the age of Ruskin
and Morris, we wantpassionatelyto de-
fine the difference because we know in
our hearts that it doesn’t exist. Even fairy
tales tun out to be half manufactured by
a commercial enterprise,half risen from
the folkish ground. Theidea thatthere is
agood folkish culture thatcomes up from
the streets andrevivifies the arts and a
bad mass culture imposed from above is
an illusion, and anyone whohas studied
anypiece ofthe history knowsit.

All the same, there is something
spooky about the contemporary Times
Square. It wanders through you; you
don’t wander through it. One of the
things that makeforvitality in any city,
and above all in New York, is the trinity
ofbig buildings, brightlights, and weird
stores, The big buildings and bright
lights are there in the newTimes Square,
but the weird stores are not. By weird
stores one means notsimply small stores,
mom-and-popoperations,butstores in
which a peculiar and even obsessive en-
trepreneur caters to a peculiar and even
an obsessive taste. (Art galleries and
modestly ambitious restaurants are weird
stores by definition. It’s why theystill
feel veryNew York.) Ifthe big buildings
and the brightsignsreflectthecity’s vi-
tality and density, weird stores refract
it, they implythat thecity is so varied
that someone can make a mundaneliv-
ing fromonetiny obsessive thing. Pool-
roomsand boxing clubs were visible in-
stances of weirdstores in the old Times
Square; another,slightly less visible,

was thethriving world of the indepen-



dentfilm business, negativecutters, and
camera-rental firms.

There is hardly a single weird store
left on Broadway from Forty-second
Street to Forty-sixth Street—hardly a
single place in which a peculiar passion
seems to have committed itself to a pe-
culiar product. You have now, one more
irony, to bend east, toward respectable
Fifth Avenue, toward the diamond mer-
chants and the Brazilian restaurants and
the kosher cafeterias thatstill fill the side
streets, to re-create something thatfeels a
little like the old Times Square. (Won-
derful Forty-fifth Street! With the Ju-
daica candlesticks and the Japanese-film
rental and the two-story shopsselling
cheap clothes andstereos, lit up bright.)
Social historians like to talk about the
‘Tragedy of the Commons, meaning the
way that everybody loses when every-
body overgrazes the village green, though
it is in noindividual's interest to stop. In
New York, we suffer from a Tragedy of
the Uncommons:weird things make the
city worth livingin, but though each in-
dividual wants them,no oneindividual
wants to pay to keep them going. Times
Square, as so often in the past, is re-
sponding,in typically heightened form,
to the general state of thecity: the loss of
retail variety troubles us everywhere, as
a new trinity of monotony—Starbucks,
DuaneReade, and theWashington Mu-
tual Bank—appears to dominate every
block. Wejustfeel it more on Broadway.
Do we overdraw Times Square his-

tory,make itmore epic than it oughtto be?
Piccadilly and Soho,in London,and Place
de Clichy, in Paris, are similar places, have
known similar kinds of decline and sim-
ilar kinds of pickup—but without gath-
ering quite the same emotion.We make
Times Square do more work than it
ought to. Othergreat cities have public
spaces and pleasure spaces, clearly marked,
and with less confusion between them.
When Diana died, it was Kensington
Palace,notPiccadilly, that got the flowers,
and in Paris it is the Champs-Elysées,
notPlace de Clichy, that gets the mili-
tary parade on the fourteenth of July.
Whichreturnsus, with a certain sense of
awe,to thespell still cast by the original
sin of the 1811 grid plan. We make our
accidental pleasure plazas do thework of
the public squares we don't have. This is
askinga lot ofa sign,or even a bunch of
bright oneslighting upthe night.

 

BRIEFLY NOTED

Links, by Nuruddin Farah (Riverhead;
$24.95). This Somali novelist, who won
the NeustadtInternational Prize for Lit-
erature in 1998, lives in exile in South
Africa but, in his fiction, regularly re-
turnsto probe the “Dantean complexity”
of his homeland.In his ninth novel, an
exiled Somali dissident named Jeebleh
goes back to Mogadishuafter more than
twenty years to search for his mother’s
grave andtosettle old scores in the nox-
ious hodgepodgeofclan-based militias,
warlords, and trigger-happy American
soldiers. Jeebleh, now a university pro-
fessor in New York with an American
wife and two daughters,expects that his

voyagewill reinforcethe great divide be-
tween his new life and the violent in-
habitants ofthe “city of death.”Instead,
after the abductionofa friend’s daugh-
ter, hediscovers his own capacity for vi-
olence andhisthirst for “justice, by any
meanspossible.”

One Daythe Ice Will Reveal All Its
Dead, by ClareDudman (Viking; $25.95).
In 1930, the German meteorologist Al-
fred Wegenerdisappeared onan expedi-
tion to Greenland; six monthslater, his

bodywas found,perfectlypreserved, be-
neath the ice. Dudman takesthis as the
starting pointofher novel, a fictional au-
tobiography in which Wegener embod-
ies the scientist as man ofaction,launch-
ing hydrogen-balloonflights, spelunking
down frozen crevasses, andracing across

glaciers as the ice cracks. Between ex-
ploits, he investigates the origins ofrain
and the craters of the moon, and fends
off attacks on his theory of continen-
tal drift—dismissed at the timeas far-
fetched but now widely accepted. As a
narrator,Wegener isfirmly rootedin his
time, almost to a fault; occasionally, one

wishesthatthe prosewere less restrained
and that the author had given her sub-

 

ject’s life more of an arc. Still, Dudman.
artfully channels Wegener's voice—prim
andfastidious, butfilled with longing—
so convincingly that her book reads fike
an artifact of OldWorld exploration.

Allin Good Time, byJonathan Schwartz
(Random House; $24.95). New Yorkers
of a certain age are familiar with the
plummyand erudite voice of Jonathan
Schwartz, radio's championofthe golden
age ofAmerican songand Frank Sinatra’s
mostpassionate advocate. Heis also the
son of Arthur Schwartz,the composer of
“By Myself,”“Dancingin the Dark,” and
other pages in the songbook. The son's
warmbutintensely painful memoir of
growing uplonely in rarefied company, of
discovering an identity for himself and
encounteringidols like Sinatra,is engag-
ing andoriginal. Schwartz has published
novels and, on theradio, heis an inti-
mate storyteller; the narrative here is
strangely unforgettable, like a haunting
ballad heardin the middle ofthe night.

PeninsulaofLies, byEdwardBall (Simon
& Schuster; $24). In 1968, an eccentric

middle-aged English writernamed Gor-
don Hall scandalized his adoptive home
town of Charleston, South Carolina,

by undergoing a sex change. Returning
from surgery as a woman called Dawn,
she married a black mechanic nearly
three decadesherjunior, andset tongues
furtherwagging byappearingwith a baby
daughter whomsheclaimed as her own.
Ball’s genteel detective story, attempting
to get at the truth behind Dawn'sself
invention,charts the course ofan almost
absurdly colorful life. Born illegitimately
toa servanton the Sackville-Westestate
at Sissinghurst, Gordon moved to New
York in 1952, where he was taken up by
theactress Margaret Rutherford and the
heiress Isabel Whitney. Thelatter left
him a fortune, which, after he moved to
Charleston, was frittered away on the
opulentlife of a Southern gentleman,
thenbelle. Life took a sadder turn after
marriage. Dawn's husband, mentally un-
stable, beat her and was institutional-
ized. Dawn herself died, almost desti-
tute, in 2000.
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MUSICAL EVENTS

REVELATIONS
Thestory behindMessiaen’ “Quartetfor the EndofTime.”

BY ALEX ROSS

‘he most ethereally beautiful music
of the twentieth century wasfirst

heard on a brutally cold January night in
1941, at the Stalag VIIA prisoner-of-
war camp,in Gérlitz, Germany.The com-
poser was Olivier Messiaen, the work
“Quartet for the End ofTime.” Messiaen
wrote mostofit after being captured as a
Frenchsoldier during the Germaninva-

Symphony, butfiercely elegant dances,
whose rhythms swing along in intricate
patterns without ever obeying a regular
beat. In the midst of these SecondComing
jam sessions are episodes of transfixing
serenity—inparticular, two “Louanges,”
or songs ofpraise. Each has a drawn-out
string melody over pulsing piano chords;
each builds toward aluminousclimaxand

all-too-modern landscapeof legislated
inhumanity. In the face of hate, this hon-
estly Christian man did notask,“Why,O
Lord?”Hesaid, “T love you.”

‘he clarinettist Rebecca Rischin has
written a captivating book entitled

“For the End ofTime: TheStory of the
Messiaen Quartet.” Her research dispels
several long-cherished myths about the
1941 premiere. As Messiaen told the
story, he and three friends performed
under the most trying circumstances—
using dilapidatedinstruments, including
a three-stringed cello—andwonthe hearts
of five thousand hardened soldiers. In
fact, the instruments, whileinferior, were

adequate to the task, and the crowd was
morelike three hundred. In Rischin’s

 

nisi wrote the Quartet after being captured as aBedaeTie the Germaninvasion of1940.

sion of 1940. The premiére took place in
an unheatedspace in Barrack27.A fellow-
inmate drew up a program in Art Nou-
veau style, to which an official stamp
was affixed: “Stalag VIIA 49 gepriift
[approved].” Sitting in the front row—
andshivering along with the prisoners—
were the German officers of the camp.

Thetitle does not exaggerate the am-
bitionsof the piece.An inscription in the
score supplies a catastrophic image from
the Book of Revelation: “In homage to
the Angel of the Apocalypse, who lifts
his hand toward heaven, saying, “There
shall be time no longer.”It is, however,
the gentlest apocalypse imaginable. The
“seven trumpets”and othersigns ofdoom
aren't roaring sound-masses, as in Ber-

Tioz’s Requiem or Mahler's “Resurrection”
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then vanishes into silence. Thefirst is
marked“infinitely slow”; the second, “ten-
der, ecstatic.” Beyondthat, words fail.

Lastweek, theMet Chamber Ensem-
ble, an all-star group from the Metropol-
itan Opera Orchestra, played the Quartet
at Carnegie’s Weill Hall. I arrived with
some mighty spiritual sounds ringing in
myhead; earlier that afternoon, at Lin-
coln Center, Philippe Herreweghe and
assorted Franco-Belgian forces had pre-
sented Beethoven's “Missa Solemnis,”
and the same conductor had led Bach’s
“St. Matthew Passion” two nights be-
fore. Messiaen’s quiet answer to the ulti-
mate questions of fear and faith stayed
with methe longest, not because he was
a greater composer than Bachor Beetho-
ven but because his reply cameoutof an

telling, the Quartet is less a triumphofin-
dividual genius and more collective cre-
ation. Messiaen wrote every note, cer-
tainly, but the music would never have
existed withoutthe collaboration of the
prisoners—andguards—of StalagVILA.

Rischin lovingly brings to life the other
musicians—Etienne Pasquier,cellist;
Henri Akoka,clarinetist; and Jean Le
Boulaire, violinist—who played with
Messiaen,the pianist at the premiére.You
can sense something oftheir personalities
in the instrumental parts of the Quartet.
Pasquierwas awry, gentle manwho might
have had a majorsolocareer if he had de-
sired one. Akoka, as vibrant and unpre- _
dictable as the Quartet’s long clarinet solo, 22
“Abyss of the Birds,” was an Algerian- ©
bomJew whosurvived the war through =



blind luck and mad courage. Hetried sev-
eral timesto escape, and,in April, 1941, he
succeeded: while being transferred from
one campto another bytrain, hejumped
from the top ofa fast-moving cattle car,
with his clarinet under his arm. Le Bou-
laire, moody and withdrawn, later aban-
donedthe violin for acting. He took the
name Jean Lanier and appeared in New
‘Wave films such as “The Soft Skin” and
“LastYear at Marienbad.”When Rischin
interviewed him, she perceived him to bea
bitter, unhappy man,but at the mention of
Messiaen’s Quartet his eyes brightened.
“Tt’s ajewel that’s mineandthat will never
belongto anyoneelse,” hesaid.

‘Then, therewas the quasi-angelic figure
of Karl-Albert Brill, a music-lovingguard
at Stalag VIIIA.Excited bythe presence of
a significant composer, Briill gave Messi-
aen pencils, erasers, and music paper, and

had the composerstationed in an empty
barrack so thathe couldworkundisturbed.
A guard stood at the door to turn awayin-
truders. After the premiére, Brill arranged
for Messiaen’s rapid return to France, con-
spiring in the forging of documents. A
German patriot with anti-Nazi tenden-
cies, he kept a sympathetic watch over
Jewishprisoners, repeatedly advisingthem
notto try to escape, because theywould be
safer in StalagVIIA than in Vichy France.

Several decadeslater, Briill came to
Paris and rang at Messiaen’s door. For rea-
sons that remain obscure, Messiaen de-
clined to see him. Perhaps he didn’t re-
member who Briill was; perhaps he was
unable to confront this apparition from
thepast. He eventually triedto correct his
mistake, and sent a message to the man
who had madehis masterpiece possible.
Butit was toolate: Briill had died,after
being run overby a car.

“There shall be time no longer.”How
did Messiaen understandthis eerie

phrase? First, it had for him a precise mu-

sical meaning. By 1941,this composer no
longer wantedto hear time being beaten
out by a drum—one, two, three, four; he

had had enough of that in the war. In-
stead, he devised rhythmsthat expanded,
contracted, stopped in their tracks, and
rolled back in symmetrical patterns. Such
musicis heavenlyto analyze butdevilishly
difficult to play. The Met Chamber En-
semble—Nick Eanet, violinist; Rafael
Figueroa,cellist; Ricardo Morales, clar-
inettist; and, in a guest appearance, the

veteran new-music pianist Christopher
Oldfather—worked at the highestlevel.
‘Whatthey lacked was thetotal unanim-
ity that makesa greatperformanceofthe |
Quartet seem like a mind-reading séance.
(The group Tashi achievedthis in an as yet
unsurpassedrecording, on the RCAlabel.)
Still, the Met musicianswere ajoy to hear,
not only in the Messiaenbutalso in pieces
by Mozart, Debussy, Webern,and Berg,
with James Levinejoining in on piano.

For Messiaen, the end of time also
meantanescapefrom history, a leap into
an invisible paradise. Hence the hypnoti-
cally simple E-major chords in the two,
“Louanges.” The postwar avant-garde
composers whostudied withMessiaen—
Boulez, Stockhausen, Xenakis—wanted.

to eradicate all traces ofthe old world, but
their teacherwas notafraid to look back.
Tn fact, Messiaen based the “Iouanges”
on two of his prewar compositions—
“Oraison,” from piecetitled “Féte des
belles eaux,”for six Ondes Martenot, one
of thefirst electronic instruments, and
“Diptyque,”a 1930piece for organ. The
scholar Nigel Simeonetells usthat “Féte”
was written for the Paris Exposition of
1937, one ofwhoseattractions was a “fes-

tival of sound,water, andlight.”Women.
in whiteflowing dresses played the Ondes
in conjunction with spectacular fireworks
andfountain displays.The opening phrase
ofthefirst “Louange”originally accom-
panieda colossaljet of water.

It is disconcerting to associate the
Quartet with Moulin Rouge-style pro-
duction values. But Messiaenalways took
joyin skating between the mundane and
thesublime. He loved God in termsthat
were sensual, almost sexual. Human love

anddivine love were not opposites, as they
are for so manyclose readers of the Bible,
but stages in an unbroken progression.
Oneundulating phrasein the final “Lou- |
ange”is marked “avec amour.” Eanet, the
Met’s brilliant young concertmaster,
played with thelonely ardor of a forgotten
Paganini working in an empty café. This
is the music of one who expects paradise
not only in a single awesome hereafter
butalso in the happenstanceepiphanies of
dailylife. In the end, Messiaen’s apoca-

lypsehas little to do with history and ca-
tastrophe;instead,it records the rebirth of
an ordinary soul in the grip of extraordi-
nary emotion. Which iswhy the Quartet
is as overpowering nowas it was on that
frigid night in 1941. ¢
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DANCING

DRASTIC CLASSIC
Karole Armitage attheJoyce.

BY JOAN ACOCELLA

ow nice,in these gray days on the
ballet scene, to have Karole Ar-

mitage come back to NewYork, in a
classical mood.In the nineteen-eighties,
Armitage was a big presence in the
downtown dance world. That’s when
dance caught up with postmodernism
in the otherarts, and thefact that it did
so wasduein part to her. She had use-
ful boyfriends—the pomostars Rhys
Chathamand David Salle—and they
provided her with music andsets. She
also collaborated with Charles Atlas and
Jeff Koons, and her work wasin that vein:
hard-edged, double-toned. I remember,
one nightin 1988, catchingup withher
in a piece called “Go-GoBallerina,”
at a club in the East Village. She came
outina frightening unitard—black, with
a hairy black fringe—andpitched her-
self on top of a heart-shaped,but black

leather, chocolate box (by Koons) thesize
of an automobile. Outof the box came
amanina T-shirt imprintedwith a skull
and crossbones. She bit his chest. He
hauled her aroundbyherthighs.It wasn't
much,butit stuck in your head.

Armitage’s work was more thanedge,
however. It was also classical ballet,
the technique in which she had been
trained. In 1985, she presented a long
pas de deux for herself and Joseph
Lennon,an excellent dancer whoalso
looked as though he might own a mo-
torcycle. He worea black leatherskirt;
she wore five-inch spike heels, with
which,repeatedly, she grazedhis head.
Oneof them,youfigured, was going
to get killed before the night was out.
But,instead,this cold transaction slowly

became moreintimate, questioning (“If
I try this, will you help me?”), and the
meanswasclassical partnering:he catch-
ing her, she holding on to him,as her
long, strong legs inscribed in the air
their advanced mathematics. (The orig-

inaltitle of the piece was “-p = dH/dq.”
Probably at the behestofa press agent,

| it was later renamed “The Watteau

Duet
ni

 ”) This was a time when ferni-
s were sayingthatclassical ballet, by

its very nature, demeaned women. The

woman was held, she waslifted; ergo,
she was a plaything. Armitage showed
the opposite.

Andshe wentfurther. Balletis very
crotchy. Apart from gymnastics, it is the
onlyjob in which a female is allowed
to makepublic use ofthestructures be-
tween herlegs as an elementofdesign.
This maybe one reason that so many
girls wantto gointoballet: they can use
their whole bodies,just like men, and
nobodymakes rude comments.Indeed,
no one commentsatall. The Sugar Plum
Fairy mayturn,in supported arabesque,
and showherfull lower anatomyto four
thousand opera-house patrons, and no-
bodysays a word. Armitage did say a
word, or her work did. She took the
pelvic action oftheballerina and pushed
it further. Those legs were always open.
She thereby extended ballet technique
and gotherselfa reputation.

It wasn't always a goodreputation.
Theglossy magazines loved Armitage—
“the punk princess of the downtown
scene,” Vanity Fair called her—andalot
ofthinking people admiredher, but the
daily critics tended tosee her as a mat-
ter offashionrather thanofart. “A cul-
tural conjob,” Clive Barnes,of the Post,
called a piece that Armitage made for
AmericanBallet Theatre in 1985. “Little
talent, muchpretension,” the Time’
AnnaKisselgof¥said of anotherpiece.
Suchreviewsdidnothelp hercareer, but
a bigger problemwas that the look of
her work was so trendy, and that the

trend—theeighties, Soho style—was
passing. There were other discourage-
ments,too.It is veryhard to run small
pickup companysuchas she hadin those
years. She neededto be working fora big
company, but bythelate eighties most
classical troupes in America were too
stodgy tohire her. Her solution was to
go to Europe, where there were a lot

 



of well-funded opera-house companies
eager to snag aNewYorkpunk princess.
Occasionally, in the past fifteen years,
she has brought her European creations
back to New York. Someof them have
beenterrible—for example,“The Preda-
tors’ Ball,” a 1996 ballet about Michael
Milken, with people in business suits
yelling, “Buy! Sell!” and doing disco
dances. And someof the workwas beau-
tiful: ballet pushed into new realms of
tone and meaning.

“TimeIs the Echo of anAxeWithin
a Wood,” the dance that she showed
in her season at the Joyce earlier this
month,is in the latter category. Theset,
bySalle, is a knockout: a curtain ofsil-
ver beads enclosing the three sides of
the stage, makingit lookboth numinous

Armitagepushes ballet into new realms.

and bleak. Against this backdrop,as the
piece opens, we see a dancer, Megumi
Eda, in gold leotard (costumes by Peter
Speliopoulous), with her back to us and
her rear end jutting out. Typical Ar-
mitage, you think: sex, glamour, in-your-
face. But soon Eda’srear isn'tjust in your
face. It’s in your mind. Herlegs are bare:
we feel the body’s innocence, nakedness.
Yet the leotard is taut, metallic, gleam-

g ing. So these buttocks becomea poi-
2 gnant image—twogolden globes, mov-
8 ing in the darkness,telling us thatflesh
g is armored,butstill vulnerable. Again
Band again in the piece, Eda reappears 

in this
Inie

In between, what we get is largely
duets, with, as usual, much splay-legged
action for the women. Atone point,
Theresa Ruth Howardcrossed the en-
tire diagonal of the stage in three huge
grands jetés, with her partner running
to keep up with her. It was like having a
javelinthrown at you. Elsewhere, Cheryl
Sladkin, in a duet with Brian Chung,
seemedto ride him like a piece of gym
equipment. Then she unfolded against
his side in a massive extension of the
leg—notthe supposedly spectacular “six
o'clock” butsix-ten.Then shefolded back
into him,disappearing, almost,into his
body’s spaces. Like manyofthe couples
in the piece, these two exited in sepa-
rate directions once their agon was over.

'm trying to convey the uncertainty
and contradictions in the human condi-
tion,” Armitage recently told the Times.
Anyonecouldsay that, and many have,
but Armitage actually did it.

The eighties weren't altogether for-
gotten in “TimeIs the Echo.” In oneill-
advised section near the end, Armitage
brought on three club-dance voguers,
who poked their arms out and stuck
their legs behind their ears and broke
the mood. At the same time, an Indian
dancer appeared and did what looked
like improvisation. Butpretty soon these
people went away, and thegladiators of
love returned.

Armitage once entitled a piece “Dras-
tic Classicism.” Thatis an apt phrase to
describe what George Balanchine prac-
ticed: the conjuring of extreme and se-
cret states of the soul via ballet alone,
with its steps serving as “open symbols,”
nonspecific butsuggestive.Armitage has
always had Balanchine on her mind.The
company whereshestarted out as a
dancer, Geneva’s Ballet du Grand Thé-
tre, had a Balanchine-heavy repertory,
and aveteran Balanchine dancer, Patricia
Neary,as its director. Armitage often
speaks of Balanchinein interviews, and
ithink his “leotard” ballets were the pri-
mary inspiration for her choreography.
For more than twenty years,since Bal-
anchine’s death, people have been wait-
ing for someoneto carry on his project
and thuscreate the future of American
ballet, ofwhich heis, almost totally, the
past. Armitage seems to be trying to do
so. She should come home, andstay. #

position—the themeof the show,
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THE ART WORLD

WHAT'S NEW
The Whitney Biennial.

BY PETER SCHJELDAHL

 

Fantasy tableau:an untitled2004painting by the Los Angeles artist Laura Owens.

he new Whitney Biennial is star-
tingly good. It isbetter—more seri-

ous, more pleasurable—than anyone,
perhaps even the curators, Chrissie Iles,
Shamim M. Momin,and Debra Singer,
could have expected, given the general
exhaustion and incoherence of the past
decade and a half in art. Essays in the
show's catalogue imposethe usual theo-
ries and exhortations, but the artists
largely elude them.All of a sudden,art-
ists are again plainly smarter in their
bones thanart intellectuals are in their
brains. The operative word is “plainly.”

Paintingand drawing are back. That's
the big news of this Biennial. It’s not
that the handmadepicturesin the show
are so numerous, though they are, or so
good,though manyofthem are verygood
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indeed.It’s that painting and drawing—
thevisual mediumsinwhich thecreative
codperation of hand,eye, and imagina-
tion attains peak efficiency—exercise a
gravitational tug on practically every-
thing in the show, includingsculptures,
installations, videos, photographs, films,
and digital animations. Framing and
the delineation ofvision reign.Tactility
counts. Aesthetics trumppolitics, without
suggesting withdrawal from the world.

Though huge and dense, the show
exhilarates. (Its superb arrangement,in
smallish rooms that often juxtapose
works by two orthree artists with some
particular affinity, helps avert viewer
fatigue.) Festivalism—the modeof pro-
cessional theatricality that has long
marked institutional group shows of

contemporary art—barelyapplies. You
will wantto revisit works in this Bien-
nial, Here’s myshortlist of highlights:
paintings and drawings byDavid Hock-
ney, Elizabeth Peyton, Laura Owens,
Cecily Brown, Amy Sillman, James
Siena, Lecia Dole-Recio, RaymondPet-
tibon, Robyn O'Neil, Robert Mangold,
Chloe Piene, and Laylah Ali; video in-
stallationsby CatherineSullivan, Craigie
Horsfield, Eve Sussman, and Slater
Bradley; a photographic-conceptualwork
by Roni Horn; andexactly one mixed-
mediainstallation, by a group called as-
sumevivid astro focus.

Hockney, the veteran showoff, is pre-
possessing again, in an instructive way. His
glamorous portraits and large views of
California, all in watercolor, hang in a

room thatis dominated,in spirit, by Eliz~
abeth Peyton's small, fiercely adoring
paintings and drawings of androgynous
young people,including herself. It’s as if
Peyton had recalled Hockneyto order,
after his questionable forays into neo-
cubism andclever theories of optics, re-
mindinghim that his innate gift for deco-
rative charm is what we crave from him,
unadulterated by great-artist longueurs.
The art world must be in good shape
when a fashion-sensitive fellowlike Hock-
ney confidently lets fly with what he does
best. As for Peyton,the distilled allure of
her little pictures makes them,for me,the
moral center of the Biennial. Her roman-
tic aestheticism chargesher swift line and
intense color with a sense of thesacred.

It’s interesting toregisterthecollapse
of conviction in currentinstallational
work. Gone are the heydays of Robert
Gober, Felix Gonzalez-Torres, David
Hammons, Cady Noland, and other
masters (nonepresentin this Biennial)
who exploded tropes of painting and
sculpture into aggressively themedsocial
space. Thebetterinstallations here are
nervously seductive, featuring lights,
glitzy materials, and precious bric-a-
brac. The neo-psychedelic disco pro-
vided byassumevivid astro focus takes
crowd-pleasing to giddy heights with a é
tall, round-cornered room whose wall- &
paperandpainted floorof overlaid Pop
imagesreacts sensationally to shifting @g
coloredlight, as a dj. atop a spiral stair- &
case manages catchy house music. The
work is pure fun.

Mostinstallations in the show palpa-
blyfall back on pictorial and sculptural
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conventions. I had an epiphany, in this
regard, while looking at a large paint-
ing by Laura Owens, a Los Angeles art-
ist with an avant-gardist background;
it is a fantasy tableauof tree (rendered
in runnypaint), cute animals,a cartoon
seascape with ships, and dollops ofthick
paint that may representfalling leaves.
Tt struck me asan installational piece
pulledflat.Whygo to the trouble of de-
ploying things in real space when, with
painting, you can make their essences
comprehensible at glance? Asa bonus,
if you're Owens, you can enhance the
encounter with hauntingly sophisticated
color.

Videoinstallation is now a fully ma-
ture and independentart form that syn-
thesizes aspects of narrative and docu-
mentary film, painting, sculpture, and
decoration inreal space andtime. Craigie
Horsfield enchants with a four-walled
projection of a misty forest in the Canary
Islands. Watching it, you have an experi-
ence that would be more transporting
only if it included getting chilled and wet.
(Also spiritually touristic is Roni Horn’s
distribution, throughoutthe museum,of
sumptuous photographs of a beautiful
boy, hieratic birds, and gloomyicebergs,
all from Iceland.)Slater Bradley’s close-
ups of a youth choir in the cathedral of
Notre-Dame stunningly capture states
of gawkiness and anxiety in kids whose
singing channels divinity. Catherine Sul-
livan, usingactors trainedin antic, Rich-
ard Foreman-ishstylizations,fills several
screens with eerie evocations of war and
tyranny in a twentieth-century Eastern
Europe of the mind. Eve Sussman’s
twelve-minute-long high-definition
video, “89 Secondsat Alcazar,” takes on

nothingless than Velazquez’s “Las Me-
ninas.” Withactors in full costume on a
set that reproduces the room in the
painting, Sussman imagines the activ-
ity—bristling with the tensions of the
royal household, which seem to affect
even the long-suffering pet dog—that
might have preceded and followed the
split-second arrangementofVelazquez’s
virtual photograph. As an aficionado of
that enigmatic masterpiece, I have nits

to pick with Sussman’sspeculations, but
I salute a ravishing new wrinkle in art-
historical criticism.

I can’t decideif established, estimable
painters and drafters like Brown,Sill-
man,Siena, and Pettibon have abruptly

improvedorif the new authority oftheir
work mirrors the Zeitgeist. In the case of
Brown's sexy Expressionism—nudes in
bed, oppressed by darkling atmospheres
thatare pregnant with demonicintima-
tions—bothpossibilities seem likely.
Among the newcomers, Lecia Dole-

Reciogives a sharp boostto the sagging
fortunes of abstraction. Herlarge, un-
framed works on paper, entailing tiny
cutout and collaged bits of painterly
and geometric detail, are wonderfully
decorative whenglimpsed, and rivetingly
thoughtful whenperused.In a very dif-
ferentstyle, Dole-Recio evokes the lyrical
rigor of ayoung Ellsworth Kelly. Robyn
O’Neil’s vastfantasy drawing of minus-
cule middle-aged men and animals in a
mountainous snowscape is a graphite
epic.You get lost in it. Chloe Piene is rep-
resented by a lugubrious, highly resistible
video projection,in which a dirt-stained
young woman writhes in masochistic
rapture, but alsoby similarly themed,ter- |
rific drawings whosesnarling line bears |
comparison with that of Egon Schiek

Least engaging for me at the Whit
ney are works in key with some ten-
dentious discourse or another, which, at

present, commonly express nostalgia for
nineteen-sixties-type counterculturalism.
“Legality Is NOT Morality,” trumpets a
light-box sign by the protest-minded
Sam Durant, to which fancy a modish

young smart-aleck of more recent vin-
tage responding, “Well, duh.”Anew mil-
itant idealism may or may not be afoot
andeffective in society (if onlyby torpe-
doing another Democrat with votes for
Ralph Nader),but it shows little promise
ofmaking an importantdifference in art.
More compelling is the curators’ peculiar
selection of olderartists, including the
minimalist painter Robert Mangold, the
pioneer conceptualist Mel Bochner, and
thepainterlyfilmmakers Stan Brakhage
and Jack Goldstein, both ofwhom died
last year. All four mightbeseenas cool,
brainy types tempted by the dark joys of
picture-making. Their presence suggests
a sharply revised five on the re-
centpast,as a tradition. Such backward
adjustmentofreputations always occurs
when art moves forward.Am I sanguine?
Yes, on the condition thatart’s attentive
audience—you and I—assures our artists
thattheir best instincts are noted and ap-
preciated, and that more,andstill better,

  

 is expected of them. #
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THE CURRENT CINEMA

DONT LOOK BACK
“Eternal Sunshineofthe Spotless Mind.”

BY ANTHONY LANE

LD: you feel clever, punk? Well, do
‘you? Becausethat’s the onlyway to

get your head aroundthelatest Charlie
Kaufman flick. “Eternal Sunshineof the
Spotless Mind”is written by Kaufman,
directed by Michel Gondry, and set in
the kind of weather that makes you pray
for five minutesof sunshine, never mind

the eternal variety. On a biting Valentine's
Day, Joel Barish (Jim Carrey) calls in sick
and sneaks off to the beach—a glum
arena for thebattle of sand and snow, and
as vacantas the moonuntil the arrival of
a snuffling figure in flame red. Thisis
Clementine Kruczynski (Kate Winslet),
and she andJoel are strangers. Or, to be
accurate, they have met before, on this
samebleakstrand, andspentthe nightto-
gether, and tumbled intolove, and split in
somedistress. But today, unbeknownstto
eachother, they arestarting from scratch.

The premise of “Eternal Sunshine” is
that scratchis a pretty radical place to be.
Kaufman, as he showed with “Being
John Malkovich”and “Adaptation,”is not
so much a conjurer with trick up his
sleeve as aguy madly sewingextra sleeves
ontohisjacket, and this mischievous new

movie cannotrestrain itself from pouring
forth conceits. The two big ideas are as
follows.First, the story runs backward,
yanking us from thelovers onthefrozen
shore, through thefall and rise of their
affair, and so on, until their original meet-
ing. Second, both Clementine and Joel
call on Dr. Howard Mierzwiak (Tom
Wilkinson), whorunsa sleazy little op-
eration called Lacuna. There, with help
from hisassistants, Stan (Mark Ruffalo)
and Patrick (Elijah Wood), Dr. Mierz-
wiakwill take your money and blow your
mind. Specifically, he will putyou to sleep,
set up a brain scan, and blow away por-

tions ofyour mind,like cobwebsorparti-
cles of dirt, leaving you with a nice clean
space where a memory usedto be. Thus,
one mournful ladysits in the waiting
room with a dog's bowl and bone, unable
to bear theloss ofher late Buster. Shewill

1oz THE NEW YORKER, MARCH 22, 2004

presumably hand over his effects and
then,after a blast from theLacuna zapper,
forget that the poor poocheverexisted.
Andsoit is with Joel and Clementine:
each deletesall traces ofthe other.

Thisis, of course, unrefined sci-fi, but
oneofthe virtues of“Eternal Sunshine” is
that, thanks to somecareful roughening
from Michel Gondry, it maintains the
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tion, there goes History—andthetitles
themselves start to vanish from thespines
of the books, and before we know it the
lovers are left standing next to shelves
of nothingness, with Clementineleafing
through pages of pure white. Whatis
happening is that Dr. Mierzwiak’s ma-
chineis scrubbing this particular epi-
sode—tiny, butsteeped in feeling—from
Joel’s recollection. (The machinescrolls
backward through thepatient’s history,
piecebypiece,andtheentire scrub takes
anightto complete.) In a poem,you can
hankerafter your beloved inisolation,
itemizing her perfections and flaws, but

onscreensheis surroundedbythe phys-
ical flotsam of yoursharedexistence, and
that, too, must be wiped away, as if you
were a teachererasing a blackboard,

Le
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Playing tricks on the memory:JimCarrey in Charlie Kaufman’ new movie.

beautiful illusion of looking like shit.
Howtiringit was,as “The Matrix” plod-
ded along its interminable paths,to watch
thedigital effects unfurl against a back-
drop—ofgesture, dress, and architectural

design—thatalready gleamed with me-
ticulousartifice. Youfelt at once dazzled
and unsurprised, whereas muchof“Eter-
nal Sunshine”resembles oneofthose in-
dependent movies whichare shot with a
borrowed camera for ten thousand dol-
lars. Clementine works in a Barnes &
Noble, and, whenJoelpays visit there,
‘we expect nothing more thana snatch of
conversation under theglare of the store
lights;instead, the signs marking the sec-
tions suddenlygo blank—there goes Fic-

turning complex equations into dust.
‘Thatis just oneinstanceofthefilm’s

unlovely elegance. It deepens to an
amazing finale, in whichJoel and Clem-
entinefight to hang on to each other—
to the knowledgethat theywere once in-
tertwined—while the beach housewhere
they metcollapses around them.If you
ever wondered what the sands of time
look like, there’s your answer. Thelyrical
plausibility of such scenes is so winning
that onebarely notices the more prosaic
rifts openingupin thepicture’s credibility.
‘The idea that Clementine might grow =
weary of her man and seek a swift obliv- 5
ionwith theaid ofLacuna is fair enough; 2S
but would Joel, when he discovers her ©



treachery, really follow suit? And is it only
those well versed in the neural sciences
whowill find something overcooked
in the notion that Joel and Clementine
mightchange their minds in mid-wipe
and beg, with woundedcries, to beleft
with a handful of details bywhich to re-
member their love? Aren't they supposed
to be asleep during all this?

IfGondryand Kaufman are straining
here,it’s not hard to fathom their rea-
sons. After all, they are making a roman-
tic movie.In creating a pairof lovers who,
forget each other and thenclick all over
again, they suggest that every one of us
harbors an inextinguishable need, and that
wehelplessly swingback toward our soul
mate,as if he or she were living mag-

netic north. There aren't many perform-
ers whocan deliver the fullness of heart
that such a plot demands, but Winsletis
one of them, allowing herself to be
driven by needs and whims,as signalled

by the changing hues of her hair. Her
Clementine plays life with the volume
up, and she scowls at meek moderation:

Jort: I had really nice time last night.
CLEMENTINE: Nice?
Joe: I hadthe best fucking time of my en-

tire fuckinglife.
CLEMENTINE: Thaaaaat’s better,

Itis.a treat to seeJim Carrey, thejester
of any court he pleases, cower beneath
this blast of womanhood. Whether he
survives and prospers in the picture is
open to question. He can certainly shift
from his usual rubbery persona to the
grungeof “Eternal Sunshine,” and Gon-
dryhelps him out, on more than one oc-
casion,byfilming him from a highly un-
flattering point somewhere behind his
rightshoulder,so thatthe side ofhis face

seemsstubbled, unfunny, and riven with
fatigue. The more nagging problem is
that, as a comic, Carrey has beenso cease-
lessly (andprofitably) self-involved that to
ask him to swivel outward andfocus his
yearning on another being—in short, to
pretend to love—is not so much to cast
him againsttype as to argue thecase for
genetic modification. His agent would
howl with derision, but I would have had
Carrey switch roles with Mark Ruffalo
and take the part of Stan, the twitchy,
cynical computer ace who runs the La-
cuna program,while the intense Ruffalo
could have doffed his thick-rimmedspec-
tacles and gazed with untrammelled
longing atthe girl with the blue hair.

Instead, Ruffalo is part of a subplot
that seems molded to strip thecentral love
ofits allure. Stan's sidekick, Patrick, takes
advantage of Clementine’s involvement
in Lacunato wrangle her, by fair means
or foul,into becominghis girlfriend. (He
steals a necklace that Joel had already
picked outfor her, thenoffers it himself,

knowing thatit will find favor.) Even

Dr. Mierzwiak,we learn, has played God
with his own invention,to the detriment
of his receptionist, Mary Svevo (Kirsten
Dunst). If I were Mr. or Mrs. Dunst, 1
would beslightlyworried that myradiant
daughter is able tofeign theeffects of in-
haling the effusions of marijuana with
quite such convincingease. But then her
trademark gaze is forever faraway, and
when the movie, almost as an afterthought,
asks her to wreak revenge,it seems too
strong for so mild a character. Indeed,
as in “Adaptation,” this Kaufman script
grows so manic in pursuit ofits own tail
thatit continues to lash whenitshould be
‘wrappingitselfup ina neat knot; Gondry

and Kaufman could have ended the story
where it began, but they cannot deny
themselves the shudder ofa final twist.

That, however, may be the draw of
this singular enterprise. Who can resist
thespectacle of large-brained writers and
directors struggling to payhomage to the
heart, an altogether less controllable
organ? (Onehalf suspects that Kaufman
set himself a deliberate challenge,risking
atale ofdevotionin order todispel previ-
ous charges that he was a smart-ass and
nothing more.) Anyotherorgans, by the
way, are strictly out of bounds. I happen
to think that “Eternal Sunshine” could
have used a lengthysex scene;just imag-
ine the erotic horror of one body being
hauled like Eurydice,lip and bosom,limb
bylimb,from the desperate embrace of
another. Winslet, one knows, would have
goneforit, although her co-star might
have grown pale atthe thought. In truth,
when onelooks back on “Eternal Sun-
shineof the Spotless Mind,”onerealizes
howlittle of the movie has been devoted
to the business of loving,let alone of
making love. We get a double helping of
first dates, and a bunch of barking argu-
ments, but this is a romance assailed by
time,and the promiseofuncluttered bliss
that is proffered bythetitle is held with-
eringly at bay. Thattitle comes from
“Eloisa to Abelard,” by Alexander Pope
(or, as a dozy-eyed Dunstcalls him, Pope
Alexander), who was less abashed by sex
in 1717 than we are in 2004,and plainly
an early master ofspecial effects:

Thear thee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy
charms,

Andround thy phantom glue my clasp-
ing arms. ...

{call aloud;it hears not whatI says
Istretch my empty arms; it glides away. #
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“Well, whatever it is, it’s within a stone’s throw ofthe Big Bang.”



Novartis and Clay drove
his into remission
in 60 days.

Bythe time ClayCokerfinally dragged himselfinto his local ER,
he had already suffered through monthsof fever, chills and extreme
fatigue. But what he discovered made him feel even worse. He was
diagnosed withcancer. He was weak, worried—and alone. But
those dark daysare over. Today, Clay’s feeling so good he got
married and recently had a babyboy. Novartis 1s proud to be the
innovative force that’s bringing newoptimismand hope to patients
andthar families. No one can promise whatthe future holds for
cancer patients, but todayClayis winning thefight agamsthis
particular form of cancer, making the most of his second chance.

Think what’s possible.

 

“I wasall alone when | found out | had

a deadly cancer. Today, I’m a husband,

a father and a very happy man.”

— Clay Coker
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