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“Dazzling ... one of those

booksthatwill turn your

world upside down. It's an
adventure story, a manifesto,

and the most brilliant book
on business,society, and
everydaylife thatI've read

in years.”
—Malcolm Gladwell,
author of The Tipping Point

“A fun, intriguing read—
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enormous potential.”

—Newsweek
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*The Christian Science Monitor
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Wipaiee consumestwobarrels

of oil for every barrel discovered.

‘The fact is, the world has been finding less

oil than it's been using for twenty years nov

Not only has demand been soaring, but the oil

we've been finding is coming from places that

dre tough to reach. At the same time, more of

this newly discoveredoil is of the type that

requires a greater investment to refine: And

because demand for this precious resour™s

will grow, according to some,by over 40%by

3025, fueling the world's growing economic

prosperity will take a fot more energy from

everypossible source.

the energy industry needs to get morefrom

isting fields while continuing to search for

way reserves. Automakers must continue to

improve fuel efficiency and perfect hybrid

Vehicles. Technological improvements are

needed so that wind, solar and hydrogen 63h

be moreviable parts of the eneray equation.

Governments needto create energy policies

that promote economically and environmentally

sound development. Consumers must demand,

sot bewillingto pay for, some of these solutions,

while practicing conservation efforts of their own.

inaction is not an option. But if everyone worls

together, we can balancethis equation. We're taking

oe of the steps needed to get started, but we

heed yourhelp to get the rest of the way:
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Thinkingto the future:
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CONTRIBUTORS

Jeffrey Toobin (“Swing Shift,” p. 42) is
working on a book aboutthe Supreme
Court.

Nicholas Lemann (Comment, p. 33) is
the dean of the Graduate School of
Journalism at Columbia University and
a staffwriter.

Malcolm Gladwell (“The Cellular

Church,” p. 60), a staffwriter,is the au-
thor of “The'Tipping Point”and “Blink:
The Power of Thinking Without
Thinking,”

AnnBeattie (Fiction, p. 78) published
herfifteenth book, “Follies: New Sto-
ties,” in May.

Frances FitzGerald (“Peculiar Institu-
tions,” p. 68) is the authorof several
books, including, most recently, “Viet-
nam: Spirits of the Earth.”

David Grann (“StealingTime,” p. 52)is
astaffwriter.

David Denby(A Critic at Large,p. 90;
The Current Cinema, p. 102), a film
ctitic for the magazine,is the author of
“American Sucker”and “Great Books.”

Martha Serpas (Poems,pp. 34, 66, 92)
published her débutcollection ofpoetry,
“Céte Blanche,” in 2002. A native of
Louisiana, she teachesat the Yale Insti-
tute of Sacred Music.

John Updike (Books,p. 98) is a regular
contributor offiction, poetry, and criti-
cism. His latest novel,“Villages,”will be
available in paperback this month.

Dan Baum (TheTalk of the Town,
pp. 37,39)is a staffwriter.

Christine Wiltz (The Talk oftheTown,
p. 40) published her mostrecent novel,
“The Lost Get-Back Boogie,”last year.

John McPhee(The Talk of the Town,
p-38) has been contributing to the mag-
azine since 1963.

 “Keep in mindthat I'll be wearingthis overmy superhero costume.”
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“This absolutely luminous first
novelhasall the earmarksofa classic.”

—Amazon.com

“This moving, unusual take on the summers
of childhood conveys a contagious
sense of wonderat the variety and
mystery of the natural world.”

—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

“A stunning light show, both literal,
during phosphorescentplankton blooms,
and metaphorical, in the poetic fireworks
Lynch's prose sets off as he describes his
clearly beloved Puget Sound. A celebratory
songof thesea.” —Kirkus Reviews

 

“This absolutely luminous first
novelhasall the earmarksof a classic.”

—Amazon.com

“A masterful first novel, gracefully
weaving together the wondersof the sea
andthe wonders of our humanity.”

—Robert Olen Butler, Pulitzer Prize-
winning author ofA Good Scent froma

Strange Mountain

“A breathtakingly beautiful first
novel. At its core is a fabulous metaphor,
nising fromthe oceanto wrap aroundhis
painful story withall the brilliance and
mystery of life.”
—Martha McPhee,authorofGorgeous Lies

‘BLOOMSBURY  
Available wheréver booksare sold
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BUSH’S BIGGER GOVERNMENT

While reading John Cassidy’s Profile
of Grover Norquist, the president of
Americans for Tax Reform,I had to
wonder: Whathas Norquist’s conserva-
tive activism got him? (“The Ring-
leader,”August1st.) The Cato Institute
has called George W. Bush“the big-
gest spending presidentin decades.”
Observers have resorted to using the
term “big-governmentconservatism”to
describe what the Bush Administration
and the Republican majorities in the
House and Senate are doing now that
they have sweeping controlof the gov-
emment. (And weare not by anymeans
just talking about defense-related in-
creases—there is also new spending in
areas like the DepartmentofEducation,
and new health entitlementsofthe sort
that conservatives used tocall “liberal
spending.”) The only thing Norquist
has got from the Administrationis tax
cuts—well, sort of. Since President Bush
is growing the governmentat the same
time thatheis cutting into its current
and future revenues, weare really get-
ting deferred tax hikes. By somereckon-
ings, Bush's deficitwill amountto an an-
nual four-thousand-dollar bill for each
American household—a bill thatwe are
being forced to put on the national
credit card, to be paid later,with interest.

Instead oftryingto, in Norquist’s words,
take big government and “drown it in
the bathtub,”Bush haspresided over an
astounding flood of government. And
Grover Norquist doesn't seemto realize
thathe’s been had.
PeterHamlin
Middlebury, Vt.

If Grover Norquist’s vision of drown-
ing the federal governmentin the bath-
tub ever succeeds,hewill be left with
the gated community thatis the logical
extension of his aspirations. Private
schools,private roads, privatized Social
Security, private enclaves—all guarded
by heavily armed vigilantes to keep out
those whocan't afford them. America
will cease to be a great nation, because
to betruly great a modern nation must

grapple with thegreater good—a messy
concept that too many conservatives
seem willing to entertain only in a Bib-
lical context. Quality education, mean-
ingful health care, a cleaner environ-
ment, constructive world engagement,
and cultural advancementrequire an
active, responsible federal government
and a committedcivil service. All that
costs money, which meansthat we
have to pay taxes. Our focus should be
on improving government,not elim-
inatingit.
MichaelLabr
Arlington, Va.

WHAT AFRICA DOESN'T NEED

James Surowiecki, in his discussion of
thelatestsurge ofplansforaid to Africa,
notes the backlash of economic objec-
tions (The Financial Page, July 25th).
Butwhatwe need to acknowledge,ifwe
are everreally going to help Africa, are
the twin basic obstacles that the conti-
nentfaces. Thefirst is population pres-
sure, which is already at labor-surplus
levels, and will surely expand, as birth
rates remain very high. The secondis
the weaknessofaid plans in providing
jobsfor the swelling population, which
is promised mainly immediate human-
itarianrelief. These conditionsclearly
call for family planning—suchasexists
in India and,mostintensively, in China.
Butthis remedyisresisted so stubbornly
bypolitically conservative fundamental-
ists in America that neither the aid
planners northecritics will touch it (a
kind of “thirdrail ofeconomic develop-
ment”).The countries ofAfrica are still
left to drown in overpopulation.
Edwin P Reubens
Emeritus ProfessorofEconomies
City University ofNew York
New York City

Letters should be sent with the writer's name,
address, and daytime phone numbervia e-mail
to themail@newyorker.com. They can also be
faxed to 212-286-5047. Letters may be edited
forlengthandclarity, and maybepublished in

medium.Allletters become the prop
of The New Yorker and will not be returned;
we regret that owimg to the volume of cor-
respondence we cannotreply to every letter.
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THIS WEEK popstarslikeJimmy show, whosetitle is a pun MOVIES
ame. Buffett, grew upsurfing in thatrefers simultaneously OUTSIDE CHANCE
THE THEATRE Hawaii, but New York to hip-hop culture, the
CULTURE CLASH

Ato Essandoh plays
an African refugee whose
hiring incenses a group
ofIrish construction workers
in “The Blowin ofBaile
Gall,” the secondpart of a
trilogy by the Boston-based
playwright Ronan Noone,
nowplayingat the Irish Arts
Center. (See page 14.)

NIGHT LIFE
ETERNAL SUMMER

‘Theguitarist and singer
JackJohnson,the younger
generation's clean-cut
answerto tropically themed

City has embraced his
easygoing melodicism ever
since his début album,
“Brushfire Fairytales,”from
2001. Johnsonreturns
for two nights in Central
Park with songs from
his newrelease, “In Between
Dreams.”(See page 16.)

ART
BROAD STROKES

‘Thethree emergingartists
in the Studio Museum
in Harlem's “Scratch’—
‘William Cordova, Michael
Queenland, and Mare André

Robinson—are artists-in-
residence for 2004-05.The

12 THE NEW YORKER, SEPTEMBER12, 2005,

economicsofart, and the
process ofmarking a page
orcanvas,includesvideo,

sculpture, drawing,
painting,installation, and
photography. (See page 22.)

DANCE
IN THE MARKETPLACE

Thechoreographer Noémie
Lafrance’s new ensemble
outdoorpiece, “Agora,” is set
in the McCarren Park Pool
in Greenpoint, Brooklyn;in
it, forty dancers use the
vast public space toreflect
uponthehistory and
meaningofcivic interaction.
(See page 24.)

S. E. Hinton’s young-adult
novel “The Outsiders”came
out in 1967,when she was

seventeen. In 1983, Francis
Ford Coppola adapted the
book with a large cast of
future stars, includingTom
Cruise, Diane Lane, and
Patrick Swayze. This week,
anew version ofthefilm,
with twenty-two minutes of
addedfootage and an
enhanced soundtrack, gets a
limited theatrical release, in
tandem with a new two-
DVD set.(See page 26.)
 

JCHopkins Biggish Band,
featuring Queen Esther.
“Photograph by Sylvia Plachy.
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CRITIC'S NOTEBOOK
THE PORTRAITIST

Fornearly forty years, Mike
Disfarmer(1884-1959) was
the only professional
portrait photographerin
HeberSprings, Arkansas.
Duringthat time, he made

postcard- or wallet-size
picturesofvirtually everyone
in the community—mostly
farmers andtheir families,
many ofwhom returned to

 

Disfarmer’s studio again and
again,despite his reputation
for ornery eccentricity.
Disfarmerwas gruffand
abruptwithhis subjects, and
how he managed to turn
out so manyunaffected,
unsentimental, and unself-
consciously charming
picturesis a mystery, but his
body ofworkis astonishing.
This week, both the
Edwynn Houk and the
Steven Kashergalleries are
mounting shows and issuing
books ofrecently unearthed
portraits that for the first
timeallow usto see vintage
images.(Previously, the only
known Disfarmers were
posthumousprints made
from the photographer’s
original negatives.)
Disfarmerwas nogenius,
butthis busy misfit
illuminatedthe ordinary in
away thatechoed Sander and
anticipated Penn,finding
down-homeelegance and
genuinesoul on Main Street.

—VinceAletti

THE THEATRE
OPENINGS AND PREVIEWS

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

THE BLOWIN OF BAILE GALL
‘AtoEssandoh stars in a new drama byRonan Noone,
about workers on a construction site in western Ire”
land whobristle whena contractor hires an African
refugee (the“blowin”of the title) instead of a local.
Directed by DavidSullivan Previews begin Sept. 8.
Opens Sept. 13 at 8. (Irish Arts Center, $53 W. Sist
St. 212-868-4444.)
THE BREADWINNER
‘Therefreshingly non-avant-garde Keen Company
revives Somerset Maugham’s comedy about a
middle-class patriarch who decides to skip out on
his tedious family, Directed by Carl Forsman, In
previews. Opens Sept. 10 at 8. (Connelly, 220
E. 4th St. 212-868-4444.)
THE CAUCASIAN CHALK CIRCLE
A cast of six works with Ralph Lec’s ingenious pup-
pets and masks in this streamlined adaptation of
Brocht’s play byLee’s Mettawee River Theatre. Per
formances takeplace n the outdoor garden of the
Cathedral of St. John the Divine. Sept. 9-11 and
Sept. 16-18 at 7:30. (Amsterdam Ave. at 112th St.
212-929-4777.)
COLDER THAN HERE

MCC Theatre opens its twenticth-anniversary scason
with the U.S. premiére of a dark comedy by Laura
Wade, about a detail-ortented homemaker whoplans
herownfuneral. Thecastincludes Judith Light, Brian
‘Murray, Sarah Paulson, and Lily Rabe. Abigail Mor-
ris directs. Previews begin Sept. 7. (Lucille Lortel, 121
Christopher St. 212-279-4200.)
COMMEDIA DELL SMARTASS

‘The women’s theatre collective New Georges pre~
sents a new comedy by Sonya Sobieski, about a
high-achieving Girl Scout, a fencer who reads Ma-
chiavelli, and other eccentrics. Directed by Jean
Randich: Previews beginsSept. 9. Opens Sepi. 12
at 7:30. (Ohio, 66 Wooster St. 212-868-4444.)
DR. SEX
A love triangle betweenDr. Alfred Kinsey, his wife,
Clara, and their boyfriend, Wally, has become
musical comedy, with a score by Larry Bortniker
and a book by Bortniker and Sally Deering. Di-
rected by Pamela Hunt. In previews.(Peter Nor-
ton Space, 555 W. 42ndSt. 212-279-4200.)
FRAN'S BED

Maa Farrowstars in Playwrights Horizons’thirty-
fifth-anniversary season opener, a play written
and directed by James Lapine (*Passion,” “Sun-
day in the Park with George”), about a woman
whorevisits her memories as she hes in a sick-
bed, surrounded byher family. In previews. (416
W 42nd St. 212-279-4200.)
THE GREAT AMERICAN
TRAILER PARK MUSICAL
Set ina Florida trailer park called Armadillo Acres,
this musical comedy has a book by Betsy Kelso
(whodirects), music and lyrics by David Nehls,
and a set by Derek McLane (“I Am My Own
Wife”). In previews. (Dodger Stages, 340 W. 50th
St. 212-239-6200.)
THE INTELLIGENT DESIGN OF

JENNY CHOW

The AtlanticTheatre Company begins its twenticth-
anniversary season with a comedy bythe young,
playwright Rolin Jones, about an agoraphobic
adopted girl! who builds missile components for
the U.S. Army while hunting for her birth mother.
Jackson Gay directs. In previews. (336 W. 20th St.
212-239-6200.)
IN THE CONTINUUM

‘A dramatization ofthe phght of African and
African-American women whose lives are affected
by H.LVJAIDS comesto PrimaryStages, na play
wnitten and performed by Nikkole Salter and Danai
Gurira. Robert O'tlara directs. Previews begin
Sept. 11 (S9ES9, at 59 E, 59th St. 212-279-4200.)
IN THE WINGS
Jeremy Dobrish directs a new play by Stewart F
Lane, about a couple of wannabe actors whose

  

       

romance 1s imperilled when oneof themgets a
lucky break. Previews begin Sept. 9. (Promenade,
Broadway at 76th St. 212-239-6200.)
KISSING FIDEL

Ina new play by Eduardo Machado (“The Cook”),
which opens Intar’s fortieth season, a Cuban-
American in a rabidly anti-Castro Miamfamily
incenses his relatives by declaring his intention
totravel to Havana to make peace with Fidel.
Michael John Garcés directs. In previews. (Kirk,
410 W. 42nd St. 212-279-4200.)
LATINOLOGUES
A collection of comic and thoughtful mono-
logues aboutthe Latino experience in America
comes to Broadway fromthe West Coast. Wit-
ten by Rick Najera (a writer for “Mad TV” and
“In Living Color”) and helmed by Cheech Marin
(of the Cheech and Chong movies). Previews
begin Sept. 13. (Helen Hayes, 240 W. 44th St.
212-239-6200.)
MIRACLE BROTHERS
‘TheVineyard Theatre presents a new musical bj
Kirsten Childs, ser in seventeenth-century Braz,
about two brothers, oneblack, one white. With
choreography, featuring capoeira, by Mark Dendy.
Tina Landau directs. In previews. (108 E. 15th

. 212-353-0303.)
NAKED GIRL ON THE APPIAN WAY

Richard Thomas and Jill Clayburgh star in a new
comic drama by Richard Greenberg (“Take Me
Out”) about parents whose lives are disrupted when
their grown children returnfrom ayear abroad
with surprising news. Presented by the Roundabout
‘Theatre Company anddirected by Doug Hughes.
Previews begin Sept. 9. (AmericanAurlines Theatre,
227 W. 42nd St. 212-719-1300.)
NEW YORK MUSICAL THEATRE FESTIVAL

‘The sophomoreseason ofthe hardy young show-
case presents eighteen new musicals, including “The
Ballad of Bonnie & Clyde,” by Michael Aman,
Oscar E. Moore, and Dana P. Rowe; “The Big
Time,” a terroristfarce by the witty Douglas Carter
Beane; and “Nerds://A Musical Software Satire,”
a lookat therise ofBill Gates and Steve Jobs, cre-
ated by Jordan Allen-Dutton, Erik Weiner, and Hal
Goldberg. Sept 12-Oct. 2. (For festival ‘schedule
andvenue information, visit www.nymforg.)
THE PAVILION
Brian D'Arcy James leads the cast in a Rattle-
stick Theatre Company productionof a new play
by Craig Wright (“Orange Flower Water”), about
nostalgia ata hundred-year-old dance hall in Min-
nesota. Directed by Lucie Tiberghein, Previews
begin Sept. 9. (224 Waverly Pl. 212-868-4444.)
SPIRIT

Twoofthe macabre and mischievouscreative
minds behind “Shockheaded Peter” (the performer
Phelim McDermott and the director Julian Crouch)
are involvedin this entertainment by London’s
Improbable company, in which three brothers
struggle with various forms ofconflict. Previews
begin Sept. 13. (New York Theatre Workshop,
79 E, 4th St. 212-239-6200.)

 

 

   

NOW PLAYING

DEDICATION OR THE STUFF OF DREAMS
In Terrence McNally’s current offering at S9ES9 (a
PrimaryStages production), the rich,ailing, and
arch Annabelle Willard (Marian Scldes) goes to
meetJessie and Lou (Alison Fraser and Nathan
Lane)at a dusty, dilapidated space she owns, which
they wantto turinto a children’s theatre. Mrs.
Willard agrees to let the couple use the building if
Lou will grant her two wishes. The first 1s that he
twirl for her. Thesecond is that he put her out of
her misery (she is terminallysll) by killing her. As
directed by Michael Morris, the scenes in which
Mrs, Willard wields her power and Lou grapples
with his moral quandary and humuliation are skil-
fully done. Ultimately, though, 1’s Morris, not Me-
Nally, who allows us to feel something: he mines
the actors’ body language as well as the pauses be-
tween gags for whatever complexity he can convey
beyond McNally’talk, talk,talk.(Reviewed in our
issueof 8/29/0S ) (59 E. 59th St. 212-279-+4200.) &nN
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LENNON

This show, or rather, revue, focusses, in standard
musical-bio fashion, on Liverpool’s “working-class
hero” as he makes his wayfrom the cradle to the
grave, from his “Twist and Shout”days with the
Beatles tohus career as a solo arust, producing
suchballads of white-male sensitivity as “Give
Peace a Chance,” “Woman,” and “Beautiful Boy.”
Conceived anddirected by Don Scardino, who
also wrote the book, “Lennon” presents nine per
formers in thettle role, meant to highlight the
protagonist’s multiple personae. But the conceit
fails, mamlybecause Scardino seemsless inter-
ested in the subtleties of interpreting a hfe story
than inputting on a very, verybig show with a
very, very loud soundsystem:(8/29/05) (Broad-
hurst, 235 W. 44th St. 212-239-6200.)
MOTHER COURAGE

‘A new translation by MarcBlitzstein of Brecht’s
classic begins the Jean Cocteau Repertory’s thirty-
fifth season, David Fuller directs.
(Bouwerte Lane, 330 Bowery, at
BondSt. 212-279-4200.)
ONCE AROUND THE SUN
In this Faustian fairy tale about
the business of rock, Kevin (Asa
Somers),the front man of a down-
town New York band, abandons
his roots to pursue a solo carcer.
With the help of an A-list diva
(Maya Days), he launches head
first into the perilous world of hit
singles and magazine covers. The
score, by Robert Morris, Steven
Mortis, and Joe Shane, 1s catchy,
butit’s short onindie cred, which
makes the show’s swipes at com-
mercial pop feela little clawless.
While the talents of the cast and
the design team are apparent, this
squeaky-clean musical has all the
prepackaged cool of an Urban
Outfitters store. Jace Alexander
directs. (Zipper, 336 W. 37th St.
212-239-6200.)
ONE-MAN STAR WARS

TRILOGY
In this inspired act of madness,
the Canadian actor Charles Ross
recaps “Star Wars,” “The Empire
Strikes Back,” and “The Return
of the Jedi single hou, por
traying not onlyLuke Skywalker,
Obr-Wan Kenobi, Darth Vader,
Princess Leta, and Han Solo but
R2-D2 (Rossdroxd whistle-speech
immtationis uncanny), AT-AT walk-
crs, the trash-compactor snake,
and even thefloating words in the
films? opening credits. Directed by
T] Dawe. (Lamb’s Theatre, 130
W. 44th St. 212-239-6200.)
SIDES: THE FEAR IS REAL
Ina series of wickedlyfunnyskits,
Mr. Mayagi’s Theatre Company—
Selaya Billman, Jane Cho, Paul H.
Juhn, Peter Kim, Rodney'To, and
Hoon Lee—mercilesslycaricature
Asian-American actors caught
up in the posturmg,backstab-
bing, and nail-bitmg of the audition process. Briskly
directed by Anne Kauffman. (45 Bleecker St.
212-307-4100.)
TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA

The Public Theatre should have a hit on sts hands
with this rambunetious revival of John Guare and
Mel Shapiro’s witty adaptation of Shakespeare’s
romantic comedy, which has an R. & B.- and
Caribbean-flavored score by Galt MacDermot
(“Hair”). Fleet direction and zesty choreography
by Kathleen Marshall (“Wonderful Town”) unify
the excellent cast. Look for standout performances
byNorm Lewis(as the loyal lover Valentine), whose
gentle power gets a spicylift from his hot-hot-hot
beloved, Silvia (the feisty Renée Flise Goldsberry),
and from the newcomer Oscar Isaac. Isaac, who
just graduated from Juilliard, brings a winsome
rogueryto his portrayal of Valentine’s faithless pal
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Proteus—a role that was played by Ral Julia in
the original production in. 1971. (Delacorte The-
atre, Central Park near W. 81st St. For infor-
mation aboutfrce tickets, which are required, call
212-539-8750.)

  

Also Playing

ALL SHOOK UP:Palace, Broadway at 47th St.
212-307-4100. ALTAR BOYZ: Dodger Stages, 340
W, 50th St. 212-239-6200. AVENUE 9: Golden,
252 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200. CHICAGO: Am-
bassador, 219 W. 49th St. 212-239-6200. CHITTY
CHITTY BANG BANG: Hilton, 213 W. 42ndSt.
212-307-4100. DIRTY ROTTEN SCOUNDRELS: Im-
perial, 249 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200. DOUBT:
‘Walter Kerr, 219 W. 48thSt. 212-239-6200. DRUM-
STRUCK: DodgerStages, 340 W, SOthSt. 212-239-
6200. FIDDLER ON THE ROOF: Minskoff, 200
‘W. 45th St 212-307-4100. FOOLS IN LOVE: Man-

The Brooklyn-basedensemble Barbexperforms this week at Tonic.

hattan Ensemble Theatre, 55 Mercer St. 212-239-
6200. HAIRSPRAY: Neil Simon, 250 W. 52nd St.
212-307-4100.JOY: Actors’ Playhouse, 100 Sev-
enth Ave. $. 212-239-6200. THE LIGHT IN. THE
PIAZZA: Vivian Beaumont, Lincoln Center. 212-
239-6200. MAMMA MIA!: Winter Garden, Broad-
wayat 50th St, 212-563-5544. MONTY PYTHON'S.
SPAMALOT: Shubert, 225 W. 44th St. 212-239-
6200. MOVIN’ OUT: Richard Rodgers, 226 W. 46th
St. 212-307-4100. ORSON'S SHADOW:Barrow
StreetTheatre, 27 Barrow St. 212-239-6200.PHIL-
ADELPHIA, HERE | COME!: Irish Repertory, 132
W. 22ndSt. 212-727-2737. THE PILLOWMAN:
Booth, 222 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200. SWEET
CHARITY: Al Hirschfeld, 302 W. 45th St. 212-239-
6200. THOM PAIN (BASED ON NOTHING): DR2,
103 E. 15th St. 212-239-6200. WICKED: Gersh-
win, 222 W, Sst St. 212-307-4100.

 

  

 

NIGHT LIFE
ROCK AND POP

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

BARBES
376 9thSt.,Park Slope, Brooklyn(718-965-9177}—
Sept. 10: Las Rubias del Norte rearrange Latin
big-band music for a handful ofinstruments,i
cluding the glockenspiel. The group 1s small, but
their sound and passion are anything but. Sept.
11: The pianist Anthony Coleman reworks the
music of Jelly Roll Morton.
B. B. KING BLUES CLUB & GRILL
237 W.42ndSt. (212-997-4144)—Sept. 9: The
Spin Doctors, the mostsuccessful of the nco-

huppie bands to emerge from
downtown NewYork in the early
minetics, are back with a new
album, “Nice Talking to Me,” the
first from the original members
inelevenyears.If theleadsingle,
“Can't Kick the Habit,” 1s any
indication, the band shouldstick
to “Little Miss Can’t Be Wrong”
andother hits if they want to
keep their fans from falling asleep.
Sept. 11: Krokus, a heavy-metal
band from Zurich, Switzerland,
whose heyday was over by the
cighties, had its greatest success
with Alice Cooper’s “School’s
Out” and other covers.
BEACON THEATRE
Broadwayat 74thSt. (212-307-
‘7A71)}—Sept. 12-13:The symphonic
popof Iceland’s Sigur Ros.
BOWERY BALLROOM
6 Delancey St. (212-533-2111)—
Sept. 9: The National (see War-
saw). Sept. 10: Terribly appalling,
orhilariously prurient, depend-
ing onone’s sensibility, the rock-
rapact Moistboyz 1s a side pro}-
ect of Dean Ween (who goes by
the name Mickey Moist here).
‘This tour, thefirst in their decade-
plus history, is in support of their
latest collection of unprintable
song titles, “Morstboyz IV.” The
album, by the way, 1s their lon-
gest thus far: a full fortyminutes.
Sept. 11-12: Seu Jorge, the super
cool Brazilian singer and actor
whostarred in “City of God” and
whoprovided comic relief in Wes
Anderson’s “The Life Aquatic
withSteve Zissou”with his acous-
tic Portuguese-language renditions
of David Bowie songs.
CAKE SHOP
152 LudlowSt. (212-253-0036)—
Sept. 8: Blood on the Wall cele-
brates therelease of its sopho-
morealbum, “Awesomer.” The
Brooklyn threesome’s throbbing

guitars, straight-ahead drumming, and worry-
about-it-tomorrow approach make for some old-
fashioned, unpretentious rock androll. With the
guitarist TK Webb.
CENTRAL PARK
RumseyPlayfield, mid-Park at 72nd St (212-
307-7171)—Sept. 12-13: Jack Johnson, a triple
threat out of Hawaii, surfs, makes movies, and
plays bluesy rock androll.
IRVING PLAZA
17 IrvingPI.at 15th St. (212-777-6800)—Sept.
7: The Scottish rockers Idlewild. Sept. 10: Greg
Brown,a bona-fide American songwritingtrea-
sure, works to expand the meaning oftraditional
roots music (he once devoted anentire album to
‘William Blake’s poetry). The opening act 1s his
daughter, Pieta Brown, who shares with him Bo.
Ramsey, 2 guitarist and producer who has spent
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more than a decade at the side of Brown senior
‘The songson Pieta’s forthcoming record, “In the
Cool,” are rootsy, seductive compositions deliv-
ered with vocals that are reminiscent of Rickie
LeeJones or Edie Brickell intheir youth. Sept.
12: A-Ha. The Norwegian teen heartthrobs known
for that anthem ofthe Reagan era “Take On
Me” haven't played the United States in some
twenty years. Their repertoire hasn’t changed
much in the interim: expect soft-edged rock and
well-worn hits. Sept. 13: The cello trio Apoca-
lyptica emerged from Helsinki m the mid-
ninetiesas little more than a novelty act, play-
ing stone-faced instrumental covers of Metallica
favorites. A few albums and almost a decade
later, Apocalyptica has made a career out of
crossing chamber music with heavy metal.
JOE'S PUB

425 Lafayette St. (212-539-8777}—Sept. 9: The
singer-songwriter David Poe. Sept. 10 and Sept.
13: Nouvelle Vague is a French popproject (two
male producers, a bevy of young female singers)
that gives New Wave and post-punk songs from
the early eighties a seductive bossa-nova spin.
Their eponymous début album transforms “Too
Drunk to Fuck,” “Gunsof Brixton,” “Love Will
Tear Us Apart,” and various other Doc Martens
standards into dinner-party-friendly fare. Sept.
12: Twenty-five years ago, Lene Lovich made a
namefor herself with quirky pop that was both
arresting and accessible. She was a premier mem-
ber of the burgeoning synthesizer-based scene

MADISON SQUARE GARDEN

Seventh Ave. at 33rd St. (212-307-7171)—Sept.
10: The NewYork Salsa Festival celebrates its
thirtieth anniversary with Victor Manuelle, India,
Tito Rojas, Oscar D’Leon, Sonora Poncena, and
others, Sept. 13: The Rolling Stones continue to
gather no moss. Their new album, “A Bigger Bang,”
includes a politically charged, 1f somewhat con-
trived track, “Sweet Neo Con,” andby all reports
their live show remains a spectacle to behold.
ROSELAND
239 W, 52nd St. (212-307-7171)—Sept. 9: Lon-
don’s Bloc Party, the most celebrated band ofthe
nneo-post-punk movement, apes the signature sounds
of the Gang of Four and the Cure.
ROTHKO

116Suffolk St., at RivingtonSt. (212-475-7088)—
Sept. 7: The emo-quirk band Say Hi to Your Mom
is the work of a twenty-something transplant
from LA. named Eric Elbogen. With the Mobius
Band. This indie electro-rock trio, which started
outin the rural Massachusetts town of Shutes-
bury, received a great deal of praise earlier this
year for its EP, “City vs. Country.” The group has
since moved to New York and released a full-
length début, “The Loving Soundsof Static.” It’s
an urbane synthesis of solid-state effects and
straight-ahead power pop.
S.0.B.'S.
204 Varick St., at W. Houston St. (212 243-
4940)—Sept. 13: A night of reggae with the Mor-
gan Heritage.

   

  

 

POP NOTES
ROLLING BACK THE YEARS

‘Though promotionalcopysuggests thatthe tle of
the Rolling Stones’ twenty-fifth studio album, “A
Bigger Bang”(Virgin), wasinspired by the band’s
“fascmation withthescientific theory about the or-
agin of the universe,” almost every song deals with
a woman. Sometimes she’s sweet (“Biggest Mis-
take”), sometimes she’s mean (“Oh No, Not You
Again”), and sometimes she’s so screwed up that
‘Mick has to practice tough love (“Look What
the Cat Dragged In”). And make nomistake,it's
‘Mick. As a singer and songwriter, Keith takes his
usual two shots—onesoundslike a jingle for a
motel chain, the other weds soulful vocals to an
unforgivable pun—but the bulk of this collection
of regretful-playboy confessions, not to mention
defiant-playboy boasts, points to only one man.
While “Bridges to Babylon” in 1997 monkeyed
around with drumloops and soundeffects, this
album goes back to the basics, if shickly: riffs skit-
ter, wind, and explode on cue. While there’s noth-
ing that will make fans forget “Paint It Black” or
“Shattered”(or even “Dirty Work”), there’s plenty
here, especially on the fast ones, that will make you
remember them, and that’s something.

“NoDirection Home: The Soundtrack” (Co-
lumbia) is the companion CD to Martin Scorsese’s
documentary about Bob Dylan’s earlyyears, and

 

  
118 also the seventh volumeofthe artist’s ongoing
bootleg series, in which old live tracks, alternate
versions, and outtakes are dusted off and displayed
as priceless treasure. Priceless may be a stretch—
it’s retailing for twenty-five bucks, give or take—
but some of what's here is certainly treasure: a
punky “Maggie's Farm” from the 1965 Newport
Folk Festivals a brooding, paranoid “Ballad of a
Thin Man”recorded live with The Band in 1966;
andsubstantiallydifferent takes ofsongs like “High-
way61 Revisited” (siren whistle subtracted) and
“Tombstone Blues” (backup vocals added). Except
for a 1959 home recording of the previously un-
released original “When I GotTroubles,” the very
carly materialis less revelatory. For a more focussed
look at acoustic Dylan, there’s “Live at the Gas-
light 1962” (Columbia), a collection offolk-club
performances that includes germinal versions of
“A Hard Rain’s A-GonnaFall” and “Don’t Think
Twice, It’s All Right,” along with standards like
“Barbara Allen” and “Handsome Molly.” The Gas-
light tapes have been bootlegged frequently over
the years; this officalrelease is available only at
Starbucks, though there is some dispute over whether
or not coffee was Dylan’s stimulant of choice.

 

—Ben Greenman

 

(Thomas Dolby was an early collaborator). After
a clutch of memorable singles, all delivered with
a slight Yugoslavian accent, she just about van-
ished. She has a forthcoming album, “Shadows
and Dust.”
KNITTING FACTORY
74 LeonardSt., between Broadway and Church St.
(212-219-3055}—Sept. 13-14:Feist, a Canadian
smger and former member of Broken Social Scene
who has been getung attention for her solo début,
“Let It Die,” makes music that will someday be a
staple of lite radio. At the moment,though, 1t res-
onates with hipsters.
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SOUTHPAW

125 Fifth Ave., Park Slope, Brooklyn (718-230-
0236}—Sept. The soulful Detroit hip-hop act
Platinum Pied Pipers 1s the producer Waayeed, a
founding member of the group SlumVillage, and
the multi-instrumentalist Saadiq.Their débutalbum,
“Tnple B” features ther fellow Motor City musi-
cians Jay Dee and MC Lacks.
TONIC
107 Norfolk St. (212-358-7503)—The music of
Barbez conjures an imaginary place full of nar-
row, crooked streets that are paved with ancient,
damp cobblestones. The Brooklyn-based ensem:

 

ble looks to Eastern Europefor inspiration (the
lead singer, Ksenta Vidyaykina,is from Russia),
and its expansive rock draws on such compos”
ers as Brecht, Schnittke, and Satie. But Barbez.1s
firmlylodged in the present. It employs electronic
elements, such as the theremin (played by the vir-
tuoso Pamelia Kurstin) and the Palm Pilot (turned
into an instrumentby the bassist Dan Coates),
and its original compositions, written mostly by
the guitarist and bandleader Dan Kaufman,cap-
ture the angst,Joy, and strangeness oflife in the
twenty-first century. The band returns to one of
its favorite haunts on Sept. 10 tocelebrate the
release of its third album, “Insignificance.”
WARSAW
261 Driggs Ave., Brooklyn (718-387-0505)—Sept.
7: The National, a quintet of Ohio transplants
wholive in Brooklyn, play overtly romantic, au-
courant indie rock.
WEBSTER HALL
125 E. 11th St. (212-353-1600)—Sept. 8: Matis-
yahu, a local Hasid who combines hip-hop and
roots reggae. The openeris the Mobius Band (see
Rothko).

 

JAZZ AND STANDARDS

ALGONQUIN HOTEL
59 W. 44th St. (212-840-6800)—Starting Sept. 6:
The irrepressible singer KT Sullivan and the pr
anist Mark Nadler pay tribute tothe lyricist Dor-
othyFields, the wit behind “Pm m the Mood for
Love,” “Onthe SunnySide of the Street,” and
other Great American Songbookclassics.
BIRDLAND

315 W. 44th St. (212-581-3080)—Sept. 7-10. The
Barry Harris quintet, featuring Charles Davis.
‘Most boppianists approach their keyboards like
racehorses, but Harris 1s a seducer with a satin
touch—healways places melodybefore virtuos-
ity, Davis, his longtimefoil, is a winning tenor
andbaritone saxophonist.
BLUE NOTE
131 W. 3rdSt., near Sixth Ave. (212-475-8592}—
Sept. 6-11: The guitarist John Scofield brings his
admiration for Ray Charies to the stage, perform-
ing music from “That’s What I Say,” hs new trib-
ute to the departed genius.
DIZZY'S CLUB COCA-COLA

Broadwayat 60th St. (212-258-9595)—Sept.6-11:
This month the club 1s home to the Women in
Jazz Festival, which starts off with the singer An-
gcla Bofill.
IRIDIUM
1650 Broadway, at Sist St. (212-582-2121)—
Sept. 7-11: There's more than a little seventies
fusion-funk vibe going onin the vibraphonist Ste-
fon Harris’ group Blackout. But Harris isn’t on
a complete retro trip; he’s an in-the-momentim-
proviser with ambitiousplans for uniting the past
with the present. Mondays belong to the electric-
guitar innovator Les Paul. The Mingus Big Band
takes over onTuesdays.
JAZZ GALLERY
290 HudsonSt., near Spring St. (212-242-1063)—
This worthy, off-the-beaten-path club 1s celebrat-
ingits tenth anniversary this month. Roy Hargrove,
a longtime supporter, stops by Sept. 7-11 for “The
‘Trumpet Shall Sound,” a weeklong series in which
he'll be joined by fellow-hornmen. They include
Darren Barrett (Sept. 7), Claudio Roditi (Sept. 8),
‘Tom Harrell (Sept.9), Nicholas Payton (Sept. 10),
and Marcus Belgrave (Sept. 11).
JAZZ STANDARD

116 E. 27th St. (212-576-2232)—Russell Malone
makes guar nerds drool with his hurdling tech-
nique. Tohis credit, though, he curbs his enthu-
siasmoften enough to let in some measured lyr-
scism, He's here Sept. 8-11 with a quartetto record
a live album,
THE SLIPPER ROOM
167 Orchard St. (212-253-7246}—Sept. 8: The
JC Hopkins Biggish Band, which recently released
its first album, “Underneath a Brooklyn Moon,”
continues its Thursday-night residency at this
Lower East Side boite. The Biggish Band harkens

  

  



back to the days when nylon stockings were a
novelty and men wore hats. Its young leader, the
piano player Hopkins, writes swinging material
tailor madefor a vacuum-tube radio, and it’s de-
livered with a timeless flar by the lead singer,
QueenEsther.
THE STONE

Avenue C at2nd St. (No phone)—The avant-
leaning trumpeter Roy Campbell, Jr., here Sept.
8, curates this month. Sept. 10: The guitarist Joe
Morris. Sept. 11: The commanding pranist and
composer Dave Burrell celebrates his birthday
with a solo concert. Later that night Burrell i
joined by the bassist Michael Formanek and the
drummer Guillermo E. Brown. (For more infor
mation,visit www.thestonenyc.com.)
TONIC
107 Norfolk St. (212-358 7503)}—Sept. 11: Sa-
toko Fujii, an adventurouspianist with great
scope, can rumble like CecilTaylor or go gently
pointillist in the manner ofPaul Bley.
VILLAGE VANGUARD

178 Seventh Ave.S., at 11th St. (212-255-4037}—
Sept. 6-18: With the drummer Paul Motian, the
saxophonist Joe Lovano, and the guitarist Bill
Frisell on board, whoneeds a bass player? This
magisterial trio can be both poetic and raucous
in the course of a set, unafraid toindulge in tonal
andrhythmic contusions or coolly bask in lyri-
cal waters. The Vanguard Jazz Orchestra holds
sway on Mondays.
WILLIAMSBURG JAZZ FESTIVAL
This four-day Brooklyn-based gathering, which
runs Sept. 8-11, is long on up-and-coming, art-
ists, but roomhas been made for a few heavy
hitters, including the trumpeter Dave Douglas
(Sept. 9) and the saxophonist Steve Colemanand
5 Elements (Sept. 10). (For more information,
visit www.wjazzfestival.com.)

   

 

 

ART
MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

METROPOLITAN MUSEUM

Fifth Ave, at 82nd St. (212-535-7710)—*Matisse:
The Fabric of Dreams, His Art and His Textiles,”
a revelatory, achingly beautiful show, pairs items
fromthe arust’s personal fabric collection with
paintings and graphic worksin which they played
crucial roles. Through Sept. 25. # Two recent in-
stallations are on view in “Tony Oursler at the
Met: ‘Studio’ and ‘Climaxed.’” The first contem-
plates influences on the artist through an assem-
blage of pieces by the likes ofJacqueline Humphries,
Rem Koolhaas, and Kaare Rafoss. The second,
moretraditional Oursler work 1s a grant, lumpy
potato head with flames and a blinky face pro-
ected on it, its mouth voicing demented and hr-
larious threats, boasts, and sorrows. Through
Sept. 18. ¢ “John Townsend: Newport Cabinet-
maker”presents a few dozen pieces by a prom-
inent Colonial American furniture-maker along-
side work by his contemporaries. Through
25, # “Sol LeWitt on the Roof: Splotches, W
and Twirls.” A warm-weather installation in the
roof garden, featuringfive spikystalagmite sculp-
tures anda wall drawing. ThroughOct. 30. (Open
Tuesdays through Sundays,9:30to 5:30, and Fri-
day and Saturday evenings until9.)
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART
11 W. 53rd St.(212-708-9400)}—*Pioneering Mod-
ern Painting: Cézanne and Pissarro, 1865-1885”
chronicles the careers of twofriends who gave
each other a leg up into brave new styles and
techniques, thoughit quickly becomesclear that
Cézanne, the youngerartist by a decade, vaulted
much higher. Through Sept. 12. # Beginning a year
after the 1980 eruption of Mt. St. Helens and
continuing for the next decade, Frank Gohlke re-
corded the utter devastation and gradual regen-
erationof a site that had been blasted back to
prehistory. In the process, he turned intoa latter-
dayAnsel Adams. Although his aerial views and
panoramic vistas of what appear to be primor-
dial mountainsides aren’t conver pictur-
esque, they dohave a tough, undeniable magnif-
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What’s next.” Chancesare, you’ve reached the age when

figuring out what’s next in yourlife — and having the means

to makeit happen — is theall-important question.

Weare The PersonalAdvisors of Ameriprise Financial.

The next generation of American Express Financial Advisors.

We have moreCERTIFIED FINANCIAL PLANNER™professionals

than any other company.

With over 10,000 personalfinancial advisors who offer
a comprehensive, one-on-one approach to
financial planning.

An approachthat goes beyond money management to
encompass more options and more protection for your
tiem ilareicemim

To help you get to what's next in yourlife.

Call 1-800-Ameriprise today for a complimentaryinitial
consultationor visit us at ameriprise.com.*
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owned by CFP Board, Financial advisory services and investmentsavailable through Ameriprise Financial Services, Inc., Member NASD and SIPC. RiverSource” insurance and annuities
IssuedbyIDSLife Insurance Company, and in New York,IDS Life Insurance Company of New York, Albany, NY. These companies are part of Ameriprise Financial, Inc. Ameriprise Financial
expects to become independentof American Express on or after September 30, 2005. After the expected separation, we will no longer be ownedby the American Express Company.
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Ashow ofnewpaintings by Suling Wang opens atLehmann Maupin on September 8.

scence andthe presence of modernclassics. Through
Sept 26 ¢ “The High Line” details Field Oper-
ations and Diller Scofidio & Renfro’s ambitious
urbanrails-to-trauls scheme for the abandoned el-
cvated tracks that run along the West Side from
Gansevoort Strcet to Thiryfourth StreetThrough
Oct, 31. (Open Wednesdays through Mondays,
10:30 to 5:30, and Friday evenings until 8.)
GUGGENHEIM MUSEUM

Fifth Ave, at 89th St. (212-423-3500)—Selections
from the permanent collection are on display, m-
cluding a clutch of canvases by Vasily Kandinsky
mm the museum’s recently inaugurated Kandinsky
Gallery. (Open Saturdays through Wednesdays, 10
to 5:45, and Fridays, 10 to 8.)
WHITNEY MUSEUM OF AMERICAN ART
‘Madison Ave. at 75th St. (212-570-3676)—“Rob-
ert Smithson,” a retrospective of drawings, con-
structions, and collages, includes filmed, phot
graphed, and sketched documentation of the iconi
“Spiral Jetty.” Through Oct. 23. Work byeight
artists, includingTerry Winters, Ati Maier, and Mat-
thew Ritchie, 1s on display im “Remote Viewing:
Invented Worlds in Recent Painting and Drawing.”
Through Oct. 9. # The eclectic gathering of works
from the permanentcollection m “Landscape”
ranges from Jasper Johns’s white maps to Ed Rus-
cha’s rows of L.A. streets and Roni Horn’s eerie
comparison of the bodyand the earth, “Becoming,
a Landscape” (1999-2001). ThroughSept. 18. +
“Banks Violette: Untitled” contemplates the ro-
mantic sublime with a model of a rumed church
cast insalt and music composed bythe black-metal
musician Snorre Ruch. Through Oct. 2. (Open
Wednesdays, Thursdays, and weekends, 11 to 6,
andFridays, 1 to 9.)
WHITNEY MUSEUM AT ALTRIA
120 Park Ave., at 42ndSt. (917-663-2453)—*Past
Presence: Childhood and Memory” is a shght but
intriguing show about childish urges and experi
ences, With work by Charles LeDray, Gary Sim-
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mons, Robert Beck, and Peggy Preheim. Through
Oct. 13. (Open Mondays through Fridays, 11 to
6, and Thursday evenmgs until 7:30.)
AMERICAN MUSEUM OF NATURAL HISTORY
Central Park W. at 79th St. (212-769-5100)—
“Dinosaurs: Ancient Fossils, New Discoveries,” a
review of recent developments in the study of di-
nosaurs, provides insight into how the animals
moved through ther world. Through Jan. 8, 2006.
(Open daily, 10 to 5:45.)
CHELSEA ART MUSEUM

556 W. 22nd St. (212-255-0719)—Eighty dimin-
tunwve etchings from an original 1799 print run of
Goya’s “Los Caprichos” are interspersed with a
show ofrelated contemporary work, “Here Comes
the Bogey-Man.” Through Sept. 24, (Open Tues-
days through Saturdays, noon to 6, and ‘Thurs-
dayevenings until 8.)
DAHESH MUSEUM OF ART
580 Madison Ave., at 57th St. (212-759-0606)—
On the museum’s tenth anniversary, “The Da-
hesh Collection: Celebrating a Decade of Discov-
ery” honors the academic tradition that ruled
supreme before modernism. ThroughSept. 22.
(Open Tuesdays through Sundays, 11 to 6.)
JEWISH MUSEUM

Fifth Ave, at 92ndSt. (212-423-3200)—“Joan Sny-
der: A Painting Survey, 1969-2005” inchides more
than thirty works that chart the artist’s navigation
of the narrows between machoformalismandthe
more personalized aesthetics of second-wave fem
inism, Through Oct. 23.¢ “Old Country” (directed
by Allen Kagja and Mark Adam, 2004) 1s a twenty-
four-minutefilm that combinesdance,theatre, and
music to tell the story of a small Polish commu-
nity on the brink ofthe Holocaust. Dancers from
the Toronto-based Kaeja d’Dance companydressed
in period dresses and suits perform with crisp, ex-
pressive movements. Theybreak free from the con-
fines of the stage, appearing inhistoric homes, gar-
dens, and rural settings around Ottawa. The lush

conematography1s accompamed bya plamtive score
by Edgardo Moreno, and there 1s almost no spo-
ken dialogue or narrative untilthe veryend, when
the settmg suddenly jumps to present-day Canada
and a voice reads a letter by Kacja’s father, writ-
ten maninternment campin Germanyduring the
period whennearly his entire family perished.
‘Through Oct. 31. (Open Sundays through Wednes-
days, 11 to Thursdays, 11 to 9, and Fridays,
11 to 3.)
MUSEUM OF SEX

233 Fifth Ave., at 27th St. (212-689-6337)—“Men
Without Suits.” The subtitle of this largely photo-
graphic exhibition, “Objectifying theAmerican Male
Body,” suggests a dry, scholarly study that, happily,
never quite materializes. A timeline sketches in the
history of the representation of the male nudefrom
the kouro1 to Caravaggio and beyond, paying spe-
cial attention to developments m gay civil rights,
since the bulk of material ondisplay was produced
with a contemporary audience in mind. It ranges
from classic studies of musclemen to equally styl-
wed but more franklyseductive images of hand-
some jocks created by mid-century physique pho-
tographers whose reputation remams mostly
underground, Photos byBaron von Gloeden, George
Platt Lynes, and Imogen Cunninghamhuddle in
one corner, but they have a hard time competing,
with the vivacious homoeroticism of Bob Mizer,
Bruce Bellas, Lon Hanagan, and Don Whitman.
‘Through Jan. 31. (Open Sundays through Fridays,
11 to 6:30, and Saturdays, 11 to 8.)
NEUE GALERIE
1048Fifth Ave.,at 86th St. (212-628-6200)—*War/
Hell: Master Prints by Otto Dix and Max Beck-
mann.” ThroughSept. 26. (Open Fridays, 11 to 9,
and Saturdays through Mondays, 11 to 6.)
STUDIO MUSEUM IN HARLEM
144 W. 125thSt, (212-864-4500)—The vague ru-
bric “Scratch”—a curator’s reference to dj. scratch-
ing and universal, artistic notionsof “mark-mak-
ang, chance, cancellat actually a tight fit
for three artists more prosaically connected by
their status as S.M.H. artsts-an-residence. Michael
Queenland is the poet of the group, withhis traced
images of Shaker furniture, found wasps’ nests,
anddelicate photographs of soap bubbles. William
Cordova is the streetwise bricoleus, assembling
piles of objects depicting, for stance, the fe and
tumes of the gypsy-cab driver. Marc André Robin-
son is the vocal, Malcolm X-quoting politico, but
he’s also the inveterate stylist. His baroque con-
struction “Throne for the Greatest Rapper of All
Time” is a sculpture made of wood furniture frag-
ments that bows andflares upward, like a fantas-
tic musical mstrument or anantique flyi
chine.Through Oct. 23.¢ Although“rlm: pictures?
a survey of Harlem photographs, 1s seriously over-
shadowedby “Scratch,” it has its attractions, not
the least of which are the nineteen-thirties James
Van Der Zee and Aaron Siskind images that open
itup. Works by Gordon Parks and Jules Allen and
a wonderful sertes of 1979 street portraits by Da-
woud Bey follow, but historical perspective ends
there, swampedby the immediacy of contempo-
rary material, most of it from newcomers. Among
them, H. Eugene Foster, Brooke Jacobs, and Eric
Henderson stand out, along with the team of
Hunter Tura and Jeannie Kim, whohighlight the
running themeof real estate with a grid of small,
deadpan interiors overlaid with stx- and seven”
figure price tags and collectively titled “I Can’t AF-
ford to Live nm Harlem.” Through Oct. 31. (Open
‘Wednesdays through Fridays, and Sundays, noon
to 6; Saturdays, 10 to 6.)

    

    

  

GALLERIES-UPTOWN

Galleries are usually open Tuesdays through
Saturdays, fromaround 10 or 11 to between §
and 6; please call the gallery for exact hours.

ROGER PHILLIPS

Looking at sculpture built for the outdoors mn a
gallery feels a bit like riding a bike in the house.
Phillips's stamless-steel frames support alummum



disks and lozenge shapes painted bright yellow,
fed, ald orange. They often evnig Hecly, lice
Calder mobiles, and re-create the odd sensation
of looking at street signs up close and realizing
they’re much larger than they appear from the
road in a car. Photos mounted on the walls of the
narrowspace give a viewof the works in their
proper habitat: a field, a sculpture park, or,in the
case of “Seven Red Disks on Sulphur Mountan,
California,” a lush landscape overlooking an un=
dulating line of purple mountain peaks. Through
Sept. 16. (JG Contemporary, 1014 Madison Ave.,
at 78th St. 212-535-5767.)
NEIL WELLIVER
‘A memorial exhibition for the artist, who died this
year, centered on a groupof lange landscapes from
the late nmeteen-seventies and early mineteen-
eighties depicting the Mame woods. Opens Sept.
8. (Alexandre, 41 E. 57th St. 212-755-2828.)
“MALE DESIRE TWO
Thepublication ofJonathan Weinberg’s “Male De-
sire: The Homoerotic m American Art” is the im-
petus for revisiting an exhibition mounted a de-
cade ago. This installment includes work that’s
arguably homoerotic, some that’s merely homoso-
cial, and some that proves eroticism1 in the eye
of the beholder. Vito Acconai’s stiff conceptual “Re-
touch” photographsfit intothis latter category, as
does Eric Fisch?s serene watercolor nude. Others,
by Mapplethorpe, Warhol, Hockney, Woynarowicz,
Peter Hujar, and Paul Cadmus, are more frankly
sexual. Keith Haring’s postcardofthe tower in Pisa
and Wemberg’s own painting“Provincetown Life-
guard” are also apt examples. TomofFinland 1s
thankfully absent. Through Sept. 10. (Mary Ryan,
24 W. 57th St. 212-397-0669.)

Short List

JANET CARDIFF: Starts at the kiosk on Central
Park South at Sixth Avenue; a credit card or
photoID. 1s required to take out the audio

  

 

equipment. Thursdays through Sundays, 10 to
3:30. For more information orfor reservations,
call the Public Art Fund at 212-980-3942.
ThroughSept. 11. MIKE DISFARMER: Houk, 745
Fifth Ave. 212-750-7070. Opens Sept. 8. ERLE
LORAN: Smithsoman Archives of American
Art Research Center, 1285 Sixth Ave, 212-399-
5015. Through Oct. 7. JAMES TURRELL: Pace
Wildenstein, 32 E. 57th St, 212-421-3292.
ThroughSept. 24. "BREAKING GROUND
Horticultural Society of New York, 128 W. 58th
St, 212-757-0915, ext. 113. Through Sept. 9.
"MEN OF MEXICO": Throckmorton, 145 E. 57th
St. 212-223-1059, Through Sept. 17.
PERFORMANCE": Anthony Grant, 3
St. 212-755-0434. Through Sept. 17. "WORKS.
ON PAPER": Werner, 4 E. 77th St. 212-988-
1623. ThroughSept. 10.

  

 

    

   

 

 

GALLERIES-CHELSEA.

TOM BURCKHARDT
Oneroomis filled with an installation made of
drawings on cardboard depicting the objects in
anartist's studio; the other contains new enamel-
on-woodpaintings. Opens Sept. 8. (Golden, 539
W. 23rd St. 212-727-8304.)
PETER CAMPUS / ANTHONY MC CALL
Campus is the drawhere, but the more interesting
work is by McCall, a British-born, NewYork-based
arnist who's fallen under the art-world radar in re-
cent decades (this is his first NewYork gallery ap-
pearance since the nineteen-seventies). A shde pro-
jectorin “Minature in Black and White” (1972)
flashes eighty-onedifferent mages—mostly geomet-
nic abstractions—ontoa piece of Plexiglas propped
a few inches fromthe lens. The results are strobe-
like, creating an afterimage on the viewer’s retina.
Proposals for installations involving projected light
and a mapof lighthouses in England demonstrate

the range of his commitment to light as material.
Campusis represented by two black-and-white pro-
yections, “Head of a Sad Young Woman”and “Head
of a Misanthropic Man” (both from 1977) that
take portraiture into the temporal realm andrecall
Warhol’s “Screen Tests.” Through Oct. 1. (Tonko-
now, 535 W. 22nd St. 212-255-8450.)
ADAM CVIJANOVIC
A seventy-five-foot-long painting that imagines
Los Angeles ten minutes after the law of grav-
ity has beenrevoked and a large ceiling paint-
ing of objects in the artist’s apartment. Opens
Sept. 8. (Bellwether, 134 Tenth Ave., at 18th St.
212-929-5959.)
ROBERT INDIANA
Recent sculptures built from founditemslike an-
imal bones, farming equipment, and salvaged
wood. Opens Sept. 9. (Kasmmn, 293 Tenth Ave.
212-563-4474.)
SOL LE WITT
series of gouache-on-paper works made in 2005,
titled “Horizontal Lines, Black on Coloz” Through
Oct. 15. (Cooper, 521 W. 2st St. 212-255-1105.
DANICA PHELPS
‘Ashowtitled “Wake”presents documentary draw-
ings of the artist’s morningroutine, focussing on
time spent in the shower, These are paired with
a series of “calendar drawings” that trace her
monetary transactions overthe course of weeks
or months. Through Oct. 1, (Feuer, 530 W. 24th
St. 212-989-7700.)
SULING WANG / STEFANO ARIENTI
The Tarwanese artist Wang's large, calligraphic,
abstract paintings, notable for their ebb and flow,
are paired with aninstallation and new work by
the Italian sculptor Arienti. Opens Sept. 8. (Leh-
mann Maupin, 540 W. 26th St. 212-255-2923.)
"BONDS OF LOVE’
Thecurator Lisa Kirk redresses the glaring defi-
ciency of women in high-profile group shows this
summerwith an exhibition that poses the ques-
ton: is a show of work exclusively by female art-
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CRITIC'S NOTEBOOK
DEEP THOUGHTS

Noémie Lafrance, who
specializesin site-specific
work, has staged a dance in
a spiral staircase and another
ina parking garage.Now
she has taken on a more
problematic location.
Greenpoint’s McCarren
Park Pool—a fabulous,

Hollywoodesque thing
thesize ofa football field—
wasbuilt in 1936 asa
W.P.A. project. Eventually,
however, the pool, like the

 

neighborhood, gotpretty
nasty, In 1984 thecity
boardedit over,whereupon
it becamea hauntfor
skateboarders during the
day and for neckers and
raccoonsat night. In the
last few months, under
Lafrance’s direction—and
with considerablefinancial
help from the concert
promoter Ron Delsener,
whoalso hashis eye on the
space—thepoolhas been
unboarded and remortared
andcleanedup.For three
weeks,starting Sept. 13,
Lafrance’s companyofforty
will present a dance,“Agora,”
there—notin water(to seal
the pool would costa lot
more) butin the empty pit.
‘Thepiece, Lafrancesays,

will consist of “people doing
different things at the same
time, beingin their own
story,”like city folk.

—Joan Acocella

ists necessary“feminist”? Jessica Beryamun’s 1988
femunist-psychoanalytic text “The Bonds of Love”
provides a jumping-off pomt for thinking about
“self and other” and most of the work here at-
tempts to explode that duality. Tara Mataik’s au-
diovisual “Case 133. Psychosexual Metamorpho-
sis” describes a male patient in the eighteen-stxties
whothought he was a woman, Marilyn Minter’s
gitty Photo-Realst closeup of a woman's high
cels expresses a violent feminunity; Laura Parnes’s

videos dramatize scenes from Kathy Acker’s mus-
cular ficuon; and Aleksandra Miruses beauty prod-
tucts toimitate thatinterstellar phallic symbol, the
space rocket. With Laura Anderson Barbata, Anne
Collier, and Sherry Wong, amongothers. Through
Sept. 24. John Connelly Presents, 526 W. 26th St.
212-337-9563.)

Short List

MIKE DISFARMER: Kasher, 521 W. 23rd St. 212-
966-3978. OpensSept. 8. JUSTIN LOWE:Printed
Matter, 535 W. 22nd St. 212-925-0325.Through
Sept. 24. TAM OCHIAI: Team, 527 W. 26th St.
212-279-9219.ThroughSept. 24. BILL OWENS:
Cohan,533 W. 26th St. 212-714-9500. Through
Sept. 24,

  

GALLERIES-DOWNTOWN

JOHN BEECH
Beech takes a page from the book ofJohn Baldes-
sari, who's known for blocking out the faces of
people in photographs to eliminate expression
and,therefore, narrative. In his “Dumpster Draw-
ings,” Beech paints over inanimate objects—
parked cars, for instance—in black-and-white
photographs mounted on aluminum, achieving
stationary blob subjects that blur the lines be-
tweenabstraction and representation. A partic-
ularly pleasing example is made by coloring in
the diamond shapes ovtlined by a chaischale
fence. A series of “Rotating Paintings”—Plexi-
glas lazy Susans painted with pale, monochrome
shades of green or yellow or orange—accom-
plish another formof slippage, steering, panting
intothe arena of sculpture, or perhaps vice versa.
‘Through Sept. 10. (Peter Blum, 99 Wooster St.
212-343-0441.)

 

DANCE

DANCENOW/NYC: "THE FESTIVAL"
‘The funky modern-dance jamboree kicks off its
eleventh season with a broad range of programs,
including “40Up,”a series honoring Dance The-
atre Workshop's fortieth anniversary, which pre-
sents dances by downtown choreographers over
the age of forty. Amongthe participants (many
of whom got their start at D.T.W.) are DougEl-
kins, David Parker and the Bang Group, and
Heidi Latsky, whooffers an excerpt from her up-
coming piece “Disjointed,” set to Michel Legrand’s
muste for “The Umbrellas of Cherbourg.” The
hneupfor the festival’s returning “Base Camp”
series (held at D-T.W. this year, at 219 W. 19th
St.) includes Chris Elam/Misnomer Dance The-
atre, Dixie Fun DanceTheatre, MonicaBill Barnes,
and Aszure & Artists, amongothers. And the
new series “Sacred@Synod House” brings dance
and sacred music together on the grounds of the
Cathedral ofSt. John the Divine. (Sept. 7-9 at
7:30, Sept. 10 at 2. and 7:30,Sept. 11 at 3, and
Sept. 13 at 7:30. For completefestival schedule
and venue information, visit www.dancenownye.
org, or call 718-850-2488. Through Sept. 17.)
"AGORA"

‘The innovative site-specific choreographer Noé-
mie Lafrance (“Descent,”“Noir”) presents a new
work, set in the vast, empty, aqua-floored Mc-
Carren Park Pool in’ between Greenpoint and
Williamsburg, Brooklyn, in which dancers explore
and evoke the foundations of urban society.
(Lorimer St. between Driggs and Bayard Aves.

For tickets and information,visit www.sens-
production.org. Sept. 13 at 8. Through Oct. 1.)
COMPAGNIA DANZA FRANCESCA SELVA
In its U.S. début, the Sienese companypresents
“Camminando-XYZ,” a modern dance splashed
with Italian romanticism and set to music by
Bach, Mozart, Nufiez, and Albéniz. Thesilent,
naturalistic opening 1s built from fragments of
simple actions: a girl reading a newspaper as she
meanders, a man jogging im circles, a woman
striding aroundin heels andlingerie. Once the
music and the full-wall black-and-white proyec-
tions start, the movement evolves into a dance
of supple bending, and slow, sensual turns, punc-
tuated by rapid rhythmic steps and smooth floor
work. (St. Mark’s In-the-Bowery, Second Ave. at
10th St. 212-674-8194, Sept. 8-10 at 8:30.)
“THE WATER STATION”

Robyn Hunt and Steve Pearson, founders of the
Pacific Performance Project, bring Shogo Ohta’s
choreographed play(“Mizu No Eki” in Japa-
nese) about the powerofsilence to HERE. On
a set thatfeatures a water source and a moun-
tainof shoes, twelve actors and dancers weave
modern dance and Ohta’s “slow tempo” method
into their interpretation of the drama.(145 Sixth
‘Ave., near Spring St. 212-868-4444. Sept. 7-8 at
8:30, Sept. 9 at 8:30 and 10:30, Sept 10 at 4
and 8:30, and Sept. 11 at 4.)
"X KILLS Y, AND VICE VERSA"

In Kiyoko Kashiwagr’s satirical dance comedy, in-
spired by animecartoons, a mad scientist invents
a killer female robot.(The Chocolate Factory, 5-49
9th Ave., LongIsland City, Queens. 718-482-7069.
Sept. 8-10 at 8.)

 

 

CLASSICAL MUSIC
OPERA

NEW YORK CITY OPERA
In the midst of an “Opera-for-All Festival” (which
will feature appearances by the actress Cynthia
Nixonandthe pop-music idol Rufus Wainwright),
New York’s populist company gets on with the
business ofstarting thefall season. Sept. 7 at 6:30
andSept. 10 at 1:30: City Opera’s 2004 season
began witha radiant and rewarding run of Strauss’s
“Daphne,” and now the company offers us an-
other Strauss gem—“Capriccio,” the composer's
last opera, an erudite but appeahng discourse on
the relationship of words and music. (The ravish-
ing Sextet and the final scene are justly loved.)
Pamela Armstrong, as the Countess, leads a cast
thatalso meludes Lisa Saffer, Ryan MacPherson,
George Mosley, Mel Ulrich, and Eric Halfvarson;
George Manahan, City Opera’s music director,
conducts. # Sept. 10 at 8: Gilbert and Sullivan’s
“Patience,” a hitin Tazewell Thompson’s new pro-
duction at Ghmmerglass Opera in 2004, comes
downstate with a cast that includes Tonna Miller,
Myrna Paris, Michael Ball (as Reginald Bunthorne,
a sendup of Oscar Wilde), Timothy Nolen, and
Kevin Burdette; Gary Thor Wedow. # Sept. 11 at
1:30: Mark Lamos’s pastel-blue production of
“Madama Butterfly.” a company favorite, begins
its annual run. With Jee Hyun Lim(in the title
role), Kathryn Friest, Brandon Jovanovich(as
Pinkerton), and Jake Gardner; Art Pelto. (New
York State ‘Theatre. 212-721-6500.)
AMATO OPERA
Eight different casts—an admixture of aspiring
young professionals and hearty amateurs—rotate
through a production of“Tosca,” performed under
the direction of Anthony Amato, the chamber
company’s patriarch, atits intimate theatre in the
East Village. (Amato Opera Theatre, 319 Bowery,
at Ind St. Sept. 10 at 7:30 and Sept. 11 at 2:30.
‘Through Oct. 2.)

 

 

RECITALS

BARGEMUSIC

Sept. 8-9 at 7:30: The pianist Jose Ramos San-
tana has the barge to himself to perform a re- YU
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cital of works by Albénwz (“Iberia,” Books 1-3)
and Parsi. ¢ Sept. 10 at 7:30 and Sept. 11 at 4:
Twoesteemed young musicians—the pianist Ste-
venBeck andthe cellist Clancy Newman—join
the veteran violinist Mark Peskanovfor an eve-
ning ofpiano trios by Mozart (Piano Trio in
E Major, K. $42), Beethoven(the “Kakadu” Var-
ations), and Dvofak (the passionate Trio in E Mi-
nor, “Dumky”). (Fulton Ferry Landing, Brook-
lyn. 718-624-2083.)
DIAMANDA GALAS

‘This Greek-American soprano, pianist, and per-
formanceartist has always been a darling of the
downtownavant-garde, but the fire of her art
comes from the most ancient of sources: a rage
against injustice worthyof a modern-day Elek-
tra. Her latest electroacoustic work, “Defixiones,
Orders from the Dead,” 1s an “operatic mass”
that honors those whoperished in the Asta Minor
genocides of 1914-23; her texts are drawn from
such writers as Adonis, Michaux, and Celan.
(Schimmel Center for the Arts, Pace University,
3 SpruceSt. 212-279-4200. Sept. 8 and Sept. 10
at8.)
COUNTER)INDUCTION:

“CRITICAL DISTANCE!
groupof new-muste experts (including the pi-
anist Blair McMillen and the violinist Asmira
Woodward-Page) offer music by academic com-
posers both edgy(Eric Moe, Alexandre Lunsqu)
and distinguished (Karel Husa). The program
begins with-an Ameneaa premibre by.che Pan

n theatrical composer Georges Aperghis. (Tenti
ultural Institute, 43A W. 13th St. Sept. 9 at 8.

A donation1s suggested.)
AUSTRIAN CULTURAL FORUM:
“MOSTLY MODERN"

The Forum, which usesits sleek little concert
hall to proudly promote Viennese music old and
new, begins a wide-ranging festival of modern
and contemporary works with an all-Webern re-
catal (including the Three Songs, Op. 25, set to

   

 

   

poems by Hildegard Jone) offered by the so-
prano Anna Maria Panimer and thepianist Clem-
ens Zeilnger. (11 E. S2nd St. Sept. 9 and Sept.
12 at 8. For free tickets, which are required,call
212-319-5300.)
ARGENTO CHAMBER ENSEMBLE:
"FRENCH CONNECTIONS”

A recently formed new-music ensemble that (de-
spite its Italian name) showcases the works of
French and Francophile composers offers a small
classic by Druckman(the tart “Valentine,” for
double bass) along with premiéres by Michel
Galante, Michael Klingbeil, and Philippe Hurel
(“4 Varrations,” a jazz-influenced percussion con-
certo that employs fifteen large alinglocken, or
cowbells). (Merkin Concert Hall, 129 W. 67thSt.
212-501-3330. Sept. 10 at 8:30.)
JUPITER SYMPHONY CHAMBER PLAYERS
Movingbackto its acousticallysatisfying lon;
time venue, the Jens Nygaard tribute ensemble
continues the late conductor’s penchantfor ob-
scure repertory, combining a Divertimento by
Michael Haydn and a Piano Quintet by Bartok
(who knew?) with Joseph Haydn's Piano Trio
No. 25 (the “Gypsy”). The pianist Adam Nei
man and the violinist Philppe Quint jomn the
ensemble.(Good Shepherd Presbyterian Church,
152 W. 66th St. 212-799-1259. Sept. 12 at 2
and 7:30.)
MUSICIANS FOR HARMONY
This impromptufall concert,first offered in the
wake of 9/11, has become an annualtradition that
aims to bridge the gap between the musical styles
of East and West. The violinist Amold Stemhardt
andthe cellist Peter Wiley (both of the Guarneri
Quartet), the Shanghai String Quartet, the Iranian
ney player Siamak Jahanguri, and the MusiqueSans
Frontieres ensemble offer a program that includes
music by Beethoven, Jandéek (the Quartet No. 1
“Kreutzer Sonata”), and Hossein Alizadch. (Mer™
kin Concert Hall, 129 W. 67th St. 212-501-3330.
Sept. 13 at 7:30.)

  

 

 

OUT OF TOWN

SOUTH MOUNTAIN CONCERTS
‘Theshort but high-class autumn sertes (which 1s
largely sold out on subscription) continues with
a concert by the commanding Emerson String
Quartet, which will offer works by Mozart (the
“Dissonant” Quartet), Shostakovich (the Fourth
Quartet), and Brahms (the Quartet m A Minor).
(Route 7, Pittsfield, Mass. Sept.11 at 3. Remain-
ingtickets at the door. For more information, see
www:southmountainconcerts.org.)

 

MOVIES
OPENING

CAMPFIRE

Joseph Cedar directed this Israeli drama, about
a widowed mother who wants to join the
newreligtous settlement movement in the West
Bank, which she can’t dounless she remarr-
res. In Hebrew. OpeningSept. 9. (Village East
Cinemas.)
COTE D'AZUR

A comedy about a group of family members on
vacation whoget entangled in affairs and misun-
derstandings. Directed by Ohvier Ducastel and
Jacques Martineau. In French. OpeningSept. 9.
(Angelika FilmCenter and Chelsea Cinemas.)
EDGE CODES.COM:

THE ART OF MOTION PICTURE EDITING

A documentaryabout film editing, including in-
terviews with George Lucas and Thelma Schoon-
maker, directed byAlex Shuper. Opening Sept.8.
(Proneer Theatre.)
THE EXORCISM OF EMILY ROSE

Laura Linneyplays a lawyer defending a contro-
versial Catholic priest (Tom Wilkinson), ina thriller
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about demonic possession. Directed by Scott
Derrickson, OpeningSept. 9. (In wide release.)
KEANE
Reviewed belowin Now Playing. Opening Sept. 9.
(Sunshine Cinema.)
THE MAN
Samuel L. Jackson plays an EB. agent and Eu-
gene Levy plays a dental-supply salesman, m an
odd-couple action comedy. Les Mayfield (“Blue
Streak”) directed. Opening Sept. 9. (In wide
release.)
MUSIC FROM THE INSIDE OUT
Dantel Anker directed this documentary, which
interweaves the musicof the Philadelphia Orches-
tra with the personal stories of ts musicians.
OpeningSept. 9. (Cinema Village.)
THE OUTSIDERS—THE COMPLETE NOVEL

Francis Ford Coppola has added a newbegin-
ning, ending, and soundtrack to his 1983 adap-
tation of the S. E. Hinton novel. With C. Thomas
Howell, Matt Dillon, Diane Lane, Ralph Mac-
chio, Rob Lowe, Patrick Swayze, Emilio Estevez,
‘Tom Cruise, and Leif Garrett. Opening Sept. 9.
(Empire25.)
STEAL ME

‘A dramadirected by Melissa Painter, about a
fifteen-year-old kleptomaniac searching for his
mother, a prostitute m Montana. Opening Sept.
9. (Village East Cinemas.)
TOUCH THE SOUND

‘Thomas Ruedelsheimer (“Rivers and Tides”) di-
rected this documentary, about Evelyn Glennie,
a Grammy-winning drummer who1s deaf. Open-
ing Sept. 7. (IFC Center.)
AN UNFINISHED LIFE
Reviewed below in NowPlaying. Opening Sept.
9. (In wide release.)

NOW PLAYING

THE ARISTOCRATS

In this one-of-a-kind documentary, made by Paul
Provenza and Penn Jillette (of Penn & Teller),
some ofthe greatest Comics of the daytake turns
telling a simple dirty yoke from vaudeville days.
The joke 1s about a show-business family, and it
features a short setup, a two-word punch line,
and aninfinitely expandable middle section de-
tailing the spectal nature of the family’s act. In
that redolent middle, the cormics exercise thetr vir-
tuosityat excremental, incestuous, and bestial
themes. The joke is told tenderly byPaul Reiser,
urbanely by Martin Mull, seductively by the sub-
ume Sarah Silverman,gravely and with much lov-
ing, superfluous detail by George Carlin, and
shrilly, with an emotionborderingon hysterta, by
the inspired prac Gilbert Gottfried. Comics nor-
mally smothered underthe blanket of family en-
tertainment—Whoopi Goldberg,Jason Alexander,
Bob Saget—comealive in wild-eyed bursts of ob-
scene invention.After a few variations, the words
nolonger shock. The familiar obsessions, as they
comeoff here, are so gleefully extravagant—an-
other organ, another fluid, another outrage!—that
oneexperiences them as a desire to embrace hfe
morefully, or at least to embrace telling more
fully—David Denby (Reviewed n our issue of
8/29105.) (In wide release.)
ASYLUM
A disappointment, at once silly and chilly, from
David Mackenzie, who made “Young Adam” with
Ewan McGregor. ‘The wildness that flared around
that movie has abated with ominous speed, Nata-
sha Richardson, whoalso executive produced the
new picture, stars as Stella Raphael, who, with her
young son, accompanies her husband, Max (Hugh
Bonneville), to his new position at an asylum.There
they find, in ascending order of strangeness, Dr.
Cleave (lan McKellen) and his brooding patient
Edgar (Marton Csokas), whose career includes stints
first as a sculptor andthen as a homicidal maniac.
His sexual adhesion toStella 1s perhapsthe least
surprising development in any movie this year; the
whole film, indeed, rejorces in the predictable, right
downto the rumed tower where the lovers meet.
McKellen enjoys the nonsense for whatits, whereas
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Richardson treats it with a vitreous solemnity.
“Theresult, with tsconstramed, Britain-bashing arch-
ness, could have been made’a third of a century
ago.—Anthorry Lane (8/22/08) (In wide release.)
THE BAXTER
In this genial but neutered independent comedyby
the young writer-director Michael Showalter, who
alsostars, the title refers to the loser in love. Show-
alter plays Elhot Sherman, a repressed Brooklyn
CPA, who meets two women—a high-powered
socialite (Elizabeth Banks) and a quirkyrural mis-
fit (Michelle Wilhams)—and spends the rest of the
film stumbling ito the right choice. Showalter, a

withoutthe energy or courage to be a work
of art.—D.D.(8/8 & 15/05) (In wide release.)
THE BROTHERS GRIMM
Terry Gillhamhad a good 1dea—to re-create the
onginsof the farry-tale-spinning Brothers Gamm—
but, as it turns out, the movie is yet another
noisy, hyperbolic, digital farce, with people jump-
ing in and out of the frame and turning into
corpses and then comingback tolife, trees end-
Iessly moving around the woods, and much gen-
eral tumult, and the movie quickly becomes te-
dious. As the more intellectual and scholarly
Jacob’ Grimm, Heath Ledger is often charming,

 

TABLES FOR TWO
PERRY ST

176 Perry St. (212-352-1900)— InsideJean-Georges
Vongerichten’s latest venture, which anchors the
middle tower of Richard Meter’s glass-sheathed
celebrity housing projects onthe West Side High
way, the most prominent features are load-bearing
concrete columns(supporting, among the famously
flipped lofts, Vongerichten’s own home). Unlike
the tarted-up V Steakhouse, at the Time Warner
Center, PerrySt is more spartan. There are no col-
ors, no curves, and only eight entrées to choose
from. And the bestitems, barely two months after
opening, are the ones for which Vongerichten acts
as a kind of curator of summer flavors.

Recent appetizers are inspired by the farmer's
market. The heirloom tomatoes, paired with supe-
rior house-made mozzarella, were garnished with
celery leaves and red-wine vinaigrette. There was
a wonderful warm pickled peach withgoat cheese
on frisée salad, and a savory dill broth over baby
carrots and radishes. The forty-dollar starter of
osetra caviar generously mounded over a slab of
gentlywarmed hamachi was less local but still more
a matter of careful placement than cooking.

‘The entrées involve greatereffort from the
kitchen, and the results are mixed.A bowloffresh-

 

Ee

squeezed cherry-tomato juice has a stunning fla~
vor that nearly justifies the only passable piece
of Arctic char that rt accompanies. ‘The rack of
lambhas a velvet texture that contrasts nicely with
a crust of chile-spiced bread crumbs. But the rab-
bit meat poached and packed into cylinder coated
in crispy panko 1s disconcertingly odd, andits fla-
vors of Japanese citrus chilt and a soybean purée
only make it worse,

‘Vongerichten, who often pads aroundthe din-
ing room in a chef’s coat overpin-striped suit pants
and very supple-lookgloafers, plans to change
his menu with the seasons. It will beinteresting
to see what he does with winter’s abundance of
turnips. But he ought to start over with the des-
sert menu, which, aside froma perkycombination
of poached cherries with pistachios and pistachio
ice cream, includes some dull chocolate pud-
ding and a wan cheesecake with what taste like
maraschino strawbernes. One evening a diner on
his wayout whispered a warning, “Don’t get the
doughnuts!” (Open daily for lunch and dinner.
Entrées $22-$38,)

—Owen Phillips

 

member ofthe former comedy troupe the State,
wntes funny and smartlyconstructed scenes, but as
a director he offers, for better and for worse, a comic
actors’ showcase. He himself 1s unsure whether to
beJack Lemmonor JohnCleese, but the sublime
Michelle Willams holds the screen magnetically with
herdewy-eyed channelling of the young Shirley Mac-
Laine. The film is knowingly modelled on such Hol-
Iywood romances as “The Apartment,” and Show
alter also borrows therr constraints: there's nosex,
politics, worldly context, or ethnic diversity. In the
classic comedies, sparks flew although the fric-
tion stayed offscreen. Here there’s nofriction at
all.—Richard Brody(Inwide release.)
BROKEN FLOWERS
Jim Jarmusch linking up withBill Murray1s a
‘case of Mr. Cool meeting Mr. Cool, and the re-
sultingstlences are deafening. Murrayplays Don
Johnston, whois allegedly an aging Don Juan.
But Murray is so quiet and self-contained that
he seems to want nothing. Whenhe sets out on
the road to visit the women he was dating
twenty years ago, one of whom may have con-
ceived a son with him, the movie turns into a
kind ofelegant alenated travelogue. Some of
the actresses Murray encounters do extremely
well in their brief appearances, especially Sha-
ron Stone, as a hard-luck blonde whodoesn’t
demandtoo much fromhfe, andJessica Lange,
as an iron-willed fraud who “talks to antmals.”
Jarmusch is good at the evanescent emotionsof
lost love and unfulfilled lives, but the movie 1s
all gesture and unspokenlonging.It’s all of a
piece, and well observed, but it’s an art object

but Matt Damon, as Wilhelm Grimm, wearmg
Napoleonic-era locks that make his features look
as bulbous as those of a carved puppet (if that
was the point, tt doesn’t work to the actor’s ad-
vantage), never finds anything to play. Gilliam,
of course, has a wild visual imagination and an
exuberant sense of character, but the comedyis
so frenetic it quickly cancels ttself out. With Lena
Headey as a fearless maiden, Peter Stormareand
Jonathan Pryce trymghard to be grotesque, and
lots of crones, misshapenvillagers holding pitch-
forks, andthe like—D.D. (In widerelease.)
THE CONSTANT GARDENER

A frenzied adaptation of a John le Carré novel,
if that is not a contradiction in terms. Ralph
Fiennes plays a refined but bumbling British dip-
lomat whoarrives inKenya with his belligerent
newwife (Rachel Weisz). Impatient with niceties,
she goes after the pharmaceutical giants, who are
testing a new drug and covering up the results.
Whenshe dies, apparently in an accident, her lov-
ing and uncomprehending husband is forced to
retrace her steps and rekindle someofherfire.
The movie 1s a curtous, rotling mix of genres that
stirs marital romance into a heated indictment of
a vast, conspiratorial crime. Thriller junkies will
find it tempting but fragmentary; how1s one sup-
posed to take a car chase that ends with both
drivers getting outfor a chat? The director 1s Fer-
nando Meirelles, who has imported the busystyle
ofhis last picture, “City of God,” and given
it an extra jolt; the images of Africa, forever
inhot pursuit of one another, leave you not so
muchexhilarated as exhausted, long before the

 



story is done. With Danny Huston and a mischie-
vous Bill Nighy.—A.L. (9/5/05) (In wide release.)
THE 40-YEAR-OLD VIRGIN
Reviewedthis week in The Current Cmema.(In
wide release.)
FOUR BROTHERS
JohnSingleton directed this ensemble piece about
four brothers out to avenge the death of their
foster mother.I's an entertaining exercise in style:
specifically, an urban Western, in which the spirit
of Wyatt Farp hovers nearby as the men go about
finding the killers. The movie is utterly_prepos-
terous—the script cobbled together from “Oprah”
moments and tough gangsta dramas—but there’s
plenty of gritty interplay between the brothers
(played by Mark Wahlberg,Tyrese Gibson, Gar-
rett Hedlund, and Outkast’s Andre Benjamin)
that’s believable. Singleton moves thefilm along
swiftly and unapologetically, creating a chaotic
and graphic revenge drama that’s almost purely
visceral—Bruce Diones (In wide release.)
GRIZZLY MAN

‘Theindefatigable Werner Herzog has made a bril-
Tiant documentary about an American saint and
fool—Timothy Treadwell, a failed actor and Cal-
fornia surfer whofell in love with the grizzly
bears in Alaska and whospent a dozen summers
with the bears, usually alone and always unarmed.
All was well until October, 2003, when Treadwell
andhis girlfriend, Amie Huguenard, were attacked
and devoured bya hungry long-nosed grizzly.
Whenthe hundred hours of video footage that
Treadwell shotin the last five years of his excur-
sionsfell into Herzog’s hands, the Germanfilm-
maker interviewed Treadwell’s friends and ex-
girlfriends, naturalists, and park-service officers
and wove the footageinto a startling meditation
on nature and innocence. Herzog is properlyre-
spectful of Treadwell, but he interprets the Amer-
ican as an impatient misfit who relieved his mis-
anthropy with neurotic protestations of love in
the wilderness. Treadwell doesn’t seem to under-
stand that death is at the center of any ecological
balance, but Herzog,turnsout, sees nothing, but
death innature. Neither man,it seems, 1s willing
to admut that a bear is a bear is a bear—D.D.
(8/8 & 15/05) (In wide release.)
SJUNEBUG
Meet the in-laws, North Carolinastyle. Phil Mor-
rison’s remarkably assured directorial début, about
a cosmopolitan art dealer (Embeth Davidtz) who
travels with her new husband (Alessandro Nivola)
to his family home, is snarkily funny and unex-
pectedly moving. Set over a long weekend, the
story (by Angus MacLachlan) focusses on the in-
teraction between Davidtz’s somewhat flounder-
ing character and the members of her husband’s
complex famuly, There’s an unhurried attentionto
detail that Morrison brings to the story which al-
ows the crisp dialogue anddeep characterizations
room to breathe. The various narrative strands—
the domineering mother (Celia Weston) who fa-
vors one son over another, the chatterbox sister-
in-law (a luminous Amy Adams) who hungers for
connection—come together to form a contempla-
tivepicture of a surprisingly fragile Southern fam-
ily.—B.D.(In wide release.)
KEANE
Lodge Kerrigan’s independent dramatracks, n re-
Ientless closcup, the attempts of a distraught man
(Damian Lewis) to survive on the mean streets of
New York and New Jersey and to form fresh
bonds with a hard-bitten mother (AmyRyan) he
meets in a cheap motel, The red-haired Brit Da-
mian Lewis(from the TV series “Band of Broth-
ers”) brings a sexual aggressiveness to the role
that absolves the movie of mawkishness. What
we see is harrowing and squalid but also exhila-
rating and tender—D.D.(Sunshine Cinema.)
THE MAJOR AND THE MINOR

Determinedlysassy wartime comedyfrom 1942,
in which Ginger Rogers, as a New York career girl
downonher luck, without cnough money to re-
turn hometo Towa, dresses up as a twelve-year-
old and buys a half-fare railroad ticket. On the
train, she meets Ray Milland, an Army mayor sta-
tioned at a military schoolfor boys, and he 1s be-
wildered by his attraction to the overgrown tyke.
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Borders’ world music expert Chuck Hugener says:
“Brimming with energy and heart, this African duo's breakout album
is aninfectious blend of styles that has the joyous bounce of a pop record
‘and the earthy appealofMalian rhythms and grooves.”

 

Dimanche 4 Bamako, Amadou and Mariam’scollaboration with Franco-Spanish
maverick Manu Chao,is the year’s world music sensation in Europe and a Top 5 hit
in France. A blind married couple whoselife story is as remarkable as their music,

theartists draw on the musicaltraditions oftheir homeland, while also
embracing salsa, Cuban son, reggae, American R&B, and English blues-rock.

“A revelation — it soundseffortlessly modern and full of joie de vivre.”
~ Philadelphia Inquirer

“Every year there are one or two world music albumsthat become genuine

crossoverhits. This year,it’s probably going to be Dimanche 4 Bamako,”

~The Independent, London

BORDERS.
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‘The major’s fiancée (Rita Johnson) becomes suspi-
cious, sothe heroine is forced to keep up her cha-
rade, even while fending off lecherous youngsters
at the school. The farce situations are pushed too
broadly, andhave a sanctimoniouspatriotic veneer,
bur this first American film directed byBilly Wilder
was a box-office hit—Pauline Kael (Museum of
the Moving Image; Sept. 10.)
MARCH OF THE PENGUINS
Reviewed this week in The Current Cinema. (In
wide release.)
PRETTY PERSUASION
‘Thin, nasty, and not always as funny as you want
xt to be, this satire of American values takes off
fromthe mean-girls high-school genre and scores
somepoints. The heroine, Kimberly Joyce (Evan
Rachel Wood), a fifteen-year-old vamp with super-
fluous or missing parents (James Woods has some
funny bits as her anti-Semitic dad), has streaks of
perception and decency, but mamlyshe’s a ruthless
mover who wants celebrity and power. Wood, pert
ma school uniform and pale with a bit of rose in
her cheeks, does flip cynicism with such precise,
easy rhythms and such obvious pleasure in naugh-
tiness that she’s impossible to dislike. The cirector,
‘Marcos Siega, frames her performance within calm,
formally composed images—norapid movement,
no weird angles or rushed cutting “Pretty Persua
sion” is often as still as a painting—oneof its most
profane scenes 1s lit and framedlike an Old Mas-
ter. The rest ofthe castis negligible—D.D. (8/29/05)
(In wide release.)
RED EYE
Reviewedthis week m The Current Cinema.(In
wide release.)
SWEET SMELL OF SUCCESS
For several years, Tony Curtis had been a virtual
guarantor ofboxoffice success,and the New York
Tocationsfor this film were invaded by thousands
ofteen-agers, who broke throughpolice barri-
cades to get to their idol. But these throngs 1g-
nored the completed picture,in which Curtis grew

  

upinto an actor and gave whatwill probably be
rememberedas the best performance of his career.
Even the presence of that other box-office guar
antor Burt Lancaster did notlift the picture from
the red ink. This is understandable, because the
move is a slice of perversity—a study of dollar
and power worship, with Lancaster as a Broad-
way gossip columnist and Curtis as an ingratiat-
ing, blackmailing press agent. Clifford Odets never
came through more pungently as a screenwriters
hus distinctively idiomatic dialogue generally seems
like bad poetry when spoken fromthe screen,
but here it’s harshly expressive and taut. The di-
rector, Alexander Mackendrick, has a crisp film-
noir style: the production is shaped bya zest for
the corrupt milieu, the pulsating big-city life—the
streets, the night clubs, the cynical types, the noise
and desperation. His temperamentenables us t0
respondto the vitality in this decadence. The weak-
est part is in the contrasting sweetness and hght
of the younglovers, Martin Milner and Susan
Harrison. The melodrama is somewhat synthetic
and1s pitchedvery high, but the film has body
andflavor; even TonyCurtis’ name(Sidney Falco)
stays with’ one—that, and the inflectionhegives
to “avidly.” Released in 1957.—P.K.(Museum of
Modern Arcs Sept. 9.)
THREE DANCING SLAVES

In this tough, understated working-class drama,
three brothers struggle to survive in a ghetto
housingblock set in the midst of a natural lake-
side paradise near the French Alps. Marc (Nico-
las Cazalé), a drug addict,seeks revenge on bru-
tal dealers; Christophe (Stéphane Rideau), just
released from prison, tries to straightenhimself
out; and the youngest, Olivier (Thomas Dumer-
chez), looks for his own path amid conflicting
loyalties. If the resolution, including a conven-
tional gay coming-of-age story, sporls with sen-
timent the subtle touches that set it up, the di-
rector, Gacl Morel, nonetheless brings the
characters’ inner turbulencetolife with a keen

   

 

 

“[Boyle is] a waggish gazetteer of the

postmodern American Landscape.”

ECony
Pemataste
Besseunsaude

—Entertainment Weekly

“Overall inventiveness,
flash, and just plain
entertainmentvalue.”
—The New York Times Book Review

Available wherever books aresold.
Visit TC. Boyle at www.tcboyle.com

Speak is an imprint of Penguin Group (USA)Inc. + www.penguin.com/teens.  

documentarylike attention to material detail. The
actors are uniformly reserved, and the film, 1f not
profound, has the ring oftruth. In French.—R.B.
(Angelika Film Center.)
2046
‘The latest and grandest work from Wong Kar-wa1
has the form of a sequel to “In the Mood for Love”
butis also an amphfication of its rhapsodic themes.
Tony Leung plays Chow, a wniter who moves into
a small Hong Kong hotel, befriends the daughter
of the owner (Faye Wong), and gradually works
his way through a number of equally beautiful
women,including a neighboring call girl (Zhang
Ziyi) and a gambler vath a Black glove (Gong Li).
“Fler past was like the glove she always wore—a
mystery,” the narrator confides, and therein les
both the enchantment andthe niggle of the film.
Everything here 1s made mysterious under compul-
sion; the gorgeousness of the photography, like the
ceaseless throbofthe score, throws a veil over each
detail, untl not just the characters but the settings,
too, begin to merge itoone another. There are
surges into science fiction (courtesyof a storythat
Chow1s writing), but they seem no less anesthe-
tized than the smokyworld ofhis girlfriends. What
they see in the guy1s anybody’s guess. In Canton-
ese, Japanese, and Mandarin—A.L. (8/22/05) (In
wide release.)
AN UNFINISHED LIFE
Lasse Hallstrém’s gentlydirected new drama 1s
well intentioned and watchable, but there’s a
warmed-over feeling about it that makes one’s in-
terest droop. It maybe only a quirk of schedul-
ing (this Miramax release has been on the shelf
for a while), but the relationship between a gruff,
elderly Robert Redford (a Wyoming ranch owner)
and a rucful Morgan Freeman comes awfully close
to the relationship between a gruff, elderly Clint
Eastwood and a rueful Freeman in “Million Dol-
lar Baby.” Jennifer Lopez, giving a decent perfor-
mance, turns up as Redford’s daughter-in-law,
whomhe detests because he thinks she’s respon-
sible for the death ofhis son. There’s also a big
bear, andthe theme1s that you have to forgive
both bears and yourself before you can forgive
other people.—D.D.(In wide release.)
WEDDING CRASHERS
Jeremy(Vince Vaughn) and John (Owen Wilson),
a pair of divorce mediators, spend their summer
weekendsrolling up to the weddings of people
they don’t know and becoming thelife and soul
ofthe party. The directo, David Dobkin, and the
wniters, Steve Faber and Bob Fisher, kick off with
a hec¢ montageof good will, and the first twenty
minutes are rabid with simple pleasure. Then Jer-
emyand John hit a swish society affair, in which
the Treasury Secretary, William Cleary’ (Christo-
pher Walken), 1s marryingoff one ofhis daugh-
ters, leaving two more (Rachel McAdamsandIsla
Fisher) to be ogled by our heroes, whereupon the
fizz—and the generosity—starts to leak away.
Thank heaven for the leading men—especially
Vaughn, a hopped-up Gary Cooper whoshoots
his mouthoff with such scattershotbrio that he
flubs the occasional word, or picks an overheated
one(“Erroneous!Erroneous!”), or forgets to pause
for breath. This is a dumb-ass picture about dumb-
ass men,Still, sometimes ten per cent of your brain
1s just enough—A.L.. (7/25/05) (In wide release.)

Also Playing

GAMES OF LOVE AND CHANCE: IFC Center.
MAD HOT BALLROOM:Inwiderelease. MURDER-
BALL: Sunshine Cinema. REEL PARADISE: IFC
Center. TRANSPORTER 2: In widerelease. UNDER-
CLASSMAN:In wide rcleasc. WILLIAM EGGLESTON
IN THE REAL WORLD: Film Forum.

 

 

REVIVALS, CLASSICS, ETC.

Titles with a dagger are reviewed above.

ANTHOLOGY FILM ARCHIVES
32 Second Ave., at 2nd St. (212-505-5181)-
“New Filmmakers.” Sept. 7 at 6: “Operatio
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FrancisFord Coppola’ “TheOutsiders—
The CompleteNovel”opens September9.

Ice Water” (2004, JoshShaffer). ¢ Sept. 7 at 8:15:
“Containment: Life After Three Mile Island”
(2004, Chris Boebel and Nick Poppy). ¢ “A Trib-
ute to Curtis Harrington.” Sept. 8-13 at 7: “Usher”
(2002). # Sept. 8 and Sept. 12 at “What’s the
Matter with Helen?” (1971). # Sept. 9 at 9:
“Games” (1967). # Sept. 10 at 9: “Night Tide”
(1961). # Sept, L1 andSept, 13 at The Kill-
ing Kind”(1973). # Specialscreening. Sept. 11
at 4:30, 6:30, and 8:30: “Notre Musique” (2004,
Jean-Luc Godardin French).
BAM ROSE CINEMAS
30 Lafayette Ave., Brooklyn (718-636-4100)—
New York Korean Film Festival. All films are
in Korean,Sept. 7 at 6:50: “The Big Swindle”
(2004, Chor Dong-Hoon). ¢ Sept. 7 at 9:
“Mapado:All About the Hemp & Widows”
(2005, Chu Chang-Min). # Sept. 8 at 6:50:
“Ghost House” (2005, Kim Sang-Jin). # Sept.
8 at 9:15: “lnnocent Steps” (2008, Park Yount
Hoon). ¢ Sept. 9 at 6:50: “The Mother, the Mer-
maid” (2004, Park Heung-Sik). # Sept. 9 at
9:15: “Spider Forest” (2004, Song I-Gon). ¢
Sept. 10 at 3: “Romance of Their Own” (2004,
Kim Tae-Kyun). ¢ Sept. 10 at 6: “Another Pub-
lic Enemy” (2005, Kang Woo-Suk). # Sept. 10
at 9: “Bunshinsaba” (2004, Ahn Byeong-Ki). ¢
Sept. 11 at 3:“A Momentto Remember”(2004,
Lee Jae-Han). ¢ Sept. 11 at 6: “MyBrother®
(2004, Ahn Kwon-Tae). # Sept. 11 at 9: “Hyp-
notized” (2004, Kim In-Shik). ¢ Through Sept.
26: “PartyGirls and Outlaws: Nicholas Ray.”
Sept. 12 at 6:50 and 9:15: “The True Story of
Jesse James” (1957). ¢ Through Oct. 6: “Dou-
ble Dutch.” Sept. 13 at 6:50 and 9:15: “Brook-
lyn Stories” (2002, Jos de Putter) and “Nor
His Donkey” (2000, de Putters in Dutch, French,
and English).
FILM FORUM
W. Houston St. west of Sixth Ave. (212-727-
8110)—“Summer Samurai.” All films are in Jap-
anese. Sept. 7 at 1, 5:10, and 9:10: “Samurai As-
sassin” (1965, Kihacht Okamoto). # Sept. 7 at

  

  

 

   
  

    

3:20 and 7:30- “Zatoichi the Fugitive” (1963,
Tokuzo Tanaka). # Sept. 8 at 1, 3:10, 5:20, 7:30,
and 9:40; “Throne of Blood” (1957, Akira Ku-
rosawa) # Sept. 9-10 at 2, 4:30, 7, and 9:30:
“The Sword of Doom” (1966, Kihacht Oka-
moto). ¢ Sept. 11-12. at 1:30, 4:30, and 7:30:
“Bandits vs. Samurai Squadron” (1978, Hideo
Gosha). # Sept. 13 at 1, 3:10, 5:20, 7:30, and
9:40: “Samurat Saga” (1959, Fliroshi Inagaki).
FLORENCE GOULD HALL

55 E. 59th St, (212-355-6160)—*Cinéma Tues-
days.” Sept. 13 at 12:30, 4:30, and 8: “Céline
and Julie Go Boating” (1974, Jacques Rivettes
1m French).
IFC CENTER
323 Sixth Ave., at W. 3rd St. (212-924-7771)—
“Weekend Classics.” Sept. 9-11 at noon: “The 400
Blows” (1959, Francois Truffaut; in French). #
“Waverly Midmghts.” Sept. 9-10: “Purple Rain”
(1984,Albert Magnoli)..
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART
Royand Niuta Titus Theatres, 11 W, 53rd St.
(212-708-9480)—Through Sept. 30: “Alexander
Mackendrick: Auteur and Academic.” Sept. 7
at 6: “The Manin the White Suit” (1951). ¢
Sept. 7 at 8 and Sept. 11 at 2: “Mandy,” a.k.a.
“CrashofSilence” (1952, Mackendrick and Fred
E Sears). ¢ Sept. 8 at 6 and Sept. 11 at 5: “The
Maggie” (1954). Sept. 8 at 8 and Sept. 12 at
6: “The Ladykillers” (1955). # Sept. 9 at 6:30:
“Sweet Smell of Success” (t). # Sept. 9 at 8:30
and Sept. 12 at 8: “Sammy Going South”
(1963). ¢ Sept. 10 at 6: “A High Wind in Ja-
maica” (1965). ¢ Sept. 10 at 8:15: “Don’t Make
Waves” (1967). # Special screening. Sept. 7 at
8:30 and Sept. 10 at 4:30: “The Flaming City”
(1963, Dick Higgins). ¢ “112 Years of Cinema.”
Sept. 8 at 8:30: “Clueless” (1995, Amy Hecker-
ling). ¢ Sept. 10 at 7: “China Gate” (1957, Sam-
uel Fuller). ¢ Sept. 10 at 9: “The Hired Hand”
(1971, Peter Fonda). ¢ Sept. 11 at 2: “The Gaunt-
let” (1977, Clint Eastwood). ¢ Sept. 1 at “The
Cooler” (2003, Wayne Kramer). ¢ Sept. 12 at
5:45: “Barcelona” (1994, Whit Stillman). +
“Anime!!” Sept. 9 at 8:30 and Sept. 10 at 2:
“Mind Game” (2004, Masaaki Yuasa; mn Japa-
nese). # Special premiére. Sept. 12 at 8: “The
Life and Times of Frida Kahlo” (2005, Amy
Stechler)..
MUSEUM OF THE MOVING IMAGE

35th Ave. at 36th St., Astoria (718-784-0077}—
Sept. 9 at 7:30: “I Am Cuba,the Siberian Mam-
moth” (2004, Vicente Ferrays in Portuguese). #
Through Novy. 13: “Some Like It Wild he
CompleteBilly Wilder.” Sept. 10 at 2: “The Major
and the Minor” (). # Sept. 10-11 at 4: “Dou-
ble Indemnity” (1944). # Sept. 11 at 2: “The
Bad Seed” (1934, Wilder and Alexander Esway;
inFrench). # Repertory nights. Sept. 10 at 7:30
and Sept. 11 at 6:30: “Persona” (1966, Ingmar
Bergman).
SUNSHINE CINEMA
143 E. HoustonSt. (212-330-8182)—Midnight
movies. Sept. 9-10: “Army of Darkness” (1993,
Sam Raimi).
THALIA THEATRE
SymphonySpace, Broadway at 95th St. (212-864-
5400)—*Current Cinema.” Sept. 11 at 5 and Sept.
13 at 9: “Me and You and Everyone We Know”
(2005, Miranda July). # “Thalia FilmClassics.”
Sept. 11 at 7 and Sept. 13 at 6: “Ikiru” (1952,
Akira Kurosawa; in Japanese).
WALTER READE THEATRE
Lincoln Center (212-875-5600)—Through Sept.
20: “Latinbeat 2005: RecentFilms from Latin
America.”All films are in Spanish, except where
noted. Sept. 7 at 1 and Sept. 8 at 7:15: “The
Heart of Jesus” (2003, Marcos Loayza). # Sept.
7 at3, Sept. 9 at 9:30, and Sept. 11 at 9: “My
Best Enemy” (2004,Alex Bowen). ¢ Sept. 8 at 1:
“Step Forward” (2004,Ea K.Schneider). # Sept.
8 at 3:15 and Sept. 11 at 4:15: “Buena Vida De-
livery” (2004, LeonardoD1 Cesare). # Sept. 8 at
Se15 and Sept. 10 at “The Immortal” (2005,
Mercedes Moncada-Rodriguez). # Sept. 8 at 9:15:
“Bombon, the Dog” (2004, Carlos Sorin). # Sept.
9 at 3:15 andSept. 11 at 6:15: “Moonof Avel-
laneda” (2004, Juan José Campanella) # Sept. 10
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at 9:30 and Sept. 13 at 2:45: “The King” (2004,
Antonio Dorado). # Sept. 13 at 4:45: “What
Is It Worth?” (2005, Sergio Bianchi; in Portu-
guese). ¢ “Spotlight on Federico Luppi.” Sept. 9
at 1 and 6:30: “Time of Revenge” (1981, Adolfo
‘Aristarain), # Sept. 10 at 1: “Martin” (1997, Anis-
tarain). # Sept. 10 at 6: “Men with Guns” (1997,
John Sayles). ¢ Sept. 11 at 2:15 and Sept. 13 at
1: “FannyDirty Little War” (1983, Héctor Oli-
vera). # Sept. 13 9: “The Devil's Backbone”
(2001, Gutllermodel Toro).

  

  

 

READINGS AND TALKS

NEW-YORK HISTORICAL SOCIETY
Thelongtime newspaper reporters fim Dwyer
and Kevin Flynndiscuss their book, “102 Min-
utes: The Untold Story of the Fight to Survive In-
side the Twin Towers.” (170 Central Park W., at
77th St. 212-485-9275. Sept. 8 at 6:30.)
RICHARD HELL

The downtown musician and punk avatar offers
selections from his second novel, “Godlike,” which
1s set in the Fast Village m the early seventies.
(McNally Robinson Booksellers, 52 Prince St. No
tickets necessary. Sept. 8 at 7.)
“SUNDAYS AT SUNNY'S™
The monthly Red Hook reading series turns to
the City section of the Times. Its editor, Con-
stance Rosenblum,will be joined by the contrib-
utors Ivor Hanson, Ernesto Quifionez, and Ste-
vyen Kurtuz for what promises to be anafternoon
of entertamingvignettes aboutlife in the five bor-
oughs. (253 Conover St., between Beard and Reed
Sts. For more information, call 718-875-3677.
Sept. 11 at 3.)

JAPAN SOCIETY

‘The museum inaugurates a series devoted to the
work of prominent Japanese playwrights. The ac-
tors James Saito and Michi Barall read an Eng-
lish translation of “Chichi to Kurascba” (“The
Face of Jizo”), Hisashi Inoue’s drama abouta fa-
ther and daughter in Hiroshima at the end of the
Second World War. (333 E. 47th St. 212-752-
3015. Sept. 12 at 7:30.)
ARIEL LEVY

Levy, a magazine journalist, reads from her newly
published eniique of contemporary womanhood,
“Female Chauvinist Pigs: Women andthe Rise
ofRaunch Culture.” (The Comer Bookstore, Mad-
ison Ave. at 93rd St. Notickets necessary. Sept.
13 at 6.)
“POETRY IN THE PARK"

Theoutdoor readingseries continues with Eric
Baus, Tracy K. Smith, and Aaron Smith. (Bryant
Park, Sixth Ave. at 42nd St. For more informa-
tnon,call 212-274-0343. Sept. 13 at 6:30.)
WALTER MOSLEY

‘The novelist reads from “CinnamonKiss,” the
latest in his Easy Rawlinsdetective seri. (Hunter
College Faculty Dining Room, West Building,
Lexington Ave. at 68th St. 8th fl. For reserva-
tions, which are required, call 212-772-4007.
Sept. 13 at 7:30.)

  
   

ABOVE AND BEYOND

"WHAT COMES AFTER"

This downtown festwval, organized around the
fourth anniversary of 9/11, focusses on how the
arts canbe instrumental in helpmg a city recover
from a traumatic event. It features roundtable

discussions, including an homage to Susan Son-
tag led by the poet and translator Richard How-
ard, art installations, walking tours, and presum-
ably cathartic performances by the likes of the
vocalist Diamanda Gakis and the comedian Dann
Hoch. (Sept. 8-11, For more information, visit
wwwwilmee.net,)
ART PARADE

More evidence of art’s restorative powers will be
on display when Ryan McGmnness, Steve Powers,
Julie Atlas Muz, and a slew of the city’s most cre-
ative types marchthrough SoHo along Grand
Street from CrosbyStreet to Wooster Street. They'll
beaccompanied by floats, placards, and street per-
formances. Whenthey're done marching they'll
engage ina good oldfashioned block pat, with
muste provided by the Hungry March Band, the
Sasssor Sisters, and others. (Sept. 10, starting at 4.
For more information, call 212-343-7300.)
AUCTIONS AND ANTIQUES

Christie's saunters into the new season with one
ofits handy House Sales on Sept. 7-8, supplying
a very serious George I gothie-style bookcase for
the storing of leather-bound tomes, daybeds for
the enjoyment of romance novels, anda silver-
and-ory reliquary or a Burmese bodhisattva for
reflections onthe divine. “A Lalique for Every
Table” could be the title of the sale on Sept. 9,
whichfeatures twentieth-centurydecorative arts,
including a large collection of glass objects (vases,
plates, boxes, and even “mascots” to personalize
the hood of your car) by the French design house.
(20 Rockefeller Plaza, at 49th St. 212-636-2000.) #
‘The fall season begms quietly at Sotheby's, with
an auction of Impressionist and modern art works
onSept. 13; Renoir’s painting “JeuneFille & la
Charlotte” leads the sale. (York Ave at 72nd St.
212-606-7000.)
 

 

ON THE HORIZON THE THEATRE (1867-1938)at the Whitney latest album is this year’s
— TOGETHER, FOREVER aimstoreposition him as “Belladonna”; he’ll play
DANCE Oct. 4 a majorfigure in the at Irving Plaza with the
WITH FEATHERS developmentoftwentieth- Chicago post-rock icons
Sept. 19-24 Max and Leo becomeFelix century art. Subtitled ‘Tortoise. (212-777-6800.)

and Oscar, as Broadway's “A Passion for Color,” the
Thecorridors and stairwells dynamic duo,Nathan Lane show will include work MOVIES
ofDanceTheatreWorkshop and Matthew Broderick, spanning Bluemner’s CITY LIGHTS
will be lined with reeds follow uptheir “Producers” entire career,from hisearly Oy 15-16
during the world premiére synergy with a revival architectural drawings
ofthe local choreographer ofNeil Simon's “The Odd tohis late, color-saturated “Coney Island at Night”
Jennifer Monson’s new Couple,”which is in symbolic landscapes. (1905) and “A Bronx
dance, “Flight ofMind.” previews before opening (212-570-3676.) Morning” (1931)are two
Monsor's ongoing project, Oct. 27 at the Brooks ofthesilent short films
“Bird Brain,” began with. Atkinson. (212-307-4100.) MIGHT LIFE capturing early-twentieth-
a studyofthe rooftop PRODUCTION VALUES centuryNewYork City
behaviors ofNewYork ART Oct.7 thatwill screenat the
City pigeonsin 2000 and OSCAR SEASON Museumofthe Moving
also includesinvestigations Q/y_7_Feh. 12 ‘The superstar producer Image,along with dozens of
into the migratory Daniel Lanois, noted for his American avant-gardefilms
patterns of ospreys, ducks, retrospective ofthe work with U2, Bob Dylan, from 1894 to 1941,by,among
geese, and even gray work ofthe Prussian-bom and Peter Gabriel, is alsoan others, Edison and Busby
whales. (212-924-0077.) artist Oscar Bluemner acclaimed soloartist whose Berkeley. (718-784-0077.)
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

COMMENT
IN THE RUINS

 

‘ew Orleansis an affrontto nature,
and nature isn’t shy about remind-

ing New Orleansofit. Lots of other
placesare affronts to nature, too, but, if
they are in the United States, they usually
have the hermeticallysealed feeling of
high-rise beachfront condominiums and
desert suburbs and houses perched on
mountaintops.New Orleans is too scruffy
ever to achieve that. Tendrils of vines
poke up through the floorboards. Paint
flakes,wood rots, stampsself-adhere, and
chunks ofconcrete mustfly out of the
roadbeds in the middleofthe night (how
else could they have disappeared?). The
air is wet and heavy enoughtoslice into
chunks andcarry out oftown in shopping
bags. Streamslose their coherence and
turn into swamps. Rats and roaches and
snakes sashay throughthegutters. South-
ern Louisiana is thesite ofmany environ-
mental depredations, but one ofthem will
never bea feeling oflocked-down steril-
ity as an appurtenance ofhumanhabita-

© tion. Nature hasthe upper hand.
Natural disasters are always lurking

& somewhere closetothe front ofthe New
3 Orleans mind—especially aquatic disas-
© ters,and most especially hurricanes. Hur-
& ricanes are an eternal themein thelitera-
3 ture ofNew Orleans,for reasons having
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more to do with NewOrleans than with
literature. Lafcadio Hearn’s story“Chita,”
aboutthe famoushurricane of 1856,be-
fore hurricanes had official names, got
down the rhythm that never changes:
the palpable gathering ofthe storm,the
largelyunheeded advicetoflee, the howl-
ing climax, the debris and the looting

afterward. His description of the storm
itself still works, too: “So the hurricane
passed,—tearingoffthe headsofthe pro-
digious waves,to hurl them a hundred
feet in the air,—heaping up the ocean
against the land,—upturning the woods.
Bays and passes were swollen to abysses;
rivers regorged; the sea-marshes were
changed to raging wastes ofwater.”

“Chita” wasfirst published in 1888.
Five years later, there was another devas-
tating hurricane,which returned the bar-

  

rier island next to the one described in
“Chita” to the possession of the Gulf of
Mexico. In the twentieth century, the
highest-impact aquatic disaster was the
Mississippi Riverflood of 1927(the sub-
ject of a lovely 1939 novella,“Old Man,”
by William Faulkner), but New Orleans
also gota direct hitfrom Hurricane Betsy,
in 1965, and had manynear-misses.The
late-summerhurricaneseason entails an
annual alteration of consciousness and a
distinct set ofrituals: laying in supplies,
taping windows, deciding how much to
trustofficial admonitions.Itfeels almost
like a sacramental activity, consecrating
the vulnerability that defines the place.
But there’s a peril in that, as is now obvi-
ous, when oneyear it’s the farthest thing
from just a ritual.

Tliketotease myfather,aNew Orlea-
nian, and a man whoseidea of a good
time wouldnotinclude “dealing with his
issues,” that he has neverfully explored
the implicationsofhaving been sent away
from his parents for six months, at the age
of one,tolive with relatives in Chicago
in the pestilential aftermath of the 1927
flood. Maybethat explains why he pre-
fers to spend hurricane season hunkered
down at home. In 1965, I cowered hap-
pily in myparents’ bed while Betsy beat
against our windows. Three seasons ago,
mystepmother persuaded myfather to

- evacuate—unnecessarily, it turned out.
Thisyear, the two ofthem actually flew
back to New Orleansfrom vacationthe
night before Katrinahit, just when you
were supposed to be getting out. On
Mondayafternoon,they were gloating;
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on Tuesday, they formed a small caravan
ofneighbors, bearing arms,and managed
to escape bycar, So for myfather evac-
uations—thefirst at the age ofone, the
otherat a few monthsshort ofeighty—
forma set ofbookendsforhis life, which,
like many New Orleanians, he has lived
entirely in one neighborhood.

When,after Katrina passed, the levees
broke and the pumpsfailed, another es-
sential part of at least this New Orlea-
nian’s mind wasactivated: the part de-
voted to doubt about our competence to
operate the purely humanaspects of our
society. New Orleansis, andfor a long
timehas been, the opposite ofa city that
works, It perennially ranks near the bot-
tom onpractically every basic measure of
civic health. It’s true that the Bush Ad-
ministration has repeatedly proposed cut-
ting the budget of the Army Corps of
Engineers, and thatfor years there has
beena list ofwidely agreed-upon hurri-
cane-protection measuresthatthe federal
governmenthas chosennotto fund,with
nowhorrific consequences. Butit’s also
true that, after the levees broke, we
watched every single system associated
with thelife ofcity fail: the electric grid,
the water system,the sewer system, the
transportationsystem,the telephonesys-
tem,the police force, the fire department,
thehospitals, even the system for dispos-
ing ofcorpses.Perhapsitis all the fault of
the force of the storm;I suspectthat, as

we move into the yearned-forrealm ofre-
liable information,we will find outthat
society and nature were co-conspirators
in the tragedy. Andthesocietal fault won't
all have beenthefederal government's.

‘The wetlands that protected thecity
onthesouth and westhave beendeterio-
rating from commercial exploitation for
years, thanks to inaction by Louisiana as

well as by the United States. It isn’tWash-
ington that decidedit’s O.K.tolet retail
establishments in New Orleanssell fire-
arms—whichare now being extensively
stolen and turnedto the service of in-
creasing the chaosin thecity. It seems
like a million years ago that President
Bush had admirers who saw in him a
Churchillian ability torally a nation in
crisis; last week, as both the President and
Michael Brown,the director ofthe Fed-
eral Emergency Management Agency,
offered bland, undignified, andill-timed
restatements of the obvious about the
direness ofthesituation,you could prac-
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PSALM AT HIGH TIDE

Rain ontheriver’s vinylsurface:
water that glitters,
water that hardly moves,
its branches witnessto trees,
to fronds,leaves, crab floats,pilings,
shoppingcarts, appliances—
the divine earth takes everything
in its woundedside and gives back
wholeness.
Tt bears the huddled profane
and endures the soaking
veneratedin its wild swirls—
this river fixed with woodenweirs,
radiant in misshapenglory.

tically see them thinking, I’m notgetting
blamedforthis! Butthey were positively
helpful next to Louisiana’s governor,who

cried andsaid thatwe should all pray,and
New Orleans’ mayor, whotold citizens
they should evacuate but didn't say how,
predicted a second major flood, which
didn't materialize, sniped at the federal
authorities,and kept reminding everyone
thatthesituation was desperate.

Because the feeling ofa crisis fades so
quickly, it’s worth recalling that for the
whole weekofthe hurricane most people
in the city had noaccess to official help.
‘The emergency numbers didn’t work.
There was no obvious person in charge,
and noobviousplan beingcarried out. If
you were lucky enough to have Internet
access, you were more likely tofind use-
ful information—about, for example,
whichparts ofthe citywere dry, or where
drinking water wasavailable—on blogs
than on anygovernmentsite. Peoplewho
couldfind their waytoinstitutional pro-
tection seemed almost worse off than
people individuallytrapped, subjected as
they were toviolence, disease,starvation,
overcrowding,andlies. It was unbeliev-
able thatit could take so longtoget sup-
plies in and people out, and to restore
public safety, andtofix thelevees. Even to
have a person whocould project calm and
hope, and whocould offer useful, reli-
able counsel would have beena gift from
above—butthat the emergenceofsuch a
person seemed so completelyoutof the
question demonstrates an unimaginable

—Martha Serpas

failure atall levels. Ifnational officials are
incapable ofrising to the occasion, the

responsibility and duty of local officials
goes beyond simply pointingthat out.

here is a final, even deeper recess
of the New Orleans mind, where a

constant awarenessof the possibility of
the breakdownofthesocial order resides.
Thetelevised scenesof civil collapse that
have so horrified the country have regis-
tered with New Orleaniansas the awful
realization ofan ever-presentsetoffears.
Tt isn't just that New Orleanshas one of
the highest murder rates in the country;
thecity has repeatedly been the scene of
armedconflict, most notably during Re-
construction and the governorship of
Huey Long. Walker Percy’s 1971 novel
“Love in the Ruins,” set on the Gulf
Coast outside New Orleans, imagined a
scenenottoo farfrom (though notnearly
as bad as) what we've seen for the past
week, with armed bands roaming the

countryside, columnsof smokerising on
the horizon, and people hiding out in
half-destroyed buildings. Thirty years
earlier, in a memoircalled “Lanterns on
the Levee,”Percy’s cousin William Alex-
ander Percy proudly conjured up the
echt-Bourbon picture of himself facing
downunruly homeless African-Ameri-
cansin the wake ofthe 1927 flood. The
dramatic weatheraloneis notsufficient
toexplain the thinnessofthe veneerof
civilization in the Gulf South. A society
that doesntdeliver for its many poorpeo-
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ple, most ofwhomare black, doesn’t gen-
erate a lot oftrust and cohesion.The Bib-
lical weather events reveal a deep civic
weakness that makesviolence a constant
possibility.

We'reall wondering now whatwill
become ofNew Orleans.A bigAmerican
city has neverbefore been entirely emp-
tied of people, and had mostof its hous-
ingrendered useless, and had all its basic
systemsfail at once. Whilethecity is be-
ing cleared and drained andgivenan in-
frastructure, there will be no economic
activity there at all. Thatwill be the case
for weeks (remember how devastating
just a few days ofinactivity in just a few
industries and neighborhoods was after
September11th), so howwill people live?
How manywill wait until they can move
back and repossess their ruined homes
and prayforthe restoration oftheirjobs?
Overthe years, New Orleans has moved
from being a top-rankedport toward be-
coming an economically optional city.
‘Traditionally, it has had the kind ofdevel-
oping economythatrunson plantation
agriculture, mineral extraction, and anin-
tentionally impoverished,unempowered,
and uneducated populace;its transforma-
tion into a tourist mecca wasa form of
going to ground, andit meansthat the

city will be especially difficultto re-start.
Every convention can always be held
somewhere else. All one can dois hope
thatthecity will be rebuilt with a much
more solid social compact, as well as bet-
ter hurricaneprotection.

Youdontreally think aboutthe situa-
tion rationally at such an overwhelming
time, ofcourse.If it’s home,elegiac com-
petes with angry for emotional first place.
‘With informationsofrustratingly scarce,
youcan scan thecitizen posts on the In-
ternetfor a scrap ofnews abouta familiar
place,orfind yourself thinking in pecu-
liarly specific terms about an acquain-
tance’s face,or a tree on a particular cor-
ner,or a long-ago meal in a place where,
chancesare, nobodywill everbe able to go
again, Myfamily’s conversations seesaw
between thetragedyinits full dimen-
sion—how many dead and how much
destroyed, and, worse, what proportion
was needless—and the quotidian minor
resonancesthat the mindcan'thelp offer-
ing up. Myoldestsoncalled demanding
to know whathad becomeofaparticular
rock in Audubon Park whereI used to
perch him as a toddler. I've beenpreoccu-
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pied with our family burial plot in Met-
airie Cemetery,wherewe laid mymother
to rest six summers ago.The suddenly fa~
mous Seventeenth Street Canal runs per-
ilously nearby. I’ve always assumed that I
would be buried there—but I guess not.

—WNicholas Lemann

THE WHITE HOUSE
UNDER WATER

\ivy

oN

ne ofthe creepier vanities of most
political leaders is the private yearn-

ing to betested ona historical scale. Bill
Clinton used to confide that, no matter
whatelse he did as President, without a
majorwar tofighthe could neverjoin the
ranks of Lincoln and FD.R. During the
Presidential debates in 2000, George W.
Bush informed his opponent, Al Gore,
that natural catastrophesare “a time to
test your mettle.”Bush hadseenhis father
falter after a hurricane in South Florida.
But nowhehas donefar worse. Over five
dayslastweek,from theonsetofthe hur-
ricane on the Gulf Coast on Monday
morningtohis belatedvisit tothe region
on Friday, Bush’s mettlewas tested—and
hefailedin almostevery respect.

Obviously, a hurricane is beyond hu-
man blame,andthepolitical miscalcula~
tions that have cometo light—thenegli-
gentplanning, the delayedrescue andaid
efforts, the thoroughly confused and un-
inspiredpolitical leadership—cannotall
be laidat the feet of President Bush. But
you could sense, watching him being in-
terviewed by Diane Sawyer on ABC's
“Good Morning America”—defensive,
confused, overwhelmed—that he knew
that he had delivered a series of feeble,
vague,almostflippant speeches in the
early days ofthecrisis, and that the only
wayto preventfurtherpolitical damage
was to inoculate himselfwith the inevita-
ble call for non-partisanship: “I hope peo-
ple don't play politics during this period
oftime.”

Andyet, to a frightening degree,
Bush’s faults of leadership and character
were broughtinto high reliefby thecrisis.
Suntannedandrelaxedafter a vacation so
longthatitwould have shamed a French
playboy, Bushreacted with fogged delin-

quency, as if he had beensolulled by his
summersojourn that he was not quite
ready to acknowledge reality, let alone at-
temptto master it. His first view of the
floods came, pitifully, theatrically, from
the windowof a low-flying Air Force
One,andall the President could muster

was,according to his press secretary, “It’s
devastating.It’s gotto be doublydevastat-
ing on the ground.”The moment de-
mandedclarityofmindandrigorous gov-
ernance,and yet he could not summon

them.The performanceskills Bush even-
tually mustered after September 11th—
in his bullhornspeech at Ground Zero, in
hisfirst speech to Congress—eluded him.
The whole conceit ofhis Presidency, that
he was aninstinctive chief executive
backed by“grownups”like Dick Cheney
andtactical wizards like Karl Rove, now
seemedas water-logged as Biloxi and
NewOrleans. The mismanagementof
the Katrina floods echoed the White
House mismanagement—thecavalier
posture, the wretched decisions, the self-
delusions—inpostwar Iraq.

Justas serious, the President’s priori-
ties, his indifferenceto questionsofinfra-
structure and the environment, magnified
an already complicateddisaster. In an era
oftax cuts for the wealthy, Bush consis-
tently slashed the Army Corps of Engi-
neers’fundingrequests to improve the lev-
ees holding back Lake Pontchartrain.
‘This year, he asked for $3.9 million, $23
millionless than the Corpsrequested. In
the end, Bush reluctantly agreed to $5.7
million,delaying seven contracts, includ-
ing oneto enlarge the New Orleans lev-
ces, Former Republican congressman
Michael Parker was forced out as the
head ofthe Corps by Bush in 2002when
he dared to protest the lack of proper
funding.

Similarly, the Southeast Louisiana Ur-
ban Flood Control Project,which is sup-
posed to improve drainage and pumping
systems in theNew Orleansarea, recently
askedfor $62.5 million; theWhite House
proposed $10.5 million. Former Louisi-
ana Senator John Breaux, a pro-Bush
Democrat, said, “All of us said,‘Look,
build it or you're going to have all ofJef
ferson Parish under water.’ And they
didn't, and now all ofJefferson Parish is
under water.”

The President’s incuriosity, his pride-
ful insistence on being an underbriefed
“gutplayer,” is not looking so charming



right now, either,if it ever did. In the

ABCinterview,he said, “I don't think
anyoneanticipated the breachofthe lev-
ees.”Eventhe mostcursory review shows
thatthere have been comprehensive and
chilling warnings ofa potential calamity
on the Gulf Coast for years. The most
telling, but hardlythe only, example was a
five-part seriesin 2002 byJohn McQuaid
and Mark Schleifstein in the New Or-
leans Times-Picayune, a newspaper that
heroically kept publishingonthe Internet
last week. After evaluating the city’s struc-
tural deficiencies, the Times-Picayune re-
porters concludedthata catastrophe was
“a matter ofwhen,notif” The same pa-
per said last year, “Forthefirst time in 37
years, federal budget cuts haveall but
stopped majorworkon the New Orleans
area’s east bank hurricanelevees, a com-
plex network of concrete walls, metal
gates andgiant earthen bermsthat won't
befinished forat least another decade.”
A Category 4 or 5 hurricane would be
a catastrophe: “Soon the geographical
‘bow!’ of the Crescent City would fill
up with the watersofthelake, leaving
those unableto evacuate withlittle op-

 

tion butto cluster on rooftops—ter-
rain theywould haveto share with hun-
gryrats, fire ants, nutria, snakes, and
perhapsalligators.The wateritselfwould
becomea festering stew of sewage, gas-
oline,refinery chemicals, and debris.”
Andthat describes much of the Gulf
Coasttoday.

—DavidRemnick

REPORT FROM CARROLLTON
PORCH DUTY

 

f= the front porch ofhis rather
grand house on South Carrollton

Avenue—which had suddenly become
Pontchartrain lakefront, even if the lake
here wasa foot deepand toxic—the world
looked pretty damnedstupid to H.J.
(Pepper) Bosworth,Jr, lastThursday. Not
so much the lack ofelectricity in the
ninety-degree torpor, or even the desul-
tory procession ofloot-laden shopping
carts that passed, grim parodies ofMardi
Gras parades. No, what seemed dumb,
plain bad science, wasall thattalk that
New Orleansneededto be evacuated be-
causea storm surge could have putall of
it, even therelatively elevated French

Quarter, under twentyfeet ofwater.
“That's just lies,” Bosworth said, shift-

ing a heavy Rugerpistolin his lap and
sloshing the beeraroundin his cup. Bos-
worth,whois forty-seven,claims to know
whathe’s talking about. He's the engi-
neer who designed drainage for the new
P.G.A.golf course near NewOrleans.
‘Thewaywater movesover landis his spe-
cialty, so even when thelevees burst last
Mondayhe didn’t budge, because he
knew the waters of Lake Pontchartrain,
six miles away, wouldn'trise any higher
than his curbstones.

‘Theother reasonhedidn’t move is the
looters,whom Bosworth followed with his
eyesas theytrudged alongtheraised street-
car medianto and from theburst Rite Aid
drugstore three blocks away. Neither Bos-
worth,norhis girlfriend, nor the couple
next door hadslept properlyfor days;
somebodywas always on oneporchorthe
other, with either the twelve-gauge pump
gun or the 8-mm, Mauser rifle, andeither
the Ruger or the Glock pistol. By this point,
they couldtell the looters from ordinary
refugees. “Newshirt,” Barbara Ann Lock-
lear, Bosworth's coppery, part-Indian girl-
friend, said as one young man in a gleam-
ing blue dress shirt struggled his bundle
along. “Hey!” the manyelled, and Bos-
worth’s hand movedtoward his gun.“Hey!
Yall wantsome Crown Royal?”heheld up
apurplevelvet bag, “No, thank you!” Lock-

lear yelled with theforced good cheer ofa
flight attendant ona crashing plane, but
the man kept approachingacross the me-
dian.“Just leave it right there!” Locklear
shouted. “You don't wantto stepin that
water!”The man looked down drunkenly,
past his drenched pants and flip-flops,
to the rusty waterin thestreet. Then he
looked up and smiled. “All right,” he said
softly, setting the bag on the grass.“All
tight.”He moved along, well watched.

“As I was saying,” Bosworthsaid.
“Lake Pontchartrain is twelvefeet deep;
that’s all. Thelevee that divides it from
thecity is on average eighteenfeet high.
Even a twenty-two-foot storm surge
would have putfour feet ofwater over the
levee, which, given the size ofthecity,
would have made people’s feet wet.” It
was a scandal that the levees ruptured,
Bosworth wenton. But that doesn’t
change thefact that everybody wholeft
‘was goingto have to come hometo storm
damageand,of course, to the ravages of
looters.“We decided to endure a relatively
short period of discomfort, protect the
house,rather than face a year of dealing
with Lord knows what,” Bosworthsaid.

Chris Wormuth,from next door, kept
fidgeting with his riot gun. Wormuth, an

emergency-room physician, had been
idled bya lackofserviceable generators at
Oschner Clinic. Hedjust returned from
arun to Lafayette, where he'd boughtsix
small gasoline generators—enough to
preserve the temperatureofhis hundred-
thousand-dollar winecollection, but not
enoughfor air-conditioning. After several
fitful, steamy nights, Wormuth was de-
velopingthe pandalook ofthe grievously
sleep-deprived. “The problem with New
Orleans? ‘Two blocks away from here
there are peopleliving hand to mouth,”
hesaid.“I don’t know of anothercity
where,if you're in a two-million-dollar
house, you're not sure that everything
around you for two miles is a two-mil-
lion-dollar house.” Hepointed at the Dr.
Ronald E. McNair Elementary School,
two doors down. “That's nowa hotel for
looters,” he said. “They’re in thereall
night, partying.”

Suddenly, the cavalry arrived,in the
form often twinkling and whoopingcars
from the Sheriff's Office in Baton Rouge,
eighty miles away. They were towing
sleek bass boats ontrailers, and were
stuffed with heavilyarmed menin Kevlar
helmets andbulletproofvests. Everybody
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on the two porchesstood and cheered
as the cars swishedpastin greatfilthy
roostertails oflake water. Alas, the Baton
Rouge deputies had comenottoprotect
South Carrollton Avenuebutto look af-
ter their own. “People in Baton Rouge call
totell us their motheris alone at such-
and-such an address and we promise to
comegether,” Colonel Greg Pharessaid
as the deputies unlimbered the boats.
“Nootherlaw-enforcementor govern-
mentagency has any idea we're here.
We're on our own. Thereis absolutely no
command-and-control.”

Lots of people from the neighbor-
hood—a white-haired lady on a Sting-
Raybicycle, anelderly couple dressed for
a cotillion, and many young black men
clutching bundles of Rite Aid booty—
gathered to watch.As finale, the Baton

Rouge deputies raided the school—blast-
ing openthe door with a bomb,shooting
off internal locks with their M-4s,light-
ing up the windows with flash-boom
concussiongrenades. For twenty minutes,
the street echoed with shots,blasts, and
sledgehammerblows.The deputies didn’t
find anylooters, but they did recover a
pair ofwhat appearedtobe stolen pants
andevidencethat the schoolhad served,
if not as a looters’ hotel, at least as a loot-
erslatrine,

Whenit wasall over, a tall, thin
man cameloping along the median,his
biceps gleaming againsthis sleeveless
white T-shirt. He wascarrying an empty
trash basket towardthe Rite Aid. “That's
the leader,” Locklear whispered. A few
minuteslater, he was back. “I got bread!”
hecalled to the people on the porch.
“Y'all need bread?I got bread!”

—Dan Baum

ARCHIVES
THE SUNKEN CITY
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(From “The Control ofNature: Atcha-
falaya,”which ran intheissue ofFebru-
ary 23, 1987. The complete article is
available at www.newyorker.com.)

N“ Orleans, surroundedby levees,is
emplaced between Lake Pontchar-

train and the Mississippilike a broad
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shallow bowl. Nowhere is New Orleans
higher than theriver’s natural bank. Un-
derprivileged people live in the lower ele-
vations, and always have. The rich—by
theriver—occupy the highest ground.In
New Orleans, incomeand elevation can
be correlated ona literally sliding scale:
the Garden District on the highestlevel,

Stanley Kowalski in the swamp. The

 

Garden District andits environs are lo-
cally known as uptown.

‘Torrential rainsfallonNewOrleans—
enough tocauseflashfloodsinside the
municipal walls.The water has nowhere
to go. Left on its own,it would form a
lake,rising inexorably from onelevel of
the economyto the next. Soit has to be
pumpedout. Every dropof rainthatfalls
on NewOrleansevaporates or is pumped
out. Its removal lowers the water table
andaccelerates the city’s subsidence.
Where marshes have been drained to cre-
ate tracts for new housing, ground will
shrink, too. People buy landfill to keep up
with the Joneses. In the words of Bob
Fairless, ofthe New OrleansDistrict en-
gineers, “It’s almost an annual springrit-
ual to geta loadofdirt andfill in the low
spots on yourlawn.”A childjumping up
and downonsuch lawn can cause the
earth to move under another child,on the
far side ofthe lawn.

Manyhousesare built on slabs that
firmly rest on pilings. As the turfaround
a house gradually subsides,theslab seems
torise. Where the driveway was once
flush with the floorofthe carport,a bump
appears. Thefront walk sagslike a ham-
mock. The sidewalk sags. The bump up
to the carport, growing, becomes high

enough to knockthe front wheels out of
alignment. Sakrete appears,like puttybe-
side a windowpane,to ease the bump.
The property sinks anotherfoot. The
house stays where itis,on its slab andpil-
ings.A rampis built togetthecar intothe
carport.The ramprises threefeet. But the
yard, beforelong, has subsided four. The
carport becomesa porch, with hanging
plants andsteep woodensteps.A carport
thatis not firmly anchored may dangle
from theside of a houselike a third of a
drop-leaftable. Underthe house, daylight
appears. You can see under theslab and
outthe otherside. More landfill or more
concrete is packed aroundthe edges to
hide the ugly scene. A gas main, broken
by the settling earth,leaks below theslab.
‘Thesealedcavity fills with gas.The house
blowsskyhigh.

“Thepeople cannothave wells, and so
theytake rain-water,” Mark Twain ob-
served in the eighteen-eighties. “Neither
can they conveniently havecellars or
graves, the townbeing built upon‘made’
ground; so theydo withoutboth, and few
oftheliving complain, and noneof the
others.”The others may not complain,
butthey sometimesleave.New Orleansis
nota place for interment. In all its major
cemeteries, the clients lie aboveground. In
theintramural flash floods, coffins goout
of their crypts and take off down the
street.

‘The water in New Orleans’natural
aquifer is modest in amountand even less
appealing than the water in theriver.The
city consumesthe effluentofnearly half
of America, and, more immediately, of
the American Ruhr. Noneofthese mat-
ters withstanding, in 1984 New Orleans
tookfirst place in the annual Drinking
WaterTasteTest Challenge oftheAmer-
ican WaterWorks Association.

‘Theriver goes through New Orleans
like anelevated highway.Jackson Square,
in the French Quarter, is on high ground
with respect to the rest ofNew Orleans,
but even from the benches ofJackson
Square onelooks up across thelevee at
thehulls ofpassing ships. Their keels are
higher than the AstroTurfin the Super-
dome,and if somehowthe ships could
turn and move atriverlevelintothecity
and into the stadium they would hover
above theplayingfield like blimps.

In the early nineteen-eighties, the U.S.
ArmyCorpsof Engineers built a new
large district headquarters in New Or-



leans. It is a tetragon,several stories high,
andit is rightbesidetheriver. Its founda
tion was dug in the mainlinelevee. That,

toa fare-thee-well, is putting your money
where your mouthis.

Amongthe five hundred miles of
levee deficiencies nowcalling for atten-
tion along the Mississippi River, the most
serious happen to be in New Orleans.
Amongother factors, the freeboard—the
amountoflevee that reaches above flood
levels—has to be higher in New Orleans
to combatthe wavesofships. Elsewhere,
the deficiencies are averaging between
oneandtwo feet with respect to the com-
puted high-waterflow line, which goes
onrising as runoffs continueto speed up
and waters are increasingly confined. Not
onlyis the water higher. The levees tend
to sink as well. They press down on the
mucks beneath them and squirt materials
outto thesides. Their crownshave to be
built up. “You putfive feet on and three
feet sink,” a Corps engineer remarked to
meoneday. This is especially true ofthe
levees that framethe Atchafalaya swamp,
so the Corpshasgiven uptrying to fight
the subsidence there with earth movers
alone, and hasbuilt concrete floodwalls
along thetopsofthe levees, causing the
largestriver swampin North America to
appearto be the world’slargest prison.
It keeps in notonly water,of course, but
silt. Gradually, the swamp elevationsare
building up.The people ofAcadiana say
that the swamp wouldbethesafest place
in whichto seck refuge in a majorflood,
because the swampis higher than the
landoutsidethelevees.

As sedimentsslide down the conti-
nental slope andtheriver is prevented
from building a proper lobe—as thedelta
plain subsides andis not replenished—
erosion eats into the coastal marshes, and
quantities ofLouisiana steadily disappear.
‘Thenet loss is overfifty square miles a
year. In a hundred years, Louisiana as a
wholehas decreased by a million acres.
Plaquemines Parish is coming to pieces
like old rotted cloth. A hundred years
hence,there will in all likelihood be no
PlaqueminesParish, no TerrebonnePar-
ish. Such losses are being accelerated by
access canalsto thesites ofoil and gas
wells. There are in Louisiana ten thou-
sand miles of canals. In the nineteen-
fifties, after Louisiana had been made
nervous by the St. Lawrence Seaway, the
CorpsofEngineers built the Mississippi

  

 

River-Gulf Outlet, a shipping canal that
saves forty miles by traversing marsh
country straight from New Orleans to
the Gulf. Thecanal is known as Mr. Go,
and shipping haslargely ignoredit. Mr.
Go, having erodedlaterally for twenty-
five years, is as muchas three timesits
original width. It has devastated twenty-
four thousandacres ofwetlands,replacing
them with open water. A mile of marsh
will reduce a coastal-storm-surge wave
by aboutone inch. Where fifty miles of
marshare gone,fifty inches of additional
water will inevitably surge.The Corpshas
been obliged to deal with this fact by
completing the ring of levees around
New Orleans,thus creating New Avi-
gnon,a walled medievalcity accessed by
aninterstate thatjumpsoverthewalls.

“Thecoastis sinking outofsight,”
Oliver Houck has said. “We've reversed
Mother Nature.” Hurricanesgreatly ad-
vance the coastal erosion process, tear-
inguplandscape made weak by the con-
finementoftheriver. The threat of
destruction from the south is even greater
than thethreat fromthe north.

—JohnMcPhee

CENTER CITY
ON THE ROOF

‘he two families shared a one-story
house on South Prieur Street with

one goodjob among them. Thirteen-
year-old Timesha Johnson and twelve-
year-old Irelle Guidry might have been
sisters, with their identically red-tipped
cornrows and denim miniskirts. When,
the city ofNew Orleans ordered them
to evacuate, they gladly would have
gone.“I’m poor, but I’m notstupid,”said
‘Timesha’s stepfather, Charles Covington,
a roofer,whowears his own hair in short,
blond-tipped dreadlocks. But none of
them own car, andtheir friendswho do

had no room forextra passengers. There
wasa rumorofbuses, but none appeared.
“Weevencalled cabs, but they wasall
getting out themselves,” Charles said. So
they bought what food and water they
could, and theeightofthem,fromIrelle’s
grandmother, Janet, down to Timesha’s
eleven-month-old sister, Alleiah, hud-

dled up together in the living room.
‘The house, in which Janet was born,

creaked and banged andsighed as the
windsblew, butit held togetheras it al-
ways had.Then itwas over.Thatwasnit so
bad,they said. Not as bad as Camille,Not
as bad as Betsy. It was only when they
pried off the plywoodthatthey realized
thattheir ordeal had just begun.

‘The waterrosesofastthat they barely
had timeto snatch up somefood and
clothing before it got soaked. First they
sat on tables. Then they sat on dressers.
‘Then they pushed Janet and her obese
thirty-three-year-old son, Mario, up
throughthehatch to thestifling attic and
climbedin, Luckily, Charles thought to
grab a heavy hammerfrom histoolbelt,
becauseit wasn't long before the water
wasbubbling through the cracks in the
attic floor.They sat on boxes, then stood,
and still it rose, pushing themagainstthe
exposed points ofroofing nails. Charles
began bangingatthe ceiling with the
hammerandfinally bashed a hole big
enough for them to squeeze through.
‘Then they were sitting, exposed, on the
sloping,sticky, hottar roof, expecting to
berescued.That was Tuesday morning.

‘They sat like that, in the hot sun, eat-
ing Pop-Tarts, Rice Krispies Treats, and
two-foot-longSlimJims.Theygave most
of the water to Tasha Johnson,so she
could nurse Alleiah. They took turns
holding upshirts as sunshadesto protect
the baby and Janet, who cannot walk,
from heatstroke. Helicopters buzzed in
the distance. The sun went down. They
heard shooting and mayhem,but noneof
it camenear. Night, thoughscary, was at
least a reprieve from the sun, which re-
turned on Wednesday with malice. Ev-
erynow andthen,a boatcrossed a nearby
intersection, and they'd shout, but they
couldn't make themselves heard. At
around midday, a passing helicopter
swerved toward them and hovered,its ro-
torwash makinga frightening maelstrom
ofloosened pieces of roof.A basket dan-
gled from thehelicopter, but a tangle of
powerlines keptit from getting low
enough.Finally, the great whining ma-
chine veered away, the crewmanat the
door gesturing asif to say they'd come
back.

Wednesday wentby in a blur. Thurs-
day brought some clouds,anda little
cooling rain, but no more helicopters. At

last, on Friday, a friend paddled byin a
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small aluminum boat, andtheyall piled
wobblingly aboard. By noon they were
sitting amid a vastfield of trash at the
once stylish corner of Napoleon and St.
Charles, waiting for buses out that had
been promisedby thepolice.They all had
rasheson their armsandlegs, from the
hottar. Janet, whois fifty-two butlooks
seventy-two, slumped in a wheelchair
theyd foundin the water. “I had a wine-
glass I really liked,” she moaned through
a mouth sagging with few teeth. “Even
that’s gone.” Behind her stood Mario,
so exhausted his heavy face seemed to
be melting. “We're O.K., we're O.K.,” he
kept whispering to himself, eyes closed.

“We're O.K. We're O.K.”
If the buses came,they said, they

were goingtotry to call relatives in Ir-
ving, Texas, for money andbustickets.
“Oneeight hundred C-A-L-L-A-T-T,”
chanted Timesha, whocradled the baby
in her arms. “That’s howyou make a col-
lect call.”

‘Theothers sat on set of beautifully
carved dining-room chairs that might
have comefrom any ofa thousand grace-
ful housesin the neighborhood.‘T'll have
plenty ofwork,” Charles,the roofer, said,
“if T ever comeback here.”

—Dan Baum

UPTOWN
HOME ALONE

 

W: finished boarding up the house
on Sunday, the day before the ex-

pectedhit, and my husband,Joe,prepared
theattic with tarps and Visqueenin the
hope ofdirecting water leaks through the
oldslate roof into a coppercistern that
hasnt had anyusefor close to a century.
Our neighbors had left earlier in the day,
their cars packed with kids, pets, photo-
graphs, and possessions that,at the next
junctionin life, might well looklike
junk.

‘The wind beganin earnest that eve-
ning, gusts that blew off rooftiles and
ripped branchesfrom our neighbor's oak.
Wesettled in,alert butcalm,in that way
thatbelies anxiety. During thenight, the
awning on the windows ofthe sunroom
triedto get airborneandtake the second

40 THE NEW YORKER, SEPTEMBER12, 2005

storywith it.Wejumped outofbed, ready
totake action,onlyto find nothingtodo.
Throughthe back glass doors, we could
see the rain driving horizontally.

‘Thephone rang,andwe both laughed;
we were shocked thatit worked.It was a
neighbor whois a reporter at the Times-
Picayune. Hesaid, “?'m stuck. The build-
ing is surrounded.” He meant by water.
He wantedto know ifthe neighborhood
wasflooded. “Nota sign ofstandingwa-
ter,” we told him. “But our crape-myrtle
tree just blewoutofthe ground.”

“Anything clse happening?”
“Thecat wor't comein,” I told him.

“She's on the frontporch, pulling a Wal-
ter Andersonact.”Anderson,the Missis-
sippiartist, used to lash himself to a tree
out on HornIsland,in the GulfofMex-
ico, to observe the storms so he could
paint them.

Theelectricity had beenoutsince be-
fore dawn. We turned on the radio and
listened to WWL.Theusual talk show
wasin progress,a city official takingcalls.
“Whatshould we do whenit’s over?”one
caller asked.

“Thefirst thing I have to say about
that,” the city father pronounced,“is to
ask you, whyare you still here?”With an
edge ofsarcasm,thecaller askedif she
should leave now. “No! No!” the official
yelled. “I cannot emphasize strongly
enoughthateveryone should stay where
they are. Do not move aroundthecity.
Trees are falling, lines are down—” We
decidedto save thebatteries.

Atabout three oclock, the storm was
pastus, and we ventured out. Roofslate
surroundedthe house, which otherwise
had weathereditall. Split trees blocked
the street.A utility pole leaned on a mag-
nolia tree, the phonelines stretched taut
to the house. Theair felt heavy, substan-
tial. Asfar as we couldtell, we were the
only people around for blocks.
A few minuteslater, a car pickedits

waythrough thetree debris. It was two
neighbors returning from the downtown
hotel they'd checked in to—no power, no
food, and a fourteenth-floor room. We
hada pleasantdinnertogether that night.
Afier being closed into our houses away
from theheatall summer, with the air-
conditioner compressors creating white
noise, we heard frogs and cicadas that
seemed as iftheyhadjumpedintothe fu-
ture from our childhoods, Wesipped our
wineandlistened and began tradingsto-

ries ofour lives. Weturned on the radio
and heard a general call to anyone with
a flat boat to go outto the suburb of
Metairie to help rescue people from roof-
tops. Reliefworkers were pushing bodies
outofthe waytosave thosestill alive.The
guilt of survivors passed through us; we
didn't know anything about tragedy.

The next day, more reality came un-
bidden.The phoneline no longerworked.
‘Theradiotold us that the water supply
‘was now contaminated. We had enough
foodleft for three days. We went over a
few blocks to visit another dichard,a man
with a generator, and hesaid thatthe lo-
cal stores were beinglooted.We knew the
houses would be next. As we walked
home,we sawagangwearing grayhooded
sweatshirts, in spite of the heat, their
handshiddenin their pockets, eying our

  

 

car.Joe headed toward it,and theymoved
offdown thestreet.

Wewentbackinto the house, neither
ofus saying a word.Joe wentupstairs,I
stayed down. Aboutan hourlater,we met
on the landing. “Wehave to go,”Joe said.
“T know,” told him, I'd already packed
the things I would need from myoffice.
Welockedup halfheartedly.The radiore-
ported looters with AK-47s roaming the
streets. Officials cancelled their request
for flat-boat owners; theywere being shot
at on their search-and-rescue missions.

Onthe wayout oftown,we saw a man,
boarding up his house for the second
time.“I tookit all down,”he said.“I
thoughtit was over.”

—Christine Wiltz
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ANNALS OF LAW

SWING SHIFT
HowAnthony Kennedy'spassionforforeign law couldchangethe Supreme Court.

BY JEFFREY TOOBIN

ew Justices in recent history have
arrivedat the Supreme Court from

a more provincial background than
Anthony Kennedy. Before he moved
to Washington, seventeenyears ago,
his professionallife had been spental-
mostentirely in Sacramento. He was
born there in 1936, and when his fa-
ther, a lawyer whohad his ownpractice,
died two years after Kennedy graduated
from Harvard Law School, he returned
hometo take over the family business.
When President Reagan nomi-
nated him to the Supreme Court,
in 1987, Kennedy wasfifty-one
years old andstill lived in the house
where he grew up.

His inclinations were hardly
those of an insular man, however.
While Kennedywas a teen-ager, his
uncle, anoil driller, hired him to
work summers on rigs in Canada
and Louisiana. Before he gradu-
ated from college, he spentseveral
months studying at the London
School ofEconomics,where hewas
struckby the rangeofstudentopin-
ion and the vehemenceofpolitical
debate. “Atthepolitical union, you
hadtosit in the room according to
your place on the ideological spec-
trum,and,to give you an idea of
whatitwas like, the Communists—
the Communists!—were in the
middle,” Kennedy recalled recently.
“Tewasa differentworld,and I loved
it.” As an attorney in private prac-
tice, he maintainedhisfather’sties
with California's Republican Party;
in 1973, he volunteered to draft a
tax-cutting referendum for Gover-
nor Reagan, whichlost at the polls.
Atthe sametime,he obtaineda li-
cense to practice law in Mexico and
helpeda clientestablish one of the
first maquiladoras—American-
ownedfactories—there.While serv-

Circuit, in the late nineteen-seventies,
he accepted an appointmentfrom Chief
Justice Warren Burger as supervisor of
theterritorial courts in the South Pacific,
whichentailedtravelling to Guam,Palau,
Saipan,American Samoa,Australia,New
Zealand,andJapan.

In fact, Kennedy has a passionforfor-
cign cultures andideas, and, as a Justice,
he has turnedit into a principle ofjuris-
prudence. Over thepasttwoyears, he has
becomea leading proponentofone of

 
the most cosmopolitan, and controver-
sial, trends in constitutional law: using
foreign andinternational law as anaid to
interpreting the United States Constitu-
tion. Kennedy's embrace offoreign law
may be among the mostsignificant
developments on the Court in recent
years—thesingle biggest factor behind
his evolution from reliable conservative
into thelikely successor to Sandra Day
O'Connoras the Court's swing vote.
Kennedy continues to oppose racial pref-
erences andto argue for expansive Presi-
dential powers. Hewas principal author
ofthe unsigned majority opinion in Bush
v. Gore. Buthealso wrote the two most
important pro-gay-rights decisions in
the Court’s history and has atleast ten-
tatively affirmed his support for Roe v.
Wade. Conservatives regard these deci-
sions as a betrayal. In 2003,James Dob-
son,the founderanddirectorofthe influ-

ential evangelical group Focus on
the Family, called Kennedy “the
most dangerous man in America.”
The United States Supreme

Court has madereferencesto for-
eign law sincethe earliest days of
the Republic. During the tenure of
ChiefJustice John Marshall, the
Court was often called onto inter-
prettreaties andweigh controversies
involvingshipsonthe highseas,and
theJustices frequently cited the laws
of other nationsin their decisions.
In 1829, for example, Marshall an-
alyzed both Spanish and French law
to settle a claim by an American
whohad boughta parcel of land
once owned by Spain andlater in-
cluded in the Louisiana Purchase.
Contemporarycommercial disputes
also cross borders, and the Justices
rely on foreign and international
law, as well as on Americanstatutes,

to adjudicate them.In the past two
years, the Court has considered such
questions as whether Mexican
trucks must abide by American
safety rules under NAFTA, whether
theAmerican family ofa Holocaust
victim could recoverart seized by
the Nazis in Austria, and whether a
United States district court should
compel the American computer-
chip-makers AMDand Intel to
provide documents to each other
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ing as a judge on the United States Kennedy’position on Roe v. Wade ultimately may in a Europeanantitrust dispute. 3
Court of Appeals for the Ninth surprise supporters ofabortion rights...
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treaties orsettling international business
disputes, the Courthas always looked to
the laws ofother countries, and the prac-
tice has not beenparticularly controver-
sial,” says Norman Dorsen, a professor at
New York University Law School.

However, beginningin the late
nineteen-nineties, the Court’s more
liberal members began citing foreign
sourcesto help interpret the Constitu-
tion onbasic questionsofindividual lib-
erties—for whichthe laws offoreign
democracies tend to be more progres-
sive than those at home.In 1999,Justice

StephenBreyerprotested the Court's
refusal to hear the appeal ofa prisoner
whoargued that spending more than
two decades on death row amounted to
cruel and unusual punishment, and
thusviolated the Eighth Amendment.
Quoting legal opinions from Jamaica,
India, Zimbabwe, and the European
Court of Human Rights, Breyer ob-
servedin a dissenting opinion in Knight
v. Florida that “a growing numberof
courts outside the UnitedStates have
held that lengthy delayin administering
a Jawful death penaltyrenders ultimate
execution inhuman, degrading or un-
usually cruel.”More recently, in an opin-
ion concurring with the Court’s deci-
sion to uphold the affirmative-action
program at the University of Michigan
Law School, Justice Ruth Bader Gins-
burgrelied on the United Nations’Inter-
national Convention onthe Elimination,
of All FormsofRacial Discrimination.
(In speeches, O'Connor has endorsed
the use offoreignsources, but she has
rarely mentioned them inconstitutional
law opinions.)

Hadthepractice ofciting foreign
sources been confinedto liberal—and,in
the currentpolitical arrangementof the
Court, less influential—Justices, itwould
have remained a phenomenonprimarily
of academicinterest. But, in 2003, Ken-
nedydrewonseveral foreign sources in
the context of a majority opinion in one
ofthe Court’s most importantcases in
recentyears. In Lawrencev. Texas, the
Court ruled,six tothree,that states could
not criminalize sodomy between con-
senting adult homosexuals, thus over-
turning a seventeen-year-old precedent
on the subject, Bowers v. Hardwick. In
his opinion, Kennedynoted that a com-
mittee advising the British Parliamentin
1957 had recommendedtherepeal of

  

laws punishing homosexual conduct,
that Parliament had repealed them ten
years later, and that in 1981 the Euro-
pean Court ofHumanRights had ruled
that laws against gaysexual activity vio-
lated the European Convention on Hu-
man Rights. “Authoritative in all coun-
tries that are members ofthe Council of
Europe (21 nations then, 45 nations
now),” Kennedywrote,“the decisionis at
odds with the premise in Bowersthat the
claim put forward was insubstantial in
ourWesterncivilization,”(In 1996, Ken-
nedy had written the Court’s opinion
invalidating Colorado's statewide anti-
gay-rights ordinance.)

Earlier this year, in his opinion for
the Court declaring the death penalty
unconstitutional for juvenile offenders,
Kennedyinvoked the United Nations’
Convention onthe Rights of the Child.
Writingforthe five-to-four majority in
Roperv. Simmons, Kennedy observed
that only seven other countries have ex-
ecuted juvenile offenders since 1990—
Iran, Pakistan, Saudi Arabia, Yemen,
Nigeria, Congo, and China.“It is proper
that we acknowledge the overwhelm-
ing weightofinternational opinion
againstthe juvenile death penalty,” he
wrote, adding,“It does notlessen our fi-
delity to the Constitution or our pride
in its origins to acknowledge that the
express affirmation ofcertain funda-
mental rights by othernations and peo-
ples simply underscores the centrality
of those samerights within our own
heritage of freedom.”

Kennedy’s reliance onforeign sources
has prompteda vigorous backlash, both
onandoff the Court. “When Kennedy,
who's hardly a liberal, started citing these
international sources, that’s when the

subject exploded in the broaderpoliti-
cal world,” says Dorsen, who in 2003
foundedthe InternationalJournalofCon-
stitutional Law to compare the use of
foreign precedents bycourts around the
world.In dissenting opinionsin the sod-
omyand juvenile-death-penalty cases,
Justice AntoninScalia,whowasjoined on
both occasions by ChiefJustice William
Rehnquist andJustice ClarenceThomas,
condemned anyreference to foreign au-
thority by the Supreme Court. “The ba-
sic premise of the Court's argument—
thatAmerican law should comport to the
lawsoftherest oftheworld—oughtto be
rejected outof hand,”Scalia wrotein the
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death-penalty case. “Whatthese foreign
sources‘affirm,’” he wenton,“is the Jus-
tices’ownnotion ofhow the world ought
to be, and their diktat thatit shall be
so henceforth in America.” This spring,
fifty-four conservatives in the House of
Representatives sponsored resolution
criticizing the use offoreign sources by
the Supreme Court,and, in August, Rep-
resentative Steve King, a Republican
from lowa, completed an investigation of
the Justices’ foreign trips, based on the
disclosure formsthat they are required to
file.“Between 1998 and 2003, theJustices
took a total of ninety-three foreign
trips,”King told me.“Andthe implication
is that there are at least a couple ofJus-
tices, chiefly Kennedyand Breyer, who
are more enamoredofthe ‘enlightenment’
ofthe world than they are bound by our
own Constitution.”

‘The debate overforeign law and the
Constitution thrusts the Supreme Court
intothe perennial struggle in American
politics between internationalists and
isolationists. More important, perhaps,
Kennedy’sunlikely transformation into
a tribuneoflegal multiculturalism offers
a striking lesson in the unpredictabil-
ity of the Court. If O’Connor’s replace-
ment, presumably John G. Roberts, Jr.,
turns out to be a dependable conserva-
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tive, Kennedy's influence on the Courtis
likely to grow. With John Paul Stevens,
David Souter, Ginsburg, and Breyer to
his left and Rehnquist, Scalia,Thomas,
and (possibly) the new Justice to his
right, Kennedy's vote mayincreasingly
determine the Court’s decisions.

Bw summerfor thepastfifteen
ryears, Kennedyandhis wife, Mary,

have rented an apartmentin Salzburg.
Kennedy speaks serviceable German,
navigates the winding cobblestone
streets with ease, and only this year ac~
quired a coveted pass allowing him to
parkhiscar in the old part of town. On
the evening I arrived in Salzburg, Ken-
nedy, who is a devout Catholic,invited
metojoin him and Mary at a Massthat
his friend Wolfgang Berger, a local law-
yer, organizesevery year. It tookplacein
the Miillnerkirche, which,even with its
spectacular gilt altarpieces, qualifies as
only a modestparish church by Salzburg
standards. (“Salt wastheoil ofthe Mid-
dle Ages,” Kennedy explained. “That’s
why thecity is called Salzburg—city of
salt—andthat’s where the money forall
these churches came from.”) Just before
the service, which was in German,he
leaned over and whispered, “You won't
understand a word,butI find with ser-

monsthat’s not always a bad thing.”
Like manyvisitors to Salzburg, Ken-

nedyis a classical-music fan, and Ber-
ger had arranged for a performance of
Haydn's “Theresienmesse”by a local or-
chestra and choir, which were seated in
the balcony. Kennedy told me that he
rarely attends the famousSalzburg Fes-
tival, which coincides with his annual
visit.“Thetickets are waytoo expensive,”
hesaid. Kennedy, whoissix feet three
inchestall, with a high forehead and a
crown ofblondish-gray hair, looks patri-
cian, but heis, according tofinancial-
disclosure reports, the least wealthy
memberofthe current Court, with cash,
stock holdings, andlife insurance worth
between seventy-five thousand and a
hundredandeighty thousanddollars.

Before Kennedyjoined the Supreme
Court, he moonlighted as a law profes-
sor, teaching mostly nightclasses at the
McGeorge School ofLaw, a branch of
the University of the Pacific, in Sacra-
mento.“I competed with ‘Monday Night
Footballforyears,” hesaid. Hefirstwent
to Salzburg in 1987,to teach for Mc-
Georgeas part of a summer program
that the school hosts at the University
of Salzburg. He returned in 1990 and
has taught every summersince. He
takes thejob seriously. After Mass, as we
stepped outside into an evening driz-
ale, Mary Kennedysaid, “Tonylikes it
whenit rains. It means his students
study harder.”

Kennedy'sclass metfor thefirst time
the following morning, and he began
his lecture by saying, “Welcome to our
class, with the modesttitle ‘Fundamen-

tal Rights in Europe and the United
States—all in three weeks.”A ripple of
laughter passed through the room,in a
renovatedwing ofan eighteenth-century
building on campus. Kennedyis a natu-
ral teacher;in front of his students, as
in his opinions from the bench,he ex-
presses himself in plain English, rather
than legalese. In Salzburg, he proudly
told methathis class included twenty
students from schools around the world,

as well as ninety or so from McGeorge.
As Kennedy explained the structure

of the U.S. Constitution to his class, he
hintedathis own approachto interpret-
ing the document.“Here youare in Eu-
rope,” hesaid to his American students.

“And you mightthink, Gee,lookat this
culture, look at these churches, lookhow
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old everythingis. Butyou have the oldest
constitution in the world.We have a le-
gal identity, and our self-definition as a
nation is bound up with the Constitu-
tion.”Butthe documentitselfwas notthe
only constitution Kennedyhad in mind.
“There is also the constitution with a
small ‘c,the sum total of customs and
mores of the community,” he said. “The
closer the big ‘C’andthe small ‘c,the bet-
ter offyouare as a society.”

Unbeknownst to most ofthe students,
Kennedy was making an oblique refer-
ence to one of the most contentious is-
sues in constitutional law.A little more
than a yearafter he joined the Supreme
Court,he madea fateful choice aboutthe
meaning of the phrase “due process of
law.”Ina 1989case aboutparental rights,
Michael H.v. Gerald D., the majority
opinion,written by Scalia, asserted,in ef-
fect,that the due-process clause protected
only what the Framers of the Constitu-
tion intendedit to protect, and nothing
more. If the Framers did notregard,say,
theright to have an abortion,orthe right
to engage in homosexual sodomy, as wor-
thyofprotection(as surely they did not),
then the Supreme Court should not do
so,either. Kennedy disagreed with Sca-
lias “imposition ofa single mode ofhis-
torical analysis,” joining an opinion by
O'Connorthat endorsed a more flexi-
ble notion of due process. Thatbrief
opinion has turned outto bea reliable
guide to Kennedy'sjurisprudence.On the
bench,his view has been that the Court
is obligated to considerthe evolving stan-
dards of society—theconstitution with
a small “c’—in addition to the words of
the Constitution, which are what mat-
ter to Scalia.

As Kennedy workedhis way through
each constitutional provision, he com-
pared it with other nations’ views on the
samesubject. Whenhe cametostates’
rights, hesaid, “Margaret Thatcher was
veryinterested in this, because shewanted
to know what the American experience
taught about what would happenin the
European Union.” Kennedy noted that
theexistence ofseparate federal andstate
governments allowed losing political par-
ties in national elections to gain power
and experience at the local level. “Com-
pare Japan,” Kennedy said. “For close to
thirty years, no leader of the opposition
party has ever held an importantoffice.”
When Kennedy referred to another

country, it was often to show howits
system had been influenced by the
United States. Hesaid that he had told
the judges at the European Court of
Human Rights,in Strasbourg,that they
should provide more than cursory opin-
ions to go with their rulings. “If you're
interpreting phraseslike ‘liberty,’ you
haveto doit in a way that commands
the allegiance of the people,” he said.
Nearthe endofhisclass, Kennedymen-
tioneda trip to Poland that he had made
last September. He had beeninvited to
meet with thelaw facultyofthe Univer-
sity ofWarsaw, but whenhearrived he
wastold that itwas orientation weekfor
the students and they, too, wanted to
meet with him. “So I wentto the stu-
dents, and I said I was Justice Kennedy,
and I wonderedif they had any ques-
tions for me. Well, they started asking
the most sophisticated questionsI could
imagine,and finally asked them what
wasgoing on.Wasthis somelittle strat-
egy they had decided on in advance?
Andthey said no, they had been study-
ing our constitutional history for nine
years. Later, the rector told methe stu-
dents in Poland knew ourconstitutional
history backwards and forwards.”

‘he Berlin Wall fell a year after Ken-
nedyjoined the Court,and the po-

litical developments thatfollowed from
Communism’collapse had a profound
effect on his approach to interpreting
the Constitution. Kennedy’s first sus-

tained encounter with foreign law came
when he began to advise emerging de-
mocracies—including Czechoslovakia
and Russia—ontheir constitutions and
therule of law. “I never thought I'd live
in an era when wehad newconstitu-
tions being founded,” Kennedytold me.
“T never thought we'd be in demand, but
suddenlywe were.” In theearly nineties,
dozens ofprojects were created to ex-
portAmerican legal expertise andideas.
International organizations, universi-
ties, and private groups began arrang-
ing meetings between American judges
andtheir foreign counterparts. New
York University sponsors frequent in-
ternational judges’ conferencesatits
Villa La Pietra, in Florence, and every
year Paul Gewirtz, a professor at the
Yale Law School, bringssenior judges
from around the world to New Haven.
Most of the Justices on the Supreme
Court have participated in someofthese
exchanges. (The exceptions are Souter

and Thomas, who generally avoid for-
eign travel.)

Kennedy happened to spendhis
summers in the citywhere the most im-
portantinternational judges’ conference
takes place. The Salzburg Seminar was
founded in 1947, by three young Har-
vard graduates whothoughtthat Europe
needed a placeforthe study ofAmerican
ideals. Theyraised a few thousand dol-
lars and rented the Schloss Leopolds-
kyon,an eighteenth-century palace that
hadfallen into disrepair after being

 “Mom!Everybody at schoolsays we'rejust a bunch ofcrazy Victorians.”



seized by the Nazis. The seminar be-
came known as the “Marshall Plan of
the mind,” andit remains a meetingplace
for scholars andjudges. Since 1971, nine
Supreme CourtJustices have attended
sessions at the Schloss, many of them
several times. Kennedyhasparticipated
in four seminar events, and even during
summers whenheis not officially in-
volved, he visits the Schloss frequentlyto
meetwith foreign colleagues.

Kennedywentto the Schlossafterhis
class, to have lunch with Richard Gold-
stone,formerjustice ofthe South Afri-
can Constitutional Court, who wasin
Salzburg todeliver a lecture and,like
Kennedy, was eager to meethis foreign
counterparts. Goldstone is among the
world’s most widely admiredjudges; the
formerchief war-crimes prosecutorfor
the United Nations, he is nowa member
of an independent commission investi-
gating the oil-for-food scandal at the
U.N. The Schloss Leopoldskron has
tight security by Salzburg’s d stan-
dards, but not because ofthe jurists who
congregate there.Thepalacewas the set-
ting for several scenes in “Ihe Sound of
Music,” the 1965 movie, and endures
more or less constant traffic from fans. (A
sign onthewall closestto thestreetreads,

in English, “Trespassers Will Be Prose-
cuted—Including Tour Groups.”) The
two mendined onthe secondfloor, in a
room adorned with mirrored panels and
gilt sconces,which had been reproduced
on a soundstageto create the von Trapp
ballroom.

“Doyou know anyof the Russian
judges?” Kennedy asked Goldstone.
“They aresoresilient.”

“['ve met good and bad,” Goldstone
replied. “Now the court belongs to the
President”—Vladimir Putin.

Kennedy mentioned that he be-
longedtothe board ofan American Bar
Association group that advises judges
andlawyers in China, wherehe travels
about oncea year. “There was a dinner
for oneoftheir vice-premiers,”hesaid. “I
knew that I hadtogive a gift. We don’t
havea budgetfor these things,so I went
down to the Supreme Court gift shop,
and I found oneofthese calendars. It
wasin a nice leather case, and it had
someanniversary from American con-
stitutional law for every day oftheyear.
Sowe'reatthis dinner, and I present the
calendar to him,and he’s sopleased,so I
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just say, ‘When's your birthday? Why
don't you lookit up?And he says what-
everthe datewas and handsthe calendar
tothe interpreter. So theinterpreterjust
stands there. He looks at me. He looks
around. There was thissilence. Clearly,
he doesn’t know whatto do. So say,
‘Readit, read it.’ And the entry is for
Dennis v. United States, affirmingprison
timefor eleven American Communists.
‘There was this silence again.Mysecurity
guy headedto the door. Thenthe guest
of honorjust laughed and laughed.”
Kennedy laughed,too, adding,“I am not
a world-class diplomat.”

Later, he told me,“Judges check each
other out. We're a guild, just like physi-
ciansor military people are guilds.”Ken-
nedy regards theuseofforeign lawby the
Supreme Court as an inevitable effect of
an increasingly interconnected world.“It
really began with the Holocaust, when
international law started to concern itself
with how nationstreated their own citi-
zens,” he told me. “CountryA is con-
cerned with how Country treatsits
own citizens.Soyou had the beginnings
ofthings like the European Court of
HumanRights. They became the new
kidson the block, but noonereallyknew
whatthey did. Gradually, their work
started to become knownaroundthe
world. Then youstarted to have formal
exchangesofjudges.” Beginning in the
nineteen-seventies, as part of a program
sponsored by the American College of
‘Trial Lawyers, a rotating group of Su-
preme CourtJustices has metevery four
orfive years with their counterparts in
England, Canada, and, on oneoccasion,
India. “When it began, I don’t think any
ofus hadeverbeeninside the House of
Lords,” Kennedysaid. “Itwas novel.Now
it’s routine. And thenyouhave informal
exchanges,like in Salzburg. You can’t
help but be influenced by what you see
and whatyouhear.”

Kennedy suggests that judges’ use of
foreign law todayis a response to the

VL

 

availability ofglobal sources ofinforma-
tion,in the samewaythatlawyers during
theprogressive era began using “Brandeis
briefs”in response tothe adventofsocial-
scienceresearch,Atthe beginningofthe
twentieth century, Louis Brandeis, then
a Boston lawyer, began filing briefs with
the Supreme Courtwhichrelied not only
onjudicial precedents but on empiri-
cal data, which was then beginning to
becollectedin a systematic way. His vic-
tory in the landmark 1908 case Mul-
ler v. Oregon, which upheldrestrictions
on the working hours ofwomen—the
Court’s opinion noted Brandeis’s ref-
erences to “bureausofstatistics, com-
missioners ofhygiene,inspectors of
factories, both in this country and Eu-
rope”—changed the way lawyers and
judgesconceivedofevidence.

‘The Bowers case, which Kennedy's
Lawrence decision overturned, was
rendered in 1986, the year before he
‘was nominated to the Supreme Court.
“When Bowers was being argued,the
European Court ofHumanRights had
just decided Dudgeonv. United King-
dom, which wentexactly the way the
defendant wantedourcourt to go,”Ken-

nedysaid. “Yet the lawyers didn’t even
cite it in theirbriefs. Now, maybe they
didn’tknow aboutthe case. People didn’t
look at those cases routinely in those
days. Or maybetheythought our court
would have been offended that they
cited a foreign case tous. But thatwould
never happen today. We know we have
to be aware of what's going on in the
world. Ofcourse,it’s not binding onus,
but we can't pretendthatit doesnt exist.
‘Today, no lawyer would think of not
telling us how courts around the world
have approachedthe samequestion.”

Clearly, itwouldrequire almostwillful
ignorance onthe part ofSupreme Court
Justices nottobe aware ofjudicial activity
in othercountries.The European Union
translates and publishes opinions from
nearly fifty nations,and the two mostfre-
quently consulted legal databases in the
United States, Lexis and Westlaw, carry
foreign opinions from dozens of coun-
tries. (The high courts ofmany countries

now also routinelyposttheir opinions on
the Internet.) In many American courts,
including the Supreme Court, foreign
nations andinternational organizations
regularly file briefs citing their own laws.
Kennedy's opinionin thejuvenile-death-
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‘Thadmy own blogfor a while, butIdecidedtogo
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penalty case mentionedfriend-of-the-
court briefs submitted by the European
Unionand the Human Rights Commit-
tee of the Bar of England and Wales.
“The way American and foreign courts
are connectedis not muchdifferent from
theway corporations are connected,” says
Anne-Marie Slaughter, the dean of the
Woodrow Wilson School of Public and
International Affairs, at Princeton, who
examinedtheeffects of globalization
on the American judiciary in her 2004
book,“ANewWorld Order.”“The opin-
ions are outthere,easy to get, and the
briefs arebeing filed.IftheJustices didn’t
cite them,it would belike pretending
therest ofthe world didn’t exist.”

nevery subject forwhich the Court
hassofar cited foreign views, no-

tably gay rights and the death penalty,
theJustices in the majority have inclined
in theliberal direction. “The United
Statesis probably the mostconservative
democracy in the world,” Goldstone
said. “The death penalty, gender, wel-
fare—you nameit. I think it would be
fair to say that the most conservative
memberofthe South African Constitu-
tional Court wouldbeleft of the most
progressive member ofthe United States
SupremeCourt.So,in looking at what
other democracies are doing, it would
meanlookingtotheleft, not to theright.
I think conservatives in the United
Statesare saying,‘Don't doit, becauseit
givesus bad answers.”

Yet it would be a mistake to regard
the dispute overforeign lawand the Su-
preme Court as simply anotheriteration
of America’s conservative-liberal split.
Kennedy and Breyer, the two Justices
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mostprominently associated with the
controversy overforeign law, have con-
siderable political differences. In Janu-
ary, Breyer conducted a public debate
on the subject with Scalia, an unprece-
dented encounter betweensitting Su-
premeCourtJustices. Atthe law school
ofAmerican University, in Washington,
D.C.,before a crowd ofaboutfour hun-
dred, with hundreds more watching the
event online, Scalia declared that for-
eign laws wereirrelevant, because “we
don't have the same moral and legal
framework asthe rest of the world,
and neverhave.” Breyer respondedthat,
though foreign laws could never be
binding on an Americancourt, they
werestill worth examining. Foreign
judges “have problemsthat often, more
and more,are similar to our own,” he
said. “They're dealing with texts that
more and moreprotect basic human
rights. If here I have a human being
called a judge in a different country
dealing with a similar problem, why
don't I read whathesays,if it’s similar
enough? MaybeI'll learn something.”

Kennedyoffers a more tactical reason
tocite foreign law. “Let measkyouthis,”
hesaid to me from across a lacquered
coffee table in a Chinese-themedsitting
roomatthe Schloss.“Why should world
opinioncare that the American Admin-
istration wants to bring freedom to op-
pressed peoples? Is that not because
there’s some underlying common mu-
tual interest, some underlying common
shared idea, some underlying common,
sharedaspiration, underlying unified
conceptofwhat humandignity means?
I think that’s what we'retryingtotell
therest of the world, anyway.” In other

words, Kennedy believes that by invok-
ing foreign law the United States Su-
preme Court sendsan implicit message
to therest of the democratic world that
our society shares its values.“The Euro-
peancourts,in particular the trans-
national courts, have been somewhat
concerned, and somefeel demeaned,
that wedid notcite their decisions with
moreregularity,” hesaid. “Theycite ours
all the time. And,basically, they were
saying, “Whyshouldwe cite yours ifyou
don’tcite ours?’” He wenton,“Ifwe are
askingtherest ofthe world to adoptour
ideaoffreedom,it does seem to methat
there may be some mutuality there,that

othernationsand other peoples can de-
fine and interpret freedom in a way
that’s at least instructive tous.”

Kennedy’s argument amounts to a
corollary to President Bush’s policy of
exporting freedom. Thedifferenceis
that Kennedy believes that American
evangelism forfreedom is morelikely to
succeedif it includeslistening as well as
lecturing.“Liberty isn't for export only,”
hesaid. This is whatespecially riles his
critics: the notion that the shifting en-
thusiasmsofforeign judges could affect
the meaningof the U.S. Constitution.
Cosmopolitanism on the Court is seen
by manyas élitist and un-American.
Robert Bork, whosefailed nomination
to the Supreme Courtin 1987 led to
Kennedy's appointment, says, “Theclass
that is commonlycalled theintelligent-
sia is composed ofpeople who maynot
dovery good intellectual work but who
maketheirliving with words andideas.
Judges belongto thatclass and respond
toits values,which they impose as con-
stitutional law. OurJustices are said to be
engaged in a worldwide constitutional
conversation. It more closely resembles a
worldwideconstitutional convention.”

Thisview is echoed by conservatives
in Congress, including Tom Feeney, a
Florida Republican, whois the chief
sponsorof the resolution condemning
the Supreme Court’s use offoreign law.
“Whenjudges intermingle with other
élitejurists, there is a tendency towant to
bepart ofthe club,” Feeney said. “Andit’s
avery élite club.It’s perfectly defensible
to saythatyou wantto be governedby an
oligarchy ofphilosopher kings. Butfive
wise, éliteJustices imposingpolicies on us
from the benchis notthe constitutional
democracy that the Framers gave us.” In



May, Kennedytestified before a House
committee about the Supreme Court’s
budget, and he mentionedin passing
that, like manylawyers, he conducted
legal research on the Internet. This
prompted Tom DeLay, the House Ma-
jority Leader, totell an interviewer from
Fox News Radio, “We've gotJustice
Kennedy writing decisions based upon
international law, not the Constitution of
the UnitedStates.That’sjust outrageous,
and,notonly that, he said in session that

hedoeshis own research on the Internet.
‘Thatis just incrediblyoutrageous.”

WhenI asked Kennedy about De-
Lay’s comments,he smiled andreplied
evenly,“Thenatureofthe United States
is that we're diverse.” But a few weeks
earlier, near the end ofthe Court’s term,
in June, Kennedyhad given a more
pointed retort. For a reunion of Chief
Justice Rehnquist's law clerks, he made
abriefvideo, during which he was taped
sitting at his computer. Hesaid that he
was doing little research. Hesigned off
bysaying goodbye in several languages.

ennedy turned sixty-ninein July,
butit’s easy to see why herarely

figures in the speculation aboutretire-
mentthatclings to other Justices. He's
extraordinarily fit for his age. Last year,
while on vacation in Greece, he and his
wife cameacross a groupstaging a reén-
actmentofthe ancient Olympic Games,
and Kennedyentered the hundred-
metre dash. His height gave him an
advantage in the race—which was run
barefoot but not, as in ancient Greece,
nude—because,he said, pointing to his
thigh,“the toga they gave me only came
down tohere.” Evenso, he didn’t win.
“They put mewith forty- and fifty-year-
olds,” hesaid. “I didn't have a chance.”He
seemsenthusiastic abouthislikely new
colleague,John Roberts, whohas argued
thirty-nine cases before the Court. “He
was a marvellousoral advocate,” Ken-
nedysaid.“So wefeellike we know him
in that regard.”

Whenthe Court reconvenes next
month, Kennedycould holdthe balance
of power on questions pertaining to
church-state relations, gay rights, and,
especially, abortion—all issues likely to
comebefore the Court during the next
several years.Yet, in such cases, conser-
vatives’ fears abouttheliberal influence
offoreignlawon Kennedy’s views could

turn out to be misplaced. Church-state
traditions in other democracies vary
widely. Somenations,like England,
have statereligions; others,like France,
have a secular orientation but subsidize
and regulate religious education. Ken-
nedy has generally sided with his con-
servative colleagues on the separation of
church andstate; in June, he votedto al-
low the posting of the Ten Command-
ments at the Texasstate capitol andin a
Kentucky courthouse. (The full Court
allowed the display in Texas, which has
beeninplacefor decades without draw-
ing muchattention,andrejected the one
in Kentucky, which is newer and more
controversial.)

Foreign law is more likely toaffect
Kennedy’s positions on gay rights and
abortion. His opinions in the Colorado
and Texas cases have made him the
Court’s mostvisible defender of gay
rights, but his support for gay marriage,
a subject manyexpect the Court will
eventually take on, seemsfar from cer-
tain. In the Lawrencedecision, Kennedy
cited a consensusin “Western civiliza-
tion” against punishing homosexual
sodomy. Butforeign traditionsoftoler-
ance for homosexual activity have not
led to broad international support for
gay marriage; only Belgium, Canada,
Spain, and the Netherlands currently
permitgaypeople towed.Thatdoes not
seemlike the kind ofmandate that Ken-
nedywill feel compelled to join.

Kennedy’s views on abortion have
long been ambiguous. In 1989, he
joined an opinion by Rehnquist that
appearedtocall for overturning Roev.
Wade; then, in 1992, in the case of
Planned Parenthoodv. Casey, Kennedy
joined Souter and O’Connorin an
opinion thatreaffirmed the core of
Roe—thatis, the right of a womanto
terminate an early-term pregnancy.
Since then, Kennedyhas generally been
countedas an abortion-rights vote,
along with Souter, O’Connor, Stevens,
Ginsburg, and Breyer, but that may not
bean accurate inference. Overthe past
decade, Kennedyhas repeatedly ex-
pressed his concerns about abortion.
Dissenting from a 2000ruling that up-
held the conviction of anti-abortion
protestersfortrespassing,hecriticized
the majority for denying“these protest-
ers, in the face ofwhatthey considerto
be oneoflife’s gravest moral crises,even

the opportunity to try to offer a fellow
citizena little pamphiet,a handheld pa-
per secking to reach a higher law.”That
sameyear, Kennedy wrote an uncharac-
teristicallyvitriolic dissentto the Court's
decision to strike down a Nebraska law
banning late-term(or partial-birth) abor-
tion—what hecalled “a procedure many
decent and civilized people find soab-
horrent as to be amongthe mostserious
ofcrimes against human life.”

Kennedy'sreservations about abor-
tion arereflected in foreign statutes.
Mostother countries have more restric-
tive abortion laws than the United
States, as Scalia pointed outin his dis-
sentin this year’sjuvenile-death-penalty
case, noting that the United States is

“one ofonly six countries that allow
abortion on demanduntil the point of
viability.” He accused the Justices in the
majority ofcherry-picking foreign laws
to suit their predispositions,writing,“To
invoke alien law whenit agrees with
one’s own thinking, and ignore it other-
wise, is not reasoned decision-making,
butsophistry.”
When I mentionedabortion to Ken-

nedy, I said, “You will probably be the
single vote preserving Roe v. Wade.”

“Perhaps, perhapsnot,” hereplied.
Unlike someofhis colleagues, Ken-

nedyarrivedat the Court without a for-
maljudicial philosophy to help him
decide each case. He has absorbed the
diverse lessonsof a changing world. As
we concluded our talk in Salzburg,I
showed him piece of paper that his
friend Wolfgang Berger had given to
meat the Massseveral days earlier. It
was an English translation ofthe read-
ings for the service, from the Book of
Wisdom 12:13, which included the
lines “For there is no God,other than
you, whocares for everyone, to whom
you haveto prove that your sentences
havebeen just.” Throughouttheverse, I
said, God wasportrayedasajudge.

“Thefascinating thing I thought
about whenI read this was that He has
considerable discretion,” Kennedysaid.
“There’s also no appeal.” #

BLOCK THAT METAPHOR!

Fromthe SanJuan (P-R.) Star.

Whathes behindthe low homicide num-
bers reported in NewYork? After a Byzan-
unebrooding,I could notfind asilver lining
to such a wild goose chase.
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ne summernight notlong ago,
Rickey Henderson,the greatest

basestealer and lead-off hitter in base-
ball history, stood in a dugout, pinching
the frontofhis jersey and plucking it
several inches from his chest—“pea-
cocking,” as someplayerscall it. He
wentthroughthe same pregamerituals
that he has performedsince he was a
rookie outfielder with the Oakland A’s,
in 1979. Hesorted through a bunch of
bats, asking, “Which one ofyou bad
motherfuckers has got a hit in you?”
Picking one up with resin on the han-
dle, he cocked it back, waiting for an
imaginary pitch, andtalked to himself
in the third person,the words running
togetherso fast that they were nearly
unintelligible: “Let’s-burn-Rickey-
come-on-let’s-burn.”

Hendersonis accustomednotonly to
beating his opponentsbutalso to lord-
inghis abilities over them.As a ten-time
All Star for the A’s, the New York Yan-
kees, and seven other teams, he stole

more than fourteen hundred bases—a
record thatis considered untouchable,
like Joe DiMaggio’s fifty-six-gamehit-
ting streak. He scored more runs than
Ty Cobb, Babe Ruth, or Hank Aaron.
Bill James,the oracle of baseball statis-
tics, wrote, “Withoutexaggerating one
inch, you could find fifty Hall ofFam-
ers who,all taken together, don't own as
manyrecords.”Or, as Hendersonputsit,
“I'm a walking record.”

As Hendersonsteppedonto thefield,
he stopped abruptly. A foul odor was
seepingfrom underthe dugout.“Where’s
it coming from?”oneof his teammates
asked. Several players bent down,trying
to find the source of the smell; previ-
ously, the manager had founda deadrat
in the stadium.

“[ thinkit’s coming from overhere,”
oneplayersaid. “See that hole?”

Hendersontried to ignore the com-
motion and resumehis routine. He
walked toward the batter’s box, moving

casually, asifhe were out for an evening
stroll. An opposing player once noted
thatit took him longerto getto the bat-
ter’s box than to drive to the stadium.
Henderson hassaid that his slow ap-
proach is a wayto getinto a pitcher's
head; opponents have said thatit is sim-
ply another means for Hendersonto let
the world take stock of him. As he
reached the batter’s box, informing the
world what Rickey was going to do to
theball, he again seemed disconcerted,
and looked upat the crowd: there were
only six hundred orso fans in the sta-
dium, and manyof the women had
dressed up, as part of a promotional
Eighties Night, in sequins and lace
stockings, like Madonnain her “Like a
Virgin”phase.

Earlier, Henderson had confessed to
me,“Last night, I dropped down on my
knees and I asked God, ‘Whyare you
doing this to Rickey? Whydid you put
mehere?”
An announcercalled his name on the

scratchy P.A. system: “Nowbatting
lead-off for the San Diego SurfDawgs
... RICKEY HENDERSON.”

The man whoonceproclaimed “I am
the greatestofall time!” was,at the age
offorty-six, playing in the Golden Base-
ball League. It wasn’t the majors. It
wasn't even part of the minor-league
farm system. It was an independent
league, which consisted largely ofplay-
ers who had never madeit to the mi-
nors, or had washedout of them. Cre-
ated by two Stanford business-school
graduates, the league—which began op-
erating this spring, with eight teams in
Arizonaand California—iswidely con-
sidered to be the bottom ofthe bottom.
Yetit is here that Henderson suited
up for three thousand dollars a month,
less than he could bring in selling a piece
of memorabilia from his daysin the
majors.

“Comeon, hot dawwwg, let’s see
what you can do!”a fan yelled.



Henderson tapped the dirt out of his
cleats and gotinto his crouch,staring at
thepitcher, a twenty-four-year-old right-
handerfor the Mesa Miners. Several
nights earlier, Henderson had singled
andstolen secondbase,sliding head first
in a cloud ofdust, to the delightoffans,
but, this time, he hit a weak liner to the
second baseman for an easy out. As he

se he
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time hadfinally defeated “the man of
steal,” as he wasoftencalled, unceremo-
niously released him. He had played
three thousand and eighty-one games,
putting him fourth on theall-timelist.
Hewasforty-four years old, and most
fans reasonably assumed that he would
retire and waitfor his inductioninto the
Hall of Fame.Instead, he played the

ment,bytheriddle of age. As heputit,
“There are pieces of this puzzle that
Rickey is still working out.”

Hestood to put onhis uniform. Heis
five feet ten, and,like a Rockette,most of
his height seems to come from hislegs,
whichhecalls “the essence ofmy game”;
they dwarf his torso, which always ap-
pears to be pressing forward,as ifhe were

 

“It’s like theyputa stamp on me: ‘Hall ofFame. You're done,’”Henderson said. “Its a‘odd shame.”Photograph byEvan Hurd.

made his way to the dugout, oneofthe
hecklers in the crowd yelled, “Hey, Rickey,
where's your fucking wheelchair?”

therbaseball greats have insisted on
playing past their prime:atforty,

Babe Ruth, in his last major-league sea-
son,batted .181 for the Boston Braves.
But Henderson's decision togo so far as
to join the Surf Dawgs—which, the
team’s former publicist admitted,wasfre-
quently assumedto bea girls’ softball
team—hasbeen a source of astonish-
ment. His last stint in the majors wasin
2003, whenheplayed part of the season
for the Los Angeles Dodgers. He hit a
mere .208, with three stolen bases. (His
last productive season wasin 1999.) The
Dodgers management, concluding that

2004 season with the Newark Bears, in
the independent Atlantic League, before
switching to the Golden Baseball League.
Manny Ramirez, the Boston Red Sox
slugger, whoplayed alongside Hender-
son in 2002,has said that Henderson
mustbe“crazy,” and a sportswriter de-
clared thatit would take “a team of psy-
chiatrists” tofigure him out. Even one of
his three daughters, Alexis, asked, “Dad,
whyare you doingthis?”
A few hours before the gameagainst

the Miners, I found Hendersonsitting
on a metal chair in the Surf Dawgs’
locker room,with his shirt off. He in-
sisted that he was nodifferentfrom any-
oneelse in the league:he simplywanted
to make it to the majors. But he also
seemedshocked by his own predica~

bursting out of a starting gate. His eyes
betray frequent shifts in mood—they
squintwith displeasure, then widen with
delight—and,during games, he often
hides them behind wraparound sun-
glasses. He put on his jersey, which was
white, with powder-blue sleeves, and
pulled his pants above his hips; when he
slippedonhis cap, only thecreases on his
forehead and around his mouth con-
firmed that he wasas old as manyofhis
teammates’ fathers. Extending his arms,
hesaid,“Lookat me. | ain’t got noinju-
ries. I got no problem with my eyes. My
kneesare good.Theonly problem I have
isa little pain in myhip, anditain’tnothin’
alittle ice cantt cure.”

Henderson knew that he had only a
few monthstoprovetoa scout that he
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wasable to play at the highest level—
the major-league season ended in Octo-
ber. Hetold methatnotlong after he
beganplaying for the Newark Bears he
called Billy Beane, the general manager
of the Oakland A’s. Most of Hender-
son’s greatest achievements in baseball,

includinghisfirst World Series ring, in
1989, stemmed fromhis time on the A’s,
andhetold Beanethat he wantedto re-
turn to the team more thanto anyother.
“ThenI could goout theway I camein,”
hesaid. Beane respondedthatthe A’s,
which are currently vying for a spotin
the playoffs, had no room for him. Nev-
ertheless, Henderson said, “I ain't giving
up hope. I knowif people would just
comeoutto see meplay theywould re-
alize that Rickeyis still Rickey.”

Hearrived hours before a game, and
wouldslashatballs as they shot out ofa
pitching machineat eighty-five miles an
hour, while the Surf Dawgs’ adopted
themesongblared overthe loudspeakers:
“Wholet the dogs out? Woof! Woof!
Woof! Woof!” On some mornings,he
could be seen running up and down the
bleachers.Jose Canseco,whoplayed with
Henderson on the A’s, and who helped
to fuel the explosion of performance-
enhancing drugsin the major leagues,
hassaid ofHenderson,“That's oneofthe
guys who’ notonsteroids!”

“Theykept that shit a secret from
me,” Hendersonsaid. “I wish they had
told me. My God,could you imagine
Rickeyon roids? Oh,baby, look out!”
Helaughedin an easygoingway.“Maybe
if they weren't juicing there'd still be a
spotona ball club for me. People always
ask me whyI still wantto play, but I
want to know whyno onewill give me
an opportunity. It’s like they put a stamp
on me: ‘Hall of Fame. You're done.
‘That's it.’ It’s a goddam shame.”

As Henderson wastalking to me,
oneof his teammates, whohad tousled
hair and lookedto be abouteighteen,
walked over. He was holdinga baseball
and a pen in his hand. He said to Hen-
derson,“I feel funny asking, but could
you sign this?”

Henderson smiled and signed the
ball.

“Thankyou,Rickey,” the young man
said, holdingtheball along the seams, so
as notto smudgethe ink.

Henderson turned back to me, and

said, “I'll tell you the truth. I’d give

54 THE NEW YORKER, SEPTEMBER12, 2005,

everything up—every record, the Hall
of Fame,all of it—for just one more
chance.”

Bx stealers are often considered
irown breed:reckless, egocentric,

sometimes even a touch mad. Ron Le-
Flore,whostole ninety-seven bases with

the Montreal Expos, was a convicted
armedrobber; Ty Cobb, whowascalled
“psychotic”by his authorized biographer,
used toslide with his spikes in the air, in
an effort to take out the second baseman;
even Lou Brock, who was more gentle-
manly, believed that oneofhis greatest
assetswas unbridled arrogance. Hender-
son,byall accounts, was a natural-born
thief. Lloyd Moseby, a childhood friend
ofhis who played for the Toronto Blue
Jays, told SportsIMustrated,“Rickey hasn't
changedsince he wasa little kid. He
couldstrut before he could walk, and he
always livedfor the lights.”

Henderson grew up withlittle out-
side the game: when he wastwo,his fa~
therdisappeared, abandoningthefamily,
and, after his mother movedto Califor-
niato find work, he andhis four broth-
ers remainedin Pine Bluff,Arkansas,for
several years, in the care of a grand-
mother, In 1976, when Henderson was
seventeen,the Oakland Ass drafted him
in the fourth roundandassigned him to
oneoftheir minor-league teams, in
Boise, Idaho. From the beginning, he
was intense, moody, and flamboyant. If
he hit what lookedlike an easy ground
out, he sometimesrefused to run it out,

to the consternationofthe manager. But,
whenhe thought the opportunity was
ripe, his speed was unparalleled. One
night in Fresno, California, in 1977, he
stole sevenbases,tying a recordfor a sin-
gle game.Two years later, in the middle
oftheseason,the Oakland A's called him
up to the majors.

With his new money, Hendersonhired
a groupofdetectivestofindhis father. “I
didnt careif he was a bad guy or a good
guy,”Henderson told me.“Ijustwanted to

  

know him.”The private eyes reported
back to his mother, who informed him,
“Your father is dead. Hedieda few years
ago in a car accident.” In 1980, however,
Henderson found an unlikely father fig-
ure in Billy Martin,the A’s new manager.
Martinwas a pugnacious drinkerwho, on

at least one occasion, slugged oneofhis.
ownplayers. But he and Henderson
shared an in-your-face approach to the
game—Martin hungonhisoffice wall a
poster thatsaid,“There can be no rainbow
withouta cloud and a storm’—andto-
gether they developed a manicstyle of
play, known as Billy Ball, that was as ter-
rifyingas itwas exhilarating.As Hender-
sonhas putit, “Billywas the publisher of
Billy Ball, andI was theauthor.”

Becausethe A’s didn't have a lot of
power, they couldn’t rely on three-run
homersand big innings; they had to
manufacture runs,to create them out of
theslightest opportunities. As the lead-
offhitter, Henderson was thecatalyst, or,
as helikes to say, “the creator of chaos.”
He had remarkable strength (twice, he
finished the season with a higher slug-
ging percentage than Mark McGwire),
buthis principal role was to be a nui-
sance, a pest—to “get on base, any damn
way I can,”and begin wreaking havoc on
the defense.

As partofhis strategy, he had devel-
oped oneof the mostdistinctive and in-
furiating batting stances ever seen. Each
hitter has a strike zone that extends
roughlyfromhischestto his knees. Hen-
derson, by collapsinghis shoulders to his
knees—by practically doubling over—
madehis strike zone seem uncommonly
small; one sportswriter quipped thatit
was “thesize of Hitler's heart.” With so
little room for the pitcher to throw a
strike, Henderson would frequently eke
out a walk. (In 2001, he broke Babe
Ruth’s recordfor total walks, and is now
second, behind Barry Bonds.) Or he
would crush the ball—heis one of only
twenty-five players in history with more
than three thousandhits.Once hewas on
base, the chaos began: he would often
steal second, then steal third; he stole
home four times. In hisfirst full year,
he broke Ty Cobb’s American League
record ofninety-six stolen bases in a sea~
son, which hadstood since 1915; two
seasonslater, he blew past Lou Brock’s
major-league mark of a hundred and
eighteen.Thomas Boswell, ofthe Wash-
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ington Post,wrote, “Notsince Babe Ruth,
hit fifty-four homerunsin 1920—thirty
more than anyoneelse had hit in a sea~
son—has oneofbaseball's fundamental
areas ofoffensive production been in
such danger of major redefinition. .. .
Now, perhapsforthefirst time, a player’s
skill is challenging the basic dimensions
ofthe diamond.”

His mere presence on the base paths
was a force ofpsychic disruption. Dis~
tracted infielders made errors, and pitch-
ers, finding themselves unable to concen-
trate, gave up easy hits to subsequent
batters. As the former Yankee captain
Don Mattingly has said, “Basically, he ter-
rorizes a team.” Henderson would score
in ways that madehis heroics nearly invis~
ible: he wouldoftenget a walk, then steal
second,then advance to thirdon a ground
ball, and,finally, come homeona routine
fly ball to the outfield. In other words,he
regularly scored whenneither he nor his
teammates registereda single hit.

Butthere was also something out of
control about Henderson.A basestealer
takes his team’s fortunes into his own
hands; if he decides to run andgets
thrown out, he can devastate a team’s
chances fora big inning. In 1982, Hen-
dersondidn't merely set a season record
forsteals; he alsoset oneforbeing caught
(forty-two times). The very traits that
wonhim praise—bravado,guile, defi-
ance—also made him despised. During
a 1982 gameagainst the Detroit Tigers,
when he needed only one more base to
tie Brock’s record,he singled but had no
chance tosteal, because there was a slow
base runneronsecond. Violating every
norm ofthe game,Billy Martin ordered
the man onsecondto take such a big lead
thathewould get picked off. Henderson's
path wasnowclear,and he tookoff, sure
thathewas safe at second,butthe umpire
called him out, allegedly muttering,“You
gottoearnit.”

Baseball has an unspoken etiquette
aboutlopsided games, and Henderson's
habitofstealing when his team was al-
ready trouncing an opponentwas widely
seen as unsportsmanlike. In 2001, while
Henderson was playing with the San Di-
ego Padres ina gameagainst theMilwau-
kee Brewers,he tookoffin the seventh in-
ning, whenhis team was leading by seven
runs.The Brewers’manager,Davey Lopes,
whohad been one ofthe most aggressive
basestealers of his day, was so incensed
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thathe stormedontothefield,yelling that
the next time Henderson cameup to bat
the pitcher was goingto “drill” him. The
threatwas clearlyin earnest,and Hender-
son was removedfrom the game. “We're
old school,”Lopes saidlater.

Andit wasn'tjust the way Henderson
ran thebasesthat irked traditionalists. In
1985,after being traded to the Yankees,
he wasasked whatitwould belike to play
on the samefield that once knewJoe
DiMaggio and Mickey Mantle, and he
replied, “I don't care about them... It’s
Rickey time.”Whenhehit a homerun,
he would stop and watchit go overthe
fence,thenarc ostentatiously aroundfirst
base, oneelbow outstretchedlikea bird’s
wing. Insteadofsimplycatching ball, he
would make a show ofsnatchingit out of
theair. “I don’t appreciate that hot-dog
garbage in myballpark,” the former Ori-
oles catcher Rick Dempsey, who once
had to berestrained by an umpire from
attacking Henderson,said.

Henderson earned a reputation for
creating tumultoff the field as well. He
held general managers hostage with his
contractual demands.‘I’ve got to havemy
moneyguaranteed,”hed say. Or, in one of
his more Yogi Berra-like phrases, “All I'm
askingforiswhat I want.”Once,when he
couldn't find his limousine uponleaving a
ballpark, he was heard saying, “Rickey
dor’tlike itwhen Rickey can’t find Rick-
cy’s limo.” In 1989,the A’s signed him to
a four-year contract worth twelve million
dollars,which madehim the highest-paid
player in the game; butless than twoyears
later,after several players surpassed that
sum, he demanded a new contract. The
pitcher Goose Gossage, whoplayed with
Henderson on the A’s, once said, “Hen-
dersonset a new standard for selfishness.
He made Jose Cansecolooklike a social
worker.” By the end ofhiscareer in the
majors, Hendersonwasrecognizedas one
ofthebest players ofall time, but,in the
view of manyplayers and sportswriters,
he wasalso “greedy,” “egomaniacal,”
“Tropical Storm Rickey,” “the classic
baseball mercenary,” and “the Kingof I.”
Inotherwords,he wasthelastplayer any-
one thought wouldjoin the Golden Base-
ball League.

“Tcar'tbelate,” Hendersonsaid.
Hewasat the Los Angelesairport,

waiting for a morning flight to Yuma,
Arizona, where,for a July game against

the Scorpions, the Golden Baseball
League was hosting Rickey Henderson
Night.(Thefirst thousandfansto arrive
at the game would receive Rickey Hen-
derson bobble-head dolls.) The league,
realizing that Henderson helped give it
legitimacy, had offered him variousperks
to sign on,and,unlike the rest of the
players, he didn’t have to endure long bus
rides to away games—he flew by com-
mercial airplane. Andso, while the team
was spendingfive hours on a busto
Yuma, Hendersonpicked up his bags
and boardedtheplane. He was wearing
aneleganttanshirt and matchingpants,
and a gold Rolex studded with dia-
monds. Duringhiscareer, he has earned
more thanforty million dollars in salary
alone. He ownsdozensofrental proper-
ties, as well as a hundred-and-fifty-acre
ranch, near Yosemite National Park,
wherehespent timein the off-season
with his wife and their daughters. He
also has a Porsche, a Rolls-Royce, a
Bentley,a BMW,a Mercedes, a Cadillac,
a G.M.truck, a T-bird, and a Ferrari.
“Y’ve told major-league clubs, ‘Don’t
worry about your bank account—T’ll
play for free,’” Hendersonsaid. “This
ain't about myportfolio.”

As he waitedforthe planeto taxi to
the runway, he checked hiscell phone to
seeifhis agenthad called with anyword
from the majors.“Nothing,”he said. Af-
ter holding powerover general managers
for so long, Henderson seemed uncertain
whatto do now thatthey held power
over him. Hehadeven considered crash-
ing a Colorado Rockiestryoutfor high-
schoolandcollege players. He knewthat
his reputation had probably hurt his
chances ofbeing brought ontoa team as
an elder statesman and bench player.
“There's always that concern: Will Rickey
bewilling to comeoff the bench?”Hen-
dersonsaid. “I would.Ifyoulet meretire
in a major-league uniform, you won't
heara peepoutofme.”Henderson regu-
larlyscoured the news reportsfor injuries
androster changesin the majors, to see if
there might be an opening.

“Who'sthat new guytheygot play-
ing center field for the Yankees?” Hen-
dersonasked me.

“TonyWomack,”] said.
“Womack, huh?”hesaid, then added

in frustration, “My God, you mean to
tell me I ain't better than him?”
He placed a call on his cell phone, and



began talkingovertheroar ofthe engine.
‘The stewardess, who seemed unusually
tense, askedhim sharplyto turn thephone
off. Hesaid that he would, but requested
that she ask him nicely. Within moments,
security officers had boarded theplaneto
remove him.

“Whatthe hell’s going on?”he asked.
“Ts that Rickey Henderson?”a pas-

sengerasked,
“Look how cut heis,” another said. “I

hear he neverlifts weights—heonly
does pushupsandsitups.”

“You'll have to come with us,” an of-
ficer told Henderson.

I stood upto get offwith Henderson,
andtheofficer asked whoI was.

“That’s my biographer andlawyer,”
Hendersonsaid.

‘Thepassengers beganto shout,“You
can't take Rickey!” But the stewardess
wouldn'trelent, although Henderson
said thatif he had done something to
offend her he was happy to apologize.
‘Theplanetook offwithoutus.

“See, man?” Hendersonsaid to me.
“T cause controversy even when | don’t
do nothin’. That’s the wayit’s always
been.”

Theairline, seemingly embarrassed
byhis removal,tried to find us another
flight, but the next one to Yuma didn’t
leave until the evening. “I gotta make
my game,” Hendersonsaid.“It’s Rickey
Henderson Night.”

Eventually, the airline found us a
flight to Imperial, California,which was
about an hour's drive from Yuma; from
there,the airlinesaid,itwould provide a
carto take us to the stadium.When we
arrived at the Imperial airport, a middle-
aged man standingin the baggage-claim
area said, “Rickey, what brings you to
Imperial?”

“Gota gametonight in Yuma.”
“In Yuma?”
“Playingin anewindependentleague

overthere.”
“Youtrying to makeit back to the

show?”
“That’s theplan.”
“Well, I sure wish they'd give you a

shot.Theynevertreat us old guys well.”
We drovein a van across the desert

to Yuma, which is knownprimarily for
a prisonthat once housed outlawsfrom
the Wild West.Whenwe reached Des-
ert Sun Stadium, Henderson seemed
taken aback—itwaslittle more than a 

Jen? You seem a little withdrawn.”

field with bleachers and a water tank
looming overit. “It ain't Yankee Sta-
dium,is it?” Hendersonsaid.

‘The temperature was a hundred and
nine degrees,andit washard to breathe.
Hendersonsigned autographs and posed
for photographswith fans—‘T'm,like, the
Babe Ruthofthe independentleagues,”
he said—and then wentinto the club-
houseto suit up. The busfor the rest of
the team had already arrived, and the
players were lounging in their underwear;
a fewwere chewing sunflowerseeds and
discussing a rumorthat a scout from a
major-league organization had appeared
at a recent game.

Bynow, Henderson knew most of
his teammates’ stories. There was Nick
Guerra,formercollege starwhoworked
aconstructionjob in the mornings to sup-
port his family. There was Scott Good-
man, a slightlypear-shaped powerhitter,
whooncehit eighteen homerunsfor a
minor-league team affiliated with the
Florida Marlins butwas released anyway.
And there was Adam Johnson, perhaps
the most promisingplayer on the team, a
twenty-six-year-old starting pitcher who
hadlost only one gameall season. The
manager,Terry Kennedy,who had played
fourteen years in the majorleagues as a
catcher, and whosefather had played in
the majors as well, told me,“I sometimes
call this the Discovery League. Everybody

here is trying to discover something about
themselves—whether they should con-
tinue pursuingtheir dream orwhetherit’s
timetofinallylet it go.”

Henderson and Goodman wentout
to the batting cage together. Goodman,
who was amongtheleague leaders in
homeruns and R.B.Ls,had been strug-
gling with his swing in recent games.
“How youfeeling?”Henderson asked

him.
“Last night, I wasn't getting my bat

outright.”
“T don't meanlast night. I’m not wor-

ried aboutlast night. Howdo youfeel
now?”

“T don't know,” Goodmansaid.“It’s
like I'm notgetting my weight behind
anything.” He wentinto the cage and
swungatseveral pitches.

“See your foot?” Henderson said.
“You're steppingtoofar in,instead ofto-
wardthepitcher.”

Goodman inspected the divot in the
dirt where his front foot had landed.
“You're right,” hesaid. “I never noticed.”

Kennedytold methathe had initially
worried how Henderson would fit in
with the team,especially consideringhis
perks. “I wasnever into guys whochirp,”
hesaid. But,to his surprise, Henderson
had goneoutofhisway to mentor other
players. “I don’twantto gotoo deepinto
his head,” Kennedy said. “But some-
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thing'sclearly going onin there. I think
maybehe’s trying to show clubsthat he’s
willing to be a differentplayer.”

After a while,Goodman and Hender-
son returnedto the clubhouse.They put
ontheir road uniforms, which were gray
andnavy blue,and walked ontothefield,
their cleats leaving marks in thesticky
grass. Despite the heat, more than four
thousandpeople had comeoutfor Rickey
Henderson Night—thebiggest crowd in
Yumasince the openingnightofthe sea-
son. As Henderson took his position in
center field, a yellow Volkswagen Beetle,
with a pairofrodent-like ears attached to
its roofanda curlytail sticking outof its
trunk, circled thegrass, “It’s timeto exter-
minate the competition,”the stadium an-
nouncersaid. “Truly Nolen Pest Con-
trol—Wegetthe bugsoutfor you.”After
thefirst inning, Hendersonsat on the
bench,his uniform already soaked with
sweat, while cheerleaders danced on the
dugoutroofoverhis head.The announcer
said, “See if you can answertonight's
trivia question! The question is: What
year was Rickey Hendersonoriginally
drafted by the Oakland As?”

“Nineteen seventy-six,”one ofHen-
derson’s teammatessaid.

“T wasn’t even born then,” another
said.

At one point, with Henderson play-
ing centerfield, a shot was hit over his
head andhebegan to run, unleashing at
least a memory ofhis speed. He looked
back overhis shoulder, tryingto bring the
ball into focus, and madea nice catch.
“Thataway, Rickey!”his teammatesyelled
when he camebackto the dugout.

Even though Hendersonplayedwell,
with twosingles and a walk, the Surf
Dawgslost, 5-0. His wife, who had

cometo see him playthatweekend with
twooftheir daughters,told the team’s
general manager, “Why won't hejust
quit and come home?” Asheleft the
field, fireworks began to explode in the
sky above him,the finale of Rickey
HendersonNight.

ne afternoon before a home game,
Kennedyapproached Henderson

at the ballpark and asked if he would
teach the other players theart ofstealing.
Kennedy knew that, in recentyears, base
stealing had beenall but forgottenin the
major leagues. Team owners, convinced
that homeruns brought people to the
stadium,had built smaller and smaller
ballparks; at the sametime,players made
their muscles bigger and bigger with ste-
roids. Since 1982, when Henderson
broke the single-season record forsteals,
home-runtotals had risen by sixty-one
per cent, while the numberof stolen
bases had fallen nearly twenty percent.
But Kennedy knew how devastating
stealing could be: he had been with the
San Francisco Giants in the 1989 World
Series, when Henderson and the A’s
swept the Giants in four games and
Hendersonseta post-seasonrecord,with
eleven stolen bases.

Henderson agreed togive a demon-
stration, and there was a buzz as Good-
man, Johnson,andthe other players
gathered aroundfirst base. Henderson
stepped off the bag,spread his legs, and
bentforward,wigglinghis fingers.“The
most importantthing to being a good
basestealeris yougottobefearless,” he
said. “You know they'reall coming for
you; everyonein the stadium knows
they're comingfor you. And you gotto
say to yourself, ‘I don't give a dang. I’m

 

 
“To befair, I thinkyou should be very clear aboutthe

ground rules withyour nextjester.”

gone.” Hesaid that every pitcher has
the equivalentofa pokerplayer's “tel
somethingthattips the runner offwhen
he’s going to throw home. Before a run-
ner gets on base, he needsto identify
thattell, so he can take advantageofit.

“Sometimesa pitcherlifts a heel, or wig-
gles a shoulder, or cocks an elbow, orlifts
his cap,” Hendersonsaid,indicating
each giveaway with a crisp gesture.

Once you were on base, Henderson
said, the next stepwas taking a lead.Most
players, heexplained, mistakenly assume
that you needa big lead. “That's one of
Rickey’s theories: Rickey takes only three
steps from thebag,” hesaid. “If you're
taking a big lead, you're goingto beall
tense out there. Then everyone knows
you're going.Just like you read the pitcher,
the pitcher and catcher have read you.”
He spread his legs again and pre-

tendedto stare at the pitcher. “O.K.,
you've taken your lead; now you're ready
to find thatonepart ofthe pitcher’s body
that youalready know tells you he’s
throwing home. Thesecond you see the
sign, then, oom,you're gone.” Helifted
his kneesanddashed toward secondbase.
After he stopped, hesaid,“Pll tell you an-
other ofRickey’s theories.”Nearlyall base
stealers, he explained, begin their run by
crossing theirleft foot in front of their
right, as they turn their bodies toward
second. That was also a mistake.“If you
cross over, it forces you tostandstraight
upto getintoyour stride,”hesaid.“That’s
the worst thing you can do as a runner.
You wantto start out low and explode.”

As Henderson was conducting his
demonstration, members of the oppos-
ing team arrived andbeganto look on.
Hesaid thatthe final touch was the slide.
Before Henderson,the great base steal-
ers typically wentfectfirst. Henderson
decided that it would be faster—notto
mention more daring andsi 1—to go
in headfirst, the way Pete Rose,who was
never a majorbasestealer, occasionally
did. Yet each time Hendersontried the
head-first slide he would bouncevio-
lently, brutally poundinghis body.Then,
oneday,while he was flying to a game, he
noticed that thepilot landed the plane
in turbulence withouta single bump.
Hendersonrecalled,“I asked thepilot, I
said,‘Howthehell did you dothat?’He
said the key is coming in low to the
ground, rather than dropping suddenly. I
was,like, ‘Dang. That’s it!” After that,

  

 



Hendersonsaid, he lowered his body
gradually to the ground,like an airplane.

Henderson concludedby saying that
if the base runnerstudied the pitcher,
made a good jump,andslid well, he
shouldbeatthe throw nearly every time.
And,if for somereason he was caught,

the momenthe got back on base he
shouldtry tosteal again. As Henderson
putit to me,“Tosteal a base, you need
to think you're invincible.”

“TT cokatyour head,” the SurfDawgs’
hittinginstructorsaid to Hender-

son oneJuly afternoon.“You're dropping
it down.”

“I knowit,”Hendersonsaid,stepping
back in the batting cage. He took several
more swings, but nothing seemed to be
going right. “Comeon,Rickey, you're
better than this!” heyelled.

In July, his batting average had
plunged from .311 to .247—oneofthe
loweston the team.(Recently, it climbed
to .270.) In May, hehit only one home
run; he had nonein June.“Hestill sees
the ball well,” Kennedy, who was lean-
ingagainstthe cage, said of Henderson.
“Buthe doesn't have the bat speed to get
around.”

After a dismal series against the Sam-
urai Bears, an all-Japanese squad that
had the worstrecordin the league,Hen-
derson began staringat the groundin the
outfield. Kennedy turned to his coaches
andsaid,“I’ve thinkwe've lost him.”

Kennedy, believing that Henderson
was ready to quit, later called him into
his office.“T understandifyou're through,”
Kennedy said.

“No,man,it’s not that.It’s just my
damnhitting. I can't getit straight.”

As the weeks wore on,it became

clearerthatthe defiant mind-setthathad
made him a great base stealer had,in
many ways, trapped him in the Golden
Baseball League. He was forever con-
vinced that he could do the impossible.
“WhenI wentto play with the Newark
Bears, Iwas sure I would be there for only
a few weeks—that a major-league team
would call me,”he said. “But one week
became two weeks,and nowit’s two years
andI’m still waiting forthat call.”

‘Trying to improve his average, he

started to experimentwith his trade-
mark crouch;he stoodstraighter at the
plate, until he was an almost unrecog-
nizablefigure.“I rememberat the end of

mycareer I began to doubt myability,”
Kennedysaid. “I knewwhatI wantedto
do, but my body wouldn't let medoit.
AndI called myfather andsaid, ‘Dad,
did you everstart to think you weren't
good enoughto play this game?’And he
said, ‘I did, and once you do you can
nevergetit back.”

During the gameagainstthe Scorpi-
onsin late July, after Henderson had sin-
gled and wasonfirst, he gotinto his
three-step lead. I had been travellingwith
the team periodically throughout the
season,waiting to see him steal. The

crowd implored him to run,andseveral

timesthe pitcher threw to first to keep
him close. “Here he goes!” a fan yelled.
“Watch out!”But,whenthepitcherwent
into his motion, Henderson didn’t move.

Hestoodthere,frozen. “What's wrong,
Rickey?”anotherfan yelled. “Can't you
steal anymore?” Onthenext pitch, Hen-
derson tookhis lead again and wiggled
his fingers.The pitcher seemedto dip his
shoulder when he was about to throw
home—his tell—but Henderson didn’t
break. After several more pitches, the
batter hit a ground ball to short and
Henderson waseasily thrown out atsec-
ond.As Hendersonreturned to the dug-
out, he shouted, “Goddam cocksucking
sun was in myeyes. I couldn'tsee a god-
dam motherfuckingbullshit thing.” He
sat in the dugout with his head bowed,
andforthefirst time since I had seenhim
play he didn’t say a word.

‘Two weeks later, in the middle ofAu-
gust, as the SurfDawgs’seasonwas near-
ingits end,word spread in the clubhouse
that the Oakland A’s had just phoned
abouta player. Kennedy came out and
told the team the good news: a Surf
Dawg was beingcalled up to Oakland’s
AAA farm team. It was Adam Johnson,

thepitcher. Afterward, Henderson told
me,“I'm happy to see oneofthe guys get
outoftheleague, to get a chance to move
on.” He seemed genuinely glad for him
andrefused to mention his own circum-
stances. On anothernighton thefield,
however, he pointed to the Surf Dawg
logo on his jersey and said, “I never
thought I might end mycareerin this
uniform.” Iaskedifhewould retire at the
endofthe season. “I don't know if T can
keep going,”he said.“I'm tired,you know.”
Ashepicked uphis glove,he stared at the
field for a moment. Thenhesaid, “I just
don't knowifRickey can stop.”  
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‘n the occasion ofthe twenty-fifth
anniversary ofSaddleback Church,

RickWarren hired the Anaheim Angels’
baseball stadium. He wanted to address
his entire congregationat once, andthere
‘wasno way to fit everyonein at Saddle-
back,where the crowds are spread across
servicesheld over the course ofan entire
weekend. So Warren bookedthe stadium
and printed large, silver-black-and-white
tickets, and,on a sunny Sunday morning
last April, the tens of thousandsof con-
gregants of one of America’s largest
churches begantofile into the stands.
‘They were wearing shorts and T-shirts
and buying Cokes and hamburgers from
the concessionstands,ifthey had notal-
readytailgated in the parking lot.Onthe
field, a rock band played loudly and en-
thusiastically. Just after one o'clock, a
voice cameover the public-address sys-
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LETTER FROM SADDLEBACK

THE CELLULAR CHURCH
How Rick Warren's congregation grew.

BY MALCOLM GLADWELL

tem—“RIIIICK WARRRREN”—and War-
ren bounded onto the stage, wearing
blackslacks, a red linen guayabera shirt,
and wraparound NASCARsunglasses.
‘The congregants leapedto their feet.

“You know,” Warren said, grabbing
the microphone,“there are two things
I've always wanted to do in a stadium.”
He turnedhis body sideways, playing
an imaginary guitar, and belted out
thefirst few lines ofJimi Hendrix’s
“Purple Haze.” His image was up on
the Jumbotronsin right andleft fields,
just below the Verizon and Pepsi and
Budweiserlogos.He stopped and grinned.
“The other thingis, | want to do a
wave!” THe pointed to the bleachers,
andthento theright-field seats, and
around and aroundthestadium the
congregation rose andfell, in four full
circuits. “You are the most amazing

church in America!” Warren shouted
out,when they hadfinally finished. “AND

ILOVE YOU!”

R& Warrenis a large man, with a

generous stomach.He has short,
spiky hair and a goatee. Helooks like an
ex-athlete, or someone who might have
manytattoos. Heis a hugger, enfolding
those he meets in his long armsand say-
ing thingslike “Hey, man.”Accordingto
Warren, from sixth grade through col-
lege there wasn'ta day inhis life that he
wasn'tpresident of something, and that

makes sense, becausehe’s always the one
at the center of the room talking or
laughing, with his head tilted way back,
or crying, which he doesfreely. In the
evangelical tradition, preachers are hard &
orsoft. Billy Graham,with his piercing =
eyes and protruding chin and Bible 3



clenchedclose to his chest,is hard. So
was Martin LutherKing,Jr, who over-
whelmedhisaudiencewith his sonorous,
forcefully enunciatedcadences,Warren is
soft. His sermons are conversational, de-
livered in a folksy, raspy voice. Hetalks
abouthow heloves Krispy Kreme dough-
nuts, drives a four-year-old Ford, and
favors loud Hawaiian shirts, even at the
pulpit, because, he says, “they do not
itch.”

In December of 1979, when Warren
wastwenty-five years old, he and his
wife, Kay, took their four-month-old
baby anddrove in a U-Haul from Texas
to Saddleback Valley, in Orange County,
because Warrenhad read thatit was one
ofthe fastest-growing counties in the
country. He walked into thefirst real-
estate office he foundandintroduced
himself to the first agent he saw, a man

named Don Dale. Hewaslooking for
somewheretolive, he said.

“Doyou have any moneyto rent a
house?” Dale asked.

“Not much, butwe can borrow some,”
Warrenreplied.

“Doyouhavea job?”

“No.I don't have job.”
“Whatdoyou dofor a living?”
“Tm a minister.”

“Soyou have a church?”
“Notyet.”
Dale found him an apartmentthat

very day, of course: Warren is one of
those people whoselives have an irresist-
ible forward momentum.In the car on
the wayover, he recruited Dale as the
first memberofhisstill nonexistent
church,ofcourse. And whenheheld his
first public service, three monthslater, he
stoodupin frontoftwo hundredandfive
people he barely knew in a high-school
gymnasium—this shiny-faced preacher
fresh out of seminary—andtold them
that one day soon their new church
would number twenty thousand people
and occupy a campusoffifty acres,Today,
Saddleback Church has twenty thousand
members and occupies a campusof a
hundred and twenty acres. Once,Warren,
wantedto increase the number of small
groupsat Saddleback—the groupsofsix
or seven that meetfor prayer and fellow-
ship during theweek—by three hundred.
He went homeandprayed and, as he 

tells it, God said to him that whathe re-

ally needed to do was increase the num-
ber of small groups by three thousand,
which is just what he did. Then, a few
years ago, he wrote a bookcalled “The
Purpose-Driven Life,” a genre ofbook
thatis known inthereligious-publishing
business as “Christian Living,” and that
typicallysells thirty or forty thousand
copies a year. Warren's publishers came to
see him at Saddleback, and sat on the
long leather couch in his office, and
talked about their ideas for the book.
“You guys don’t understand,” Warren
told them. “This is a hundred-million-
copy book.”Warren remembers stunned
silence: “Their jaws dropped.” But now,
nearly three yearsafter its publication,
“The Purpose-Driven Life” has sold
twenty-three million copies.It is among
the best-selling nonfiction hardcover
books in American history. Neither the
NewYork Times, the Los Angeles Times,
nor theWashington Post has reviewedit.
Warren's own publisher didn’t see it com-
ing. OnlyWarrenhadfaith. “Thebest of
the evangelical traditionis that you don’t
plan your way forward—you prophesy

“The Purpose-Driven Life”hassold twenty-three million copies. Warren'spublisher didn't see it coming; only he hadfaith.



yourwayforward,” thetheologian Leon-
ard Sweetsays. “Rick’s prophesying his
way forward.”

Notlong after the Anaheim service,
Warren wentbackto his office on the
Saddleback campus. Heputhisfeet up
onthecoffee table. On the wallin front
ofhim were framedoriginals of the ser-
mons ofthe nineteenth-century preacher
Charles Spurgeon,and on the bookshelf
next to him washis collection of hot
sauces.“I had dinner with Jack Welch
last Sundaynight,”hesaid. “He cameto
church, and we had dinner. I've been
kind of mentoring him onhis spiritual
journey. Andhesaid to me, ‘Rick,you are
thebiggest thinker I have ever met in my
life. The only other person I know who
thinks globally like you is Rupert Mur-
doch.’ AndI said, “That’s interesting.I’m
Rupert’s pastor! Rupert published my
book!”Thenhetilted back his head and
gave one of those big Rick Warren
laughs.

hurches, like any large voluntary or-
ganization, have attheir core a con-

tradiction.In order toattract newcomers,
they must have low barriers to entry.
They must be unintimidating,friendly,
and compatible with theculture they are
a part of. In orderto retain their mem-
bership, however, they need to have an
identity distinct from thatculture.They
need to give their followers a sense of
community—and community, exclusiv-
ity, a distinct identity areall, inevitably,
casualties of growth. As an economist

  

wouldsay, the bigger an organization be-
comes, the greater a free-rider problem

it has. If I goto a church withfive hun-
dred members, in a magnificent cathe-

dral,with spectacular services and music,
why should I volunteer or donate any
substantial share of my money? What
kindofpeer pressure is there in a congre-
gationthatlarge? Ifthe barriersto entry
become too low—andthe ties among
members becomeincreasingly tenu-
ous—then a churchas it grows bigger
becomesweaker.

Onesolutionto the problem is simply
notto grow,and,historically, churches
havesacrificed size for community. But
there is another approach:to create a
church out of a network of lots oflittle
church cells—exclusive, tightly knit
groups ofsix or seven who meetin one
another’s homes during theweek towor-
ship and pray.The small group as an in-
strumentof communityis initially how
Communism spread, and in the postwar
years Alcoholics Anonymousandits
twelve-step progenyperfected the small-
group technique. The small group did
nothave a designated leader who stood
at thefrontofthe room. Members sat in
a circle.The focus was on discussion and
interaction—notoneperson teaching
andthe others listening—and the re-
markable thing about these groups was.
their power. An alcoholic couldlose his
job andhis family, he could be hospital-
ized, he could be warnedbyhalf a dozen
doctors—and goon drinking. But put
him inaroom ofhis peers once aweek—

 

PC. VvEy

“Myfeelings abouther continueto evolve.”

make him share the burdensof others
andhavehis burdensshared byothers—
and hecould do something that once
seemed impossible.
When churches—inparticular, the

megachurchesthat becamethe engine of
the evangelical movement,in the nine-
teen-seventies and eighties—began to
adoptthecellular model, they found out
the samething. The small group was an
extraordinaryvehicle of commitment.
Ttwas personal andflexible. It cost noth-
ing. It was convenient, and every wor-
shipper wasableto find a small group
thatprecisely matched his orher inter-
ests. Today, atleast forty million Ameri-
cansare in religiously based small
group, and the growing ranks of small-
group membership have caused a pro-
foundshift in the nature of the Ameri-
can religious experience.

“AsI secit, one of the most unfortu-
nate misunderstandingofour time has
been to think of small intentional com-
munities as groups‘within’ the church,”
the philosopher Dick Westleywrites in
one of the many books celebrating the
rise ofsmall-group power. “Whenare we
going to have the courage to publicly
proclaim whateveryone with any expe-
rience with small groups has known all
along:they are notorganizations‘within’
the church;they are church.”

Ram Cnaan,a professorofsocial work
at the University of Pennsylvania,re-
centlyestimated the replacementvalue
of the charitable work done by the
average American church—thatis, the
amountof moneyit would take to equal
the time, money, and resources donated
to the community bya typical congrega-
tion—and foundthatit cameto about a
hundred and forty thousand dollars a
year. In the city of Philadelphia, for ex-
ample, that works out to an annual total
oftwo hundred andfifty million dollars’
worth of community “good”; on a na-
tional scale,the contributionofreligious
groupsto the public welfare is, as Cnaan
putsit, “staggering.” In the past twenty
years, as the enthusiasm forpublicly sup-
ported welfare has waned,churches have
quictly andsteadily steppedin tofill the
gaps. And whoare the churchgoers do-
natingall that time and money? People
in small groups. Membershipin a small
group is a better predictor ofwhether
people volunteer or give money than
how often they attend church, whether



they pray, whether they've had a deep re-
ligious experience, or whether they were
raised in a Christian home.Social action
is not a consequenceofbelief, in other
words.I don't give becauseI believein re-
ligiouscharity. I give because I belong to
asocial structurethat enforcesan ethic of
giving. “Small groupsare networks,” the
Princeton sociologist Robert Wuthnow,

whohas studied the phenomenonclosely,
says.“Theycreate bonds amongpeople.
Exposepeople to needs, provide oppor-
tunitiesfor volunteering, and put people
in harm's wayofbeing asked to volun-
teer. That’s notto saythat being there for
worship is not important. But, even in
earlierresearch,I was findingthatifpeo-
ple sayall the right things about being a
believer butaren't involved in some kind
ofphysical social setting that generates
interaction, they are just notaslikely to
volunteer.”

Rick Warren cameto the Saddle-
back Valleyjust as the small-group move-
mentwas taking off. He was the son of
a preacher—a man whostarted seven
churches in and around Northern Cali-
fornia and was enough of a carpenter to
have built a few dozen morewith his
own hands—andhewanted to do what
his father had done:start a church from
scratch.

Forthefirst three months, he went
from doorto doorin the neighborhood
around his house, asking people why
they didn’t attend church. Churches were
boring andirrelevantto everyday life, he
wastold. They were unfriendlytovisi-
tors.They weretoo interested in money.
They had inadequate children’s pro-
grams. So Warren decided thatin his
new church people would playand sing
contemporary music, not hymns. (He
could find no one, Warrenlikes to say,
wholistened to organ musicin the car.)
Hewould wear thecasual clothesofhis
community.The sermonswould be prac-
tical and funny andplainspoken, and he
would use video and dramatoillustrate
his message.And when anactual church
wasfinally built—Saddleback used sev-
enty-nine different locationsin itsfirst
thirteenyears, from high-schoolaudito-
riums to movie theatres and thentents
beforebuilding a permanent home—the
church would notlook churchy: no pews,
orstainedglass,or lofty spires. Saddle-
backlookslike a college campus, and the
main sanctuary looks like the school

 

gymnasium.Parking is plentiful. The
chairs are comfortable. There are loud-
speakers andtelevision screens every-
where broadcasting the worshipservice,
andall the doors are open, so anyone can
slip in orout, at any time,in the anonym-
ity of the enormouscrowds. Saddle-
backis a church with verylow barriers to
entry.

Butbeneath the surface is a net-
work of thousands of com-
mitted small groups. “Orange
County is virtually a desert
in social-capital terms,” the
Harvard political scientist
Robert Putnam, who has
taken a close lookat the Sad-
dleback success story, says.
“Therate of mobility is really
high.It has long and anony-
mous commutes.It’s a very
friendless place, and this
church offers serious heavy
friendship. It’s a very interesting experi-
enceto talk to someofthose groups.
‘There were these eight people and they
were all mountain bikers—mountain
bikers for God. Theygo biking together,
andthey are oneanother's bestfriends. If
oneperson's wife gets breast cancer, he
can goto theothersfor support. Ifsome-
oneloses a job, the others are there for
him. They are deeplybest friends, in a
larger social context whereit is hard to
find a bestfriend.”

Putnam goes on, “Warren didn't in-
ventthecellular church. Buthe’s brought
it to an amazinglevel ofeffectiveness.
‘Thereal job of running Saddlebackis
the recruitmentandtraining and reten-
tion ofthe thousandsofvolunteerlead-
ers forall the small groupsit has. That’s
the surprising thing to me—that they
are able to manage that. Those small
groupsare incredibly vulnerable, and
complicated to manage. How to keep
all those little dinghies moving in the
samedirection is, organizationally, a
major accomplishment.”

At Saddleback, membersare expected
to tithe, and to volunteer. Sunday-school

teachersreceive special training and a
police background check. Recently,War-
ren decided that Saddlebackwould feed
every homeless person inOrange County
three meals a dayfor forty days. Ninety-
two hundred people volunteered. Two
million pounds of food werecollected,
sorted, anddistributed.

  

It maybeeasy to start going to Sad-
dleback. Butit is not easy to stay at Sad-
dleback. “Last Sunday, we took a special
offering called Extend the Vision, for
peopleto give over and abovetheir nor-
mal offering,”Warrensaid. “We decided
we would notuse any financialconsul-
tants, no high-powered gimmicks, no
thermometeron the wall. It was just
‘Folks, you know you needto give.”

Sunday’soffering was seven
million dollars in cash and
fifty-three million dollars in
commitments. That’s one
Sunday.The average commit-
mentwasfifteen thousand
dollars a family. That’s in ad-
ditionto their tithe. When
people say megachurches
are shallow, I say you have

= no idea. These people are
committed.”

Warren's greattalentis
organizational. He’s not a theological
innovator. Whenhe went from door
to door, twenty-five years ago, he
wasn't testing variants on the Christian
message. As far as he was concerned,
the content of his message was non-
negotiable. Theologically, Warren is a

straight-down-the-middle evangelical.
What he wanted to learn was how to
construct an effectivereligious institu-
tion. His interest wassociological. Put-
nam compares Warrento entrepreneurs
like Ray Kroc and Sam Walton, pio-
neers not in what theysold but in how
theysold. The contemporary thinker
Warrencites mostoften in conversation
is the managementguru Peter Drucker,
who hasbeena closefriend ofhis for
years. Before Warren wrote “The Pur-
pose-Driven Life,” he wrote a book
called “The Purpose-Driven Church,”
which wasessentially a how-to guide for
church builders. He’s run hundreds of
training seminars around the world for
ministers of small-to-medium-sized
churches. At the beginningofthe Inter-
net boom,he created a Website called
pastors.com,on whichhepostedhis ser-
monsforsale forfour dollars each.There
‘were manypastorsin the world,he rea-
soned, who were part time.They had a
second,nine-to-five job and families of
their own,and whatlittle free time they
had was spentministering to their con-
gregation.Whynothelp them out with
Sunday morning? The Website now
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gets nearly four hundred thousandhits
aday.

“I went to South Africa twoyears
ago,” Warrensaid. “Wedid the purpose-
driven-church training, and we simul-
cast it to ninety thousandpastors across
Africa. After it was over,I said, ‘Take

meoutto a village and show me some
churches.”

In thefirst village theywentto, the lo-
cal pastor cameout, saw Warren, and
said,“I know whoyouare. You're Pastor
Rick.”

“AndI said, ‘How do you know who
Tam?” Warrenrecalled. “Hesaid, I get
your sermonsevery week.’ AndI said,
“How?Youdon't even haveelectricity
here.’Andhesaid,‘We're putting the In-
ternetin every postoffice in South Af
rica. Once a week, I walk an hour and a
half downtothepostoffice. I download
it.ThenI teachit. You are the onlytrain-
ing I have everreceived.”

typicalevangelist, of course,would
tell stories aboutreaching ordinary peo-
ple, the unsavedlaity. But a typical evan-

gelist is someone whogoes from town to
town,giving sermonsto large crowds,or
preachingto a broad audienceontelevi-
sion. Warrenhas neverpastored any con-
gregation but Saddleback, andherefuses
to preach ontelevision, because that
would put him in direct competition
with thelocal pastors he has spent the
past twenty years cultivating. In the argot
of the New Economy, mostevangelists
follow a business-to-consumer model:
b-to-c. Warren follows a business-to-
business model: b-to-b. Hereaches the
people whoreach people. He’s a builder
ofreligious networks. “I once heard
Druckersay this,”Warrensaid,“ “Warren
is not buildinga tentrevival ministry, like
the old-style evangelists. He’s building
an army, like the Jesuits.’”

Te “The Purpose-DrivenLife,”
Warren holed upin anoffice in a

cornerofthe Saddleback campus, twelve
hours a day for seven months.“I would
get up at four-thirty, arrive at my special
office atfive,and I would write fromfive
tofive,” hesaid. “I'm a people person,and
it about killed me to be alone by my-
self. By eleven-thirty, my A.D.D. would
kick in. I would do anything not to
bethere. It waslike birthing a baby.”
‘The book didn'ttell any stories. It wasn't
based on any groundbreaking newre-
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search or theory or theologicalinsight.
“T’m justnotthat gooda writer,”Warren
said. “I'ma pastor. There’s nothing new
in this book. But sometimes as I was
writing it would break downintears. 1
would be weeping, and I would feel like
Godwas using me.”

The bookbegins with aninscription:
“This bookis dedicated to you. Before
you were born, Godplanned ¢his moment
in yourlife. It is no accident that youare
holding this book. God /ongs for you to
discoverthelife he created you to live—
here on earth, and foreverin eternity.”
Fivesectionsfollow, eachdetailing one
of God’s purposesin our lives—“You
Were Planned for God’s Pleasure”;
“You Were Formed for God’s Family”;
“You Were Created to Become Like
Christ”; “You Were Shaped for Serving
God”; “You Were Madefor a Mission’—
and eachofthesections,in turn,is di-
vided into short chapters (“Understand-
ing Your Shape” or “Using What God
Gave You’or “How RealServants Act”).
The writing is simple and unadorned.
‘The scriptural interpretationisliteral:
“Noah had never seenrain, because prior
to the Flood, Godirrigated the earth
from the groundup.”Thereligiousvision
is uncomplicated and accepting: “God
wants to be your best friend.” Warren's
Christianity, like his church, has low bar-
riers to entry: “Wherever you are read-
ingthis, I invite you to bow your head
and quietly whisper the prayer that will
changeyour eternity.Jesus, Ibelieve inyou
andI receive you. Go ahead. Ifyou sin-
cerely meantthat prayer, congratulations!
Welcometo the family ofGod! You are
nowready to discover andstart living
God's purposeforyout life.”

It is temptingtointerpret the book’s
message as a kind ofNewAge self-help
theology. Warren’s God is not awesome
or angry anddoes notstandinjudgment
of humansin. He's genial and mellow.
“Warren's God ‘wants to be yourbest
friend,and this means, in turn, that
God's most daunting property, the exer-
cise ofeternal judgment,is strategically
downsized,” the critic Chris Lehmann.
writes, echoing a commoncomplaint:

‘When Warren turnshis utility-minded
feel-speak upon the symbolic iconographyof
the faith, the results are offensively bathetic:
“When Jesus stretched his arms wide on the
cross, he was saying, I love youthis much.’ ”
ButGodneeds to be ata greater remove than
a group hug.

Theself-help genre, however, is fun-
damentally inward-focussed. M. Scott
Peck’s “The Road Less Traveled”—the
only spiritual work that, in terms of
sales, can even comeclose to “The Pur-
pose-Driven Life”—begins with the
sentence “Life is difficult.” That’s a self-
help book: it focusses the reader on his
own experience. Warren'sfirst sentence,
by contrast, is “It’s not about you,”which

puts it in thespirit of traditional Chris-
tian devotional literature, which fo-
cusses the reader outward, toward God.
In lookandfeel,in fact, “The Purpose-
DrivenLife”is less twenty-first-century
Orange Countythanit is the nine-
teenth century of Warren's hero, the
English evangelist Charles Spurgeon.
Spurgeon was the Warren ofhis day:
the pastor of a large church in London,
and the authorofbest-selling devotional
books. On Sunday, good Christians
could go and hear Spurgeon preach at
the Metropolitan Tabernacle. But dur-
ing the week they needed something to
replace the preacher, and so Spurgeon,
in oneofhis best-known books,“Morn-
ing and Evening,”wrote seven hundred
and thirty-twoshort homilies, to be
read in the morning and the evening of
each dayof the year. The homilies are
not complex investigationsof theology.
They are opportunities for spiritual re-
flection. (Sample Spurgeonism: “Every
child of God is where Godhasplaced
him for some purpose,andthepractical
use ofthis first pointis to lead you to
inquire for what practical purpose has.
Godplaced each one ofyou where you
noware.” Sound familiar?) The Oxford
Times described one ofSpurgeon’s books
as “a richstoreoftopics treated daintily,
with broad humour, with quaint good
sense,yet always with a subdued tone
and high moral aim,” andthatdescribes
“The Purpose-DrivenLife” as well. It’s
a spiritual companion. And,like “Morn-
ing and Evening,”it is less a book than
a program. It’s divided intoforty chap-
ters, to be read during “Forty Days of
Purpose.” Thefirst page of the bookis
called “My Covenant.” It reads, “With
God's help, I commit the next 40 days
ofmylife to discovering God’s purpose
for mylife.”

Warren departs from Spurgeon,
though,in his emphasis on the purpose-
drivenlife as a collective experience. Be-
lowthe boxed covenantis a spacefor not

 



onesignature butthree: “Your name,”
“Partner's name,”and then Rick Warren's
signature, already printed,followed by a
quotation from Ecclesiastes 4:9:

Twoare better off than one, because to-
gether they can work more effectively. If one
of them falls down, the other can help him
up.... Two people canresist an attack that
would defeat one personalone. A rope made
of three cordsis hard to break.

“The Purpose-Driven Life” is meant
to be read in groups.Ifthe vision offaith
sometimes seems skimpy, that’s because
the bookis supposed to be supplemented
bya layer ofdiscussion andreflection and
debate. It is a testament to Warrer’s intu-
itive understanding of how small groups
workthat this is preciselyhow“The Pur-
pose-Driven Life”has been used.It spread
along the network that he has spenthis
career putting together, not from person
to person butfrom groupto group. It pre-
sold five hundred thousandcopies. It av-
eraged more than half‘a million copies in
sales a month inits first two years,which is
possible onlywhen a bookis being bought
in lots offifty or a hundred or two hun-
dred. Of those who bought the book
as individuals, nearly half have bought
more thanonecopy, sixteen per cent have
boughtfour to six copies, and seven per
cent have bought ten or more. Twenty-
five thousand churches have now partici-
pated in the congregation-wide “40 Days
of Purpose” campaign, as have hundreds
of small groups within companies and
organizations, from the N.B.A. to the
United States Postal Service.

“I rememberthefirst time I met
Rick,” says Scott Bolinder, the head of
Zondervan,the Christian publishing di-
vision of HarperCollins and the pub-
lisher of “The Purpose-Driven Life.”
“He was telling me about pastors.com.
‘Thisis duringthe heightofthe dot-com
boom.I was thinking, What’s your an-
gle? He had noangle. Hesaid, ‘I love
pastors. I knowwhatthey go through.’
said, ‘Whatdo youput on there?’ He
said, I put my sermons with little dis-
claimeron there: “You are welcometo
preach it anyway youcan. I only askone
thing—Iask that you doit better than I
did.”So then fast-forward seven years:
he’s got hundreds ofthousands ofpastors
who cometo this Website. And he goes,
‘By the way, my church andI are getting
ready to do forty days of purpose.Ifyou
wantto join us, I’m going to preach  

‘I'm back in my thinpants again.”

through this and put my sermonsup.
AndI’ve arranged with my publisher
thatifyou dojoin us with this campaign
theywill sell the book to you for a low
price.’That becamethetipping point—
being able to launch that book with
eleven hundred churches,right from the
get-go. They becametheevangelists for
the book.”
The book’s high-water mark came

earlier this year, when fugitive named
Brian Nichols, who had shotandkilled
fourpeoplein an Atlanta courthouse, ac-
costed a young single mother, Ashley
Smith,outside her apartment, and held
hercaptive in her homeforseven hours.

“T asked him if I could read,” Smith
said at the press conferenceafter her or-
deal wasover, and so she went and got
her copy of“The Purpose-Driven Life”
and turnedto the chapter she was read-
ing that day. It was Chapter 33, “Hlow
Real Servants Act.”It begins:

‘We serve Godby serving others.
The world defines greatness in terms of

power, possessions,prestige, and position.If
youcan demandservice from others, you've
arrived. In ourself-serving culture with its
me-first mentality, acting like a servant is not
a popularconcept.

Jesus, however, measuredgreatness in
termsofservice, not status. God determines
your greatness by how many people you
serve, not how manypeopleserve you.

Nichols listened andsaid, “Stop. Will
youread it again?”

Smithread it to him again.
They talked throughout the night.

She made him pancakes.“I said, ‘Do
you believe in miracles? Becauseifyou
don’t believe in miracles—youare here
for a reason. Youre here in my apart-
mentfor somereason.’” She might as
well have been quoting from “The Pur-
pose-Driven Life.” She wenton, “You
dontthink you're supposedtobesitting
here right in front of melistening to me
tell you, you know, your reasonfor being
here?”When morning came, Nichols let
her go.

Hollywood could not have scripted
a bettertestimonial for “The Purpose-
Driven Life.”Warren'ssales soared fur-
ther. Butthereal lesson ofthat improb-
able story is that it wasn’t improbable
at all. Whatare the odds that a young
Christian—a woman who,it turns out,

sends her daughter to Hebron Church,
in Dacula, Georgia—isn’t reading“The
Purpose-Driven Life”? Andis it sur-
prising that Ashley Smith would feel
compelledto read aloud from the book
to her captor, andthat,in the discussion
that followed, Nichols would come to
somelarger perspective on his situa-
tion? She and Nichols were in a small

THE NEW YORKER, SEPTEMBER12,2005 65



group,and reading aloud from “The
Purpose-DrivenLife” is what small
groupsdo.

N: long ago,thesociologist Chris-
tian Smith decided to find outwhat

American evangelicals mean when they
say that they believe in a “Christian
America.”The phrase seemsto suggest
that evangelicalsintendto erodethe sep-
aration of church and state. But when
Smith asked a representative sample of
evangelicals to explain the meaning of
the phrase, the most frequent explana
tion was that America was founded by
people whosoughtreligious liberty and
worked toestablish religious freedom.
The second mostfrequent explanation
offeredwas that a majority ofAmericans
ofearlier generationswere sincere Chris-
tians, which, as Smithpointsout, is em-
pirically true. Others said what they
meant by a Christian nation was that
the basic laws ofAmerican government
reflected Christian principles—which
sounds potentially theocratic, exceptthat
when Smith asked his respondents to
specify what they meantbybasic laws
they came up with representative gov-
ernmentandthebalance of powers.

“In other words,” Smith writes, “the
beliefthatAmericawas once a Christian
nation doesnotnecessarilymean a com-
mitmentto makingit a ‘Christian’nation
today, whatever that might mean. Some
evangelicals do make this connection
explicitly. But many discuss America’s
Christian heritage as a simplefactof his-
tory that theyare not particularly inter-
ested in or optimistic aboutreclaiming.
Further, someevangelicals think Amer-
ica never was a Christian nation; some

thinkitstill is; and others think it should
notbe a Christian nation, whether or not
it was so in the pastoris now.”

As Smith explored oneissue after
another with the evangelicals—gender
equality, education,pluralism, and poli-
tics—hefoundthe samescattershotpat-
tern. The Republican Party may have
been adept at winning the support of
evangelical voters, but that affinity ap-
pears to be as muchcultural as anything;
the Party has learned to speak the evan-
gelical language.Scratchthe surface, and
the appearance ofhomogeneity and ide-
ological consistency disappears. Evangel-
icals wantchildren to have the right to
pray in school, for example, andtheyvote
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THE WATER

In the morningthe waterlike a deckhand,
a persistentcurlagainst the shore,

who wontback down,takeno,or be denied.
It is there under the wharfand soon under

the house,whoring with any swamprat
orsnake. It rings cypress knees with pearls—

it dreamsunderthe sunlike a cut cane,
throwing back thesalt you wash away,

then wearingpilings down toair.
Your houses wadeon cryptic pillars,

their sheet-metal skulls bared to a mildewed
sky. Againstthefallen treesrain and lapping

tide meet, slapping ofnets andfish and
naked children pulling driftwood boats

in onejoyful noise around your sleep.
In the afternoon the wateris there, only more,

brownerand grayer, no sweeping seaweed or foam,
just its presencefarther up yourshore,

like a dull brother-in-law in front of TV.

for conservative Republicans who sup-
port that right. But what do they mean
by prayer? The New Testament’s most
left-liberal text, the Lord’s Prayer—
which,it should be pointed out, begins
with call for utopiansocial restructur-
ing (“Thywill be done, Onearthas it is
in Heaven”), then welfarerelief (“Give
us this day our daily bread”), and then
incomeredistribution (“Forgive us our
debts as wealso have forgiven our debt-
ors”). The evangelical movementisn’t a
movement,ifyoutake movements to be
characterized by a coherent philosophy,
and that’s hardly surprising when you

 

think oftherole that small groups have
cometoplayin the evangelical religious
experience. The answers that Smith got
tohis questionsare the kind of answers
youwould expectfrom peoplewho think
mostdeeply abouttheir faith andits im-
plications on Tuesdaynight, or Wednes-
day,with five orsix oftheir closest friends,
and not Sunday morning, in the control-
ling handsofa pastor.

“Small groups cultivatespirituality,
but it is aparticularhind ofspirituality,”
Robert Wuthnowwrites. “They cannot
beexpectedto nurture faith in the same
waythat years oftheological study, med-
itation and reflection might.” He says,
“Theyprovide ways ofputting faith in
practice. For the mostpart,their focus is
onpractical applications, not on abstract
knowledge, or even onideas for the sake
ofideas themselves.”

Weare so accustomedto judging a
social movementbyits ideological coher-
ence that the vagueness at the heart of
evangelicalism sounds like a shortcom-



He means something to somebody—

but notto you,notjust now. Its slow wake seems
harmless,thelitany ofwaves before a storm

rolling benignly ashore. Intoxicating!
Andthenitis there, all gray length ofit,

richsex ofit, it wants you sobadly,
it poundsat the door, Let me take

your smallness,yourjetties,your broad
coasts,your loam. It gathers

at night beyondthecurtain of mosquitoes,
darker than the shut-down sky,

the boarded-upclouds.Its desire
thrumslike an idling outboard. Ignore

it, andit towsitself into your dreams.It’s
everywhere,every chance, all the time.

It is morecertain than death orlove.
Tt musthave been conceived by death andlove.

Whenthelast silt sinks underyourfeet,
youwill have to walk out on this water.

ing. Peter Druckercalls Warren's net-
work an army, like the Jesuits. But the
Jesuits marched in lockstep and held to
anall-encompassing andcentrally con-
trolled creed. The members of Warren's
network don't all dress the same,and they
marchtothetuneonlyoftheir ownsmall
group, and they agree, fundamentally,
only on whothe enemyis. It’s not an
army. It’s an insurgency.

In the wakeofthe extraordinary suc-
cess of “The Purpose-Driven Life,” War-
rensays, he underwenta period ofsoul-
searching. He had suddenly been given
enormous wealth and influence and he
did not know whathe was supposed to
do with it. “God led meto Psalm 72,
which is Solomon'sprayer for more influ-
ence,”Warrensays. “It soundsprettyself
ish. Solomonis already the wisest and
wealthiest man in the world. He’s the
KingofIsrael at the apex ofits glory,And
in that psalm hesays, ‘God, I wantyouto
make me more powerful andinfluential.’
It looksselfish until hesays, ‘So that the

—Martha Serpas

King may support the widow and or-
phan,care for the poor, defend the de-
fenseless, speakup for the immigrant, the
foreigner, bea friend to thosein prison.’
Outofthat psalm, Godsaid to me that
the purpose ofinfluence is to speak up
for those whohave no influence. That
changed mylife. I had to repent. I said,
I'm sorry, widows and orphans have not
been on myradar.I live in Orange
County. I live in the Saddleback Valley,
whichisall gated communities. There
arent any homeless people around.They
are thirteen miles away, in Santa Ana, not
here.” He gestured towardtherolling
green hills outside. “I started reading
throughScripture. I said, How did I miss
the two thousandverses on the poor in
the Bible? SoI said, I will use whatever
affluenceandinfluencethat you give me
to help those whoare marginalized.”

Heandhis wife, Kay, decided to re-
verse tithe, giving away ninety per cent of
thetens ofmillionsofdollars theyeamed
from “The Purpose-Driven Life.”They

sat down with gay community leaders
to talk aboutfighting AIDS. Warren has
maderepeated trips to Africa. He has
sentoutvolunteers to forty-seven coun-
tries around the world,test-piloting ex-
periments in microfinance and H.LV.
prevention and medical education. He
decided to take the same networks he
had built to train pastors and spread
the purpose-drivenlife and put them to
workonsocial problems.

“Thereis only one thing big enough
to handle the world’s problems,and that
is the millions and millions of churches
spread out around the world,”he says.
“T can take you to thousandsofvillages
where they don’t have a school. They
don’t have a grocery store, don’t have a
fire department. But they have a church.
Theyhavea pastor. They have volun-
teers.The problem todayis distribution.
In the tsunami, millions of dollars of
foodstuffs piled up on the shores and
people couldn'tget it into theplaces that
needed it, because they didn’t have a net-
work. Well, the biggest distribution net-
work in the world is local churches.There
are millionsof them,far more thanall
thefranchisesin the world. Put together,
they could bea force for good.”

‘Thats, in one sense, a typical Warren
pronouncement—bold to the point of
audacity, like telling his publisher thathis
bookwill sell a hundred million copies.
In anothersense,it is profoundly mod-
est. When Warren's nineteenth-century
evangelical predecessors took on the
fightagainstslavery, they broughtto bear
every legal,political, and economic lever
they could get their hands on. But that
wasa different time, and that wasa dif-
ferent church. Today's evangelicalism is
a network, and networks, for better or
‘worse,are informal andpersonal.

At the Anaheim stadium service,War-
renlaid outhis plan for attacking poverty
and disease. He didn’t talk about govern-
ments, though,or the United Nations, or
structures, or laws. He talked about the

pastors he had metinhis travels around
the world. He brought outthe President
of Rwanda, whostood up at the micro-
phone—a short,slender man in an im-
maculate black suit—andspoke in halting
English about how Warren was helping
him rebuild his country. When he was
finished, the crowd erupted in applause,
and Rick Warren walkedacrossthe stage
and enfolded him in his long arms. #
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AREPORTER AT LARGE

PECULIAR INSTITUTIONS
Brown University looks at the slave traders in itspast.

O; May14, 1770,John Brownlaid
the foundation stone for Rhode

Island College, on hill overlooking
Providence and Narragansett Bay. Ac-
cording to the Providence Gazette, “a
Numberof Gentlemen,Friends to the
Institution,” attended the ceremony,

and,as tradition hasit, Brown treated
them to punch. He andhis brothers—
Nicholas,Joseph, and Moses—had rea-
son to celebrate that day. All four had
worked hard to establish the college,
later knownas BrownUniversity.
The Browns themselves had no

formal education. They were Bap-
tists—their great-great-grandfather
Chad Brown had been baptized by
Roger Williams soon after Brown's
arrival in Providence, in 1638—and,
until their generation, Baptists had re-
garded Biblical and classical learning
as no morethanobstaclesto the direct
experience of God. The brothers,like
their forebears, andlike most people in
theirlargely Baptist town, had goneto
work at around the age of fourteen.
Their father, Captain James Brown,
died in 1739, when Moses, the young-
est, wasless than a year old, and they
learned their trade from their mer-
chant uncle, Obadiah. Brought up on
the wharves and amid the stench of
Obadiah’s spermaceti-candle works,
they succeeded where many failed
in the risky world of maritimetrade,
whaling, privatecring,and small manu-
facturing. Ambitious, farsighted, and
hardworking, the brothers were not
only building a mercantile empire but
also turning Providence into a major
seaport, and,in the process, challeng-
ing Newport’s commercial and politi-
cal supremacy in the colony. Along
with a numberofother merchants and
Stephen Hopkins, a governor of the
colony andProvidence’spolitical cham-
pion,they believed that education was
the key to the future.
The Brown brothers raised the
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moneyforthe college, and the family
firm, Nicholas Brown & Company,
took charge of constructing the Col-
lege Edifice, which is today University
Hall, the main administrative building.
‘The Edifice wasfashioned after Nassau
Hall, at Princeton University,where the
Reverend James Manning, a Baptist
minister who wasthe founder and the
first president of RhodeIsland College,
had studied. Bothits design andits
scale—fourstories andfifty-sixrooms—
suggest the ambitions that Manning
and the Brownshadforthecollege.Ac-
cording to the records, the building
committee hired a variety of laborers
for different periods of time. A few
werelisted as “Negro.” Atleast three of
them,and perhapsfour, wereslaves.

n November 9, 2000, Ruth J.
Simmonswas elected the eigh-

teenth president of Brown University
by its trustees. Announcing the deci-
sion at a press conference, Brown's
chancellor, Stephen Robert, pointed
outthatthe election madeherthefirst
African-American to become pre-
sident of an Ivy League institution.
“This is a historic occasion,” he said.

Robert praised Simmons’s accomplish-
mentsas the president of Smith Col-
lege, where she had established an
engineering program, increased the
numberofminority students, launched
several new building projects, and
doubled the college’s endowment. “She
is truly beloved byfaculty, students,
andstaff at Smith,” he said, “and we
have everyreason to believe she will
be star at Brown.” Simmonsthanked
the Chancellor andsaid,“It’s very hard
for meto explain what’s going through
my mind and through myheart right
now.It would be impossible for you to
understand, because you don’t know
mypersonal circumstancesyet. But,
when I was told I had been elected
this afternoon as president of Brown,

I said my ancestors were smiling.”
Simmonsoftentalks aboutherpast.

She was born in 1945, the twelfth
child of sharecroppers on a farm near
the town of Grapeland, in East Texas.
During the press conference, she re-
called thatherfirst day ofkindergarten
was “magical,” because “here was a
place that was bright and orderly, and
something terrific happened there. I
could have a pencil and paper;I could
have books to read.”When she was a
little older, the family moved to Hous-
ton, where herfather found work in a
factory and her mothercleaned houses
for white families. They lived in the
Fifth Ward, which she remembered as
“a very impoverished area of Houston
just in the shadow of the downtown
skyscrapers” and “brutally segregated.”
Asa child, she knew no one whohad
beento college, but,with support from
her family and her teachers, she went
to Dillard, a historically black univer-
sity in New Orleans.

Simmonsusually speaks about her
backgroundin the context ofhow edu-
cation can transform thelives of poor
and minoritychildren.After graduating
summa cum laude from Dillard, she
wentto Harvard and earned a Ph.D.in
Romancelanguagesandliterature. She
studied in France on a Fulbright schol-
arship, then taught French at the Uni-

versity ofNew Orleans, where she be-
cameanassistant dean ofthe College of
Liberal Arts. There and at the Univer-
sity of Southern California, in the carly
eighties, she found her vocation as

an academic administrator. In 1983,
she washired as directorofstudies for
one of Princeton's residential colleges.
“Frankly, it was affirmative-action-
driven,” a formeruniversity officersaid.
“There were hundreds of applicants
and she got a second look. Then she
clicked immediately.” Two yearslater,
she was brought into central admin-
istration, in Nassau Hall. The move



Ruth Simmons, the uni esident, launcheda studyoftheBrownfamilybusiness. Photograph byStev 



    

pannties,

‘Ithink weshould stopfooling ourselves and beginfooling otherpeople.”

turned outto be an important one for
Princeton,and a turning pointin Sim-
mons’career. Charged with strength-
ening the African-American Studies
program,she recruited Toni Morrison,
Cornel West, and a number of other
stars, making Princeton's program the
most dazzling in the Ivy League. She
becameassociate dean ofthe facultyin
1987, spent twoyearsas the provost of
Spelman College, in Atlanta, then re-
turned to Princeton as vice-provost in
charge ofthe budget. By 1995, she had
a thorough educationin universitygov-
ernance and was regarded as a comer
in her field.

‘Thoughnottall or svelte, Simmons
holds herselfregally. Her accentis mid-
Atlantic, and she speaks with preci-
sion, in full paragraphs. She has two
grown children from a marriage that
endedsixteen years ago, and in photo-
graphs, smiling broadly with a hint of
humorin hereyes, she looks ready to
embrace the world and to mother ev-
eryoneinit.Still, in her presence peo-
ple tend tofeel that they will have to
Pass a test or twoto earn an embrace.
She is so direct, so articulate, and so
obviously in command that she in-
spires respect, even fear. Johnnetta
Cole, a former president of Spelman,
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says that as a friend Simmonsis warm
and open andloves to laugh, but she
concedesthatthis is not the way most
people see her when she’s on thejob.
‘Those who have worked with Sim-
monsdescribe the qualitiesthat distin-
guish her with remarkable consistency.
“Drive, ambition,and focussed energy,”
a Princeton administrator said. Two
Brown trustees—both men—used ex-
actly the same words. “She’s always
working,” one added.“I’ve learned a
great deal about determination from
her.” Simmonsis notoriously hard on
her subordinates—theirfeelings don’t
really interest her. Yet she has certain
well-honedpolitical skills: she knows
whomto consult; she chooses her bat-
tles; and she carefully builds support.
When Simmonstook office at

Brown,in July, 2001, the university had
gonethrough almostfour years of un-
certainty and drift. In 1997, Vartan
Gregorian, a man ofsparklingintellect
and a world-class charmer, had stepped
down from the presidency after eight
years. Taking,as trustees often do, the
opposite tack, the Corporation—as
Brown's board is called—replaced him
with Gordon Gee, the president of
Ohio State University and a skilled
manager. But, after two years, Gee, de-

claring that the “fit”was wrong,quit to
becomechancellor of Vanderbilt Uni-
versity. For the next two years, Brown
had an acting president, and no major
initiatives could be undertaken.Still,
the trustees felt that Brown remained
strong and competitive with the other
Ivy Leaguecolleges and universities.As
it turned out, this was notthe case. On
herarrival, Simmons conducteda thor-
ough reviewofthe state of the univer-
sity and discovered that Brown was
falling behindits peerinstitutions in a
numberofways.It had, for example, the
second-highest student-faculty ratio in
the Ivy League;its faculty salaries were
fifteen to twenty-five per cent lower
thanthoseofsimilar schools; too much
ofits money camefrom undergraduate
tuition; andit had the smallest endow-
mentin the Ivy League.

Some monthslater, Simmons went
backto the trustees with the elements of
a comprehensive renewal program.The
plan eventually included the adoption
ofneed-blind admissions, whichall the
other Ivy League schools had already
instituted; the establishmentof atleast a
hundred new faculty positions within
eight years, and an increase in faculty
salaries; the construction of major new
research facilities in the biological sci-

ences and a new building for the medi-
cal school; the creation of a series of
multidisciplinary centers; the renova-
tion of undergraduateliving quarters;
and a majorinvestmentin library and
computingfacilities. ‘To fund this pro-
gram, Simmonsproposeda general
campaign to raise approximately $1.3
billion—a sum equal to Brown's entire
endowment—in the next six to eight
years. After that, she warned, the uni-
versitywould have to remain in perma-
nentfund-raising mode.

Simmonstold methatthetrustees
wereinitially shocked by her proposals.
“T think whatsurprised them was that
Iwassaying lotofthings they thought
suggested they had not kept watchin
the way that they should have,” she
said. A couple of the trustees I talked
with admitted that theywere surprised.
“We knew we were underinvested,”
onesaid, “but we had noidea of the
magnitude of what had to be done.”
Butthe trustees were soon convinced
that the program represented their
own ambitions for the university, and



that Simmonscould get the job done.
Bythespring of2003, Simmons's pro-
gram waswell underway, and she had
decided what to do about a question
that she had felt it was important to
address ever since she arrived: that of
the historic ties of the university to
slavery andtheslave trade.

oston has its Adamses, Cabots,
and Lowells, but perhaps only in

Providencehasa single family held the
preéminentposition that the Browns
held for more than twocenturies. Few
Brownslive in Providence today, but
the family remains a presence in the
monumentsonthe hill overlooking
the bay, among them the university;
the Nightingale-Brown mansion,which
the university now owns; the John
Carter Brown Library; and the John
Brownhouse, a RhodeIsland Histor-
ical Society museum. In Providence,
many people believe that the Browns
made their fortune in the slave trade,
and that John Brown,wholaid the
foundation stone for the college, was
oneofthe biggest slave traders ofhis
day. Many, including some university
professors,believe that Market Square,

by the Providence River, was a slave
market where the Brownssold human
cargo. And many morebelieve that the
Brown mansionshad tunnels through
whichslaveswere herded in secret from
the wharves below. Thislast belief is so
powerful that when workmencleared
out the basement of the Nightingale-
Brownhouse some years ago, a crew
from a local TV station showed up
tofilm the openingofits passageway.
‘The university curator, Professor Rob-
ert Emlen, showed the crew that the
eighteenth-century walls were solid and
had noopenings in them,but that eve-
ningthestation’s newscaster remarked
that it was amazingthatafter all those
years people werestill trying tohide the
tunnels, These legendssay a great deal
about the historical imagination. The
story of the underground passageways
could stand as a metaphorforthe burial
of the history of slavery and theslave
trade in RhodeIsland.In these legends,
the Brownshave becomea synecdoche
forall thathas beenforgotten.

Slaves were a part ofthe fabric of
life in pre-Revolutionary New Eng-
land, and in the seventeen-seventies

RhodeIsland had moreslaves per
capita than any other New England
colony. According to the 1774 census,
3,761 people—6.3 per cent of Rhode
Island’s population—were “Negroes,”
and it can be assumed that most of
them were enslaved. As Emlen told
the TVreporter, the Browns would
have had no need for underground
passageways, because slavery was no
secret. Mostwell-to-do people in the
townhad one or moreslaves working
in their household. Wealthy farmers
and merchantstypically had a few
slaves, as well as indentured servants,
working on their farms,on their ships,

orin their manufactories.
Slavery played a smallerrole in the

economy ofNew Englandthanit did
in that of New York and most other
colonies, but New Englanders con-
trolled the Americanslave trade. New
England did muchofthe shipping for
the country, andin the eighteenth cen-
tury its merchants carried on most of
their external tradewith the slavehold-
ing colonies ofthe WestIndies,selling
lumber and otherlocal products for
sugar and molasses, some of which
would bedistilled into rum.A number
ofsuccessful merchants added a third
leg to the trade: they sentshipsfilled
with rum andotherstores to the west
coast of Africa, and sold their cargoes.
for enslaved Africans; the ships then
recrossed the Atlantic and sold the
Africansin the West Indies for sugar,
molasses, and hard currency.
The New England Triangle Trade

appears in most high-school history
texts, but few people, even in Rhode
Island, know that RhodeIsland was the
hub ofthe trade—its economy being
the most heavily dependenton ship-
ping andthesale ofrum. According to
Professor Jay Coughtry, a historian at
the University of Nevada, whoin the
ninetcen-seventies madea careful study
of the shipping records, Rhode Island

 

merchants controlled sixty to ninety
per cent of the American slave trade
throughoutthe eighteenth century. In a
period of seventy-five years, more than
nine hundred ships left Rhode Island
for ports in Africa and brought back
more than a hundred thousandslaves.
RhodeIsland was a small carrier com-
pared with the European sea powers,
but by the seventeen-thirties Rhode
Island merchants were shipping more
slaves than their Massachusetts coun-
terparts, and by the end of the century
they had almost no American compet-
itors. In the half century before the
American Revolution, Newportvirtu-
ally monopolized the RhodeIsland
trade, sending outall but twenty-one
of five hundred and thirteenslaving
ships. Providencesentoutnineslavers,
and Nicholas Brown & Company one.
However, the voyage of the Browns’
ship appears in many histories of the
American slave trade, because,like
most of the Browns’ business trans-
actions, it was extremely well docu-
mented, and therecords havesurvived.

- 1764, the Brown brothers outfit-
ted an eleven-ton brigantine, the

Sally, for a voyage to what was then
known asthe Guinea Coastof Africa.
They were planning tobuild an iron
furnacenearthevillage ofHope, about
twelve miles west of Providence, and
they neededtoraise the capital. Cap-
tainJames Brownhadsentouta slaver
in 1736, and twenty-three years later
Obadiah hadsentout a ship that was
lostoffAfrica, but the brothers had no
experiencein the trade.To captain the
Sally, they chose Stephen Hopkins’s
youngerbrother, Esek,whohad sailed
their privateers with success but had
never been to the Guinea Coast. The
ship left port in September, with a
crew ofeleven and a cargoofrum, to-

bacco, and other goods. She also car-
ried seven swivel guns, an assortment

of small arms,thirteen cutlasses, forty
shackles, and three chains. Hopkins,
faithfully writing downhis day-to-day
transactions in his trade book,left a
record ofoneof the mosthorrifying of
all slaving voyages.

TheSally arrived on the Guinea
Coastin earlyNovember, 1764, and did
not leave until the following August.
The Seven Years’ War and British-
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French hostilities in the Atlantic had
just ended, so numerousslavers, includ-
ing twenty-six from RhodeIsland,
made their way to the Guinea Coast
that year, and, because the Sally came
late in the season,slaves were in short
supply. The tribal chiefs with whom
Hopkinsdealt asked for goodsthat the
Sally did notcarry, so he hadtosail up
and down thecoastlooking for British
ships that would take his
rum and tobacco in return
for the Manchester cloth
and the pig iron that the
chiefs wanted. Even then, he
sometimes could not buy
morethan oneor twoslaves
ata time.Whenhefinally set
sail for the WestIndies, many
ofthe slaves he had bought
had already spent months on
theship, and twenty ofthem
had died, among them a woman who
hanged herselfbetweendecks.

Around August 20th, Hopkinsset
his course through the middle pas-
sage with a hundred and sixty-seven
slaves aboard. In thefirst few days
of the voyage,fourslaves died. Then,
days later, he released a few slaves to
help out on deck. He wrote, “Slaves
Rose on us,was obligedtofire on them

and Destroyed 8 and Several more
woundedbadly 1 Thye & ones Ribs
broke.”Throughout September, as the
ship crossed the Atlantic, deaths were
an almost daily occurrence.In letter
to the Browns, Hopkins wrote that
after the failure of the uprising the
surviving Negroes were“so disperited”
that “some drowned themselves, some

starved and otherssickened anddied.”
By the time the Sally reached Bar-
bados, in early October, eighty-cight
slaves were dead, andthe rest were,
Hopkins wrote, in a “very sickly and
disordered manner.”Astheshipsailed
from Barbados to Antigua, more peo-
ple died, and by December, 1765, the
death toll had reached a hundred and
nine. Hopkins managedtosell twenty-
four “verry Indifferent” slaves to a
merchantin Antigua. His trade book
does not record what became of the
remaining Africans.
The Brown brothers, from the evi-

dence of their letters, seem to have
taken the news of the disaster calmly.
In October, they wrote Hopkins, “We
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need not mention how Disagreeable
the Nuse of your Luseing 88 Slaves is
to us &all your Friends, but your Self
Continuingin Helthis so Grate Satis-
faction to us, that we Remain Cheirful
underthe Heavy Loss of our Ints.” All
the same, the ill-fated voyage seems
to have madea strong impression on

  

three of the four brothers. Nicholas
told his captains afterward to avoid the

© Guineatrade, and he, Jo-
seph, and Mosesneverpar-
ticipatedin a slaving voyage
again. OnlyJohn continued
to send outslavers, and after
the Revolution he became
RhodeIsland’s most vocal
defenderofthe trade.Moses
became one of the lead-
ing abolitionists in New
England, and his brother's
most persistent opponent.

Hehelped founda society to combat
the slave trade whose members in-
cluded the Reverend James Manning,
the presidentofRhode Island College,
and Nicholas’s son, Nicholas, after
whomthe college was renamed.

R@ Simmons’s interest in the
cighteenth-century Browns had

its origin incurrentevents.In the year
ofher appointmentaspresident, a small
but influential group of black in-
tellectuals and lawyers began mak-
ing a case that the federal government,

as well as states and private institu-
tions with historic ties to slavery,
should pay reparations for the sins
of the past. Among them were Ran-
dall Robinson,a leader in the cam-
paign for divestment from apartheid
SouthAfrica; Charles Ogletree,a Har-
vard Law Schoolprofessor; Alexander
Pires, Jr., a Washington lawyer who
had won billion-dollar settlement
from the Department of Agricul-
ture for discriminating against black
farmers in recent decades; and the
defense attorney Johnnie Cochran.
They claimed that the promises of
Reconstruction had never been ful-
filled and that affirmative-action and
anti-poverty programshadfailed to
erase institutionalized discrimination

and inner-city poverty. Reparations
had been paid to Holocaustsurvivors,
to Japanese-Americans interned dur-
ing the Second World War, and to

Native Americans,so, they reasoned,
those whostill suffered the aftereffects
ofslavery should also be compensated.
By 2001,their arguments had gained
currency, and city councils in Cleve-
land, Chicago, Dallas, and Washing-
ton, D.C., passed resolutionscalling
for a federal commission to study the
problemsoftheinnercities and to con-
sider remedies. Conservative black in-
tellectuals attacked the idea, and de-
bates erupted on college campuses.

Meanwhile, reparations-movement
lawyers discussed strategies for suing
public and private institutions that
had benefitted from slavery. In 2002, a
class-actionsuitwas filed against Fleet-
Boston,Aetna, and other corporations,
chargingthat their predecessor compa-
nies had conspired with slave traders to
“illicitly profit from slave labor.” The
petitionersaskedfor full restitution of
all moneysderived fromslave labor,and
the sum ofa trillion dollars was men-
tioned. Brown wascited in the suit,

along with Harvard andYale, as a cele-
brated university thathadits “originsin
profits derived from theslave trade”—a
reflection of the fact that some in the
reparations movement thought that
universities could also be sued.

Simmonshadpaid someattention to
the debate whenshe wasat Smith. After
she was namedpresident of Brown,
alumniandothers often asked whether
the university was founded by slave
traders, and she did not know the an-
swer. She had heardreparationsactivists
claim that it was, but the official short
history of Brown,republished in 2000,
said nothing aboutslavery except that
James Manninghad freedhis onlyslave
in 1770. Then, on March 13, 2001, a
few monthsbefore she took office, the
student newspaper, the Brown Daily
Herald, printed a full-page ad listing
“Ten Reasons Why Reparations for
Slavery Is a Bad Idea—andRacist,Too.”
‘The ad, written by David Horowitz, a
conservative provocateur, argued that
slavery had occurred long ago, that it
had beenabolished bywhite Christians,
and that black Americans should be
grateful for the freedom andprosperity
they hadas a result of their removal to
the United States. Angry students con-
verged on the Herald office and de-
mandedspacefor a rebuttal; a few days
later, after their demands were not met,



they madeoffwith theentire press run
ofthe next day’s paper. Horowitz, who
wasbuilding a case about politically
correctcensorship oncampus—andwho
had sent the ad to dozensofcollege
newspapers—felt that his point was
made.He accusedtheprotesters ofcen-
soring conservative ideas, and a general
shouting match ensued.

Simmonstook office in July, and in
Septembershegave herfirst speech to
the students, on the importanceoffree
expression in a university. But she felt
that more had to be done. Three Yale
graduate students had recently pub-
lished a detailed accountof Yale's his-
toric connectionsto slavery, showing
that a slave owner had endowed the
university's first scholarships and that
Yale had taken slave-trading money for
its first endowed professorship and one
ofits first libraries. Simmons and oth-
ers in the administration thought that
Brown scholars should do likewise—
get the facts out andclear the air. She
also thought that Brown should take
up theissue ofreparations.“I was in-
trigued by theidea thatwe could replay
the campusincidentin a more fruitful
way,” Simmonstold me. “Universities
are good at addressing even the most
psychologically difficult issues, so I
thoughtwe could exposeit to the time-
honored academic methods.”

Shefirst hadto turn herattention to
reviewingthestate ofthe universityand
to developing a renewal program. But
in April, 2003, she appointeda steering
committee to look into the history of
Brown's connection to slavery and to
explore theissue ofreparationsfor slav-
ery in comparative contexts, such as the

Holocaust, the internmentofJapanese-
Americans, and apartheid in South
Africa. The committee, made up of
thirteen faculty members andthree
students, took until thelatefall to plan
its work, atwhich time examsand hol-
idays intervened. In February, 2004,
Simmonsdiscussed the committee
with the Brown trustees, and they de-
cidedto seek national press coverage for
the endeavor. In an interview with the
Times, published on March 13th, she
announcedthe formation of the Com-
mittee on Slavery andJustice.“Dr. Sim-
mons,”the Times reported, “has directed
Brown tostart whatits officials say is an
unprecedented undertaking for a uni-

versity: an exploration of reparations
for slavery and specifically whether
Brown should payreparationsor other-
wise make amendsfor its past.” The
Brown family, the Times pointed out,
had ownedslaves and engaged in the
slave trade, and Simmonswasa great-
granddaughterofslaves. “I sit here in
myoffice,” Simmonssaidin thearticle,
“beneath the portrait of people who
lived at a different time and who saw
the ownership of people in a different
way. You can’tsit in an office and face
that every day unlessyoureally wantto
know,unless you really want to under-
stand this dichotomy.”
The Times article, picked up by

other newsorganizations, caused a

commotion among Brown alumni. As
some of them saw it, Simmons had.
started a process that could end with a
commitmentto pay out a huge sum of
money. The alumnidid not protest
publicly, but their murmuring was au-
dible enough to alarm the develop-
mentoffice, which was just then be-
ginning Simmons’s ambitious capital
campaign. On April 28th, Simmons
published an op-edpiece in the Bos-
ton Globe in which she wrote, “The
committee’s work is not aboutwhether
or how we should payreparations.

‘That was nevertheintentnorwill the
paymentofreparationsbe the outcome.
‘This is aneffort designedto involve the
campus community in a discovery of
the meaningofourpast.”

Shehad not changed her mindabout
the committee’s purpose: she had set it
up as a purely academic endeavor, and
the committee members were quite
clear about that. In her charge to the
committee, delivered the year before,

she wrote thatits goal “will not be to
achieve consensus, but to provide fac-
tual information andcritical perspec-
tives.” There was no suggestionthatthe
committee should decide what Brown
oughtto do aboutits past.What's more,
the committee, whose members Sim-
monshad picked, seemed unlikely
to exceed herinstructions: it included
three university deans and two profes-
sors who declared that they opposed
monetary reparations. When I asked
Simmonsabout the Times piece, she
blamedherselffor not havingbeen clear
enough—andthe reporter for having
missed the nuancesin an effortto distill
thestory. “It neveroccurredto meto say
‘we're not going to pay reparations, be-
causeI’m nota proponentofmonetary
reparations,” shesaid.

James Campbell,an energeticyoung

 “Marty's back. He says he couldn'tfindanybody to schmooze with.”



professor ofAmericancivilization and
Africanastudies, who chairs the com-
mittee, told me that he wassurprised
and distressed by the Timespiece.“The
story they wantedtotell was ‘Descen-
dantofslaves wants monetary repara-
tionsforslavery.’They made it sound
personal and reduced herto a person
she’s not. I see a woman whois pro-
foundly committedto the idea ofa uni-
versity, to examining difficult ideas
and welcomingall points ofview.” The
Times may have wanted to focus the
story on Simmons’s background,but, if
so, Simmonshadleft herself open to
it by twice referring to herself as a
descendant ofslaves and by describ-
ing her ownreaction to sitting beneath
a portrait of people (actually, James
Manning) “whosaw the ownership
of people in a different way.” Further,
an African-American taking over the
presidency of a university that black
intellectuals were charging had been
founded by slave traders had at least
something ofa personal problem. But
thereal trouble wasthat, having set up
an open-ended academicproject, Sim-
mons could not then close it by say-
ing that she opposed monetary repara-

il

    

tions. When the Times reporter asked
whether her background would sway
the inquiry, she replied, “I don’t think
there can be a person with a better
backgroundfor dealing with this issue
than me.”To some white alumni, the
remark seemedyet another cause for
concern about Brown’s endowment—
yet whatsheclearly meant wasthat she
wasinthe bestposition to defend the
university. “Ifyou askwhat my fondest
wishis,” Simmonssaid ofthe commit-
tee,“it’s that something will come out
ofit to benefit our teaching and the
waystudents understandourhistory.”

Fromits inception, the committee
has faced two very large tasks: on the
one hand,writing thehistoryofBrown's
connectionsto slavery, and,on the other,
examining reparations in comparative
contexts. Of the two, the first would
seem tobe the simpler, butthere are no
RhodeIslandhistorians on the commit-
tee (there are none at Brown), and,as
Robert Emlen pointed out before the
committee was formed, considerable
pedantry would be required to track
down allthe people withties to slavery
whogave money to Brown in the ante-
bellum years. (In addition to the Rhode

Island merchants and manufacturers,
some of the donors were Baptists from
the South, any number ofwhom might
have ownedslaves.) WhenI spoke with
Simmonslastfall, she said that she ex-
pected the committee merely to open
the way for future scholars. “We're not
going to write a definitive history,”
Campbell said. “We're going to create
framesfor thinking aboutit.” Still,ifthe
committeeis to fulfill the expectations
forit, it must give some accountof the
Brown brothers, and particularly of
John, whoserved as the treasurer of
RhodeIsland College for two decades
and gavehalf the moneyforits library.

Campbell, like any good historian,
believes that it’s important to under-
stand John Brownandhis brothers in
the contextof their day. “People are al-
ways looking for Simon Legrees,” he
said to melastfall. “They tendto focus
on oneparticular bad guy—andithelps
ifhe’s rich.To me,what’s importantis to
look at the whole society.” Yet to focus
on the Brownsandslave tradingis, of
necessity, to come up with a morality
playoffraternal struggle, between the
good brotherMoses and the bad brother
John, Campbell doesn’t like this kind
of approach to history, but he couldn't
help concluding, “John Brown was a
bad manin the contextofhis day.”

 

‘0 delve into the history of the
Brownsis, however, to find that

neither John nor Mosesis so easily
categorized. For one thing—legends
aside—Johnwas nota majorslave trader.
Accordingto J. StanleyLemons,a Rhode
Island historian, who has checked the
family’s business records, John sent out
just fourslaving voyagesin the course of
as many decades,thefirst one in 1769.
More important, though,is the matter of
context. The conflict over slavery and
abolitionwas inextricablyboundup with
the Revolution,thecreationofthe Union,
and the developmentof the American
economyafter independence.The Brown
brothers played importantroles in all
theseevents.

The Brownswerea close-knit family,
and until the carly seventeen-seventies
they workedtogetherin business and in
politics. Nicholas, the eldest, was cau-
tious andconservative, andputthefamily
firm onsolid foundations as a manufac-
turing as well as a mercantile enter-



prise.Joseph,the secondbrother, had no
headfor business butgreatskills in me-
chanics and design. He managed the
candle works, operated the Hope Fur-
nace, and studied astronomy, electricity,
and architecture. Before the Revolution,
hedesigned the beautiful, high-spired
First Baptist Church on College Hill,
where Brown commencementsare held,
and afterward becamea professor of
natural philosophyatthecollege. John,
born in 1736, and Moses, two years
younger, had greater ambitions, yet the
two were in manyways opposites. tall,
imposingfigure,John gained such girth
late in life that he was known as the
“Providence Colossus.”Moseswas small,
slight, and oftensickly. As an entrepre-
neur,John was,as onehistorian putit,an.
Elizabethan merchant-adventurer in a
newsetting. A warrior by nature and
physically brave, he had a far greater
tolerance for risks than Nicholas, and
fewerscruples.Bythetime he wasthirty,
his independent shipping ventures had
made himtherichest man in Providence.
After the Revolution, he built a Geor-
gian brick house, designed by Joseph,
which John Quincy Adamssaid was
“the most magnificent and elegantpri-
‘vate mansion”hed seenonthe continent.
John ate well, entertained lavishly, and,
with Nicholas, tried to establish a theatre
in Providence, at a time when most of
the Baptist brethren thoughtit thework
ofthe Devil. Moses,by contrast,was an
Enlightenmentfigure in the American
vein. Hewas aninnovative businessman,
but neither the risks nor the money-
making engaged him. He preferred to
live simply on his farm,outside Provi-
dence, where he followed a regimen of
temperance, strict diet, and exercise. He
read widely, and in the courseofhis long
life—helived to be ninety-seven—he
developedexpertiseinscientific farming,
economics, medicine,and public health.
(Heintroduced RhodeIsland physicians
to the smallpox vaccine, and, whenthere
‘wasanoutbreakofyellowfever in Provi-
dence, he did the epidemiological re-
search himself.) He wasalso a philan-
thropist, and helped found a boarding
school, a deaf-and-dumb asylum, a
schoolfor children of color, the Provi-
dence Athenaeum,and the Rhode Is-
land Historical Society. Forall their dif-
ferences, John and Moses were both
deeply engaged in the politics of their

  

 

 

 

“Tjust have afew minorfixesthat will ruin everythingyou've come up with.”

day, and both were outsized characters,
with the kindofenergy, drive, and focus
that Ruth Simmons would recognize
better than most.

In 1771,Johnleft Nicholas Brown&
Company in order to invest more
aggressively in shipping. Two years
later, Moses also quit the firm. His
wife, Anna, the daughter of his uncle
Obadiah, had died, and hefell into a
profound depression. Anna had be-
come a Quaker, and Moses,in his dis-
tress, read Quakerliterature, sought
the company ofher fellows, and, in
1774, became a memberofthe Society
of Friends. His conversion waslife-
changing.The Quakers, unique among
Americansects, had long opposed
slave trading, and had come to op-
poseslavery itself. Moses manumitted
the six slaves he owned, and, for the
rest of hislife, acted as banker, law-
yer, and counsellor to the freedmen
and -women whosoughthis help. In
the past, he had beenactive, along with
his brothers, in the struggle for the
rights of the American colonists. But
the Quakers were pacifists, and on
theeve ofthe Revolution he advocated
a peaceful reconciliation with Britain.
Then,in the interests of holding the
New England Quaker community to-
gether, he acceptedthe official Quaker
position that the Revolution wasille-
gitimate and that the Friends should

not pay taxes to the new government
or accept Continental paper money.

John,for his part, helped start the
Revolution. In 1772,a year oftranquillity
in which many thoughtthat a peaceful
resolution to British-American differ-
ences could be found,the British schoo-
ner Gaspee ran aground while pursuing
oneofhis sloops. The Gaspee,in search
ofcontraband, had been stopping every
vessel entering andleaving Narragansett
Bay, and John had had enoughofit. He
rounded upa party ofseamenandin the
middle ofthe night rowedoutto the ship
with eight longboats, forced the crew off,
and burned the schooner to the water-
line. King George III's governmentof-
fered a thousand-pound reward and de-
clared thatthe perpetratorsofthis “act of
treason” would betried in London and
put to death. The British never found
anyoneto inform on John and his men,
buttheir threat to try Americans in Lon-
don alarmed Americanpatriots. At the
instigation of Thomas Jefferson and
Patrick Henry, Committees of Corre-
spondence were formedin the colonies,
independence wasfreely discussed, and
thefirst Continental Congress convened,
in 1774.
The following year, just after the

Battle of Lexington and Concord,
John was captured in Narragansett Bay
sailing two packet boats loaded with
flour destined for the newly created
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American armyin Massachusetts.The
British captain could not prove that
the supplies were for the rebels, but
he charged John with burning the
Gaspee and sent him to Boston in the
brig ofa warship. Mosesrodeposthaste
to Boston, and got John released on

the promisethathis brother would use
his influenceto put an endto the mili-
tary hostilities in Massachusetts. John.
made one speech to the RhodeIsland
legislature and then went back to his
war work. Thatfall, while Moses was
leading a Quakerreliefmission to Mas-
sachusetts, John took the first kegs of
gunpowder to George Washington's
army in Cambridge. Forthe rest ofthe
war,he and Nicholas supplied the Con-
tinental Army with matériel, manufac-
tured cannons at the Hope Furnace,
and built privateers to capture trans-
ports provisioning the British troops.
John’s gaff-rigged sloop, the Provi-
dence, becameJohn PaulJones's favor-
ite command.
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After the war, Mosesled a deter-
mined campaignto endtheslave trade
and slavery in Rhode Island—with
somesuccess. The Revolution had
dealt a powerful blow to the ideo-
logical underpinnings ofslavery and
had shaken the Colonial social order.
Clergy and laymen of other denomi-
nations joined the cause ofabolition.
In 1784, the RhodeIslandlegislature
passed a bill emancipatingall children
born to slaves from Marchofthat year
on. Slaveholding slowly declined, and
by 1790 twooutofthree blacks in the
state hadattained freedom.Slave trad-
ing, however, proved more difficult to
stop. Lobbied by Moses and other
Quakers, the General Assembly passed
an anti-slaving law in 1787,and seven
years later, as a result oftheir efforts,

the United States Congress banned
merchants from engaging in the slave
trade between foreign ports. But the
merchants, well practiced in evading
British sanctions, easily found their

way aroundcustomsregulations. In
Providence, Moses and other Friends
formed an Abolition Society and acted
to enforce the laws, but in 1795 the
RhodeIslandslave trade reached pre-
war levels and afterward rose to new
heights.

‘Theissue brought the two brothers
into conflict, but for reasons that most
historians have missed.John sent out a
slaving voyage in 1785 and anotherin
1786. Threeyears later, he published a
diatribe against Moses’s Abolition Soci-
ety, calling it a Quaker combination
benton ruining honest men.There fol-
lowed an acrimonious debate in the
Providence Gazette between John and
officers of the society, Moses among
them.John was angry, but not on his
own account. As he wrote Mosesafter
the secondvoyage,hewas planning new
ventures and had nointention ofgoing
back into the Guineatrade. He was de-
fending friends ofhis whomthesociety
plannedto sue, and he was angry with
the Quakers on another score. After
November, 1789, RhodeIslandwas the
only state that had notyetratified the
Constitution, then twoyears old. Most
RhodeIsland merchants had long seen
the needfora federal government, and
John, who hero-worshipped George
Washington,had becomea leader ofthe
Federalist Party in Rhode Island. But
there was considerable opposition to the
Unionin thestate, and someofit came

from the Friends, who objected to the
slavery compromises in the Constitu-
tion. By 1789, what had been a local
controversy had turned into a national
crisis, and Congress was preparing to
cutoff all trade with RhodeIsland.The
following year, the state convention
ratified the Constitution by two votes,
but only after Congress took steps to
turn RhodeIslandinto a foreign coun-
try and Providencethreatenedto secede
from thestate.
John and Mosesbattled over the

slave trade untilthe endofthe century.
In 1795, year after the passage of the
federal law against slave trading be-
tween foreign ports, a record number
ofslavers set out from RhodeIsland.
John, despite his decade-old promise
to Moses, sent out one of the ships.
Moses andthe other officers of the
Abolition Society, believing that John
wastesting the law on behalf of the



othertraders, decided to sue him.Two
yearslater, John becamethefirst per-
son prosecuted underthe federal stat-
ute, and wasforcedto forfeit his ship.
Undeterred, he ran for Congress in
1799, and,onceelected, led an effort to
repeal the law. Hefailed, but then the
law didn’t affect the South: Rhode Is-
land merchants were the only ones
penalizedbyit.

Duringthis period,John and Moses
arguedfrequently and at length—John
just couldn't see anything wrong with
theslave trade—yetthe two nevercame
near a completefalling out. Both were,
after all, loyal family members, and
both were involved in many matters
other than the onesthat divided them.
In 1787,Johnsenthis ship the George
Washington to China.It wasthefirst
ship from RhodeIsland andoneof the
first from the country to make the voy-
age. In the following years, his ships
visited ports in South America, Austra-

lia, the Spice Islands,India, and China,
opening up the Far Eastern trade for
otherNew England merchants. Mean-
while, Moses, with the help of an En-
glishjourneyman,SamuelSlater, built a
water-powered cotton mill, the first
manufacturing enterprise in the coun-
try. TheSlater mill, asJohn Brown had
anticipated in the Providence Gazette
debate, bought cotton from Southern
slaveholders andsold someofitback to
them in the form of coarse cloth for
slaves. It also helped spawn anindustry
that by the middle of the nineteenth
century sustained the economy ofmuch
ofNew England andcontributedto the
country’s move towardself-sufficiency.
In 1791, John and Moses founded
a bank, the fifth private bank in the
United States, to promote “the com-
mercial, mechanical, and manufactur-
inginterests” of Providence. They later
built the roads, bridges, and wharves
that the growth of the town required.
During John's years in Congress, they
exchanged chatty letters about family
matters, the bank, and John’s new ac-
quaintances ThomasJefferson and
AaronBurr.

John died in 1803, at the age of
sixty-seven, leaving an estate of six
hundred thousanddollars,all ofwhich
wentto his family. A few monthsafter
his death, however, Nicholas Brown, Jr.,
gave RhodeIsland College five thou-

sanddollars to establish a chair in En-
glish oratory in his uncle's memory. In
recognition ofNicholas’s gift, the Cor-
poration changedthe nameofthe col-
lege to Brown in 1804. It was a wise
decision, for in the course ofhislife
Nicholas gave the college a hundred
andsixty thousand dollars.

A Brown, the Committee on Slav-
ery and Justice has been holding

lectures and panel discussionsontopics
ranging from the Tulsa race riots of
1921to apartheidin historical memory.
It has sponsored a high-school curricu-
lum and a museumexhibiton slavery in
New England, both of which feature
the voyageoftheSally. It is now think-
ing about howbesttoinstitutionalize
the discussion of slavery and justice
at the university, and is considering
new courses, fellowships, a study center,
and a memorial dedicatedtotheslaves
whohelped build University Hall. The
committee's report is due by the end
ofthis year, and while Campbell anti-
cipates that some mayseeit as an exer-
cise in political correctness and others
as a completely inadequate response,
he hopes that it will provide a model
for universities with similar histories to

use in conducting discussions about
their past. Campbell worries about the
media soundbites that will herald the
report; however, slavery and justice is
notthe explosive topicthatit was three
years ago. The reparations movement
has had no success with its lawsuits,
and hastaken another direction. (Ac-
tivists have been urging city councils
to pass ordinances requiring thatcity
contractors disclose any historical link
to slavery, with the idea that those
whosepredecessors profited from slave
laborcan be shamedinto making repa-
rations.) Most of the Brown alumni
have beenreassured about the purpose
ofthe committee (though some donors
havestipulated that their gifts not be
used for reparations). As for the cam-
pus, it has turned to issues that seem
morepressing.

According to James Campbell, the
committee's report will have as its cen-
terpiece a shorthistory of the Brown
brothers’ involvementwith slavery and
the debate between Moses and John
overtheslave trade,to be supplemented
bya Website on the Brownsandslavery.

Campbell told me that he was happy to
discover the debate, becauseitillustrated
the moral choices within a historical
context, and relieved the committee of
havingtoprovideits own accountofthe
moral climate of the day. “Contextual-
ization always gets read as extenuation,”
hesaid.Thereportwill apparentlymake
no mentionofthe Browns’other activi-
ties. The committee was not,of course,
charged with writingtheir biographies,
butits focus will reduce them,as Provi-

dence legend does,toslave traders and
reformedslave traders.

Simmons, in the meantime, has
raised abouthalf billion dollars for
thecapital campaign and made consid-
erable progress with her renewal pro-
gram. She hasinstituted need-blind
admissions,filled forty-one new faculty
positions,andincreasedfaculty salaries.
A building for molecular-medicine
laboratories has been completed, and
four otherbuildings for labs and study
centers are under construction. In
addition, Simmons has replaced the
entire top administrative staff of the
university and reorganized Brown's
fund-raising efforts and the way that
the governing boards operate. In the
past year, however, herrelationship with
thefaculty has becomeless than harmo-
nious. For one thing, Brown's budget
remainstight, and by hiringsenior pro~
fessors and giving them generous re-
search funds to improve the graduate
schools she has drained resources away
from undergraduate teaching. For an-
other, the money has gone to the de-
partments and new initiatives, as op-
posedtothe interdisciplinaryprograms
that have attracted some of the best
students to Brown. In the view ofmany
faculty members, her approach has
been both too conventional and too
top-down,andshe hasn't provided the
visionary educational leadership that
they had hoped for. Asked about such
criticisms, Simmonstold a Providence

Journal reporter,“I'm notafraid of the
political machinations that abound on
a campus. WhatI am heretodo, I will
do,irrespective ofall that.” Whether
shewill achieve all ofher goals remains
to be seen, but thus far she has done
whatshe promisedthetrustees,and she
has, she says, become more comfort-
able with the portrait ofJames Man-
ningin heroffice.
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BY ANN BEATTIE

 



ahill—Dr.Cahill to those who
knew him in his small town in

Maine—had decided that his screened
porch should berelocated. Wouldn't it
be better to winterize the current porch,
adding a dooratthe farendwhichwould
lead to a new, smaller porch, perpendic-
ular to the original? That way, he could
walk out of the kitchen in the winter
with his cup of freshly brewed coffee
andhis vitamin drink (those mornings
when he wenttothetrouble to makeit)
and enjoy the late-blooming flowers on
an enclosed, heated porch. In the sum-
mer, he could set up a makeshift desk—
probablyjust the card table—and not
have to worry that rain would ruin his
paperwork. There was so much paper-
work! His wife, Barbara, used to manage
mostofit, but she'd been dead for more
than eightyears, and, exceptfor whathis
accountantdid and the occasional ques-
tion he asked his tenant, Matt, he dealt
withitall himself now, and nota bit of
it had anything to do with medicine.

Matt lived in Cahill’s renovated barn.
‘Thirty-two years old, he had already
suffered a divorce (at twenty-four) and
the death of his second wife, who'd
been knocked out of her kayak by a
low-hanging branch and drowned,in
Canada. Several times during the past
year, Cahill had noticed Matt coming
homewith a woman,but he'd also no-
ticed that the woman—or women—al-
mostalways left the same night. Once,
hehadbeenluredinto playing a game
of croquet with Matt and a woman
named Leora,butusually he avoided
contact when Matt had company; he

% felt that Matt became sour and with-
§ drawn when womenwere around,asif
he werestill suffering through adoles-

§ cence. But Matt—Matt was his preoc-
5 cupation. Cahill had thesenseto extend
& fewer dinnerinvitations to his tenant
= and friend than he wanted to, because
=, the man neededhisfreedom.IfBarbara
e werealive, and if Matt’s wife had not
2 died, Matt would no doubt have been
= living somewhere else, and Cahillwould
5 have had moreinteresting things to
©think about. It was just that his world
8 had shrunk since held retired.

Right now, Cahill was talking to a
Zz man Matt had nicknamed You Know
3& WhatI Mean,a tall, perpetually wind-
« blown-looking carpenter whom Cahill
E had recently advised to have whathefelt

TH
OM
PS

sure was a skin cancer removed from.
theside of his nose. His real name was
Roadie Petruski, and, as Roadie tried

to smooth down hiselectrified hair, Ca-
hill listened to his beliefs concerning
pressure-treatedwood: “You know your-
self, Doc,these things leachinto the en-
vironment. Before you knowit, your
lungs are Swiss cheese, you know what
I mean? This genetically engineered
corn, the Europeansdon’t wantnothing
to do withit. But us?We always got op-
timism. You probably read about rat
kidneys shutting down when they was
fed the stuff? I read it in one of those
doctor’s-office magazines—meaningno
disrespect.My advice is always to seal up
pressure-treated boards with the best
sealant available, and even then you
don't wantto walk onit withoutshoes,
you know whatI mean?”

“Whateveryouthink bestin terms of
flooring, Roadie,” Cahill said.

“Not up to me! Always up to the
customer!”

“Well, I certainly agree with what
you've informed meof, solet us proceed
as you suggest.”

“That's the thing, Doc.That’s the di-
rection you wantto go.”

In the distance, a cardinal twittered
on tree branch. If Cahill had had his
binoculars,hewould haveraised them—.
heloved cardinals—but they were on
the back porch. The sameback porch
that was goingto be transformedinto a
heated room offthe kitchen. Matt must
be at home, Cahill thought: he could
faintly hear Mick Jagger singing. The
bird, too, must have heard the music, be-

cause it swooped away, dipping down
forjust a second to check out the goings
ononthe porch.

man he and Matt had dubbedYou
Got No Choice hadvisited a few

days earlier. He’d come from town hall
to inform Cahill that a wall on his prop-
erty was in need of maintenance, and
that, as the owner of the property on
which the wall stood, surrounding a
four-headstone cemetery datingback to
the eighteen-hundreds, Cahill was re-
sponsibleforrepairs; he had no choice.
‘There had beena lotoffreezing during
the winter, the man explained, and
spring had been unusually wet. Such
things accelerated deterioration. Cahill
wastold that he must keep “vegetation”

six feet from the wall in all directions
(he had no choice) and that no mortar
could be usedin rebuildingit. “I took a
lookjust now, Doc, and fromwhatI can.
tell it’s pretty muchjust a matter of re-
placing some ofthem coping stones
along the top,” the mansaid, moving
one hand up and downtoindicate peaks
and gulleys. “And—just to remind
you-—it’s all gotta be done by hand.”He
handed Cahill a Post-it note with
“URGNTfx g-yard wall 7/16”written on
it in pencil, and then nodded while
backing away, as though he were taking
leave of the Queen of England. If Ca-
hill hadn’t known better, he would have
thoughthe was being madefun of.The
man climbedinto his truck and drove
away, musicblaring. Tchaikovsky's notes
bit theair like muriatic acid.

Following the encounter, Cahill pro-
ceeded directly to Matt’s, where he
knocked and entered tofind him start-
ing a new paintingofafruit bowl. Matt's
still-lifes were distinguished by the un-
conventional objects he included—plas-
tic rhinos, a single beaded earring, a Prin-
cess Di figurinelying onits side. Cahill
‘was gratified notto see a beer bottle on
Matt’s table. The daytime drinking was
new, and not a good sign. The paint-
ing class—ofcourseit was harmless, and
no doubtinteresting, but did he imag-
inethat solitary paintingwas a wayofre~
joining the world? Inhis opinion, Matt
hadgot entirely too large a payment
from his wife’s life-insurance company.
Cahill had a millionaire livingin his barn
and functioning variouslyas his repair-
man,class clown, snow-removal guy, and
sometimechauffeur. Buthe liked Matt,
relied on him. Thecliché would proba-
bly be that Matt wasthe son he never
had, but then his daughter, Joyce, was

enoughlike a son:in spite ofhis dire
warnings, for years she'd taken steroids
andlifted weights.The year her mother
died, she had come East and chopped
down the deadtrees on his propertyand
sawed and stacked them forfirewood.
She had size-11 feet encased in men’s
work boots, and a tattoo on her arm of
the nation’s flag, below which lurked a
spinylizard with a tongue unfurled to
capture an insect. It seemedlikely that
Matt had a nicknameforJoyce,too, but
heid had the good manners to keep quiet
aboutit.

Cahill examined Matt's odd painting
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and pronouncedit “comingalong.” He
grumbledbriefly about thevisit from
You Got NoChoice,which provoked—
as Cahill knew itwould—negative gen-
eralizations abouttheself-righteousness
ofNew Englanders.

Onhis way back to the house, Cahill

wentto inspect the graveyard. He had
not noticed that the wall there was
in needofrepair, nor had he thought
that anyone wouldtell him thatfixing
it washis responsibility. In the plot lay
two children,one agedthree, the other

eleven months,the cuts in their stones
mostlyfilled with moss. Their mother
had died at twenty-three, the father at
seventy-one—agoodageto have at-
tained. No headstoneindicated another
marriage. Pink and white phlox grew
nearby, and sometimes—rarely, but
sometimes—Cahill would cut a few
stalks and put them in oneofhislate
wife's crystal vases to commemorate her
domesticity.

‘Thatafternoon, Napoleon,the neigh-
bor’s basset hound,paida visit and was
rewarded—though Cahill knewit was
wrong—with onesaltine. Cahill fipped
through a copy of Science News and, fi-
nally, an hour orsolater,walked the bas-
set houndto the road, picking him up
for the dangerouscrossing, then down
four houses, where he saw that Breezy’s
car was gone andthe back gate un-
latched. Heled the dog into the back
yard andfirmly shutthe gate.

week or so after You Got No
Choice stoppedby, a letter arrived

from Code Enforcement informing
“Property Owner Cahill” that he was in
violation ofan assemblage of hyphen-
ated numbers. He was so angry that he
could hardly focus on whatit said. You
Got No Choice had told him that he
hadthirty days in which to make repairs.
Nevertheless,after he madea cup oftea
and stoppedfuming, he put onhis work
clothes andstalked into the yard. He
took his tool kit with him, though he
didn’t know why; it seemed the sort of
job best done with one’s hands. He saw
thathis tool kit contained workgloves,
sohe put them onandset aboutreplac-
ing therocks that hadfallen. Somewere
missing, but where had they gone? Matt
must have moved them to mow and
stacked them somewhere. But he'd al-
readyinterrupted Matt once that mom-
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ing, so he decided tofind the few rocks
he needed elsewhere. He took off the
gloves and dropped them back in the
tool kit. As he did, a wasp cameout of
nowhere,like a stealth bomber, and
stung him. He yanked his hand side-
ways in pain, wincing and squeezing his
wrist. In the house, he madea paste of
baking soda and water in a teacup and
smeared it on, then swallowed an anti-
histamine, just in case.

Whenthe Benadryl kicked in, he
wentupstairs to lie down, and he was
surprised when he wokeup hours later.
He went into the bathroom and un-
dressed, turned on the shower, and
steppedin, grasping the showerbar.
Whatwould his wife have said ofthis
latest mishap? That he had somehow
invited the wasp? Barbara had had
manygood qualities, but charity toward
him whenhe was hurt was not among
them. He thought that perhaps it had
frightened her, to know that he was
human.She had said many times,
onlyhalf-jokingly, that she’d married
a manshe thought could take good
careofher.
He dried offwith his favorite towel,

threw it over the shower door, andwent

downstairs,where he madeanother cup
oftea. His wrist was tenderbut nolon-
ger painful. Napoleon was standing
silently at the porch door. The dog was
goingto bekilled crossing Route 91.
Didn't Breezy care? He openedthe door,
andthe basset hound boundedin,some-
thing clampedin his teeth. Itwas a dead
chipmunk. Napoleon droppedit, with
its bitten bloody neck, at Cahill’s feet
and looked up expectantly.

“Maybethe doctor could workit in
aroundfive o'clock,” Cahill said,staring
downatthe creature. “Butthe doctoris
a very busy man,you know.”

The dog knew noneofthese words.
Cahill relented. “Good boy,”he said to
the dog, who waggedhistail furiously
and nosed the chipmunk, then looked
upfor further approval.This would have
set his wife screaming. Cahill patted the
dog’s head, keepingit from the dead
thing, then picked the chipmunk up by
its tail and droppeditin the trash. This
meant that he would have to take the
trash out immediately, but no matter.
He washedhis hands.All thoseyears of
careful washing, using the brush, scrub-
bing under nonexistentfingernails—oh,

 

his precious hands. Now a minuscule
rim offingernail protruded on a few of
his fingers, and this brought him a cer-
tain senseofpride. He'd nevertell any-
one anythingsoridiculous,but there it
was: heliked having fingernails.“We are
twovery impressive gentlemen, aren’t
we?” he said to the dog. The interroga-
tive always madethe dog's tail wag fran-
tically. “But maybe it’s timeto be getting
home—whatdoyousay?”He looked at
thelist of phone numbers taped to his
refrigerator, then welled up with sudden,

anger: he'd call Breezy, and she could
walk over and get her dog this time.
Enoughoftheescort service. Hedialled
her number.Above the phone was hung
acopy ofan etching he hadalways loved,
and had kept above his desk in the pri-
vate partofhis office: “Abraham's Sacri-
fice,” by Michelangelo, the angel’s hands
so exquisitely, so lightly placed. “Breezy?”
he said, when he heard hervoice. “I’ve
got Napoleon over here andI thinkit’s
time for him to come home,ifyou'd be
so kind.”
“Iam so sorry. Did he run away

again?” Breezyasked. “Ever since I
started taking classes up in Orono,
there's no keeping him in the yard. But
the otherthingis, he just lovesyou.It’s
hard to keep him behindthefence.”

“T noticed that. He’s going to behit
bya car, Breezy, and you're never going
to forgive yourself. You've got to do
something aboutthatgate latch.”

Helooked at the dog,sniffing the
trash can.It wastootall for him to get
his snoutin.

“Absolutely,” she said. “I’m going to
speak to Ed at the hardware store about
howtofix the latch.Tomorrow.”

“They're opentill nine tonight,” he
said.

“Morty, you donot hint subtly!” she
exclaimed. “T’'m overwhelmedtonight,if
you must know,with Father having mis-
placedhisglasses andhis teeth, and he’s

gota terrible cold,so he’s in a foul mood.
The practical nurse didn't show upto-
day, cither.”

“A lot ofpart-timers in that pro-
fession,” he said. “Doesn't make for
reliability.”

“Well, Morty, that may betrue, but
whatalternative doI have? If dear Bar-
bara werestill alive, I could atleast get
a hug.”

Breezy had beenhiswife's best friend.



Shehad received endless sympathy
from Barbara—especially concerning
herfather’s move into her house. Breezy
was oneofthereasons that Barbara had
wanted to spend what tumed outto be
thelast winter ofher life in Maine.

After they hung up, Breezy did not
appearforso long thathe suspected she
mightnotbe comingatall.The doglay
curled next to him in theliving room,as

Cahill read a bookcalled “How Build-
ings Learn,”hisfeet stretched outon the
footstool. Finally, she arrived.

“Morty, I hope I didn’t cause you
pain by mentioning Barbara,” she
blurted,insteadofsaying hello.The dog
rose and shookhimself, ambling toward
her. She bentandstrokedhisside. “You
ran away again,” she said. “Did Napo-
leon run away again?”

“Exile to Elba next time,”Cahill said.
“Te been to the hardware store. Ed

was offtonight,but I left a note saying I
camein andthat it was an emergency.
Weare going to solve this problem,
aren't we?”she said in babytalk to the
dog.Thenshe turned to Cahill. “Morty,
T feel sometimes that whenI say some-
thing you aren't .. .I don't know... that
you don't approve ofwhatI’m saying. I
don’t wanta gold star for going to the
hardware store, but I didgo there as you
suggested.”

“I'm afraid the dog is going to be
hit by a car, Breezy,”he said, with the
firm sympathy ofa doctor giving a bad
diagnosis. He heard his voice pitched a
bit too low, andsoftened.“Just a long
day,” he said, standing. Breezy—she'd
got her nicknamebecause sheloved to
talk—wasclearly hoping to be asked
to stay for a cup oftea. Butit had been
a bad day—the officiousletter, the
wasp—and herealized that he'd had
nothingto eatsince breakfast. He pat-
ted Breezy’s shoulderasif she were a
patient he wassteering gently out the
door. Atthe front stoop, she tumed to
face him andsaid, “I know youmiss her
very much, Morty. do, too, everydayof
mylife,” and then she was gone, down
thesteps, curving with thepath into the
night, Napoleon—so named because
the dog did notlike to chew on bones,
thoughheliked to tear the bones apart
(the sole original thing he'd ever known
Breezy’s father to come up with}—trot-
ting along onhis leash withouta back-
ward glance.

 

id oa |
<a 3 aoe .ae

“maga
ae =~

ve oe ———

ee J— m

Aw ‘ ne
Ww

7

Shanaliary

“That onelooks like afalling engine.”

Cahill wentinto the kitchen and
took a potpie from thefreezer, placed
it on a cookie sheet, and set the oven
for four-fifty. Though the oven had
notreached the correct temperature,

he put his dinner in anyway. Then
came another knockat the front door:
mostcertainly Breezy, back for some
reason,

Cahill wentto the door and opened
it.A young womanwasstandingthere.

“Dr. Cahill?” shesaid. “Excuse mefor
knockingso late.’m Audrey Comstock.
I live in Portsmouth.”

“Yes?” hesaid.
“May I comein? I’m a friend of

Matt's.”
“Enter,” hesaid,gesturing toward the

living room. She walked in and looked
around. Shedidnotsit, nor did he mo-
tion toward a chair. Patients were that
way: some would remainstanding for-

everifyou did not formally offer them
a seat. “Whatcan I do for you?” hesaid.

“Get him to marry me,”shesaid.
“Excuse me?”
“He doesn’t think hecan leave here.

You,” she amended.“Leaveyou.”
“I know nothing aboutthis,” hesaid.
“We've been seeing each other for

more thana year. We metata painting
group in Portsmouth. At Christmas, he
all but proposed.”

“Oh?”he said. At Christmas, Matt
had prepared a goose and cooked pars-
nips from the rootcellar. They had
eaten the meal with some Stonewall
Kitchen condiment—asort ofjelly with,
garlic. Was he to believe thatall that
time Matt had beenin love but had
never mentionedthe person’s name? Of
course, anythingwas possible.A patient
having a physical would say that noth-
ing was bothering him, and only when
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hed taken offhis shirt would Cahill see
that he wasbroken outin shingles, or
had cut himselfbadly and wasn't prop-
erly healing.

“Tm notsurewhyyou're here,”hesaid.
Shewas an unpleasant-lookingwoman—
in her earlytwenties, he thought. Her
beak of a nose, crammedtootightly be-
tween hersmall eyes, madeit difficult to
look at her with a neutral expression.

Shesaid, “I wantedtotell you that
you wouldn’t be losing a son; you'd be
gaining a daughter.”

“Mychild is grown and gone,” he
said. “I am lookingfor neither.”

Shelooked at him blanklyfor a mo-
ment.“Hedoesn't feel like he can leave,”
shesaid again.

“T assure you he can,” Cahill said.
“Wehave ourart work in common,”

she said,as if he’d asked for further
explanation.

Helookedat her.
“Matt and me,” shesaidfinally.
“This matter is entirely between you

and Matt,” he said. “You don't have to
persuade meofanything.”

“He respects you. You're like a father
figure to him.It’s just that he doesn’t
think hecanleave you.”

“You've said that manytimes,” Cahill
said. “I've explained that he canleave.”

“Heloves me,” shesaid. “He said he’d
take care ofme.”

“Well,” he said, “perhaps you can
work things out. Whenpeople are
meantto be together, such things have
been known to happen.”

“You'retrying to getrid of me,” she
said in a trembling voice. “You don’t
think I’m good enough.”

“Please do methe favor ofnotat-
tempting to read my mind,”hesaid. “I
wasaboutto cata late dinner when you
knocked, and nowit’s timeto dothat, if
you'll excuse me.”

She stamped her foot. The woman
wasridiculous; he would have to get a
peephole andnotlet such peoplein.

“CanI see?” shesaid plaintively.
Cahill stared at her. “See what?” he

said.
“Just once, can I find out if some-

body’s tryingtoget rid ofmeorifyou're
really eating dinner?”

Healmostexpressedhissurprise, but
checked his reaction. Helevelled his
eyes on her, wondering whether she
wasn't shamed by her own childishness.
Ofcourse, such people rarely were. “By

 “Face it—thereis no goodtimeto get married,

have children, and movetoJersey.”

all means,” hesaid. “Thekitchen dooris
rightthere.”

Surely she would notreally go in, but
no—ofcourse she would. Like an obese
patient advised to diet who would pro-
ceed immediatelyto the nearest vending
machine for a candy bar. There she
went,to view his potpie. She would be
seeing that, andthelandslide of mostly
unread newspapers that needed to be
thrownout, a few days’ worth ofdirty
dishes in the sink. He had notyet car-
ried out the trash, so perhaps even the
dead chipmunkhad begun to smell.

“That's all you're eating?” shesaid,
returning to the room.In a gentler
toneofvoice,shesaid,“I could cookfor
you. Make extra when 1 cook for Matt
and me.”

“T assume Matt doesn’t know you're
here?” hesaid.

Sheshrugged. “I can’t find him,” she
said. “I thought maybe he washere.”
He gestured toward the front door.

“Whenyoufind him, you can discuss
with him these generous impulses,” he
said. “I wish you goodnight.”

Shestarted to say something. He
could almostsense the second whenshe
decided against it and turned to leave.
Hefollowedher out the door and stood.
on thestoop. Nolights were on in the
barn.Thestars shonebrightly, andthere
was a faint, wind-chime-tinged breeze.
Breezy’s house was the onlyone he
could see thatwas lit. Matt’s carwas not
in the driveway. Audrey waved sadly,
overacting, the poorchild cast out into
the night. He did not return the wave.
Damn the woman! There was noth-

ing heliked less than getting caught
up in other people’s soap operas. He
wrote a quick note on the pad by the
phoneand walked overto stick it to
Matt’s front door. “Metyour friendAu-
drey,” the notesaid. “Stop by when you
get back.”

he next morning, when he an-
swered his front door he saw not

Matt but Deirdre Rambell,whoworked
as a secretary at town hall and had heard
about whatshecalled, with hushed sin-
cerity, thesituation. “Deirdre, it’s a few
rocks thatI’ve already putback,” he said.
“The town is making a mountain out of
amolehill.”

“Oh,it’s the Historical Society, you
know. Thevolunteers go around check-



ing, and theyreally care. For my own
part, I’ve always felt the dead have souls
that cannotbe at peace whenthey sense
anylack ofrespect.”

“Souls sense respect?”he said. He re-
alized with slight embarrassmentthat
althoughhe waswearingchinos,hestill
had onhis pajamatop.

“Indeed they do,”she said.
“Thenlet me inform you, Deirdre,

thatat this pointI have replacedall but
a couple ofthe six or seven stones nec-
essary to give the souls their deserved
respect. Let mealsoask youthis: Do you
happentoreally know orcare anything
about the people buried on this prop-
erty? Abouttheir lives, I mean—aspeo-
ple, rather than as souls?”

Nothing in his toneregistered with
her. “Aren’t they Moultons?”shesaid.
“Fine people, amongthefirst settlers.”

“Onward!” she exclaimed when she
finally drove away.

Yes, he thought, that sort ofwomanal-
ways feels that she’s making progress.

You Got No Choice appeared next,
apologizing for what he called the
“slipup” at town hall.“That lamebrained
letter was embarrassing,”hesaid,roll-
ing his eyes.“I just found out, Doc,
and cameright over to apologize.”

“You, andtherest ofthe town,will be
relieved to knowthat, as infirm as I am,
the wall has been repaired, and now all
is well with the world.”

“Excellent, Doc!”He tugged the brim
ofhis cap.

“You wouldn't have seen Matt’s van
anywhere around town, would you?”
Cahill said. “I haven't seen him in a
while.”

“Are you kidding?” You Got No
Choicesaid.

“Kidding?”
“You don't know?”
“Know what?” Cahill said.
“Upin Warren,” he said warily, as if

Cahill might be having him on.“It’s
beenall over the papers.”

You Got No Choice saw the answer
in Cahill’s expression. “Doc—they got
him on some molesting-a-minorthing,
or something. I didn’t wantto bring up
a sore subject. I know he waslike a son
to you. You get roundedupbythe cops,
you got no choice—you go where the
Mansays you go, right? Don't mean

youre guilty”
Cahill put his hand out to brace

himself on the doorframe. His mind
wasracing, but it moved neither back-
ward nor forward.It raced like a car
ona lift, with someoneinside gunning

the engine.
“Sorry to drop a bombon you. Arti-

cles have beenin the paperevery day, as
far’s I know.”

“It’s impossible,” Cahill said, having
recovered enough to speak, though he
could hardly hear his own voice.

“Say what?”
“Why wouldn't he havecalled me?

Whywouldn't police have cometo the
barn,why—”

“There you go,”You GotNo Choice
said. “Fishy, huh? Yougota point;it’s
oddifthey haven't madenosearch.”

Cahill almosttripped on the rug in
the entryway on his way back into the
house. He walked toward the kitchen
andthepile ofpapers,which he wanted
to look through immediately, and notat
all. “Reallife,” as his wife would have
said. He sank into a kitchen chair and
brushed the newspapers onto the floor,
puttinghis headin his hands.The phone
rang, and he got up and walked numbly
toward it. Matt? Calling to say what?
“Thisis Joyce,” his daughtersaid.

“Joyce, my dear,this is not a time I
cantalk,”he said, but anothervoice in-
truded. “Andthis is Tara,” a younger,
more high-pitched voice sing-alonged,
andherealized he'd been talking to a
recording. He heard chimes, and the

first unmistakable notes of the wed-
ding march. His daughter's voice said,
“We're sendingthis recording on the
happiest day ofourlives to announce
that at one o’ clock July 20, 2005, we
were joined together in a commitment
ceremony, blessed by Mother Goddess
Devi, and we now officiallyJoyce’—
the squeaky voice broke in—“and Tara.”
“Forever!” the voices shouted in unison.
Next, herecognized thefamiliarstrident
voice ofhis daughter: “Dor't be put out
that youweren'tinvited,”she said. “Our
ceremonyconsisted of only Mother
Devi, Tara’s brother wholives next

door—whodid a bee-yoo-tee-ful Sufi
dance—and ourlittle girl Fluffy Sun-
shine, with a collar of bells and white
pansies.”Tara broke in: “Whenyou get
this message, we'll be in the air to Ha-
wai.” “Peace and love to you, and may
yourecognize the happinesswe have ex-
periencedtoday,”his daughtersaid. Bells

 

clanged merrily; over their ringing, he
heard them giggling,voices overlapping:
“Inshallah. G-g-g-goodbye,folks!”

Heputhis head in his handsagain,
pushinghisfingertips against his eyelids
until hefelt pain.

H: went to the barn in the dark,
shining the flashlight in front of

him.Ithad rained, andtinyfrogs leaped
across the dirt road like tiddlywinks. In
front of him grew the rhododendrons
thatMatt had beensodelighted to have
found in somenursery’s compost heap:
two of them, with electric-lavender
flowers, grown large beside the door.
‘The inkon Cahill’s Post-it note had run
into one black smear. He knocked,
thoughitwas obvious that the place was
deserted.He had read enoughin the pa-
per to makehim sick.

Anoversized T-shirt was draped
over an oak ladder-back chair.Matt had
glued the chair’s leg for him some
months back, and somehowit had re-
mainedin the barn. Onthe kitchen ta~
ble were a few shiny copper pennies,
and a “Little Mermaid”keyring. Cahill
felt revulsion. He wasalso afraid that
the police might zoom in on the barn
andfind himthere, snooping. He un-
derstood sadlyand too late about the
toys thatMatt hadtaken pridein rescu-
ing from the dump. They wereto lure
children,ofcourse.Thetag-sale Barbies
on the bathroom shelf, stripped of
clothes and bracketing the can of shav-
ing cream,the bathroomglass, and the
electric razor that Cahill had given
Matt forhis birthday—hesawthedolls
as the bait they were. Howcould he
have beenso obtuse?

Hesatin his old chair and surveyed
the room,It resonatedwith silence.This
had oncebeen his wife’s dance studio,
the place where she practiced—onlyfor
thelove ofit; she'd been too old to seri-
ously dance ballet. This had been her
private place, where she watched tapes
ofNureyevdancing and no doubt imag-
ined herself beinglifted high by his
strong hands;where shewore tights and
oneof Cahill’s old white shirts long be-
yondthe timewhenshe would have ap-
peared coquettish in suchattire. But
now hehad to accept the fact that the
barn had beendesecrated,inhabited for
years by a person he'd misjudged, toward
whom his wife would have felt the
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greatest contempt. A slight smell of
sweat hungin the air—atleast, the

kitchen had that odor. He got up and
openedtherefrigerator—notexpecting
aJeffrey Dahmer banquetbutchecking
nonetheless. A bottle of cheap cham-
pagnelay onits side, and a couple of
packs ofmoldy cheese, unsealed. Yellow
celery lay in a brownish puddle in the
drawer.The opened cans he didn’t peer
into. He took out the one can ofCoke,
pulled back the top, and drankit, hop-
ing it would settle his stomach. It was
notexactly reassuring that the police
hadn't come. Hadn't theymade Matt tell
them wherehelived? Hesawan oldcal-
endar held with a magnettotheside of
the refrigerator: Shirley Temple as a
child,sniffing a yellow daisy. Oh,the ba-
nality of it. The sad predictability of
people's intense yet ultimately unorigi-
nal desires. “You're so superior?” his wife
usedto chide. Well, yes, he was. Atleast
to some. Hetook anothersip and put
the can aside. Well: there were no lolli-
pops. Nopicturesoflittle girls naked on
the computer, because Matt did not
own a computer.A back-to-basics child
molester.

It mightbe, Cahill thought,that the
spaceitselfwas cursed. There was the
time,duringits reconstruction, when
the carpenter—a strong-bodied, red-
hairedwoman named Elsie—hadflirted
with him,the strap of her sweaty tank
topfallen from oneshoulder,and he had
questioned her with his eyes, and she
had answeredin the affirmative. He had
moved toward her and gentlyslipped
downthe otherstrap, intending only a
kiss to such peach-perfect breasts,when,
with the timing ofa bad movie, Deirdre
Rambell had walkedinto the barn, car-
rying the sandwiches and drinks his
wife had sentoutona tray. It was funny
now—or, ifnot funny, hestill took plea-
sure in having shocked Deirdre, that
holier-than-thou woman. There had
been nochancein the world that she
would ever report what she'd seen to
Barbara. He couldstill hear the glasses
rattling on thetray.

Hecalled the police from Matt’s
phone—a rotary dial, another ofMatt’s
Salvation Armyfinds. That was what
Cahill thought Matt had been doing:
going hereandthere, collectingtrivia as
a wayofgetting over his wife’s death.
The policeman who answered on the

eighth ring—eighth!—seemed none
too interested in whathewas saying un-
til he raised his voice. “That child mo-
lester you've got up there in Warren,” he
said. “You might wantto comeover to
his house and check throughit. Thisis
his landlord calling.”Already, he had re-
treated from thenotionoffriendship. “I
can't understand why you haven't been
here before now,” he added. The Coke
rose uphisthroat, the acid rush subsid-
ing sickly. He looked at a pencil sketch
oftrees in an open sketchbook on the
counter. A ratherlovely little depiction.
Well, he thought, nobody does what
they doall the time. Another person
came on the phone and took downhis
nameand address. Whenthepolice ap-
peared, aboutfifteen minuteslater—lo-
cal police first—he found outthree
things: that Matt had given an address
in Syracuse, though he claimed he'd
beenliving outofhis van;andthatthere
was an address in Syracuse—the address
ofhis second wife, who was not dead at
all. The third thing he found out, but
notuntil they were leaving, was that
Matthad gotinto analtercation with a
man in the holding cell and had been
stabbed with a homemadeshiv.

few weekslater, Cahill received a
note from You Got No Choice,

whom henowresolvedto think of,more
charitably, as Bill: “My boss is breathing
down my neck and even thoughthese
are rough times and youhave myheart-
felt condolences, Doc, the wall around
the grave still hasn't been fixed to come
up to code. I'd be glad to drop bythis
weekend and have at itwith somestone.”
Itwas nice ofBill tooffer to pitch in, but
the letter onlystrengthened Cahill re-
solve to fix the wall himself.

Whichhesetoutto do,after eating
a grilled-cheese sandwich forlunch.
Protein and carbohydrates were good
together, midday. Bad eating had con-
tributed to his wife’s untimely death;
she'd been diabetic and sometimes
wouldn't eat anything for an entire day,
calling him a nag. She“felt sick,”yes, but
itwasa viciouscircle:feel sick, don’t eat;
don't eat,feel sick.

Hewalked to the side of the house
where the soil was mixed with chips of
old brick and rocks. Nothing much
would grow in the shady area, but itwas
a good placeto harvest rocks. Hepiled



 

 

 

 

 

    

“By the timeIwas supposedto resume my hockey
career, Ihaddiscovered ice dancing.”

them into a discarded one-gallonplas-
tic flowerpot. After some digging, he
had what he hoped wasenough, and set
offwith the potpressed to his rib
other hand grasping the handleofhis
toolbox. Hi ho, hi ho. He wonderedif
Matt would expect him to getin touch.
Hearhis side of things. Offer help—if
notas a doctor, thenas a friend? What-
ever Matt expected, Cahill could not
bring himself to make an attemptto
contact him—atleast, notat this point
in time.

The barn wasn't ropedoff,though he
supposedit wasn'treally a crimescene.
So many men had comein unmarked
cars lately: anybody could have been
rummaging aroundinside, after a while.
Whatwas he supposedto do,run out
every time he saw anothercar and ask to
see identification?

Cahill turned to see Napoleonbound-
ingacross the lawn,foolish ears flapping
like luffing sails. The dog tipped side-
waysas he cameclose, rudderless with
friendliness.“Cometosee the old man?”
hesaid. In answer, Napoleon snappedat
a bug. “Cross the busy road for thebil-
lionthtime, tempting fate?”He rubbed
the dog beneath hisears. “Let’s let her
comeafter youif and whenshegets
lonely, yeah,” Cahill said, continuing to

 

scratch.While hestackedrocks, he kept
an eye on the dog, who was nosing at
the edge of the woods.

‘Thewall repair took longer than he'd
anticipated,and hehadtoget the shovel
and dig up one quite large stone from
beside the porch,butfinally he stood
backand admiredhis handiwork.“There
you go,Bill, my friend,” he said aloud,
saluting the air. “Your job done, myjob
done.” He cleaned somefallen leaves
andbits ofstick outof thearea, stepping

carefully around the wall. What had
they died of, these four? In those days,
people coulddie from an infected tooth.
Dyingyoungwas to be expected: young,
then, had another meaning.

Bythetimehis daughter had gradu-
ated from high school, he hadn't loved
herorhis wife for some time. His fin-
gertips scratching beneath Napoleon's
ears now communicated more sincerity
than all the kisses he'd planted formally
on the cheeks of his wife and daughter.
His wife knew that he'd donethings au-
tomatically, withoutfeeling. “Reading
your rhymeslike they make order of
things,”she'd sneered,as,in her last days,
hesat beside her bed reading poemsby
Yeats, or D, H. Lawrence, poemsthat
rarely rhymed.It was clear where his
daughter got her mockingability. She'd  
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pattern-stepped into bitterness, too.
She'd complained about being named
for a man (JamesJoyce), especially for a
manwhose own daughterhad ended up
a madwoman. But whatultra-feminine
namehad she wished they'd givenher,
whatother rose would have gone better
with her scuffed work boots and her
black-framed glasses? He had no wand
of malice;age alonehad turnedhis wife
into failed ballerina, while genetic sig-
nals had resulted in her diabetes. He had
determined nothing about his daugh-
ter’s future by naming herJoyce;it was
her own doing that made her what she
was. He'd provided well for them, even
after he'd stopped loving them. You
could will yourself to stop (as he'd done
upon hearing the revelations about
Matt), or you could stop slowly, point
the blades of your skates inward, so to
speak, so that comingto a haltwas done
gracefully, sometimes unnoticed by you
or byothers. He thought of somelines
from Byron:

. .T seek no sympathies, nor need;
The thorns whichI have reap’d are of the

tree
I planted: they have torn me, andI bleed:
T should have known whatfruit would

springfromsucha seed.

‘Thereit was! The thorns and bloodshed
were bit of a cliché, but look at the
poet’s real passion.To know something
about oneself—that was what caused
that pleasurable ache which put one
in anotherstate entirely. Too much
timewaslosttryingtofigure out other
people.

There had been nightsin recent years
whenhehadsat awake, a tumbler in his
hand filled with chilly Perrier (as a
young man,he would have had a glass of
brandy), reading to Matt. Whatdid it
mean that someone whoappreciated
poetry also appreciated, sexually, chil-
dren? Oh, he supposed he knew that
humanswere “complicated,” that they
clungto exteriors, that they instinctively
turned awayfrom theillustrations in
“Gray's Anatomy,’whichofferedfactual
information abouttheir inner selves;
whydid people have nointerestin the
real coherenceoftheir inner workings,
the rhythmsof the muscles, the—all
right—poetry of the vascular system?
Heknew that these were the thoughts
ofa peculiar old man, marginalized and
dismissed for years, acerbically pro-

nounced upon by his daughter. Guile-
less children told the truth? They did,
butnotso well as poets.

Onhis wayback to the house, he
picked up the day’s mail. He found in
thepile a newsletter from the A.A.R-P.,
a packet of coupons, a letter from a lo-
cal charity, and—healmostdropped the
flyer—a grainy photocopiedpicture:
“MISSING PERSON,”it read, and gave her
ageas sixteen. Last seen in Portsmouth,
New Hampshire. He remembered Au-
drey standing at his door. But could this
be the samegirl,ifshe wasonlysixteen?
Heheld the page farther away, squint-
ing. Audrey’seyes followed him asifhe
held a hologram. He wanderedinto the
living room, debating whethertocall
the police yet again. Audrey’s having
been friend ofMatt’s,hervisit. . .all of
it would beofinterest to them.It was
his obligation to call—hereallyshould—
butfor the momenthe thoughtthat, ac-
tually, no one had done much for him
lately, except to hassle him aboutre-
building a pointless wall arounda grave-
yard. It also occurred to him thathe did
not wantto be the one to put another
nail in Matt’s coffin,so to speak: Matt’s
friendship with the disturbed teen-age
girl could not possibly help his cause,
whatever had or had not gone on be-
tween the two of them. Cahill decided
that he could use a showeranda nap.

‘This manyyears after her death, he
was still using his wife’s Dovesoap. Yel-
lowed packagesofit were stacked here
andthere,evenin cannistersin the pan-
try.You discovered people’s secretstashes
when they died. Thelittle, unknown
thingsfilled them in, asif they hadn't
had quite enough dimensioninlife. Or
perhaps those discoveries took them
farther away, dried-outcigarettes and
hidden half-pints reminding you that
everyonewas little known.

Heturned onthe fan and curled
onto the bed, and whenhe awoke itwas
evening, and he was in a cold sweat.
Sounds he'd been making had awoken
him,and hestruggled up so suddenly
from a dream that he knocked his arm
againstthelight. It was a dream,it had
beena dream,butit had beenso shock-
ingly real. He wentinto the bathroom
and splashed wateronhisface, but the
wateronly intensified his alreadypalpa-
ble dread. Heall but ran down thestairs
and across the lawn to the graveyard. He



had dreamed that Audrey was buried
there. Just hoursearlier he'd seen that
the ground was undisturbed,yet he had
goneto sleep and smelled the newly dug
soil, felt its graininess beneath his fin-
gernails, stared wide-eyedatthefallen
gravestones.

His horrific vision—the only one
he'd ever had—turnedoutto have some
validity, though itwas wrongin the spe-
cifics.There was nosign ofdigging, but
there were scratch marks in the soil,and
the smallest ofthe gravestoneswas lean-
ing toward the ground. But no: the
ground had notbeen dugin. In the cen-
ter ofthe plot—hecould notstop a wry
smile: dead center—was pile of dog
shit, immensein size. A mound of
it. Napoleon! Some of Cahill’s earlier
handiwork had been toppledyet again,
and herealized with embarrassment
that his efforts had been slapdash.

Hewentback to the house and found
Roadie standing in the hallway in-
side the screen door, holding his cap in
one hand anda clipboard in the other.
“Roadie,” Cahill said.

“Yes, sir,” Roadie said, replacing
his cap on his head. It said “SHERYL
CROW.”

Cahill blurted, “Neighbor's dog just
took a huge crap in my back yard.Really
annoying.”

“Dog’s gotta do whata dog's gotta
do,” Roadiesaid.

“Right,”he said.
Roadiecleared his voice. “Doc,I've

talked to two people I respect, who've
advised two different approachesto your
porch situation. Onethinks sliding ther-
maldoors,and,for mypersonal opinion,
it’s more money butthat’s whatI'd be
inclined to go with.”

“Then that sounds fine with me,
Roadie,” Cahill said.

“Approach No.2, Doc,forfull disclo-
sure, this comes from Hank, downat
Elbriddle’s. He thinks . ..”

Helet Roadie drone on.As ayounger
man, he might havestudied the figures
longer, asked more questions, but if
it was Roadie’s opinion thatthefirst
option was the best, he wasinclined to
go along.

“Awful aboutyourfriend,” Roadie
said suddenly, with no segue. “My wife
said,‘Don't you bebringingthatup,it’s
noneofyour business, and how do you
think the doctorfeels? Don't tell me that

no-good didn’t hoodwink him, because
the doctor wouldn't have a tenant but
whathe thought he was an honorable
man—”

Roadie stopped,seeing that Cahill
was numbedbythis sudden outpouring.
Roadiecleared his throat again—a ner-
vous habit. Hesaid, “Menlikethat ain't
much liked by other men. Way I've al-
ways heardit, you'd get more sympathy
from thejailbirds if you killed your
motherthan if you've fooled with a
child. I've got Hannahlee andJunior,as
you know. Anypervert touched a hair
on their head, I'd be on em in onesec-
ondflat. How doyou supposea guylike
that seemedso regular?”

Silence. Finally,Cahill spoke.“Roadie,”
hesaid, “do you think I should under-
take such a project atall, given my
age? Doyou thinkI'll last the winter to
enjoyit?”

Roadie’s tongue darted overhislips.
“Well, Doc, you'd knowthe answerbet-
ter than me. Youin bad health?”

“No,” Cahill said.
“Well, I ain’t here to build if you

think your money should best be used
elsewhere, but a closed-in porch with a
real one down at the end? That’s some-
thing I'd springforifI had the money.”

For Roadie, this was tactful—turn-

ing the subject from death to money.
Roadie made fist and poundeda black
antracing across thetable. “Something
my wife said, she said, ‘Roadie, you go
over there and express some human
kindness to the doctor. That’s a man's
donea lot for a lot of people, and,if
he had a momentof misjudgment, you
tell me whohasn't.’ She says, ‘Come to
think ofit, I guess time’s proven me a
fool for marrying somebodylike you,
needs this muchinstruction before he
goes to see somebody wholost his wife
andhis friend!”

“Shethinks herself a fool for marry-
ing you?” Cahill said.

“You met Gloria Sue. Turns out
she married methinking I wasgoing to
build the Taj Mahal, or something.
Where'd she get that? Nothing I ever
told her.”

“Doyoulove her?” Cahill said.
Roadie lookedup,surprised.“Well, I

don't know,”hesaid slowly.
“I stopped loving my wife,” Cahill

said. “First, I thought I was just over-
loaded withall her minor annoyances—  
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snoring,refusing to take her diabetes
medicine,theway she ignored thephone
every timeit rang. Half the time it
tumedoutto be hersister.”

Roadie looked sideways, kicking
somegrass offhis boot. “Thatright?” he
said. He took a deep breath. “Well, these
plans here,Doc—you wantto give me a
deposit, I'll run down and get some
things Monday morning?”

“No,” Cahill said. He waited for
Roadie’s face toregister surprise,which
it did immediately. “ButI will,”he said,
“becauseit seemslike closing in the
porchis betting against death. Today I
feel like that would be a good idea.”

“You do?”Roadie said nervously.
Cahill clasped his hands. “Roadie,”

he said, “how often do men speak
frankly? I think someof the things
we've just been talking about ... We've
spoken frankly to each other.”

Roadie nodded silently.
“One more thing,” Cahill said. “T've

never been a mystical person,but things
changeas you age. You'll find thatout.
Somethings—people, even—disappear,

then somethingelse comesintoreplace
them.” Cahill paused.“Life is like hav-
ing a garden, Roadie,because inevitably
the time comes whenthedeereatevery-
thing, or you don't mulch and thesoil
gets exhausted. Right away, the weeds
are in there. So I suppose whatI’m get-
ting at is that,well, tending your garden

seems to me nowlike a young man’s
game.Whenyoudon't havetheinclina-
tion orthe energy orthe . . optimism to
tend it anymore, the weedsrushin.”He
looked Roadie square in the eyes. He
barely knew whathehad said himself.
Hesaid, “The momentyoustop loving
something, the momentyou're inatten-
tive, the wrong things and the wrong
peopletake over.”

“That's oneofthebestways ofputtin’
it I ever heard,” Roadie said. “Pll go back
totalk to Gloria Sue, try to tell herwhat
we discussed. There’s no way I'm gonna
beableto putit like you did, though.”

“Express it in your own way,” Cahill
said. “It seems to meyoulove her if
you're going hometotalk to her.”

H: wentto the beach,a place he'd
goneonly onceortwice, quite

early in the season, and unfolded a chair
and lookedat the water.

He'd nevercalled the police in re-
sponsetotheflyer. He'd never spoken a
wordto Breezy about whatthe dog had
donein the graveyard. Hetried to think
philosophically: Audrey and Matt had
been involved in whatever way they'd
chosen—twolosers, in any case, who
were no good for each other; the dog
wasjust a dog. People projected onto
dogs, so they found themselves sur-
prisedwhen dogsactedlike dogs instead
ofpeople.
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Whatdid not change? Change was
part ofthe natural process.

Comingto terms with what Matt
had done, though, wasdifficult. It wasn’t
a matter of Matt’s having beenlike his
son, as Audreyhad suggested,but, rather,
that Matt seemedattimeslike a source
of ... what? Guidance?Ironic, think-
ing of what Matt might have guided
himtoward. Butofcourse parents didn’t
tell their secrets to their children,just
as the children withheld theirs from
their parents.

“T didn’t doit! I didn’t doit!”little
Joyce had cried, handstained red, lip-
sticked “J’s all over the bathroommir-
ror, the bathtiles, even thetoiletlid.

“You neverreally got involved,”his
wife had said,when she wasstill able to
discuss his shortcomings.“Ifyou don’t
get involved, you don't have to take re-
sponsibility. That was the wayyoual-
waysoperated as a parent. As if you
were the éminencegrise, as ifyour fam-
ily was just too much pressure. The
aloof doctor.”

The sadnessoffamilylife. The ero-
sionof love until onlya little rim was
left, and that, too, eventually crumbled.
Rationalization:he had been no worse a
father than many. No worse than a me-
diocre husband. Thatold saying about
notbeing ableto pick your familyuntil
you married and had your own... Peo-
ple rarely remarked uponthefact that
time passed, and you kept picking
friends who were closer to you than
family members; dogs you'd cometo
preferto people.Thenext“family”in the
line of successioncouldbe a goldfish in
a bowl, he supposed.

In frontof him, a little boy in a wet-
suit played with a fishing rod that dan-
gled nolure, castingit all wrong, the way
he'd learned to throw softball. His
motherandfather sat on a blanket,their
attentionfocussed on eachother.

Asthesky turned thatindescribable
silvery toneit often attained in late
summerin Maine, Cahill rubbed his.

face and wassurprised thathis skin was
still hot from the sun. A real Mainer
would have wornhis baseball cap. He
slid a bit lower in his chair, and some
timelater was startled awake by squawk-
inggulls. The charcoal-gray sky was
flatlining a thin horizontal line ofpale
pink; the breeze hada bite to it. The
couple and their child had gone, a

 

 

bucket with a broken handle anda pile
of shells left behind. He stood and
folded thechair, scooping uphis shoes
with his other hand.
He drove home,appreciating what a

pretty town this was, howtheresidents,
kept their houses in such goodrepair.
Back home,he stashed the chair in the
garage, where the garter snake who'd
lived there contentedlyforyears slith-
ered away behindpilesoftied-up news-
papers. His wife’s plastic planters dan-
gled from a beam, the fewdried stems
that remaineddeteriorating into dust.
Ashestarted up the walkway, he saw
something suddenly dart past a bush at
the side of the house,startling him so
that heteetered for balance on the edge
ofthe bricks. It was Napoleon,panting,
big ears flapping.

“Youlisten here,”he said to the dog,
grabbinghis collar. “You desecrated a
graveyard,you—” Hestopped, automat-
ically rephrasing, in case he might not
be understood.“You shitin the grave-
yard and knocked downthe newwall!”
heyelled. “You come with me.”
He was dragging the dog across the

lawn, though the animal dug down,
clawing asif to score music,trying to
stop the forward rush. The dog yelped
as Cahill dragged him all the wayto the
wall, which was now even more caved
in, thoughthankfullythere was no more
shit inside the enclosure. “Bad dog! Bad
dog!”hesaid,jerking the collar.The dog
risked further pain to turn his neck to
lookup at him,andwhat Cahill sawwas
fear. Fear andincomprehension.The sad
squeaky sound wentinfinitely sharp,
and Cahillrealized he'd been intending
to pushthe dog’s nose againsta pile of
shit that wasnothis. It had beenleft by
a muchlarger animal. Ofcourseit had.
Lookatthesize of the dog, and look at
thepile ofshit.

Instantly, he loosenedhis hold on the
collar but stopped short ofreleasing it
entirely, because ofcourse the dog—any
sane creature—would immediately run
away.

“Pm sorry,”he said, bending and put-
ting his lips close to the dog’s head,the
smell ofgrass and dog mixed with a hint
of ... could it be lavender? “I’m sorry,”
hesaid staunchly, as if someone might
overhear. Then, leaning in even closer,
heriskedlettinggoofthe collar, whis-
pering,“I misunderstood.”
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A CRITIC AT LARGE

THE MOVIEGOER
Susan Sontag’life infilm.

BY DAVID DENBY

-: late 1995, Susan Sontag, a devoted
and often impassioned moviegoer,

sorrowfully summedupthestate of the
art. “A Century of Cinema,” an essay
written for the Frankfurter Rundschau,
andreprinted(in abridged form)in the
Times,was an outraged lamentation for
a hundred-year-old art form thatwasin
“ignominious,irreversible decline.” Set-
ting outthereasonsfor thefall, Sontag
mentioned the consumption of TV-size
images at homereplacing the awed re-
ceptionoflight by “kidnapped”strang-
ers in darkenedtheatres; the catastrophic
rise in movie-production costs in the
nineteen-cighties; the tippingofthe old
balance betweenart and commerce“de-
cisively in favorofcinemaas an indus-
try.” All these forces, she wrote, were
producing a “disincarnated,lightweight
cinema that doesn’t demand anyone's
full attention.” More than that, movie-
going itself had changed:the blessed
state that Sontagcalled “cinephilia”had
faded. Youngpeoplenolonger arranged
their emotional andintellectuallives
aroundan art that was“poetic and mys-
terious and erotic and moral—allat the
sametime.”They no longerfed their
passionsinblissfully uncomfortable re-
vival houses with ill-sprung seats and
dank odors.
The 1995 article was Sontag’s last

published piece on movies; in retrospect,

it was herfarewell to film criticism. Re-
nunciation, along with such reverberant
partners as epiphany, retraction, and reaf-
firmation, was oneofher familiar dra-
matic modes. She broughta certain histri-
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onic(ie., Parisian) quality into American
intellectual life—position-taking as exis-
tential drama—and,ifyou regard her se-
riously, the portentous turning points of
herjourney have to be endured.Whatshe
renounced,of course, was nothing like
regular movie criticism. Sontagwrote only
a dozenorso articles about film.Yetall of
them were substantial,both as intellectual
performance andas a challenge to con-
ventional assumptions about movie form
androutinereviewing. Available in her es-
say collections,the pieces remain events
today—a limited,idiosyncratic, rather ar-
rogantcontribution to the shortlist of
great Americanfilm criticism that in-
cludesthe writing ofJames Agee, Robert
Warshow, MannyFarber, Pauline Kael,
and Andrew Sarris.

In Sontag’s case, the moviecriticism
can be understood onlyas part of a life-
long obsession. In her forty years as a
writer, she publishedfiction and plays; she
wrote aboutliterature, theatre, painting,
music, and dance; shealtered the dis-
course ofillness and debated the aesthet-
ics and morality of photography. She
wrote fourteen books inall, and she had,
in thelast third of herlife, an intermittent
but muchdebated public presence as a po-
litical moralist andoracle. Yet the preoc-
cupation with movies was there from the
beginning, andit went deep. As a young
woman,Sontag had donea little acting
and worked as a movie extra. When she
movedtoNew York, in 1959,at the age of
twenty-six, her apartmentwas reportedly
papered with moviestills. Her essay
“Notes on ‘Camp,’” which brought her

 
Sontag in Paris in 1972. She exultedin the city’s

amazingly wide notice whenit was pub-
lished, in 1964, in the small-circulation
Partisan Review,was filledwith references
to classic and pop movies as well as to the
other arts. Here was an ambitiousliterary
intellectual who was equally at ease with
“artists like Pontormo, Rosso, and Cara-
vaggio”and a minorcampfavorite like the
qaeen.cyed blonde Virginia Mayo. She
did a lot of the homework for “Notes on
Camp”at Daniel Talbot's revival house,
the New Yorker, at Eighty-cighth Street
and Broadway; copies of “Camp” and
other Sontag essays were later distributed
free at thetheatre.

Thatyear, Sontag also sat for one of 2é
Andy Warhol's silent screentests. Girl- 3



ishly prettyat the age ofthirty-one, she
appearsrattled by the requirementthat
she notspeak. She’s too self-conscious to
engage the movie cameradirectly (as she
engaged the photographer's lens in the
devastating portraits of herthat appeared
onher bookjackets), and shesmilesshyly
and casts her eyes up and down.It’s an
unnerved,coltish encounter. Later, with
greater case, she appeared as thesubject of
a German documentary, and as anartic
ulate figure in social-issue documentaries
(on feminismand onthe imprisonment
ofCuba’ gaywritersandartists). She also
turned up, as herself, in Woody Allen's
“Zelig,” commenting in her cathedral
tones on Allen's fictional creation. She

workedforfilm-festival selection com-
mittees, andservedonfestivaljuries.And,
bravely and foolishly, she put her movie
love into practice, making four movies of
her own.Whydidfilm matterso muchto
her? Whatwasit that she missed—and
so sternly memorialized—in 1995?

n 1948,at the ageoffifteen, Sontag,
browsing at a newsstandjust offHol-

lywoodBoulevard, boughtherfirst copy
of Partisan Review. A fatherless, book-
ish girl, stranded amid the driver’s-ed
andtypingclasses ofNorth Hollywood
High, she was happy only in the com-
panyofa few like-mindedstudents or at
home, listening to music or reading

 
intense café life ofspeculative brilliance andharsh debate. Photograph byHenri Cartier-Bresson.

Thomas Mann and Germanphiloso-
phy—‘sippingat a hundredstraws,”she
later wrote. Partisan Review,which was
then at its peak, was moreorless the
house organfor the NewYorkintellec-
tuals, celebrants of high modernism,
which,as theyunderstoodit,was marked
by something unprecedented: an obses-
sion with the physical means ofmaking
art (tone rows, dance movement,densely
packed clusters of imagery), and by a
formalism soradical thatit carried art to
the border of metaphysics. As a teen-
ager, Sontag absorbed the doctrines and.
the canons. But by the time she came to
write for Partisan, in the carly sixties, the
NewYork group believed that, with
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someexceptions—Balanchine’s plotless
ballets, the Abstract Expressionist paint-
ers—the great, long momentof high
modernism was over.

Sontag disagreed. She never men-
tioned the New Yorkintellectuals (Trill-
ing, Kazin, Rahy, MacDonald,etal.) by
name,butherlineofattack wasclearly
directed at them.If they believed that
classic modernism was exhausted, they
did so, she thought,in a state of igno-
rance. Mostof them, as Gore Vidal
pointed out, didn't read contemporary
Frenchnovels,and they had turnedtheir
backs on Sontag’s beloved Paris. She had
spenttimethere as a graduatestudentin
1958 and returned again and again—she
evenlived for a while, in the seventies,
in Sartre’s old apartmenton the Rue
Bonaparte.A beautiful and brainy young
American abroad, she wasa cross be-
tween aJamesianheroine(“theheiress of
all the ages”) and Audrey Hepburn in
“Funny Face” (1957). Hepburn’s book-
loving Americangirl goes to the City of
Light, is pursued by the bearded, caddish
founderof “empathicalism,” and,in the
nickoftime,gets rescued from thelasciv-
ious European embrace by an American
photographer(Fred Astaire—a Richard
Avedonstand-in), who turns her into a
model. Sontag, however, held on to her
books; she was saved by Left Bankjour-
nals like Les Temps Modernes rather than
by Givenchy gowns. She exulted in the
intense café life of speculative brilliance
and harsh debate, and she broughtParis
to bear againstthecultural pessimism of
the New York group.

First, there were the French Surreal-
ists and the highbrow pornographers
andtheliterary madmen—Jarry, Céline,
Genet, Artaud, Bataille, and Michel
Leiris, not to mention the then anony-
mousauthorof“The Story of O”—all
ofwhom the New Yorkintellectuals had,
in her opinion, undervalued.Then there
were the theorists and practitioners of
“the new novel,” Nathalie Sarraute and
Alain Robbe-Grillet, who had given up
on “psychology” and three-dimensional
characters moving through sequential
stories, and insteadfloated their charac-
ters in a coldly objective worldofthings.
Andthere was somethingelse that most
of the New Yorkintellectuals, in their
public funeral for modernism,had ig-
nored: the cinema. Dwight Macdonald
did write a film-review columnfor Es-
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ofyour birthplace before your eyes.
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as a parentburying child.
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grieving at a murky bottom.
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your grandchildren pulling their own
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fields ofburning cane. Thetrees

stand dead butdon'tfall.
Veinsin the Gulfwill swell, too,

carrying grayed-outswirls—ghosts—
to greed’s unbrokenrefrain.

quire from 1960 to 1966, but most of
them,ifthey wentatall, sneaked offfor
a quickie before dinner. Movies weren't
serious.

Sontag spentherlife trying to grasp
modernity, both as a specificseries ofde-
velopments in the arts and as the quin-
tessenceof experiencein the violent and
demoralizing twentieth century. Film
was the newart of the century, and the
greatest contemporary directors, going
past mere representation and narrative,

reformulated its language, expanding
consciousness and emotion in the bar-
gain. In 1968,in a longpiece on Godard
in Partisan Review, Sontag wrote that
the director’s “approach to established
rules offilm techniquelike the unobtru-
sive cut, consistency ofpointofview,and
clear storyline is comparable to Schoen-
berg’s repudiation ofthe tonal language
prevailing in music around 1910.” Film,

—Martha Serpas

then, was thelast great wave of high
modernism,Oratleast a certain kind of
film, in which form becameexperimen-
tal and philosophically resonant: the
movies ofResnais but not Bufiuel, Bres~
son but not Dreyer,Godard but not’Truf-
faut, Bergman's “Persona” but not Berg-
man’s “Smiles of a SummerNight.” In
such works,film amountedto nothing
less than the making of new forms and
the makingofsouls.

the period of Sontag’s first essays—
thecarly sixties, before Pop became

omnivorous and Vietnam obsessed ev-
erybody—was surelythelast earnestmo-
ment in American culture. Entertain-
ment conglomerates had not yet begunto
control mass culture. Ironywas a mode of
aggression that separated the knowing
from the saps, not aweak-backed accom-
modationto the undermining prolifera~



tion of media images andthelevelling of
cultural values. D.H. Lawrence and Freud
were culture heroes, andsex,jubilantly her-

aldedinits liberated form by Norman O.
Brownas“polymorphousperversity,’was
an energized revolt against the alleg-
edly deadening conditions ofmodern life.
Sontag wrote for a vanguard audience
that, a few years later, and considerably
enlarged,fell in love with WoodyAller’s
culture-quotingfarces andsatires;part of
the charm ofher early worklies in its
Gitanes-and-espresso period flavor, the
exhalationsofan unaffiliated intellectual
trying to makesense ofbig issues and
problems.It wasa time whenpeople did
not think it absurd to demand some-
thinglike redemptionfrom art.

In 1961, Alain Resnais completed the
ineffable “Last Year at Marienbad,” in
which handsome men and women in
dinner clothes stand around in a vast
sculpture-strewn hotel, demurely inquir-
ing whetherthey mettheyear before. In
a 1963piece on Resnais, Sontag deplored
the movie's sluggishness and the “insuf-
ferable incantatory style”ofthe narration.
Yetshe also welcomedthe film asa star-
tling formal experiment. What “Mari-
enbad” meant—its content, as conven-
tionally understood—wasnotthe is-
sue. “Whatmatters in ‘Marienbad,” she
‘wrote a year later, “is the pure untranslat-
able sensuous immediacy of someofits
images,andits rigorousif narrow solu-
tion to certain problemsof cinematic
form.” Resnais hadpulled offa modern-
ist hattrick: thestatic nature ofthe movie
conveyed his notion ofthe irrecovera-
bility of memory; the means by which
the spectacle existed at all was what the
movie was about. The same wastrue of
another Sontag favorite, Antonioni’s
1960 “L’Awventura,”in which a “moral”
narrative dissolves into a secondary,
“amoral” one, a shift that embodies the
dissolution ofwill suffered by the man
andwoman atthe centerofthe movie;or,
rather, their vanquishedwills cometo ex-
ist on the sameplane as the rocks on a
barrenisland and the empty de Chirico
cityscapesofSicily, where thefilm was
shot. “L-Avventura” wasa triumphant
film equivalentofthe “new novel.”

Summoningthe disruptive and he-
roic powers ofhigh modernism, Sontag
insisted that formal experimentation
could “reorganize the audience’s entire
sensibility.” Initially cast adrift by such

narratives,we had to re-create ourselves
in orderto find ourway hometo mean-
ing,to emotion.Atfirst glance,thefilms
of Robert Bresson, with their austerity
and purity—their suppression of ordi-
nary feelings and action—seem remote.
‘Thecritic’s task, Sontag wrotein a 1964
essay, was to “understand the aesthet-
ics—thatis, find the beauty—of such

coldness.” Andtofind the pathosinit,
too. In Sontag’s recounting, Bresson’s as-
cetic Catholicism, by paring away the
muckandclutter of conventional ex-
pressiveness,reveals the thrilling mys-
tery of God’s work—the extension of
grace to a few humble and unwary souls.
“Thedetachmentandretarding of the
emotions, through the consciousness of
form,”she wrote,“makes them far stron-

ger and moreintensein the end.”
In these early celebrations of formal-

ism, Sontag ignored the commonplace
enticements ofstorytelling, acting,bodies,

faces, movement. And shedisdained the
regular reviewer's beaverish practice of
sorting goodlogs from bad, the many va-
rieties ofcritics’ patter and small talk—
the jokes and casual anthropologies of
popular taste. She was notin the gamefor
fun. She had, it turned out,little interest
in the American cinema,apart fromits
ability to offer up campicons like Mar-
lene Dietrich and Mae West, and aes-
thetically hapless but revealing texts like
the bomb-haunted science-fiction films
ofthe nineteen-fifties andsixties. When.
Godard and the other New Wave direc-
torsworked as critics, in their early twen-
ties, they took up the American “au-
teurs’—Hawks, Ford, Nicholas Ray. But
Sontag ignored them. Nordid she have
anythingtosay,in the nineteen-seventies,
about Scorsese, Coppola, Spielberg, and
the other young directors of the Ameri-
canGolden Age.Theinternational avant-
garde—that’s where the action was,that’s
where the nature ofthe medium itselfwas
at stake. A paradox, then:in the essays
collected in “Against Interpretation,”
written when she was young, Sontag
spoke up for pop, for the Supremes and
the Beatles, for outré and disreputable
tastes, too,but herfilm criticism was in-

variablyambitious and furrow-browed.If
a movieora director's career was not a
major eventinthe history ofart, or at least
of cinema,she did not write aboutit.To
hercredit, however, she never embraced
the delusionary belief that an aesthetic  
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revolution—a new art language—would
somehow demystify and dissolve the
bourgeois order. The revolution she
wanted was personal,internal, singular.
“Forall my exhortatory tone,”she wrote
ofthe essays in “Against Interpretation,”
“T was nottryingto lead anyoneinto the
Promised Land except myself.”

L “Against Interpretation,” Sontag
praised writers who,like thefilm critic

MannyFarber, “reveal the sensuoussur-

face ofart,” but her own practice was to
find the skeleton beneath the skin.What
were the philosophical implications of a
movie's form? Raptly serious, even sol-
emn,an aphoristwithouthumoy,a habit-
ual didact who could wring thunderous
meanings from silence, she demanded
“the erotics of art” in a metaphor-free
prose that was anything buterotic. At
times, the moralizingaesthete cameclose
to self-parody: “Ifwe understand moral-
ityin the singular, as a generic decisionon
thepart ofconsciousness,then it appears
that our responsetoart is ‘moral’ insofar
asitis, precisely, the enlivening of our
sensibilityand consciousness,” and so on.
Yet she wassaved by an uncontrollable
elementin her temperament—a yearn-
ing for emotional experience, even for
transcendence. Someofthe early mani-
festos reach for extremes of pleasure or
suffering—‘excruciation” and“terror” be-
came wordsofpraise. She wanted to be
overwhelmed, even humbled. At the
movies, she always sat in the third row,
right in the center.

Asa critic of all thearts, she longed to
discover andbring the news; her method
‘was categorization and praise.Shewas an
insistent makerof canons,alternate can-

ons, renegade canons—thespecialized
tradition of Bosch, Sade, Rimbaud, and
Kafka, for example, whoseseriousness
took the form of “anguish, cruelty, de-
rangement.” She may have rejected cul-
turallevels, but she embracedintellectual
hierarchies; she wanted to knowwho mat-

tered in any given art form and where
people ranked.The ardency ofherdesire
for geniuswas both touchingin itselfand
the secret of her popular appeal as a
writer. Sontag’s hunger made one eager
to read more ofher writing in the same
waythatJeanne Moreau’s pouty dissatis-
faction madeoneeager to see what man
couldpossibly please her.

Sontag’s movie essays of the late

sixties struck a note ofexaltation that
hadn't been heard in American film
writing since the naive rhapsodies ofthe
First World War period, when D. W.
Griffith made “TheBirth of a Nation”
andpoets like Vachel Lindsay sang of
the movies. Sontag’s writing, however,

wasanything but naive. Expounding,
qualifying, debating,anticipating ob-
jections andretorts, she had become
the most methodical ofcritical revolu-
tionaries. With temperedelation, she
laid out a radical program—the de-
struction ofbelief in conventional nar-
rative, the devotion of film to self-

reflexive “meta-artistic activities.”In the
future, she wassure,film would take up
withevergreater intensity the modern-
ist task ofdramatizingits own expressive
means. The twin polesofthis activity
were “the solemn,exquisitely conscious,
self-annihilating structures of Berg-
man’sgreatfilm ‘Persona’” (1966) and
Godard’s seemingly slapdash methods,
which were “much more light-hearted,
playful,often witty, sometimesflippant,
sometimesjustsilly.”

Tn her 1968 piece on Godard, she
summedup the director’s early work
(through the 1967 “Weekend”) as an
unstable compoundoffiction, fantasy,
lyrical essay, andliterary quotation,in
which “story”was relatively trivial and
expedient base upon which the most
significantactivity ofthe moviecould be
inscribed as commentary. In Godard’s
films, the realistic novel and the missing-
fourth-wall theatre had been kicked
overatlast: realism and “content” had
been dissolved into vivacious formal
play. And amongthe elements gener-
ated by this breaking offorms were sub-
jects and emotionspreviously unknown
in movies:

Iffilmis, in Godard’s laconic definition,
the “analysis” of something “with images
andsounds,” there can be no impropriety in
making literature a subject for cinematic
analysis. Alien to movies as this kind of ma-
terial may seem,at least in such profusion,
Godard would no doubt argue that books
andother vehicles of cultural consciousness
are partof the world; therefore they belong
in films. Indeed,by putting on the sameplane
thefact that people read and think and go
seriously to the movies andthefact that they
cry and run and make love, Godardhas dis-
closed a new veinof lyricism andpathosfor
cmema:in bookishness, in genuine cultural
passion, in intellectual callowness, in the
misery of someonestrangling in his own
thoughts.



In orderto “read” Godard’s films,the
audience needed to participate in dis-
ruption andartifice as a daredevil ad-
venture. But Bergman’s breaking of
formsin “Persona”was somethingelse—
assaultive, alarming, even apocalyptic.
The movie is about two women—a
muteactress (Liv Ullmann)and a volu-
ble nurse (Bibi Andersson)—whoprobe
each other’s limits whileliving together
ona lonely island. The narrative stalls,
and Bergman appears to be notjust dra-
matizing the means ofcinema but an-
nulling them.Weseea projector turned
onat the beginningofthefilm,and,in
the middle, there is a kind ofcaesura—
the image ofAndersson'sface “catching”
and burning,as ifstuck in the projector's
gate.It is a disturbing modernist epiph-
any.When Bergman returnsto the nar-
rative, the consciousnessofthe Anders-
son character, as Sontag says, has been.
drastically altered. So formal exploration
stretchedtoits limits may lead notjust
to a dramatizationofthe means ofmak-
ing art but to the dissolution of such
means,andthedissolution ofconscious-

ness,too.“The deep unflinching know!-
edge ofanything will in the end prove
destructive,” Sontag says, summing up
Bergman's idea. Pushing formalism
into herfavorite earlymode—anguish—
Sontag had,it turned out, taken film
aesthetics as far into modernism as she
could.

Aw then camethedescentfrom in-
violate analysis to the humiliating

trials of craft. In the wake of Sontag’s
enthusiasm for “Persona,” the Swedish
film company Sandrewsoffered her a
chance to make movies with Swedish
techniciansandactors. She quickly took
up what she may have interpreted as
a dare, but the two features that she
made—“Duetfor Cannibals” (1969)
and “Brother Carl” (1971)—did not
turn out well. In fact, they turned out
terribly. (They canbeseen at the Walter
Reade on September 22nd.) In these
stifling chamber dramas, small groupsof
characters prey on each other sexually,
moving aboutlike zombies in the dead
air of a Stockholm apartmentor on a
semi-desertedisland. Into the porten-
tous void,lines of “sophisticated” dia-
logue (‘I'm muchless cruel than I used
to be”) awkwardly intrude. The themes
are power, domination, the arbitrari-

nessofsexual will; Sontag said that she
wantedto create “anxiety,” but, for the
viewer, the anxiety is created mainly by
her lack ofskill. Lars Ekborg,whoplays
an arrogantrevolutionary in “Duetfor
Cannibals,” comes off as merely snide.
LaurentTerzieff, as a dancer whohas re-

treatedintosilence in “Brother Carl’—
renouncinghisart like one of the ex-
emplary modernistascetics (Rimbaud,
Artaud) whom Sontag hadcelebrated in
theessay“The Aesthetics of Silence’—
has a big, goofy smile and long, floppy
limbs. Grinning haplessly as he emerges
from the woods, he seems less an artist
in voluntary withdrawal than a crazed
escapee from a grade-C horror movie.
Sontag’s lack ofhumor had caught up
with her. (In “Unguided Tour,”a film
she made in 1982, a murmurous narra-
tion dawdles over pretty pictures of
Venice as her friend the dancer Lucinda
Childs, sometimes accompanied by a
gentleman,impassively walks around
thecity.)

Sontag hadrun afoul ofa banal butin-
escapable problem.A critic-aesthetician
may campaign forthe dissolution ofreal-
ism in narrative, but there’s no getting
away from the glory and curse of the
movies: cinemais a photographic me-
dium inwhich people appear to be mov-
ing throughreal spacein real time. That,
ofcourse,is anillusion, but the medium,
apart from the genre ofpoetic experi-
mentalfilms, poses an immediate de-
mandfor authoritative representation
that no otherart is burdened by. The
camera remorselessly revealed Sontag’s
inadequacy to represent anythingat all.
Watching “Duetfor Cannibals,”with its
clumsy sexual fantasias andits possible
dream sequences, one understands that to

be a good fantasistonefirst has to be a
good realist.

Inretrospect,however, Sontag appears
to have founda possible cinematic voca-
tion ina film she made between “Brother
Carl” and “Unguided Tour.” In October
of 1973, at the end of the Yom Kippur
War, she led a camera crew to Israel. In
theearly sections of “Promised Lands,”
the documentary that resulted from
this adventure,there are somevery still
shots—ofperforated, bumed-out tanks
in the desert, of blackened, fly-specked
corpses and cracked shoes—thatattain
an authority and a poweras art that go
way beyondanything else Sontag did in  
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the movies. Givenherpenchantfor moral
drama, documenting war andhistorical
catastrophe might have been the right
path forher. Years later, in her last book,
“Regarding the Pain of Others”(2003),
she acknowledged the dangers of voy-
curism and moral self-aggrandizement,
yet shestill affirmedtheabsolute value of
journalists’ and artists’bearing witness to
atrocity. Between 1993 and 1996, she
made several trips to the embattled,

sniper-riddencity ofSarajevo, and staged
a production of Beckett's “Waiting for
Godot”there,in the candle-lit Pozoriste
Mladih Theatre. Moviegoers may regret
that she didn’t make a documentary of
thebesiegedcity that she cametolove.

ontag liked to describe herself, para-
doxically, as “a besotted aesthete”and

an “obsessive moralist,” and if the two
selves were constantly atplay, and some-
times at war, the moralist, though never

quite effacing the aesthete, cameto the
fore in herlater years. In 1965, she had
nervously praised Leni Riefenstahl’s
“Triumphof the Will’ and “Olympiad”
as works that“transcendthe categories of
propaganda orevenreportage.” She went
on,“Wefind ourselves—tobe sure, rather
uncomfortably—seeing‘Hitler’ and not
Hitler, the ‘1936 Olympics’ and notthe
1936 Olympics. Through Riefenstahl’s
genius asa filmmaker, the ‘content’has—
Jet us even assume,against her inten-
tions—cometo playa purelyformalrole.”
Buta decadelater,in thestartlinglycom-
bative essay“Fascinating Fascism,” origi-
nally published in TheNew York Review

ofBooks, Sontag referred to “Triumph” as
a film “whose very conception negates
thepossibility of the filmmaker’s having
an aesthetic conception independent of
propaganda.”By thetimeshe wrote “Fas-
cinating Fascism” (and the essays in-
cludedin her 1977 study“On Photogra-
phy”), the youthful call for an “erotics of
art” had been replaced by a demand for
an ethics of art.

Sontag’s shift to ethical advocacy pro-
duced such controversial public occasions
as the 1982 Town Hall speech,in which
shesaid farewell, once andforall, to any
furthersentimental illusions about Com-
munism in power, even in such Third

World countries as Cuba and North
Vietnam,which shehad earlier praised.
Shealso served as the president ofAmer-
ican PEN from 1987 to 1989, and in that

role becamean early supporter ofSalman
Rushdie, after the fatwa was issued
against him. Shedid nottake well to the
intimidation of writers and could be
snappish, even haughty, when chal-
lengedherself.

This shiftinthe tonalities ofher writ-
ing was accompanied by shift in geo-
graphical attention. Roland Barthes,
Sontag’s favorite contemporary author,
died in 1980, andher role as an importer

ofliterature andideas from Paris abruptly
cameto an end. Her ambassadorial activ-
ity moved from Paris to Germany and
Central Europe, from French brilliance
andperversity to Middle-Europeansoul-
fulness. She wrote essays onthe German-
language writers Robert Walser, Wal-
ter Benjamin, Elias Canetti, and W. G.
Sebald. She wrote lovingly aboutthe mu-
sic ofWagner,in piece that revealed an
unsuspected appreciationoflyricism in
art, and,in herlast three majorfilm arti-
cles, she took on Wagnerian works: the
Riefenstahl propagandaepics; then,in
1979, Hans-Jiirgen Syberberg’s “Hitler:
A Film from Germany,”a seven-hour
Surrealist meditation on Hitler’s place in
German history and mythology; and, in
1983, Rainer Werner Fassbinder’s “Ber-
Tin Alexanderplatz,”afifteen-hour movie
made, in hour-longsections, for Ger-
mantelevision. These two films were
summings-up—‘posthumous”films, as
she called Syberberg’s end-of-culture
monstrosity. In that samepiece, she
quoted Walter Benjamin's remark that “all
great works ofliterature found a genre or
dissolve one.” Godard, Bergman, Syber-
berg, and Fassbinder,it turned out, had
reacheda series of stunning dead ends,
dissolving notonly genres butcriticism,
too. Sontag had run outofaesthetic rev-
olutions. Andtheculture that supported
revolutionarywork had changed.

“Strippedofits heroic stature,of its
claims as an adversary sensibility,” she
wrote in 1979, “modernism has proved
acutely compatible with the ethos of
an advanced consumer society.” She was
talking, ofcourse, about what soon came
to be known as postmodernism.“Art is
now the nameofa huge variety of satis-
factions—of the unlimited prolifera-
tion, and devaluation,ofsatisfaction it-

self.” Her hopes had fallen victim to the
dismayinglarger trend in which every
radical developmentin modernism de-
generated into routine: by theeighties,



avant-garde techniques from thefilms
ofthesixties were showing up in com-
mercials and music videos. Art had not
only become commodified, as the Marx-
ists like to say; it decorated corporate cul-
ture. The breaking of forms had led not
to an agonized“reorganization of sensi-
bility” but to an amiable shrugging off
ofseriousnessin art andthelevelling of
all cultural activity. Like her long-ago
mentors among the NewYork
intellectuals, she had come
to the end of the redemp-
tive capacities ofthe avant-
garde. Whenthe breaking
offormsno longer enlarged
the soul, she gave up writ-
ing about movies—that was
the disappointmentbehind
the 1995farewell to criticism.

But this chastened “late”
mood should notbeseenas a defeat. In
herfiction, she had abandoned the dry
experimentalism of her early works,
“The Benefactor” (1963) and “Death
Kit” (1967), and had written something
muchricher, “The Volcano Lover”

(1992), a maddeningly attenuated but
very juicy meditation on collecting,
obsession, manners, violence, and sex.
Muchhas been madeofthealleged
ironyofthis clarion avant-gardist shift-
ing to quasi-realistic historical fiction
in “Volcano” and in herlast novel, “In.
America” (2000), but perhapsthe shift
was presaged bythe toneofherearly es-
says. In that yearningfor transcendence,
in the praise of sensuousness(a quality
that she achievedatlast in “Volcano”),

in the desire that formalism offer a
heady charge of emotion, an ardent,
even deeply romantic temperament can
beseen longing for an art that engulfs
anddevastates.Thisfiercely proud, even
vain,womanwasnotafraid to acknow!-
edge certain kinds of vulnerability and
evenerror. Someoftheearly positions
needed to beretracted. She hadn't, as
she admitted to Joan Acocella in this
magazine in 2000,actually enjoyed the
experimental fiction by William Bur-
roughs and Nathalie Sarraute that she
hadpraisedthirtyyears earlier, and“for-
malism” hadvery little to do with the
things thatshe did enjoy—say,the dancer
Joseph Duell’s putting his hand before
his face in Balanchine’s “La Valse” in
such a waythatit stabbed her“through
theheart.”  

Sontag’s ambitious work infilm crit-
icism holds out heroic,if not always
achievableorlikable, goals for movies.
For regular moviecritics, it has served
less as a model thanasa set ofideas to
react against. Yetit takes on difficult art
with clarity and rhetorical fervor; it sit-

uates film art withinall the arts; and it
attempts to drive a shaft through Amer-
ican parochialism andself-satisfaction.

@® And Sontag continued to
flourish as a movie-lover.
‘Toward the endofherlife,
whatshe admired in movies
wasless a revolution in form
than an affectingradical hu-
manism—“inwardness” and

74 “acinemaofpersonal dilem-
mas which are never re-
solved.”After the 1995 piece
cameout, a few critics com-

plained that she was merely memori-
alizing the passions of her youth and
failing to keep up with new develop-
ments. But,in talks and in interviews,
shepraised the humanist Russian direc-
tor Alexander Sokurov, the Iranian Ab-

bas Kiarostami, and the Taiwanese di-
rectors Hou Hsiao-hsien and Edward
Yang.The hunger was still there,just in
altered form. Sontag beganhercareeras
an intellectual celebrity by celebrating
the mixture of high and low connois-
seurship,butshe reached the summit of
herabilities as a writer with a portrait of
an unabashed highbrow, cighteenth-
century style, the collector Sir William
Hamiiton, whoselove for antiquities
and beautiful things, however precious,
class-bound,andself-regarding,is the
emotional andintellectual center of
“TheVolcano Lover.” Connoisseurship
ofHamilton's typeis an inherently con-
servative act, tending toward the reaf-
firmation ofhighly defined pleasures.
Sontag,it turned out, had a personal
canon of about four hundred movies
thatshevisited over and over atrevival
houses—Renoir’s “Rules of the Game”
and Kurosawa’s “High and Low” were
particular favorites, and she claimed
to have seen Ozu’s heartbreaking “To-
kyo Story”thirty times.“There are pas-
sions whichlast forever,” she told an
audience of movie-lovers at the Japan
Society in 2003. At the end ofherlife,
workinghard, andoftenill, Susan Son-
tag wentto the movies almost every
day of the week.   
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BOOKS

A CLOUD OF DUST
E.L. Doctorow’ “TheMarch.”

BY JOHN UPDIKE

A numberofreaders, including this
one,had a problemwith E.L. Doc-

torow’s best-known andbest-selling novel,
“Ragtime” (1975). Brilliantly written in
aricky-ticky ragtimeprose,the book not
only mingled the American celebrities
of 1902 (Harry Houdini,J. P. Morgan)
with the typical and the obscure (the
narrator's upper-middle-class New Ro-
chelle family, the tenement-dwelling
Jewish artist Tateh and his daughter)
buthad thehistorical figures do things
and achieve conjunctions that never
transpired—therich killer Harry Thaw
stripping naked and banginghis penis
betweenthebars ofhis cell at theTombs
while Houdini watches,radical Emma
Goldmanrelieving scandalous Evelyn
Nesbit of her corset and giving her a
loving oil massage.It smacked ofplay-
ing with helpless dead puppets, and
tured thehistorical novel into a gravity-
free,faintly sadistic game. Doctorowis
a stranger writer than heat first seems;
his fiction, though generous with the
conventional pleasures of dramaticplot,
colorful characters, and information-rich
prose,yet challenges the reader with a
puckish truculence.His novels and short
stories generally seek the shelter ofa by-
goneperiod in whichto take root;when
theyare set inthepresent,like “City of
God”(2000), an imp of modernist ex-
perimentation and fantasy goes wild.
Evenhis tenderest, most autobiograph-
ical, and least souped-up work, “The
World’s Fair” (1985), buildsto a climac-
tic scene in which naked women under-
water are molested by Oscar the Amo-
rous Octopus.His recent collection,
“Sweet LandStories”(2004), held five
stories—fourofthem publishedin this
magazine—that,like his novella “The
Waterworks” (1994) and the prize-
winning novel“Billy Bathgate” (1989),
tingle with their injections ofthe mur-
derous and the macabre.

His splendid new novel,“TheMarch”
(Random House; $29.95), pretty well
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cures my Doctorow problem. A many-
faceted recounting of General William
‘Tecumseh Sherman's famous,and in
somequarters still infamous, march of
sixty-two thousand Unionsoldiers,in
1864-65, through Georgia and then the
Carolinas, it combines the author's sat-
urnine strengths with an elegiac com-
passion andproseofa glittering, swift-
moving economy.The novel shares with
“Ragtime”a texture of terse episodes
and dialogue shorn,in avant-gardefash-
ion,ofquotation marks, but has little of
the older book's distancingjazz, its im-
pudent, mocking shuffle offacts; it cel-
ebratesits epic war with thestirring mu-
sic ofa brass marching bandheard from
afar, then loud andupclose,andfinally
receding over the horizon. Reading his-
torical fiction, we often itch, our curios-
ity piqued,to consult a bookofstraight
history, to get to the facts without the
fiction. But “The March”stimulates lit-
tle such itch; it offers an illumination,
fitful and flickering, of a historic up-
heaval that onlyfiction could provide.
Doctorow here appears not so much a
reconstructor ofhistory as a visionary
whoseeks in time past occasionsfor po-
etry.At the novel's outset,blackslavesin
Georgia see a browntintin the sky, “as
if the world was turned upside down”:

And, as they watched, the brown cloud
took on a reddish cast. It moved forward,
thin asa hatchetbladein front and then wid-
eninglike the furrow from the plow....
Whenthe sound ofthis cloud reached them,
it was like nothing they had ever heard in
their lives. It was not fearsomely heaven-
made,like thunderorlightning or howling
wind, but somethingfelt throughtheirfect, a
resonance, as if the earth was humming.
Then, carried on a gust of wind,the sound
became for moments a rhythmic trompthat
relieved them as the humanreasonfor the
great cloudof dust.

Sherman's marchis conjured up as a
humanentityas large as the weather, a
“floating world” that destroys as it goes
andcarries along someliving fragments.
It is a revolution in motion—“Onthe

march is the new wayto live....The
world was remade, everything become
something else”—bringingin its wake a
crowdoffreedslaves that reaches many
thousandsin number. It picks up a pair
of Confederate soldiers, Will Kirkland
and Arly Wilcox, who were waiting
in prison to be executed,respectively,
for desertion andfor sleeping on picket
duty, and who,released tofightin a bat-
tle, change into Union uniformsand are
in turn captured by the Confederates
and,in the fog of war, let loose again.
‘Two respectable Southernwomen,Mat-
tieJameson and EmilyThompson,their
homesinvaded and abandoned,join the
marchandfind employmentandprotec-
tion on the staff of an Armysurgeon,
Colonel Wrede Sartorius, a German-
born “neatly put-together man who
seemedinviolate in the carnage around
him,”andwhom Doctorowreaders have
previously met as the embodiment of
cold-blooded science in “The Water-
works.” Amongtheblack followers of
the march are Emily’s housemaid Wilma
Jones, whois saved from drowning by a
handsome banjo-playing enlistee in the
Negro construction-working “pioneers”;
his nameis Coalhouse Walker, and hewill
bethe father of Coalhouse Walker, Jr.,
the noblestfigurein “Ragtime.”

Mattie Jameson's husband,John, has
fathered a child by a female slave, and
thechild, called Pearl, looks white, and
passes for a time as a Union drummer
boy. She acquiresliteracy and nursing
skills on the march,plusthelove of an
Irish-American New Yorker, Stephen
Walsh, whoofall this horde of charac-
ters seems closest to Doctorow’s own
pointofview—anillusionless skeptic,
yet capable of courage andlove. Walsh
and Pearlheadinto the future, but part of
their future's relative brightnessrests on
her apparent whiteness, a moral conun-
drum thatafflicts her with a grave case of
that twentieth-century complaint,liberal

guilt.Her nameborrowedfromtheelfin
child in Hawthorne's masterpiece, her
presence dusted with the magicrealism
of a Toni Morrison novel, Pearl is hard
to picture, though weare assured that

she becomesbeautiful. She also becomes.
almost superhuman;in the aftermath of
a battle, she reunites Mattie, by now
a widow,with her only surviving son,
while briskly lecturing both of them on
their past sins undertheslave system.



Pearl is the most sympathetic char-
acter in “The March,”the one we root
for, buther ability to do everything right
opensthe authorto the chargeofsenti-
mentality, to which white writers on the
evils ofslavery are understandablyprone.
‘There is not an unkindor unwise black
character in the book. Oneold planta-
tion owneris allowed a speech, harsh
with self-righteous paternalism,ofsome
eloquence, butJohnJamesonpersonifies
theslave system’s inhuman brutality: as
the march approaches,hesells off a
dozen field hands with the vow “No
buck nigger ofminewill wear a Federal
uniform,I’ll promise you that,” and he
turnsoutthe docile and elderly Roscoe
with the explanation that he'd “got the
best out of Roscoe and whatwasleft
wasn't worth providing for.” Doctorow
offers, through the mind of Stephen
Walsh, a dystopian vision of a South
where theinstitution was perpetuated
indefinitely:

In this strange country down here, after
generationsofits hideous ways,slaves were
nolonger simply black, they were degrees of
white. Yes, he thought,if the South were to
prevail, theoretically there could be a time
when whiteness alone would not guarantee
theidentity of a free man. Anyone might be
indentured and shackled andsold on an auc-
tion block, the color black having been a
temporary expedient, theidea ofa slave class
itself being the underlying premise.

‘The marchalso collects, to round
outthis partial roll call, a black child,
David, who flees the plantation man-

sion to attach himself to an English
journalist and reluctantfoster father,
Hugh Pryce;and a black photographer,
Calvin Harper, whois partially blinded
in saving General Sherman'slife,a deed
for which hereceives no thanks and is
nearly executed. Sherman himself, the
directing brain behind the great plow-
shaped cloud of dust, makes an unpre-
possessingfirst appearance, on a horse
too small for him,“so thathis feet prac-
tically touched the ground. He was not
at all military-looking, with his tunic
covered with dustand half unbuttoned,
and a handkerchieftied at his neck,
an old beaten-up cap, and a cigar stub
in his mouth, and a red beard with
streaks ofgray.” Doctorow’s leftish anti-

g establishmentarianism doesnot, as “The
& March” movesfrom therealm offreed

slaves and disenfranchised womenup
@ into the councils ofthe powerful,indict

the leaders of the Union. Sherman is
portrayed as an insomniac brandy-
tippler with an odd fondness for a sol-
dier’s spartan life, but his fire ofpurpose
andhis strategic intelligence are ad-
mired as heroic. He sheds a deflected
paternal loveonlittle Pearl when sheis
masquerading as a drummerboy, gal-
lantly receives his enemy General Joe

 

salted-paper print, and the conversa-
tions are scarcely more than a murmur.
Seen through the eyes of Wrede Sarto-
rius, who is present, Grantis “rather
short, stocky,brown beard ofa thick tex-
ture, a quiet man clearly notinterested
in making any kind of impression, un-
like Sherman, who didn’t seem to be
able to stop talking,” and Lincoln is

 

Doctorow’s novel isa many-facetedrecounting ofSherman's marchthrough the South.

Johnston as a fellow-memberof the
WestPointaristocracy,and shows a the-
atrical literary streak that is endearing.
Heis openly emotional,telling Pearl,
“SometimesI wanttocry, too.” As the
novel approachesits end, andits fiction
becomes more historical andless vision-
ary, Sherman and Grantand Lincoln
have a shipboard conference on the
James River. Theeffectis as gentle as a

“someoneeaten awayby life, with eyes
pained and a physiognomyalmost se-
pulchral.”Thedoctorprofessionally ob-
servesthat “Grant’s colorwas good, and
his eyes onlyslightly bloodshot,” and
Lincoln, who wears a shawl and “the
weak, hopeful smile of the sick,” may
have“somesortofhereditary condition,
a syndromeof overdeveloped extremi-
ties and rudefeatures.” It measures the
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book’s largeness of sympathy that, un-
sparinglyandrepetitively asit details the
carnage of the Civil War—“war atits
purest, a mindless mass rage severed
from anycause,ideal or moral principle”;
a“monumentality of humandisaster’—
it spares respect and even affection for
those whose decisions propel the ordeal
onward.An especially poignantglimpse
ofleadership in action comesearly in
the book, and involves “boys from the
Georgia Military Institutewho had been
given the honorofbearing the brunt
ofan attack”:

Overontheotherside the terrain wasless
swampy, and in the mossy glades Milledge-
ville cadets lay dead or wounded behind
their logs and moundsofearth. Boys without
a scratch on themwanderedin a daze. Some
were crying. Cadetofficers went among
them,pushing them back to their positions,
slapping them, to make them obey.

Doctorow, at ease in the nineteenth

century, demonstrates an impressive fa-
miliaritywith military logistics and tac-
tics prior to fully mechanized warfare,
including the grim fate of horses, who

notonly suffer battle woundsbutare
slain by the armies to make way for
newer ones. Arly explains, “An army
works its animals near to death so on a
re’glarbasisit ridsitselfofits consumed-
up animals.” The smell of their many
bloated corpses on the banks of the
Cape Fear Riverin Fayetteville is terri-
ble. The floating world of the march,
with its sixty thousand unbathing men
andall their excrement, can be smelled
at a distance. Emily, setting out to be-
comea campfollower, “knew thedirec-

tion the armies had taken. You justfol-
lowed the roads thatwere beaten down,
and before longyouwould hear a sound
notnatural to the countryside.And then
you would smell them.” Medical proce-
duresofthe time are rendered with spe-
cial, well-researched fidelity, and they
includenotonly thelightning-fast am-
putationsofthefield tentbuta delicate,
trulyclinical detail unique in my read-
ingofsex scenes: virgin Emily aboutto
give herself, after long infatuation, to
WredeSartorius, “heard him open his
instrumentcase. To spare you pain, he
said, standing above her, I will do this
small procedure. You will feel only a
slight sting. Andshefelt his fingers di-
lating her,and thenit was justas hesaid,
and there was noblood to speak of.”

‘The writing, solid and speedy in the

modern manner,is subtly tinged with
older usages. Shermanreflects upon“our
civil war, the devastating manufacture of
the bonesofour sons.” Grant observes
that the President“can only wait on our
news, sitting in Washingtonwithoutthe
hell-may-care that comes from a good
battle.” Onebattle carries into “the de-
clivitous patch in sightofthe plantation
house.” Birds sing “softer, twittier songs,
like the birds knew full well whata fear-
ful war was around them.” Asked by
Arly, “Are youforreligion,young Will,”
Will answers,as naturally as you please,
“J never did countenanceit.” Victorian
fancyworkinflects the narrative voice:
“Thecity of Fayetteville was of a dark
blue aspect, as if the abstract color had
found an organic vestiture foritself.” The
voice of the black South, which comes
on heavy in Pearl’s early appearances
(“Nobody doan never have touch Porhl!
WhenI little, de bruddertry. Oh yeah.I
raise up dis bony knee hard in his what
he got dere,and datwere dat and nobody
since!”), is lightly caughtin such a piece
of dialogue as Wilma’ssaying, “Judge
Thompson's whoI was boundto.” Arly,
whoturnsoutto be dementedas well as
highly verbal, sports the rhetoric of the
white South as he expostulates to inno-
cent Will on the joys ofcopulation:

“And whenwegoinside them, pluminto
their beings, and they cry outin our eat and
wefeel there is nothing softer, warmer, or
more honeyed up in God’s world than what
embracesourstiff tool, and we are made by
God to shiver into them the issue of our
loins, well, boy, don’t talk to me about what
you don’t know.”

Poetry enters prose in such a simple
surreal touch as Emily noticing,of her
dead father’s face, “With theeyes closed,
the nose seemedto grow,”and in such a
simple description ofphysical desolation
as “She had turnedinto the spacious
yards ofa mansethat had seen somefire.
The front was scorched,the roofshin-
gles half torn away, and tree vines out
front hanging black andlimplike dead
snakes.”“The March”carries usthrough
a multitude ofmoments ofwonder and
pity, terror and comedy, to the triumph
of Southern surrender and the sudden
tragedyofLincoln's assassination. Sher-
man’s march is large enough, American
myth enough,to pull even a laggard re-
ctuit along, andto hold Doctorow’s busy
imaginationfastto thereality of history
evenas herefreshes our memoryofit. ¢



 

BRIEFLY NOTED

Desertion, by Abdulrazak Gurnah (Pan-
theon; $23). At the heart ofthis novel, by
awriterwho has been nominated for the
BookerPrize, is an Arabian-inspiredtale
oftwo pairs oflovers in theperilous eth-
nic andpolitical landscapes of East Af-
rica. In 1899, ayoung English Oriental-
ist gets lost in the East African desert,is
rescued by a Muslim shopkeeperin “a
crumbling town on the edge ofcivilised
life,” andfalls in love with the shopkeep-
er’s sister, Rehana.This leadsherto “life
ofsecrets andsin,” and thepattern is re-
peated two generationslater,in the for-
bidden attachmentbetween Rehana’s
granddaughter andher lover. Noneofthe
lovers can overcomethecrippling prohi-
bitions against their love. Butthe affect-
ingstory of their failure allows Gurnah’s
self-consciously erudite narrator to bend
their lives into a meditation on African
history, estrangement,andloss,

Indecision, by Benjamin Kunkel(Random
House; $21.95). Twenty years ago, Don
DeLillo, in “White Noise,” created a
characterso besetby morbid anxiety that
shebeginstakingpills that obliterate the
fear of death.In ourera of precision-
targeted psychotropics,this scenario no
longer shocks; it’s drearily plausible. For
similar reasons,thesatirical springboard
of Kunkel’s first novel—a neurotically
aimless New Yorker takes medication
that he believeswill instill in him the
ability to make commitments—israther
creaky. Moreover, the Big Pharmaplot
only partially masks the fact that this
is yet another novel in which a charm-
ing, Nick Hornby-style layabout is me-
chanically cajoled into semi-maturity.
Kunkel’s narrator has an appealingly
rascally voice, and the authoris expert
at depicting highbrow buffoonery—at
an all-night Ecstasy party, flesh and
philosophy commingleto hilariousef-

 

fect—butthe book, forall its crisp prose,
cant escape thestalenessofits conceit.

War Reporting for Cowards, by Chris
Ayres (Atlantic Monthly; $23). twenty-
seven-year-old hypochondriac, Ayres
managed just nine days as an embed in
Iraq before retreating to a luxury hotel in
Kuwait, andhis book is principally about
theserendipitous career path that landed
him in the backofa Humvee. With self-
deprecating wit,he recollects his days as
anewsroom intern and then as a reporter
covering the dot-com boomfor an Eng-
lish paper. Hedates his vocation as awar
correspondenttothecollapseoftheTwin
‘Towers andthereceipt ofan e-mailfrom
Londonrequesting a “thousand wds
please on ‘I saw peoplefall to death,etc.”
WhentheIraq invasion began,his edi-
tors dismissed embeddingasa diversion-
ary ruse by the U.S. Army, andputtheir
veteran correspondents farfrom the front
lines, leaving Ayres with anAmerican ar-
tillery unit nicknamed Long Distance
Death Dealers. Facing his own death
during an ambush by Iraqi tanks, Ayres
admits that hefeels like a coward not“for
beingscaredofwar”but,rather,“for agree-
ing to go to war” andletting“myjournal
ist’s ego get the better ofme.”

Garbage Land, by Elizabeth Royte (Little
Brown; $24.95). Royteis ajournalist with
a noseforthe“sordid afterlife” oftrash,
thoroughly at homein the putrid world
of“Coney Island whitefish” (used con-
doms); “disco rice” (maggots); and—the
darling of American consumer culture
and the nemesis ofwaste activists—“Sa-
tan’s resin” (plastic). Her book takes the
form ofa questfor the surprising final
resting placesofher yogurt cups,beer bot-
tles, personal computer, and organic-fig-
cookie packaging, and leads to an impas-
sioned attack on overconsumption in
America. IfRoyte does not quite demon-
strate the muckraking skills of an Eric
Schlosser in “FastFood Nation,” she does
expose the feculent underside of our ap-
petite for things andchallengesher read-
ers to disprove theresigned assessmentof
a former New Yorksanitation commis-
sioner: “In the end, the garbage will win.”  

NewYorkerwriters

read for laughs.

A HUMOR REVUE

Hosted by David Remnick

with

Noah Baumbach

AndyBorowitz

Larry Doyle

NancyFranklin

Frank Gannon

Anthony Lane

Patricia Marx

Bruce McCall

Rebecca Mead

David Owen

Paul Rudnick

George Saunders

Paul Simms

MarkSinger

3PM.

eC

123 West 43npStreet

$50

 

FOR COMPLETE FESTIVAL INFORMATION,

VISIT FESTIVAL.NEWYORKER.COM.

TICKETS AVAILABLEATTICKETMASTER.COM,

AT ALL ficketmaster OUTLETS, OR BY PHONE:

CALL 1-877-391-0545. TICKETS ARE ALSO

AVAILABLEATTHE TOWN HALLBOX OFFICE.

THE NEW YORKER, SEPTEMBER12, 2005, 101



 

THE CURRENT CINEMA

PARTNERS
“The 40-Year-Old Virgin,” “Marchofthe Penguins,” “RedEye.”

BY DAVID DENBY

Or way or another, sex is always in
the head.It’s clear from the open-

ing gag of “The 40-Year-Old Virgin”
thatAndyStitzer (Steve Carell), the gen-
tle fellow whofinds himself in so un-
happy stateinearly middle age,is not
impotent. Anythingbut. YetAndy is def-
initely a head case. His story goes some-
thinglike this: he got frightened when
hewas still green (we see an encounter
with an eager teen-age girl whosports
scary steel braces on herteeth), and
thinking abouthis fear made him more
frightened;years later, his anxieties have
snowballed so heavily that he’s perma-
nently flummoxed. He won't even go
near a woman.

One ofthe nice things about this
lewd and funny hit comedyis that it
springs its wildest, most scabrous jokes
from recognizable male dilemma. Gen-
tility, not to mention sophistication and
indirection, has departed from our rau-
cous culture forever, but,ifwe are going
to have our comediesdirty, they might as
well be human,too. The Dickensian
monikerStitzer, with its suggestions of
“stiff,” “zipper,” and “stitched,”tells us
whatSteve Carell and Judd Apatow,
whowrote the movie together, want us

to thinkoftheir hero:he’s arousedbutall
locked up. Carell makes him a pleasant-
looking guy with a toobright smile that
flashes nervously, a man who has more
testosterone than he knows what to do
with;his overexercisedchestbristles with
thick, dark hair—it’s ajunglecry in itself.
But Andy’s inhibitions go so deep that
hecan't say what he thinks about any-
thing, much less aboutsex; he clings to
blandnessas a kindofsafety.The movie
treats this modern Caspar Milquetoast
tenderly: there’s really not much wrong
with him exceptthat he’s missing the
only heaven that God,in his wisdom,
grantedusonthisearth.

Inthepastthirtyyears or so, ever since
“Saturday Night Live” wentontheair,
performers from late-nighttelevision
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have attemptedto charge up the movies,
notalways with happyresults. Some of
the comics and comedy writers who
jumped from one medium to the other
have landed ontheir heads, turning out
work that was gag-centered,fitful, and
skittish (in bothsenses). Exceptfora few
inspired sequences, last year’s “Anchor-
man: The Legend of Ron Burgundy,”

and gags and a goodactorwho happens
to be funny. Likeall comics, he trusts
laughs, and he makes Andya mass of
tics, twitches, and pratfalls. Here and
there, however, a man’s pained tempera-
mentsteps out from behindthe profes-
sional comic’s armature—a touch of
woundeddignity, ofyearning for peace
and quietas wellas for love. The only
thing a forty-year-oldvirgin needs more
thansex is to beleft alone—that’s why
he’s still a virgin. Carell understands that
agonizing ambivalence.

Apatow surrounds Carell with large,
exuberantcast,beginningwiththeactors
whoplay Andy’s fellow-workers at a
large San Fernando Valley electronics
store—thegentle-giant bearded comedy
writer Seth Rogen,the speedball rapper

 

Steve Carellas thelonelyguyAndy Stitzergoes to a datingparlor.

which involved some of the same TV-
basedtalents as “Virgin,” was a klutzy
mess. ButJudd Apatow, who produced
“RonBurgundy,”directedthis time, and
he has developed a rhythm thatsustains
a long movie. Muchof the comedyis as
coarse and obviousas a burlesque show
and almost as foul-mouthed as “The
Aristocrats,” but, within the broad li-
cense that Apatow allows himself, he
works with considerable delicacy, psy-
chological insight, anda surprising sense
of detail. “Virgin” may be a one-joke
movie, but a variety of comicstyles get
packedintothejoke. Steve Carell (from
“The Daily Show”) is now abouthalf-
way between a TV comic doingtraits

and actor Romany Malco, and the un-
predictable Paul Rudd, who has a crazy
streak lurking behind his good looks and
friendly smile. Andy’s friends wantto
help him find a girl; they are full of stu-
pid schemes, the point being, of course,
that they are even more screwed upin
their relations with womenthan he is,
and delusional as well.The group scenes
with Carell and these noisy clowns were
mainly improvised (thebest takes were
edited together), and they're full ofodd
corners and curlicues—for instance, a
quasi-obscene phrase passed back and =
forth amongthem and elaborated into a &
kindofbizarre verbal monumentthat @
they all stare at in wonder. Each ofthese 2



madcapsalso gets a numberofextrava-
gantsolo arias—Malco,inparticular,lets
loose a couple ofsex rants so preposter-
ousthat he seemsto have distilled them
from the boasts ofa dozenlosers topping
one anotheronstreet corners. Apatow
appears to be a generousdirector and
a great fan of comic talent. Elizabeth
Banks and Leslie Mann have goodbits
as predatorywomenwhoterrify the hero,
andJane Lynch, as the tough bossat the
electronics store who suddenly softens
and takes a shine to Andy, breaks into a
tender Guatemalan love song—anunex-
pected gift, and exquisitely sung, too.

“The 40-Year-Old-Virgin’is a hit, 1
would warrant, becauseit’s truly dirty
andtruly romantic at the sametime,

a combination that’s very hard to pull
off.The romanticpart comesalive every
time Catherine Keeneris on thescreen.
Keener has a big smile and a husky laugh,
and she’s warmer, more welcoming than
usual. Sheplays Andy’s new friend,who's
a real woman—thatis, she’s loving, and
she’s trouble, too.The movie leaves us
with the gratefulrealization that, for a

man,love and trouble are worth having
more than anything, andit ends with a
triumphant double codathat brings the
jokes down to earth with a touch ofsex-
ual realism and then sends them off
again with a flightof lyrical fantasy.

 

re we imitating them,or are they
imitating us? The hugely success-

ful French documentary “March of the
Penguins’yieldsitself so readily to an-
thropomorphic readings thatit’s hard
to say where bird ends and man begins.
With reassuring smack/, the penguins
emerge, oneafter another,from the ocean

andhit theice. It’s thefirst stage ofwhat
the movie presents as the routine, annual

sublime—thetrek acrossseventy miles of
Antarctic wasteland to the thick-iced
mating ground.Asthey shuffle across the
terrain with bowed shoulders, the pen-
guinslook, from therear, like shtetlJews
heading offto shul. Floppingto their bel-
lies for greater speed, they could be kids
taking a wave on a surfboard. When
male and female find a partner, they
stand with heads bowed before each
other in whatappears tobesilent adora~
tion. Ifwe are moved, are we experienc-
ing whatthey are feeling orwhat we are
feeling? After some demurely photo-
graphed funnystuff, a babyis conceived.
‘Theegg is then transferred from mother
to father, and, as the dad huddlesfor
warmth with the other dads, balancing
his packageonhistoes, the mom makes
the longjourney backto the waterto eat,
returning whensheis ready to feed her
hungry chick. Such scrupulous andself-
less devotiontochildrenwould not seem
out ofplace in lacrosse-mom precincts
like Glen Cove or Montclair. Yet here’s
the miracle: the extreme coldness and
clarity ofthe air,and the translucentblues
andsearing whitesof thelandscape,lend
the ritual, however mundane,familial,
andinstinct-driven,an aspect ofeternal
splendor. And,given the extreme diffi-
culties that the filmmakers (led by Luc
Jacquet) must have endured,the entire
moviemaking enterprise has an aura of
heroism,too. A perfect family movie, a
perfect date movie, and oneof the most
cye-ravishing documentaries ever made.

n 1967,theItalian director Elio Petri
madea film called “WeStill Kill the

Old Way.” Well, the veteran American
director Wes Cravenstill kills the old
way, too. His dandy little thriller “Red
Eye,”which is exactly eighty-five min-

utes long, has been made with classical
technique and bravura skill,and it’s leav-
ing moviegoersina rare state ofsatisfac-
tion. (The absence of people whizzing
throughtheair on green wings ordeli-
quescing into corpses and coming back
to life again has been much appreci-
ated.) Whenthe beautiful young hotel
manager Lisa Reisert (Rachel McAd-
ams)gets picked upatthe Dallas airport
bya handsomefellow(Cillian Murphy)
whojokes about his name—Jackson
Rippner,as in Jack the Ripper—we’re
alerted to danger by his overfriendly
manner, and by thejokeitself, which
would seem to be unnecessary if he
weren't trying to reassure Lisa of his
harmlessness. But the screenwriter, Carl
Ellsworth, doesn'ttell us too much. He
knows thatfor the audiencethe pleasure
of this kindoffilmmakinglies in taking
thebait and then being slowly butinex-
orably reeled in. Cillian Murphy, who
has angelic looks that can turn sinister,
is one of the most elegantly seductive
monsters in recent movies, and Rachel
McAdamshaslarge, doll-like features
that maska surprising amountofcalcu-
lation and rage. As Murphy sits down
next to her on an airplane, the movie
turns into a complicated duel that de-
pendsonprecise observationofphysical
detail and moment-by-momentconti-
nuity so closely calibrated that it’s im-
possible to find a wasted shotor an ex-
aggerated emotion. Craven, who made
“A Nightmare on Elm Street” and the
“Scream”series, hasa slightly off-center
wit. As Murphy and McAdamsare
engaged in a death strugglein theair-
plane’s toilet, a huffy stewardess disap-
proves of whatshe takes to be anin-
appropriate use of a public facility. The
jokeis almostworthy ofHitchcock. +
 

THE NEW YORKERIS A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF ADVANCE MAGAZINEPUBLISHERSINC., PUBLISHEDTHROUGHITS DIVISION THE CONDENASTPUBLICATIONS. COPYRIGHT
(©2005 THE CONDE NAST PUBLICATIONS. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED PRINTED INTHE US.A.
Volume LXXX1, No 27, September 12, 2005.The New Yorker (ISSN 0028-792X) ss published weekly (except for six combined issues. Jan 24 & 31, Feb 14 821, June 13 & 20, July 11 & 18, Aug. 8 & 15,
Dec 26 Jan 2) by The Condé Nast Publicanons, which 1s a division of Advance Magazine Publishers Inc PRINCIPAL OFFICE: The Condé Nast Building, 4 Times Square, New York, NY 10036 David
Carey, vice-president and publisher; WilliamLt,associate publisher; Ronda Carnegie, advertisingdirector; Gail Day, adverusing, director; Marte Wolpert,advertising director; Jarme Engel, advertising manager;
Susan Harrington, director of creative services; Tlene Danuff, marketing services director; Douglas Chileort, associate ereative services director/promotion; L. Paul Robertson, associate creative services direc:
torfevents, Jacqueline Cinguina, director of integrated marketing Rosemary Stanton, advernsing business director; Edward Klaris, general counsel. Advance Magazine Publishers Inc.: S. I. Newhouse, Jr,
charrman,Steven T Flono, vice-chairman, Charles H.Townsend, president andC.0.03 JohnW Bellando,execunve vice-president and CEO, fll Boght, execunive vice-president-humanresources, John Buese,
executive vice-president-chief informationofficer; David Orlin, sentorvice-president-strategic sourcing; Robert Bennis, senior vice-president-real estate Shared services provided by Advance Magazine Group:
David B. Chemdlin, senior vice-president-general manager, shared services center. Periodicals postage paid at NewYork, NY, and at additonal mailing offices. Canada Post Publications Mail Agreement No.
40644503. Canadian Goods and Services Tax ReggstranionNo. R123242885. Canada Post return undeliverable Canadian addresses t0 P.O. Box 874,Station Mam, Markham, ON L3P8L4.
POSTMASTER: SEND ADDRESS CHANGES TO THE NEWYORKER,P.O Box 37684, Boone, IA 50037-0684. FOR SUBSCRIPTIONS,ADDRESS CHANGES, ADJUSTMENTS,OR BACK ISSUE IN;
QUIRIES: Please write 10 The New Yorker, PO. Box 37684, Boone, IA 50037-0684; call (800) 825-2510; or e-mail subscripuions@newyorkercomFourweeks are required for change of address. Please give
both newand ole address as printed on most recent label. Fst copy of new subscriptionwilhe mailed within four weeks of receipt of order. For adverusmg mguiries,please call Gail Dayor Mane Wolpert at
(212) 286-5611. For submission guidelines, please refer to ourWeb site, wwrv.newyorker.com Address all editonal, business, andproductioncorrespondence to The New Yorker, 4 Times Square, New York, NY
10036 For cover reprints, please call (800)897-8666, ore-mail eovers@cartoonbank.com. For Pernussions and Reprint requests, please call (212) 286-8349 or fax requests to(212) 286-R628. To recewve your
assues withoutscent strips, please e-mail scentfree@newyorkercom. No partof this periodical may be reproxtuced without the consent of The New Yorker. The New Yorker's name and logo, and the various ales
andheadings herein,are trademarks of Advance Magazine Publishers In. Vii us online: www.newyorker.com. To subscribe toother Condé Nast magazines on the World Wide Web, vist wwewecondenet.com
‘Occasionally, make our subscriber hst available to carefully screened companies that offer products andservices that we believe would interest our readers. If you donot want toreceve these offers and/or
informationby mail and/or e-mail,please advise us at PO.Box 37684, Boone, IA 50037-0684 or eal (800) 825-2510.
‘THE NEWYORKER IS NOT RESPONSIBLE FOR THE RETURN ORLOSS OF OR FOR DAMAGEOR ANY OTHER INJURY TO, UNSOLICITED MANUSCRIPTS, UNSOLICITED ART WORK
(INCLUDING,BUT NOT LIMITED TO, DRAWINGS, PHOTOGRAPHS, AND TRANSPARENCIES), OR ANY OTHER UNSOLICITED MATERIALS. THOSE SUBMITTING MANUSCRIPTS,
ART WORK, OR OTHER MATERIALS FOR CONSIDERATION SHOULDNOT SENDORIGINALS, UNLESS SPECIFICALLY REQUESTEDTO DOSOBY THE NEWYORKERIN WRITING
MANUSCRIPTS, ART WORK, AND OTHER MATERIALS SUBMITTED MUST BE ACCOMPANIEDBY A SELF-ADDRESSED STAMPED ENVELOPE.

   
 

 

 

 

    
      

 

  
 

THE NEW YORKER, SEPTEMBER12, 2005 103



 

 

CARTOON CAPTION CONTEST

Each week, weprovidea cartoon in needofa caption. You, the reader, submita caption, wechoosethreefinalists, andyou
voteforyourfavorite. Caption submissionsfor this week’ cartoon, byJack Ziegler, must be receivedby Sunday, September 11th.

Finalistsin theAugust29th contest appear below;go online to vote. We willannounce the winner, along withthefinalists
in this week's contest, in the September26th issue. The winner willbegiven a signedprintofthe cartoon.Any U.S. resident age

eighteen or over can enter or vote. To do so, andto readthe completerules, visit www.newyorker.com/captioncontest.

THE WINNING CAPTION

 

“Ob,sure, theyfind onesecretary in apoolofher own blood
andeverybody wants to blame the werewolf.”

Sarah Bell, Marblehead, Mass.   

 

THIS WEEK'S CONTEST

  
THE FINALISTS

“OK,they'reyours, but I still
don'tknow whereyougot thatfourth ace.”

Robert Dodge, Los Osos, Calif.

“Keepyour eye outfora blondkidwith a laserpointer.”
Brian Oakes, Huntington Woods, Mich.

“Lthink it’s importantfor them to hear both sides ofthe debate.”
Barbara Siegel, Cambridge,Mass.
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