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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Elizabeth Kolbert on environmental
hostility; thegeneralwho cameto dinner.

LETTER FROM JEDDA.

Young Osama
Where binLadenfirstlearnedextremism.
THE SPORTING SCENE

Your Move
Creatinga better chessplayer.
OUR FAR-FLUNG CORRESPONDENTS:

Hogs Wild
They'referal, destructive, andspreading.
AANNALS OF MEDICINE

‘The Gene Hunters
The race tofindthe sources ofAlzheimer's.
FICTION

“La Conchita”

THE CRITICS

BOOKS

LivesofBert WilliamsandStepin Fetchit.
Briefly Noted
ON TELEVISION

“Sleeper Cell.”
DANCING

Soloists.
THE THEATRE

“The Color Purple,” “Miss Witherspoon.”
THE CURRENT CINEMA

“Brokeback Mountain,” “The Chronicles
ofNarnia.”

POEMS

“Anti-Love Poem”
“Prisoners”
“The Birthday Party”
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Barbara Smaller, P.C. Vey, Robert Mankoff, William Haefeli, Charles Barsotti
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Queen Marie-Antoinette’s passion for Breguet watchesis legendary. She was a trendsetter,

andifshe wore a Breguet, everyone who aspired to “a la mode” status did too

In 1783, Breguet wasaskedto make a watch as a giftfor the queen, most probably by a

secret lover. It hadto be the most complicated watchof its time and incorporate every

complication then known Moneywas no object   

   

The result was a marvelofcomplexity, featuring the equation oftime, a perpe-

tual calendar, a repeater, a thermometer, a chronograph anda power-reserve

indicator. It wasfitted with a special lever escapement while “pare-chute”

devices protected the balance staffand the winding-weight arbors.

Unfortunately Marie-Antoinette never laid eyes on the watch.It

was finished in 1827, 44 yearsafter it was ordered and34 years

afterthe queen haddied.

Thefate ofBreguet’sfamed Marie-Antoinette watch has sparked

speculation galore In 1983, thieves stole the watchfrom a museum

in Jerusalem and it was never seen again.

But nowNicolas G. Hayek, CEO of Montres Breguet 8.A., has

challenged the company’s master watchmakers andexpert crafismen

to build an exact reproduction of the Marie-Antoinette. The

 

accepted

with relish, discoveringto their surprise that the watch hadnotyieldedall its

secrets, notleast thatit actuallypossessedjumping hours.

Montres Breguet SA, 1344 L’Abbaye (Vallée de Joux), Switzerland, tel. +41 21 841 90 90 - www.breguet.com
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CONTRIBUTORS

  
(“Young Osama,” p. 48) re-

is year’s Pulitzer Prize in non-
fiction, for “Ghost Wars,” his book
about the C.LLA. and Afghanistan.

Elizabeth Kolbert (Comment, p.39)
has a book aboutglobalwarming,“Field
Notes from a Catastrophe,” coming out
in March.

 

ath (The Talk ofthe Town,
p. 42) is a staffwriter.
Ben McC

 

 

et
Ja ecki (TheFinancial Page,

p- 46) writes aboutbusinessandfinance.
His book “The Wisdom of Crowds” is
available in paperback.

   

Tor r “Your Move,” p. 62) is a
freelance writer wholivesin Italy.

 

  Seymour st (Cover; Illustrations,
pp: 26, 94) will have a show ofhis paint-
ings at the Maya Stendhal Gallery, in
New York, in May.

 

    Tan Fr (‘Togs Wild,” p. 70) has
been contributorsince 1974. “Goneto
New York,” a bookof his essays about
thecity, was published last month.

   V rd (Painting, p. 70) will have
an exhibit of his work at the Brooklyn
Museum next fall.

 

Gr

 

, (Poem,p. 64)is a writer
and a poet. Her “Collected Stories”will
bereissued in June.

 

crn(“The Gene Hunters,” p. 84)
is the author of four books, including
“Introducing...Sasha Abramowitz,”
which was published in October.

oyle (Fiction, p. 94)
publishedhis seventh short-story collec~
tion, “Tooth and Claw,”in September.

  

Claudia Roth Pierpont (Books, p. 102) is
theauthorof“Passionate Minds,” a col-
lection ofessays aboutwomenwriters. +

 

“Hi, everybody. My nameisJane, and I, too, voted

forthepresentAdministration.” “Hi,Jane.”



 
You should carefully consider investment objectives, risks, and charges and expenses of The Hartford Mutual Funds before investing.
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“An exquisitely
written memoir.”

— Entertainment Weekly

 

In this elegant and affecting companion

to her memoir, Borrowed Finery, a

young writerflings herself into a Europe

ravaged by the Second World War.

“Lovely... [filled with] evocative
details and anecdotes.”

— TheNew York Times Book Review

“A marvelof concision
andintensity.”

— 0, The Oprah Magazine

“An uncommonly fine book...
Not to mince words aboutit:

Paula Fox can write.”
—The Washington Post Book World

   

 

  
    

Also
available in
paperback

from Picador

“Pointillist in detail, lapidary in
method andbrutal in effect...

an eloquent, disturbing memoir.”
—Michiko Kakutani, TheNew York Times 

fry HENRY HOLT
AND COMPANY www.henryholt.com    
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THE MAIL

HEMINGWAY IN SPAIN

As the author of three books on Ernest
Hemingway, oneofthem alludedto in
George Packer’s review, I was dismayed
at the unjustified malice directed toward
him (Books, October 31st). Packer's
openingparagraph suggests that Hem-
ingwaydid little more in the Spanish
CivilWar thaneatluxuriousbreakfasts,
“courtesy of the Communist Interna-
tional.” But, in both his journalism and
his fiction, Hemingway was a shrewd
political observer. With “The Spanish
Earth”andhis widely read dispatches—
for whichherisked his life—Heming-
wayhelped persuade Americansto sup-
port the Republicancause.It is morally
reprehensible that somewriters on Spain,
as Packer notes, have concluded that

“therightside won.”

JeffieyMeyers
Kensington, Calif.

THE PLAME AFFAIR

Nicholas Lemann’srecentarticle about
the Valerie Plameleak scandal (“Telling
Secrets,”November 7th) describes Wash-
ingtonjournalismclearly andjudiciously.
Butthereal issue is that, whatever levelof
commitmentthe Bush Administration
may havehadtoa “vast and urgentproj-
ect offorcefully countering the influence
ofviolently anti-American Islamic fun-
damentalists in theArab Middle East,” it
apparently had nodesire to explain it to
the rest of us. That is where the press
should have comein, and Lemann’s arti-
cle seemsto be yet another defense ofits
role in an indefensible case. Fitzgerald
soughtjournalists’ testimony not to un-
cover their sources but to determine
whether they had witnessed a federal
crime. Thedistinctionis important. This
scandal, ultimately,is less abouttelling
secrets to a prosecutor than about keep-
ing them from thepublic.
Robert Crooke
Bridgewater, Conn.

Itmaybe, as Lemann writes, “safe to as-
sume that nobody whoparticipated in
the outing of Plame as a C.LA.agent,

in the summer of2003, was mindful
that the result of the process... might
be a federal crime.” But that is hardly
the point. The employees of the C.I.A.
and similar agencies undertake dan-
gerous and often unpleasant tasks for
the benefit ofthe country as a whole. To
dothis job, they needtotrust that their
fellow-citizens respect both their work
andthe corresponding needto pro-
tect their identities. The true concern
oughtto be that a long chain of peo-
ple carelessly tossed thattrust aside for
the sake of winning a few points in a
policy debate.
StephenJ. Lubben
Associate Professor ofLaw
Seton Hall University SchoolofLaw
Newark, NJ.

CONSERVATIVE PHILOSOPHY

Tom Reiss’s article offers an impor-
tant commentary on a questioncentral
to our time (“The First Conservative,”
October 24th). Whoare conservatives
today? Peter Viereck describes him-
self as a Burkean,inspired by the great
eighteenth-century writer, who recog-
nized the power of custom,tradition,
and institutions. My understanding
ofEdmund Burke began with the works
of Russell Kirk, Viereck’s contempo-
rary. Regardedasthe “father ofAmeri-
can conservatism,” he opposed the se-
nior Bush’s Gulf War, ridiculed the
National Rifle Association, and was a
passionate environmentalist.It is un-
fortunate that the current Republican
Party has castaside the formidable un-
derstandingofconservatism formulated
by these two men.
Kenneth E. Moore
ProfessorEmeritus ofAnthropology
University ofNotreDame
Notre Dame, Ind.

Letters should be sent with the writer's name,
address, and daytime phonenumber via e-mail
to themail@newyorker.com. They can also be
faxed to 212-286-5047. Letters maybe edited
forlengthandclarity, and maybepublished in
any medum.All letters become the property
of The NewYorker and will not be returned;
we regret that owing to the volume of cor-
respondence we cannot replyto everyletter.
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THIS WEEK NIGHTLIFE unites workby American MOVIES
i, FLOWER POWER protesters, Vietnamese who GUEST LISTS

THE THEATRE sketched the war asit was
DANCING QUEEN The psychedelic folk-rocker happening, and younger AnthologyFilm Archives

Donovan, who helped artists examining the celebratesits thirty-fifth
Chita Rivera was a definethesixties and isnow conflict. (See page 18.) anniversary with a weekend
Broadwaystar before seen as relic ofits hippie ofguest-curated screenings.
“WestSide Story,” with
roles in “CallMe Madam”
and “Can-Can,”butit
wastherole ofAnita, which
sheoriginated in 1957,
that defined hercareer.
Nowseventy-two, Riverais

starring in “Chita Rivera:
The Dancer's Life,” a new
autobiographical work
that chroniclesherlife and
career. The show has a
book by Terrence McNally
andis directed and
choreographed by Graciela
Daniele. (See page 12.)

mind-set, emerges from
relative obscurity with a new
autobiography,a career
retrospective, and a concert
tour, which brings him.
to the NewYork Society for
Ethical Culture this week.
(See page 14.)

ART
AFTER THE WAR

‘The Drawing Center’s
“Persistent Vestiges:
Drawing from the
American-Vietnam War”
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DANCE
PUNK RESTORATION

NewYork dancelovers
celebratedlast year when
theballet choreographer
Karole Armitage, once
dubbed the punkprincess
ofthe downtownscene,
returned from longexile
in Europe. Her luminous,
hallucinatory new dance,
“In This Dream That Dogs
Me,” now playing at the
Duke on 42ndStreet, shows

why.(See page 20.)

Peter Bogdanovich will
presentJean Renoir’s
“The Rules of the Game,”

Patti Smith will introduce
Robert Bresson’s “Au
Hasard Balthazar”and read
a poem,and Christine

Vachonwill introduce Jack
Smith’s “Flaming Creatures”
and Robert Frank and
Alfred Leslie’s “Pull My
Daisy.” (See page 35.)

 

 

Filming the movie version of
MelBrooks's “The Producers.”
Photograph by Sylvia Plachy.



 

  



 

THE THEATRE
OPENINGS AND PREVIEWS

Please call the phone numberlisted with the
theatre for timetables andticket formation,

CHITA RIVERA: THE DANCER'S LIFE

Ruvera, along with a cast of ten, stars in a musi-
cal about her life and career, touching on shows
by Jerome Robbins, Leonard Bernstein, and Bob
Fosse. With a book by Terrence Me-
Nally. Directed and choreographed by
Graciela Danicle. In previews. Opens
Dec. 11. (Shoenfeld, 236 W. 45th St. 212-
239-6200.)
A CHRISTMAS CAROL
‘Theatreworks’s musical based on the
Dickens classic. Previews begin Dec. 10.
Opens Dec. 15. (Lucille Lortel, 121 Chris-
topher St. 212-279-4200.)
DOG SEES GOD: CONFESSIONS OF
A TEENAGE BLOCKHEAD

Eddie Kaye Thomas, Eliza Dushku,
America Ferrera, and lan Somerhalder
star in this tale about an adult car-
toon character whose world is popu-
lated by motleycrew of comic-strip
personalities. Directed by Trp Cull-
man.Inpreviews. (Century Center for
the Performing Arts, 111 E. 15th St.212-
239-6200.)
THE OTHER SIDE

Manhattan Theatre Clubpresents Anel
Dorfman’s story about a couple hving
on the border oftwo war-ravaged coun-
tries as they await the return of their son,
whoranawaythirty yearscarlier In pre-
views. Opens Dec.13. (City Center, 131
W. SSth St. 212-581-1212.)
THE RAT PACK IS BACK!
Frank’s forty-suxth birthday is an occasion
for several rounds of Martinis in David
Cassidyand Don Reo’s musical. Cassidy
also directs and stars as the Rat Pack pal
Bobby Dann. With music by the Supper
Club Big Band. In previews. Opens Dec.
12. (Supper Club, 240 W. 47th St. 212-
239-6200.)
A TOUCH OF THE POET
Gabriel Byrnestars as Cornelius Mel-
ody, anIrish immigrant whoposes as a
gentleman in Boston circa 1828, in a
Roundabout Theatre production ofthe
Eugene O'Neill play. In previews. Opens

 

  

 

   

 

Dec. 8. (Studio 54, at 254 W. 54th St. John Doe andExene Cervenka bringXto Roseland.
212-719-1300.)
“TWAS THE NIGHT BEFORE THE TWELVE DAYS
OF A NUT CRACKER CHRISTMAS CAROL

Four Chnstmas favorites in one, in a downtown
dance-and:-theatre spectacular, Opens Dec.15. (PS.
122, at 150 First Ave. 212-352-3101.)

     

NOW PLAYING

ABIGAIL'S PARTY

‘The New Group(“Avenue Q”) presents the
NewYork premiere of Mike Leigh’s biting satire
ofBritish suburbia in the seventics, starring Jen-
nifer Jason Leigh. Scott Elliott directs. (Acorn,
410 W. 42nd St. 212-279-4200.)
APPARITION
Five ghoststories written by Anne Washburn
are performed by an ensemble cast including
T. Ryder Smith. (Connelly, 220 E. 4th St. 212-
352-3101.)
CELEBRATION / THE ROOM
Neil Pepedirects twoplays by the Nobel laure-
ate Harold Pinter as part of the Atlantic Theatre
Company’s twentieth-anniversary season. (336
W. 20th St. 212-239-6200.)
THE COLOR PURPLE

Anew musical based on Alice Walker's novel. (Re-
viewed in this issue.) (Broadway Theatre, Broad-
way at 53rd St. 212-239-6200.)
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THE GENTLEMAN DANCING-MASTER

In the NewYork premiére of William Wycherley’s
merry 1672 Restoration comedy, brisklydirected by
Gaus Kaikkonen, the battle of two fops (one Span-
ish, one French) 1s filled with terfic comic setups
and nimble repartee; evena sprawimng last half can’t
derail the hvely good fun. (Pearl, 80 St. Marks Pl.
212-598-9802.)
HIS ROYAL HIPNESS LORD BUCKLEY IN THE

ZAM ZAM ROOM

“The mesmerizingJake Broder incamatesthe nineteen-
fifties cult lounge performer Lord Buckley ona head-

 

Jong ride through the late beat philosopher's ocuvre.
A horjazz. tno backs Broder as he bops throughres-
urrected spoken-word nffs on the Swinging Pied Piper,
Jesus of Nazareth (“The Nazz”), and the Gettysburg
‘Address, cruising the hairpin tums of Buckley's ca-
reening mind. Broder gives Buckley noneof the standup
comic’s yearning to be liked; he works the roomnot
for laughs but for moments of mind-expanding ex-
hularation, The actor's ardent delivery produces the
sensation of giddyfree fall that won over such Buck-
Ieyfans as Lenny Bruce Richard Pryor and Robin
Williams. Directed by Phillip Breen. (59ES9, at 59
E, 59th St. 212-279-4200.)
IN THE CONTINUUM
‘The fiery young performers Danai Guna and Nik-
kole Salter have moved to the PerryStreet Theatre
with their mtelligent (and often comedic) play about
the economic dependency, social stigma, and family
pressure that black women with HLLV. face. (31
PerrySt. 212-868-4444.)
KLONSKY & SCHWARTZ

Ensemble Studio Theatre presents a newplayby
Romulus Linney, about the downfall of the poct
Delmore Schwartz in the sixties, and the attempt
by his partner and acolyte Milton Klonsky to res-
cue him, (549 W. 52nd St, 212-352-3101.)
MISS WITHERSPOON

A newplay by Christopher Durang, directed by
Emily Mann.(Reviewed in this issue.) (Playwrights
Horizons, 416 W. 42nd St. 212-279-4200.)

 

MR. MARMALADE

In NoahHaidle’s exhilarating new play(well directed
by Michael Greif}, which 1s reminiscent of a 2002. ar-
ticle by Adam Gopnik for this magazineentitled
“Bumping Into Mr. Ravioh,” thettle character 1s the
imaginaryfiend of a lively but neglected four-year
old called Lucy (Mamie Gummer, making, her im-
pressive Off Broadwaydébut). Mr. Marmalade (Mi-
chacl C. Hall) 1s a buttoned-down, briefcase-toting
simulacrum, one suspects, of Lucy’s absent father. Al
though grownups occasionally intrude on Lucy’s busy
world—she’ the only child of a divorced mother in

suburban New Jersey—the events of the
play mamly concernthe games with which
she peoples her solitude, and Lucy's preten-
sions to adulthood are alternately hilanous
and heartbreaking. Her brightness, how-
ever is alsoasort of shadow plays it throws
oblique but harrowing light onthe offstage
desolation she endures. (12/5/05) (Laura
Pels, 111 W. 46th St. 212-719-1300.)
ROPE

The Drama Dept. presents the playthat the
Alfred Hitchcock movie was based on,
about two Oxford students who commit
a murder to prove theycan get away with

Durected by David Warren, (Zipper, 336
W. 37th St. 212-239-6200.)
SEASCAPE
Edward Albee’s Pulitzer Prize-winning
play, directed by Mark Lamos, about two
couples who mect on a beach and con-
template Ife, death, and consciousness.
(Booth, 222 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200.)
SISTER AND MISS LEXIE

Acthe Flea Theatre, Brenda Currin reprises
herown adaptation ofEudora Welty’s work.
(a collaboration with the director David
Kaplanfirst scen in 1980). In this evoc:
tive but overcrowded one-woman show,
Currin becomes a host of Welty characte
a piano teacher, an iron-willed schoolmarm,
and, most memorably, a Mississippi con-
jure woman whose white-feathered wings
and turban establish her as an intermedi
arybetween worlds forgotten and worlds
to come, Ayako Morino accompanies on
piano. (41 White St. 212-352-3101.)
SOUVENIR

In Stephen Temperley’s troubling new
play (at the Lyceum), Judy Kaye’s por-
trayal of the life and career of Florence
Foster Jenkins, the famously bad singer
whobecame a camplegendin New York
before the Second World War, 1s so real
and soheartbreakingthat one hardly no-
tices the cheap shots that the director,
Vivian Matalon,levels at his herome. But

Kaye, a wise performer, shows us the gorgeous
folly that goes into making a workofart. (11/21/05)
(149 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200.)
STRIKING 12
Ted Sperling, directs this rock-musical-comedy rendi-
tion of Hans Chnstian Andersen's “The Little Match
Girl? With a book byRachel Sheinkin. (Ars Nova,
S11 W. 54th St, 212-868-4444.)
SWEENEY TODD

Under the bold direction anddesign of John Doyle,
this imported Bash revival at the Eugene O’Nalll,
which shrinks the cast of thirty to ten, with actors
doublng as musicians, 1s almost unbearably excit-
ing. Michacl Cerveris 1s a terrifying Sweency,a model
of sulfurous restraint, and Patt LuPone, as his prag-
matic andpathological helpmate, Mrs. Lovett, 1s a
gargoyle oftoughness. (11/14/05) (230 W. 49th St.
212-239-6200.)
TIGHT EMBRACE
Intar presents a newplay byJorge Ignacio Cortifias
about two women,one pregnant, the other elderly,
whoare being held prisoner by violent kidnappers.
(Kirk, 410 W. 42nd St. 212-279-4200.)
THE TRIP TO BOUNTIFUL

Signature Theatre Company presents Horton Foote’
play about. strong-willed sixty-year-old woman(Lois
Smith) who escapes her stifling life in Houston and
embarks on a journeytoretumtohergirlhood home
in a small Texas town. Harris Yulin directs. (Peter
Norton Space, 555 W. 42ndSt. 212-244-7529.)
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The pursuit
of happiness.
Nice work,

forefathers.

a

Notice it doesn’t say “the pursuit

of a six-figure salary and a company car’

The key is balance.

 
That’s why we offer free

one-on-one financial guidance

 

specifically designed to help

in your pursuit of, whatever.

citi
cit.com Live richly:



 

CRITIC'S NOTEBOOK
MAKING HER MARIC

In 1981, Mary Ellen Mark,

a frequent contributor
to this magazine, published
a bookofphotographs that
she had made in Bombay
over a three-month period
in 1978, when she spent
the better part ofevery day
on street ofbrothels called
Falkland Road. Her subjects
were the youngprostitutes
(the glaring, bare-breasted
girl on the book’s cover was
thirteen) andtransvestites
whoworkedthestreet, some

  
outofcagelikestorefronts,
others from warrens
ofcrowded cubicles in the
tenements above. Many
ofthem hadinitially thrown
garbage, water, andinsults
at Mark, but she was
eventually given complete
accesstotheir lives. The
disconcerting intimacy
of the pictures—now on
display at the Boesky and
Richardsongalleries in
Chelseain conjunction with
the book’sreissue—never
feels exploitative. Mark
views these garishly made-
up characters with affection
and concern. Shecan’t
transform theirlives, but
she can renderthem clearly
andcarefully—and,in these
brighter, supersaturated
new colorprints, more

vividly than before.
—VinceAletti

 

THE WOMANIN WHITE

In Andrew Lloyd Webber’s latest offering, adapted
by Charlotte Jones from Wilkic Collins’s creepy
nineteenth-century novel and directed by ‘Trevor
Nunn,its not easy to judge the actors or the play
because they're all of a piece, and the score and the
Iyncs (by David Zippel) are so overthe-top drama-
te that13 impossible to have real feeling foe any of
the characters, et alone their situations, (11/28/05)
(Marquis, Broadwayat 45th St. 212-307-4100.)

Also Playing
ALMOST HEAVEN: THE SONGS OF JOHN DENVER:
Promenade, Broadway at 76th St. 212-239-6200.
ALTAR BOYZ: DodgerStages, 340 W. 50th St. 212-
239-6200. AVENUE Q: Golden, 252 W. 45th St. 212-
239-6200. BACH AT LEIPZIG: NewYork Theatre
Workshop, 79 F. 4thSt. 212-239-6200. CHICAGO:
Ambassador, 219 W. 49th St. 212-239-6200. DIRTY
ROTTEN SCOUNDRELS: Imperial, 249 W. 45thSt.
212-239-6200. DouBT: Walter Kerr, 219 W. 48thSt.
212-239-6200. FIDDLER ON THE ROOF: Minskoff,
200 W. 45th St. 212-307-4100. FOOLS IN LOVE:
Manhattan Ensemble Theatre, 55 Mercer St. 212-
239-6200. HAIRSPRAY: Neil Simon, 250 W. 52nd St.
212-307-4100. IN MY LIFE: Music Box, 239 W. 45th
St. 212-239-6200. JERSEY BOYS: August Wilson, 245
W. 52nd St. 212-239-6200. LATINOLOGUES: Helen
Hayes, 240 W. 44thSt. 212-239-6200, THE LIGHT
IN THE PIAZZA: Vivian Beaumont, Lincoln Center,
212-239-6200. MAMMA MIA!: Winter Garden,
Broadway at SOth St. 212-239-6200. MONTY PY-
THON'S SPAMALOT: Shubert, 225 W. 44th St. 212-
239-6200. THE ODD COUPLE: Brooks Atkinson, 256
W. 47thSt. 212-307-4100. ONE-MAN STAR WARS
TRILOGY: Lamb's Theatre, 130 W. 44th St. 212-239-
6200. ON SECOND AVENUE: J.C.C., 334 Amster
dam Ave. 212-239-6200. ORSON'S SHADOW:Bar-
rowStreet Theatre,27 Barrow St.212-239-6200 PETER
PAN: Theatre at Madison Square Garden, 4 Penn
Plaza. 212-307-1000. RFK: The Culture Project, 45
Bleecker St. 212-307-4100. SWEET CHARITY: Al
Hirschfeld, 302 W. 45thSt. 212-239-6200, THIRD:
MutaE. Newhouse, Lincoln Center. 212-239-6200.
THOM PAIN (BASED ON NOTHING): DR2, 103
E, 15thSt. 212-239-6200. THE 25TH ANNUAL PUT-
NAM COUNTY SPELLING BEE: Circle in the Square,
S0th St. between Broadway and Eighth Ave. 212°
239-6200. WAITING FOR GODOT: Theatre at
St. Clement's,423 W. 46thSt. 212-239-6200. WICKED:
Gershwin, 222 W. Sst St. 212-307-4100.

 

  

 

NIGHTLIFE
ROCK AND POP

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

B. B. KING BLUES CLUB & GRILL
237 W. 42ndSt. (212-997-4144)—Dec.10: Theeter-
nl funk of Morris Day and the Time. Dec. 12-13:
Mos Def and Talib Kweli, the Brooklyn-bom mcs
whofirst made their name in the nmeties with the
underground hip-hop outfit Black Star, are back tour
ing together—sronically for musicians whose carcers
started in such a noncommercial direction—to pro-
mote thePlayStation Portable system. Of the two,
Mos Def has enjoyed greater fame, as an actor and
for his experiments witha synthesis of rock and rap.
Kweli’s mustc has continually earned cntical acclaim
for its pointed social commentaries. He released his
most recentsolo album, “Right About Now: The OF
ficial Sucka Free Mix CD,
BOWERY BALLROOM
6 Delancey St. (212-533-2111)—Dec. 8: Thehighly
viscous psychedelic rock of Dead Meadow, from
Washington, D.C. Dec. 10: Railroad Earth fuses
bluegrass, country, jazz, Celtic folk rock, and even
the odd bit of zydeco into a rollicking mix.
BOWERY POETRY CLUB
308 Bowery, at Bleecker St. (212-614-0505}—Dec.
10: TheScene Is Now, a downtown chamber-pop
ensemble that dates back to 1982, plays tunes from
ats latest album, “Songbirds Lie.” The group's found-

  

es, the lyricist, puitanst, and singer Chis Nelson and
the keyboardist Philp Dray (who 1s also a historian
and a Pulitzer Prize finalist), came out of NewYork’s
No Wave min-scene in the late seventies. Their work
combines a love of classic rock with deadpanhumor
and erudite and arcanelyrics. The band’s been under
the radar for much of us existence, butt had a well
deserved rock-star moment this past summer while
opening for Yo La Tengo, which did a mean cover
Of its song “Yellow Sarong.”
BROOKLYN LYCEUM

227 Fourth Ave. at President St., Park Slope (718-
857-4816}—Dec.10: The Sharp Things, a sprawl-
ing. nsemble led by the pianist Perry Serpa, spe-
cializesin lush, retro pop. Gueststars, puppets, and
poetry are promised for thar holiday show.
CANAL ROOM
285 West Broadway (212-941-8100)—Dec. 12:
‘The Sister Gertrude Morgan Experience. This show
supports a toy drive for victums of Hurricane Ka-
trina. The main attraction1sthe presence of a Cres-
cent City legend, or at least her voce. The singing,
ofSister Gertrude Morgana New Orleans preacher,
painter, and poet whodicd in 1980,is featured on
a propulsive newalbumcrafted by the producer
King Britt. One of Brtt’s earher outfits, Digable
Planets, will also perform a dy. set.
IRVING PLAZA

17Irving PL, at 15th St. (212-777-6800)—Dec. 7:
Tosca, a side project of the dance-floor king Rich-
ard Dorfmeister, featuringthe classical pianist Ru-
pert Huber: Thepair have been turning out entranc-
ing albums for nearly a decade, but thisis their first
US. tour. Dec. The beloved bar band Marah, for-
merly of Philadelphia and now of Brooklyn. Dee. 10:
The EastVillageOpera Company gives a guitarcrunch
todassic overtures.
JOE'S PUB
425Lafayette St. (212-539-8777}—Dec.8: Kelly Joe
Phdps, a lapsed jazz guttarist who nowplays acous-
tne countryblues. With the Virginia songwriter Paul
Curreri. Dec. 8-10: Betty, the pop-rock-cabaret band
led by Ekzabeth Ziff, Alyson Palmer, and Amy Ziff,
rings in the holidays. Also on Dec. 10: Travis Sulli
van’ Bjorkestra rearranges theIcelandic dynamo’ rep-
ertoire for ancighteen-piece Jazz, band, Dec. 11: It’s
Christmas mn Killamey with the Celtic group Teada.
MERCURY LOUNGE
217 E. HoustonSt. (212-260-4700)—Dec.8: The
local quartet Group Sounds takes great joyin up-
dating the mod approach of the Clash, the Jam,
and other long-gone 1cons. Dec. 10: The anguished
soundscapes of the string trio ‘Tarantula A.D. Dec.
11: Laura Veirsis a singer-songwriter from Seattle
with the look of an eamestlibrarian andthe imag-
nation of a gifted author
NEW YORK SOCIETY FOR ETHICAL CULTURE
2 W. 64th St. (212-874-5210)—Dec. 7 and Dec. 9:
Donovan, the premier practitioner of faneaful psyche
delic pop and ethereal folk rock, 1s on tour, cclebrat-
ing forty years of single-name recognition. Dec. 8:
Blackmore’ Night,a Renaissance-musicensemble with
a curious pedigree, offers a holiday program. Some ten
years ago, Rutchie Blackmore, a heavy-metal guitarist
known for his work with the bands Deep Purple and
Rainbow, started recording with Candice Night, a
model tured singer with a passion for old music—
very old music. In 1997, they released the first Black-
mores Night album, “Shadow of the Moon,” which
includes a contnbution fromthe original rockeand-roll
minstrel, the flurst lan Anderson, of Jethro Tall.
NOKIA THEATRE TIMES SQUARE
Broadway at 44thSt. (212-307-7171)—Dec.11
Fiona Apple, the outspoken, smoky-voiced chanteuse
with a reputation for eccentricity, has returned with
a new album,“Extraordinary Machine,” the subject
Offierce Internet discussion prior to its release.
NORTHSIX
66 N.6th St., Williamsburg, Brooklyn (718-599-
5103)—Dee. 7: The Subways, a young Brush tr10,
trades in plaintive guitar-driven rock and exhorta-
tnons of teen-age dissatisfaction.
ROSELAND

239 W. 52nd St. (212-307-7171)—Dec. 9: X, the
band that put California on the punk-rock map,
rose out of Los Angeles in the late seventies, rid-
ing high on the manic rockabilly guttar of Billy
Zoom and theoff-kilter harmonies of the bassist =
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John Doe and the vocalist Exene Cervenka. Over
more than half a dozen albums, X evolved from
playing a slam-dance style to embracingroots rock
and Americana and prefiguring the alt-country
movement. Zoomdeparted in the mid-cighties, but
he returned in 1998 andrestored the band’s sig-
nature bite
TONIC
107 Norfolk St. (212-358-7503)—Dec. 10: The
Akron/Eamily plays passionate and unorthodox
folk music that embraces dissonantrock guitar and
Beach Boys-like vocal harmonies.
WARSAW

261 Driggs Ave., Brooklyn (718-387-0505)—Dec.
10: The New York trio Soulive delivers a mash of
jazz, funk, soul, and hip-hop.
WEBSTER HALL
125 E, 11th St. (212-353-1600}—Dec. 9: The Insh
yocalist Sinéad O'Connorperforms material from
her newalbum, “Throw Down Your Arms,” a col-
Tection of reggae songs she recorded with the leg-
endary Jamaican rhythm section Sly and Robbie,
whojoin her here.
 

JAZZ AND STANDARDS

BLUE NOTE
131 W. 3rd St. near Sixth Ave. (212-475-8592}—
Dec. 6-11: Chris Botti, who looks like Sting (a for-
mer employer) and sounds like a diluted Miles
Dauis, plays middlebrow jazz. at its least taxing.
DIZZY'S CLUB COCA-COLA

Broadway at 60th St. (212-258-9595)—Dec.6-11.
Donal Fox’s Monk and Bach Project. Fox, a pia-
nist as fluentin classical music as he is in jazz,
brings together his two lovess he has a pair of sen~
sitve collaborators in the bassist George Mraz and
the drummer Lewis Nash.
FEINSTEIN'S AT THE REGENCY

540 Park Ave.,at 61stSt. (212-339-4095}—Through
Dec. 10 and again from Dec. 16-31: Michael Fein-
stein performs his seasonal show. Dec. 12-15: The
Broadway standout Rebecca Luker, a’Tony nomi-
nee in 2000forherrole in “The Music Man,” pays
tribute to female songwriters old and new.
IRIDIUM
1650 Broadway, at 51st St. (212-582-2121}—Dec.
7-11: Fusion lives again when the drummer Steve
Smith stops by with his Vital Information band;
it includes Tom Coster, a keyboardist for Santana
back in the seventies, and the guitarist Frank Gam-
bale, formerly of the Chick Corea Elektric Band.
Mondays belong to the electric-guitar mnovator
Les Paul. The Mingus Big Bandtakes over on
Tuesdays.
JAZZ GALLERY

290 Hudson St., near Spring St. (212-242-1063})—
Dec. 9-10: The eclecue saxophonist and composer
Peter Apfelbaum, who was recently spotted jam-
ming at Roseland with former Phish guitarist Trey
Anastasio, leads hus New York Hieroglyphics band.
Dec. 13: The pianists Luis PerdomoandJason Lind-
ner go head to head.
JAZZ STANDARD
116 E, 27th St. (212-576-2232)—Dec. 8-11: The
hard-grooving triumvirate of the guitarist Peter
Bernstein, the keyboardist Larry Goldings, and the
drummer Bill Stewart.
SWEET RHYTHM
88 Seventh Ave. ., at Bleecker St. (212-255-3626}—
‘The drummer Rashicd Ali used to tangle with John
Coltranein high-poweredduets. On Dec. 8 he takes
onthe saxophonist Sonny Fortune.
TOWN HALL

123 W. 43rdSt. (212-840-2824)—Dec. 8: The
jazz-diva aspirant Jane Monheitoffers holiday
fare from her new album, “The Season”
VILLAGE VANGUARD

178 Seventh Ave. §., at 11th St. (212-255-4037}—
Dec. 6-11: Joe Lovano. Whether working with a
lean rhythm section or a beefed-up ensemble like
the eleven-picce unithe fronts here, the saxophon-
ist remains one of the most satisfying improvisers
of our time, and a bandleader who chooses his
company wisely.TheVanguardJazz Orchestra holds
swayon Mondays.

 



MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

METROPOLITAN MUSEUM
Fifth Ave. at 82ndSt. (212-535-7710}—Thedevotional
paintings in “Fra Angelico” are hit upwith heavenly
blues, blood reds, andpure golds. Rewarding long con-
templation, they canfeellike loveletters, passed down
throughthe centuries from the fifteenth-century ‘Tus-
canartist. Through Jan. 29. # “Vincentvan Gogh: The
Drawings.” Through Dec. 31. ¢ The Bntish Museum.
was founded in 1753, andits collection of drawings
numbers some fifty thousand. It's no wonder that
‘Americans have never before seen most of the mas:
terworks presented in“Clouet to Seurat: French Draw
ings fromthe British Museum.” Jean Clouet (ca. 1475-
ca. 1541) starts things off with the lovely, wimpled
head of an amused-looking maiden, andthings pro-
ceedapace through the rosteroffamous French names,
until Degas wins the nineteenth-century laurels with
twoarresting images, one a pair of ballerinas picked
out in thinnedoil paint on electric green paper,
the other a portly lady gogeling back at us through
field glasses. Through Jan. 29. ¢ “Prague: The Crown
of Bohemia, 1347-1437.” ThroughJan. 3. # The pre-
Photoshopimages in “The Perfect Medium: Photog-
raphy and the Occult” were purported todepict ghosts,
spint writing, ectoplasm, andthelike. Through Dec:
31. ¢ “David Milne Watercolors: ‘Painting Toward the

   

  

Light?” A subset of a larger show organized by the CRARVET GLEDESLIRFERS
Art Gallery of Ontano, these forty-five watercolor de- WITH MATCHING CASE,$295
pictions of New York State scenes provide a rare chance ARGENTTGREACONTE
to sce the work of the Canadian artist (1882-1953) : AND ON
outside his home country. Through 29. (Open THe MEN'S SIORE 2122/037200
Tuesdays through Sundays, 9:30to 5:30, and Fnday WWW.BERGDOREGOODMAN COM:
andSaturday evenings until 9.)oe BERGDORF G@DDMAN11 W. S3rdSt. (212-708-9400)—“Beyond the Visi-
ble: The Art of Odilon Redon”spansthe French sym-
bolise’s work from nightmarish charcoal drawings to
jewel-toned oils and pastels. Through Jan. 23. # The
retrospectiveexhibition “Elizabeth Murray” includes
many of the shaped andsplintered canvases covered
with energizing color combinationsfor whichthe art
ist 1s best known.In the second-floor galleries, a se-
lection of Murray's prints adapt similar techniques to
paper. Through Jan. 9. ¢ The feverpitch of post-9/11
anxiety is simultaneously stoked andsuppressed in
“SAFE: Design Takes on Risk,” an exhibition of ob-
jects designed to ward off, stanch, or manage disas
tetThrough Jan.2. (Open Wednesdays through Mon
days, 10:30 to5:30, and Friday evenings untl 8.)
GUGGENHEIM MUSEUM

Fifth Ave.at 89th St. (212-423-3500)—The sprawling
exhibition “Russia!” includes most everything you
might think couldfit under that rubric: gilt religious
scons dating fromthe Middle Ages, Renaissance-era
Western European paintings from imperial collections,
romannezed portraits of peasantlife, socialist-realist
propaganda, early modernist masterworks from the
collections of industnalists, videos made just this yeat
Through Jan. 11. (OpenSaturdays through Wednes
days, 10io 5:45, andFridays, 10 0 8)
WHITNEY MUSEUM OF AMERICAN ART
MadisonAve, at 75th St. (800-944-8639)—*The Art
of Richard Tuttle.” Through Feb. 5. # Ed Ruscha’sin-
stallationof paintings “Course of Empire”—which
shares a name and theme with Thomas Cole’s 1833-
1836 cycle of paintings, in the New-York Historical
Society's permanent collection—was a hit at the Ven-
ice Biennale and is on view at the Whimey through
Jan. 29. # “Raymond Pettibon.” Thirty-seven draw-
ings and ananimated film. Through Feb. 19, # The
retrospective “Oscar Bluemner: A Passion for Color”
reveals a painter (1867-1938) whomelded Old World
influences with an architect’training and eye—up-
dated later by the lessons of the Fauves, Die Briicke,
andartists like Franz Marc—to produce images of
buildings and landscapes broken intobright structural
shards, like segments of stained glass. ThroughFeb.
12. ¢ “Still Life: A Vital Theme.” ThroughJan. 15.
(Open Wednesdays, Thursdays, and weekends, 11 to
6, and Fridays, 1 to 9.)
AMERICAN MUSEUM OF NATURAL HISTORYSeaeRO BURBERRY
win”traces the discoveries and influence of the great
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naturalist (1809-82) with, among other things, a re-
creation of his study, samples of fossils hecollected,
and live specimensof the tortoises, frogs, and iguanas
that he encountered mn hus travels to the Galapagos
Islands. Through May 29. # “Dinosaurs: Ancient Fos-
sils, New Discoveries,” a reviewof recent develop-
ments in the study of dinosaurs, provides insight
into howthe animals moved through ther world.
ThroughJan. 8. # “The Butterfly Conservatory: Trop-
ical Butterflies Alive in Winter” 1s back for an eighth
year. Through May 29. (Open daily, 10 to 5:45.)
DRAWING CENTER
35 Wooster St. (212-219-2166)—*Persistent Vestiges:
Drawing from the American-Vietnam War.” In the
main gallery, two youngVietnamese-Americans—Dinh
Q.Lé andBinh Danh—share space with protest vet-
rans Nancy Spero and Martha Rosler, while across
the street the Drawing Roompresents sketches by
Vietnamese “combat artists” whoreported from the
front. Both Lé and Danh use photography to evoke
the conflict’s mourfallegacy: Lés woven photocol-
lages mix move stills with documentary images, while
Danh transfers portraits, eenly, onto dry leaves. Spe-
r0's anguished murals are populated by fire-dropping
helicopters, and Rosler’s famous scries “Bringing the
War Home” inserts soldiers and explosions into com-
placent home-décor scenes (here presented in the ong-
inal, cut-paper versions). Meanwhile, Nguyen Cong Do,
Nguyen Thu, Nguyen Van Da, Quang Tho, Truong
Hicu, and Va Giang Huong concentrate on camara-
dene: Their quick, mtense pen-and-ink drawings and
watercolors show soldiers—many of them women—
working, eating, and talking, while villagers in con
cal hats pole their skaffs throughrice paddies.Through
Feb. 113 the Drawing Roomportion of the show
closes Dec. 21. (Open "Tuesdays through Fridays, 10
to6, and Saturdays, 11 to 6.)
FRICK COLLECTION

1 E. 70th St. (212-288-0700}—Some one hundred
amntings by the Netherlandish artist Hans Mem-

Ring (ca. 1435-94) survives of the thirty portrats,
wentyare at the Frick for the exhibition “Mem
ling’s Portraits.” ‘Through Dec. 31. (Open ‘Tuesdays
through Saturdays, 10 to 6, and Sundays, 11 to 5.)
NEUE GALERIE
1048 Fifth Ave,, at 86th St. (212-628-6200)—“Egon
Schiele,” an exhibition of more than a hundred

Te andfifty pantings and drawings by the Austrian art-
ist, who died in 1918, at the age of twenty-eight.
Through Feb. 20. (Open Fridays, 11 to 9, and Sat-
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Borders Folk music expert Sarah Gudmundson says: urdays through Mondays and Thursdays, 11 to 6.)
“Nothing adds depth to vocal harmonies like shared history,
as Canadian folk singers Kate and Anna MeGarrigle demonstrate

GALLERIES-UPTOWNin collaborative holidayeffort that brims with an easygoing
warmth and charm "

Galleries are usually open Tuesdays through Sat-
urdays, from around 10 or 11 to between 5 and
6;please call thegallery for exact hours.

   
   

She McGARRIGLE
CHRISTMAS HOUR

KATEand ANNA McGARRIGLE CHARLES BURCHFIELD

4 While most serious painters ofhisgeneration worked
im oil, Burchfield (1893-1967), an Ohio native, took.
on watercolor, the preferred medium of ladies and
Sunday painters. The landscapes of this preeminent
naturalist range from visionaryto realist. “The But-
terfly Tree,” a bright concoction in tropical yellow
andblack that leans toward abstraction, represents
the formersthe muted, gray-blue image of the “House
onAllen Road, North of Sardinia” the lattez One
can sce why Burchfield has never approached the
renown of contemporaries like Hopper, whose
works are lodged in the American unconscious; only

 
The acclaimed singer-songwriters and their extended musical family a few, like “The Dark Ravine”or “Sunlight Behind

evokethespirit of the season in the manner of a parlor gathering TwoPanes” he at something complex ornt
thatincludes Emmylou Harris, Rufus Wainwright, and Martha Wainwright, (oC Moore; 724Hith aesNAT211) sone
among others The McGarrigle Christmas Hourfeatures a varied program oreFAnyibOLLOte’ 7 BEmEne. 1K

of fresh originals, evergreen standards, traditional melodies in English Richard Tuttle made the clever suggestion that a dia-
and French, and contemporary tunes Togue between Jackson Pollock's paintings and the Art

Nouveau glassworks of Lous Comfort Tiffany might
reveal something about each; Jack ‘Tilton has carned

BORDERS. out the tdea with a two-room exhibition that sets
stained-glass lamps and blown-glass vases against Ab
Ex drip pantings.The twoapproaches toline and light
arysupaharmonious2 se cae ots starry

ste-omblack dnpped collage that one could imagine
Deuaes as the night sky over moonlit rushes on a glass lamp-
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shade. Downstairs, the Dutchartist Strik’s stitched-over
photographs seemto be onthe edge of the conversa-
tion, with colorfulcontours delicately embroidered on
or aroundvaguely familiar images. Through Dec.23.
(Jack Tilton, 8 E. 76th St. 212-737-2221.)

Short List

ELLIOTT ERWITT: Houk, 745 Fifth Ave. 212-750-
7070. Through Jan. 14. ALBERTO GIACOMETTI:
PaceWildenstein, 32 E. 57th St. 212-421-3292.
Through Dec. 17, JOHN GRAHAM: Stone, 113
E. 90th St. 212-987-4997. ThroughDec. 22. PHILIP
GUSTON: McKee, 745 Fifth Ave. 212-688-5951.
Through Dec. 17. YVES KLEIN: & Arts, 45
E. 78thSt. 212-861-0020. ThroughDec. 10. BARRY
LE VA: Mary Boone, 745 Fifth Ave. 212-752-
2929. Through Dec. 17. COLLIER SCHORR: Roth,
160A E. 70th St. 212-717-9067. Through Dec. 17.
CY TWOMBLY: Gagosian, 980 MadisonAve., at
76th St. 212-744-2313. Through Dec. 24.

 

  

   

 

GALLERIES-CHELSEA

APRIL GORNIK
‘The drama ofclouds, sunsets, and storms onthe sea
harks back to nineteenth-century Romantic painting,
but Gornik goes a step further. Where old-school
landscapeartists like Constable faithfully captured
weather patterns, she makes a case for painting as
metaphor for meteorology: a realm of spectacular ef-
fects. Bniliant blue pecks through clouds mn “Spinning
Sky” pmk and orange morphin “Sunsetat the Equa-
tox” The dialogue between painting and photogra-
phyis also implicit, since Gornik’s canvases have
a slick look that conjures digital manipulations or
nineteenth-centuryphotographic-negative trickery. But
unlike those images, in which practitioners generally
covered their tracks, a closer look reveals the hand
of the artist, vividly present. Through Dec. 23. (Danese,
535 W. 24th St. 212-223-2227.)
RONI HORN
Hom’s objective—to demonstrate how things may
change and simultaneously remainthe same—remains
consistent. She’s done it with rivers, clowns, and or-
dinary people. Now the Frenchactress Isabelle Hup-
pert captured in hundred and ten photographs,
assuming rolesfrom her film careet. Using her face
alone, Huppert becomes everyonefromErica in “The
PianoTeacher” to Emmain “Madame Bovary.” Ac-
companying the photos are drawings that have been
cut up and reconstructed, so that their arcing nes
dance aroundthe page. Twoglass sculptures —op-
posingly weighty and fuminous—toy with minmal-
ist concerns. Thecolor red repeats throughout the
work, in the glass, the drawings, and the freckled
northern-Gallic coloning ofagrande Huppert. Through
Dec, 23. (Marks, 522 W, 22nd St. 212-243-0200.)
MIKE KELLEY
Kelley’s post-Halloweenfun house isfilled with vam-
pires, ghosts, and ghouls played by faux-adolescent
thesprans and leotard-clad dancers. A high-school
yearbook serves as the source forthis cacophonous
pageant. Onginal black-and-white yearbook photo-
graphs of teen-agers dressedin wacky costumes, en-
gaged in unidentifiable, extracurricularrites of pas-
sage, hang next to obsessivelyfaithful photographic
re-creations and pendant sculptures that spin and

ash with video images, and blurt out norse.
instinctis typically impeccable. He’s hit a rich

veinof collective memory and horror—depending on
one’s perspective—that looks from a remove like a
strange country. The germ ofthis 1s lost in execution,
however, becoming instead an over-funded carnival
of objects, images, and blaring sound. Through Dec.
17. (Gagosian, 555 W. 24th St. 212-741-1111.)
ANDY WARHOL

The male nude, frequently cropped tofocus on a key
anatomical detail, was a perennial subject for War-
hol, so it’s no surprise that a group of previously
unexhibited photographs fromthe late nineteen-
cighnes should pop upnearlytwentyyears later: What
is surprising is how flat and uninteresting they are.
Manyhave beenhiterally stitched together in gnds
of four or six identical black-and-white images—one
of the most elegant formats in Warhol’ repertoire of
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HARRY WINSTON
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‘Ft. Dix, NJ., 1951,”by Elliott Erwitt,from the show “Towards a SocialLandscape,” atHouk.

repetition—butare undermined here by lifeless ma-
terial, “BlowJob” (1964), screening connnuously in
the gallery’s side space, provides the rush of rude,
witty eroticismthat’s missing from the pleasure-
deprived main rooms. Through Dec. 17. (Cheim &
Read, 547 W. 25th St. 212-242-7737.)

Short List

TRACEY EMIN: Lehmann Maupin, 540 W. 26th St.
212-255-2923. Through Dec. 17, HANS. HAACKE:
Cooper, 534 W. 2st St 212-255-1105.Through Dec.
23. MAIRA KALMAN: Saul, 535 W. 22ndSt. 212
627-2410. Through Dec, 10, MARY ELLEN MARK:
Boesky, 535 W. 22nd St. 212-680-9889; and Rich-
ardson, $35 W. 22ndSt. 646-230-9610. ThroughDec.
23, TIM NOBLE AND SUE WEBSTER: Bortolami
Dayan, 510 W. 25th St. 212-727-2050. ThroughDec.
23. BILL VIOLA: James Cohan, 533 W. 26th St. 212-
714-9500, Through Dec. 22. REBECCA WARREN?
Marks, $23 W. 24th St. 212-243-0200. Through
Dec, 23. "TWIXT TWO WORLDS, OR THE UNINVITED
GUEST: A MAGICIAN AT THE SEANCE": Burgin, 243
W. 18th St. 212-462-2668. Through Dec. 10.

 

GALLERIES-DOWNTOWN

MARA BODIS-WOLLNER

For her NewYork solo début,this young photogra-
pher says she’s zeroing in on “the experience of dis-
appomtment amidst celebration.” But because her
subjects are almost exclusively women and gurls gath-
eredfor birthday, cocktail, or chnner parties, Bodis-
Wollner is also taking on the fraught dynamicsof fe-
malerelationships. In these carefully orchestrated
tableaux, she mvites us into minefields tnp-wired by
intricate webs of connection and exclusion. The ref-
erence point here 1s Tina Barney, who deploys her
patented blend of naturalism and artifice m similarly
social serangs. Although Bodis-Wollner’s work is more
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effortful than Bamey’s, when she loosens upshe has
aneloquence andprecisionall her own. Through Dec.
22. (Bekman, 6 Spring St. 212-219-0166.)
FRED EERDEKENS
series of sculptures toying with light, Eerdekens’s
objects concentrate on language. What appear to be
abstract curlicues of aluminum or copper wire resolve
their cast shadowsinto scripted sentences, while faux
buts of nature—anartificial tree,sunlight on water rep-
resented byspotlights on bits of mirror scattered on
the floor—also yield up written messages. I'S an ap-
pealing, if not entirely original, idea, executed 1n sen-
sitive, if not masterly, terms. Through Dec. 22. (Spen-
cer Brownstone, 39 Wooster St. 212-334-3455.)
KEHINDE WILEY
Equestrian portraits of generals and royals by David,
Le Brun, Rubens, and Velézquez. are remagined with
black men sitting inthe saddles andwearing baseball
caps and Nikes. Militarsm, patriotism, heroism, and
kitsch mixin the enormous, hyperrealist images, in
which camouflage outfits, tattoos, and gold jewelry
figure prominently. Ita brillant idea, and1toobad
that the paintings are so vociferouslytacky—a less
ironic homagetothe onginal artists would have
brought Wiley’s pot home more forcefully. A short
“making-of” video speaks to this, documenting the
photo shootthat establishedthe poses. Whileatrainer
‘gets the steeds to champ andrear, the young models
practice gestures of leadership and valor with formi-
dable natural majesty. Through Dec. 10. (Deitch, 76
Grand St. 212-343-7300.)

   

“THE NUTCRACKER”
NewYork City Ballet performs Balanchine’s ver
ston of this classic Christmas story, which captures
the poignancyof the momentat which a girl 1s
aboutto leave her childhood behind. (New York
State Theatre, Lincoln Center. 212-870-5570. Dec.

68at 6, Dec. 9 at 8, Dec. 10 at 2 and 8, Dec. 11
at 1 and S, andDec. 13 at 6. Through Dec. 30.)
ALVIN AILEY AMERICAN DANCE THEATRE

In its secondof five weeks at City Center, Alvin Ailey
has a premiére of a new work by Ronald K. Brown,
the creator of the most original dances to enter the
company’s repertory in the past few years, Like his
earler works “Grace” and “! ang, Nia,” “Ife/My_
Heart”is a spiritual joumey, but this thirdeffort 1s
more inwardlydirected. Looselyfollowing three fam-
ilics, “Ife” portrays an attempt to spread love from
the home, where it starts, tothe world, which needs
it. Also premigrng 1s a new production of “Urban
Folk Dance,” a lovean-the-catyquartet byanother of
the company’s favorite choreographers, the late Ulysses
Dove. (131 55thSt. 212-581-1212. Dec. 7-9 at8
Dec. 10 at 2 and 8, Dec. 11 at 3 and 7:30, and Dec.
13 at7. Through Jan. 1.)
ARMITAGE GONE! DANCE
Karole Armutage’s work has always come in trendy
packages.In the eighties, it was East Village chic; now
its Benetton-ad multicultural. But deeper down, the
dances show a true classics, twisting, and extending,
ballet la Balanchine. For her new piece, “In This
DreamThat Dogs Me,” theset, once again by David
Salle, incorporates red velvet curtains andcalligraph-
ically arranged piping. Calligraphyalso marks the
choreography, the movement now sinuous, now an-
gular. Kramping, the frenetic Los Angeles street form,
makes a bnief appearance, but the heart of the work
ssa series of pas de deux 1nwhicha woman 1sclearly
m control—no matter how languorous she seems,
how hauled, bent, or stretched. With live mustc by
Annie Gosfield. (The Duke on 42nd Street, 229
W. 42nd St. 212-239-6200. Dec. 6 and Dec. 8-9 at
8, Dec. 10 at 2. and 8, Dec. 11 at 2 and 7, and Dec.
13 at 8. Through Dec.18.)
SASHA WALTZ
‘The German choreographer returns to BAMwith
“Impromptus,” a set of dances set topranopieces by
Schubert. Upona striking set of raked platforms that
incorporate a sunkenpool, the dancers run in circles,
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stopping, starting, and reversing,as f they were play-
ing Red Light, Green Light. Though moments of
whimsical humor and invention erupt, the presiding,
tone ritualistic, so that when the performers smear
poster paint on one another and the floor, their get-
ting dirty seems less playful than Freudian, With ac-
companimentby the pianist Cnstina Marton and the
mezzo-soprano Judith Simonis. (BAM’s Howard Gil
man Opera House, 30 Lafayette Ave. 718-636-4100.
Dec. 6 and Dec. 8-10at 7:30.)
BALLET HISPANICO
Tina Ramure7’s troupe has Broadwayghtter and bal-
let chops, and so does Pedro Rutz, the charismatic
Cuban-born principal (and promising choreogra-

 

NEW YORK THEATRE BALLET

‘Anhourlongchild-friendly version of “The Nut-
cracker” (Florence Gould Hall, 55 E. 59th St. 212-
307-4100. Dec. 9 at 10 AM. and noon and Dee. 10-
11 at 11 AM, 1, and 3:30, Through Dec. 18.)
GOLDEN DRAGON ACROBATS
‘The troupe from Henan, China, continues its run.
(New Victory Theatre, 209 W. 42nd St. 212-23
6200. Dec. 9 at 7, Dec. 10 at 2 and 7, and Dec. 11
at noonand 5. Through Jan. 1.)
ADRIANE FANG AND COLLEEN THOMAS
‘Two consummate performers, knownmostly for their
participation in the companies ofothers (Doug Va-
rone andBill Young, respectively), present an evening

 

 

TABLES FOR TWO
AOC. BEDFORD

14 Bedford St. (212-414-4764)—A.O.C., mean-
ing appellation d’origine contrélée, is the desig-
nation that the French give to foodstuffs whose
production is limited to specific regions—cham-
pagne, for example, or Camembert. While the
menu at A.O.C. Bedford abounds in such ingre-
dients, and withtheir Spanish equivalents, labelled
D.O.for denomunaciénde ongen,the restaurant's
name has a fussier vibe thanthe place itself, a
snug bistro tucked awayin the Village. The small
room is so cozythat you expect an openfires in-
stead, red painted walls, patches of exposedbrick,
and lowish ceilings with wooden beamsare suf-
fused bycandlelight.

While the cooking here 1s on the ambitious
side, many of the most successful dishes have a
hearty simplicity. A rich pumpkin soup contains
thick strands of sautéed onion, andthe outstand-
ing gnocchi come in a sauce of Cabrales cheese,
brownedon top. A signature dish is suckling pig,
aloiwith succulent, crispy skin. This 1s one of
several dishes that are plated or prepared at one’s
table Such rituals can often seemperfunctory and

 

embarrassing, but here, despite the tiny space, the
staff conveys real enjoyment. But subtler flavors on
the menu could sometimes be more imaginatively
handled. An artichoke salad was unmemorable and
adish insouciantly billed as “Lettuce” turned out
to be a straightforward Caesar salad. One excep-
ton, though, 1s the artful octopus-carpaccio appe-
tizer. Consisting ofdelicate tentaclessliced in cross-
section a few microns thick, drizzled with olive oil,
andspread in a widecircle,this spectacular dish
has the mottled appearance of antique marble.

Desserts vary, but its a fair bet that there will
be a tarte Tatin—the apples have a fine dark, car-
amelized flavor, but the pastry ought to be more
delicate—anda créme briilée thatis blowtorched
before one’s eyes. The invariable specialty of the
house, however,is a gorgeous crépe Suzette.This,
too, is prepared tableside, so that as the evening
progresses, the restaurantgradually fills with the
smell of butter and orange. (Open dailyfor din-
ner. Entrées $20-$32.)

—Leo Carey

 

pher) whohas danced with the company for two
decades. In a special farewell program on Dec. 6
(repeated at the Dec. 10 matinée), Ruiz performs
two RaménOller dances, “Tears for Violeta” and

Sypsy-inflected “BuryMe Standing,” Rounding
out the bill is Ruiz’s own retro-suave “Club Ha-
vana” (2000), which luxuniates in intricate, stylish
partnering, (Joyce Theatre, 175 Eighth Ave. 212-242-
0800. Dec. 6-9 at 8, Dec. 10 at 2 and 8, and Dec.
11 at 2 and 7:30.)
“PRONE”

In John Jasperse’s latest piece,the audience participates
by lying downamong the three dancers. (The Kitchen,
512 W. 19th St. 212-255-5793. Dec. 6-7 at 8, Dec.
8-10 at 7 and 9, and Dec. 13 at 8. ThroughDec. 17.)
SIDE ONE POSTHUME THEATRE
Pascal Rambert, the Paris-based avant-garde direc-
tor of “Gilgamesh,” 1s now concerned with the ex-
pulsion of humans—fromthe garden (by God),
from thecenter of the universe (per Copernicus),
and so on. Consequently, the nude mnocents in
Rambert’s “Paradis (Unfolding Time)”are banished
fromcenter stage and forced to skirt the edges of
a large mat, where they performstrange calisthen-
ics while brandishing paperfans, crawl under blan-
kets, and recite text into microphones. (Dance The-
atre Workshop, 210 W. 19th St. 212-924-0077. Dec.
7-10at 7:30.)
“"BALLETTO STILETTO"

‘Thefeisty downtown choreographer Heich Latsky’s
holiday show 1s a party-girl adaptation of the Broth-
ers Grimmtale “The Twelve Dancing Princesses.”
(La Mama E.T.C,, 74A E. 4th St. 212-475-7710. Dec.
8-10 at 7:30 and Dec. 11 at 2:30 and7:30. Through
Dec.18.)

    

  

  

 

  

of ther own accomplished choreography, with three
works each. “Alpha Damsel,” the shared Danspace
Project program, 1s rich and vanied. Fang’s “Roses”
poses Clare Byrne as an antique portrart, stock-still
for a full minute; slowly, Fang tests a tentative and
precariousintimacy.The dancers inThomas's “Taken,”
by contrast, shake even when they’re rooted to 4
spot; when theymove, they explode in cantilevered
motion so extreme it could be supernatural posses-
sion, (St. Mark's In-the-Bowery, Second Ave.at 10th St.
212-674-8194.Dec. 9-10at 8:30 and Dec. 11 at 7:30.)
PAT CATTERSON
Exactly thirty-five years after her first New York per
formances, the seventies veteran presents a program
of new work. In the triptych “Exposure,” the first
part puts her mostly college-age ensemble in poses
taken from nineteenth-century female statues in a Pa-
risian graveyard; the second wraps naked fifty-
olds m towels; and the last a septuagenarian
amongfashion-magazine images. Catterson alsobreaks
‘out her tap shoes for a solo, and revels in her own
noisemaking. (Merce Cunningham Studio, 55 Be-
thune St. 212-260-1834. Dec. 9 at 9, Dec. 10 at 8,
and Dec, 11 at 3.)

   

 

CLASSICAL MUSIC
OPERA

METROPOLITAN OPERA
Dec. 7 at 8 and Dec. 10 at 1:30: Ruth Ann Swen-
son(singing the role of Micaela) and Denyce Graves
(in the title role) add their star power to the ongo-
ing revival of “Carmen,” with the estimable Mar-



cello Giordani as Don José and Erwin Schrott, a rs-
ing young baritonein Europe, as Escamillo; the
excellent Phihppe Jordan conducts. # Dec. 8 and
Dec. 12 at 8: The world-premiére performances of
Tobias Picker's “An American Tragedy.” an opera
based on the Theodore Dreiser novel, continue,
featuring a gilt-edged cast that includes Patricia Ra-
cette, Susan Graham, Dolora Zayck, Willam Bur-
den, and Nathan Gunn(along with Jenmfer Lar
more, in a cameorole). Francesca Zamibellodirects;
James Conlon. # Dec. 9‘at 8: “La Bohéme?” with Her
Kyung Hong, Alexandra Deshorties, Roberto Aron-
xca, andVladimur Chernov; Philippe Auguin, # Dec.
10 at 8 and Dec. 13 at 7:30: Anna Netrebko and
Rolando Villazon, who inlast summer’s Salzburg
Festival performances of“La Traviata” proved them-
selves the most combustible operatic duo around,
take the roles of Gilda and the Duke in a revival of
thegrandiloquent Otto Schenk production of“Rigo-
letto.” Carlo Guelfi (in the title role), Nancy Fabr-
ola Herrera, and Enc Halfvarson round out the fine
cast; Asher Fisch, (Metropolitan Opera House. 212-
362-6000.)
AMATO OPERA
‘Anthony Amato’ shoestring company, housed in a
tmyold-timetheatre on the Lower East Side, cele-
brates the holidays with its production of Lehar’s
“The MerryWidow”—sungin English, as the com-
poser would have wanted. (Amato Opera Theatre,
319 Bowery, at 2nd St. 212-228-8200,Dec.10 at
7:30 and Dec. 11 at 2:30. Through Jan. 8.)

 

 

HOLIDAY MUSIC

THE WAVERLY CONSORT:

“THE CHRISTMAS STORY”
Every year, Michael Jaffe’s medieval-music
group offers a program of Christmas hymns,
antiphons, and Mass settings from throughout
Europeatthe Cl museum, Upper Man-  

hattan’s authentically medieval venue. (Fort
‘Tryon Park. 212-650-2290. Dec. 10-11 at 1 and 3.)
“MESSIAH™

You might say thatTrinity Church has a Handel
tradition: the composer's holidayclassic (originally
composed for Lent) made its New World début
there m 1770, andit’s been performed there every
year since. Owen Burdick, using anedition based
on Handel’s last conducting score, directs the
church’s choir along with Rebel, New York’s
exceptional early-music group. (Broadwayat Wall
St. 212-279-4200. Dec. 11 at 3.)
METROPOLITAN MUSEUM

‘The gentlemen singers of Frederick Renz’s Early
Music New York ensemble, accompanied on
Renaissance instruments, performa selection of
Bohemiancarols, motets, and Hussite songs (along,
with Machaut’s immortal “Messe de Notre
Dame”), amid the intimate grandeur of the
Medieval Sculpture Hall. (Fifth Ave. at 82nd St.
212-570-3949, Dec, 11 at 6:30 and 8:30.)

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES

NEW YORK PHILHARMONIC
Rafael Frithbeck de Burgos, colorful European mae-
stroofsolid muscandhip and conventional tastes,
leads his first concert with the Philharmonic since
1970—a programincluding orchestral excerpts from
Wagner’s “Merstersinger” and “Tristan und Isolde,”
Saint-Saéns's Piano Concerto No. (with the redoubt-
able André Watts), and the Suttes Nos. 1 and 2 from
Falla’s “TheThree-Cornered Hat.” (Avery Fisher Hall.
212-875-5656. Dec. 7-8 at 7:30 and Dec. 10 at 8.)
‘CURTIS INSTITUTE OF MUSIC

CHAMBER ORCHESTRA
Jaime Laredo, keen appraiser of youngtalent, brings
the group up from Philadelphia for a special all-
Mozart concert that will include the Sinfonia Con-
certante in E-Flat Major(withLaredo, onviola, and

 

  

the violist Jennifer Koh as soloists) and the Sym-
phony No. 40. (Town Hall, 123 W. 43rd St. 212-
586-4680, Dec. 11 at 2.)
JUILLIARD ORCHESTRA

James Conlon leads the conservatory’s leading en-
semble (along with the Jutlliard Choral Union) in
‘Mahler’s Symphony No. 3.(Camegie Hall. 212-247-
7800. Dec. 11 at 3.)
 

RECITALS

"RICHARD GOODE AND FRIENDS”
The probing American pianist offers the latest in a se-
nies of concerts at Carnegie Hall. Dec. 7 at The
soprano DawnUpshaw, the pianist Jeffrey Kahane,
the violinist Colin Jacobsen, and other musicians jom
Goode for Haydn's Piano Troin E-Flat Major, Mo-
zart’ Sonata for Piano Four Hands, K. 497, anda se-
lection of songs by both composers. (Zankel Hall.) #
Dec. 11 at 4: Goode goes soloto offer a lecture and
concert devotedto Beethoven’s PianoSonata in A-Flat
Major, Op. 110. (Weill Recital Hall.) # Dec. 13 at
7:30: Beethoven's “Elegiac Song,” Op. 118,adds a
touch ofthe exotic to Goode’s programwith the Bren-
tanoString Quartet and the mezzo-soprano Tamara
‘Mumford,among others, which also features thecom-
poser’s Bagatelles, Op. 119, and Mozart's String Quin-
tet in D Majorand Piano Quartet in E-Flat May
(Zankel Hall.) (212-247-7800.)
GREENWICH HOUS! EYS TO THE FUTURE”
A two-concert festival concludes with three pianists
(including Molly Morkowski) offering works by
‘Andnessen, Del Tredici, Kernis, Lowell Liebermann
(a NewYork premiére), and David Lang, (46 Bar-
row St. 212-242-4770. Dec.8 at 8.)
"JUILLIARD YOUNG ARTISTS
AND THEIR MENTORS”

‘Thedistinguished pianusts Joseph Kalichstein and
BranZeger and the Juilliard String Quartet perform
music by Brahms (both versions of the Piano Quin-
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able,“It’s easy to forget they're
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CRITIC'S NOTEBOOK
MASTER’S CHOICE

Whatis Alfred Hitchcock's
greatest film? A large
retrospective ofhis work,
running through January 12
at Film Forum, prompts
the kind of question that
breaks up friendships. In
recent decades,critical

consensushas settled on
the American movies from
the fifties, especially the
complex fable ofvoyeurism
andfear “Rear Window”
andthe ravishingly beautiful
hallucinatory nightmare

 

“Vertigo.” Hitchcock,
however,often said thathis
ownfavorite was “Shadow
ofa Doubt,” from 1943,
in which a debonair
murderer ofwidows (Joseph
Cotten), who has a fully
worked-outnihilistic theory
ofexistence,settles into
peaceful Santa Rosa,
California. Hitchcock is
perverse enough to suggest
that the murderer's bitter
clarity is in greater touch
with life than is the feeble
virtue ofthe town’sresidents.
But Cotten’s killer meets
his match in a formidable
teen-ager—hisniece,
played by Teresa Wright—
who,instinctively decent,
sensesthat without
innocenceloveis not
possible. “Shadow of
a Doubt” mayor may not
be Hitchcock'sgreatestfilm,
butit’s his mostintimate
and heart-wrenching.

—DavidDenby

tet m F Minor), Wolf, and Mendelssohn (the Octet)
with thertalented students, mtwoseparate programs.
(Zankel Hall. 212-247-7800. Dec. 9-10 at 7:30.)
METROPOLITAN MUSEU. BEJUN MEHTA

Quite a fewopera fans who came to the Metto
hear last season’s “Rodelinda” got a pleasant
surprise in the form of Bejun Mehta, whoeasily
held hus own with the likes of Renée Fleming and
David Daniels. The countertenor’s next concert 1s at
the‘Temple of Dendur, where he'll offer a program
of songs by Mozart, Schubert, Wolf, and Finzi.
(Fifth Ave, at 82nd St. 212-570-3949. Dec.9 at 8.)
MILLER THEATR "SEXTETS AND SEPTETS”

A par-historical concert of works for strings by
Gibbons, Wuonnen, Bach, and Strauss (the ongi-
nal versionof “Mctamorphosen”), played by such
musiciansas the viohnist Jennifer Frautschi and the
cellist Fred Sherry. (Columbia Unversity, Broadway
at 116th St. 212-854-7799,Dec. 9 at 8.)
TRIO MEDIAEVAL
‘The ethereal female vocal tno offers “Seinte Mari
Moder Milde,” a concert of works hononng the Vir
gin Mary, including picces by Gavin Bryars and Iso-
bel Davies and a selectionof English and Norwegian
carols, (Weill Recital Hall, Carnegie Hall. 212-247-
7800, Dec. 10 at 7:30.)
EIGHTH BLACKBIRD
“Tocelebrate ther tenth anniversary, the feisty new-
music sextet offers “Lucid, Inescapable Rhythms,” a
concertfeaturing works by Lerdahl(“Fantasy Frudes”),
Higdon (a NewYork premi¢re), and Rzewski (92nd
Street Y, Lexington Ave. at 92ndSt. 212-415-5500.
Dec. 10 at 8.)
CHRISTOPH PREGARDIEN

“The German tenor, a noted singer of Classical opera
and Romantic lieder, sings Schubert's “Winterreise,”
accompanied by Dennis Helmnch, (Alice Tully Hall.
212-721-6500. Dec. 11 at 5.)

  

 

MOVIES
OPENING

BROKEBACK MOUNTAIN
Reviewed this week m The Current Cinema.(In
wide release.)
THE CHRONICLES OF NARNIA: THE LION,
THE WITCH AND THE WARDROBE

Reviewed this week in ‘The Current Cinema. (In
wide release.)
DIAS DE SANTIAGO

‘Thefirst feature from Josué Méndez, about a
young man whoreturns to unemployment in
Lima after his military service fighting guerrillas
in the Peruvian jungle. Opening Dec.8. (Pioneer
Theatre.)
EK AJNABEE

Anaction melodrama in which a wounded gang-
ster (Amitabh Bachchan) rescues a kidnapped child.
‘The title means “OneStranger” Directed by Apoorva
Lakhia. In Hindi. Opening Dec. 9. (Imagin-
Asian.)
FALLEN

Fred Kelemen directed this drama, about a man
who investigates a suicide that may not have oc-
curred. In Latvian and Russian. Opening Dec. 9.
(Anthology Film Archives.)
ISN'T THIS A TIME!

Pete Sceger, Peter, Paul, and Mary, Arlo Guthne,
the Weavers, and other folk musicians perform at
a 2003 concert in honor of the impresario Harold
Leventhal. Directed byJim Brown. Opening Dec.
9. (Quad Cinema.)
MAREBITO
A cameramancurious about a suicide on a Tokyo
metro discovers an alternate world of ghosts and
robots. Directed by Takashi Shimizu (“Ju-On”and
“The Grudge”). In Japanese. Opening Dec. 9. (An-
gelika Film Center)
MEMOIRS OF A GEISHA
Rob Marshall directed this adaptation of Arthur
Golden’s novel, with Zayt Zhang in the leadrole.
With Ken Watanabe and Michelle Yeoh. Opening
Dec.9. (In widerelease.)
MRS. HENDERSON PRESENTS

Based on the true story of the socialite impresario
Laura Henderson (Judi Dench), who shocked war-

nme London bysponsoring nude theatricals. With
Bob Hoskins and Chnistopher Guest. Directed by
Stephen Frears. Opening Dec. 9. (Angelika Film
Center and Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.)
THE POWER OF NIGHTMARES
Adam Curusdirected this documentary, which calls
into question the notion of an international terror-
ist conspiracy. Opening Dec. 9. (CinemaVillage.)
THE WORLD'S FASTEST INDIAN

‘The sentimental tale of Burt Munro(Anthony
Hopkins), who spent years trying to break the
land-spced record on his motorcycle. Directed by
Roger Donaldson. Opening Dec. 9. (Cinemas 1,
2, and 3 and Sunshine Cinema.)

  

 

NOW PLAYING

BEE SEASON
‘Young Eliza Naumann(Flora Cross) a champion
speller. This is a source of warmsansfaction toher
father (Richard Gere), whonot only thrumswith am-
binonfor his childrenbut also,as.a Kabbalistic scholar,
asserts that words cangrant access tothe divine—a
theory that 1s less likely to be embraced by anybody
listening to the script of this movie. Eliza has a brother
(Max Minghella) whois shopping around for reh-
gious experience, and a mother (Juliette Binoche)
Whose kleptomaniac leanings point to a calamity in
herpast. All un all, a happy California family, and if
youexpect toget a laugh, or even a fleeting smile,
‘out of their wide range ofdysfunctions, think again.
Every tremor1s treated with a frowning solemnity,
and only the haunted performances of thetwo younger
actors keep the movie alive. The spelling bees in which
Elza competes are drained ofall drama by thefloat-
ing, phantasmagone style that 1s favored by the di-
rectors, Scott McGehee and David Siegel. Previously,
they enjoyed some success with “The Deep End.”
‘This time, regrettably, they have moved to theother
end of the pool—ArthonyLane (Reviewed 1n our
issue of 11/14/05.) (In wide release.)
BE HERE TO LOVE ME
‘The Texan singer and composer Townes Van Zandt
died in 1997, Long before his death, he had—with-
out trymg, or even noticing—created something of a
cult. ‘That 1s seldoman enviable status, and Marga-
ret Brown's wise documentary scorns the cultish ap-
proach, preferring to level a sympathenc gaze at the
broken figure that Van Zandt used to cut, and to lis-
ten calmlyto the sadness that he left in his wake.
‘Through a blend ofphotographs and aging footage,
we watch the lankyboy grow taller bur never wider,
and leam with horror of the electric-shock treatment
administered to him in his youth. Ever after, there
‘was something stunned in his demeanor, and much
of the movie’ fascmation nses from the gulf between
the drug-dosed wildcat of legend—the guy with the
shotgun and the bottle of booze—andtheserene,
low-voiced charmer whomuses to the camera and
performshis wrenching songs in a croon not far from
a cry, We get some nwenty-five songs in all, plus tes-
tmonyfrom Kris Kristofferson, Willie Nelson, the
benignly indiscreet Guy Clark, and Emmylou Harris
(who givesevery sign of beng immortal). Brown
conawved her movie, she says, to be “vinyl, not CD,”
and the nde of st docs indeed deliver a rough-edged
truth—A.L. (Angelika Film Center)
THE BOYS OF BARAKA

In this closely observed documentary, Herd: Ewing,
and Rachel Grady follow four sweet, disuptive
twelve- and thirtoen-year-old boys whoare chosen
to leave the chaos of Baltimore's ineffectual public
schools for an experimental programat the Baraka
School, in Kenya. Their isolated existencein the vast,
andbush and the consistent attention of their new
teachers baffle them into working hard, and even
the most pugilistic soon see the wisdom of just doing,
whatthe teacher says. ‘The schoolcloses for security
reasons, truncating thar story, but poignant follow-
upscenes reveal the bittersweet transformation of 5
these wild, smart boys into mature young men who $
Knowwhatthey're missing out on and how far they
have to go—Shauna Lyon (Film Forum.)
BREAKFAST ON PLUTO
Patrick (Kitten) Braden (Cillian Murphy), an Insh
foundhng, grows up gay and glam m long hair and &
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dresses. He leaves his small town,falls in love with
an LR.A. gunrunner, looks for his mother in Lon-
don, where he becomes a prostitute, and gets ac-
cused of blowing up a disco. Neil Jordan’latest,
from screenplayby Pat McCabe (adapting his own
novel), 1s a picaresque—the Progress of a Cross-
Dresser. The movie has an exceptional sweetness:
Murphy, withhis ripe lips and big baby blues, makes
Patnck a love. Jordan displays his poetic resourceful-
ness as a filmmaker, but Patrick, 1t tums out, just
wants a lap to crawlinto, and his quest isn’t very in-
teresting, With StephenRea as a magician and Taam
Neeson as a prest who yields to temptation—Daviid
Denby (In wide release.)
CITY OF SADNESS
“This vastly ambitious drama about political strife in
‘Fanwan, from the island's liberation from Japan, in
1945, to the Communist takeover of China, in 1949,
dlistlls this timespan nto intumate sketches. The direc-
tor, Hou Hsiao-hsten, builds his film around a single
focal episode—the kalling, in 1947, bythe ruling Na-
tnonalists, of tens of thousands of their political oppo-
nents—through the storyofWen-ching (Tony Leung),
a deaf: mute portrait photographer, whose silent lucid
ityis an ironic critique of the postliberation hnguis-
tic wars that mirrored ‘Fawan’s cml conflict. Hou’s
extraordinanly controlled and well-constructed scenes,
which he films in longtakes, have a crystalline coher.
ence:his favorite trope 1s to shoot through doorways,
as if keeping his characters at a dignified, impassable
remove.If the film’s power ultimately washes out
against its broad narrative, the lasting impression is,
nonetheless of a director’ intenselypersonal struggle
at the crossroads of large-scale history and private
memory. Released in 1989. In Tanwanese, Mandarin,
Japanese, Cantonese, and Shanghainese—Richard
‘Brody (BAM Rose Cinemas; Dec. 11.)
DON QUIJOTE DE ORSON WELLES
Orson Welles’ unfinished “Don Quixote,” begun in
the nineteen-fiftics, ss set in a modernity with which
the self-dubbed knight-errant (Francisco Reiguera)
1s painfully out of touch: hetilts at a Vespa that he
thinks is carrying a woman off against her will. This
assemblage of Welles’s footage byJess Franco, from
1992, crude, gappy, and slapdash, but it hardly
matters: the pathos of Welles’s thinly veiled self-
portrait 1s almost unbearable, Welles himself was a quix-
One figure who so loved ficuon that he wandered the
world in quest of unwinnable battles—of which this
film 1s one-—R.B. (Walter Reade Theatre; Dec. 11.)
HARRY POTTER AND
THE GOBLET OFFIRE

Puberty 1s never a prettysight, but you have tosay
this for it: t doesn’t let wizards off the hook. Harry
Potter (Daniel Radcliffe) and his friend Ron (Ru-
pert Grint), now in their early teens, are beset by
the same vocal and emotional mayhem as their real-
Iife equivalents. Hermone (Emma Watson) shows
preternatural aplomb, but then she has been forty
since the age of ten. Their pleasant existence at Hog-
warts is disrupted bythe arnval of tworival schools;
each must furnish a contestant for the Trwuzard
Tournament, which is meant to demonstrate cour-
age but actually resembles the lower strain of Jap-
anese game show. The resulting tale 1s less tangled
than its predecessors; the director, Mike Newell, has
a surer sense of pace and a better handle on the baf-
flements of boarding-schoo!life. He is stuck, how-
ever, with the grandiose requirements of the Potter
franchise, which deems that everyinstallment should
rise to a final joust between goodand evil, whether
welike1 or not. In short, the magic of Harry, on its
fourth outing, is starting to wear thin. With Brendan
Gleeson, who enjoys himself hugelyas a rolhng-eyed
defender against the dark arts—A.L. (11/28105)(In
widerelease.)
THE ICE HARVEST
Harold Ramis’s latest film, co-written by Robert
Benton and Richard Russo,is an example of the di-
saster that may result when smart people try to
make a crass movie. John Cusack 1s a low-life law-
yer in Wichita; Billy Bob Thornton 1s his partner,
the owner of a strip joint, Connie Niclsen, made up
like a nineteen-forues femme fatale,is the shnky,
mysterious broad whomCusack lusts after.The boys
skimtwo million dollars from theillegal holdings

£ of a local Mr. Big (Randy Quad), but the plot, in
which everyonebetrays everyone, is extraordinarily

     

vague. The movie takes place on a dreadfully ramy
Christmas Eve and features an anti-seasonal whi
oftawdrydeals and cynical violence, all ofit spiced
with a peculiar patois that sounds hke Mickey
Spillane talking dirtier than he could have got
awaywith fifty years ago. Oliver Platt has some
good bits as a respectable man who gets wildly
drunk, butotherwise the entire movie feels like
slumming—D.D.(In wide release.)
IN THE MIX

Modern America has three main stories—race, fam
ily, and the Family—and all three are brought
together in this appealingly straightforward,if for-
mulaic, comic romance. Darrell (Usher), a college-

principal players are a large Houston-based oil con-
cern and its Washington law firm; an emurate in the
Gulf an aging C.LA. field operanve (George Cloo-
ney); an industry analyst (Matt Damon) based in
Europe; a couple of Pakistani oil workers who lose
their jobs and wind up in a madrassa; and assorted
terrorists, cynical bureaucrats, and bullying legal and
corporate types. There 1s no real protagonist—or,
rather, the protagonistis the oil businessitself, which
gets people killed, tortured, blownup, thrown on
the junk heap. Gaghan constructs short, bristling
scenes that often end abruptly with nasty implica-
tons hanging in the arr. He hopsall over the globe,
and his method makes it impossible to develop any

 

Ziyi Zhang in “Memoirs ofa Geisha,”directedby Rob Marshall, opening Dec. 9.

educated dij, takes a bullet for a sweet-tempered
Mafia don, Frank Pacelh (Chazz Palminteri), who
hires him as the bodyguard for his law-student
daughter, Dolly (Emmanuelle Chriqui). Usher is a
charming, hearty presence, and Chriqui, refresh-
ingly avoiding Joseycancature, offers a’sly wink
and a forthright manner. Like’classic-era studio
fare, the film is all foreground—thedirector, Ron
Underwood, and the wnter, Jacqueline Zambrano,
openly reference the Billy Wilder canon—andits
situations are handled with the right dose of un-
derstated sentiment. It maylack a sense ofplace
and sense ofstyle, but its unforced ordinarmess
makes it seem unusual.—R.B.(In wide release.)
THE LIBERTINE
JohnnyDepp, who has made his name with mis-
fits, outsiders, and untrammelled wackos, now turns
his attention to John Wilmot, Second Earl of Roch-
ester—the scourge of seventeenth-century London,
and by some distance the wickedest poetin the kan=
guage. Deppplays humas a podte maudit: a self-
loathing paleface, loitering in a dirt-brown twilight
of his own devising. He’s not entirely wrong, but
one longs for Rochester the charmer—thegallant,
devouring hooligan whose tongue and verse alike
could charm the pants off anyone he pleased. The
heart of the filmis his conquest of Elizabeth Barry
(Samantha Morton), the actress who,under his tu
telage, became the mistress not just of the London
stage but of manyofthe grandees whofrequented
it There is expert assistance from RosamundPike,
in the role of Rochester’s long-suffering wife, but
other performers have a bored and bewildered air—
and who can blamethem, when the director, Lau-
rence Dunmore, seems determined to drown them
in a universal murk? With John Malkovich, plus
nose, as Charles II—A.L.(11/28/05)(Angelika Film
Center)
SYRIANA
Steven Gaghan’s tense, outrageously complicated
thniller—a mayor film but not a great one—is about
oil, a corrupted C.LA. that strong-arms for the oil
companies, and the politics of the Middle East. The

 

thing in depth (you really have to see this movie
twicein order to fully seeit once), but he has a sharp
tongue, moral urgency, and an amazinglyfluent way
with actors. With Christopher Plummer,Jeffrey Wright,
Amanda Peet, and many, manyothers.—D.D. (In
wide release.)
WALK THE LINE

Joaquin Phoenix, with deep-set blue eyes, a long
chin, and a scarredlip,is Johnny Cash; Reese With-
erspoon, bouncy and smart, with long black tresses,
1shis beloved June Carter, of the country-singing
Careerclan. Phoentx shngs his gutar around and
gunsit at the audience in Cash’s shambling style;
hus singing wavers in pitch, but, all in all, it’s not
bad. This bio-pic, covering Cash’s youth and early
manhood,written by James Mangold and Gill Den-
nis and directed by Mangold, 1s very pleasant but
t00 conventionally conceived. Phoenrxlooks at times
as if he wanted tokill someone, but the filmmak-
ers haven’t written anything interesting for him to
say, and most of the ume Cash comes off as fur-
tive, weak, andlost. As Junestares directly at Cash’s
weaknesses and nails him every time, “Walk the
Line” becomes a kind of moralizing romantic com-
edy, n which he struggles to be a man worthy of
her love andshe struggles against her desire to have
hum, Thepicture offers some sidelong glances at life
on the road in the convulsive 1955-56period, in
which country, R. & B., and nascent rock were all
sloshing around together. With Robert Patrick as
Cash's dead-eyed father and Vivian Lobertoas his
first wife, who nags at him and wants him to stay
home with her and the kids.—D.D. (11/21/05)(In
wide release.)

 

Also Playing

CAPOTE: In wide release (10/10/05). FAR SIDE OF
THE MOON:Angelika Film Center, GOOD NIGHT,
AND GOODLUCK:In wide release (10/10/05). MRS.
PALFREY AT THE CLAREMONT:Paris. THE SQUID AND
THE WHALE: Angelika Film Center and Lincoln Plaza
‘Ginemas (10/24/05).
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REVIVALS, CLASSICS, ETC.

Titles with a daggerare reviewed above.

ANTHOLOGYFILM ARCHIVES

32 Second Ave.,at 2nd St. (212-505-5181}—“New-
Filmmakers Presents.” Dec. 7 at 7: Short-film pro-
gram. ¢ Dec. 7 at 8: “Luscious Johnny: The Wres-
tler” (2003, Nick Oddo). # Anthology celebrates its
thirty-fifth anniversarywith guest-curated programs.
All programsare free to the pubic. Dec. 9 at 8:
“TheRules of the Game”(1939, Jean Renorr; in
French), selected and introduced ‘byPeter Bogda-
novich, ¢ Dec. 10 at 8: “Au Hasard Balthazar” (1966,
Robert Bressonin French), selected and introduced
by Patti Smith. # Dec. 11 at 8: “Flaming Creatures”
(1963, Ja uth) and “Pull My Daisy” (1959,
Robert Frank andAlfred Leshe), selected and intro-
duced byChristine Vachon.
BAM ROSE CINEMAS

30 Lafayette Ave., Brooklyn (718-636-4100)—*Cin-
emachat with Elliot Stein.” Dec. 7 at 4:30, 6:50, and
9:30: “Kiss Me Deadly” (1955, Robert Aldrich); the
6.50 screening1s followed bya discussion with Stein
and the actress GabyRodgers. ¢“In Memoriam:John,
Lennon”Dec. 8 at 4:30, 6:50, and 9:15- “How1
Wonthe War” (1967, Richard Lester). # Through

 

Dec. 18:*Hard Bored andin the Mood: Tony Leung.”
Dec. 9 at 4:30, 6:50, and 9:15: “The Magic Crane”
(1993, BennyChan; in Cantonese). ¢ Dec. 10 at 3,
6, and 9: “Hard Boiled”(1992, John Woo; m Can”
tonese). # Dec. 11 at 2, 5:15, and 8:30: “City of Sad-
ness” (+). # Through Dec. 20: “A Popular
Nelson Pereira dos Santos.” All films are in Portu-
guese. Dec. 12 at 4:30, 6:50, and 9:15: “Vidas Secas”
(1963), # Dec, 13 at 4:30, 6:50, and 9:15: “The Am-
ulet of Ogum” (1974).
FILM FORUM

W. Houston St. west of Sixth Ave. (212-727-8110}—
In revival. Dec. 7-8 at 1:10, 3:15, 5-20, 7:30, and
9:40:“Paths of Glory” (1957, Stanley Kubrick). #
Through Jan, 12: “Essential Hitchcock.” Dec. 9-11 at
1, 3:15, 5:30, 7:45, and 10 and Dec. 12 at 1 and

3:15: “Rear Window” (1954). # Dec. 12 at 5:30 and
9:30: “Blackmail” (1929). # Dec. 12 at 7:40: “The
Lodger” (1926;silent). # Dec.13 at 1,4:40, and 8:20:
“Sabotage” (1936). ¢ Dec. 13 at 2:35, 6:15, and 9:55:
“Saboteur” (1942).
FLORENCE GOULD HALL

55 E. $9th St. (212-355-6160}—Through Dec.20:
“La Jeunesse, Vite! Young, French
1968.”All films are m French. Dec. 13 at 12:30,
3:30, and 6:30: “Santa Claus Has Blue Eyes” (1966,
Jean Eustache) and “Brigitte and Brigitte” (1966,
Luc Moullet). # Dec. 13 at 9: “Paris Belongs to Us”
(1960, Jacques Ravette)..

 

   

 

 

   

 

 

DVD NOTES
THE YEAR’S BEST BOXES

“The Complete Monty Python’s Flying Circus 16-
“Ton Megaset” (A. & E): True fans wal tell you that
it always the year of the Python, but this past one
has been especially fernile, thanks to the success of
“Spamalot” on Broadwayand tothe release of this
set, which mcludesall forty-five episodesofthe troupes
television show and the famouslive performance at
the Hollywood Bowl, from 1982. Expect silly walks,
dead parrots, and copious amounts of unconvincing,
cross-dressing.

“TheJoan Crawford Collection” (Warmer): Dur-
ing the thirties, Crawford was the queenof M-G-M,
but her reputationdwindled and in 1943 sheleft the
studio. Within days, she was signed to Warner Bros.,
where she would make several classic films, includ
ang“Mildred Pierce,” from 1945, mwhich she played
agamnst type as a magnanimous matriarch, a role for
whichshewonher only Oscar, and “Possessed,” from
1947, in which she took on the role of a mentally
all womanretracing a doomed love affair. The set
contains five films in all and various documentary
extras.

“Alfred Hitchcock Presents: Season One” (Uni-
versal): The master ofthe thriller came totelevi-
sion in 1955, lending his nameand voice to a
weekly half-hour series—and even directing four
of the first season’s episodes. They include the
opener, the sexy, sordid “Revenge,” which stars
Ralph Meeker and Vera Miles and is a warmup
for the 1956 film “The Wrong Man.”Ifthe televi-
sion shows seemlike appetizers, there's always the
trencherman-sized “Alfred Hitchcock: The Master-
piece Collection” (Universal), which collects four-
teen of bis best-known features.

“The Harold Lloyd Comedy Collection Vols.
1-3” (New Line): HaroldLloydwas the most dead-
center of the great silent comedians: he not only
flourished in the age of Calvin Coolidge, he be-
longed toit. This seven-disk set offers all of Lloydl’s
silentfeatures, including “Speedy,” from 1928, with
Lloyd as a bascball-crazed cabdriver whotakes
Babe Ruthon a death-defying hurtle through mid-
town Manhattan to Yankee Stadium. The box also
includes many of Lloyd’s silent short films, several
sound films, an assortment of documentaries, and

   

such odd effluvia as 3-D photographs by Lloyd
humself and the glasses to view them.

“The King Kong Collection” (Warner): As Peter
Jackson’remake lumbers toward theatres, the onig-
inal 1933 “King Kong” has beengiven the royal
treatment mthis four-diskset, whichincludes crisp
new transfers ofthe film and its two sequels (“Son
of Kong,” from laterthat sameyear, andthelighter,
later “Mighty Joe Young,” from 1949), along with
a disk packed with documentary featurettes about
the phenomenon.Jackson himselfeven participates,
refilming the legendary lost “spider-pit” sequence,

“Jerry Lewis: The ‘Legendary Jerry’ Collection”
(Paramount): As the French have known for years,
Lewis 1s both a comic force of nature and an as-
toundingly expressive filmmaker. This ten-disk box
features most of Lewis’ sixties classics, cluding the
primordial “The Nutty Professor” and “The Ballboy”
Lewis’ first film as director, from 1960, m which he
plays both himself and a Miamuhotel schlepper: And
Lewis's commentary 1s surprisinglysharp.

“TheWizard of Oz (Three-Disk Collector’ Edi-
tion)” (Warmer): The first entry in this set 1s the sen-
timental favonite itself, in a richly saturated Tech-
nicolorrestoration. The seconddisk offers an
enlightening 1990 documentany “The Makingof
Movie Classic,” which includes’ musical number by
BusbyBerkeley featuring Dorothy and the Scarecrow
that was left behindin the cutting-room. The third
disk contains a 1914silent version of an Emerald
Gity story produced by L. Frank Baumhimself.

“Classic Comedies Collection” (Warner): Hays
Code, Shmays Code: this stx-film box features How-
ard Hawks’ 1938 screwball comedy, “Bringing Up
Baby,” in which a paleontologist (Cary Grant) is un-
able to marrya certan Miss Swallowbecause he
has lost his bone—specifically, a dinosaur’s “inter
costal clavicle”—to a dog that belongs to a smitten
socialite (Katharine Hepburn). Breathlessly hectic,
the film deserves its fulldisk of background mate.
nal. Another highlight 1s Ernst Lubitsch’s wartime
comedy“To Be or Not to Be,” in which a Warsaw
theatrical troupe (which,like the film, stars Jack
Benny and Carole Lombard) tries to outwit the Ger-
man invaders by impersonating them.
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IFC CENTER

323 Sixth Ave., at W. 3rd St. (212-924-7771}—
“Waverly Midnight.” Dec. 9-10: “The Last Waltz”
(1978, Martin Scorsese). #“Weekend Classics.” Dec.
9-11 at noon: “Beware of a Holy Whore” (1971,
Rainer Werner Fassbmder; in German, English,
French, and Spanish).
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART

Roy and Niuta Titus Theatres, 11 W. 53rd St. (212-
708-9480)—Through Dec. 22: “Bright Stars, Big
City: Chinese Cmema’s First Golden Era, 1922-
1937 Except where noted, all films are silent with
Enghsh intertitles or simultaneous translation. Dec. 7
at 6:30: “Love and Duty” (1931, Bu Wancat
8 at “Street Angel” (1937, Yuan Muzl
dar). # Dec. 8 at 8: “Queen of Sports” (1934, Sun
Yu). # Dec. 9 at “TwoStars” (1931, Shi Dong-
shan). # Dec. 9.at8:30: “Coming Home”(1934, Zhu
Shilin), Dec. 10 at 4:30: “The Goddess” (1934,Wa
Yonggang).¢ Dec. 10 at 6:30: “National Style” (1935,
Luo Mingyou and Zhu). Dec. 10 at 8:45: “Swords:
womanof Huangjang, VI” (1931, Chen Kengran and
Shangguan Wu) and excerpts from“The Red Lotus
“Temple” (1928-31, Zhang, Sichuan). # Dec. 11 at 2:
“ThePearl Necklace” (1926, Li Zeyuan). # Dec. 11
at 4:30: “Pink Dream” (1932, Cai Chusheng). # Dec.
12 at 6: “Amorous History of the Silver Screen II”
(1931, Cheng Bugao). ¢ Through Dec. 31: “Maysles
Films: Five Decades,” Dee. 7 at 6:30: “Lalee’s Kin: The
Legacy ofCotton” (2000). #*World AIDS Day. Screen-
ingsin memoryofRobert Beers. Dec. 7 at 8:15:“Ordet”
(1954, Carl Theodor Dreyer; in Danish). # A series of
films featuring the actress Laura Morante. Dec. 8 at
6 and Dec. 9 at 9: “A Journey Called Love” (2002,
Michele PlacidoinItalian). The Dec. 8 screening,
will be followed by a discussion with Morante, # Dec.
8 at 8:30: “The Son’s Room”(2001, Nanni Moretti;
inItalian). ¢ Dec. 9 at 6 and Dec. 10 at 2: “Remem-
ber Me” (2003, Gabriele Muccino; 1n Italian). #
Dec. 10at 5:45: “The Dancer Upstairs” (2002, John
‘Malkovich; n English, Spanish, and Quechua). #*“Early
Autumn: Masterworks of Japanese Cinemafrom
the National Film Center, Tokyo.” All films are m
Japanese. Dee 10 at 1: “Contemporary Tales of Chiv-
alry” (1965,Kiyoshi Saeki). # Dec. 10 at 3: “The
Horse” (1941, Kapro Yamamoto) # Dec. 10 at 8:30"
“Woman in the Dunes” (1964, Hiroshi Teshigahara). #
Dec. 11 at 2: “Where Spring Comes Late” (1970, Yo
Yamada). ¢ Dec. 11 at 4:30 and Dec. 12 at 6: “The
Island” (1960, Kaneto Shido). # Dec. 12 at 8: “Gate
of Hell” (1953, Temosuke Kinugasa).
MUSEUM OF THE MOVING IMAGE

35th Ave. at 36th St,, Astoria (718-784-0077)—“Dig-
ital Play Goes to the Movies.” Dec. 9 at 7:30: “Death
Race2000” (1975,Paul Bartel). ¢“Laurel and Hardy.”
Dec. 10 at 2. “Ontic Antics.” Using two analytic pro-
jectors, Ken Jacobs performs a live remterpretation
of footage featuring Laurel and Hardy. # Dec. 10 at
4:30 and Dec. 11 at 4: “Pardon Us” (1931, James
Parrott) and “The Hoose-Gow” (1929, Parrott). +
Dec. 11 at 2: “Swiss Mass” (1938,John Blysone) and
“Below Zero” (1930, Parrott). * Repertory
Dee. 10-11 at 6:30: “Touchof Evil (1958 Orson
Welles). # Offsite event, at the Paris: “An Evening,
with TommyLee Jones”Dec. 12at 6:30: A preview
screening of “The Three Burials of Melquiades Es-
trada” (2005, Jones), followed by a discussion with
the director. (For information, call 718-784-4520.)
PIONEER CINEMA

155 E. 3rd St. (212-254-3300)—*Bizarro Mon-
days.” Dec. 12 at 6:30: “Jason and the Argonauts”
(1963, Don Chaffey).
SUNSHINE CINEMA

143 E. Houston St. (212-330-8182)—*Sun-
shine@Midnught.” Dec. 9-10: “Clue” (1985, Jon-
athan Lynn).
THALIA THEATRE

Symphony Space, Broadway at 95th St. (212-864-
5400)—"Thaha Film Currents.” Dec. 11 at 4 and
Dec. 13 at 9:30: “Balzac and the Little Chmese
Seamstress” (2002, Sigie Dais in Mandarin and
French). ¢ “Thalia Film Classics.” Dec. 11 at 7 and
Dec. 13 at 6: “The Seven Samurar” (1954, Akira
Kurosawa; in Japanese).
WALTER READE THEATRE

Lincoln Center (212-875-5600)—“Hard Questions:
TheFilms of Amos Gitai.” All films are in He-
brew, except where noted. Dec. 7 at 1:45: “Kadosh”

    

     
   

   

    

   

   



  

   

  

$28,194 ahead of the other?

vest the same amount, for the same time,
‘ses, would end up at the same place.

B ‘ > 2 >ut when their funds expenseratios aren't the
Same, a small difference makes a big

difference. In this hypothetical

E comparison, one fund

 

  

  

  

   

 

has an expenseratio of

1.3%. The other, 0.3%.

Applied to aninitial

investmentof $5,000,

with subsequent annual

investments of $5,000
returning 8% before expenses,

and compounded over 29 years, the difference adds up to $28,194.At Vanguard, our long-term com

-vanguard.com

i and consider it carefully before investin
‘Mutual funds aresubjecttorisk. © 2005 The Vanguard Group, Inc. Al atts reserved. Vanguard Marketing Corporation, Distribute

  
 



 

The United States hasa practice called

Extraordinary Rendition, Without being

charged with any crime. people are

abducted andsenttoforeign countries

like Jordan and Egypt. where they are

interrogatedin torture cells. They are

kept hidden, denied legal counsel

andbrutalized, sometimes for years.

Extraordinary Renditionis a betrayalof

America’s best values and a violation of

ourlaws.If we want our laws and values

to survive for our children, then we must

stand upfor them now. Pleasetell your

representatives in Congress you want an

independent commission to investigate,

demand accountability atall levels, and

preventfurther abuse, Contact them and

find out more at amnestyusa.org.

 



(1999). ¢ Dec. 7 at 4: “Kippur” (2000). # Dec. 8 at
2:Kedma” (2002; n Hebrew, Arabic, German, Pol-
ish, Russian, and Yiddish). # Dec. 8 at 4: “Alila”
(2003). # “Spanish Cinema Now? All films are in
Spanish, except where noted. Dec. 9 at 2. and 6:30
and Dec. 11 at 3:30: “Obaba” (2005, Montxo Ar-
mendériz). ¢ Dee. 9 at 4:15, Dec. 10 at 9:15, and Dec.
13 at 3: El Calentito” (2005, Chus Gutiérrez). # Dec.
9 at 9, Dec. 10 at 6:45, and Dec. 12 at 1: “Havana
Blues”(2004,Benito Zambrano). # Dec. 10 at 1:30,
Dec. 11 at 8:15, and Dec. 12 at 3:15: “Camarén”
(2005, Jaime Chavarn). ¢ Dec. 10 at 4:15: “Hard
‘Times? (2005, Manuel Martin Cuenca). # Dec. 11 at
1: “Don Quijote de Orson Welles”(f). # Dec. 11 at
Gand Dec. 13 at 1: “Idiot Love” (2004, Ventura Pons,
imSpanish and Catalan). ¢ “An Evening with Ralph
Fiennes.” Dec. 12 at 6: “The Constant Gardener”
(2005, Fernando Meirclles), followed by a discussion
with Fiennes. Dec.12 at 9:30:“The End of the Af
fair” (1999, Neil Jordan).

 

 

READINGS AND TALIS

IAN WILLIAMS
jams, a correspondent for The Nation, reads

from his latest book, “Rum: A Social and Socia-
ble History of the Real Spint of 1776.” (Rocky
Sulhvan’s Pub, 129 Lexington Ave., between 28th
and 29th Sts. Notickets necessary. Dec. 7 at 8.)
THE POETRY PROJECT
RonPadgett, Anne Waldman, TonyTowle, Charles
North, and manyother wniters celebrate the pub-
lication of two newcollections by the late Ken-
neth Koch: his collected poems and his collected
fiction, (St. Mark’s In-the-Bowery, SecondAve. at
10th St. Tickets at the door. Dec. 7 at 8.)

  

“PICTURING ATROCITY"

“This daylong conference addressing therole of pho-
tography in today’s news environmentfeatures Els-
abeth Bind, the visuals editor for this magazme, and
Philp Gourevitch, a New Yorker writer and the au-
thor of “We Wish to Inform You That Tomorrow
WeWill Be Killed with Our Families: Stories from
Rwanda,” amongother photojournalists, wnters, and
academies. (The Graduate Center, CityUniversttyof
New York, Fifth Ave. at 34th St. No tickets neces-
sary. Dec. 9, starting at 9.30 A.M
"SIX CONTINENTS, SIX STORIES”

‘The actors ManianSeldes,Amanda Plummer,Tammy
Grimes, Jim Dale, Betsy Von Furstenberg, and Bess
Rous read stories from around the globe. (Saint Pe-
ter’s Church, Lexington Ave. at 54th St. Notickets
necessary. Dec. 9 at 12:30.)
“A CHRISTMAS CAROL’

Dj.sfrom the classical-music station WQXR read
Dickens's holiday tale. (Strand Bookstore, Broadway
at 12th St. No tickets necessary. Dec. 10 at 3.)
BEHZAD YAGHMAIAN

‘The Iranian-American political economist discusses
his latest book, “Embracing the Infidel: Stories of
‘Mushm Migrants on the Journey West.” (New York
Society for Ethical Culture, 2 W. 64th St. 212-874-
5310, ext. 144, Dec. 11 at 11:30 A.M.)

 

  

ABOVE AND BEYOND

HOLIDAY RECORD AND CD SALE

‘The ARChive of Contemporary Music, the world’s
largest nonprofit archive, music hbrary, and re-
search center (with more than twomillion sound
recordings), is having its annual holiday record and
CDsale through Dec. 11. Twentythousand CDs

 

and LPs of classic rock, vintage punk, world music,
andsoundtracks are available, including collectible
albums by the likes of Nick Cave, the Velvet Un-
derground,Steve Reich, Enc Dolphy, and Shuggie
Otis, and a copyof “Saturday Night Fever” signed
by JohnTravolta, There’s also an“Astroturf Yard-
sale” of vintage clothing, kitchenware, and kung-
fu movies. (54 White St. For more information, call
212-226-6967 orvisit www.arcmusic.org.)
AUCTIONS AND ANTIQUES

‘Anextravagant round of year-end auctions
continues at Sotheby's, with a session devoted to
antiquitieson Dec.7arclicofa morecontemporary
provenance—one of Joe DiMaggio’s two No. 9
homeuniforms,from his rookie year, 1936—will
be the highlight of the sports-memorabilia sale on
Dec. 10. A sclection of jewels bythe Art Nouveau
titan René Lalique, froma private collection, will
be offered between Sessions Twoand Three of an
auctionof jewelry, on Dec. 8; design rules on Dec.
9-10, with a full range oftwentieth-century pieces
offered on the first day and a Stickley-rich sale of
‘American furniture and decorative objects on the
second. (York Ave. at 72nd St. 212-606-7000.) #
Christie’s sale of antiquities onDec. is formidable,
capped by the auction of an oversized bronze head
of the Roman emperor Antonius Pius (expected
to bring uptooneand a half milliondollars). Also
onthe schedule are auctions of design on Dec. 7
andofsporting art on Dec. 8, with a range of
jewelry, ancient and otherwise, offered on Dec. 8
and Dec. 13, respectively. (20 Rockefeller Plaza, at
49th St. 212-636-2000.) # Swann moves forward
witha significant sale of maps and atlases from the
collection of Mark Babinski on Dec.8, including
maps of the early United States by John Mehsh,
Henry Schenck ‘Tanner, andother notables. (104
E. 25th St. 212-254-4710.)

 

 

 

 

 

ON THE HORIZON tenth anniversary of her
tana death, the Alliance Francaise
NIGHTLIFE presents “To Murder the
ORLEANS TO GO Cinema,” featuring seven of
Dec. 27-31 the nineteenfilms that she

directed, including “Nathalie

WhenHurricane Katrina Granger,” from 1972,
forced the closing of the which Duras made in and
Preservation HallJazz around her own home,
Band's French Quarter with Jeanne Moreau, Lucia
home, the band took to the Bosé, and a young Gérard
road. They've since played Depardieu as a door-to-
throughout Europe and door washing-machine
Asia. They ring in the New salesman. (212-355-6100.)
Year at the Jazz Standard.
(212-576-2232.) THE THEATRE

THE VERY MODEL
« MOVIES Jan, 6-15
3 CINEMA, SHE WROTE
2 Jan, 3-Feb, 28 Thebeloved and
g , , dependable New York
2 Aspart ofa tribute to Gilbert& Sullivan Players
5 Marguerite Duras on the kick offthe 2006 season

 

with theclass satire maestro conducting works
“FLMLS.Pinafore,” which by Mozart, Schoenberg,
has been an enduringhit Strauss, and Mahler
sinceits opening, in May, (the Fourth Symphony,
1878. The companywill with the mezzo-soprano
also perform “The Mikado” Magdalena Kozena).
and,for one night only, (212-247-7800.)
“Quintessential G & S!,”

a pageantofhighlights ART

from its repertory. MACHINE AGE
(212-581-1212.) Feb. 3-May 14

The Guggenheim is
SPoe celebrating the hundredth
Jan, 25-28 birthday of the American

sculptor David Smith
The New York premiére of (1906-65) with a centennial
Thomas Adés’s “Asyla” isa exhibition ofa hundred
highlight ofSimon Rattle’s _and twentysculptures by
four concerts with the the master ofwelded
Berlin Philharmonic at metal, dating from
Carnegie Hall, which will 1932 to 1965.

also feature the charismatic (212-423-3500.)
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THE WORLD AWAITS THE NEXT GREAT STORY. WILL IT BE A LAST-DITCH HAIL MARY VICTORY? AN INCREDIBLE

BUZZER-BEATER? A CELEBRATION PARADE? WHATEVER THE MOMENT, ONE THING IS CERTAIN — THE SHARP AQUOS

LIQUID CRYSTAL TELEVISION WILL DELIVER IT WITH TRUER COLOR, GREATER DETAIL AND INCREDIBLE SOUND. EXPERIENCE

A TRUE HD WORLD WHERE THERE’S ALWAYS MORE TO SEE. TO LEARN ABOUT AQUOS,VISIT MORETOSEE.COM

 THERE'S MORE TO SEE
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BEHIND THE SCENES

PRESIDING OVER “THE WESTWING”
CHRISTOPHERMISIANO, DIRECTOR

and visual effects creates
entertainment alchemy every

Sunday night on NBC’s Emmy®

Award-winning TVseries. The

following conversation with

“The West Wing” executive

>| producer/director Christopher

Misiano providesaninsider's perspective on theintricacies

of the process, and highlights the enhanced pleasure of

viewing the hit program in HDTV. Thefinalinstallment of
this three-part series will appearin next week's issue.

  

 

Dea

Does “The West Wing” havea visual signature?
Misiano: It's a moving, fast-paced visual style—and we're
working in the White House, oneofthe mostbeautifulsets you
can have. This show can handle a wide shot better than any
other on TV because ofthe dominance of theset;it’s gorgeous
andit feels important.

Whatmakesthe show seem so believable?

Misiano: The context of place is ever-present.If you put on a

wide-angle 20mmlensandsee a room from carpetto ceiling
elsewhere,it would be uninteresting Not on "The West Wing.”
In termsofthe production design, there’s a lot of depth built
into theset, glass doors, looking from one spaceinto another,

with extras in those spaces.This is a showideally suited for

HDTV, whereyoucan seeall thefine points clearly.

 

ST WING

 

 
Combining elegance and function, and featuring resolutions up to 1920 x 1080,
AQUOS LCTVsallow youto expenence thefull excitement of high-definition television.
 

How does “TheWestWing” managetostay freshafter sevenyears?
Misiano: The showis evolving, from being set totally in the
West Wing to out on the campaign trail, Right now we have
basically three separate casts of characters—for the White
House, and for the Smits and Alda campaigns. Splitting upthe
storytelling in three directions has sparked new energy into
the show,into us, and hopefully into the audience.

Has the advent of HDTV affected your workandcreativity?
Misiano:It’s not so much affecting the work as the
communication of the work.“The West Wing's" cameramen
and production designers, directors and producers, were
always interested in detail. But before it was just for us.
Now youcanactually see the difference.

Describe your hometheater.
Misiano: | just bought an HDTV monitor. When I sit at home
and watchthe show on my set-up—whichhas DirecTV HD—1
think howfabulousit looks.

EXPLORE EMMY® AWARD-WINNING AQUOS AT MORETOSEE.COM

to
NBC MUMieee MeeLem ROMA rllile MC Lcle)MePIA Lactate(tcl

LE STORE RTMComoeLL UTM)1605 oLge COCHIN COMACLASMeLReeClomel
Rockefeller Plaza™

 

 



 

“Novartis drove my cancer
into remission in 35 days.
NowI’m going for my PhD.”
 

Suzan wasfighting a losing battle against a deadly form of cancer.

She dropped out of school. She lost weight, her hair, and at times, her will

to live. Then, a Novartis medicine put her cancer into remission in just
35 days. No one can promise what the future holds for any cancerpatient,

but today Suzan is back—intolife and into a PhDin biology.

Think what’s possible

Uy) NOVARTIS
www.us.novartis.com



 

 

THE TALK OF THE TOWN

COMMENT
GLOBAL WARNING

 

‘he Kilinailau Islands—also known
as the TulunIslands, or the Car-

teret Atoll—whichlie four hundred
miles from the coast of Papua New
Guinea, are tiny, low, and impoverished.
Their fate, thanks to global warming,
haslong been a foregone conclusion. In
1995, mostof the shoreline of Piul and
Tluene washed away, and theisland of
Jolasa wascutin half bythesea. Saltwa-
ter intrusion has nowreached the point
whereislanders can no longer grow
breadfruit, and have to rely on emer-
gency food aid. Last month, Reuters re-
portedthatthe decision hadfinally been
madeto give up. Theislands’ two thou-
sand residents are being relocated, at
the expense of the Papua New Guin-
ean government,totheslightly higher
ground of Bougainville Island, some
sixty miles to the southwest.

‘Theatoll’s evacuationfits into a pat-
tern ofgrim,if unsurprising, news. In

= September, the area of Arctic sea ice
© shrank toa record low, prompting glaci-
3 ologists to conclude thattheice had en-
& tered state of“accelerating, long-term
& decline,” and to warn that at the cur-
rentrate ofloss the Arctic Ocean would

beice-free in summer“well before the
3 endof this century.” At aboutthe same

 

time, a team ofresearchers at the Uni-

versity of Colorado announcedthat the
extentofsurface melt on the Greenland
ice sheethad reached a newhigh, and a
second team ofresearchers, at Georgia
‘Tech,reported that the number ofCat-
egory4 and Category5 hurricanes had
nearly doubledin the past three decades.
Global temperatures, meanwhile, con-
tinued their steady upward climb; 2005
is on track to be the hottest year since
record-keeping began,in thelate cigh-
teen-hundreds. (Eight of the ten hot-
test years on record have occurred since
1996.)

‘These events are theall toorelevant
backdrop for the current round of in-
ternational climatetalks taking place in
Montreal. Thetalks are thefirst since

 

the Kyoto Protocol entered into force,

this past February. Technically, the
United States, not being a party to the
protocol, will be excluded from manyof
thesessions in Montreal. But, by virtue
ofits contribution to climate change—
Americans produce nearly a quarter of
the world’s greenhouse-gas emissions—
it will still have a great deal of influence
on whatdoes,and does not, get accom-
plishedthere.

Whenthe Bush Administration’s
policy onclimate changewasfirst artic-
ulated by the President,in early 2002,
critics described it as a “total charade,”

a characterization that,if anything, has
come to seem too generous. Stripped
downtoits essentials, the Administra-
tion’s positionis that global warmingis
a problem thateither will solveitself or
won't. The White House has consis-
tently opposed taxes or regulations or
mandatorycaps to reduce, or even just
stabilize, greenhouse-gas emissions,ad-
vocatinginstead a purely voluntary ap-
proach, underwhich companiesand in-

dividuals can choose to cut their CO,
production—thatis, if theyfeel likeit.
(At the G-8 summit this summer, the
President embarrassed British Prime
Minister TonyBlair by refusing to ac-
cedeeven to minor modificationsin this
position.) In Montreal, the Administra-
tion’s chief climate negotiator, Harlan

Watson, has been touting the efficacy
of the voluntary approach, pointing
out that between 2000 and 2003 the
United States’ carbon-dioxide emissions
dropped by .8 per cent. Conveniently
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left out is the fact that since 2003 they
have shotback up again. According to
thelatest governmentfigures, the coun-
try’s CO, emissions are now three per
cent higher than they were three years
ago. (Thebriefdip,it should be noted,
had nothing to do with government
policy; it was entirely a function of the
downturnin the economy.)

Muchofthe Montreal talks will be
taken up with the nitty-gritty of im-
plementing Kyoto—how, for exam-
ple,to structure the “clean development
mechanism,” underwhich industrialized
countries can receive creditforfinancing
emissions-reducing projects in devel-
oping ones. Such details are clearly im-
portantif the protocolis to have an im-
pact. But Kyotois, and has always been
understoodas,a first step, and a baby
step at that. As President Bushlikes to
pointout, the protocol imposes no re-
strictions on countries like China and
India, whose emissions are growing
rapidly. (Chinais expected to overtake
the United States as the world’s largest
carbon emitter sometime around 2025.)
Kyoto, moreover, is a temporary mea-
sure; it lapses in 2012, at which point
it will need to be replaced by some-
thing much more ambitious. The pro-
tocol took almostthree years to negoti-
ate and sevenyearsto ratify; at thatrate,

workonits successorshould have begun
back in 2002. Manycountries are press-
ing for post-Kyoto talks to commence
immediately. In characteristic fashion,
the Bush Administrationis refusing to
participate. “The United States seeks to
focus attention on progress . . . rather
than to detour positive approaches to-
ward a new roundofnegotiations” is
how Watsonputit shortly after arriv-
ing in Montreallast week.

America’s failure to ratify Kyoto is
widelyviewedasa scandal. The Admin-
istration’s effort to block a post-Kyoto
agreementhas receivedless attention,
butis every bit as dangerous. Without
the participation of the United States,
no meaningful agreementcan bedrafted
forthe post-2012period, and the world
will have missed what may well be
its last opportunity to alter course. “If
wedon’t geta serious program in place
for the long term in this post-Kyoto
phase,we will simply not make it,” Mi-
chael Oppenheimer,a climatescientist
at Princeton,told reporterslast month.
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“We will be crossing limits which will
basically produce impacts that are un-
acceptable.” Suchis the nature ofglobal
warmingthatthe problem is always fur-
ther along than it seems. The kinds of
changes that are now becomingevi-
dent—therise in sea levels, the thawing
of permafrost,the acidification of the
oceans,theaccelerationofice streams—
mean that much larger changesare rap-
idly approaching. To continueto delay
is notto putoffcatastrophebut,rather,
to rush towardit.

—Elizabeth Kolbert

STRAGGLERS
THE GENERAL

 

lhanksgiving began asa gathering
oftwotribes, the Wampanoag In-

dians and the Pilgrims, and today that
hospitable flavor remains in some din-
ing rooms, where by traditiona few seats
are reserved for guests whoare far from,
homeorotherwise on their own. This
year, the Howe family of Westport,

Connecticut, had several last-minute

additionsto their holiday table. One of
them wasanIraqi general,a thirty-year
veteran of Saddam Hussein’s army,in
from Baghdad.

The general, along with seven other
Iraqi governmentofficials, was in the
United States to observe security facili-
ties along America’s borders. Thetour,
arranged by the State Department, had

taken theIraqis to Seattle, Fl Paso, and
Jacksonville. Now it wasfinishing up
with trips to American households to
celebrate Thanksgiving.

Atoneo'clock in the afternoon, the
general, accompanied by a State De-
partmentinterpreter, arrivedat the front
door of the Howes’ 1850 Greek Re-
vival. Sam Howeis a cable-television
executive; his wife, Rebecca, had an-
swered a notice in the Westport News,
announcingthatthe International Hos-
pitality Committee of Fairfield County
was soliciting families to entertain for-
cign guests. “We were expecting a Ful-
bright scholar, or maybe a diplomat,”
Rebeccasaid. The Howeshad invited a
dozenrelatives, and had learned oftheir

guest’s identity only thirty-six hours
before they were to sit down to dinner.
‘Theywere a bit apprehensive. “We were
afraid that having him mightalter the
toneofthecelebration,” Sam said. “We
thought he might show upin uniform,”
Rebecca added.
The general—who wore a cor-

duroy topcoat, a maroon V-necked
sweater, and a rep tie—turned out
to be an ideal guest. Urbane and in-
quisitive, he spent much ofthe day on
theliving-room couch, sipping cran-
berry spritzers and sampling Well-
fleet oysters, spiced nuts, and endive-
and-blue-cheese crudités. The general
was well informed about the issue of
the day, the Iraq war, buthe refused to
dominatethediscussion.“I wouldlike to
know whatyou think,” he said when he
wasaskedfor hispolitical opinions.“It is
a dayfor laughing, not shouting.”

‘The general, whois in his late fifties,
is an old handatcourtly palaver, having
visited everycountry inthe formerSoviet
Unionas well as mostofthe Middle East.
This was his first trip to America. Hed
been nervous about coming, because the
America he'd seen in movies lookedlike
a nation of bloodthirsty savages (a per-
ception that Saddam's propagandists had
been happyto reinforce). It was a shock
to him thathe had not beenshotat dur-
ing his weeklongtrip. “Youare a civilized
country,” he said over and over.

After the meal, the group (which in-
cluded twoacademics, a therapist, and a
folk-music teacher) retired to theliving
room,where the Howeshad fire going.

Thegeneral described his tour, earlier
that day, of the Westport police station.
An officer there, “a very generous man,”
had shown the general aroundthejail. “I
said to him, ‘Whatis the biggest problem
in your precinct, murderor robbery?Do
you know whathesaid to me? ‘Neither.’
His biggest problemis traffic. You are a
very civilized country.”

“Whenyou return to Iraq, whatwill
your biggest problem be?” a guest asked.

“DoI have to answerthat question?”
the general said. “I am enjoying my-
self too muchto think aboutthatright
now.” He did admit that he was dread-
ing the stomach-churning corkscrew
landing that his plane would be forced
to make at the airport in Baghdad.

Someone brought out a camera
andtried to take a group picture. The
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general edged away.“I have to ask—is
this for publication?” hesaid.

“Tt’s for a family album,” the photog-
raphersaid.

“Good,” the general said, moving
back into frame. “Because if certain
people in Iraq were to find out I am in
America . . .” He drew his index finger
acrosshis throat.

Atthe end of the afternoon, the
general, declining a second serving of
chocolate-chippie, got up from thesofa
andsaid it was timetogo.

“T hope we have not made your wife
worktoo hard,”he said to Sam.

Thegeneral planned to spend his
last night in America in New YorkCity,
wherehehada ticket tosee “The Phan-
tom ofthe Opera” on Broadway.

—Ben RyderHowe

FROM HERE TO THERE
QUEUE-JUMPING

ESS
WS

his time of year, the newspapers
comefull of terrifying pictures:

travellers camped out on grubbyair-
port carpeting; epic traffic jams; de-
ranged hordes descending on shopping
malls (and trampling slowpokes). Long
lines have a wayofbringing out the en-
titled executive—glancing about with
clenched teeth and sigh ofdisdainful
superiority—ineveryone.

There are, of course, methods of
circumventing some hassles, each ac-
companiedby its own tinge ofguilt
(and glee). Perhaps, at the lunch coun-
ter, there is that discreet sign offering

speedierservice to those who order pre-
made sandwiches. (Whocares ifnobody
else is bold enoughtocutto the front?
You're in a hurry!) For Disney World
visitors, a wave ofthe Fast Passisall
that’s required to bypass the two-hour
line for Space Mountain. Andsoon,for
an annual feeofeighty dollars, a set of
fingerprints, and aniris scan, an air trav-
eller will be able to insert a Clear card
into an A.T.M.-like kiosk and enjoy
express passage through airport secu-
rity, in the form ofa private cardhold-
ers’line. You'll still need to pass through
a metal detector, but a Clear card is
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likely to spare youtheindignity of being
“wanded,” as Steven Brill, the program's
creator, and the authorof “After: How
America Confronted the September 12
Era,”said the other day.

Brill,whois bestknown as the founder
ofCourtTV,wears a banker’s collar and
cuffs, He is now the C.E.O.ofVerified
Identity Pass, Inc., makers of the Clear
card, and,as he explained, whilesitting
in his office above Radio City Music
Hall, any similarity between theinitials
of his company’s nameandthefamiliar
shorthand for Very Important Personis
purely coincidental.“I can provethis to
you,” hesaid. “Westarted out, and itwas

called Verified Identity Card, but ‘V.ILC’
just looked awful. Andthen itwas some-
thing with Verified Identity—Iforget,
butit had a ‘D,’ ‘V.I.D. And my two
daughters said it lookedlike ‘V.D., the
logo did. So we struggled. There's noth-
ingin our literature thatsays ‘V.LP.”

In any event, the company, whose
services are bound to appeal to the very
importantandtheself-important alike,
was born ofBrill’s experience in writ-
ing “After,” and recognizing that what
hecalled “security bottlenecks” were in-
evitable in the post-9/11 world. Onhis
waytointerviewJohn Ashcroft,for in-
stance, Brill waited twenty minutes at
the front desk of the Justice Depart-
ment, only to be asked to showhis driv-
er’s license. Hefelt that the experience
wasboth unpleasant and unproductive.
“Tt wassort of, ‘Look, she may be stu-
pid,butshe is ugly.’”

The Transportation SecurityAdmin-
istration, he knew,wasthinking of in-
stituting a Registered Traveler program
(details ofwhich it plans to announce
next month),for frequent flierswho have
passed a backgroundcheck with Home-
land Security. Theidea struck him as so
logical—an E-ZPassfor luggage-toting
pedestrians—that, as he wrote, “I am
temptedto try launchingit myself.”

Brill said, “Wetakeall ten of your
fingerprints, we take youriris scans,
rightandleft side, but when you en-
roll youtell us what your favorite bio-
metric is: do you want us to ask for
your right thumboryour left index fin-
ger?” He went on, “From T.S.A.’s
standpoint, what we're doingis taking a
lot ofhay outofits proverbial haystack.”
A Clear memberis, at theleast, a Very
Safe Person.

 

A pilot V.LP. program, which now
has more than twelve thousand mem-
bers, has been in place at Orlando In-
ternational Airport for months. (Other
companies are competing for contracts
with airports in othercities.) “Wejust did
a proposal for Indianapolis,” Brill said,
openinga drawerandretrieving a sample
card,assigned toJohn S. Doe. “And San
Jose airport just put outa press release a
halfhour ago sayingthat they'dsigned us
up.” Headded, “These are airports that
‘wanttogetto thefrontofthe line.”
New York, though it may have the

highest concentration of passengers
who wouldreally, really like to get to
the frontoftheline, is not yet on the
docket. But, onceit is, the possibili-
ties will be great. “I think what we're
starting is something called the Vol-
untary Credentialling Industry,” Brill
said. “You can gotothe people whorun
Rockefeller Center, or Madison Square
Garden. Youcansay to them,‘For any
given Knicks game, forty per cent of
the people coming throughare going to
havea card like this.”
He stood up and led the way from

his corner office to a set of cubicles

 

where young people were sorting
customer-feedback postcards.

“Give me a random batch,” hesaid.
Ononecard, on whichall the “Terrific”
boxes were checked, the phrase “Nice
uniforms” was written at the bottom.
Anemployeeheld up another card and
read it aloud: “This onesays,‘It’s al-
mosta sinful experience.”

—Ben McGrath
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“‘Tknow ifCrampton were here he'd wantus to divuy up his bonus.”

LONG ISLAND POSTCARD
HANDS UP

Lo wy
he packing guidelines in the Of-
ficial Minuteman Civil Defense

Corps Volunteer Training Manual fall
into three categories. First, there’s the
essential “Minuteman Duffle,” which
shouldincludesturdy shoes,clean socks,
cellular phone, camcorder, and bug
spray. Lip balmis also key, as “sunburn
and chappedlips are probably the most
commonailments”afflicting volunteers
“on theline.” The items in the second
section,“Nice to Have,” are somewhat
less common—groundpadandblan-
ket, night-vision equipment,a spotting
scope—butnothingyou couldn'tfind at
anarmy-navystore.Itwas the third sec-
tion ofthelist that hadseveral citizens
in a near-panic at American Legion
Post 94, in Babylon, on LongIsland,
where the Minutemen were holding a
recruiting drive on a recent Saturday.
Motionsensors? Infrared detection de-
vices? A thermo-camera?

“Wecall that stuff“Extra Handy’ for
a reason,” Chris Simcox, the Corps’s
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president, assured the forty orso resi-
dents who had turned outfor the
sion. Simcox had cometo Babylon from
‘Tombstone, Arizona, where,until re-
cently, he published the Tumbleweed,
a local newspaper. In October, the
group—whichhas been runningfree-
lance patrols along the U.S.-Mexico
bordersince 2002, prompting President
Bushtocall its members “vigilantes’—
begandispatching civilian guard units
to the Canadian border. Simcox was
hopingtofill out their ranks with eager
LongIslanders. “Just give me one, two
days,” he said to them. “Bring a lawn
chair, put on a floppy hat, andsit and
watchtheline withbinoculars.”

Mostofthe potential grunts didn’t
need much convincing. “We'reall liv-
ingin border towns now,” a high-school
teacher named Margaret declared. She
described the problem,at least as itwent
downin Farmingville, where shelives:
“We've got Portuguese restaurant own-
ers. They have Mexican chefs who do
theselittle chickens that peoplelike to
eat.” She wenton,“There was an over-
night explosion—and I’m not exag-
gerating—ofillegal aliens standing on
our corners. Literally hundreds on one
street, affecting our quality of life, not
letting us get into stores, accosting our
daughters for sex.” She explained how
oneday, fed up,she dialled 911. “The

  

operatorcalled me a bigot and hung
up,”shesaid.

Outside the meetinghall, a crowd of
aboutfiftyanti-Minuteman demonstra-
tors were chanting, “U.S. out ofIraq!”
The Minuteman draftees were dismis-
sive. “Communists,” they muttered. Or,
“Child molesters.”

“Tm just waiting for one ofthem out
there to say we're racist toward Canadi-
ans,” Simcoxsaid, gesturingat the heck-
lers. “They think we're up here load-
ing M1 carbines.” He began plodding
through the Corps’s standard operat-
ing procedure: The Minutemannever
touchesan illegal alien; hejust alerts the
borderpatrol to the alien’s location. He
nevertaunts, drives off-road,orlitters.

Hestays quiet and hydrated, and keeps
flashlight use to a minimum. Mostofall,
the Minutemannever,everstarts fire.

“Nofelons, nowife beaters, no chronic
alcoholics,” Simcox said, adding thatevery
prospective border guard is required to
payfifty dollars for a background check.
“Weare sendinga political message,” he
said. “Congress needs to see your face.”
(Last week, a movementleadersaid that
President Bush’s recent push to reform
immigration policy proved that thosewho
“screamed,” like the Minutemen, were
being heard.) For his part, Simcox seems
to havehis binoculars trained on Wash-
ington morethan on Nogales or Ontario.
“T see the Minuteman movementturning
into a viablethird party,” hesaid.

Several ofthe recruits werevisiblydis-
appointed with the moderation ofthis
battle plan, which wasprovingto be more
guerrilla-theatre stuntthan citizens’ com-
mandoraid.A weldernamed Mark began
interrupting with increasing frequency:
“Excuse me, Chris. Whatifwe runinto
Al Qaeda? Whatare we doing about the
airports?” Simcox triedto explain thatthe
program's goal was to show politicians
that American citizens were concerned,
notto actually catch aliensor terrorists.

“Excuse me, Chris,” Mark said. “They
call usvigilantes. Weare vigilantes.”

Meanwhile, Margaret was trying to
sell her neighbors—including two spry-
looking older womeninidentical “No
Guts... No Old Glory” T-shirts—on the
trip to the Canadianborder. “Just drive
upthere forrelaxation,”shesaid.“See the
leaves change.”They noddedhappilyand
said they'd do their best to make it.

—DanielKurtz-Phelan
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THE FINANCIAL PAGE
SARBOXED IN?

‘n the summerof2002, with the stock
market tumbling and fraud at Enron

and WorldCom dominating the head-
lines, there was immensepolitical pres-
sure on Washingtonto restore investor
confidence by doing something about
corporate crime. Scrambling to deflect
chargesofindifference to theplight of
widows whose 401(k)s had vanished,
Congress hastily wrote and passed the
Sarbanes-Oxley Act (dubbed SarbOx),
a toughpieceofanti-fraudlegislation. A
Republican-dominated Congress might
have beenexpected to opposecostly busi-
nessregulations,butpolitics made Sarb-
Ox a thoroughly bipartisan affair. The
bill passed unanimously in the Senate,
and, when President Bushsignedit into
law,he proclaimedtheendofan “era of
low standardsandfalseprofits.”

Washington’s pride in SarbOx,
though, was notuniversally shared, Busi-
nesses hated the complexity of the new
rules (which, among otherthings, re-
quired corporate executivesto certify
all the financial results of their com-
panies). Economists fastened on the
inefficiency of manyofthe law's provi-
sions. Stephen Moore, the founder of
the Club for Growth, recently called the
law “a new cancer,” and the formerchief
financial officer ofGlaxoSmithKline de-
ploredit as an “American nightmare.”
SarbOx, the argument nowgoes,is a
classic example ofgovernmentoverreac-
tion.Its heavy costs outweigh its meagre
benefits, standing in the way ofthe mar-
ket’s efficient allocation ofcapital. The
Securities and Exchange Commission
is now talking about loosening enforce-
mentofthe regulations, while lobbyists
are pushing Congress to revise the bill in
theyear ahead.

SarbOx is decidedly flawed, most no-
tably because the cost of complianceis
too high for small companies.Initially,
the S.E.C.suggested that the average
company would have to spend ninety-
one thousanddollars annually, but the
stringency ofthe regulations means that
thereal number is well into sevenfigures
(for a start, a companyhas to appoint
peopleto policeit internally), a cost that

may discourage smallerfirms from going
public. However, although SarbOx does
need to be mended, that doesn’t mean

it should be ended. Congress may have
passed thelaw in fit of political panic,
but the fraud thatitwas designed to deal
with,far from being a matter ofthe pro-
verbial few bad apples, was becoming en-
demic. Executives routinely engaged in
“earnings management,”releasing hyped
or invented numbers in order to pump
uptheir companies’ stock price. Between
1997 and 2002, public companies re-
ported nearly a thousand earnings re-
statements—admissionsthattheir previ-
ousstatements had beeninaccurate.

This fraud cost investors and lend-
ers an enormous amount ofmoney, va-

 

porizing hundredsofbillionsofdollars
in shareholder value. But corporate crime
also had significant effecton peoplewho
had never thoughtofbuying Enronstock
or WorldCom bonds. In order to make
investors believe that they were earning
billionsofdollars a year, fraudulent com-
paniesoftenwent togreatlengths to keep
their sales growing, even at the expense
of profits (which they were, in anycase,

inventing). They madefoolish acquisi-
tions and high-profile investments that
destroyed value instead of creating it—
studies suggest that, in the telecommuni-
cationssector alone, bad investments to-
talled tens of billionsofdollars. And they
hiredlots of people whom,in the end,
they probably didn’t need.

recentpaper by Simi Kedia, ofRut-
gers, and Thomas Philippon, ofN.Y.U.,
for instance, looked atall the compa-
nies known to have been managing earn-
ings between 1997 and 2000. In those
years, the companies boosted hiring by
a full twenty-five per cent, while other
companies increased hiring byless than
seven per cent. As soon as the compa-
nies wereforced to comeclean, employ-
eesweresacked. Kedia and Philippones-
timatethatthe re-stating companiesfired
between two hundred andfifty thousand
andsix hundred thousandpeople between
2000 and 2002,slashing payrolls bymore
than twenty-five per cent, while other
companies cut them byjust 1.5 per cent.

All this playacting affected notjust
the fraudulent companies butalso their
competitors, with serious consequences
for the American economyatlarge. As
Gil Sadka, an accounting professor at

Columbia, suggests in a recent paper,
WorldCom’s lies—aboutits profits,
about the amountofInternettraffic its
networkwascarrying, and about thetotal
demandfor telecom capacity—made
competitors like A-T.&T. and Sprint
look inefficient. Trying to keep pace
with WorldComled these companies to
overinvestmentin new technology and
to price wars,followed by cost-cutting
campaigns, layoffs, and, in A.T.&T.’s
case, the decision to break up the com-
pany. WorldCom's deception had conse-
quences that were anything butlocal. It
led to the misallocationofbillionsofdol-
lars in capital across an entire industry,
and rearrangedthelives of tens of thou-
sands of workers. It’s hard to think of
manythings more inefficient than that.

Corporate fraud,in other words, isn’t
expensive just for the people who have
beendefrauded.It also inflictswhat econ-
omists call “social costs” on the economy
as a whole. If fraud were just a matter of
executives ripping off shareholders, we
could expect the market to come up with
a cost-effective solution. Social costs, on
the other hand, generally require regu-
lation, which is where SarbOx comes in.
Because it tries not merelyto punishfraud
butto preventit from happeningin the
first place, the laws costs are a lot more
visible than its benefits. But aworld with-
out SarbOxwould be costlierstill.

—James Surowiecki   
46 THE NEW YORKER, DECEMBER12, 2005

CH
RI
ST
OP
H
NI
EM
AN
N,



Lace ma-r-lo(e [ba at

EredeCelom Co MoLOmel(111 <H-\7-15 7)

Weprovide PeeneTCC rntelote clients across the

country, from Technology Investment Bankingin Silicon Valley, to

Private Wealth Managementin Palm Beach. By understanding

the needsof ourclients, we help them open the doorto a world

of opportunity.

 
Whethergiving strategic advice, tapping the capital markets,

structuring derivatives or providing asset management to our

clients — wedeliver the world.

Expectthe bettersolution.

www.db.com

 

A Passion to Perform. Deutsche Bank

FeCneeeeeRn ae.cmeeeeneeaeeWeee Ueeeeocre
See econeMte MUcenceceiaceoNmeeMunson  



 

LETTER FROM JEDDA

YOUNG OSAMA
How helearned radicalism, andmay have seen America.

BY STEVE COLL

samabin Laden's old school—the
‘Al Thagher Model School—sits

onseveral dozen arid acreslined by eu-
calyptus trees, whose branches have
been twisted by winds from the Red
Sea. The campusspreads north from
the Old Mecca Road, near downtown
Jedda, the Saudi Arabian port citywhere
bin Laden spent mostofhis childhood
and teen-age years. The school’s main
building is a two-story rectangle con-
structed from concrete andfieldstone in
a featureless modernstyle. Inside, dim
hallways connect two wings of class-
rooms. In bin Laden’s day—he grad-
uated in 1976—there was a wing for
middle-schoolstudents, and anotherfor
the high school. Between them is a spa
ciousinterior courtyard, and from the
second floor students could lean over
balconyrailings and shoutattheir class-
mates below,orpelt them with wads of
paper. Most Al Thagherstudents,in-
cluding bin Laden, were commuters,
but there werea fewboarders; they lived
onthe second floor, as did someof the
school’s foreign teachers. It wasin this
upstairs dormitory, a schoolmate of bin
Laden’s told me, that a young Syrian
physical-education teacherled an after-
schoolIslamic study group for a few
outstanding boys, and it wasthere, be-
ginning at about age fourteen, that bin
Ladenreceivedhis first formal education
in someofthe precepts ofviolentjihad.

During the nineteen-sixties and early
seventies, Al Thagher was the most
prestigious high school in Jedda; com-
pared with otherschools in Saudi Ara-
bia, it had relatively secular flavor.
Many wealthy Saudi parents sent their
sons abroad for secondary education—
to Lebanon, Egypt, England, or the
United States—butfor those who kept
their boys in Jedda “Al Thagherwas ¢he
schooloftheélite,” Saleha Abedin, a
longtime Jedda educator, said. (Abedin
is now a vice-dean ofJedda’s Dar Al-
Hekma College,a private women’s col-
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lege.) Al Thagher—the name means,
roughly, “the haven’—was foundedin
the carly nineteen-fifties, initially in the
nearbycity of Taif, with support from
Faisal bin Abdul Aziz, who becamethe
Kingof Saudi Arabia in 1964. Faisal
was a complicated man; he developed
the kingdom's schools,roads, and hos-
pitals very rapidly, yet healso tried to

sas

 

imitated the styles ofEnglish andAmer-
ican prep schools: white button-down
shirts with ties, gray slacks, black shoes
and socks, and, in the winter months,
charcoal blazers.

Each year’s graduating class num-
bered aboutsixty boys. Among them
‘were youngprincesfrom the Saudi royal
family, as well as privileged common-
ers like bin Laden. Every morning, the
students would assemble in rows for a
military-style call to order; on a stool
to one side sat a schoolmaster with a
cane,ready to discipline boys who mis-
behaved, by beating themonthesoles

oftheir bare feet. The school’s curric-
ulum included English-language in-
structiongiven byteachers from Ireland
and England and demandingcoursesin

Anafter-schoolstudygroup wasinitially offeredas a wayofearning extra credit.

preserve Saudi Arabia’s austere Islamic
traditions, partly as a defense against in-
ternational Communism. The Al Tha-
gher Model School showcased Faisal’s
interest in science and Western meth-
ods ofeducation;in the nineteen-sixties,
it was the only schoolin Jedda with air-
conditioning. Its students did not wear
the national dress, a ¢hobe and cloth
headdress, but, rather, a uniform that

mathematics. At the sametime, as with

all institutions in Saudi Arabia, AlTha-
gher adhered to Islamicritual. At mid-
day, students would kneel together for
the Zuhr,or noon prayer.

Assumingthat bin Ladenisstill alive,
heis now forty-eightyears old. He de-
velopedhisvisionforhis globaljihad or-
ganization, Al Qaeda,overthe course of
morethan three decades, and his forma- ‘ST
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tive experiences haveincludedparticipa-
tion in combat during the anti-Soviet
Afghan warof the nineteen-eighties;
prolongedexile from Saudi Arabia; the
survival of atleast twoassassination at-
tempts; at least four marriages, which
producedatleast a dozen children; and,
lately, the trials of being the world’s
most wantedfugitive. (Several Ameri-
canintelligence officers and diplomats
havetold mein recent monthsthatthey
assumebin Ladenis hiding somewhere
in Pakistan,or perhapsin a remote area
of Afghanistan, but there has been no
visible progress in the effort to locate
him. His mostrecent videotaped speech
was a rambling diatribe broadcast four
days before the last United States Pres-
idential election. A fewweeks later, the

Al Jazeeratelevision network broadcast
anaudiotapeattributed to bin Laden,in

which he praised Al Qaeda's new leader
in Iraq, Abu Musabal-Zarqawi. Since
then, bin Laden has not been heard
from,andthere has been speculation—
notforthefirst time—thatheis dead.
Late last month, the Senate Democratic

leader, Harry Reid,told television in-
terviewer, “I heard today that he may
have died in the earthquake that they
hadin Pakistan.”)

Bin Ladenhasnever spokenpublicly
abouthis time at Al Thagher, and the
record ofother reliable testimony is
thin. Still, from interviews with people
who knew him as a teen-ager, or who
knew his family or the school, a portrait
of bin Laden’s high-school years has
begun to emerge, one that may help to
explain someoftheearliest sources of
his beliefs.

na 1998interview,later broadcast on
AlJazeera, bin Ladensaid that he was

born in Riyadh,thecapital ofSaudi Ara-
bia, onMarch 10, 1957. “Then Godwas
gracious to us as we went to Holy Me-
dina six monthsafter I was born,” he
continued, Therest ofhis youth,hesaid,
was spentin the western Saudi Arabian
province knownas the Hejaz, which lies
between the Red Sea andcentral Arabia;
it is thesite of the twoholiest cities in
Islam, Mecca and Medina, where the
most importantevents in the life of the
Prophet Muhammad occurred.

Bin Ladenis the only child of the
marriage between Alia Ghanem, who
was bornin Syria, andMuhammad bin

Laden, who wasbom in Yemenbut mi-
grated as a child to Jedda, where he
madehis fortuneas a building contrac-
tor for the Saudiroyal family during the
nineteen-fifties and sixties. Osama’s
parents divorced soonafterhe was born,
according to Khaled M.Batarfi, a Saudi
journalist who knew Osama during the
nineteen-seventies. Osama’s mother
then married a man named Muham-
mad al-Attas, who workedat her former

husband’s company. The couple had
four children, and Osamalived in the
new household with three stepbrothers
and onestepsister. Bin Laden’s natural
father, who had morethanfifty children
by more than a dozenwives, died on
September 3, 1967, when his company
airplane, a twin-engine Beechcraft,

which was being flown by an American
charterpilot, crashedasit attempted to
land on a mountainairstrip in Saudi
Arabia's southern Asir province, where

bin Laden had been overseeing road-
construction projects.

‘Thenext year, Osama bin Laden en-
rolled at Al Thagher,accordingto Brian
Fyfield-Shayler, a Briton who taught
English at the school at the time.
Fyfield-Shayler has said that when bin
Ladenarrived at the school he was al-
ready unusuallytall (today, his heightis
estimatedatsix feet four). He was not,
however, a particularly forceful person-
ality. In an intermediate-English class,
“T wastrying to push the spokenaspects
of the language,” Fyfield-Shayler re-
called in an interview for a documentary
film producedin Britainlast year. “To
succeed, the student needs to be pre-
pared to make mistakes. They need to
makea bit of an exhibition of them-
selves, and Osamawasrather shy and
reserved andperhapsa little afraid of
making mistakes.” Seamus O’Brien, an
Irishman whotaught English at Al
Thagher, told me that he remembers
Osamaas“a nice fellow anda good stu-
dent. There were no problems with
him. .. . He was a quietlad. I suppose
silent waters run deep.”
A schoolmate ofbin Laden’s told me

that during the eighth or ninth grade,
around 1971 or 1972, bin Laden was
invitedto join the Islamic study group.
In that period at Saudi high schools
and universities, it was commontofind
Syrian and Egyptian teachers, many of
whom had becomeinvolved with dis-  
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sidentIslamist political groupsin their
homecountries. Someofthese teachers
were members of, or were influenced

by, the Muslim Brotherhood,an Is-
lamist organization founded in Egypt
in 1928 by a schoolteacher, Hassan al-
Banna. The Brotherhood wasinitially a
religious-minded movement opposed.
to British colonial rule in Egypt; later,
following Britain’s withdrawal from the
region, the Brotherhood’s leaders con-

tinued their struggle against the sec-
ular, socialist Egyptian leader Gamal
Abdel Nasser,who took powerin 1952.
In his approach to the Brotherhood,
Nasseralternated between periods of
accommodation andbrutal crackdowns.
Someof the Brotherhood’s organizers
were forced into exile, and they began

to form new chapters across the Mus-
lim world. Their aim wasto replace
secular and nationalist Arab leaders
with Islamic governments, and they
often operatedclandestinely. Today,the
movementtypically recruits its members
from élite, well-educated families;its
goals include the imposition through-
out Muslim societies ofsharia—law as
set forth in the Koran—and the em-
powermentofIslamic scholars as cul-
tural arbiters and dispensers ofjustice.
Brotherhood members have openly
heldseats in elected parliaments in Ku-
wait and Jordan;last month, the move-
ment’s members madea strong show-
ingin parliamentary elections in Egypt,
despite being formally banned there.
Over the years, the Brotherhoodhas
operated both in the open andinsecret,
through peaceful political campaigning
and throughsupport for terrorism.

In Saudi Arabia during the nineteen-
sixties, King Faisal welcomedexiled
teachersfrom Syria, Egypt, and Jordan,
evenif they were influenced by the
Brotherhood, because hebelieved that
they had been unfairly persecuted for
their religious andpolitical beliefs. He
also hoped that their emphasis on Is-
lamic teachings mighthelp to inoculate
Saudi Arabia against ideas such as so-
cialism and secular pan-Arab national-
ism,which were thenspreading through
Arab societies. Moreover, as he ex-
panded Saudi Arabia’s schools, Faisal
faced a shortage ofqualified instructors
ofall kinds. The King “needed teach-
ers,” Khaled al-Maeena, a prominent

Jedda newspapereditor, told me.

“Where would you get them?” Egypt
and Syria offered Saudi Arabia a ready
source at a time when the kingdom,

barely a generation removed from wide-
spread poverty andilliteracy, was strug-
gling to produce teachers from its own
opulation.
Formalpolitical activity was banned

in Saudi Arabia, so the Brotherhood-
influenced teachers had to be careful.
“Whenthey camehere, they realized the
system doesnotallow any association”
that might smackofpolitics, said Mu-
hammadSalahuddin, a magazine pub-
lisher and journalist in Jedda who came
to Saudi Arabia from Egypt. Rather
than organize a political network, the
teachers oftenintroducedtheir students
more informally to the Brotherhood’s
precepts ofIslamic activism, political
consciousness, and violentjihad against
Christian occupiers or secular leaders.
Theprincipal mission atAl Thagher, as
laid out by the headmaster and wealthy
supporters in the Jedda merchant com-
munity, wasto prepare élite young Sau-
dis forroles in the kingdom’s moderniz-
ing economy; it had nothing to do with
the Brotherhood’s goals. The after-
schoolIslamic study group that bin
Ladenjoined wasinitially offered to ex-
ceptional students with the promise of
carning extra credit.

B® Laden’s experience in the group
was described for me during several

interviews with a schoolmate whois
now successful professional in Saudi
Arabia, and whoasked notto be further

identified, because, he said, he did not
wantto risk reprisals from bin Laden’s
sympathizers. The schoolmate had
nevergiveninterviews aboutAlThagh-
er’s after-school Islamic study group,
buthe decided to doso,hesaid, because
he hopedhis account mightwarn other
Saudi parents aboutthe potential dan-
gers ofsuch informaltutoring, particu-
larly of the young and impressionable.
His specific account of the group’s
meetings is in accord with the more
general recollections of several other
Saudis who knew bin Laden during his
Al Thagheryears.
The Syrian physical-education

teacherwholedthe group at AlThagher
was “tall, young,in his late twenties, very
fit,” the schoolmaterecalled. “He had a
beard—nota long beard like a mullah,



however. Hedidn’t looklike he was re-
ligious. . . . He walkedlike anathlete,
upright and confident. Hewas very pop-
ular. He was charismatic. He used
humor,butit was planned humor, very
reserved. He would plan somejokes to
break theice with us.

“Someofus were athletes, some ofus
were not,” the schoolmate said of the
group’s initial membership, which, be-
sides bin Laden, included the sons of
several prominentJedda families. The
Syrian “promised that ifwe stayed we
could be part ofa sports club, play soc-
cer. I very much wantedto play soccer.
So we began to stay after school with
him from two o'clock until five. Whenit
began,he explained that at the begin-
ningof thesession wewould spenda lit-
tle bitoftime indoorsatfirst, memoriz-
ing a few verses from the Koran each
day, and then we wouldgo playfootball.
Theideawas thatifwe memorizeda few
verses each day before soccer, by the
time wefinished high school we would
have memorizedtheentire Koran,a spe-
cialdistinction.

“Osamawas an honorable student,”
the schoolmate continued. “He kept to
himself, but he was honest. If you
brought a sandwich to school, people
would oftensteal it as a joke oreat it if
youleft it on the desk. This was a com-
monthing. Weusedtoleave our valu-
ables with Osama, because he never
cheated. He wassober, serious. He
didn’t cheator copy from others, but he
didn’t hide his paper,either,if others
wanted to look overhis shoulder.”

At first, the study group proceeded as
the teacher had promised. “We'd sit
down,read a few verses of the Koran,
translate or discuss how it should be in-
terpreted, and manypoints of view
would beoffered. Thenhe'd sendus out
to thefield. He had the keyto the good-
ies—thelockers wheretheballs and ath-
letic equipmentwere kept. But it turned
outthat the athletic part ofit was just
disorganized, an add-on. There was no
organizedsoccer. I ended up playing a
lot of one-on-onesoccer, which is not

very muchfun.”
Astime passed, the group spent

moreand moretimeinside. After about
a year, bin Laden’s schoolmatesaid,
he began to feel trapped and bored,
butbythen the group had developed a
sense of camaraderie, with bin Laden

 

emerging as oneofits committed par-
ticipants. Gradually, the teen-agers
stopped memorizing the Koran and
began to read anddiscuss hadiths, inter-
pretivestories of thelife of the Prophet
Muhammad,ofvaried provenance,
which are normally studiedto help illu-
minatetheideas impartedbythe Koran.
The after-school study sessions took
placein the Syrian gym teacher’s room,
onthe second floor. The teacher would
light a candle on a table in the middle
ofthe room,andtheboys,including bin
Laden, wouldsit onthefloorandlisten.
Thestories that the Syrian told were
ambiguousas to time andplace, the
schoolmate recalled, and they were not
explicitly set in the timeofthe Prophet,

as are traditional Aadiths. “It was mes-
merizing,”hesaid, andincreasingly the
Syrian teacher told them “stories that
werereally violent. I can’t rememberall
ofthem now,exceptfor one.”

Itwas a story “about a boywho found
God—exactly like us, our age. He

  

wanted to please God andhe foundthat
his father was standing in his way. The
father was pulling the rug out from
under him when he wentto pray.” The
Syrian “told the story slowly, but he was
referringto ‘this brave boy’ or‘this righ-
teous boy’ as he moved toward the sto-
ry's climax. Heexplained thatthefather
had a gun. He went through twenty
minutesofthe boy’s preparation,step by
step—thebullets, loading the gun, mak-
inga plan. Finally, the boyshotthe fa~
ther.” As he recounted this climax, the
Syrian declared, “Lord be praised—
Islam wasreleased in that home.” As the
schoolmate recountedit, “I watched the
other boys, fourteen-year-old boys,
their mouths open. Bythe grace of
God,I said ‘No’to myself. ... I had a
feeling of anxiety. I began immediately
to think of excuses and how I could
avoid coming back.”

The next day, he stopped attending
the after-schoolsessions. Eventually,
after an awkwardperiod ofpulling away
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«TALKING POINTS >

By Evantheia Schibsted

n the second Thursday of every month in their Hamptons homes, Diane Lewis

and herfellow Book Runners—agroup ofLongIsland women whorangein age

fromtheir forties to seventies—nibbleon cheese and crackers, sip wine, and swap

insights on books. “Getting input from different age groupsgivesus a cross-section of

ideas,” says Lewis. “You don’t just hear from people with the samelife experiences.”

These differing points of view, in turn, deepen each person’s appreciation of reading.
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(Talking Points continued)

Recently, the Book Runnersdiscussedthebest-seller,“The Jane Austen BookClub,”

by KarenJoy Fowler. “Atfirst we thought this rangeoflife scenarios couldn't have
been experienced within onereading group,” Lewis says, whenreferringto the
book’sintriguesinvolvinga sick child, an estranged couple,and sisters who no

longerspeak with one another. “But as we examinedthe book moreclosely, we

realized we couldidentify withit.” What's next on herclub’s agendahasn’tyet been

determined, but Lewis wantsto explore “MySister’s Keeper,” by Jodi Picoult. After

she read a Q & A with the authorin the back of the book,shesays, “It was

interestingto learn how Picoult chose designerbabies as a topic”

In Bigfork, Montana,The Ladies’ Afternoon Reading Club gathers each month at
Electric Avenue Books.“It’s not a gossipfest,” says Katie Callan, the bookstore’s

owner. Like Lewis, Callan relishes her club members’diverselife experiences:

“Someofus wentto college. Someofus didn’t. We don’t talk aboutthat. We talk

about the books.” Soon,they'll begin “Front Rowat the White House,”the autobi-

ographyof legendary Washington correspondent Helen Thomas.

> LIVELY DEBATE
Callan’s groupoccasionally relies on reader’s guides—those author Q & A’s andlists
ofdiscussiontopics that are increasingly appearingin the back of books.Intended

to aid group discussions, these guides can trigger animated exchanges. Stay-at-

home motheroffive Rose Kamitsuka of Wilmington, North Carolina,findsa life-

lineat these meetings. Hergroup recently read “Geisha, A Life? whichshe says was
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a welcomerespite from theselection of Dr. Seuss she usuallyreads aloudto herchildren.

“Theliveliest discussions movefrom anexplorationofthe bookto people’s ownlives. As

people buildtrustin the group, the conversations grow deeperandricher,”says Jane von

Mehren,vice president and publisher of Random House’s trade paperbacksdivision.
AddsCarla Gray, assistant director of marketing at Houghton Mifflin: “Questions work

best when theyleaddiscussionsto broadertopics butultimately leave the book in the

 

forefrontof the reader’s mind.”

Compelling questionsare often inspired by feedback received from readers. At
HarperPerennial’s on-line newsletter, readers are encouraged to send in questions.

“Moreoftenthannot, they want to know whatinspires the author,” says Jennifer Hart,

associate publisherat HarperPerennial. “What broughtthem to write the book? How did

the bookevolve during the writing process?”

> AN ADDED BONUS
As Hartand otherpublishers pointout, reader’s guides have morphedinto something

morethana traditionallist of questions. Notcreatedas stand-aloneentities, they pro-

vide an in-depth packageforreadersto discover. Hartlikens these guides to DVD bonus

material meant to enhancethe viewing experience for movie buffs. For example,at

HarperPerennial, a new feature for someof their paperbacksis P. S., a supplementary
section that can include authors Q & A’s and background material. Theyalso have an

“invite the author”program, wherewriters connect with readinggroupsby telephone.  

Starting The Discussion
Thought-provoking queries can lead book club
membersfrom lively examinationsof charactenzation
andplot to global issues facing the world today. Such
questions enhancethe reader's enjoymentof a title
and enable encounters with fellow literary enthust-
asts Here 1s a sampling of some titles’discussion
points

THE ALPHABETSISTERS
Monica McInerney (Reader's Circle Ballantine/
Random House)
Three estrangedsisters are summoned homefor
their grandmother's eightieth birthday,
+ How does Anna's diagnosis changethefamily?

+ Have you ever been ina similar position with a
family feud that seemed irresolvable?

THE BOOKOFSALT
MoniqueTruong (Houghton Mifflin)
Using salt as a metaphor, this novelfollows the
narrator's lifefrom his native Vietnom to his nightlife
indulgencesin Paris while in the employ ofAlice B
Toklas andGertrude Stein.
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(Talking Points continued)
Many authors view reader’s guidesas an extension ofthei work and
are often willing to pen the questions themselvesor,at the veryleast,

commentonthe questions before they go to press. Says Houghton

Mifflin’s Gray: “Whynot godirectlyto the source?”

In somecases, writers provide guides with material not offered
elsewhere. AnneTyler, authorof“Back When We Were Grownups” and
“Breathing Lessons,” for instance,typically does not grantinterviews.

She does, however contributeto the on-line componentof Random

House’s Reader's Circle.

Whena title’s subject matter involvesa universal theme,it’s more

likely to resonate with bookclubs. Kathryn Court, publisher of Plume

and president and publisher of Penguin Books, points to “Someone
NotReally Her Mother” as an exampleof this, The bookis about a
woman caringfor her mother whoisa victim ofAlzheimer’s. “The
motherwho is dying had a complicated andinterestinglife?” says Court.
She adds, “Often, wetruly don’t knowthe people we love the most until
something happens?”

For similar reasons, “Tales fromthe Bed,” whichfollows writer Jenifer
Estess throughherstruggle with A.L.S. (Lou Gehrig's disease), strikes a
chord with clubs. “People are empathetic to herplight” explains Sue
Fleming, vice president and marketing director for Simon & Schuster’s
adult trade division. “It’s the humancondition, the human story?And
forbook clubs aroundthe country,that’s what counts. mi
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[Starting the Discussion continued)

* How is food—and cooking—used as

seductionin “The BookofSalt?”

* Compare the meals of Gertrude Stein
and Alice B. Toklas with the meals Binh
shares with others.

THE ENDOF OL
Paul Roberts (HoughtonMifflin)
What will happen to the world’s economy,
whenour global supply of oil runs dry?

2 1F

* Ofall the evidence and arguments that
Paul Roberts presents, which did you
find mostsurprising?

+ Do you feel impelled to address energy
inefficiencies in your own life,by
installing energy-saving appliances in
your home,or by choosing “greener”
meansoftransportation?

THE EXPLOITS & ADVENTURES
OF MISS ALETHEA DARCY
Elizabeth Aston (Touchstone)
In this recreation ofJaneAusten's world,
the youngestdaughter of Elizabeth
Bennet and Mr. Darcy suffers mistreat-
mentfrom her husbandAfter escapingto
Europe,fate leads Alethea Darcyto love
andthe world of Italian opera.

* Whydo you think the convention of
marrage haspersisted?

* Howhave the reasons to marry changed
overthe years?

THE FALLS
Joyce Carol Oates (HarperPerennial]
After her husbandthrows himself into
Niagara Falls on their wedding night, Ariah
meetsDirk, who becomesthefather of
herchildren Trogedy, however, poisons
her seemingly halcyon existence, * Howdo the physical and psychological



circumstances of Anab’s frst marriage echo
throughout hermarriageto Dirk?

© Whatis the authorsaying aboutthe nature of
families in “TheFalls?”

HOW SOCCER EXPLAINS THE WORLD
Franklin Foer(HarperPerennial)

By examining the gameof soccerin different
counties, Foer shedslight on the global economy.
* Create an argumentfor and against the

globalization of soccer. What are the benefits?

Whoare the victims?
* “An entire movement of Jews” believed that

soccer, and sport more generally, would liberate
‘themfromthe violence and tyranny of anti-
Semitism ” What did the Hakoah club contnbute
to the sport of soccer?

HOW To BE LOST
‘Amanda Eyre Ward (Reader's Circle—
Ballantine/Random House]

Caroline, a NewOrleans waitress, reveals how her
farnily has never recoveredfrom theunresolved
disappearanceof the youngest child

* Whatis the significanceofthe title?

Special Advertising Section

* At first, Caroline avoids visiting her motherin New
York forthe holiday, but by book's end,shefeels
at home there. What brings aboutthis change?

THE JANE AUSTEN BOOK CLUB

Karen Joy Fowler (Plume)
Five womenand one man meetonce a monthto

discuss Austen's novels As they examine the
author and her characters, the stones of their own
lives unfold with wit, charm, and honesty
* The author opensthe novel with an Austen quote,

part of which reads,“Seldom,very seldom does
complete truth belong to any human disclosure.”
Do you agree?

* Sylvia asks, ‘Whyshould unhappinessbe so
much more powerful than happiness?” How
would you answer her?

MY SISTER'S KEEPER
Jodi Picoult (Washington Square Press}
Anna is concewed to provide a donor matchfor
hersister Kate, who has a rareform ofleukemia
“Keeper” takeson the sutyectofgenetic

planning andthe prospectofprocreating babies
‘for health purposes.

 

    Flow to Bé Lost

AMANDA EYRIWARD T
S
o
Y    

     

 

a ey
au ura

aae

 

New from the New York Timesbestselling author of The Other Boleyn Girl
 

Philippa Gregory

storyteller.”
Onelie can changethecourse of history....With a deathbed
promise to her husband,Prince Arthur of England, Katherine

seals her destiny to become Queen—ifshe can convince the

world she never consummated her marriage.

THE OTHER Each paperback features
| BOLEYN GIRL’

)\ ihe
(Meiceigeeny
"Sunday Telegraph (UK)

inside the book!
For more greatselections 



Special Advertising Section

(Starting the Discussion continued)

* What might childrenteach the adults in this novel? Which adult needslessons most?

* Has this novel changed any of your opinions aboutotherconflicts in bioethics like
stem-cell research or genetically manipulated offspring?
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PREP
Curtis Sittenfeld
(Reader's Circle—Ballantine/Random House)
Lee Fiora1s an Indiana teenager who wins a scholarship to o prestigious East Coost
boarding school. Through her eyes, we see the tnumphs and defeats ofadolescence.
* HowdoesLeeFiora’s point of view relate to your own high-school expenence?

+ How does Lee’s adolescence compare to your own?Which of herhigh-school
experiences resonate with you most?
 

 

SOMEONE NOT REALLY HER MOTHER
Harriet Scott Chessman (Plume}

Asurvivor ofthe Second World War, French
bom HannahPearl battles Alzheimer's while
ina nursing home.   

   

   
  

‘* How does Hannah Pears loss of memory
and inability to find the right words
enhance the narrative?

+ How do the different points of view ennich
2
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Jenifer Estess (Washington Square Press}

+ From the tme she's diagnosedwith A.L.S. up
to her death, €stess chronicles her struggles
with the disease, along with her liberating re
lationship withReed, and the work of Project
ALS, an organization shefounded,
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the namesake * Do you think running Project A LS. had
an impact on Jenifer’s health? Discuss
the role of work in maintainingsense of
well being
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* How doesthe themeof romantic love

figure into how Jenifer viewsher own
illness? What does Reed symbolize
to Jenifer?   THEVIRGIN'S LOVER

Philippa Gregory {Touchstone}

Visit us for the most
comprehensivereading

groupsupport for these www.marinerreadersguides.com

to asicht Where authors and
reading groups
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In thefirst yearofher reign, Queen Elizabeth |
pouts,fumes, ondrelentlessly schemes as
shefinds herself in a love triangle with Sir
Robert Dudley, son ofa traitorousfamily, and
his secretly Catholic wife, Amy.

  

  
    

 

  

 

   
    * Does Dudleytruly care about Elizabeth,

or tshis courtship of herto satisfy his
own ambition?
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* Elizabeth,believing she 1s being pursued
by an assassin, seekssafety with Dudley
at Kew How does this encounter mark a
tumingpointin their relationship?
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from his study-groupfriends, he joined
a different circle of boys. During the
next several years, hesaid, he watched as
bin Laden andtheothers in his former
group, whocontinuedto study with the
Syrian, openly adopted thestyles and
convictionsofteen-ageIslamicactivists.
Theylettheiryoung beards grow, short-
enedtheir trouser legs, and declined to
iron their shirts (ostensibly to imitate
the style ofthe Prophet's dress), and, in-
creasingly, they lectured or debated
other students at Al Thagher about the
urgentneedtorestore pure Islamic law
across the Arab world.It is unclear
whetherthe Syrian teacher was a mem-
ber of the Muslim Brotherhood or was
simply influenced by someofits ideas
aboutpolitical activism andviolentjihad
against unbelievers; his whereabouts
today are unknown. Bin Laden's school-
matesaid the teacherleft Al Thagher
twenty-five years ago.

haled Batarfi is a soft-spoken man
his mid-forties who works as a

senioreditor at 4/Madina, an Arabic-

language newspaperin Jedda, and who
also writes a weekly column for Arab
News, an English-language paper in
the city. He earned a doctoral degree
at the University of Oregon and,since
September 11, 2001, has become an
occasionalinterlocutor for American
journalists and diplomats whovisit the
kingdom.Batarfi is sometimesinvited
to participate in foreign-policy sem-
inars sponsored by the United States
government; last month,he joined a
roundtablediscussionin Jedda with Liz
Cheney, a Deputy Assistant Secretary
of State for Near Eastern Affairs, and a
daughter of Vice-President Cheney's.
Inaddition to his work as a Saudi po-
litical journalist and commentator,
Batarfi has emerged during the past
several years as a source ofdetailed,
firsthand information about bin Laden
as a teen-ager. Hehastalked abouthis
recollections of Osama and has pub-

  

lished an interview with bin Laden’s
mother, and remains in touch with
other membersofthe family.

In 1971, Batarfi moved in a few doors
down from bin Laden,andthey played
on the sameclub soccer team. (Whenhe
could, Batarfi said, he encouraged bin
Ladentoplay forward,sothatthetall
youth could use his head to send balls
into the opposing team’s goal.) Al-
though Batarfi did not attend Al Tha-
gher, he saw bin Ladenfrequently dur-
ing Osama's years there. Overthe course
ofseveral interviews, Batarfi told me
that he witnessedhisfriend’s emergence
during thoseyears, at aboutagefifteen
or sixteen, as an increasingly committed
schoolyardIslamicactivist. “In Al Tha-
gher, he waspart ofan Islamic group,”
Batarfi recalled. “He was a prominent
member.. . . That group was influenced
by the Brotherhood. He wasinfluenced
bythis philosophy.”

Batarfi’s recollection is corroborated
byJamal Khashoggi, a former acquain-
tance ofbin Laden's whois now an ad-
viser to Prince Turki al-Faisal, the Saudi
Ambassadorto the United States. The
longtime Middle East correspondent
Jonathan Randal, in his 2004 book,
“Osama,” quoted Khashoggias saying
that Osama “grew up as a Muslim
Brother” and did notsplit from the
movementuntil the mid-nineteen-
eighties. The Brotherhood’s influence
on bin Laden wasparticularly striking,
Batarfi told me, because the movement's
emphasisonthe needforpolitical trans-
formationin the Muslim world differed
from the more introspective Islamic the-
ology then prevalentin Saudi Arabia.
The kingdom’s dominant school of

Islam is often called Wahhabism by
non-Saudis, in reference to Muham-
mad bin AbdulWahhab,an eighteenth-
century desert preacher whoallied
himself with the al Saud family when
it first establishedpolitical control over
the Arabian Peninsula, and whose
descendantsare still among Saudi
Arabia’s most importantofficial clergy.
ManySaudis reject the term “Wah-
habism”as pejorative; they regard
Wahhab’sideas asIslam itself, properly
interpreted, and they argue that no
other label is required. Some Saudis ac-
knowledge their country’s dominant
theology as a distinct schoolofIslamic
thought, but they will typicallyrefer to  
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this school as Salafism, a term that
refers to the beliefs and practices of
the earliest followers of Islam. With
someexceptions, adherents ofthe Salafi
schoolsteer away from purposeful po-
litical organizing; instead, they often
emphasize matters of personalfaith,
suchasthestrict regulation of Islamic
rituals, and of an individual's private
conductandprayer. Bin Laden’s group
at Al Thagher, Batarfi said, was influ-
enced to someextent by Salafi ideas,
because there wasnoescaping the pres-
ence ofsuchideasin Saudisociety, but

bin Laden’s group adopted “a more ac-
tivist or a political agenda,” as Batarfi
put it, which was drawn largely from
the Muslim Brotherhood’s advocacy for
political change in Islamic countries.

In this respect, bin Laden's years atAl
‘Thagherappear to have beenan intellec-
tual preludeto his better-known experi-
ences as a student at King Abdul Aziz
University, in Jedda, where he stud-
ied during thelate nineteen-seventies.
Atthe university, bin Laden was in-
fluenced by several professors with
strongties to the Muslim Brotherhood.
Among them was Muhammad Qutb,
an Egyptian, whose brother Sayyid
Qutb had written one of the Broth-
erhood’s most importanttracts about
anti-Western jihad, “Signposts on the
Road.” (Sayyid Qutb was hanged for
treason by the Egyptian government

in 1966.) Bin Laden’s early exposure
to the Brotherhood’s ideasandrecruit-
ers mayhelp to explain whylater, in
Afghanistan, he wasattracted to the
causes of so many Egyptianexiles, in-
cluding his future deputy, Ayman al-
Zawahiri, whose experiencesalso in-
cluded early exposure to the Muslim
Brotherhood.

High school shaped bin Laden’s fu-
ture in another wayas well. In Afghan-
istan, he workedat times with a former
Al Thagher biology teacher, a Saudi
named Ahmed Badeeb. During the
nineteen-eighties, Badeeb took up a
newjob, as chiefofstafffor Prince Turki
al-Faisal, who was then the head of
Saudiintelligence and whose depart-
ment,in collaboration with the C.1.A.,
sent hundredsof millions of dollars to
support the Afghan war effort. In de-
scribing his occasional work with bin
Laden on the Afghan frontier, Badeeb
hassaid that they enjoyed a warm per-
sonal relationship, one thathadits ori-
gins in their shared experiences at Al
‘Thagher.

AS a young man,bin Ladendrove
a white Chrysler and a gray Mer-

cedes, often very fast, according to
Batarfi. On occasion, he joined gath-
erings of the larger bin Laden clan.
Bythe early nineteen-seventies, this
group, on his father’s side of the fam-

 “How soon doyou need these?”

ily, included a numberofhalf broth-
ers who hadstudied abroad,in places
such as Lebanon and England. Some
of Osama’s older half brothers had
travelled to Europe and, occasionally,
the United States. The leader ofthis
side of the family then was Muham-
mad bin Laden’s eldest son, Salem,
an ebullient, guitar-playing gradu-
ate of an English boarding school. By
the mid-nineteen-seventies, Salem
had acquireda privatejet, and he trav-
celled widely, to Switzerland, England,
and Texas. At about that time, Osa-

ma’s motherarranged for her teen-age
son to marry first cousin, who was
from Syria.

The subject of Osama’s youthful
travels has been muddled by a num-
ber of accounts of his teen-age years,
published shortlyafter September 11th.
‘These haveincluded reports, for exam-
ple, that bin Laden attended board-
ing school in Lebanon, where he sup-
posedly engagedin drinking and disco
dancing. Someof bin Laden’s half
brothers did attend school in Lebanon,
but no credible evidence has surfaced
that Osamaever did. There have also
been published reports that bin Laden
joined his family on vacation in Swe-
den, and that he enrolled in a summer
language course in England, but there
is someuncertainty aboutthese reports;

several people who have met bin Laden
say the reported trips amountto cases of
mistakenidentity.

Khaled Batarfi offered a new ac-
countof bin Laden’s travels during the
nineteen-sixties and seventies. He said
that, as far as he knew, bin Laden had
ventured outside the Middle East as a
young manonly three times. Thefirst
time, when he was aboutten, he went
to London with his motherto receive
medical treatment for an eye condi-
tion. Bin Laden stayed in England for
at least a month anddid somesightsee-
ing, according to Batarfi. On a second
trip, as a teen-ager, bin Ladenjoined
somefriends andrelatives on a big-
gamesafari in East Africa. And,finally,
according to Batarfi, Osama bin Laden,
madeonetrip to the United States, in
about 1978.

According to Batarfi, the trip to

America came about because bin La-
den’s first child, a son named Abdul-
lah, who was born in about 1976, had



a medical problem—apparently cos-
metic. Bin Laden, his wife, and his
toddler son travelled together to the
United States for treatment, Batarfi
said, although heis not certain where
the procedure took place. By his ac-
count, only one aspect of the jour-

ney madea particularly strong impres-
sion on bin Laden: On the way home,
Osamaandhis wife weresitting in an
airport lounge, waiting for their con-
necting flight. In keeping with their
strict religious observance, his wife
was dressed in a black abaya, a drap-
ing gown,as wellas the full head cov-
ering often referred to as hijab, Other
passengers in the airport “were staring
at them,” Batarfi said,“and taking pic-
tures.” When bin Laden returned to
Jedda, he told people that the expe-
rience waslike “being in a show.” By
Batarfi’s account, bin Laden was not
particularly bitter aboutall the stares
and the photographs; rather, “he was

joking aboutit.”
If Batarfi is correct, bin Laden’s

Americanvisit took place before he
travelled to Afghanistan to participate
in violentjihad, and aboutten years
before he founded Al Qaeda;it might
never havesurfaced in intelligence
and law-enforcementinvestigations of
bin Laden, which began in the mid-
nineteen-nineties. Spokesmen at sev-
eral governmentagencies, including the
C.LA.and the F.B.L,said that their Al
Qaedaspecialists had no information
about a visit by bin Ladento the United
States. A State Departmentspokesman
said thatits consular section had no re-
cord ofever havingissueda visa to bin
Laden,but that the departmentno lon-
ger has complete records ofvisas that
wereissued that long ago.

bdullah bin Laden, Osama’s son,
today lives in Jedda and enjoys

good health, according to several peo-
ple who know him. (He did not re-
spondto requests for an interview.) In a
story published in a London-based
Saudi-owned newspaper in 2001,
Abdullah said thatheleft his father’s
household in the mid-nineties, when
Osama was preparing to leave Sudan,
wherehe hadbeenliving in exile, for a
newand uncertain exile in Afghanistan.
Notwishing to endure such hardship
any longer, Abdullah sought and re-

  
   
 
 
 

  
 

 
 

 

 
   
 
   

 
 

 
 

   

  

   
  

    
  

 

 
 

 

 

 
   
 

 
 
 

  

     
 

    
    
 
    

 

      
 

                      
  
  

ceivedhisfather’s permission to return
to Saudi Arabia, wherehehassince
taken up a career in advertising and
publicrelations.

Abdullah runs his own firm,called
Fame Advertising, which hasoffices
near a Starbucks in a two-story strip
mall on Palestine Street, one of Jed-
da’s busiest commercial thoroughfares.
“Fame. . . Is Your Fame” is the com-
pany’s slogan, accordingto its market-
ing brochures. Amongthefirm’s adver-
tised specialties is “event management,”
which refers to the stagingofattention-
grabbing corporate galas and launch
parties for new products orstores. The
firm makes this promise: “Fame Adver-
tising events are novel, planned metic-
ulously, and executed with efficiency.”
Onthe back ofthis brochure is printed
a single word:“Different.”

ManySaudis follow the search for
Abdullah’s father with fascination, and
this is particularly true ofalumniof the
Al Thagher Model School. Some of
Osama's former classmates are now
doctors orlawyers; others havefollowed 

theirfathers into business. They use the
Internetto stay in touch. OnJanuary 31,

2001, Al Thagher’s Class of1976started
a message group on Yahoo, where they
exchange news aboutold friends and
occasionallydiscuss questions about re-
ligion andpolitics, a participant told me.
That Yahoo group requires a modera-
tor’s permissionto join, but a secondAl
Thagher group for all alumni has pub-
licly posted messagesthat give the flavor
ofthe group'sdiscussions,particularly in
that autumnafter the September 11th
attacks. Posted messagetitles include
“Taleban,” “Northern Alliance Atroci-
ties,” “Salman Rushdie article,” and,
suggestively, “9 Unpopular Ideas, im-
portantto read.”

Al Thagher’s Class of 1976is ap-
proachingthethirtieth anniversary ofits
graduation; noreunion has been sched-
uled. Theclass held its most recent re-
union at a beach resort on the Red Sea.
Theparty tookplace on a wintry night;
in all, aboutfifty Al Thagher alumni
turned up to mingle and share a meal.
There was no word from Osama. #

THE NEW YORKER, DECEMBER 12, 2005, 6



The fastest
way to learn
a language.

Guaranteed:
Rosettastone

4

Award-winning software successfully
Pesaemete
eetantures
PedSeraices

 

Finally, a different approach that

has millions of peopletalking.

Using the award-winning Dynamic
Immersion” method,ourinteractive
software teaches withouttranslation,

memorization or grammardrills.

Combining thousandsofreal-life

imagesandthevoicesofnative
speakersin a step-by-step immersion

process, our programs successfully

replicate the experienceoflearning

yourfirst language. Guaranteed to

teach faster and easier than any
other language product or your
moneyback. No questions asked.

RosettaStone is available for learrung:
Arabic + Chinese + Danish + Dutch + English + Farsi

French German Greek + Hebrew + Hindi
Indonesian Italian = Japanese « Korean + Latin
Pashto * Polish * Portuguese * Russian * Spanish

‘Swahili: Swedish * Thai Turkish + Vietnamese * Welsh

SAVE 10%
$485 $175.50

$225 $202.50

$327 $296.10

Level 1 CD-ROM

Level 2 CD-ROM

BEST VALUE!
Level 1 & 2 Set.

 

 

Call today or buy online
for a 10% discount.

RosettaStone.com/nys125a
1-800-788-5141

Use promotional code nysi25a whenordering,

Give the gift they'll talk aboutall year!

 

   
62 THE NEW YORKER, DECEMBER 12, 2005,

 

 

THE SPORTING SCENE

YOUR MOVE
How computer chessprogramsare changing thegame.

BY TOM MUELLER

hrilly Donningerprefers to watch
from a distance when Hydra,his

computer chess program, competes,
because he is camera-shy, but also be-
cause herarely understandswhat Hydra
is doing, and the uncertainty makes him
nervous. During Hydra’s matchagainst
the world’s seventh-rankedplayer, Mi-
chael Adams, in Londonlast June,
Donningersat with three grand mas-
ters at the back of a darkened audito-
rium, watching a video projection of
the competition on the wall behind
Adams. Mostofthe time, Donninger,
a forty-nine-year-old Austrian, had lit-
tle to worry about; Hydra won the
matchfive gamesto none, with one
draw. But in the second game, which
endedin the draw, the program made
an errorthat briefly gave its human op-
ponentan advantage.

The gamewasplayedat a spot-
lit table on a low podium. Adamssat
in theclassic chess player's pose—his
elbowsresting on thetable, his chin
cupped in his palms—reaching out
now and then with his right hand to
movea piece on a large wooden chess-
board. Across from him was Hydra—
a laptop linked by Internet connec-
tion to a thirty-two-processor Linux
cluster in Abu Dhabi—and Hydra’s
human operator, who entered Adams's
movesinto the computer and recorded
the program’sreplies on the board. On
the laptop's screen wasa virtual chess-
board showing the currentposition in
the game,as well as a paneofswiftly
scrolling numbers representing a frac-
tion of the thousandsoflines of play
that Hydra wasanalyzing, and a row of
colored bars that grew or shrank with
each move, according to the program's
assessmentofwhowaswinning—green
bars meantan advantagefor white, red
bars for black.

For much of the match, the bars
showed Hydra comfortablyin the lead.
When Adams made a mistake, they

spiked dramatically, but mostly they
grew in small increments,recording the
tiny advantages that the program was
steadily accumulating. Manyof these
were so subtle that Donninger and the
grand masters failed to grasp the logic
of Hydra’s movesuntil long after they
had been made. But about twenty min-
utesinto the second game,when Hydra
advancedits central e~pawnto thefifth
rank, there was a small commotion in
the group. Yasser Seirawan, an Amer-
ican player formerly ranked in the top
ten, who had coached Adamsfor the
match, gave a thumbs-up sign. Chris-
topher Lutz, a German grand mas-
ter who is Hydra’s main chess adviser,
groaned. Only Donninger, who pro-
gramschess far better than he plays
it, was baffled. He turned to Lutz in
alarm.

“Whatwas that? Whatdid you see?”
“Now our pawn structure has be-

comeinflexible,” Lutz replied. “Do
we haveanything in the program for
flexibility?”

“Whatdo you meanby“flexibility?”
Lutz frowned. Hesensed that Hydra

had hemmeditselfin, giving Adamsthe
upper hand. Bishop to b7 was the cor-
rect move, Lutz believed—the most
natural way for Hydra to preserveits
attacking chances and its room to ma-
neuver. Butexplaining his nebulous in-
sights to lesser player like Donninger
was a challenge.

“This position lacksflexibility,” he
repeated,shakinghis head.

“Whenyoucan define ‘flexibility in
twelvebits, it’ll go in Hydra,” Don-
ningertold him,twelve bits being the
size ofthe program’sdata tables.

Adamslocked up Hydra’s centerwith
his next move and managed, several hours
later, to eke out a draw. “Hydra didn’t
playbadly, but‘notbad isn’tgood enough
against a leading grand master,” Don-
ninger said after the game. His program
is widely considered to be the world’s



 
Chrilly Donninger’sprogram Hydra is widely consideredto be the world’s strongest chessplayer. Photograph by Peter Rigaud.

strongest chess player, human ordigital,
butit still has room for improvement.

can and restless, with a scraggly
beard and a large Roman nose,

Donningersays that he approaches pro-
grammingless like scientist thanlike a
craftsman—he compares himself to a
Madonnenschnitzer, oneofthe painstak-
ing Baroque and rococo wood-carvers
whose Madonnasculptures adorn the
churches near Altmelon,thevillage in
northern Austria where helives and
works. He speaks German with a thick
Austrian brogue and frequentlyuses ex-

pressionslike “Das ist mir Wurscht!”—
“That's all sausage to me!” For the past
twoyears, he has led the Hydra project,
a multinational team of computer and
chessexperts, which is fundedbythe Pal
Group, a companybased in the United
Arab Emirates which makes computer
systems,desalinizationplants, and cyber
cafés. Pal’s owner, Sheikh Tahnoon bin
Zayed al-Nahyan, is a memberof the
country’s royal family and a passionate
chessplayer; he hired Donninger with
thegoal ofcreating the world’s best chess
program.Pal is also using the same kind
of hardware that runs Hydra for finger-

print-matching and DNA-analysis
applications, which,like computer chess,
require high-speedcalculations. The
program’s main hardwareresides in an
air-conditionedroom inAbu Dhabi, and
Donningeris frequentlyunabletoaccess
it, because the Sheikh and Hydra, play-
ing under the name zor_champ,are on
the Internet, taking onall comers.

As a child, Donninger wassoat-
tached to puzzles that his mother wor-
ried that he wasdisturbed. At the age of
four, he spent months building houses
out offour colors ofLego bricks, inwhich
nobricks ofthe samecolorever touched;
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ANTIELOVE POEM

Sometimes you don’t wantto love the person you love
you turn yourface away from that face
whoseeyeslips might makeyou give up anger
forget insult steal sadness ofnot wanting
tolove turn away then turn away at breakfast
in the evening don't lift your eyes from the paper
to see thatfacein all its seriousness a
sweetness ofconcentration he holds his book
in his hand the hard-knuckled winter wood-
scarred fingers turn away that’s all you can
doold as youare to save yourselffrom love

two decadeslater, when he was an un-
dergraduateat the University ofVienna,
helearned that this was a famous con-
undrum in topology—the Four-Color
Problem. After completing a doctorate
instatistics, he worked as a programmer
for Siemens, where he earned a reputa-
tion as a bug fixer, the computer equiva
lent ofa puzzler. In 1989,he was trans-
ferred to the Dutchcity of Noordwijk.
It wasthere, during a period of intense
loneliness, that Donningerjoined a local
chess club, andstarted writinghis first
chess program.“I found my ecological
niche,” hesays.

Hehadalsofoundtheultimate puz-
zle. With about 10possible unique
games—vastlymore than there are atoms
in the known universe—chess is one of
mankind’s most complex activities. In an
average arrangementonthe board, white
has thirty-five possible moves and black
hasthirty-five possible replies, yielding
twelve hundred and twenty-five poten-
tial positions after one full turn. With
subsequent moves, cach of these posi-
tions branches out exponentially in fur-
ther lines ofplay—1.5 million positions
after the secondturn,1.8 billion after the
third—forminga gigantic mapofpoten-
tial games that programmerscall the
“search tree.”
How humanbeings confrontthis

complexity and seize on a few good
moves remains a mystery. Experienced
players rely on subconsciousfaculties
knownvariously as pattern recogni-
tion, visualization, and aesthetic sense.
All are formsof educated guesswork—
aids to making choices when certainty

—Grace Paley

through exhaustive calculation is im-
possible—and may be summed up in a
word:intuition. Even a novice player
uses intuition to exclude most moves
as pointless, and the more advanced a
player becomestheless he needsto cal-
culate. As the eminent Cuban grand
master José Ratil Capablanca oncetold
a weakerplayer, “You figure it out, I
knowit.”

Computers have the advantageoffor-
midable analytical power, but even the
fastest machineis quickly overwhelmed
by the sheer number of movesthat it
mustassess. (Donningerestimates that
Hydra would need 10” years to “solve”
chess,starting from thefirst move and
analyzingall possible sequencesofplay.)
To produce world-class chess of the
sort that Hydraplayed against Michael
Adams, programmers must somehow
teach their machines intuition.

‘This turnsoutto be a highly personal
task, which everyprogrammer approaches
differently. Stefan Meyer-Kahlen, a
thirty-seven-year-old Germanwho wrote
the four-time world-championprogram
Shredder, was inspired by Anatoly Kar-
pov, the Russian player knownforhis
calm,ruthlesslylogical playand his mas-
terly defense. Amir Ban and Shay Bu-
shinsky,Israeli programmers whocre-
ated Junior, another four-time world

champion,draw ona large collection of
computer chess games to shape their
program’s style. “We don’t use grand-
master gamesforthis, because they're too
full oferrors,” says Ban, who madea for-
tunein the nineteen-ninetiesas an entre-
preneur in flash memory,(Bushinsky is a



professor ofcomputer science andart-
ificial intelligence, or A.L, at the Univer-
sity ofHaifa.) Ban and Bushinsky believe
that their method accounts for Junior's
“speculative” play—its keen understand-
ing oftime and space,andits unrivalled
knack for sacrifice—and they gleefully
describe how Junior trounced an early
version ofHydra twoyears ago, because
Hydra (or,rather, Donninger) had badly
misjudgeda position. (Ban and Don-
ninger detest one another,and,after get-
ting into a shouting match at a tourna-
mentin 1997,they no longer speak.)

Hydra is famous for its relentless as-
sault on the enemyking. “It’s the Rott-
weiler of computer chess,” Donninger
says proudly. “It floats like a butterfly,
stings like a hornet.” Hesays that he has
tried to endow the program with the
slashing,sacrificial style of the former
world champion Mikhail Tal. Yet Hy-
dra’s fighting spirit is as much Don-
ninger’s as Tal’s. As a boy, Donninger
fought constantly in school, analyzed
each ofMuhammad Ali's matches, and
taughthis youngersister an Ali-inspired
uppercutto wardoff bullies.In his twe:
ties, he foughtasa junior welterweight
in a top Vienna gym. Occasionally, he
pulls on aworn pair ofboxing gloves and
hammers away at a heavybag that hangs
from a beam onthesideofhis house.

Hydra, Shredder,Junior, and Fritz—
another top program—routinely defeat
leading grand masters, cach playing
with a distinctive personality that re-
flects not only its inventor's particular
approach to chess and programming,
butalso moves andtactics that seem to
arise spontaneously from intricacies of
the computercode, which the program-
merhimselfoften cannotexplain. Over
the past decade, these programs, which
typicallysell for aboutsixty dollars and
run on a P.C., have becomeessential
tools for grand masters to analyze past
games,test openinglines, and generate
new ideas. (Hydra is not commercially
available, in part becauseofits special-
ized hardware; some programs, includ-
ing versions ofthe reigning worldcham-
pion, Zappa, can be downloaded,free,
from the Internet.) In the past several
years, these programshave begun to play
the kind of elegant,creative chess once
thoughtto be the exclusive province of
humans. Computers are allowing peo-
ple to look more deeply into the game

 

than ever before. Theyare even help-
ing people to play morelike machines.

the first chess automatonwas,like
Hydra, created as a diversion for

royalty. In 1769, the engineerWolfgang
von Kempelen built “the Turk” for the
Hapsburg ruler Maria Theresa. A robed
and turbaned mannequin seated at a
large desk, the Turk toured Europe and
America for decades, trouncingall but

the bestplayers; according to onestory,it
beat Napoleonsobadly that he swept the
piecesfrom the board in disgust. Though
the Turk’s mechanical components were
impressive—it had elaborate, whirring
gears and could nod,roll its eyes, and
lean over the board as if in concentra-
tion—its human componentwas deci-
sive:it was secretly operatedbya skilled
chessplayercurled upinside the desk.

Thefirst real chess-playing machine
was designedin thelate nineteen-forties
bythe British mathematician Alan Tur-
ing, who, in 1950,in the paperin which
heproposed the famous Turing Test,
identified chess as an ideal proving
ground for machineintelligence. Since
computers were notyet widelyavailable,
Turingacted as his own central process-
ing unit, laboriously working out each
move on paper. With the advent of
computers afewyears later, chess became
thedarling of the A.I. community. The
game wasenormously complex, had sim-
ple rules, and, unlike many objects of
scientific research,provided an unambig-
uous way to measure results: the more a
program won,the smarter itwas thought
tobe. In broad terms, the early programs
ofthe nineteen-fifties andsixtiesworked
the way Hydra andits peers do today.
They consisted of a search function,
which sifted through thetree ofpossible
moves, and anevaluation function,which
applied a score to positions that arose
along the way, awarding bonuses for
good characteristics and penalties for
bad. The moveleading to the highest-
scoring position would beselected.

Thefirst chess programmers at-
temptedto use the sameintuitive strate-
giesin search andevaluation that people
employedwhenplaying chess. However,
their translations of humanrules of
thumb—controlthe center, don’t move
your queen too early—into program-
ming languageproved toocrudeto
produce good chess. Worse, the more   
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‘Tm like mostpeople, Iguess—a mixture ofgoodand bad.”

knowledge the programmersbuilt into
thesearch function,the slowerthe search
became, which limited how deeply the
program could see into a position—its
“searchhorizon.” Thefirst programs were
characterized bynonexistentstrategy, em-
barrassing endgametechnique, anda re-
markablegift for blunders. In 1956, the
MANIAC,a nuclear-weapons computerat
Los Alamos,lost to a human opponent,
even thoughtherules had beensimplified
andit had beenspotted a queen. Mikhail
Botvinnik, a former world champion,
tried to write a program that thoughtthe
wayhedid, butit never won a gamein
tournamentplay.
A breakthrough camein the late

nineteen-seventies, with the advent of
“brute force” programming,which traded
selectivity for speed. By paring back chess
knowledge, emphasizing search algo-
rithmslike alpha-beta pruning, and ex-
ploiting faster hardware, programmers
wereable to consider a far broadersearch
tree. Computers began to beat master
playersin theearly eighties, and in 1988
DeepThought becamethefirst program
to defeat a grand master. The brute-force
approach culminated in 1997, when
Deep Thought’s successor, Deep Blue,
a multimillion-dollar .B.M. supercom-
puter that could evaluate two hundred
million positions per second, wona six-
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gamematchagainst Garry Kasparov,the
world champion.

Computers had triumphedat chess
notby aping human thought, as most A.I.
experts had expected, butby playinglike
machines. The analogy with flight is
instructive: as long as people tried to fly
by imitating birds, attaching diaphanous
wings to their arms and flapping madly,
theywere doomed tofailure; oncetheyes-
caped the paradigm ofthe familiar, how-
ever, they were soonflying muchfaster
than birds. Yet somethingstill seemed to
be missing. Programmers had made the
mostof computers’ computational supe-
riority, but many experts agreed that hu-
mans retained theedgeinstrategy. After
DeepBlue's victory, A.1. researchers lost
interest in chess, largely because brute-
force methods seemed too crude and me-
chanical to shed much light onthe nature
ofintelligence. “Brute force’ was a derog-
atory term,”recalls Jonathan Schaeffer, a
computer scientist whois the author of
several chess programs and the world-
champion checkers program Chinook.
“You were considered a heretic ifyou
didn’t try to emulate the humanbrain.”

ythelate nineties, most chess pro-
gramming was done not for main-

frames but for much slower microcom-
puters and, subsequently,for P.C.s. Even

today,the fastest P.C. programscan ana-
lyze only aboutfour million positions per
second, a fraction ofDeep Blue's capacity.
In orderto achieve world-class results at
these speeds, programmers needed tofind
ways of searching moreselectively and
evaluating moreprecisely. Over the past
several years, the mostgifted program-
mershave learned howtodistill the more
arcane principles of grand-master play
into computer language. Some have
identified principles that grand masters
neverimagined.

Donninger reviews Hydra’s errors
alone or with Christopher Lutz,trying to
define each problematic positionin twelve
bits’ worth ofquestions, whichhecan in-
corporate into Hydra’s code. “Sometimes
itwould benice to have more questions to
work with,” Donningersays. “But then
you'd risk diluting theessential character-
istics of the position with less vital infor-
mation. Twelve bits is good discipline.”
Because these questions determine how
Hydrawill play, Donninger won't reveal
mostofthem;a few, however, are more or
less the samefor all programs. The ques-
tions that Hydra usesto assess the value of
a passedpawn are: “Is this a passed pawn?”
(1 bit); “Is the square in front ofit
blocked?”(1 bit); “Which rowis it on?” (3
bits); “Is it supported by a neighboring
pawn?”(1 bit); “Is it supported bya neigh-
boring pawn thatis itself'a passed pawn?”
(1 bit); “Is it an advanced passed pawn?”
(1 bit); “Is the enemy king inside the
pawn’s square?” (1 bit); and “Which phase
ofthe gameare we in?” (3bits).

Once Donningeris satisfied that he
hasthe right questions, he enters them
into Hydra’s evaluation function as a new
heuristic, or chess rule. Hydra, likeall
other chess software, has hundreds of
heuristicswoven intoits code, where they
behave like DNA,shapingthe program’s
personality. The Hydra code for evaluat-
ing a passed pawn, written in the com-
puter language Verilog, looks like this:

if(iwPA7) begin
wBlocked_A.

 

wBack_A<=1’b0;
wMaxRow_Ac= 3*h6;
wPRow_A<=37h6;
wlever_A<=1’b0;

end

How the heuristics interact, reinforc-
ing and overriding one another, is mys-



terious;evena slight adjustmentto a sin-
gle rule can producesideeffects that the
programmercannotpredict. After Don-
ningeradds a newrule,he runsa long se-
ries oftest matchesto determine whether
itworks, pitting the newversion ofHydra
againstother programs.Ifthe new Hydra
wins more oftenthanits predecessor, the
new heuristic stays. Donningersays that
for each newrule he needs about three
monthsto work out unexpected kinks.
(By contrast, Ban and Bushinsky some-
times tweakJunior’s coderight up to
thestart of a game.“Welike to change
things, take risks, improvise,” Bushinsky
says. “Maybe this is not so smart some-
times—it’s considered a real no-noin
computerscience. Butthat’s how we
work. Maybe we do have aninstinct for
the program,sense something about how
it feels.”)

Today, the best programs blend
knowledge andspeedsoeffectively that
even the most talented humanplayers
have little chance of defeating them. In
2003,Fritz and Junior fought Garry
Kasparovto a draw in tense multi-game
matches. A round-robin event in Octo-
ber, 2004, pitting Hydra, Fritz, and Ju-
nioragainstthree leading grand masters,
endedin an 8%4-3% victory for the com-
puters. The machines’ superiority was
most obvious during the Hydra~Adams
match in London. “Adams was simply
pushedoffthe board bya much stronger
opponent,” says David Levy, an interna-

tional masterwho watchedtheevent.
Donningeris nolongerinterested in

man-versus-machine matches.“I see the
samepatternin cach game,” he says. “T
call it Chrilly’s Law:every ten moves, at
the most, in complicatedpositions, even
thestrongestplayerwill commita slight
inaccuracy—the second-best move when,
onlythe bestwill do. He doesn’t even no-
tice it, but Hydra does.Its evaluation bars
start growing,a little taller with every
move. Bythe time the grand master re-
alizes the problem,it’s already Game
Over.” Manychess players and program-
mers would like to see a match between
Hydra and Kasparov, whohas officially
retired from chessto pursuea career as a
politician in Russia butis still considered
the ultimate opponent. “The world’s
greatest-ever humanplayer against the
world’s greatest-ever computer player—
we wouldall love to seeit,” Levy says.
Donningeris indifferent to theidea. “’'m

much more interestedin beating Shred-
der, Fritz, and the other programs,” he
says. “I learn more from those matches.”

n February, I watched Hydra play
Shredderin one of the most sophis-

ticated chess gamesin history, during
the fourteenth International Computer
Chess Championship.‘The tournament
washeld in Paderborn, Germany,in a

shabby,fluorescent-lit conference room
whoseboisterous disarray often sug-
gesteda tailgate party more than a com-
petition. Sixteen contestants sat chat-
ting in pairs at small tables laden with
computers, chesssets, beer, coffee, and
half-eaten hunks ofstrudel. The pro-
gramsreflected their authors’ whims: one
soundeda gong with every move, oth-
ers displayed photos—ofa petfalcon in
onecase, a scantilycladstarlet in another.

“They're extensionsofour egos,” Vincent
Diepeveen,the author ofDiep, a Dutch

program,said.
Donninger and Hydra sat at a table

in the middle of the room,the laptop
draped with a U.A.E.flag and Don-
ninger in his game-day outfit, which he
wore onall five days of the tournament:
black jeans, dirty whiteclogs, and a gray
cardigan with deerhom buttons. Across
from him was Shredder andits inven-
tor, Meyer-Kahlen, a round-faced man
with a melodioustenorvoice whois the
only professional chess programmer not
affiliated with a larger organization, and
is widely admired byhispeers. “He does
everything himself—the program, the
userinterface,sales, technical support,”
Donningersays. “Noone knows how he
managesto stay at the top.”

The gamestarted with a handshake,
acustom in matchesbetween grand mas-
ters, and continued for about twenty
minutes with a chatty congeniality un-
thinkable in competitive chess. Once a
gamebegins, programmers are not per-
mitted to adjust their programs, but
there is norule against sharing informa-
tion. Donninger and Meyer-Kahlen
turnedtheir screens so that each could
see from thescrolling numbers and col-
ored bars whatthe other’s program was
thinking, and speculated aloud about
their programs’ prospects. When Don-
ninger recorded the wrong move on
the board, Meyer-Kahlen politely cor-
rected it. However, as the position be-
camecomplicated both men grewquiet  
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and stone-faced,their eyes fixed on the
screens. Other programmersdrifted
awayfrom their matches and gathered
ina tightcircle aroundthetable.

“Whata stupid sport!” Donninger
snapped,as the programsjockeyed for
infinitesimal advantages. “We're com-
pletely helpless.It’s like riding shotgun
in a Formula Oneracecar.”

Ninety minutes into the game, most
ofthe pieces werestill on the board, ar-
rangedinan intricate logjam. Shredder
was happy with theposition, but so was
Hydra; evidently one of the programs
was mistaken. Then Shredder attacked
Hydra’s kingside, with a risky pawn ad-
vance that seemedto expose Shredder’s
own king. “Scheisse!” Meyer-Kahlen ex-
claimed. “Whatthe devil is Shredder
doing?”
The situation wascritical, but nei-

ther programmer knew whowas win-
ning. Nor did anyonein the crowd
aroundthe table, which included the
two grand masters on the Hydra team,
Christopher Lutz and Talib Mousa.

“Unklar,” Lutz murmured, when

T asked him whathe thought ofthe
position.

Donninger’s face brightened for a
moment. “‘Unclear’ is a grand master’s
wayofsaying, ‘Whothehell knows?”

The uncertainty persisted for several
more moves. Then,suddenly,it became
obvious that Shredder was on the verge
of being checkmated. Nevertheless,the
program madea queenside pawn push,
just as Hydra was corneringits king on
the otherside of the board.

“Oh, Shredder, whatkind of a crap
moveis that?” Meyer-Kahlen said.
Eight moveslater, he reached abruptly
across the board to shake Donninger’s
hand, resigning the game. Then he
stalked awayfrom thetable.

Afterward, while Mousa recounted
the match to Sheikh Tahnoon ona cell
phone, Lutz and Donninger reviewed
the game at the chessboard. “We're
trying to understandwhat happened and
why,” Donninger said wearily.

[ is now plausible to argue that com-
puters are playing subtler, more imag-

inative chess than the humansthey have
been designed to emulate. “They make
a lot of counterintuitive, even absurd-
looking, moves that on closer inspec-
tion can turn out to be outrageously

creative,” says John Watson,an inter-
national master who has written more
than twenty-five books on advanced
chess theory and strategy. “By gener-
ating countless newideas, they are ex-
panding the boundaries of chess, en-
abling top players to study the game
moredeeply, play moresubtly.” Viswa-
nathan Anand,a thirty-five-year-old
Indian whois currentlyrated the world’s
top active player, often uses several
chess programs simultaneously when
hetrains. “I have Shredder, Fritz, Ju-
nior, and HIARCS”—another popular
program—‘runningall the timeso I can
sce their various opinions, which are
often very different,” he says. “When a
position catches my fancy, we compare
notes.” In somecases, computers are re-

writing the game's groundrules. “Cer-
tain endgamesthatfor centuries were
unanimously thoughtto be draws have
actually proved to be clear wins,” says
John Nunn,a player formerly ranked
in the top ten whose groundbreaking
books on endgameswere thefirst to be
written using extensive computeranal-
ysis. “Computers helped meto discover
a number of fundamentally new posi-
tions that no one had ever expected,
some ofwhichwere outstandingly beau-
tiful,” he says.

Chess programsare even having a
psychological impact. Because com-
puters feel neither nervousness nor
fear, they are able to defend apparently
hopeless positions, which has encour-
aged human opponents to persevere
even whendefeat seemsinevitable. The
seventeen-year-old American cham-
pion Hikaru Nakamura recentlytold the
Timesthat heplays with the courage ofa
computer.“Pll play someofthesereally
crazy movesthat peopleare not going to
be expecting,” hesaid. “The wayI play
is not like most people. The moves are
more computeresque.”

ShayBushinskyandAmirBan believe
that computeresqueis better. “Many peo-
ple don’tlike it when I say this, but I
think Junior plays more creatively than
humans,” Bushinsky says. Ban goes fur-
ther, insisting that Junior’s creativity is a
symptomofits inherentintelligence.
“This is an emergent phenomenonofthe
program,not something I putintoit,” he
says.“It’s like Junior is the child and ’m
thefather. I may think I’ve taught my
child everything, butit’s constantly



dreaming up things that surprise me.”
Such claimstocreativity andintelli-

gence arenotthatfar-fetched.In the last
few decades,scholars of emergent phe-
nomena haverevealed how simplerules
at work in termite mounds,traffic jams,
quantum mechanics,andthestructure of
galaxies can give rise to sophisticated and
unanticipated behavior, just as the few
basic rules of chess yield the endlessly
subtle game played by grand masters and
chess programs. Scientists have found
that the best way to understand these
complex systemsis often notto theorize
butto build a computer model and see
howit behaves, in the same waythat a
chess programmerwrites anewversion of
his program and then watchesit play. As
the model exhibits patterns and behaviors
whoseexistence its programmernever
suspected,it is, in somereal sense, creat-
ing. And while this may notconstitute
true machineintelligence, a growing
number ofcognitive scientists and philos-
ophers sce no fundamental distinction
between computers and human brains.
“Sure, I think the brain is a machine,”
Mark Greenberg, a philosopher ofmind
at U.C.L.A,,says. “And,likewise, that
there’s no reasonin principle that a com-
puter couldn’t think, havebeliefs and
other mental states,be intelligent. Many
mainstream philosophers would agree.”

Some,of course, do not. John Searle
hastried to disprove the notion of ma-
chineintelligence with his “Chinese
Room”thought experiment, and Roger
Penrose has used Gédel’s ideas to the
sameend, The philosopher Colin Mc-
Ginnargues that consciousnessitself, a
crucial part ofintelligence,is cognitively
closed to us. Yet for those whoviewintel-
ligence as somethingessentially and al-
mostmystically human,the analogywith
flight may providea salutarywarning. In
October, 1903, just two monthsbefore
the Wrightbrothers completedtheir first
successful powered flight, the astronomer
Simon Newcombpublished an essay at-
tempting to prove thatairplanes would

 

neverfly. He gotnearly everythingright,
identifying theintricateratiosofsize,
weight, and wing surface in birds which
proved that a man-size bird could never
getairborne. Yet he overlooked one key
detail—thelift effect of an airfoil—and
thelarger pointthat an airplanewas nota
bird. Might those who appearto require
a humanbrainforintelligence be over-
looking a broader but noless valid defini-
tion ofthe term?

In anyevent, such metaphysical mat-
ters can be neatly sidestepped with the
Turing Test, which merely asks whether
a machinecan imitate intelligence well
enough to fool a humanobserver. In
2000 and 2001, the leading British grand
master Nigel Short played a number of
speed-chess gameson the Internet,
against an anonymous opponent. In most
games,this player put himselfat a disad-
vantage with several bizarre opening
moves, yetwenton to trounce Short,who
is among the world’s best speed-chess
players. Short becameconvinced thathis
quirky,brilliant opponent was the reclu-
sive chess genius Bobby Fischer—who
else could beat him with such superhu-
manease?“I am ninety-nineper centsure
that I have beenplaying againstthe chess
legend,”he told the London Sunday Tele-
graph. “It’s tremendously exciting.” He
said that he treasured these games as
products of Fischer'srare art. “To me,
they are what an undiscovered Mozart
symphony would be to a music lover.”

In fact, Short's opponentwas probably
acomputer.“It’s fairlyclear that the phan-
tom Fischer was an experienced chess-
program userplayinga practical joke,”
Frederic Friedel, a founder ofChessBase,
a software companythat publishesFritz,
Junior, and several other programs,says.
“He madethefirst few absurd moves by
handto throw peopleoffthe scent, then
unleashed the machine.” WhenFriedel
played throughseveral ofthe games with
Fritz, the program’s moveswere virtually
identical to those of Short’s mystery op-
ponent. So a computer duped one ofthe
world’s top chessplayers into believing
thatitwas a human,Friedel says that the
converse also happens.“Raffael,” one of
the strongestplayers at his company’s
popular chess server Playchess.com, was
originally thoughtto be a powerful com-
puter, but was later observed makingall-
too-humanerrors. “Raffael” is now be-
lieved by many to be Garry Kasparov. #  
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The South is wild-hog-positivefrom the Rio Grande in West Texasto the coast ofthe Carolinas, with onlyafew countiesstill hog-free.



 
Painting by Walton Ford.

 

OUR FAR-FLUNG CORRESPONDENTS

HOGS WILD
Suddenly,feralswine are everywhere.

BY IAN FRAZIER.

f all the domesticated animals,
none becomeferal morereadily,

or survive better in the wild, than the
hog. Ofall the larger animals, none re-
produce as quickly and abundantly as
the hog. The combinationofthefirst
fact with the second meansthat the
numberofwild hogs in the United
States—maybe four anda half million,
maybe five—is unlikely to go down.
‘The wild hogisan infestation machine.
The Great Smoky Mountains National
Park, in western North Carolina and
eastern Tennessee, has today a popu-
lation of aboutfive hundred wild hogs.
Since 1977, when the park began a pol-
icy oftrying to reduce the numberofits
hogs,its hog-control officers have re-
movedaboutten thousand hogs. When
hunted, wild hogs often become noc-
turnal. They are as smart as, or smarter
than, dogs. A study donein South Car-
olina found that catching wild hogs in
traps required about twenty-nine man-
hours per hog. Pasta certain point, re-
moving hogs is too expensive and hard
on the environmentto be worthwhile.
Like otherplaces (not including some
islands) that have wild hogs, the Great
Smoky Mountains National Park has
no expectation thatit will ever get rid
ofits hogs.
A makeroffencesin the nineteenth

century advertised a new kind offence
as being “bull-strong, horse-high, and
pig-tight.” In fact, as regards pigs, few
fences ever are. Pigs root under, wrig-
gle through. They have been getting
awaysince peoplefirst domesticated the
species Sus scrofa in Asia and the Mid-
dle East nine thousandto ten thousand
years ago. Whenarcheologists find an
ancientpig skull, they try totell by cer-
tain measurements of the upper sec-
ond molar whetherthe pig was tame or
wild. The original Sus scrofa, the Eur-
asian wild boar,has a longer snout than
domestic swine and thusa different
spacing ofteeth in the jaw. (The wild

boar is also taller, narrower, and rangier,
with bristly hairs standing up alongits
spine, anda straight rather than a curly
tail.) Often, though, the ancientpig skull
hasindeterminate, gray-area molar mea-
surements, andit’s impossible totell

which sideofthe fence the pig was on.
In the United States, the wild hogs

with the longest pedigree are descended
from onesthatescaped from Polynesian
Islanders whofirst broughtpigs to the
Hawaiian Islands in about 750 A.D.
This strain eventually reinvigorated it-
selfby crossbreeding with escapees from
later Hawaiiansettlers; manyplaces in
theIslands havea vexing wild-pig prob-
lem today. Thefirst feral pigs in conti-
nental North America deserted from
the expedition of Hernando deSoto,
the Spanish explorer who crossed the
Southeast to beyond the Mississippi
River in 1539-42. Wild pigs that got
away from Spanish colonists in Flor-
ida survived in the woods and swamps
so successfully that today someoftheir
descendants represent the only mod-
ern examples ofold Spanish breeds that
long ago disappeared in domestication.

In frontier times, farmerslet their
hogs run loose, then collected them
with the help ofdogs on butchering day.
Manyhogs choseto skip this event, nat-
urally. AfterAmerica becamerich,circa
1890, sportsmen with money imported
Eurasian wild boars to stock hunting
preserves. Whenthese animals escaped
and crossbred with feral swine, they cre-
ated a tougherandevenbetter-adapted
(somesay) feral hog. Thefact that wild
swine have beenliving in America for
centuries does notdissuade wildlife bi-
ologists from referring to them as a
“non-native”species. Feral hogs of the
species Sus scrofa live on every continent
but Antarctica, and also on manyis-
lands andarchipelagoes. Except in the
original range ofthe Eurasian wild boar,
feral hogs are non-native everywhere.

Tameor wild, hogs caneat anything
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humanscaneat, and plenty more. They
find manydifferent environments con-
genial. It is perhapslucky for the planet
that hogs have sebaceousglands that
do not produce sweat; consequently,
hogs need someplace cool and wet to
wallow when the weatheris hot. This
meansthat veryarid regions seem to
besafe from hogsfor the time being.
The current Americanstyle of real-
estate development—expandinghori-
zontally, taking over rural areas, mall-
ifying farmland,leaving only the soggy
places and creek beds andriver valleys
more orless the same, and then passing
ordinances prohibiting the discharge of
firearms in the new municipalities—
suits the hogs just fine. Plus, once in a
while enterprising people wholove to
hunthogs go to a swamp down South,
live-trap a party of hogs, and transport
themillegally north to a woods more
convenient to the hog hunters’ homes.
Therecentarrival ofwild-hog popu-
lations in previously hog-free counties
in Illinois and Indiana (among other
places) probably cameaboutinjust this
way, wildlife scientists believe.

In 1982,eighteenstates in the U.S.
had wild hogs. By 1999, nine more
states had reported populationsofthem.
By 2004, wild hogs could be found in
twenty-eight states; three more have
acquired wild hogssince then. States

  

where there had beenhogs all alongalso
saw a sudden growth in wild-hog num-
bers beginning in the early nineteen-
nineties. People who think aboutwild
hogs wonder howfar they will expand
their range. “The numberofstates with
wild hogsis going to continueto grow,”
says John J. Mayer, a wild-hog expert
and the co-authorof“Wild Pigs in the
United States: Their History, Compar-
ative Morphology, and Current Sta-
tus,” the definitive text. “We're going to
wind up with populationsin all fifty
states eventually.”

Well and good, or (morelikely) not,
but whatyou really want to know is
“What about Hogzilla?” I understand
your concern. The question comes up
whenever one mentionsthe subject of
feral hogs. People don’t pronounce the
nameneutrally, either. There’s always
a pause,a kind ofawed emphasis: “But
what aboutthis ... Hog-zil/a?!” It’s a
deeply resonant, latter-day American
name: HOGZILLA. I am goingto deal
with the Hogzilla question now,soit
won't be hangingoverus.

Hogzilla is a phenomenonofthe In-
ternet, although he would have had a
lively careerin folklore even if he had
existed long before. Hogzilla was a gi-
ant hog,said to be a wild hog from the
swamps, whowasshot and killed in
June of2004 ona fish farm/game ranch

“So would anyonein thegroup care to respond to
what Cliffordhasjust sharedwith us?”

in south Georgia by an employeeofthe
property named Chris Griffin. Griffin
said that he was doing maintenance
chores when he saw the beast emerge
from the swampontothe road, and
hekilled it with a single shot. An In-
ternet photographofGriffin next to
the dead and upside-down-hanging
Hogzilla was whatcausedall the com-
motion. I mean, that thing was huge!
And tusked. And ugly. Butthe picture
lookeda little strange, also—possibly
faked, though you couldn’t be sure—
like real hair that happensalso to resem-
ble a hairpiece, but, then again, maybe
actually is a hairpiece . . . Griffin and
Ken Holyoak, the property owner, ex-
plained in the accompanyingstory that
the hog’s meatprovedto be unusable, so
they buried the carcass soonafter taking
the photograph. Later news stories re-
ported that they had put a white cross
onthe grave.

The subsequent excitement and
Internet back-and-forth can be imag-
ined. Griffin and Holyoak’s claim that
the hog hadbeen a thousand pounds
and more than twelve feet long aroused
incredulity. In termsofsize, hogs are

moreorless comparable with humans;
a three-hundred-poundhogis a re-
ally big hog. Andthe fact that the pair
had buried it rubbed people wrong.
WhereverI went on my wild-hog ex-
plorations, someone would take me

aside and confide,“If only they hadn't
buried it. Something about that don’t
seem right.”

The Hogzilla story, plus photo, hap-
pened to hit one of those deep veins
whoseexistenceisn’t suspected until it
appears. A minor Hogzilla craze en-
sued, with invitations to Griffin to be a
guest on the “Tonight Show” with Jay
Leno andon otherTV andradio shows,
and national news coverage, and a Hog-
zilla festival in the fall in the town of
Alapaha, Georgia, near where Hogzilla
died. The National Geographic Chan-
nel sent a documentary crew down to
lookinto the tale. Hogzilla’s grave was
located, and guys in biohazardsuits un-
earthed his remains andscientists ex-
amined them. Theyfoundthat the hog
had beenseven anda halffeet long, not
twelve, and eight hundredinstead of
a thousand pounds—a big hog,if not
quite a Hogzilla.

John J. Mayer, the wild-hogexpert,



whowas also called in, concluded that
the hog had been pen-raised. The hog’s
longtusks(in the wild, boars break their

tusks fighting over sows), its weight
(that much food simplyisn’t available
in the wild), andits hooves(their wear
indicated a lot of time spent standing
on concrete) contributed to Mayer's

verdict. National Geographic played
the story forthrills all the same, be-
ginning the documentary, “Mon-
sters—they hauntthe dark places of
ourplanet....Now a new monster has
emerged from the swampsof Georgia,
in the southern U.S.” Whenthe doc-
umentary aired,last April, it drew the
second-largest numberofviewers ofany
programin the channel's history.

After Hogzilla camethe predict-
able imitators. There was Hog Zelda,
a huge sow; and the Big Hog,also al-
legedlyferal, in central Florida, which
apparently did weigh eleven hundred
pounds,It is also sometimescalled Hog
Kong. A mansaid he shotit after he
foundit swimmingin oneofhis stock
ponds. John J. Mayerbelieves that this
hog was also pen-raised.

ext question: Whatdo wild hogs
dothat’s so bad?

Oh,not much. Theyjusteatthe eggs
ofthe seaturtle, an endangeredspecies,
on barrier islands off the East Coast,
and root up rare and diverse species of
plantsall over, and contributeto the re-

placementofthoseplants by weedy, in-
vasive species, and promote erosion,
and undermine roadbeds and bridges
with their rooting, and push expensive
horses away from food stations in pas-
tures in Georgia, andinflict tusk marks
onthelegs ofthese horses, and eat eggs
ofgamebirdslike quail and grouse, and
run offgamespecieslike deer and wild
turkeys, andeat foodplots planted spe-
cially for those animals, and root up the
hurricanelevee in Bayou Sauvage, Lou-
isiana, that kept Lake Pontchartrain

from flooding the eastern part ofNew
Orleans, and chase a woman in Itasca,
Texas, and rootup lawns ofcondomin-
iumsin Silicon Valley, and kill lambs
andcalves, and eat them so thoroughly
that no evidenceofthe attack can be
found.

Andeat red-cheeked salamanders
and short-tailed shrews and red-back
voles and other dwellers in the leaf lit-

 

 
 

           
 

    

 

 
  

 

 

“They sayyou're only as oldasyourface.”

ter in the Great Smoky Mountains,
and destroy a yard that had previously
wontwo“Yard of the Month” awards
on Robins Air Force Base, in central
Georgia, and knockoverglass patio ta~
bles in suburban Houston, and muddy
pristine brook-troutstreams bywallow-
ing in them,andplay hell with native
flora and fauna in Hawaii, and contrib-
ute to the near-extinction oftheisland
fox on Santa CruzIsland off the coast
ofCalifornia, and root up American In-
dian historicsites and burial grounds,
and rootup replanting ofnative veg-
etation along the banks of the Sac-
ramento River, and root up peanut
fields in Georgia, and root up sweet-
potatofields in Texas, and dig big holes
by rooting in wheatfieldsirrigated
by motorized central-pivotirrigation
pipes, and,as the nine-hundred-foot-
long pipe advances automatically on
its wheeled supports, one set ofwheels
hangs up in a hog-rooted hole, and
meanwhiletherest ofthe pipe keeps on
going and beginsto pivot around the
stuck wheels, andit continues and con-
tinuesonits hog-altered course until the
whole seventy-five-thousand-dollarsys~

tem is hopelessly pretzeled and ruined.
Oh,them damnedhogs. Noses with

bodies and legs appendaged,bristled
vacuum-cleanerbagsattachedto snouts,

is whatthey are. The hogs’ noses actu-
ally have a special bone in them called
the nasal sesamoid bone, which is con-
nectedto the skull only bycartilage and
which providesextra rooting support
for the rhinarial disk—thepig's nose,
the business end, with its two hyper-
sentient,staring nostril holes. Wild pigs’
noses soon becomecallused from root-
ing, and are generally muddy. Some-
times a pig will stop in the middle of
rooting andraise its head and blowdirt
outits nose. Pigs have a powerful and
highly nuancedsense ofsmell. They can
detect scent coming from as far away
as seven miles cross-country, and from.

twenty-five feet underground.
‘Toreach islands,wild hogs have been

knowntocrosstracts of open ocean as
muchas two miles wide. They are very
good at swimming,a skill their environ-
mentoften requires. Floods seldom in-
convenience them seriously. In Bayou
Sauvage, the New Orleanswildlife ref-
uge, wild hogs swam to high groundaf-
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ter the hurricane and camethroughfine.
Shelley Stiaes, operationsspecialist at
the refuge,says law-enforcementpeople
whopatrolled there after the hurricane
dispatched a lot of hogs. “We'vestill
got plenty of them,though,” she says.
“They could’ve shot a hundred without
making a dent in how many hogs we've
gothere.”

Andthe diseases! The parasites! A
study donein 1982 foundthat wild hogs
in the Southeast hosted thirty-two para-
site species, from scabiesto hoglice and
variousticks, plusliver flukes, kidney
worms, lungworms, tapeworms, and
more. An official guide to wildlife dis-
eases notes that manyofthese parasites
are little threat to humans, though they
do surprise hunters sometimes when
they clean and dress the hogs and see
what's inside. Among the most com-
monwild-hog diseases are the pseudo-
rabies virus, which causes abortions in
adult sows and fever and death in pig-
lets; and swine brucellosis, which also
causes abortions, andalsoinfertility and
other reproductive symptoms. Oddly,
thediseases wild swinecarry don’t seem
to slow them down muchbut would
becatastrophicif passed on to domes-
tic swine.

In theinterests of science,civiliza-

tion, and good order, an élite team of
veterinarians in Athens, Georgia, keeps
tabs on the hogs. These veterinarians
workfor the Southeastern Coéperative
Wildlife Disease Study—commonly
knownbyits acronym, SCWDS,pro-
nounced “Skwid-is”—part of the Uni-
versity ofGeorgia College ofVeterinary
Medicine. Sixteen states, most ofthem.
in the Southeast, fund the codperative,
butit studies diseases ofwildlife all over
the United States, paying special atten-
tion to diseases thatalso affect domes-
tic animals, andto oneslike West Nile
virus and avian influenza that could
bepassed on to humans. SCWDSislike
the Centers for Disease Control, only
for wildlife. Its vets are unusually cool
people. Manyare Ph.D.s whoresearch
and writescientific papers at the top of
theirfields, yet are also able to spend
weeks at a time in disagreeable near-
wilderness swampstrapping and tak-
ing nasal swabs, blood,andtissue sam-
ples from hogs.

Oneday, I went to Athens and met
Joe Com,a senior wildlife biologist for
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PRISONERS

Inthe prefaceto a translation ofa German writer,
a poetI'dneverheardof, I fall on the phrase
“Fle wasa prisonerofwarin a campin the U.S.,”

and a memory comesto me of a morning
during the second war when myparents,
ona visit to the city they'd grown upin,

took meto what had beentheir favorite park
and was now a barbed-wire-encircled compound,
with unpainted clapboard barracks,

where men,in sandals andshorts,
all light-haired,as I recall, and sunburned,
idled aloneor in small groups.

Tm told they're German prisoners, though I know
nothing of the war, or Hitler,or the Jews—
why should I?—I only remember them

gazing backatus with a disconcerting
incuriousness,a lack of evident emotion
Td associate nowwithprimatesin zoos,

scwps, whohastrapped and stud-
ied thousandsofwild hogs. Joe Corn is
tall and lean,in his late forties, with
curly dark hair and blueeyes that some-
timesbetray an unscientific amusement
at the hogginess of wild hogs. For ex-
ample,he wasdescribing a type ofwire
pen usedin trapping hogs, and hesaid
that the pen had noceiling and was of
a height that one could lean over and
look down at the hogs; but, he added,
oneshould neverdothat. I asked why,
andhesaid, “Because they'll jump up
andbite your face.” And that look—
amusement combined with a sort ofad-
miration—lit his eyes.

Asdisease vectors, wild hogs pose a
greater dangerifyou don’t knowwhere
they are. To counter this, SCWDSperi-
odically does surveys of wild-hog pop-
ulations nationwide and publishes maps

 

with theresults. Joe Corn unrolled two
of these maps on his desk. Both were
ofthe continental U.S., with insets for
Alaska, Hawaii, and territorial islands.
‘Thefirst map, dated 1982, showed
the feral-hog population centered in
the Southeast and Texas, with a mod-
est population in California and a few
smaller groupings elsewhere. Thelat-
est map, current to 2004, portrayed a
dramatically expandedsituation. Now
the lower South was wild-hog-positive
from the Rio Grande in West Texas
to the coast of the Carolinas, with only
a few small blank areasindicating coun-
ties still hog-free. Above that, in the
next tier of states northward, wild-
hogcounties were notastightly massed,
thoughstill plentiful. Even farther
north, in mostly hog-free states, coun-
ties shaded to showthepresence ofwild
hogs appeared scattered but spread-
ing, like burnings downwindofa for-
estfire. Joe Corn said that the SCWDs
maps would bevital in the event of a
disease outbreak carried or amplified
by wild hogs.

AsI leaned over the map and stud-
ied it with Joe Corn,suddenly myatten-
tion swerved. This map, withits intri-



and that my mother and father seemed unnerved,
at a loss for whatto say, which I found
moredisturbing than theprisoners, or the camp,

a reaction my mother must have sensed
because she took my handand led me away—
the park had a carousel, she took methere.

Aretherestill merry-go-rounds,
withtheir unforgettable oompah
calliope music and thebrassrings?

Ifyou caught one, you rode again free.
T neverdid,I wasafraid to fall;
Tm not anymore, butit wouldn't matter.

I go backinsteadto those prisoners,
to the one especially notlooking at us,
because he was shaving. Crouched on step,

face lathered,a galvanizedpail at his feet,
he held—Isecit, can it be there?>—
a long straightrazor,glinting,slicing down.

cate little counties and occasional whole
states shadedgreen to highlight the
potential disease-vector threat of wild
hogs, reminded meofthe red state~blue
state map of America. Atfirst glance,

thestates that voted for George Bush in
2004 andthestates marked on this map
as having feral hogs seemed to be one
and the same. I mentionedthis oddity
to Joe Corn, who,scientist-like, de-
clined to commentbeyond the area of
his expertise.

Afterward, I could not get this
strange correspondence out ofmy mind,
I compiled ’04 red state-bluestate data
and matchedit with SCWDs hog-pop-
ulation information on the mapofthat
year. I found myfirst impression to be
essentially correct. The presenceofferal
hogsin state is a strong indicatorof its
support for Bush in 04. Twenty-three
of the twenty-eightstates with feral
hogs voted for Bush. That’s more than
four-fifths;states that wentfor Kerry, by
contrast, were feral-hogstatesless than

afifth ofthe time.
Thesolidly feral-hog South was, of

course, solidly for Bush. The small is-
lands there without wild hogs—Lit-
tle Rock, Raleigh-Durham—voted

—C. K. Williams

for Kerry. Democrats who predicted a
Kerry win in Florida in’04 might have
beenless confident had they known
thatall of Florida’s sixty-seven coun-
ties, evenits urban ones, haveferal hogs.
Texas, a gimmefor Bush,is the state

in the Union with the mostferal hogs.
Estimates of the feral-hog population
in Texas are more thana million and a
half, though nobody knows forsure. To
go along withits high feral-hog num-
bers, Texas produced more than four
and a halfmillion votes for Bush in’04,

the second-largesttotal of anystate.
All the Northeastern states voted for

Kerry. Noneof the Northeastern states
have feral hogs—with one exception.
‘That isNew Hampshire,where Eurasian
wild boars escaped from a gamepreserve
years ago and now are ontheloose in the
mountainsof Sullivan County, between

Newport and Lebanon.Isit merely coin-
cidence thatNewHampshire (Kerry fifty
percent, Bush forty-nine per cent) is the
Northeastern state Bush cameclosest to
winning?

Ohio, Indiana, and Illinois are
amongthestates that have acquired
feral-hog populations since 1982. OF
the twenty counties(all rural) that have

feral hogs in those states, seventeen

voted for Bush in 04. Ohioand Indi-
ana both have moreferal-hog counties
thanIllinois; Bush won Ohioand Indi-
ana,lost Illinois.
A prominentfeature of the red

state-bluestate mapis the sweepofred
coming up from Texas and the South
through the center of the country. Ex-
perts say that feral hogsare starting to
do the same. Theyhaveincreased their
numbers in Oklahomaand appearedin,
counties in Kansas and Nebraska, where
they weren'tpreviously. An A.P. news
story from last year described packs of
wild pigs tearing up yards and destroy-
ing crops in Sumner County,in south-
central Kansas. People there speculated
that the pigs were formerly domes-
tic animals that had been turned loose
whenhogprices crashed someyears be-
fore. Sumner County preferred Bush to
Kerry in ’04 by a marginofsixty-eight
per centtothirty-onepercent.

California, an importantbluestate,

seems to go against the pattern, be-
causefifty-seven ofits fifty-eight coun-
ties have feral hogs. However, one must
look below thesurface to sce the deeper
significance ofthis state. Kerrydid in-
deed win the popular vote in Califor-
nia, andthestate’s key electoral-vote to-
tal offifty-five. Butin this state, widely
infested with feral hogs,5,509,826 peo-
ple voted for George Bush—the most of
anystate, more even than Texas—con-
tributing vitallyto the popular-vote win
seen by Bush as mandate-bestowing.

Itis temptingto say that the more fe-
ral hogsin place, the greater the sup-
port for Bush. But, even for experts,
accurate feral-hog numbersin specific
counties are hard to come by. One can
say, however, that in the deepest areas
offeral hogdom support for Bushis ex-
tra strong. East Texas counties with
chronic feral-hog problems went for
Bushat two-thirds margins and above.
Berrien County, Georgia, the county
ofthe storied (but probably not wild)
Hogzilla, preferred Bush by seventy to
twenty-nineper cent. Wild hogs seem
to be everywhere that the red-state red
can’t get anyredder andstarts to turn
into a Confederate flag.

In northern NewJersey, where I
live, theclosest feral hogs area state or
two away. They're beyond thefar end
of Pennsylvania, in West Virginia, or
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they're the renegade Eurasian wild boars
up in New Hampshire. Near my house,
in the commuting town ofMontclair,I
see the usual suburban deer, raccoons,
opossum,squirrels, etc.; but I have en-
counteredneitherferal hogs nor rumors
offeral hogs. Trueto the red-state feral-
hogcorollary, Montclairvoted for Kerry
by seventy-nineto twenty percent. This
near-unanimity oflocal opinion is O.K.
with me. I don’tlike arguing. At din-
ner parties, my neighbors andI agree
with each other, and when we go home

weagree with ourselves. Every so often,
though,I feel a vague curiosity about
the otherside of the mirror. Recently
whenthat happenedI set out to find
someferal hogs.

he South is something youfall
backinto,like falling backward off

a diving board. I was driving around
aimlessly in Georgia. After all P'd read
aboutferal hogs,I figured I'd just go
down andlook out the window and
therethey'd be. Infact, as is well known,
mostplacesvisible from a car in this
country look exactly the same. Geor-
gia could be Teaneck or anywhere. The
only differenceis in Georgiayou can get
boiled peanuts at the 7-Eleven. Today,
would anyone write a romantic ballad
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to a Southern placelike “Sweet Home
Alabama”or “Georgia on My Mind”?
(“Sweet HomePizza Hut”? “Meinecke

Muffler on My Mind”?)
Outbehindthe superstore, though,

or past the edge of pavement, the pre-
vious Southis still there. Georgia pines
still stand, red dirt roads run among
them. The unpavable, overly swampy,
too hilly parts of the South remain
almost as moss-hung and haunted
and dark and beautiful as ever. A few
minutes’ drive from generic subur-
ban Atlanta highway sprawl, the lit-
tle battlefield of Resaca, Georgia, looks
aboutasit did when my great-great-
grandfather's infantry regimentfought
there in the Civil War. TheFifty-fifth
Ohio Volunteer Infantry was part of
a Unionforce under General Joseph
Hookertrying to push the Confederate
Armybackto Atlanta. The Confeder-
ates had entrenched themselves well
ona hill near a bend in the Oostanaula
River. Colonel Charles Gambee, the
Fifty-fifth’s commander,turned pale
and trembledin the saddle when given
the order to storm the entrenchments.
In thefirst assault, he was shot through
the heart. Hooker later outflanked the
Resaca position, rendering the attack
unnecessary. Today,the battlefield is

kind ofa hole in the corner,its iron

fences rusting, its monuments crum-
bling. Get in your car, and you're back
in thetraffic stream.

As I drove, I looked for stores that
mighthave hog-hunting books or mag-
azines. Near the South Carolina border
I stoppedat little gun shop with only
onecaroutfront. In the shop I found
the owner, whohadjustfinished test-
firing a pistol downa steelpipe set in the
floor. He had no copies of Boar Hunter
magazine, but told meinstead a long

story aboutthe mounted wild-hog head
above the workbench. The story in-
volved a guy, the guy's wife, and the
headfalling unexpectedly off the wall.
‘The ownerthen waxedphilosophical on
the subject ofwild hogs. “We gave Eu-
rope turkey, and they gave uspigs,” he
said. “Far as ’'m concerned,bacon beats
turkey any day. Wesure got the best of
thatdeal.”

In mega-supermarkets bigger than
New Jersey’s, the books-and-magazines
aisle extended well out ofsight. Usu-
ally it includeda large andfully stocked
section forreligious literature. In a
Gainesville, Georgia, mega-martI
bought a paperback of “The Gnostic
Gospels,” by Elaine Pagels, a book I'd
long been meaningto read. I will go
out on a limb andsay that not one su-
permarket in New Jersey has that book
for sale. In general I wassurprised in
the South by how manyreligious re-
minders I cameacross. Every other
radio station seemed to be preach-
ing evangelism, and the country-and-
Western songs kept mentioning God
or angels or Heaven. And the churches,

which I'd heard were big, were bigger
thanI'd imagined, stretching beside
the highwayfor blocks, with palace-
like chandeliers in the main entrance,

and day-care centers and schools and
employmentoffices and outbuildings
housing all-year rummagesales. To
drive through the Southis to overhear
a non-stop Christian conversation ris-
ing from the manysayings on church-
front signboards. Some messages are
friendly,like “WeSpecialize in Faith
Lifts”; someare theological: “Faith Is
Not Belief Without Proof, But Trust
WithoutReservation.” Deeperin the
pinewoods,signboardsatlittle white
clapboard Baptist churches take a more
severe tone: “How Will You Spend



Eternity? Smoking or Non-Smoking?”
Another,at a Free Will Baptist church
on a windinglittle road, cautioned:

Stop, Drop,and Roll
Won’t Workin Hell.

I was on my way, meanderingly,to talk
toJohn J. Mayer. I had asked him some
questions on the phone,andhesaid that
if I came down we couldtalksome more
and he would try to show meactual fe-
ral hogs. John J. Mayer(called Jack)
lives in Aiken, South Carolina, where
heis a wildlife biologist at the Depart-
mentof Energy's Savannah RiverSite.
Thefacility used to make radioactive
componentsfor nuclear bombs; it is en-
closed in three hundred and ten square
miles ofwoods and swamp. Like many
currentor former governmentinstalla-
tions in the South,it has plenty offeral
hogs.

Mayercatches and studies them
sometimes. He is a rangy, bespecta-
cled, enthusiastic man offifty-fourwho
can throw a two-hundred-and-fifty-
poundwild hogto the groundunaided.
(Among hoghunters, I found, taking
on a big hog alone with only the help
of dogsis the apogee of hog hunting.)
Mayersays heis not the leading wild-
hog expert in America, but T think he
is. Other scientists specialize in parts
of the wild-hog picture, but Mayer
follows the entire national and inter-
national wild-hog scene. He speaks
with a certain relish of a fenced game
preserve near Fairbanks, Alaska, that
has wild boars, and ofthe inevitabil-
ity of those boars’ escape: “The coastal
brown bears will just /ove that protein
resource!” Heis up on wild-hog doings
in Canadaand Finland, where the hogs
have beenseen far north of their pre-
viously assumed range, and in south-
ern Sweden, wherethey are a pest, and
near Kent, in southeast England, where
ditto. Wild swine have recently made a
comebackin England after being ex-
tinct in that countrysince the sixteen-
hundreds. Mayeralso gave me the im-
portant newsthat there are now about
twenty-three million wild hogs in Aus-
tralia; accordingto censusfigures, Aus-
tralia has only abouttwenty million hu-
manbeings. (Disappointingly, from
the point of view of theory, George
Bushis notat all popular in Austra-
lia. The red state—feral hog corollary

evidently does not apply overseas.)
After many wild-hogstories dur-

ing breakfast at a Shoney'srestaurantin
Aiken, MayerandI gotin the car and
began to scout. As often in the South,
country roads were about seven min-
utes away. On a suburban/farmland
road called Tennis Ranch Lane, Mayer
suddenly stopped us, and wegot out
and walked into a field. Hog rooting
hadleft it resembling a choppy sea un-
der irregular winds. Mayer got down
onhis haunchesandsifted the dust. “A.
lotoftime, we'll find rootinglike this
and have no idea what they were look-
ing for,” he said. “Sometimesthey'll
just keep rooting down untilthe holeis
threeorfour feet deep.A timber cruiser
was walking through the woods near
here marking trees a while ago andfell
in oneofthoseholes and broke his foot.
Whatfood could be downthat deep?
Tubers? Grubs? Bothare pretty un-
likely. So wejust don’t know.”

Farther on, the dirt road led past
pine plantations, their loblolly and
slash pines growing in rows; Mayer
told me howwild hogscan rip up many
acres ofnewlyplanted pineseedlingsin
a night, cating only the cambium-rich
taprootandleaving therest. The road
then descended to swamp, with wa-

ter oaks draped in Spanish moss, and
switch cane, and spreading palmet-
tos, and avenuesof ochre muck reced-
ing aroundthe buttresses of cypress
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trees. “This is pig country,” he said.
Westopped and walked around, but
saw only a pig track or two. Beyond
the swamptheroad crossed a soybean
field bordered by a longlineoftele-
phonepoles. Mayerpointedtothe bot-
tomsofthe poles, which were covered
with mudto a height of about three
feet. I said the mud must be splashes
from passing cars. Mayer said it was
putthere by hogs.

Wegotoutfor a closer look. The
poleswere indeed rubbedwith mud, not
splashed; from the woodsplinters hog
bristles stuck out, and tusk marks scored
thesurface like thumbnailscrapes. “All
telephonepoles are soaked in creosote to
preserve them,” Mayerexplained. “Af-
ter the poles have beenstanding awhile,
the creosote begins to drain downward
andleach outatthe base. That's why the
bottomsoftelephonepolesare black.
Well, wild hogs just love this creosote.
Whenthey're muddyfrom a wallow,
they'll comeup to the poles,as they've
donehere, and rub against them un-
til they've coated themselves with creo-
sote. Any timeyousee phonepoles that
are muddylike this, look for wild hogs.
The creosote is a good chemical pro-
tection against hoglice and other ec-
toparasites. But how would the hogs
know that?” For a momentthe look of
amused wonder onhis facewas justlike
Joe Corn’s.

The wild hogs around Aikenproved
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notobliging about being found.I spent
a day searching with Jack Mayer, and
on anotherafternoon I walked in a
swampby the Savannah River to no
purpose on my own.I saw aspects of
the hog,from tracksto wallows to bris-
tles to (on shelves in Mayer’s study)
tusks and skulls—but, sadly, no hogs
themselves.

few monthslater, I took another
trip to the South to try again. This

time, I went with a young wildlife ex-
pert named Robbie Edalgo, who has
donea lot of trapping for Joe Corn and
scwbs.Robbieandhisfriends hunt
hogs near the south-Georgia town of
Cordele, where he grew up. Hesaid we
could stay in his house in Cordele with
his dad and stepmom.As it happened,
the town ofAbbeville, twenty-five miles
away, would be having its Ocmulgee

Wild HogFestival whilewe were there.
The Ocmulgee Wild Hog Festival fea~
tures arena contests between specially
trained dogs to see which are best at
chasing,baying, andcatchingwild hogs.
It is held every year on the day before
Mother's Day, giving folks an inter-
esting choice about howto spend the
weekend.

Robbie Edalgo wasstudying for a
master’s degree in sociology at West
Virginia University at Morgantown,so
first I drove there from NewJersey and
picked him up. Then wedrove straight
for fifteen hours downto Cordele, and
talkedall the way. Robbic’s last name
comesfrom his great-great-grandfather
Francisco Hidalgo, who was an orphan
in Mexico whenhe meta soldier from
Georgia named Henry Holliday, who
adopted him and brought him back to
the U.S. His adoptive father changed
the spelling of his last name. Henry
Holliday is best known asthe father of
Dr. John Holliday, the famous Western
gunfighterusuallycalled Doc. Francisco
was older than John; family lore says
that Francisco was the person who
taught Doc Holliday to shoot. Fran-
ciscolater served in the Confederate
Amyin Georgia under the command
ofJoe Johnston. That was the same
army my great-great-grandfather was
fighting against in the battles in and
around Atlanta.
The greenery along the road be-

camelusherthe farther south we drove.

Sometimesthickets ofkudzu vine cov-
ered everything,like a bulky green tarp.
Robbie rolled down the window so we
could smell the honeysuckle and mag-
nolia. He said that Georgia smelled
better than otherplaces to him, and he
lovedtobreatheit in, especially at eve-
ning whenhecrossedthestate line on
his wayhome. Along an exurbanstretch
offreeway, suddenlytraffic slowed, and
we saw up ahead a car with its doors
openonthesideofthe road.Its passen-
gers had evidently run into the nearby
underbrush,tojudge bythe expressions
of the highway patrolmen standing by
the car and peering in the samedirec-
tion. Also readable on their faces, I be-
lieve, was a reluctance to go after fugi-
tives in that kudzu jungle with night
coming on.

Arrival at Robbie's dad and step-
mom’s house, around midnight; sleep;
big Southern breakfast; then Robbie
and I werein his dad’s truck headed
for somepossibly hog-filled swamp-
land ownedbya friend along Alapaha
Creek. The morning washalcyon. Mist
still hung in the pines, their needles
reddish in the early sun. Peanuthulls
crunched underthetires as werolled
carefully along a sandytrail at the edge
of a plowed-upfield. Lines ofwild-hog
tracks made penman-style flourishes
acrossthefield, with intervalsofrooting
in between. Someof the animals had
beenpiglets. Their tracks werelike two
almondsside by side. Robbie said wild
piglets are watermelon-striped. Many
tracks wentinto the swampattheline
of brush beside thefield, and we went
in after.

Robbie wascarrying a .50-calibre
Hawken black-powder musket—un-
loaded,for the time being. Both he and
I had on snake boots, laced up to the
knee and thickly padded, because of
the water moccasins and cottonmouths
that inhabit the swamp. Notebook and
pen were myonly otheraccessories. We
started out stepping from grass hum-
mock to grass hummockacross ex-
pansesof gray-pudding mud, which
whenI sank into it wasa richer black
farther down. Braided cross-vines as-
cended into the swamp’s upper story
like scenery cablesinto theflies. The
trees were a mixture of cypress, swamp
tupelo,tulip poplar, various oaks, and
chinaberry. Beneath the chinaberries

their little purple blossomslay on the
gray mudlike a pattern on an old dress,
sometimes with hogtracks squished in
between.

In the brushierplaces, wisteria vines
in full flower were dragginglittle trees
to the ground, while blackberry and
wild rose and unnamedvines entan-
gled so thicklyas to make a wall. Some-
timesthis obstacle could be breached by
crawling beneath on ourbellies; at oth-
ers the best move was a kind of Rock-
ette high kickto get above the vines and
bushes and stamp them down. Unlike
Robbie, I am notthirty, as the experi-
ence reminded me. Atonepoint, trip-
pingon cypress kneesthe shape oflittle
fire hydrants, plunging intovines, com-
pacting cubic yards of berry bushes to
crush through them, weactually could
not go forward anymore. We sagged
into the brush asif it were an uncom-
fortable hammock, then turned and
plungedback the way we'd come.

Whenthe sun was high overhead,
and the swamp had become hot and
buggy, we gave up. For just a second
we saw something moving a long way
off through thetrees. But when atlast
we scratchily emerged onto the pea-
nutfield, we hadtheresult that was be-
coming customary: no hog. I cursed,
but Robbie Edalgodid not. I never
once heard him use a curse word. I
spent manyhours with him,and I don’t
believe he'dcurse regardless of the
provocation.

At eveningwe wentout again. Now
we were on unfenced private land
ownedby a hunting club along a bigger
creek called Turkey Creek. The land
is managedfor wild turkey and white-
tailed deer. Robbie's friend Phillip,
whorunstheplace,told us to shoot all
the hogs we saw.Phillip is trying, un-
successfully,to get rid ofthem;he traps
andshoots them bythe dozen andgives
themto local people to eat, but the
hogs keep coming. Though the hogs
are his enemies, whenhe talked about
them he could not suppress a halfsmile
that sometimes became a laugh: “We
had this one hogin a trap, and he kept
charging theside ofit again and again
until he’d bentit out aboutthisfar, and
the hogbusted uphis nose doin’it, he’s
all bloody and beat up and enraged,
and weput someshelled corn in there
for him toeat, and right away he goes
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to eatin’ withouta care in the world.
Wild hog’s the only animalthat'll al-
‘ways eat, no matter howfreaked out

heis.”
Robbie loaded his Hawken musket

with eighty-five grains ofblack powder,
poured yellow oil on a squat, snug-
fitting bullet, and tamped it down the
barrel with the ramrod. Weleft his
dad’s truck at the forest edge uphill
from the creek and ducked into the
gloom.Heretrails had been cut conve-
niently through the undergrowth. We
wentalong them quietly, twitching
from mosquito attacks all the while.
Anytimewe stoppedto listen, the mos-
quitoes really foundour range, causing
both of us a near-constant swatting,
hopping, andflicking. I was wearing a
netted hatlike a beekeeper’s and Rob-
bie had wrapped a piece of camo bug
netting aroundhis head, babushka
style. For all its insectlife, the place also
seemed extremely hoggy, with tracks
and rooting and occasional distant
branch-cracking sounds. The sunwent
down.

Wewere walking along a grassy
track with a young pinewoods on
our right and a parklikesetting oftall
trees and open ground onour left. Be-
yondlay wheatfields,whichwe thought
the hogs mightreturn to for a night's
rooting. About two hundred paces
ahead, two deer cameoutofthe pines
and crossed thetrail. They turned and
beganwalking directly at us. Robbie

whispered that we should just hold
still and see whattheydid. As they ap-
proached,excessively slowly, shrieking
mosquitoes swarmed on me. I resisted
the urge,butfinally I had to swat.

‘The deer’s ears flew up, and they
spooked back into the pines. We con-
tinued on. After we'd goneabout a hun-
dred steps beyond the spot where the
deer had emerged, Robbie turned back
to look again. Immediately, he went
to one knee and gestured to meto get
down. I crouched, and saw whathe'd
seen. A hog, in dark silhouette, came
outofthe pines exactly where the deer
had been. Thespring greenofthe long
grass behind him made his swamp-
mud-black color stand out. Robbie
broughtthe gunto his shoulder. A sec-
ond aheadof him,the hog reversed
ends balletically, his feet seeming notto
touch the ground,anddisappeared back
into the pines.

Wecrept to the spot where we'd
seen him. Robbie said that there had
been another pig behind him, and
that they had been extra wary because
they had heard the deer we'd spooked.
Welooked, we waited. Robbie went
back into the thick cover. No sign of
any hogs.

I wasecstatic to have seen myfirst
wild hog not dead orin a trap or along
a highwaybutin its hometerritory.
Robbie then led us to a brushyplace
of ambuscadebesidea field, where we
sat until full dark while a swampful of

 

mosquitoes gathered around. There we
didn’t see a thing. Robbie had wanted
to bring a hog hometo his family for
a barbecue—wild hogis delicious, and
his dadis a prize-winning barbecuer-—
so he was disappointed. felt relieved
that my search had succeeded without
including the death ofa hog.

'o understand the Ocmulgee Wild
HogFestival, you have to under-

stand the dog guys. Before I went to
the festival, I had never met any dog
guys, thoughI had heard them referred
to. WhenI asked wildlife-management
peopleor scientists questionsthey didn’t
know the answerto, often theyreplied,
“You need to ask the dog guys,” their
tone suggesting that the dog guys’ uni-
verse wasa different one, in which or-
dinary science did not necessarily rule.
Jack Mayertold mestories of drag-out,
hand-to-hoofbattles between dog guys
and wild hogs in which dogs gotflipped
in the air and came down tusk-stabbed
andbleeding, while the dog guy almost
bled to death from tusk woundsto the
artery in his thigh. By reputation, the
dog guys sounded mythic, Paul Bun-
yanesque, and themselves probably part
dog,or hog.

Dogguys chase and capture hogs
using packs madeup ofthree catego-
ries of dog. Thefirst, trail dogs, have
good nosestofind andfollow the hog.
The second,bay dogs,cause the hog to
“bay up’—to takea defensiveposition,
often at the base ofa cliff or a tree—
and then they hold him there by bark-
ing and making quick countermoves
whenthe hogtries to dodge away. The
loud baying ofthese dogsalso helps the
hunters, whoare running along behind,
to locate the fight. The third, catch
dogs, attack the hog while he’s bayed
up, bite him on the nose or ear, and
hang on. While the hogis thus preoc-
cupied, the hunters(several, usually) ar-
rive, go behind the hog, grab his hind
legs, and throw him onhis side. Wild
hogsareflat-sided animals and, once
tipped over, with a hunter atop them,
cannoteasily escape. The hunters then
tie the hog’slegs, or shootit, orstick it
with a knife.

Hunting hogs with dogshas disad-
vantages. Somepeoplethinkit is horri-
ble, andraise a complaintifthey hear of
it occurring on public lands. Thislimits



theability of state and federal wildlife
officials to control hog numbers with
dogs. Another problemis that run-
ning dogs through the countryside dis-
turbs animals other than hogs: notall
of the dogs can be counted on to chase
hogs only. And, aside from the con-
sequencesfor the hog, the battle be-
tween wild pig and dog can result in
dead or badly injured dogs. Dog guys
getto be self-taughtfield veterinarians,
patching their wounded on-site with
surgical stapling guns, suture kits, and
blood-stop powder. Usually they take
the extra precaution of dressing their
mostvaluable dogs in puncture-proof
vests ofballistic-strength fibre and in
stout“cutcollars” that come up almost
totheears,

Despiteall this, hunting with dogs is
byfar the best way to catch wild hogs.
It works better than shooting or trap-
ping, and mayberesorted towhen those
methodsfail. Whatthe experts mean by
their tone—“You need to ask the dog
guys’—isthat, in the end, nobodygets
downto the hogs’reality better than the

dog guys.
If 1 ever had any doubts about the

fairness of the red state-feral hog cor-
ollary, I lost them whenI sawthe dog
guys. As evidenceofthe connection be-
tweenpolitics andferal hogs, they could
be Exhibit A. The characteristic insig-
nia of their sport is the Confederate
flag. It’s ontheir hats,their belt buckles,
their bandannas,theirinsulated drink
holders. Evidently, their views have
not been represented adequately by
any party since the Civil War. A favor-
ite T-shirt they wear showsa pitbull's
snarling head, with saliva strands con-
necting the top and bottom fangs, su-
perimposed on a Confederate flag. On
top, the shirt says “Dixie Traditions”
and, below, “Since 1861.” Some T-
shirts feature the Confederateflag with
the words “If This Shirt Offends You,
It Makes My Day,” or “If This Shirt
OffendsYou, You Need a History Les-
son.” The puncture-proofvests worn by
manyoftheir dogs display the Confed-
erateflag on the dog's chest. There are
probably dog guys who disagree with
these sentiments; I note only the gen-
eral impression theinsigniasleave.

As forthehistory lesson, the town of
Abbeville,site of the wild-hogfestival,
offers several right nearby. On the lawn 

COG

‘Tbrought lunchfrom home today. Wouldyou toss itfor me?”

bytheelegant sandstone courthouse, at
the town’s main intersection, a histori-
cal marker indicates that Hernando de
Soto discovered the Ocmulgee River
near this spot in April of 1540; it does

notadd that he was the man whointro-
duced hogs to the continent. Another
marker commemoratesthe capture of
thefleeingJefferson Davis, president of
the Confederacy, by Union troops
twenty-six miles southwest ofAbbeville
on May 10, 1865, “his hopes for a new
nation, in which eachstate would exer-
cise withoutinterference its cherished
‘Constitutional rights,’ forever dead.”
Prisoners (all black, when I walked by)
at the county jail just up thestreet stand
talking through thefence to their visi-
tors (all black). The prisoners wear jail
clothes striped black-and-white, as in
old movies.

‘Thefestival was at the fairgrounds,
west of town.It had booths and kiddie
rides andprize drawings,like any town
fair. At the fairground’s edge, where
the woods began,the hog-baying arena
had beenset up amongthetrees. The
shaded surroundingsgave the place an
air of semi-secrecy. Chain-link fence
aboutsix feet high andreinforcedat the
bottom with coarse-wovenblack nylon
fabric enclosed a circular area about

eighty steps across, Withinit, oaks and
loblolly pines grew well apart from one
another on ground that was baredirt,
pine needles, andleaves. Loudspeakers
had been tapedtothetrees with silver
duct tape. Outside the fence stood an
irregular encirclementofbleachers,
aboutseven rows high. The arrange-
ment might have been a theatre-in-
the-roundfor a highlyrealistic produc-
tion of“A Midsummer Night’s Dream.”
Onesideofthe arena opened to an en-
try chute blocked with a piece of ply-
wood. Behindit were the pens holding
about thirty recently trapped wild
hogs.

I went over and looked at them.
Theywere all exactly the color ofswamp
mud,their bristles clumped in points
like the hair of a person who hasn’t
showered for a while. Soupy gray mud
had been provided for someofthem to
wallowin. The hogsin the wallowwere
all crowdedintothefarthest cornerofit,
as remote as they could get from the
doorthey would eventually have to run
through. Oneor two hogslifted their
snouts to the wind,rhinarial disks dip-
ping and twitchingprehensilely on the
incomingscentsfrom thefair. In an ad-
joiningpen,the hogs hadonly a metal
floor to lie on, and waited peacefully in
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Shanahan

“Damn! Godgave methatpen.”

a big heap of hogs, maybe four deep.
There is nothinglike the expression in
awild hog’s eyes. I studiedit for a while
and the wordsI found were: unroman-
tic; undeceived. The hog at the very
bottom ofthepile had his face a bit
flattened out by the weightofthe hogs
above him. His mouth was a long
straightline parallel to the floor. His
eyes, not discontentedly, followed the
passersby.

The dog guys,in their parking area
behind the arena, sat on folding chairs
besidetheir pickups. Many had dogs for
sale. In the truck beds, kennel boxes
with wire-mesh doors were stacked
three and four high. One man had a
cardboard box ofpit-bull puppies,fifty
dollars each, straining upward with
wrinkly, reptilian smiles. Bumperstick-
ers advertised,“I catch more hogs with
Kemmercurs,”or “I catch more hogs
with Catahoulacurs,”or similar slogans.
The word “cur” is a higher-sounding
synonym for “mutt.” Anydog can be
usedto hunthogs, but muttsaresaid to
do better than purebreds. Leashed and
pantingat their owners’sides, the dogs
seemed happy, but the dog guys them-
selves were oddly quiet, especially com-
pared with the defiant inscriptions
many ofthem wore.Later, a festival or-
ganizertold methat, on a hog hunt the
nightbefore, a widely knownhunter up
by Macon, Georgia, had goneinto the
Ocmulgee River to rescue one ofhis
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dogs and had disappeared in the water.
Police divers were searching for his
body now.

Atthe judging stand, Robbie intro-
duced me to Bob Addison,the “godfa-
ther ofhog hunting” (Robbie said) and
the founderofthefestival. Bob Addison
ownsa wild-hog-hunting camp in Ab-
beville. He is slope-shouldered, long-
armed, powerful-looking, and more
thansix feettall; he wore faded camo
gear and a brownbaseball cap withhis
hunting lodge’s name.Inhislate fifties,
he appears strongerfor being that age,
and his droopy,pale eyes are somehow
made moreintimidating, notless, by
the thin-framedspectacles he wears.
Hetold metherules and proceduresof
the hog-baying contest and thedetails
ofthe judging.

Hesaid that good performance dogs
like the ones here today are usually not
the same as good hog-hunting dogs,
whotendto be shy around crowds but
muchfiercer in the woods. Westarted
talking about hunting.I asked him ifhe
had ever had anydogkilled while hunt-
ing hogs. He winced,as ifI had stepped
on his toe. “Yes,I have,” hesaid. “I have
had two dogskilled.”

Then hesaid, “C'mon,let's go—T'll
show you.” He told a contest official
he'd bebacksoon,led usto his immense
red pickup, drove outthe lane from the
parkinglot, turned east on the high-
way, crossed the OcmulgeeRiver, took

another main road, maneuvered down
a narrow gravel road, stopped in front
ofhis hunting lodge,andledusinside.
The walls of the lodge were covered
with mounted heads of hogs and deer;
hog skulls lined the mantelpiece. He
took downa skull that had been sawed
offjust behind the snout.Its tusks were
chisel-pointed,several inches long.

“This hogherekilled both my dogs,”
he said, turning the skull back and
forth in his hand. “This was a big old
boar,lived up around Bonaire, Geor-
gia, forty-five, fifty mile from here. In
his life this hogkilled fifteen dogs, in-
cluding my two. He was aboutthe big-
gest thing aroundthere and didn’tfear
nothing. He charged a man’s truck one
time andflattened oneofits tires. Peo-
plecalled this hog Bear. Well, I went
up on an afternoon to see some land
T ownin thearea. It’s three hundred
acres, and sometimesI havefield ex-
ercises there with my dogs.I let the
dogs out of the truck and right away
they th’oweduptheir headsandstarted
baying. Then they wentoff running
throughthe brush.I could tell by the
sound they'd founda terrible big hog.
I was by myself. I run in after ’em and
caught up with ’em. They had this
huge boarpartially bayed andpartially
caught. I got around behind and took a
hind foot and frontfoot, and I picked

him up to thow him—andthe hog
stood up with me! Never before orsince
have I found a hog I couldn’t take by
myself, but this one I couldn't. I stood
there holding him, and he stood there
onhis hind legs with me, for maybe
fifteen or twenty seconds, butit seemed

a whole, whole lot longer, and I could
see the dogsin frontofhim still bark-
ing, andfinally I hadto let him go, and
as quick as that he went and—”

Bob Addison stopped,his eyes bleak
andhislips tight. After a while, he
continued.

“And he cut my bulldog’s throat.
Then he turned around andkilled one
of my bay dogs. I couldn’tsee notree
to get up, so I backed off. He looked
at me andI looked at him, and said,
‘Bear, we'll be back. And I swear the
wayhelooked at me, he was saying,‘Til
be back, too,”

“T wentto the closest pay phone and
called Wayne, mytrooper buddy, and
I said, ‘Bring ever’ dog you have, come



right now.’ alsocalled David, who's big
enough to hold three mules. We went
back in after that hog, and the dogs
struckhistrail, and had him bayed min-
utes later, andwe showedupandcaught
him and th’owed him down,and I put
the handcuffs on him—”

(“Handcufts?”
Bob Addison:“Sure, a lot of hog

hunters use handcuffs. They'rethe best
andfastest way to immobilize a hog.”

“You meanlike those plastic hand-
cuffs they use on protesters?”

“Shoot, no! You needsteel cuffs to
hold a hog! I’m retired state trooper.
Luse the same kindofcuffs I used on
the job.”)

“—and, once wehad him cuffed, we
lifted him into the back of the truck.
Andbythe time we got homethat
hog was dead. Mostlikely he went
into shock and died. That’s what hap-
pens sometimesto old boars that have
neverbeen captured before.In his very
last fight, he cut up (but didn’t kill)
three bulldogs. He was a mostterri-
ble hog.”

t the arena, the bleachers were
filling up. People toted drinks,

paperplates of food, babies. Robbie
brought me someexcellent barbecue
his dad had made. ateit fast, then
used the paper it camein to wipe the
sauce offmyface. I asked Robbie if 'd
gotit all, and he answered,“Uh,pretty
much.” Small groupsofblack people had
found good vantage points from which
to watch; somewere right above the en-
try chute. They talked among them-
selves atvolumes impossible to overhear.
Almost everybodyelsewas white. Some
boys sported a souvenirI had never seen
before—a green inflatable space alien
with long, bendable armsandlegs that
could be wrapped around a person as if
the alien were holding on.

In just a minute, the two-dog bay-
ing competition would begin.Inpairs,
bay dogs would chase a hog, run him
down,get on either side of him, herd
and worry him,andtry to hold him
in one spot. The pair that held the
hog best for the space oftwo minutes,
in the judges’ opinion, would win a
tall trophy and a couple of thousand
dollars. The hogs would run, snort,
squeal, clack their teeth threateningly,
charge the dogs,kick up dust, cause the

handlers to dodge aroundtrees. The
hogs sometimes would bebitten, torn,
grabbed, thrown,sat on, and finally
shoved back into their pen. Manyin the
crowd would watch with an almost out-
of-body concentration.
A man carrying his daughter on his

shoulders cameandstood nearus. The
girl was four orfive years old. She had
a blocky head, medium-length brown
curls, and intent dark eyes. She wore
flower-print sneakers, and her dad held
her by them. Shedid not give promise
of growingup to be beautiful. I imag-
ined her in adulthood as one of those
strong-character Southernwomenwho
speak their minds and make people
uncomfortable—a fearless old aunt,
maybe, or a no-nonsense columnist.

Before her dad brought her today (?m
guessing), he had told her she would
be seeing dogs and pigs. She had pic-
tured (I’m guessing) dogslike their dog
at homeandpigslike the ones in the
storybooks.

Thefirst pair of bay dogs entered
the arenaatthefar side ofit, a quarter-
circle around the fence from the hogs’
gate. The dogs’ holders bent down and
tooktheclips at the endsofthe leashes.

Skinny boys climbing on the hog
pen bangedit to get a hog to move into

the chute. Somebodylifted the ply-
wood door. A boy leaned forward and
jabbed the hog through thefence bars.
The hog cameoutinto the arena and
begantotrot along the fence’s perime-
ter. The dogs, suddenly released, went
streaking toward him. In their many
straps and bucklings, they lookedlike
a SWATteam,striving faces pointed ea-
gerly atthe hog. From herhigh view the
little girl lookedatthe dogs, at the hog.
Her mind took a second to understand
what was going on. Then,in a tone of
the greatest emergency, with an author-
ity thatcut throughevery noise and rang
above the assembly,thelittle girl cried,
“Run,pig! Run!”

Somepeople laughed, the way a
crowd usually does when a child makes
a remark that everybody hears. Some
people said, “Aww...,” in sympathy.
Thelittle girl, seeing that the pig had
nowhere to run to, began to cry, and
herfatherlifted her down and com-
forted her. She cried louder when the
pig squealed.Awomanstanding nearby
excitedly took up thegirl'scause, saying,
“She’s right! Whatare they doing!”and
so on,until her neighbors shushed her.
For a moment weall hesitated, uneasy

and offbalance; then wereturned to the
businessat hand. #

 

 

 ‘Iloveyour body—where didyougetit?”



 

ANNALS OF MEDICINE

THE GENE HUNTERS
Closing in ontheoriginsofAlzheimer’s disease.

ne morning last May in the Do-
minican Republic, two white

$.U.V.s left the parking garage at the
Gran Almirante Hotel and Casino, in
Santiago,just as the gamblers and pros-
titutes werecallingit a night, and headed

half an hour north, to the town of Na-
varette, The lead vehicle was driven by
AngelPiriz, a thirty-seven-year-old
Cuban doctor wholives in New York.
Beside him was Rosarina Estevez, a re-
centgraduate ofmedical schoolin Santi-
ago. Both were workingas research phy-
sicians at Columbia University under

InAlzheimer’s, research suggests, aproteinfragment knownas beta-amyloidattacks the brain’s synapses. When a neuron’s axon (displayed
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the supervision ofRichard Mayeux. For
nearly twenty years, Mayeux, a neurolo-
gist, epidemiologist, and co-director of
the TaubInstitute for Research on Alz-
heimer’s Disease and the Aging Brain,
has been compiling the world’s most
comprehensive genetic library of fami-
lies with Alzheimers,in an effort to un-
coverthe biological originsofa disease
thataffects 4.5 million Americans. The
family members are predominantly res-
idents ofthe heavily Dominican neigh-
borhood ofWashington Heights, where
the TaubInstitute is based,or,like the

family that the Columbia researchers
were hopingtosee, from the Dominican
Republicitself.

Navarette isn’t much of a town—
a strip of concrete shopsoneitherside
ofthe road, andstreet venders selling
pineapples and mangoes and fresh goat
meat—andthe familydidn’t have much
ofan address. “It’s called GingerAlley,”
Vincent Santana,the driver ofthe second
vehicle,said, turning sharplyinto a nar-
rowdirt track patrolled by chickens. San-
tana, whois in charge of the research-
ers’ field work, gathered the notebooks

 



and questionnaires they would need to
administer the neuropsychological tests
that, along with a medical exam, would
determinewhowouldbegiven a diagno-
sis ofAlzheimer’s disease.

Alzheimer’scanbe divided into two
categories, One is knownas early-onset
Alzheimer’s, whichis rare, and tends
tostrike between the agesofthirty and
sixty. Almost half of early-onset Alz-
heimer'sis straightforwardlygenetic, and
follows the simple laws ofMendelian in-
heritance:ifyou are born with the mu-
tated gene, you get the disease. Much
more commonisthe late-onset disease,
which tendsto afflict people whoare
sixty-five and older. Because the preva-
lence of late-onset Alzheimer’s increases
as the population ages, the numberof
casesis expected to double in the next
twenty-five years. Late-onset Alzheim-
er’sis thought to be geneticallyinfluenced,
too,butin a muchless predictable way: it
appears toinvolve perhapshalf a dozen

 

genes that, individually or in combina-
tion,increase one’s risk ofdementia. Re-
searchersall over the world have spent
the past decade hunting for these risk-
factor genes, spurred by the impending
public-healthcrisis and the daunting in-
sufficiency ofavailable treatments. They
believe that working out the genetics of
late-onset Alzheimer’s, andthusfinding
molecular pathways thatinfluence the
course ofthe disease, was the best—and
possibly the only—hopefor finding a
cure. Sofar, only oneofthoserisk-factor
genes hasbeenconclusivelyidentified. In
May,though,as the Columbia research-
ers travelled through the Dominican Re-
public, drawing blood that wassent by
FedEx each day to New York,it looked
as if Mayeux’s library might soon yield
a second.

“This is a branchoftheoriginal fam-
ily we sawherelast year,” explained
Santana, a soft-spoken Dominican-
American whose face was often knot-

  

ted with worry. (Were the directions
good? Wouldthe subjects be home?
Wouldtheystill be willing to volunteer?
Wouldthe data be useful? Would the
blood spoil? And whatabout the Red
Sox?) He directed Estevez tointerview
anelderly couple wholived across the
way, then headed downthealley with
Piriz, past houses madeof concrete and
tin, cutting through someone’s kitchen
and into a narroweralley and a warren
of houses,asking for a man named Var-
gas. The proband—thefirst person in
the family that Mayeux’s team saw—
diedin February, at age ninety. “She's
confirmed with the disease,” Santana
said. “In her generation, a couple of
cousins andsiblings have A.D, There's
somefirst-cousin intermarriage. These
people we're seeing todayare her cous-
ins. Ifwe canfind them.”

Asthe researchers walked through
the neighborhood,theyattracted a pa-
rade ofyoung boys, whoeventuallyled

  asgreen in thephotograph above) and dendrites encounter deposits ofthe beta-amyloid (displayedasred), they break apartand wither.



them to Vargas's house, a spare, three-
room dwelling. Vargas, a gaunteighty-
three-year-old who was tanned from a
life growing bananasand tendingrice
fields,was lying, bare~chested and wear-
ing blue shorts, on a bed with yellow
smiley-face sheets. Surrounded by two
ofhis five wives, four of his fourteen
children, and an assortment ofother
relatives, he wasn't saying much. A few
monthsearlier, he had beentold he had
pancreatic cancer and he wasn’t expected
tolive out the year. Even so, he had con-
sented to Santana's requestto participate
in thestudy.

Santana had knownabout Vargas for
almosta year. In his notes from an in-
terviewwith the probandin the spring
of2004,there was a reminderto identify

andtrack down all her cousins and their
siblings, in order to determine how they
were related. Constructing accurate ge-
nealogies,which iswhat Santanadoes,
fundamental to figuring out howa dis-
ease travels among kin, which is what
Richard Mayeux does.

“Whatday of the weekis it?” San-
tana asked Vargas. A series ofquestions
followed: “Whatis the date?” “What
year?” “Where are we?” This was the
warmup, and Vargas was doing O.K.
He knew that he was in the bedroom,
notthe kitchen; he knew the year; he
knewtheseason.

Santanaleanedin close. “I'm going
to read youa list of twelve words, and

whenI'm done I wantyouto repeat them
back to me. Huevos,” he began.“Lava.”
Vargas fingered a religious medal he
worearoundhis neck and lookedlost.
“T can't remember,”hesaid, pointing to
his head. Theverbal test is one part of a
forty-five-minute battery of exams that
was developed for the Dominican Re-
public study by YaakovStern, a neu-
ropsychologist who has worked with
Mayeux for more than twenty years. If
someone,given the opportunity to re-
peat any ofthe twelve wordssix times,

for a top score ofseventy-two,can’t get
to twenty-five, he might be considered
for“case status.”Whenthetestwas over,
Vargas’s score was well below that.

In the next room,Piriz was going
through the sameroutine with one of
Vargas’s wives, a short seventy-year-
old womanin a faded housedress and
flip-flops, who was eying him warily.
“Doyouever find yourselfgetting lost?”
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Piriz asked.“Hell no,”she said. He took
herbloodpressure,lookedintohereyes,

tested her reflexes. Then he put on green
latex gloves, took outa syringe, and pre-
pared to draw herblood,

T started off thinking Alzheimer’s was
not a genetic disease,” Mayeux told

methefirst timeI visited him,last No-
vember,in his unusuallytidy office, on
the nineteenthfloorof the Presbyterian
Hospital Building, on West 168th Street.
“T thoughtit was environmental, associ-

ated with aging. But the accumulating
data convinced me.It doesn’talways fol-
low a pattern, but it doesalso track in
families, so that ifyou have family mem-
bers with the disease you have a much
higherrisk ofgettingit, and siblingswith
thedisease give youan even higherrisk.
‘Theevidence wasvery hard to counter.”

Mayeux selected one of a series of
thick bound volumesthat took up most
of a wall, and began flipping through
the pages as he spoke. It was an ency-
clopediaoffamily trees, which showed
whoin his study wasrelated to whom,
which oneshad the disease, which ones
were disease-free, and which ones were
living inthe border town betweenlucid-
ity and dementia.

“What wewanted to do was find a
population where we thoughtthe rates
were higher, because the thing aboutge-
netics is that if you try to identify peo-
ple whocarry the gene youare looking
for unusual people,” Mayeuxsaid. “It's
notlike epidemiology, where you try
to get random samples of random peo-
ple. Geneticsis just the opposite. You
wanta biased population. You want
families where there is more ofthe dis-
case,because you havea better chance of
figuring out whatthe geneis.

“That’s how westumbledintothis
studyof people in the Dominican Re-
public,” he wenton. “Wenoticed, when
we were doing a general population study
ofelderly people wholive around the
hospital, that Dominicans had about
three times the rate of Alzheimer's dis-
case comparedto the whites in the com-
munity. So you haveto ask yourselfwhy
that would be. Thenit starts to explain
itself—that, at least in the Dominican
Republic, Dominicans tend to marry
other Dominicans, and you don’t have
different populations movingin there.
Youhavea smaller genetic pool, and the

gene pooltendsto stay enriched.” Ma-
yeux pointedto a page in the book. “Here's
one. These twopeopleare twins. Look at
howmanypeople whoare related to them,
are affected and how manyare beginning
to experience symptoms.”

Mayeux, whowas bornin Louisiana,
has a nasal drawl and a deceptive air of
someonewithtime on his hands. Heis
fifty-nine,tall andfit, with a full head
of brownhair going slowly gray and a
mostly unlined brow. His colleagues
joke that he is a graduate of the Dick
Clark School ofAging. Heis constantly
in motion,typically late, and driven: in
addition to his role at Taub,he is the
director of Columbia University’s Ser-
gievsky Center, which conducts epi-
demiological research on neurological
diseases; a professor of neurology, psy-
chiatry, and epidemiology; a practicing
physician at Columbia’s Memory Dis-
order Center; and the coérdinatorof a
nationwideefforttocollect, store, and
makeavailable to researchers genetic
material from families with late-onset
Alzheimer’s disease. (The project was
initiated in 2002 bythe National In-
stitute of Aging, which also funds the
bulk of Mayeur’s research.) Still, he is
soready to credit colleagues and collab-
orators that his own ambition can some-
times seem evanescent.

Since getting his medical degree, at
the University of Oklahoma,in 1972,
Mayeux has studied diseasesofthe cen-
tral nervous system:epilepsy, Parkin-
son’s, Huntington’s, Alzheimer’s. He
is also an adroit administrator, oversee:
inga staff of a hundred andeighty-five
neurologists, geneticists, psychologists,
epidemiologists, data-entry clerks, cell
biologists, biochemists, genetic coun-
sellors, and animal modellers spread
over five floors of the hospital building,
as well as a clinic at Columbia's Neuro-
logicalInstitute.

Here they were pursuing the med-
ical version of“big science,” drawing on
a dozenseparate disciplines, each with a
distinct vocabulary, methodology, and
wayofseeing,in aneffort to understand
diseases that are widely feared because
theyseem inexplicable and random and
so commonasto be nearlyinevitable.
With Alzheimer’s,everyonehas a stake
in the outcome,andfor those who have
had a parentorcloserelative succumb
to dementia there's particular urgency

 

 



to the question: “Are we next?” Myvis-
its to the Taub Institute over the past
year opened awindow onthecollabora-
tive—andcompetitive—nature ofmuch
scientific innovation. Forget about the
image ofthesolitary genius hunchedat
a lab bench;forget aboutthe eurekamo-
mentwheneverythingis explained. The
members ofMayeux’s team had noillu-
sions about whatreal progress would re-
quire. They were looking for mutated
genes,for corrupted molecular pathways,
for predictors of disease, for effective
therapies. The search waspainstaking,
fraught, and more pronetofailure than
tosuccess; it wasalso exhilarating.

Manyofthe team members—like the
geneticistJoe Lee, whosifts through the
thirty thousand genes that make up the
humangenome,seeking a genetic quirk
that could accountfor the neuropathol-
ogy associated with Alzheimer’s disease,
andthe neurologist Scott Small, who has
developed a newwayofusing magnetic-
resonance imagingto lookdeepinto the
brain—took the conventional academic
route ofmedical degrees and doctorates.
Buta surprising numberneverintended
to chase what Mayeux calls “the great
white whale of neuroscience.” There is
onstaff a former Wall Street accoun-
tant whoanalyzes M.R.1. data and a
Germanparticle physicist who develops
diagnostic-imaging techniques. Angel
Piriz, the Cuban doctor, had spentthree
years workingfor a Manhattan construc-
tion company,andhe found the Colum-
biajob on the Internet. Vincent Santana
‘was a nineteen-year-old security guard
in the Presbyterian Hospital emergency
room when he was offered extra hours
to escort Mayeux’s field researchers on
their interviews in Washington Heights,
his ownneighborhood. Eventually, San-
tana becameoneofthe researchers, ex-

§ pert in administering and scoring com-
8 plex neuropsychological tests, and then
@ the research coérdinator, and now,at
®thirty-five, a co-author offour ofMa-
°°

3 yeux’s scientific papers.
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Ne far from the Taub Institute, in
the basement of the New York

i Brain Bank, there is a room with indus-
g trial freezers containing thirty thousand
33 samples ofplasma. In 1988, when Ma-
3 yeux inaugurated whatis known as the
3 Wuicapstudy,a sweeping investigation
£ ofthe health and habits of twenty-five

hundredelderly residents ofWashing-
ton Heights, he instructed the research-
ers to collect blood in addition to record-
ing demographic and medical data. The
field of Alzheimer’s genetics was in its
infancy, and putting bloodonice to look
for genes was either capricious or pre-
scient. It had been only four years since
scientists at the University ofCalifornia,

And that chromosomeis where,

in 1991, geneticists at the Univer-
sity of London foundthefirst Alzhei-
mer’s gene.It was called APP,an acro-
nym for amyloid precursorprotein, and
‘was associated, in mutated forms, with

early-onset Alzheimer’s. The muta-
tions caused the overproductionof beta-
amyloid in the brain; withoutexception,

 

Scott Small, Joe Lee, andRichardMayeux. Photograph byMartin Schoeller.

San Diego,succeeded in sequencing am-
yloid, the key constituent of the plaques
that accumulate in an Alzheimer’sbrain,
and abouttwoyears since it was estab-
lished that amyloid was a peptide—a
protein fragmentthat cameindifferent
lengths. Theresearchers called the toxic
peptide beta-amyloid, and proposed
that a genetic mutationcausingits over-
production would be found somewhere
along chromosome 21, an extra copy
of which produces Down syndrome.
The amyloid they had sequenced was
identical to the amyloid found in the
brains of Down patients, and, by mid-
dle age, most people with Down syn-
drome have developed Alzheimer’s-
like symptoms,soit seemed logical that
chromosome21 would be implicated.

people whocarried the mutationsdevel-
oped Alzheimer's disease. The gene gave
scientists a way to begin to understand
what was happening in an Alzheimer’s
brain, anda rudimentaryhypothesis: Alz-
heimer’s disease was caused by clumps
of beta-amyloid that strangled neurons
and synapses.

“Whenit wasfirst discovered, we
thoughtthat itwas ¢heAlzheimer'sgene,”
Mayeux recalled. But the math didn’t
work: there were millions ofcases ofAlz-
heimer's disease, and theAPP mutations
wereestimated to occur in fewer than
two hundred ofthem.

Thesearch for additional genes
gained momentum duringthe nineteen-
nineties, and within a few years three
morehad been found and confirmed.
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‘Two,called presenilins, were discov-
ered by the University ofToronto neu-
rologist and geneticist Peter St George-
Hyslop, and werealso associated with
early-onset Alzheimer’s. They caused
beta-amyloid to accumulatein the brain
by affecting the way enzymes break up
the amyloid precursorprotein into amy-
loid fragments—which gave further cre-
denceto the idea that too much beta-
amyloid precipitated dementia. Still, the
presenilin genes couldn’t accountfor the
usual form ofthe disease, cither; they
werecarried by only a few hundred fam-
ilies worldwide.

Thefourth Alzheimer’s gene, ApoE4,
was different. It wasn’t Mendelian and
deterministic, it was associated with
late-onset Alzheimer’s, and it wasn’t
rare;it is found in a quarter of the pop-

ulation,andisa variant of a gene weall
carry. Manywhohave the ApoE4 gene
never get Alzheimer’s disease, and many
people who do get Alzheimer’s don’t
carry it, twelveyears afterits discovery,
no onecan say whythatis.

- the lectures that Mayeux gives to
people who may be unfamiliar with

the simplest facts of genetics—that
genes, whichcodeforproteins, are made
up of sequences of chemicals called

bases, and,ifonebase is out ofsequence,
the protein may be dysfunctional—he
often ends up talking about cops and
robbers.

“Ourcolleagues at the genome cen-
ter in the UnitedStates tell us that there
maybethreebillion base pairs in the
entire genomeandthatthere are some-
thinglike one hundred andtwenty mil-
lion basepairs in each of the chromo-
somes, and about two thousand to two
hundred thousand base pairs in a gene,
and whatweare doingis looking for a
single basepairthatis different or out of
sequence,” he told a group ofDomini-
can professors and students at the Uni-
versidad Tecnoldgica de Santiago,after
his field researchers completed nine more
interviews the previous day in Puerto
Plata and four more that morning in
Jicome.

“So we're looking for that one base
pair, which is like having the police
know that someone has committed a
crime somewhere, but they don’t know
where, and they havetostart looking
for him all over the universe,” Mayeux
wenton.“That's basicallywhere weare.
‘The goal of genetic family studiesis to
try to get downto the earth, and then
into the neighborhood,and eventually
to find theculprit.”

 ‘Tm onlygoing to theparty because the suicide attemptfailed.”

Ifmutationsare the robbers, andsci-
entists are the cops, then since the dis-
covery of ApoE4 the cops had made
somethinglike a hundredfalse arrests.
In one peer-reviewed paperafter an-
other, research teamsall over the world
claimed to haveidentified about a hun-
dred unique genesthat in some waytrig-
gered late-onset Alzheimer’s disease.
Yet noneofthose findings had been rep-
licated consistently by otherresearchers,
ifatall.

‘There’s a simple reason that no one
has found a new Alzheimer’s gene in
more than a decade, and anotherrea-
son thatis less simple, and they both
come down to the samething:statistics.
Risk-factor genes, the genes thatwill
explain late-onset Alzheimer’s, are in-
herently elusive, because carrying them
does not automatically presage disease.
More challenging, there may be many
risk-factor genes, each with a potentially
minute effect. To detect such genes re-
quires a large, geographically isolated
family study like Mayeux’s, with reams
of information about each individual's
health issues, eating habits, and work
andleisure pursuits, as well as geneal-
ogies that show the genetic path of the
disease. Mayeux’s thick books of ped-
igrees and his database of DNAallow
researchers to define a person’s geno-
type (what genesshecarries) as well as
a phenotype (whattraits she embodies)
andthento subdivide the phenotype ac-
cording to which traits specifically cor-
relate with the kind of dementia that
characterizes Alzheimer’s disease. On
the nineteenth floorofthe Presbyterian
Hospital Building,the crucial diagnostic
marker seemedto bea person’s perfor-
mance oncertain memorytests, and the
researchers were secing a pattern in per-
formance anddisease which they hoped
would showupin the genes.

“Age of onset is a wimpy pheno-
type,” Mayeux said to noonein partic-
ular at one of the team’s weekly genet-
ics meetings inhis officeearlier this year.
Mayeux thought thatrelying on fam-
ily members to identify when a subject
began showingsignsofthe disease was
too subjective. “Memory is better. It’s
quantifiable.”

“Delayedrecognitionis the most sen-
sitive test we have for A.D.,” Joe Lee,
the geneticist, told him. “That and an-
othertest that I can’trecall. 1 may be

 



a subject for this study soon myself.”
“Weall maybe,” Mayeux said, laugh-

ing. It is a measure ofthedisease’s prev-
alence that the seven peoplesitting
aroundthetable had a mother,a father,
an aunt, a grandmother, and a grandfa-
ther with Alzheimer’s.
A few monthsafter that genetics

meeting, Mayeux gathered together in
his office a numberof his researchers,
including the neuropsychologist Yaakov
Stern andtheresearch physicians Angel
Piriz and Rosarina Estevez. Soon, San-
tanarolled in a cart piled threefeet high
with filesoffirst-timeparticipants from
the Dominican Republic and follow-up
examinations of subjects who had been
seen on previous visits, as well as files of
their relatives in Washington Heights.

Santana, who wasa college drop-
out whenhestarted working for Ma-
yeux andis now close to completing an
M.B.A., handed out score sheets—

officially called “clinical core diagno-
ses’—thatlookedratherlike an LR.S.
1040 short form, with varioussections

and schedules and subtotals, all leading
to bottomline: did theparticipant have
Alzheimer's disease or not?Toget there,
the researchers hadto rule out Parkin-
son’sdisease, prion disease, alcohol de-
mentia, dementia with Lewy bodies,
frontotemporal dementia, and anything
else that might mimic the symptoms of
Alzheimer’s.

“We'lljust get through as manyas we
get through,andthengetthedata toJoe
Lee,so he can putit into the computer,”
Mayeux said, pulling a dozenfolders off
thecart. “Here’s someone you saw,” he
said, waving a folder at Estevez, who
was sitting next to him. “What was his
blood pressure?” He gazed at her in-
tently, notletting on that he was jok-
ing—in fourteen days in the Dominican
Republic, the researchers had examined
ninety-cight people, and Estevez could
notpossibly remember, nearly a month
later, any individual's vital signs. She
seemeda little stricken. As the new-
est memberofthe team, Estevez had
notyet grown accustomed to Mayeux’s
ability to tease, compliment, andassert
his authority,all in the same sentence.
“One-seventy-five over ninety,” she shot
back. Mayeux looked stunned. “That's
amazing. Howdid you dothat? Did you
knowordid you guess?” But there was
no timefor an answer. “O.K., whatelse

do we know aboutthis guy?” he asked.
Accurately diagnosing a subject’s

conditioniscritical to the gene hunt,
and the design of Mayeuw’sfield stud-
ies, with follow-upvisits every cighteen
months, increased the odds that they
wouldgetit right. “The way moststud-
ies are doneis that a personis seen once
and diagnosed as either having Alz-
heimer’s disease or not having Alz-
heimer’s disease, and then notseen
again,” said Peter St George-Hyslop,
whohad used Mayeux’s Dominicancell
lines to identify someofthe presenilin
genes’ mutations. “In the Washington
Heights and Dominican studies, peo-
ple are followed up again and again’—
enabling pre-symptomatic Alzheimer's
patients to be distinguished from genu-
inely normal controlsubjects.A few too
manyerroneous diagnoses,the research-
ers knew, could blur the subtle genetic
pattemsthatthey werelookingfor.

‘Torefineits diagnostic powers, the

Columbia group convened a meeting
once a month to see how closeits as-
sessmentof a person wasto the incon-
trovertible pathological truth yielded
by an autopsy. The meetings, in a
crowded conference room, were run by
the neurologist Lawrence Honig, an-
other associate of the Taub Institute.
The neurologists, pathologists, and psy-
chologists typically sat at a long seminar
table that dominated the room, and the
rest squeezed in around them. Honig
presented a patient’s history and ten-
tative diagnosis, then projectedslides
ofthe brain, first whole, thenin slices,
stained in pink and blue to show its
dominantfeatures. Then the doctors
decided, based onthatonepieceofevi-
dence they had been missing, ifthey had
beenright.
A weekafter the August meeting,

I stopped by Honig’s nineteenth-floor
office, and he showed meslides of a
woman whosecase had been discussed
that day. It was a goodillustration of
how difficult it could be, even with years
ofdata, to be sure ofa diagnosis. Honig,

thoughin his early fifties and going
bald, has the boyish affect of someone
whohas always been the smartest kid in
theclass, and hestarted out by walking
mebriskly throughan abridged version
of the woman’s medical history: a cler-
ical worker with a year of college, she
had beenfirst seen in 1992,at the age of

sixty-eight. An alcoholic and a former
smoker, she had numerous ailments—
cirrhosis, gallstones, pulmonary disease,
and facial-nerve palsy among them, In
later years, she was found to carry the
ApoE4 gene, and a brain scan showed
some atrophy. But she had done well on
all her medical and neuropsychological
tests, boththat first year andat every in-
terval until 2000, when there was a de-
cline in some of her memoryscores.
Twoyears later, there was a further de-
cline in memory,andtheclinicians dis-
cussed whether to move the woman
from the non-affected categoryto a di-
agnosisof early-stage Alzheimer’s. The
neurologists, led by Honig, were pretty
sure, based onthefact that the wom-

an’stest scores had beenstable for more
than a decade, that her recent memory
problemsweretheresult of her various
physical ailments. The neuropsycholo-
gists weresticking by their norms. Un-
able to agree,they left the diagnosis un-
changed,waiting to see what would
show up thenext time around. But by
late 2004, when the woman was sched-
uledto beseen again, she was dying of
congestive heart failure.

Onhis computer monitor, Honig
called up a coupleof slides ofthe wom-
an’s brain. There was nothing in the
slices that lookedlike measles, which is
how plaques show up when they've been
stained, nor did the woman’s brain ap-

pear especially shrunken, as Alzheimer’s
brainstendto be.
“We couldn't even find a single

plaque,” Honig beamed. “There were
no signs ofA.D. So I can crowthat I was
right. But we're notalwaysright, so we
haveto be modest.”

eurologists have spent the past
hundredyears waiting for pathol-

ogists to prove them right, ever since
1906, when the Germanpsychiatrist
Alois Alzheimerautopsiedthe brain ofa
fifty-one-year-old woman whohad ex-
hibited the kinds of behavior that most
of us now would reflexively call Alz-
heimer’s disease, and founditriddled
with something that lookedlike dis-
carded wadsofgum (plaques) and mat-
ted strands ofhair (tangles). Patholo-
gists, for their part, had waited almostas
longto find out whetherthe plaques and
tangles caused disease or were just an ar-
tifact of someother biological process.
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Whatwere they to makeof the people
whodied with all the pathological ev-
idence of Alzheimer’s but suffered no
dementia? And how to accountfor the
presence of both plaques and tangles?
Werethe plaques, which are made of
beta-amyloid, more importantagents of
disease thanthetangles,which are com-
posed ofa proteincalled tau, or were the
tangles the primesuspect, or were the
two accomplicesin fleecing memory?

‘These questions consumed research-
ers for decades. Butwhat Professor Rudy
Tanzi, ofHarvard, hascalled the debate
between“the Baptists and the Tauists’—
those whobelieved in the supremacy of
beta-amyloid and those whofavored tau
tangles—was becoming morecivil all
the time. Thetauists, many ofwhom
had felt marginalized, have seen their
research money grow, which in science
isa show ofrespect, and fewwere disput-
ing the central role of beta-amyloid—es-
pecially a form ofit called a-beta 42—
in making an Alzheimer's brain, though
whatthe plaques were doing in that
brain couldstill rouse a heated discus-
sion. Geneticists were the inadvertent
arbiters of the dispute, for the answers
‘were coming notfrom the examination
ofslicesoftissue butfrom investigations
at the molecular level.

“So muchof the work that we've
done, going forward,is asking, ‘How
dothese genes cause dis-
ease? Whatare the biolog-
ical pathways involved?”
‘Tanzi observed. “What was
controversial was whether
the plaques, where the toxic

a-beta 42 eventually makes =
its home,are the cause of
Alzheimer’s disease. And
the answeris probably not.”
Plaques are a problem be-
cause they cause inflam-
mation, which can make
things worse, but morere-_
cent data have directed at-
tention to the way the peptide—long
before it has formed into plaques—in-
terferes with the synapses. “For all we
know,plaques may betheresult of a
beneficial attempt by the brain to se-
quester a~beta 42 awayso you don’t have
it in synapses anymore,” Tanzi said.“It’s
probably the newly madea-beta 42 that
is relentlessly attacking the synapses,
and probablythis is why an Alzheimer’s
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patient has trouble remembering what
happenedfive minutes ago. When you
impair the synapse, eventuallyit starts
to break down.”

This point wasillustrated,lastfall,
in a paperin the journal Nature Neuro-
science. Thetitle of the paper, “Fibril-
lar Amyloid Deposition Leads to Local
Synaptic Abnormalities and Breakage
of Neuronal Branches,” was notexactly
sensational, but the accompanying pho-
tographs, showing an Alzheimer's-like
condition in genetically altered mice,
werevivid, andchilling. In thepictures,
dendrites and axons, the parts ofa neu-
ron thatcarry information to and from
a cell, highlighted in a radiant green,
start out as long, robust, motile tenta~
cles. Then they encounter the amyloid,
which shows up as tomato-red clumps.
‘Thetentacles break apart, wither, and

disappear.

ne of the authorsof the article,
Karen Duff, wasalso the “author”

ofone oftheoriginal transgenic Alz-
heimer's mice. Duff is a young British
molecular neuroscientistwho develope
thefirst mouse modelofthe presenilins
mutation when she was a postdoctoral
fellow. (Mice don’t naturally develop
Alzheimer’s, and must be genetically
modified to do so.) She continues to
make models of neurodegenerative dis-

eases, at the Nathan Kline
Institute, in Orangeburg,

New York, on the grounds
of the Rockland Psychiat-
ric Center, and has supplied
Maycux’s team atColumbia
with senility-prone rodents.
Heroffice is incongruously
cheery, with a bobble-head
doll ofJames Watson on the
desk, a cuckoo clock on the
wall, and a stuffed-mouse
toy perched on a bookshelf.

_, Thereal mice areacross the
hall, in clear-plastic cages

that resemble neonatal incubators. Duff,
whorecently received a $7.5-million
grant from the National Institutes of
Health to work on tangle diseases, was
raising a special line of mice that were
proneto developingvariousfrontal-lobe
dementias.
To model a humandisease in a

mouse, Duffusesa tiny needle to micro-
inject select bits of human DNAinto

 

a mouse egg. (“You're going from the
outside to the inside and sometimes
the eggs burst.”) The introduced DNA.
integrates with the mouse DNA and
is passed along to offspring. Thefirst
mouseborn with this engineeredDNA
is called the founder mouse. Breeding
the founders producesthe “models” that
are then usedto observe the progression.
ofa disease or totest therapies.

“WhenI was in school, I wanted
to study physics, but I couldn’t do the
math,” Duffsaid as she pickedupa para-
plegic mouse andgently stroked its back.
“Then, when wassixteen, I went to a

lecture aboutgenesand learned that you
could change onethingin three billion
and have an effect on the whole organ-
ism,andI said, ‘That's it’ I wanted to
make that one change and see whatit
did, what pathways were involved, and
then go ontotreatit. My postdoctoral
project was making transgenic mice.
Making miceis very hard. Youhave to
bevery specific with what you've done.
If] have a demented mousethat can’t
get around a water maze,I knowthatit
is because I changed onegene. The hard
part is figuring outthe steps in between.”
Sheran her fingeralongthe sick mouse’s
spine, thenlaid it back inits cage.

Duffdoesn’t create new mouse mod-
els for other researchers anymore, but
she'll make an exception for Mayeux,

as soon as he has a new Alzheimer’s
geneto give her.“It’s a symbiotic rela-
tionship,” she explained. “The geneti-
cists wanttheir findings to be more than
a gene ona piece of paper. They want
to see thatit really does causedisease by
putting it into animals. Richard needs
metoputthe genesin the animals, and
I need someonelike him to give me
the genes to put into my animal mod-
els to see what they do.It’s a multipart
process.”

oO: the morning visited the neurol-
ogy mouse lab of the Taub Insti-

tute, a lab technicianwas taping a breath-
ing mask over the snoutofan inert black
mouse, dosing it with anesthetic gas.
Oncesedated, the mouse was wrappedin
plastic and laid ona tiny bed that fit into
alongtube,andits head was strapped in
place. Then the technician inserted the
tube into a miniature magnetic-resonance
scanner that had been designed to look
inside the bodies of small animals. On



the screen were images of the mouse’s
brainandits beating heart. The mouse
looked peaceful, unperturbedby the per-
cussive hydraulic noises issuing from the
machine.

The mouse nursery,where this mouse
wasraised, was one flight up. There
were white mice,black mice, wild mice,
sick mice, genetically altered mice, and,
though I didn’t knowit then, a mouse
that wouldlater providetangible support
to a hypothesis being worked out bythe
neurologist Scott Small, aboutthe origin
oflate-onset Alzheimer’s disease.

Small, whois forty-four, was in med-
ical school when the mice were being
developed. American bybirth, he had
grown upoutside Tel Aviv and served
in theIsraeli special forces during Israels
1982 war with Lebanon,before moving
back to the States to attend N.Y.U. He
is an intellectually nimblescientist, able

to jumpeffortlessly betweencell biol-
ogy, physiology, electrical engineering,
pharmacology, and philosophy. Heis
also a dedicated if hamstrungclinician.
Thad beeninthe examining roomwhen
hegave a diagnosis of Alzheimer’s to
an eighty-six-year-old woman,a diag-
nosis that was more devastating to her
son, a muscular New York City police
officer, than it was at that point to her.

Small talked to the son with tremendous
compassion, but, as soon as he andhis
mother were gone, slammedhisfist on
the desk in anger. He was furious—with
the universe, with science, with him-

self—that the best he could offer were
free samples of a drug that might help
for a couple of monthsat most.

In his pathophysiology lab, Small
had developed a wayto use functional
magnetic-resonanceimagingto see into
specific regions of the brain at work—
to look at actual cerebral circuits, the
brain’s movingparts. Using both the
imaging anda gene-sifting technique
called microarray, he examineddiscrete
sectionsofthe hippocampus,thepart of
the brain that controls the recording of
new memoriesand is known to deterio-
rate in Alzheimer's patients. Ultimately,
as Small explained in a paper published
in the Annals ofNeurology last week, he
determined that somethingcalled the
retromer complex mightbeinvolved in
thedisease.

“Scott is one of a new generation of
whatarecalled‘translational scientists, ” 

“Believe me, it’s not whatitis.”

Mayeux told meoneday,explaining
Smalls role at Taub. “Hecan translate
what's happeningina cell in a lab to a
human whois sick—from the bench to
the bedside and back again. My focus
is on characterizing the humandisaster.
Scott visualizes what I’m saying and
brings it down to thecellular level,tests

it in a mouse,and bringsit back to the
human level.”

WhenI wentto the Presbyterian
Hospital Building to talk to Small
in his artfully underfurnished work-
space, he was soonstandingin frontofa
classroom-size chalkboard, drawing dia-

grams. Hewas tryingto explain how the
retromer complex works. One diagram
had big circle with two smaller circles
inside it, and a Lego-like multi-decker
bus alongsideit. “God solved the prob-
lem ofhaving different kinds of mole-
cules that didn’tlike each other by com-
partmentalizing thecells,” Small said,
tapping the smallcircles with a piece
of chalk. “You have cell, which is the
big circle, and youhave different com-
partments called organelles, which are
the smallcircles. You need a wayto take
something from oneto another.” He
pointed to the multi-deckerbus. “That's
whatthetrafficking molecules do. They
act like a shuttle bus, taking cargo from
oneplace to another.”

Oneof the mechanisms for mov-
ing proteins from oneorganelle to an-

other is the retromer complex. Until five
years ago,it had been observed only in
yeast. Two years ago,aftercell biologists
found it in humans, a numberofret-
romer molecules showed up in Small’s
microarrayanalysis ofhippocampal cells.
Among them wasa protein known as
VPS26.Investigating further, Small
found that, fifteen years earlier, the pro-
tein had beenofinterest to researchers
studying developmental defects. In a
journal article about VPS26, he found
a reference to a mousebred without the
protein. By chance, the modeller was
at Columbia—andthe mousewasstill
being bred. Small andhis associates ran
the mouse through a battery of cogni-
tive and biochemical tests and, as they
reportedlast monthat the annual meet-
ing of the Society for Neuroscience,in
Washington,D.C., found that in the
absence ofVPS26 the mouse had mem-
ory defects.

“So how is the retromer complex
related to Alzheimer’s disease?” Small
asked,getting backto his diagram. “We
believe that the cargo being moved
aroundthe cell by the retromeris the
amyloid precursor protein, APP, and
thatwhenthere’s a retromerdysfunction
APPbuilds up. If our modelis right,
we've uncovered something completely
novelthatcontributesto late-onset Alz-
heimer’s. What we've found is primary
to the disease process. We've shown it
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“You werea stray before andyou can be a stray again.”

in a petri dish, and now we're working
with the mouse,and theresults lookvery
promising.I can’t say more than that
right now.”

y the summerof2004, the Colum-
bia team, working with research

groups atthe UniversityofToronto and
Boston University, had a hunch about
where a roguerisk-factor generesided.
Having searched throughtheentire ge-
nomefor places where shared patterns
ofDNAshowedupin people with Alz-
heimer’s disease, having pored over
manythousands ofgenes, someofthem
four spreadsheets long, they began scru-
tinizing a numberof genes that had
appeared in their random-association,
studies, some ofwhich had also showed
up in Small’s microarrayanalyses.

Tt wasstandard workforJoe Lee,the
Columbia group’s unassumingstatistical
geneticist, who could reliably be found
staring at his computer monitor. He
began examining blocks ofDNA,look-
ing for variationsin the genetic codethat
were associated with the disease. Each
block—whatthescientists call a haplo-
type—was like a sentence ina paragraph
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from a chapter ofa book. By comparing
the length ofthat particular sentence in
every copyof the book, the research-
ers could see in which copies the sen-
tence was the same and in which ones
it was garbled. If the misconstructed
sentence tended to show up in people
with Alzheimer’s, then there might be
a connection between thosetwo things.
‘The scientists would examine the sen-
tence moreclosely,looking for the pre-
cise character, the one extra consonant,
the repeated verb—something—in that
particular sentence which was consis~
tentin the copies owned by the people
whowere sick.

While the Toronto group, led by
Peter St George-Hyslop, examined the
DNAofa few hundred families ofEu-
ropean descent, and the B.U. team,led
by Lindsay Farrer, looked at the ge-
neticsofsiblings, Lee focussed on the
thousands ofsamples gathered from the
Dominican Republic and Washington
Heights studies. By its size alone, Ma-
yeux’s geneticlibrary, with its branch-
ingtrees oflarge extended families that
often spannedtwo or moregenerations,
‘was a powerful instrumentfor detecting

which haplotypes were associated with
thedisease. Butthe design andthe scope
of the complementary Columbia stud-
ies gave Lee another advantage. Where
thelarge families from the Dominican
Republic enabled him to find disease-
linked haplotypes among symptomatic
subjects andtheirrelatives, he was also
able to see whether those same chunks
showed up in the Dominicansenrolled
in the Washington Heightsstudy.

Meanwhile, as Lee andthe research-
ers in Toronto and Boston systemati-
cally moved along the chromosomes,
they began to converge on the same
gene. It wasasif, having read the same
book coverto cover, the teams had each
cometo focus ona single sentence. Yet
the exact place in the gene where some-
thing went askew wasdifferent for
different populations;itwas as if, among
a group of African-Americansiblings
studied by the Boston University group,
the sentence began with anextra article;
amongthe people ofEuropean ancestry
studied by the Toronto group,it was
missing the question markat the end;
and, among the Caribbean-Hispanics
studied by the Columbia group, a word
in the middle of the sentence was mis-
spelled. So there seemedto beatleast
three ways that the gene in question
could go wrong.

‘Thethreelead scientists were grow-
ing moreconfidentthat the gene they
‘were studying was oneofthe undiscov-
ered late-onsetrisk-factor genes. The
association was strong, notjust in one
sample population butin five, and not
in oneracial groupbutin three,scattered
around the globe. Each researcher had
replicated thefindings ofthe others, and
in their line ofworkreplication wasrare.
Bynature, the three were skeptics, but,
as the evidence mounted, they foundit
harder to dismiss.

“The ‘Aha!’ momenthappensto
different people at different times, and
sometimes it neverreally happens,”
St George-Hyslop said. “Weare aware
oflittle bits ofdata as they comeout that
say, ‘Yes,it’s real, but not very strongly,
sowhat yougetis notreally a curcka mo-
mentbut somethingthatis incremental.
Tt starts out as ‘Uh-huh,butit's proba-
bly a fluke,to ‘Maybeit’s not a fluke,to
“This could bereal, let me see what I can
do to make itgo away,to ‘Well, it seems
pretty robust, but there are still prob-



lems,’ to ‘We've takenthis as far as we
can and we concedethat there are many
things to be done onthisstory, but be-
fore we do too much more it needsto be
putin the hands of someotherpeople,
withtotally differentdata sets andtotally
different ways of analyzing things, and
see ifthey get the sameresults.”

Fe months, the nameof the prom-
ising new gene waswritten on a

whiteboard near the door in Richard
Mayeuw’s office, butI had noidea that
it was the gene weweretalking about,
since no one wouldutterits name in my
presence. There was someconcern that
if I knew it I might inadvertentlytip off
anotherresearch group, which could
claim the finding as its own. In genet-
ics thereis only one winner, Karen Duff
hadsaid in the spring, describing how,
during the race to makethefirst prese-
nilin mouse, she had been reluctant to
spare the time to get a broken arm set,
for fear that she would lose too much
groundto her competitors. WhenScott
Small had finished explaining his work
ontheretromer complex, hesaid,“Ifto-
morrow someonepublishes the whole
story I just told you,I can crytill ’m
bluein theface, but they will have pub-
lished first.” Itwas only atthe end ofthe
summer, when wassitting with Ma-
yeux in a cabin on lake in the Adiron-
dackswhere he wasvacationing with his
wife, taking forty- andfifty-mile bike
rides almost every day, that he told me
the name,and realized that it had been
in frontof meforhalf the year.

Bythen, though, I had cometo un-
derstand and appreciate the genenotfor
whatit wascalled but for what it might
do—for how it might addto the amyloid
story, and howit could give researchers
a new wayto treat Alzheimer’s. Scien-
tists have already launched clinical tri-
als on vaccinesthat aim to mobilize an-
tibodies against amyloid plaques. At an
carlier stage of development, a number
of geneticists—Karen Duff and Rudy
‘Tanzi among them—have been work-
ing on drugsthat exploit the molecular
pathways described bytheoriginal, early-
onset Alzheimer’s genes. These novel
molecular therapies are meantto inter-
venelong before plaques form.

“Anywayofgetting at a molecule—
whetherit’s from microarray,or looking
at genes, or God whispering in your ear

to look at a particular protein—when
youcan pinpoint the primary molecu-
lar defect, you're morelikely to develop

effective treatments,” Small explained.
“That's Pharmacology 101.”

Small, in his own lab andalsoin col-
laboration with researchers at Brandeis
University and the University ofWis-
consin, has already begun to look for a
biochemical way to take advantage of
his microarray and mousefindings in
orderto regulate the buildup of amy-
loid. Together, the scientists are devel-
oping a screening assay to test poten-
tial compounds, andexpectto be able to
turn overto chemical engineers a hand-
fulofpotential drugs in a couple ofyears;
the engineers would modify the drugs’
structure to make them more amena-
ble to entering the brain. From there,
the compoundswould betested in mice,
and,twoorthree years after that, if all
wentwell, humantrials would begin.
“Right now, we're two years into a ten-
year process,” Small said.

Mayeux thinks that, a decade from
now, your doctorwill look up your

geneprofile and decide whether you
have a highrisk for Alzheimer’s, and
then give youa prophylactic treatment
of somesort. “Right now, you don’t
knowwhatthehell to do,” Mayeux said
that day in the Adirondacks. “Youdon’t
knowwhetheryou should take vitamins,
whether you should take ibuprofen, and,
if you do,if you'll get a stroke, whether
you shouldtake estrogen, andifthat will
give youa stroke. Peopletell you to use
your brain, to use your body, and those
are all well and good, but you don't know
if it’sa lifetime ofdoing those things, you
don't knowifit’s starting to do crosswords
whenyou're ninety. Ifwe can solve some

ic puzzles, we'll know how

 

Hyslop, and Farrer had beguntheir
active collaboration, and despite their
successes Mayeux remained circum-
spect. Having converged on gene,they
nowhad tofind the mutations—the
specific changesin the base sequences—
and they had to show howthese changes
influenced the course of the disease.
With the possibility of multiple Alz-
heimer’s-linked mutations among them,
it might be another few monthsofin-
tensiveeffort at the very least before they
could be sure.

“Let's saythis is a real finding,” Ma-
yeux said. “You can bettherewill be a
ton ofwork on how thisparticular gene
fits into the big picture. It’sreally a jig-
saw puzzle with five hundred pieces.
Youcanlookatit and see someof the
key pieces and you can tell that there is
a brain ona brownbackground,butyou
can't figure outwhere all the otherpieces
go. Then you getonepiecein there that
fits andit helps you get a wholesection
together. We think we got a piece—it
may be more—but youdon’t knowtill
younailit. The question is: How does
a normal protein get misdirected and
altered in such a way thatit then be-
comestoxic to nerve cells? The impor-
tantpointis notthatit’s this particular
gene, butthatit’s part of a system that
is importantin the processing of beta-
amyloid under normal circumstances
and perturbationsin that system are se~
rious andcouldlead to disease. And that
this is a modifiable system. Finding the
geneis one thing, but once you have
a gene it becomesa potential target,
something to aim at. That's what you
dothis for.”

Still, Mayeux knew as well as any-
onethatthe road from geneto drugwas
linear only on paper.In petri dish,in a
mouse,in a person,almost anything—or
nothingat all—could happen.Initial at-
tempts to make an Alzheimer’s vaccine
had progressed to humanefficacy trials
when,in 2002,twenty participants inex-
plicably developed encephalitis, and the
trials were halted. Thefirst risk-factor
gene, ApoE4, had beenfoundin 1993,
and more than a decadelater nobody
had figured out how to take advantage
ofit therapeutically.

“WhatI feel best aboutis that the
collections 'm makingare going to be
aroundfor a while,” Mayeux said. “Col-
lecting these Dominican families, put-
ting the data together, having them
very well characterized, having thecell
lines—if it's not us whofind the gene,
then someonewill find the genetic vari-
anteventually andthatwill help.

“It’s a lot like the movie ‘The Mal-
tese Falcon,’ ” he wenton.“Youlookfor,
youlookfor, you look for, and youfind
something—andthenyourealize it’s
notthe rightthing, and bythat evening
you're booked on another ship to begin
the nextsearch.If this fizzles out, we'll
beon thatboat.” +
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n mybusiness, where you put some-
thing like forty to forty-five thousand

miles ayear on your vehicle and the sweet
suck of the engine at 3500 r.p.m.is like
another kind of breathing, you can’t
afford distractions, Can't afford to get
tired orlazy orlift your eyes from the
road to appreciate the way the fog re-
shapes the palms on Ocean Avenue or
thelight slips down the flanks of the
mountainson that mind-blowing stretch
ofHighway 1 between Malibu and Ox-
nard, Get distracted and you could wind
up meat. I know that. Thetruckers know
that. But just about everybody else—
Honda drivers, especially, and I’m
sorry—they don’t even know they're be-
hind the wheeland conscioushalf the
time. I've tried to analyze it, I have. They
wantvalue, the Honda drivers, value and
reliability, but they don’t wantto pay for
the real deal—Germanengineeringis
what I’m talking about here—and yet
they still seem to think they're part of
somesecretsociety thatallows them to
cut people off atwill, to take advantage
because they're so in the know. Sohip.
So Honda. And,yes, I carry a gun, a
Glock Nine I keep in a special compart-
menthad built into theleather panel of
the driver’s-side door, but that doesn’t
meanI wantto useit. Or would useit
again. Exceptin extremis.

‘The only time didfire itwas during
that rash of freeway shootings a few
months back—astatistical bubble, the
policecalled it—whenpeople were get-
ting poppedattherate oftwo aweek in
the Greater L.A. area. I could never
figure it, really. Yousee somejerk swerv-
ing in and outoftraffic,tailgating, and
maybe you give him the finger and
maybe he comesup on you, but you're
awake, aren't you? You've gotan accel-
erator and a brake pedal, right? But
most people, I guess, don’trealize that
they’vejust madethe driver charging up
alongside them homicidal or that their
engineis onfire or the road dropping off
into a craterthesize ofthe Sea ofTran-
quillity, because they've gottheir cell
phone clampedto theside oftheir head
and they're doingtheir nails or reading
the paper. Don’t laugh. I've seen them

; watching TV,gobbling kungpao out of
$ the carton, doing crossword puzzles,
g and talking on two cells at once—all at
3 eighty miles an hour. Anyway,I just
& fired two slugs—blip blip. Didn't even

know myfingerwas onthetrigger. Plus,
ofcourse,I was aiming low—justtrying
to perforate his rocker panels or the id-
iotic big-dick off-road Super Avenger
tires that had him sitting about twelve
feet up offthe ground. 'm notproud of
it. And I probably shouldn't have gone
thatfar. But he cut me off—twice—and
ifhe’d given methefinger itwould have
been onething, but he didn’t even know
it, didn’t even know he'd nearly run me
into the median two times in the space
of a minute.

Onthe day I’m thinking of, though,
everybody seemed to keep their dis-
tance. Itwasjust past noon andraining,
the ocean stretching out on myleft like
a big seething cauldron, the surface of
the roadwayslick beneath the wheels—
so slick andsoft andill-defined that I
hadto slow to seventy in places to keep
from hydroplaning. Butthis wasn’t just
rain, This was onecellin a string of
stormsthathadstalled over the coastfor
aweck, suckingloadafter load ofmois-
ture up outofthe sea and droppingit on
thehills that had burnedclear ofvege-
tation the winter before. I was already
runninglate because ofa slide at 'To-
panga Canyon,boulders the size of
S.U.V.s in the middle of the road, cops
in slickerswaving their flashlights, down
to two lanes, then one, and finally—I
heard this on the radio after I got
through—down to none. Road closed.
All she wrote.

I didn’t like driving in the rain—it

wasjust asking for disaster. Myfellow-
drivers, riding their brakes andclinging
to the wheelasif it were some kind of
voodoo fetish that would protect them
against drunks, curves, potholes, errant
coyotes, and sheet metal carved into
knives, went to pieces the minute the
first drop hit the windshield. As you
mightexpect,the accidentrate shot up
somethinglike three hundred per cent
every timeit rained, and,as I said,this
wasn't just rain in the ordinary sense.
ButI hada delivery to make in Santa
Barbara, an urgentdelivery, and if I
couldn’t guarantee door-to-doorfaster
than FedEx or Freddie Altamirano (my
major competitor, who rode a Pro-
StreetFXR and movedlike a spirit rap-
tured to Heaven) then I was outofbusi-

ness. Plus, this wasn’t just the usual
packet of bondsorstock certificates or
the blockbuster screenplay passing from

writer to director and back again; this
was the kind ofthing I handled maybe
two orthree times a month at most—
andit neverfailed to give mea thrill. In
the trunk, anchored firmlybetween two
big blocks of Styrofoam, was a human
liver packed in a bag ofice slurry inside
a Bud Light Fun-in-the-Sun cooler,
andif that sounds ridiculousI’m sorry.
That's how it's done. Simple fact. Ninety
minutesearlier, P'd picked it up at LAX
because the $.B.airportwas closed, due
to flooding,andifyou want a definition
oftime-sensitive this was it. The recip-
ient, a twenty-seven-year-old mother of
three, was onlife support at University
Hospital, and I wasrunninglate and
there wasn’t much I could do aboutit.

Atanyrate, I was coming up on La

Conchita—a little town nobigger than
a trailer court, carved out ofthe hill

where the freeway dips downto the
ocean—just rounding the big curve at
Mussel Shoals and dropping downto
fourth to blow past a U-Haultruck (the
worst, the very worst, butthat’s another
story), when thehillside gave way.
‘Therewas series ofsharp cracks,which
I, atfirst, took to be lightning hitting
the hill, and then a deep reverberant
concussion,asif all the air had been
knocked outofthe day. By this point, I
was shifting down, hyper-aware of the
chain ofbrake lights flungupacross the
road infront ofme and of the U-Haul,
piloted by a zombie on his way to Go-
leta or Lompoc with his zombie girl-
friend at his side and their little white
dogin herlap, bearing down on me
from behind. I was able to stop. They
weren't. They skidded past me and
hammeredinto the back end of a Mer-
cedeswith its panic lights on, the whole
shimmering orange-and-white truck
lifting up on two wheelsbefore crashing
down onits side.

Til sayright up front that P've never
been much in an emergency—andwhen
you're behind the wheelasoften as Iam
you see plenty of emergencies, believe
me. I don’t know C.P.R., don’t know
how to stay calm or counsel anybody
else to stay calm, either, and I've been
lucky, becauseit’s never been me
wrapped aroundthetelephone pole or
nodding over the windshield and no-
bodyI know has ever chokedatthe din-
nertable or clutchedhis heart or started
hemorrhaging from the mouth andears.
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I saw the doglying there in the road like
a heap ofrags, saw the driver of the
moving truck haul himself up out of
thewindow like a pearl diver coming up
for air, saw therain eclipse him. And
thefirst thing I did—for my own sake
andfor the sake ofwhoeverelse might
be tooling up behind me—waspull the
car off the road,as far up on the shoul-
der as could takeit withoutfear ofget-
ting stuck. I wasjust reaching for my
cell to dial 911, the road blocked, the
day shot, my mind churning and the
donororgansitting there undelivered
and unincorporated and getting staler
bythe minute, when things got worse,
a whole lot worse.

don’t knowif the average person re-
ally has muchofan idea ofwhat a

mudslideinvolves. I certainly didn’t—
notbeforeI started driving fora living,
anyway. You'd see footage on the six-
o'clock news, telephonepoles down,trees
knocked askew,a car or twoflattened,
and a garage staved in, butit didn’t seem
like much. It wasn’t hot lava, wasn’t

an earthquake or oneofthe firestorms
that burned through this subdivision
orthat, incinerating a couple hundred
homesevery fall. Maybeit wasthefault
ofthe term itself—mud slide. It sounded
innocuous, almost cozy,as if it might
be oneofthe new attractions at Magic
Mountain, or vaguely sexy,
like the women’s mud-
wrestlingthatwas all the rage
when I wasin high school
and too youngto getin the
door. But a mudslide, as I
now know,is nothing short
of an avalanche, where in-
stead ofsnowyou've gotfour
hundred thousand tons of
liquefied dirt bristling with
rocks and tree trunks com-
ing atyou with theforce ofa
tsunami. Andit moves fast,
faster than you would think.
The sound Id heard, even through

the rolled-up windows andthe ready
voiceofthe narratorofthe book-on-tape
Td checkedoutof the library, becauseI
never go anywhere withouta good story
to take my mindoff theragingidiots all
around me, was the sudden angry shrick
ofthe bulkhead in back ofLa Conchita
giving way. Steel beams snappedlike
chicken bones,railroad ties went air-

wyn
3

 

borne. Up ahead of me, beyond the
overturned U-Haul, a few cars had got
through, but now a vanguard of boul-
ders camesluicing across the freeway,
followed by a soupyriverofmud. A rock
thesize of a cannonball thumpedinto
the underside of the U-Haul truck and
a fistful of pellets—gravel, 1 guess—
sprayedtheside of mycar, and thatwas
going to mean a new paintjob, I knew
it, maybe even bodywork. The rain
quickened. The mud spread outacross
the pavement, seething aroundthetires
and undemeath the car and beyond, and
soon dark tongues of it had pushed
across the southboundlanes,too.

Whatdid I do? I gotoutofthecar,
the normalreaction, and immediately
myshoesfilled with sludge. The mud
was no morethan footor so deep, and
here,at the edgeoftheslide,it was the
consistency of pancake batter. But
darker. And it smelled of something
long buried and dug up again, damp and
raw as an open grave, and for a moment
thereI flashed on myfather’s funeral,
the squared-off edges of the hole with
its fringe of roots, my mothertrying to
bestoic and myuncle putting an arm
around my shouldersasif that could
help. Let mesaythatit wasn’t a pleasant
smell andleaveit at that.

Doors slammed. Somebody was
shouting. I turned myheadto look up

the road and there was the
driver of the U-Haul, pull-
inghis wife orgirlfriend or
whoevershe was up out of

; the cab even as she reacted
tothe sightofthe doglying

= there on clean stretch of
pavement, with the mud,
working to its own logic,

; flowing around it. Behind
me wereatleast a hundred

« cars, bottled up andidling,
Z their lights dully illuminat-
: ing the scene, windshield

wipers clappinglike a very
tired audience. People were running up
thestreet. A pickup just north of the
overturned U-Haul began to floatoff,
sustained on a wave ofmudasif it were
a dinghydrifting away on the tide. My
jacket was soaked through, my hair
hanging in myface. Theliver wasn’t
getting anyfresher.

Suddenly, unaccountably, I found
myself at the trunkofthe car. I inserted



the key andflipped it open, and I don’t
reallyknowwhy—just to reassure myself,
T guess. Thelid of the cooler eased back
andthere it was, the liver, smooth and
burnished, more pink than red—andit
wasn'tlike meat, notatall, more like
somethingsculpted outofvery soft stone.
Butitwas O.K,,itwas fine,I told myself,
and shouldjust stay calm. I figured we
had an hour, moreorless, before things
began to get critical. Itwas then that the
woman with the dog—shewas bent over
it in the rain,wailing, and the water drip-
ping from the end ofher nose was pink
with the bloodleaching out ofherscalp—
looked up and shouted somethingto me.
She might have been asking if I knew
anything aboutdogs. Orifshe could use
mycell to call a vet. OrifI had a knife, an
oxygen mask, a G.P.S.locator, a blanket.
I don’t knowwhatshesaid,actually. She
wanted something, but I couldn’t hear
her over therattle of all those idling en-
gines,thehiss ofthe rain,the shouts and
curses, and in the next moment some-
bodyelse was there, somestranger, and
he wastaking careofit. I ducked back
intothecar,just to get outof the rain—
mudeverywhere, mud onthecarpets, the
doorframe, the console—and punchedin
thecell numberoftheassisting physician
at the hospital.

“There's a problem,” I said.
His voice cameback at meina thinly

amplified yelp. “What do you mean?
Whereare you?”

“Tm maybefifteen miles south,at La
Conchita, that’s what I mean, but I can’t
get through because there’s some kind
of slide—it just happened—andit’s
blocking the road. Totally.” For the first
time,I looked up at the mountain out-
side the window andsaw thescar there,
the trail of displaced earth and the
crushed houses. Everything was gray
with the rain.
“How longbefore they clear it?”
“Actually? Could be a while.”
Hewas silent, and I tried to picture

him, nobody I knew, an intern maybe,
glasses, short hair becauseit was easier
to maintain when yourlife wasn’t your
own,biting his lip and staring out the
windowintothepall of rain. “Is there
any wayI can getto you? I mean,if I
jumpin the car and—

“Maybe,” I said, and I wanted this to
workin the worstway, because my repu-
tation was on theline here and that

woman needed herliver she'd been wait-
ing for for Christ knewhow long. Some-
body was freshly dead in Phoenix and
this was the best match, and I'd have
walked it thereifcould have, no doubt
aboutit, walkedtill my feet turned to
stumps,but I had to be honest with him.
“You gotto realize the traffic’s already
backedupin both directions,” I said, and
I wasn’t calm, wasn't calm atall. “I mean
nothing's going through. There's an ac-
cidentjust in front ofmeandthere’s mud
androcks all over the road.In both direc-
tions. Even if you leave now you're not
going to be able to get within miles of
here,so youtell me. Tell me what you
wantmeto do. Tell me.”

Anothersilence. “All right,” he said
finally. His voice was pinched. “You
know how urgentthis is. How crucial.
We'll get this done. Wewill. Just keep
yourcell on,all right? And don’tdo any-
thingtill I get back to you.”

musthave sat therefor five minutes
at least, just staring outinto therain,

thecell clutched in my hand. I was wet
through and I’'d begunto shiver, so 1
turned the engine over and got the
heater going. The mudwasstill flowing,
I could see that much, and the white
dog had disappeared, along with the
couple from the U-Haul. Apparently
they'd found shelter somewhere,in the
little gas station-cum-grocery store that
was La Conchita’s sole commercial es-
tablishment,or in oneofthecars stalled
behind me. There were people out on
the pavement, hunched-over forms
wading through the mud and shouting
at one another, and I thought I heard
the distant keening of a siren—police,
fire, ambulance—and wondered how
they expectedto get through. You might
findit hard to believe, but I really didn’t
think much aboutthe danger, though
if anothersection of thehillside had
let go we'd all have been buried, no
doubt about that—no, I was more con-
cerned about the package in the trunk.
Why hadn’t they called me back?
Whatwere they waiting for? I could
have been slogging downthe road al-
ready, the cooler propped up on one
shoulder, and somebody—I thought of
an ambulance from the hospital—could
have met me a couple miles up the free-
way. Butno,the ambulances wouldall
be busy with the wreckage in front of  
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me, with people trappedin their cars,
bleeding from head wounds, their own
organsruptured, bones broken. Or in
those houses.I turned my head to look
out the passenger’s-side window at the
ghost ofLa Conchita, at the rectangular
grid ofsplit-level homes andtrailers up
againstthe hillside which had been there
ten minutes ago and were gone now.Just
then,just as I turned,a streaming dark
figure surged up against the car and a
woman’s face appeared at the window.
“Open up!” she demanded. “Open up!”

T was caught offguard—startled, ac-
tually, the way she cameup on me.It
took mea minute toreact, but she didn’t
have a minute, and she was pounding at
the window now,frantic, both hands in
motion,hereyes cutting into me through
the smeared-overglass. I hit the but-
tonfor the window andthat smell came
at me, that graveyard stink, and there
she was, a woman in her twenties with
smudged makeup, her hair wet and
hanginglooselike the frayed ends of a
rope. Before the windowwas all the way
down shethrust herhead in and reached
acrosstheseat to grab hold ofmywrist as
ifto tug meoutofthecar, goingon about
her husband,her husband andherlittle
girl, her baby,her little girl, herlittlegirl,
hervoice so strained and constricted I
could barelymake out whatshe was say-
ing. “You've got to help,” she said,jerking
at my arm.“Help me. Please.”

Andthen, before I knew what I was
doing, I was out the door and into the
mud again and I never even thoughtto
crank the window back up, her urgency
shooting through melike an electric
jolt, and whyI thoughtto take the gun,
to tuck it into my waistband, I'll never
know. Maybe becausepanicis infectious
andviolencethe only thing to sootheit.
I don't know. Maybe I was thinking of
looters—orof myself, ofinsulating my-
self from whatever was out there, good,

bad,orindifferent. I came around the
front of the car, the mud to myknees,

and without a word she grabbed hold
of myhandand started pulling mefor-
ward. “Where’re we going?”I shouted
into therain, but she just tugged at me
and slashed through the debris until
we were across the inundated railroad
tracks—running now,both of us—and
into La Conchita,where the mudflowed
andthe houses lay buried.

Though I must have passed by the

place a hundred times, doing eighty,
eighty-five, with oneeye out for the
C.FLP. andthe otherfor theinevitable
moronblocking the fast lane, I don’t
think I'dactually stopped there more
than once or twice—andthen onlytoget
gas and only in an emergency situation,
when I'd been sointentona delivery I'd
forgotten to check thefuel gauge. What
I knew of La Conchita was limited to
what I'd heard—thatitwascheap,or rel-

atively cheap, becausethehillside had
givenway in’95,obliterating a few houses
andscaring offbuyers and Realtors alike,
but that people kept coming back to it
because they had short memories, and
thelittle community there, a hundred
andfifty houses or so and the store I
mentioned, ed a real pull on the

imagination. This wasthelast of the
Southern California beach towns that
anybodycould afford, a throwback to
earlier, happier times before the freeways
cameandthe megalopolis ate everything
up. I'd always meantto stop and look
aroundandyet never seemedto find the
time—the whole place couldn’t have
been more than a quarter mile from one
end to the other, and that goes byin a
heartbeatat eighty-five.

ButI was here now,rightin the thick
ofit, skirting the tentacles of mud and
fumblingupthestreet to wherethe slide
hadbroken through, and this woman,
her bare legs mud-streaked and her
shoulders pinched with urgency, never
letgo ofmy wrist. And that was strange,
a strange feeling, as if I were back in el-
ementary school and boundto one of
the other kids in some weird variant of
the three-legged race. Except that this
‘womanwas total stranger and this was
no game. I moved without thinking,
withoutquestion, mylegs heavywith the
mud. Bythe time we reachedthe top of
thestreet, a long block anda half in, all
ofit uphill, I was out ofbreath—heaving,
actually—but whether my lungs burned
or myshoes were ruined beyondsalvage
or the finish on the car was damaged to
the tuneoffive hundred bucks or more
didn’t matter, because the whole thing
suddenly cameclear to me. This was the
real deal. This was affliction and loss,
horror unfolding, houses crushedlike
eggshells, cars swallowed up,sectionsof
roofflung outacross thestreet and noth-
ingvisible beneath but tons ofwet mud
anda scatterof splintered beams. I was
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Nowshecan say herage, which she pronounces
carefully, as “tew,”sometimes flashing a victory sign.
Itsall over by the age oftwo,claimed J. M. Barrie, in “Peter Pan,’
and such is the invidiousnatureofgreatliterature that I find
myselflooking carefully at her, to see ifit’s all over,
and if it is, whatit was. She seems notto have noticed.
‘Whensomeoneshutoutthe lights and in the darkness
set her cake onfire, she clung to me harder.
And whenwe leaned togetherto blow outthe candles
she understood there was magicat work,
for now she keeps blowing at things to see ifthey will go out.
The dumb mothers and their babies came today
to eat cake, and not one brought a gift for this child,
which offended me, and felt like a mortal wound—
notfor the sake ofthe toys, which are tiresome,
and take up space and are seldom wanted or needed—
but because one brings gifts nearinga threshold,
it quiets the gods.
Myown household god broke the coffeepot,
andsent them scurrying backto the walk,
and Id have tossed pans andcups after them
except I am older than two,it’s all over for me,
Thavelearned to pretendto bepolite.
AndLily,little Lily, smiled and waved her hand
blithely,glad to see the company come,
equally glad to see them go—
becausesheis “happy!”—her favorite word—
and because sheis two, and mighty.

staggered.I was in awe. I became aware
of a dog barking somewhere, a muffled
sound,as if it were barking through a
gag. “Help,” the womanrepeated, chok-
ing on her own voice. “God damn it, do
something! Dig!” Andonly then did she
let go ofmywrist. She gave meonefran-
tic look and threw herself down in the
muck, flailing at the earth with her bare
hands.

Again,as I said, 'm no hero—P'm
barely capable of taking care of myself,
ifyou wantto know thetruth—butI fell
in beside her without a word. She was
sobbing now,herface slack with shock
and thefutility ofit all—we needed a
shovel, a pick, a backhoe, for Christ’s
sake, but the tools were buried, every-
thing wasburied.“I was at thestore,”
she keptsaying, chantingit as her fingers
raked and bled andhernails tore and
herblouse clung wetto the hardfrenetic
musclesofher digging,“at thestore, at

—Liz Rosenberg

thestore,” and my mindflew right out
ofmy body. I snatched up a length of
two-by-four and began totear at the
earth as if Pd been born toit. The dirt
flew. I knew nothing. I was in a trench
upto my knees,up tomywaist, the mud
sliding back in almostas fast as I could
fling it out, and she was right there be-
side me with her martyred hands, look-
ing like Alice,like myAlice when first
mether, with her snaking hair and the
smile that pulled you across the room,
Alice before things went bad. And I
wondered: Would Alice dig me out?
Would she even care?

Back, shoulders, bending,flinging,
gouging at the face ofthe earth:will it
soundridiculous if] say that in that hard
labor, that digging,that sweat and panic
andthe headlong burningrush ofadren-
aline, I found my wife again? Andthat I
saw something there, something in the
fierceness of this woman’s need and the  
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taint of her smeared limbs thatI found
incredibly sexy? I didn’t know the hus-
band. I didn’t know thelittle girl. I was
digging, yes—in myplace, the average
person would have done the same—but
T wasno hero. I wasn’t digging to save
anybody. I was digging for her. And
there camea point, ten,fifteen minutes
into it, when I saw whatwas going to
happenas clearly as ifI could predictthe
future. Those people were dead down
there, long dead, choked and asphyxi-
ated, and shewas goingtogrieve, this hot
youngwoman,this girl in muddyshorts
and a soaked-through top whose nameI
didn’t even know, whokeptsaying over
andoverthat she’d goneto thestore for
acan oftomatopaste to addto thesauce,
the sauce simmeringonthestove, while
her husbandset the table andthelittle
girl bentover her coloring book. I saw
that. Thegrief. The griefwas only to be
expected. And I saw that in time—six
months,ayearmaybe—she was going to
getoverit, very gradually,in a tenderand
fragile way, and then Iwould bethere for
her,right there atherside, and she could
cleave to me the way Alice couldn't and
wouldn't. It was Biblical is whatit was.
AndI was a seer—a fortune-teller—for
fifteen hard minutes. But, let metell you,
digging for somebody'slife is a desperate
business, and you don’t know your
thoughts,youjust don’t.
At somepoint, a neighbor appeared

with a shovel, and I couldn'ttell you
whetherthis guy wasthirty or eighty,
tenfeettall or a hunchbacked dwarf, be-
cause in one unbroken motion I flung
down the two-by-four, snatched the
shovel from him,andstarted stabbing at
theearth allonmy own,feeling the kind
ofecstasy only the saints must know.I
wasshoulder-deep, slamming at some-
thing—a windowframe,shattered mul-
lions andteeth of glass—whenthecell
in myright front pocket began toring.
Tt rang on and on,five times, six times,
and I couldn’t stop myself, the motion
ofpitching forward andheavingback all
I knew,the dirt looser now,fragments
of shingle appearing at the bottom of
the holelike treasure. The ringing
stopped. Shingle gave wayto splintered
wood, chicken wire, and fragments of

stucco,an interiorwall—was thatan in-
terior wall? And then thecell began to
ring again and I droppedtheshovel,just
for an instant, to pull the thing out of

mypocket and shoutinto thereceiver.
“Yeah?” myvoice boomedout, andall
the while I was looking at the woman,
at her hopeless eyes and bloodied hands,
and there wasthehillside poised above
us like theface ofdeath.

“It's Joe Liebowitz. Whereare you?”
“Who?”
“Dr. Liebowitz. At the hospital.”
It took a moment,shifting gears.

“Yeah,”I said. “P'm here.”
“Good.All right. Now,listen: we

found somebodyandhe’s on his way to
you, on a motorcycle, so wethink—he
thinks—hecan get through,and all you
have to dois hand the package over to
him. Areyou all right? You think you
can do that?”

Yes, Iwas goingto say, ofcourse I can
dothat, but I didn’t have the chance. Be-
cause at that moment somebody—some
guyina blue windbreaker and aDodgers
cap goneblack with the rain—made a
grab for the shovel, and they'resaying I
brandished the gun, but I don’t know,I
truthfully don’t. WhatI do knowis that
I droppedthecell and wrestled the shovel
awayfrom him andbegan to dig with ev-
erything I had, and I could have been
madeofsteel andrivets, a digging ma-
chine, a robot, all sensation fled out of
my limbs and handsand back. I dug.
And the woman—thewife, the young
mother—collapsedin the mud,givingup
her grief in a chain oflong shuddering
sobs thatfed melike an intravenous drip,
and people were gathering now to com-
fort her and some guy with a pick was
starting in beside me. Thecell rang again.
Itwas rightthere, at myfeet, and paused

onlyto snatch it up andjam it down the
frontofmypants, mud andall.

T don’t how longit was after that—
five minutes maybe, no more—beforeI
broke through. I was stabbing at the
bottom ofthe hole like a fencer parrying
an invisible opponent, thrusting away,
whenall at once the shovel plunged in
all the way to myfist and everything
wentstill.

This wasthe miracle: hewas in there,
the husband,andthelittle girl with

him,preserved in a pocket wherethe re-
frigerator and stove had gone down
undera section of the wall and held it
in place. As soon as I jerked the blade
ofthe shovel back his arm camethrust-
ing outofthe hole, anditwas a shock to
see this grasping hand and the arm so



small and white and unexpected in
thatsea ofmud.I could hear himnow—
he was shoutinghis wife's name,“Julie!
Julie?”—andthe arm vanished to show
sliver ofhis face, one eyeso intensely
greenit wasasif all the vegetation of
the hillside had been distilled and
concentrated there underground, and
then his handthrust out again and
she wasthere, the wife, clinging to it.

I stood back then andlet
the guy with the pick work
at the hole, therainsettling
intoathin drizzleandalong /
funnelof cloud clinging to
the raw earth above usas if
the mountain had begun to
breathe. People were crowd-
ing aroundall of a sudden,
and there must have been a
dozen or more, wetasrats,
looking shell-shocked, the
hair glued to their heads.
Their voices ran awaylike
kites blown on the wind.
Somebody had a movie camera. And
mycell wasringing, had been ringing
for I don’t know how long.It took me a
minute to wipe the scrim of mud from
thefaceofit, and then pressedthetalk
button and heldit to my ear.

“Gordon?Is this Gordon I’mtalking
to?”

“Lm here,” I said.
“Where? Whereare you,that’s what

I wantto know. Because the man we
gothas beentherefor ten minutes now,
lookingfor you. Don'tyourealize what's
going on here? There’s a woman'slife at
stake—”

“Yeah,” I said, and I was already
starting downthehill, my car up to the
frame in mud anddebris, the police
there, lights revolving, somebody with a
plowonthefrontofhis pickuptrying to
makethe smallest dent in the mudflow
thatstretched on asfar as I could see.
“Yeah, I'm onit.”

Thedoctor's voice ran at me,hardas
aknife. “You know that, don’t you? You
know how muchlonger that organ’s
got? Till it’s not viable? You knowwhat
that means?”

Hedidn’t want an answer. He was
venting, that wasall, hyped up on

caffeine and frustrated and looking for
somebodyto take it out on.I said,
“Yeah,” very softly, moreas an interjec-
tion than anythingelse, and then asked

  

 

him who I was supposed to hand the
package off to.

I could hear him breathing into the
phone,ready to go offon another rant,
but he managedto control himselflong
enoughto say, “Altamirano. Freddie
Altamirano. He's on a motorcycle and
hesays he’s wearinga silver helmet.”

Before I could answerI saw Freddie,
legging his waythrough the mud, the

Harley looking morelike a
dirt bike in the Motocross
than a street machine. He
gave me a thumbs-up sign

* andgesturedto the trunk of
my car even as I waded
through the muck and dug
in my pocketforthe keys. I
was soaked through to the
skin. My back beganto sig-
nalits displeasure and my
armsfelt as if all the bone
and sinew had been cored
outofthem. Did I mention
that I don’t have muchre-

spect for Freddie Altamirano? ThatI
don’t like him? Thathelives to steal my
clients?

“Hey, brother,” hesaid,treating me
to a big wet phony grin, “where you
been keeping?I beenhere likefifteen
minutes and they are pissed up there at
the hospital. Come on, comeon,” he
urged as I worked through the muddy
keys, and the grin was gone now.

It took maybe three minutes, no
more,before Freddie had thecooler se-
cured—minutes that were ticking down
till the donor organ was just a piece of
meatyou could havelaid out on the
stainless-steel counter at the market—
and then he wasoff, kicking up mud,
the blast of his exhaustlike thefirst
salvo in a war ofattrition. ButI didn’t
care aboutanyofthat. I cared about the
liver and whereit was going. I cared
about the woman who'd taken hold of
my wrist and her husbandandthelittle
girl I neverdid getto layeyes on. And
though I was wetthrough and shiver-
ing and mycar was stuck and my shoes
ruined and my handsso blistered I
couldn’t make fist with either one, I
started back up the hill—andnot, as
you might think, to watch the lucky
man emerge from the hole in the
groundorto take abow or anythinglike
that, but just to see if anybody else
needed digging out. ¢  
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BEHIND THE MASK
Onthe minstrel circuit.

BY CLAUDIA ROTH PIERPONT

B ackstage in a Detroit vaudeville house
sometimein 1896, a mild-mannered

WestIndian gentleman named Egbert
Williams dipped his handsinto a supply
ofoily black burnt cork andrubbedit over
his face until his featuresall but disap-
peared, These gestures marked the end
ofa private moral battle and the begin-
ning ofa greatcareer. Williams and his
partner, George Walker, had been knock-

ing about the minstrel circuit for three
years, playing medicine shows and
hoochy-coochyjoints and, most memo-
rably, a rough Colorado mining camp
where, accused of being better dressed
than Negroes oughtto be, they had been
strippedoftheir clothes and were lucky to
exit with their lives. Williams—tall, rela-
tively fair-skinned,a child of the Baha-
mas—claimedthathe learned aboutrac-
ism on such tours. Walker—small, very
dark, and Kansas-born—already knew
everything aboutit. During theseyears,
Williamshadcarefully coached himself
in “stage Negro” dialect (“To me,” he later
‘wrote, “it wasjust as mucha foreign dia-
lect as that oftheItalian”) and the sham-
bling stage mannerismsthatregularly ac-
companiedit; therewas nogetting around
audience expectations. But both partners
seemed to agree that degradation had
its limits: there would be noblackface
makeupin their act. White minstrel per-
formers usedit; black minstrel performers
usedit; but Bert Williams and George
Walker did not. Until the night in De-
troit, that is, when, desperate for a per-
manentspoton thedistinctly less deadly
vaudeville circuit, Williams—thestraight
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man ofthe team—blacked up. Tohis sur-
prise, safe behind the obscene mask, he
found himself suddenly free to play the
clown,andtheactgotlaughsas never be-
fore. He wasnolongerthestraight man.
Andbythe time the pair reached New
York theywere billing themselves as“The
Two Real Coons.”

Bert Williams,largely forgotten today,
was thefirst African-Americanstar: the
most famous“colored man” in America
during the early years of the twentieth
century. The team of Williams and
Walker put together thefirst all-Negro
musical comedy to play a major Broadway
theatre, in 1903—“In Dahomey,”sosuc-
cessful that it was moved to London's
West End, and gave a command perfor-
manceat Buckingham Palace. Back at
home,their popularity among audiences
both black and white allowed them to
force theintegrationoffirst-class theatres
aroundthe country. Williams, who went
solo after Walkerfell ill, in 1909, was a
Ziegfeld Follies headliner—the only
Negro memberofthe troupe, playing
alongside Fanny Brice and Eddie Can-
tor—fornearly a decade. And through it
all he continued to perform in blackface,

embellished bygiantlipspainted overthe
cork, anill-fitting suit, a preternaturally
unhurried style of locomotion, and a
cringing “Uh-huh,boss”lazy drawl. Ac-
cording to another Follies colleague,
W.C.Fields, Williams onstage was the
funniest man heever saw, and offstage
wasthe saddest.

Both Williams's reputation andthe re-
mainingrecordof hiswork—a number of

scratchyvocal tracks, some suggestive
photographsandreelsoffilm—make one
long to ask: Whatonearth washethink-
ing? How does a mind maintain its bal-
ance whenprofessional pride is so bound
up with personal shame? Theseare the
questions that Caryl Phillips braves in his
alternately fascinating andfrustrating
novel “Dancing in the Dark” (Knopf;
$23.95), inwhich Bert Williamsservesas
a troubled andtroublinghero,anda glit-
tering assembly ofNew York's black per-
formers,in the years before Harlem came

into vogue, begin to grasp what they
mightdo for American culture, andwhat

America might do for them. Closely
basedon documentedfact, Phillips's book
intersperses excerpts from interviews,
song lyrics, comedy routines, and newspa-
per columnswith forays into purest spec-
ulation—the novelist’s realm of psychol-
ogy, romance, nightmare—in order to

evoke the devastation wroughtby thecel-
ebrated act that Phillips’s herocalls “my
own impersonationof a Negro.”

Of course, it was not his own imper-
sonation. Thefirst travelling minstrels,
who,evenbefore the CivilWar, made the
songs and dances of Southernblacksinto
thenation’s first home-grown entertain-
mentcraze, were white menplaying to
the curiosity ofNortherners. Thefact that
imitation soon turnedto exaggeration and
thento grotesquerie, as minstrel shows
becameinsidiously jaunty argumentsin
support ofslavery and eventuallyofJim
Crow(theterm itselfderives from a min-
strel character), was given a further grim
twist when aspiring Negro performers
took to mimicking the whites who were
caricaturing them. “TheTwo Real Coons”
wasa billing meantto suggest Williams
and Walker's superior authenticity over so
manywhite “coon”acts, andit had the de-
sired effect of bringing attention totheir
undeniable talents. If the only existing
usefor those talents was as equally ersatz
“coons,” the duo—who,success achieved,
letthe objectionable billing slip away—set =
outona long-winding path toward some- &
thing true. Their personal conflict about 5
howtogetthere is the core ofPhillips's 3
book. For the outspoken Walker, the ©
time had arrived “for the Negro to storm &
the American stage andstake his claim 4
toa position ofequality.” (Walkerdied in §
1911, long before any such claim could be 8
staked.) Forthe fearful and introspective 3
Williams,the only hope was to makethe &



         
Bert Williams was the mostfamous ‘coloredman”in Americaintheearlyyears the twentieth century. 
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stereotypical “shuffling, dull-witted,
clumsy, watermelon-eating Negro”—as
Phillips mercilessly has it—into a human
being sympathetic to an audience, if not
to himself:

The audience may think theyare watching
a powerless manbuttheyare,in fact, watching
art. We must understand howto make them
feel safe, George.We mustsce the line.We cross
thatline, George, then whois going to pay to
sce us? They feel safe watching a supposedly
powerless manplaying an even more power-
less thing, Williams and Walkerhave to respect
this and simplystrive to be the center of laugh-
ter, not the objectofit. In time an alternative to
the counterfeit coloredculture that besmurches
ourstage will emerge, but only in time. Right
nownobodywill pay to sce the colored man be
himself.

Tt would have added immensely to
the novel ifwe were,in fact, permitted

to glimpse Williams'sart, or to get some
senseofthe pleasure it must at times have
given him. Despite the book’s manyref-
erencesto the stage, Phillips confines
theaction almostentirely to the gloomy
depthsofhis characters’ minds—eventhe
above argumentis not spoken aloud—
where little warmth of any kind appears
to penetrate. Phillips,whowas born in the
West Indies andraised in Britain, seems
somewhatinhibited in the faceofthe his-
toric burdenthat these African-American
artists had to bear. Although he has been
prolific as a novelist and critic, and has
often dealtwith racially charged subjects,
this is his first novel to take on America,
and hebrings to it muchthe sametightly
woundcontrol that he implies Bert Wil-
liamsadoptedto keep from exploding.It
is hard to say how muchofthe book’s re-
stricted emotional toneis a result ofPhil-
lips’s dramatic intent—as though to let
go ofsuffering for a momentwould be to
discountit—and how mucha resultofhis
ownattemptto keep from exploding over
his hero'sresignedly unheroic choices.

The novel is dividedinto acts, like a
drama,with the principal players—Wil-
liams, Walker, Walker's unhappywife,
Aida, Williams’s even unhappier wife,
Lottie—repeatedly breaking in to speak
from their distinctive points ofview. Yet
everyone soundsdryly reflective and dully
indistinguishable until anger begins to
surface, rather late, and the varied voices
suddenly becomeasclear as what they
have to say. Only anger—notregret, and
certainly not sympathy—bringsthe book
tolife, as when Aida Walkerlashes out
at “this damn fool know-it-all West In-

dian, with his white heart, who deserted
our colored stage just when we needed
him most”; or when Williams's father

bemoanshow “the country has made a
nigger of the boy’; or, aboveall, when.
George Walker cuts straight through his
partner’s chiefdefense: “It don’t matter a
damn how much you wantto talk about
whatyoudoas art, 'm telling you, please
cutthat colored foolloose.”

Williams may have attempted to cut
thefoolloose, three years after Walkers
death, when he madea short film titled
“Darktown Jubilee.” Thefilm does not
survive, but accounts suggest that Wil-

liams took advantage of the newly inti-
mateart form to make significant—and,
to a white audience, extremely disturb-
ing—changesin his act. Phillips, not
alone among writers on Williams, takes
the longed-for imaginative leap and as-
sumes: no moreblackface, no more rags.
Instead, he has Williams wear (one may
as well leap for theheights) a snappy zoot
suit anda top hat.In fictionalized news
story about thefilm’s premiere, Phillips
elaborates: “Gonewas the familiar ‘darky
humorheavilyladen with pathos,and in
its place he gave to us an uncorked colored
person of cunning and resourcefulness,”
who—and here Phillips accords with the
history books—“caused a powerful out-
burst ofresentment amongtheaudience.”
‘Toput the matter plainly: whatever Wil-
liamsdid or wore, white viewers report-
edly caused riot in the Brooklyn theatre
where thefilm was shown.

Williamsappeared in only two more
short films before his death, in 1922:
“Fish” and “A Natural Born Gambler,” in
both ofwhich he performed in his usual
blackface andessentially recapitulated his
stage routines. Despite thefilms’ enforced
humiliationsandclichés, Williamsin the
cinematic flesh displays a subtlepride,
whichin recent decades has cometo be
widely acknowledged and even, perhaps,

wishfully exaggerated. Thomas Cripps,
whose landmark 1977 volume “Slow
Fade to Black: The Negro in American
Film” remainsthe standardin thefield,
observesthatthelolling farm boy Wil-
liamsplays in “Fish” is evidently “itching
to be his own man,” while Williams's
gambler is nothingless than a “leader of
blacks,” an “enemyofconvention,” and—
this is a tribute, given the emasculated
image thatfearful whites had long im-
posed—“the‘bad niggerfor allwho could



see through his darkey makeup.”Forall
whocould see: here, ofcourse, is the rub,
and anotherwayofsaying that most peo-
ple see only as much astheir time and
placeallow. In the world that Phillips
constructs, hardly anyone sees through
the darky makeup; Williamsin these
films is admired forhis fine portrayal of“a
charmingbig child ofarrested develop-
ment” andfor his “watermelon grin.”
Whatever Williams thought he was giv-
ing to an audience—there is,after all, no
way of knowing—Phillips’sbitterfiction
reflects whatit found.

uring theearly nineteen-twenties,

sometwo decadesafter Williams
and Walkerfirst aspired to improve the
lot of Negro entertainers, black song-
and-dance teams were appearing under
nameslike Dis’n’ Dat, Sleep’? Eat, and
Brains and Feet. Onetalented performer
who had been working the minstrel cir-
cuitsince the age offourteen adopted the
nameofa horse he hadwon some money
on—orso he claimed—andcalled his
duo Step and Fetch It. Wheneverhis
partnerfailed to showup ormanagement
refused to paythem both, hetookthefull
titular burden upon himself, eventually
arrivingatthesolobilling “Stepin Fetchit,
the World’s LaziestMan.” Althoughhis
story seems in many waysidentical to
that of Bert Williams—a West Indian
background,a long and unprecedented
stardom,continuousaccusations ofmak-
ing “a mockery ofupstanding Negro cit-
izens”—Stepin Fetchit (his friends called
him Step) wasa very different, boldly
assertive man. And Fetchit’s first-ever
biographers, Mel Watkins, in “Stepin
Fetchit” (Pantheon; $26.95), and Champ
Clark,in the horrendouslytitled “Shuf-
fling to Ignominy”(iUniverse; $14.95),
take a boldly positive attitude toward the
actor whose namebecamea racial epi-
thet and a virtual synonym for Uncle
Tom. Watkins, the author of previous
books on African-American comedy,
writes a wide-ranging, somewhat aca-
demiccultural chronicle; Clark, a corre-
spondentfor People, provides a more
bluntly anecdotal history. Both books
are opinionated and absorbing,particu-
larly in their attempts to explain how
the actor'svirtuoso indolence—Fetchit
could convincingly fall asleep while
standing up—wasas mucha political as
a vaudeville act.

The anthropological notion ofthe wily
“trickster” figure—like Prometheus, or
Odysseus, ot Huckleberry Finn—has
longbeen a staple of African-American
studies, useful in reclaimingthecharacters
ofthe oldslave tales (like Brer Rabbit) as
symbolsof sneaking rebellion, for whom

the evasion ofwork wasa significantvic-
tory, and the only one they were likely to
achieve. The term has becomeas tire-
somely overfamiliar as any other piece of
currentjargon, and Watkins employs it
liberally, but his book reveals a stirring
and indisputable heir to thetradition in
the man born LincolnTheodore Monroe
Andrew Perry—named,he claimed,for
four American Presidents—in 1902,
shortly after his Jamaican father and Ba-
hamian mother disembarkedin thewilds
of Florida. Even in childhood, even in
church, when the collection plate was
passed around,he“would putten cents in
theplate,” an acquaintance recalled, “and
take out twenty cents change.” Although
a school dropout, Perry was so far from
beingilliterate that he supplemented his
carly incomewith a regular columnfor a
leading black weekly, the Chicago De-
fender; he also published poetry, most
notably on the death ofa tubaplayer in
Kansas City.If he later won fameas a
semi-incoherent mumbler—and Fetchit
insisted, once he'd becomea star, thathis
published statements be rendered in
dialect, to maintain the illusion—his

justification belied the linguistic pose:
“Sometimesthose scriptwritin’ mencome
to me andsay Ah ain'treadin’their lines
clear enough. Most ofthe timethey ought
to be gladAh ain't.”
Hemadehis first movie in 1927,

shortly before the release of “The Jazz
Singer,” in whichAlJolson gave thewan-
ing blackfacetradition an unsettling new
hold onthe national psyche. During the
earlyyears ofcinema,black characters had
traditionally been played by corked-up
whites, owing tofear of offending white
Southern audiences, who ostensibly re-
fused to countenance real Negroeson the
screen, Nevertheless, by 1928 Fetchit—
shuffling and dim,but cork-free—had a
contract with Fox and was reputedly “the
highestsalaried colored actor since Bert
Williams.” This wasonly the beginning:
the adventofsound promised vast artis-
tic emancipation,eagerly assured by an
industry convincedthat mellifluous Negro
voices were suited to the new technol-  
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“Must ‘More dungeons’always be the answer?”

ogy—anindustrywilling, for a remark-
able moment,to lead rather than follow
thesociety it entertained. “Therich gift of
music and ofdance makesthis race aboon
to the singies andthe talkies,” Motion Pic-
ture Classic gushed. “A new race has come
to the screen.”
The breakthrough events were two

all-Negro major-studio musicals, both
set in the post-Civil War South, both
released in 1929: King Vidor’s majestic,
nearly operatic “Hallelujah!”—Fetchit
publicly scolded the director for over-
looking black Hollywoodtalent, includ-
ing himself—andPaul Sloane's criti-
cally lauded “Hearts in Dixie,” in which
Fetchit, as a sublimely shiftless ne’er-do-
well named Gummy, danced with a
light-footed grace thatgave the knowing,
twinkle-eyedlie to the physical “miser-
ies” that saved him from workingin the
fields like everybodyelse. Of course, no
one whoputin a hard day's work could
dance like that for long. Gummy’sruse,
as Watkinsnotes, had a proudhistoryin
theway slaves sometimesfeigned illness
to avoid backbreaking labor; there was
thus a cool logic and a covert defiance
behind Fetchit’s characteristic sloth.
‘There is nosign, however, that Fetchit
ever madethis connection. His personal
breakthrough camein a scene where,
following the death of Gummy’s wife,
hebriefly extended his range to stunned
andtearful sorrow. Despite such hu-
manizing moments, “Hearts in Dixie”
washopelessly embarrassing eveninits
time—black leaders madetheir objec-
tions known—andisvirtually unavail-
able today. Mostreaders will have to take
onfaith Robert Benchley’s contemporary
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view thatFetchit, makingfull use ofrare
opportunities, proved himself“the finest
actorthat the talking movies have pro-
duced,” and—inthe age ofChaplin and
Keaton—“oneofthe great comediansof
thescreen.”

All hope fora black Hollywood Re-
naissance crashed with the stock market,

later thatyear, these two films were both
its beginningandits end. Fetchit’s career
soonappeared to have ended,too:either
because he courageously foughtthe stu-
dios’ more debasing demandsor because
his personal behavior had becomeintol-
erable. The Negro press took opposing
sides on whether Fetchit was a heroic
crusaderorsimplyoutofcontrol,andhis
biographers offer ample evidence that
both wereright. In 1930,itwas reported
that Fetchit plannedto produce his own
screenplay, “The Dancing Fool,” which
would “expel the cotton scenes” and
“bring out the modern Negro”; with the
movies he was actuallyfilming, however,
hewas continuously late to the set or out-
right missing, in a wreck or in a brawl.
He did not take his successlightly: he
drove aroundtown ina pink Rolls-Royce
with his namein neon on the back;
he married a seventeen-year-old chorus
girl, and was promptly sued by another
seventeen-year-old for breach ofprom-
ise; a valetreportedlydelivered his requi-
site raggedy costumeon a gold hanger.
And why shouldn’t the buftoon that he
was forcedtoplay in seeming perpetu-
ity—“The Dancing Foo!” never saw the
light—becountered, as Watkins writes,

bythefirst black movie star’s “wealth,
flamboyanceand outspokensenseofen-
titlement”? Fetchit’s fantastic self-asser-

tion could not have been wholly bad for
black audiencesto read about whenthey
got homefrom the movies. For Fetchit
himself, it mightbe considereda just re~
action to watching a revolution die.

After a fewyears ofexile in vaudeville,

Fetchit returned to Hollywood a hum-
bled man. His new roles included a ser-
vantsubjected to the screaming racial
abuse of Lionel Barrymore,a snivelling
sidekick in aJohn Ford movie, anda butt
ofamiably insultingjokes for Will Rog-
ers—andall the while he was becoming
ever more absurdly stylized, his high,
whimpering speech nearly vaporizing
into the musical spheres. In 1939, the

Times film critic compared him toJames
Joyce: “It is now almost impossible to
form anyidea ofwhatheis tryingtosay.”
Fetchit’s biographers defend his accep-
tance of such roles: he had no choice,

afterall, if he wanted work; even Duke
Ellington appeared in 1930 in an Amos
’n’ Andy feature. More, both writers
manageto detect a nearly hidden(if
differing) note ofinsurgency in the way
he played them. Watkins writes of “a
surreal obtuseness whichso insistently
ignored theslights that they were not
only deflected buttrivialized”; Clarksees
the actor’s soul concealed in his half-
closed eyes, manifesting a “secret and
separate self” Both maybe right in claim-
ing that Fetchit’s loyal black audience
saw such things quite clearly, and recog-
nized a parody of their own methods of
survival. There is hardly any otherway of
explaining why they boughttheir tick-
ets—except, perhaps, to enjoy the way
that the Negro dupe inevitably stole the
show.

The N.A.A.C.P.failed to notice any
radical qualities in Fetchit’s performances.
Bythe early nineteen-forties, its head,
Walter White, had launched a campaign
to rid thescreenofall “subservient, dim-
witted, craven,eye-rolling” Negrocarica-
tures, who,in being takenfortruth by a
white audience, were “doing infinite
harm.” Stepin Fetchit wasfar from the
only offender. Mantan Moreland, Hat-
tie McDaniel, and many otheractors
trapped in domestic rolesfelt that their
livelihoods were being threatened, par-
ticularly whenstudio moguls—eager,
during the war, to appear to honorthe
claims ofdemocracy—agreed,in March,
1942, to enforce the N.A.A.C.P.’s de-
mands. Andit wasn’t only Hollywood



that was changing. In 1943,Fetchit vol-
unteered to entertain a black Army unit
(the Army was,ofcourse,racially segre-
gated), and was booed as soon as he
stepped onstage. In spite of these signal
developments, McDaniel and most of
the others continuedto play their stan-
dard roles throughouttheforties. Only
Stepin Fetchit—whom Walter White
had mentioned by name—was uncondi-
tionally blackballed.

Andyet, typifying the confusion
about what Fetchit’s characterreally
meant, someofhis broadest (and best)
performances were in the independent
all-black films that he madein the years
when Hollywood would not touch him
forfearofoffending black audiences. His
briefturnsin “Miracle in Harlem”(1948)
and “Richard's Reply” (1949)bear outall
that he might have achieved in a better
world. Fetchitis as delicately calibrated
in his physical clowning as Chaplin or
Keaton(ifas unvarying in his persona as
Mae West), and in the context ofan all-
black society, with other actors portray-
ing shopkeepers andpolice detectives
and well-bred daughters, he implicates
noonebyhis antics except his unique
self: a long and sinuous, dreamily unfo-
cussed, narcoleptic moon-calf (“Right
now, I'm’a finish a little nap I started
weekbefo’last”), a marvel of the hu-
man conditionrather than of'a merely ra~
cial one, who today seemsa creature of
the minstrel shows by way of Samuel
Beckett.

Although the burgeoning civil-rights
movementhadeffectivelykilled Fetchit’s
career, the strength that it generated
amongtheblack population eventually
allowed himto berediscovered. In 1965,
the twenty-three-year-old Muhammad
Ali announcedthat none other than
Stepin Fetchit—drawing ona previously
unsuspected expertise in boxing—was
serving as his “secret strategist”; cynics re-
ferred to Fetchit as Al's courtjester, but

the young championoffered him the re-
spect ofone great showman for another.
Around the same time, a newly intense
breed ofblack comedian, unafraid ofthe
old stereotypes, came to view Fetchit as
an invaluable ancestor. Dick Gregory
claimed him as a childhood hero,cit-
ing—withoutrecourse to hidden mean-
ings or winking tricksters—theplain
thrill ofseeing a blackman onthescreen.
“To me,”helater said, being mad at
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Stepin Fetchit “waslike being mad at
Rosa Parks.” Flip Wilson,in the summer
of 1968, asked Fetchit to take a major
role ina sketch fora TVpilot, inwhicha
respectable old Harlemjunk-shop owner
talked his son, an aspiring lawyer, outof
leaving the neighborhood. Thecharacter
was scrious,smart, evenpolitical. “Right
here is wherewe need criminal lawyer,”
headvised his son,played by Wilson,
“because the worst crime aroundhere is
being black.” But,just when it seemed
that Fetchit was being ushered into the
new era,the doorleadingoutofthe past
was slammedshut.

‘That same summer, CBSaired a na-
tionwidetelevision special, written by
Andy Rooncy,titled “Black History—
Lost, Stolen or Strayed,” in which an-
other up-and-coming young comic, Bill
Cosby, reminded a new generation that
Stepin Fetchit had popularized “the tra-
dition of thelazy,stupid, crap-shooting,
chicken-stealingidiot,” andthat his char-
acter remained in the mindsofthosewho
hadscenhisfilms“as clear as an auto ac-
cident.” Fetchit’s deal with Flip Wilson
was swiftlycalled off. As Wilsonlater ex-
plained the decision: “The tide had
tumed against him, and nobody wanted.
to take a chance.”

“Just because Charlie Chaplin played a
tramp doesn’t make trampsoutofall
Englishmen,” Fetchit argued, “and be-
cause Dean Martin drinks that doesn’t
make drunks outofall Italians.” But the
burden for members ofa vulnerable race
is to be representative: to feel a sickening
unease as members ofthe raceare judged
by powerful eyes, to fear that your jokes
abouteachother will be used to twist the
knife. Fetchit’s late years, mostly spent
playing tawdry clubs, were a continual
fightagainst thisway ofthinking, and his
few victories were hardly less bitter than
his losses. In 1976, he suffered a stroke
while reading a newspaperarticle that, ac-
cordingto friend, “blamed himfor every
black problem this side ofslavery”; when,
the sameyear, he was voted a Special
Image Award by the Hollywood chapter
ofthe N.A.A.C.P., he wastoo sick to at-
tend. The currentrenewal ofinterest in
both Bert Williamsand Stepin Fetchit—
the attemptto reclaim the individualityof
these once oppressively representative
figures—suggests a healthy orat least
hopeful progress beyond extremes of ra-
cial vulnerability. Like the novels ofZadie

Smith or the empire of Oprah Winfrey,
these comparatively modest books about
two comediansposit the existence of a
post-racist world, if only in the shape of
an audienceto receive them.

Andyet both Caryl Phillips and Mel
Watkins, whoare black, relate their in-

terest in their respective subjects to a
profound distaste for aspects of black
popular culture today. (Champ Clark,
who is white—and who was warned by
Sidney Poitier, noless, that he would not
be capable of writing aboutFetchit,
whoseexperiencesPoitier says he himself
“could not have endured’—steers clear of
theterritory.) Phillips has talked about
“the rise ofhip-hop andrap in theirmore
vulgar, misogynistic, homophobic form”
as an impetusfor his novel, and about

the disturbing qualities of “minstrelsy”
amongcurrentperformers. Watkins
concludeshis bookby arguing that Stepin
Fetchit’s public image was “notnearly as
harmful, deleterious, and degradingas the
images projectedby many oftoday’s black
comedians,rapartists, and eventelevision
sitcom stars,” despite the fact that these
figures, unlike Fetchit, have had many

other choices. And henotesthatfew cul-
tural critics, with the famed exception of
Bill Cosby—still campaigningagainst in-
sulting stereotypes, but now accused of
being out ofdate—haveoffered aword of
protest. As the twenty-first century be-
gins, it appears that the argument about
whohastheright to represent black
America is far from over.

“Youall have heard aboutdat straw
whatbroke de camel's back,” Bert Wil-
liamsusedto sing—thiswas his 1909hit,
“BelieveMe’—“Wel, a bubble added to
myload would sholy make minecrack.”
More than half a century later, Stepin
Fetchit’s night-club routine showedwhat
he had beenlearning from the brash civil-
rights-era comicswho had displaced him:
“Mywife and I werejust voted the good-
neighbor award—we even wentout and
burned our own cross.” Thelanguage of
black humorhad changed fundamentally;
the experience had not. In an impossible
time, these two funny mensucceeded in
turning tragedy—theusual prejudice, in-
justice, hate—into somethingpainfully
hilarious and widely beloved. How they
did this, no book can explain. Looking
back at the stark staring madness of so
much of American history, it seems
a miracle that anyonecouldlaugh. ¢



 

BRIEFLY NOTED

For Kids

A Room with a Zoo, by Jules Feiffer
(Michael Di Capua; $16.95). Julie, the
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substitutes—cats, hamsters, turtles, and
the like—each withits own propensity
for calamity. Not all the animals in this
booksurvive.Julie's attempts to read her
parents are richly nuanced—she knows
to pay moreattentiontosilences than
to the thingsshe's actuallytold. She also
worries about howto love herreclusive,

gangster-facedfish, works on her canine
acquisition strategy, and gets caught
up in someengagingslapstick. The ca-
dences ofFeiffer's writing are a plea-
sure to read aloud, and his pen-and-ink
drawings propel the story by being si-
multaneously squirmy and lovely.

The Clouds Above, by Jordan Crane
(Fantagraphics; $18.95). After heroically
escapinghis beastly teacher, Simon and
his cat, Jack, enter a dream world that
only a child unburdenedby school could
conjure. Like many great adventures,
this one begins with a passageway—
herea rickety staircase—to a universe
situated just beyond the familiar. As
SimonandJack climb, they befriend
a helpful cloud, battle heavy weather,
trick a flock of belligerent birds, and
question their own existence. Crane's
drawingsare clean, yet full of nuance;
his writing is playful andsharp. Theart-
istry is in the detail: Jack’s movements
are consistently catlike, and the teacher
is amangyfigure surroundedbyflies, an
amalgam ofthe forces that oppose cre-
ativity and imagination.

res yet
 

 

 

The Bear and the People, by Reiner
Zimmik, translatedfrom the Germanby
Nina Ignatowicz (New York Review
Children’s Collection; $16.95). Zimnik’s
emergencein the decade after the Sec-
ond World War,his parallel careers as
a writer and as a visual artist, and his
birthplace in a regiontransferred from
Germanyto Poland after 1945 make
it tempting to think of him as Giinter
Grassfor kids. Certainly his works, be-
hindfairy-tale surfaces, display a simi-
lar sense ofunease. This tale of a danc-
ing bear andhis master, if not quite as
mesmerizing as Zimnik’s “The Crane,”
has much in commonwithit. Both in-
volve a duo whoset themselves up in
isolation and whose dealings with so-
ciety lead to extremesofcelebrity and
conflict. The bear and his master van-
quish several enemiesbutare powerless
against change,age,and the casual cru-
elties ofordinary folk.

The Norton Anthology of Children’s
Literature, edited by Jack Zipes, Lissa
Paul, Lynne Vallone, Peter Hunt, and
Gillian Avery (Norton; $65). Citing Jo-
hann Amos Comenius’s “Orbis Sensu-
alium Pictus,”an illustrated encyclope-
dia and grammar from 1658,as the first
commonly accepted work for children,
Zipes and his colleagues give a tour of
thefollowing three and a half centuries
in a colossal volume, nearly twenty-five
hundred pages long. Occasionally, the
scholarly tone conflicts with the fanciful
subject matter (“The Very Hungry Cat-
erpillar” is “a rudimentary game book”
whose “very bright colors are character-
istic of the period”). But the coverage
is impressive, with examples that range
from singleillustrationto entire works.
The anthology is divided into nineteen
thematic sections—comics, booksofin-
struction, verse—andincludes both ca-
nonical stories like Oscar Wilde's “The
HappyPrince” and such obscurities as
versionsoffairy tales preserved in nine-
teenth-century British chapbooks. Color
plates convey the astonishing variety of
visual art in books from Struwwelpeter
onward, and are enough to make any-
onefeel a little nostalgic.  
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ON TELEVISION

LA. OUTLAWS
Showtime brings internationalterrorism home.

BY NANCY FRANKLIN

n the ten-hour Showtime miniseries
“Sleeper Cell,” which began on Sun-

day andwill finish up on December 18th
(with frequent reruns along the way),
viewers will get to knowfive members ofa
Muslim terrorist cell in Los Angeles who
are planninga large-scale attack on the
city. The groupis led by a darkly hand-
someauthoritarian named Faris al-Farik
(Oded Fehr), a Saudi (but maybenot...)
whosecoveris that he’s a security expert
named Yossi Amran, a devotedJew who
enjoys spendinghis spare time coaching a
kids’baseball team called the Sinai Mac-
cabees. The clutch ofkillers is a model
ofdiversity: Ilija (Henri Lubatti) is a
tightly wound, wiry Bosnian whose fam-
ily was murdered by Serbs, Christian—
heh heh—is a Frenchman (Alex Nesic),
a “reformed” skinhead whohas found
the true path; Tommy(Blake Shields)
is a blond, blue-eyed Koranscholar, the
child ofliberal Berkeley professors who
neglected him (“You were always spend-
ing twenty-four hours a day leading pro-
tests, seminars, sit-ins,” he complains to
his mother), and whomheis repaying by
helping to overthrow the United States
government,or, as Farik callsit, “the U.S.
Zionist occupational government.” The
mostrecentrecruit is Darwyn Al-Hakim
(Michael Ealy), a soft-spoken, devout
African-American who,as the series be-
gins, is aboutto be released from prison;
his coverwill be as a grocery-store clerk.

Farik hashis reasons for assembling
this group, one ofwhich is that all ofthe
members have military experience, so
in addition to having specialized skills
they're acquainted with the idealsof dis-
cipline and sacrifice—the better to be
“readytostrike without warning, with-
outpity.” Darwyn, however, has a rea-
sonfor joining up with Farik that none
ofthe others share or know about:heis
an undercover F.B.I. agent. Wefindthis
outhalfway throughthefirst episode, and
from that point on Darwyn confronts
wrenching,fateful choices every step of

the way, as he mustcollude with the mur-
derers in his effort to stop them. Buthe’s
such a stand-upcharacter thatthe tension,
in his balancingact isn’t whatit should be;

the wire he’s walking is notall that high.
Thedangerto hislife, on the other hand,
is high,especiallyafter he gets roman-
tically involved with a woman he meets
at a birthdaypicnic for the six-year-old
daughterofoneoftheterrorists. Gayle
(Melissa Sagemiller) is the single mother
ofalittle boy; mother andson,almostin-
credibly, take an instantshine to Darwyn.
Darwyn is low-key to the point of near-
invisibility; if he weren’t the main char-
acter in “Sleeper Cell,” you wouldn't even
notice him. Compoundingthis is thefact
that Gayle is an underwritten nonentity;
throughoutthe series—andsheisn’t in a
single scene that you don't see coming—
she and Darwyn have a relationship that
neverreallygets off the ground and yet
is treated as though it were monumen-
tally important in Darwyn’s emotional
life, not that he truly seems to have one.
Gayle’s little boy (Jake Soldera) is as cute
as a button, a bunnyrabbit, and a puppy
combined—esells the part so wellthat
hecould bein a cereal commercial. Butit's
acereal you don’t wanttoeat.

“Sleeper Cell” will probably remind
viewers of some other shows—among
them the TNT miniseries “The Grid,”
from last year; “24”; “Alias”; and even
“The Sopranos.” (Movies, too:“Traffic,”
and,in one or two moments ofwildly ab-
surd humorous exchanges, “Pulp Fic-
tion.”) Tommyworks at a bowlingalley,
andafter the team has metthere several
timeshe says, “If this is going to be our
regular hideout, we need to get TiVo.”
‘Youcan hear Paulie orSilvio saying those
exactwordsin the backroom atTony So-
prano’sstrip club. Such clubsalso pop up
in “Sleeper Cell,” as do prostitutes, and
a few oftheterrorists, including high-
levelassociates ofFarik’s, patronize them,
echoing the same flexible and hypocritical
definition ofsin that was embracedby the



terrorists ofSeptember11th. There's a lit-
tle of“The Shield” in theseries as well, in
the seat-of-the-pants scene changes, ac-
companied byjarring music or hip-hop,
andin thesetting, the unglamorous parts
of Los Angeles. (Unlike “The Shield,”
which is insistently down and dirty in
whatit depicts, however, “Sleeper Cell”
tries to make thecity “stand” for some-
thing, by showing frequent
shots ofthe sun rising and
setting on the skyscrapers
of downtown L.A. Unfor-
tunately,it’s a skyline that,
no matter how manytimes
it's thrown uponthescreen,
refuses to becomeiconic.)
Still, while most of the
otherTV series and movies
aboutterrorism since Sep-
tember 11th have been keen
to illustrate its global reach,
in “Sleeper Cell” the inter-
national terror web is more
talked about than shown.
Characters from Yemenor
Afghanistan pass through
thestory, but except for a
fewbriefsceneswe stayvery
much in our own backyard.
‘Wedon’t even see much
ofWashington. This series
isn't about procedures and
protocols, or evenfailures, at
the highestlevels; it's more
focussed on the impossibly difficult day-
to-dayjob ofpreventingdisasters, without
gettingkilled in theprocess.

Thecreators of“SleeperCell,” Ethan
Reiff and Cyrus Voris, set about to pro-
vide a “realistic” picture ofhow terror-
ists plan an attack, and to give under-
informed viewers some grasp of the
nuancesof Islam andofits internecine
struggles. A Yemeni sheik who comes.
to talk at a mosquein Los Angelesis tar-
geted for assassination because he be-
lieves that the greatestjihad is not the
one you wagewith others but the one
you wage with yourself. He’s seen as a
threatto recruitment, and he does cause
Christian to question himself momen-
tarily before returning to his murder-

5 ‘ous senses onceherealizes that Farik’s
& beenspyingonhim.(It’s understood that
& Farik wouldkill Christianif he left the
cell. Dying as a suicide bomberis glori-
2 ous. Dying because you backed down
8 from being oneis not.) The big hook

 

of theseries, of course, is that a Mus-
lim is an F.B.I. agentin thefirst place;
in a “Frontline”interview twoyears ago,
a former high-level agent named Gamal
Abdel-Hafiz, who claims to have been
thefirst Muslim agentever hired by the
F.B.I. whenhestarted working there in
the nineteen-ninetics, said that by 2003
there werestill only a handful ofMus-

 

MichaelEaly as an undercover F.B.I. agent in “Sleeper Cell.”

lim agents at the bureau. But Darwyn's
religion isn’t actually an issuein “Sleeper
Cell’—it’sjust a convenientwayforReiff
and Voris to establish that notall Mus-
limsare bad. (Darwyn’srace is evenless
ofan issue.) The conflict in the show
has much moreto do with a common,
law-enforcement quandary: do you stop
theterrorists the second you catch them
doing anythingillegal, or do you watch
and wait and gatherintelligence in the
hope of being able to break up an en-
tire network? Darwyn arguesforthelat-
ter approach, even thoughthe longer
he’s with the cell the more he’s compro-
mised as a human being—if in factit’s
possible to be more compromised than
healready is by the endofthefirst epi-
sode, whenhehasto participate in a bru-
tal murder, albeit in a way that, under

the circumstances, could be seenasrel-
atively humane.

Despite the mostly awful dialogue,
“Sleeper Cell” succeeds on the strength

ofits plot. (There is one majorcasting
blooper. In wanting to have a stereo-
typically innocent-looking actor play
‘Tommy,the producers wenttoo far and
picked a dead ringer for Andy Rich-
ter, thereby introducing some unin-
tended comedy into the show. Much
ofwhat Tommydoesis stupid,but it’s
not meantto be funnystupid.) You're

kept in a constant state of
suspense as you watch var-
ious aspects of the plan
taking shape—you know
that, whatever itis, it’s big,
butits outlines are unclear
until well along in the se-
ries. What’s really scary
aboutthe show,though,
isn’t what you think will
or won’t happen at the
end;it's the idea that any-
one whohas terrorist incli-
nations might be watch-
ing—it looks way too easy
to learn how to commit
mass murder. That's noth-
ing new, it’s famously pos-
sible, so they say, to build
a bombwith instructions
available on the Internet.
Still, the kind of ingenuity
ondisplayin “Sleeper Cell”
is impressive; you wantto
tip your hatto it, and, at

the sametime, you want
to grab your hat and run. Butwhere to?
Thecell membershide in plain sight;
they use PayPal to transfer drug money,
and they pick up their packages at Mail
Boxes Etc. They evenfind a novel way
to collect information aboutwind speed
and dispersal rates—by watchingchil-
dren have fun. Let’s just say that you
won't lookat a child blowing soap bub-
bles again without wonderingif you
should call the F.B.I. ¢

CONSTABULARY NOTES FROM ALL OVER

From the Falmouth (Mass ) Enterprise

Falmouthpolice were looking for a man
last weekend reported to have beenriding
a bike on the Shining Sea Bikeway wearing
onlyfish net stockings.

Police received the call from someone
nearthe bus depot on Depot Avenue around
9:14 AM onSundayaboutthe scantily clad
bikerider.

Police searched the area onall-terrain
vehicles, but were not able to find the man.
There was no wordif the rider was wearing
a helmet.
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DANCING

LONERS
Whatit takestogo solo.

BY JOAN ACOCELLA

Su Silvers got her start in the
nineteen-eighties, but she was never

afflicted with the postmodern concerns
of that decade:the irony, the obses-
sion with style. Always, she has been a
straight-out modernist—an abstraction-
ist, a collagist—andapparently this had
to do,in part, with politics, Early in her
career, whenshe wasgivento contribut-

ingessays toarts journals, she wrote that
she saw modernism as a way “‘to will-
fully not remember’ the waythings are;
to nothave toexistin relationship to au-
thority, to make a new position . . . not

limited to symbolsoflack.” Some ofher
danceshave been overtly political. One
was about America’s relationship with
Nicaragua; another, aboutproletarian
revolutions. But I don’t think it was lib-
erationist politics that madeSilvers one
of the most beloved ofdowntown cho-
reographers.It was the transfer that she
madefrom politics to the body.

In 1977,right outofcollege, Silvers

moved to NewYork to becomea dancer,
but no company wanted her. “T was too
odd,” she told the Times. So she decided
to go it on her own:not join a company,
notstart a company,butjust assemble
pickup groupswhen she wanted to put on
aconcert. To support herlife andart, she
got a day job. For twenty-four years, she
has been employed by the Labor Insti-
tute,an organizationthat provides unions
with information on health and safety.
She is truly an independentartist.

Today, peopleare still calling Silvers
odd. If not “odd,” then “quirky” or “ec-
centric.” These wordsare accurate to
some degree. Her costumesare certainly
weird enough.In onepiece, she appeared
in a beat-uppink party dress; in another,
she worea circle skirt made of bubble
wrap. Hersets come from the samepart
ofherbrain.In her twenty-fifth anniver-
sary show, whichplayed last month at
P.S, 122,thefirst dance, “Wearable’—

a trio forSilvers and two ofher longtime
collaborators, Pooh Kaye and Cydney
Wilkes—featured a huge glob of crum-
pled paper hanging from theflies. Kaye
grabbed a handful of the paper and rode
it like a pony. Wilkes took another hand-
ful and madea fort ofit, and hidinside.
Silvers wrapped herself in the paper and
spooked around,like visitor to your door
on Halloween.Silvers’s musicis more so-
phisticated. Often,it is a sound-mix by
the poet Bruce Andrews, her companion
in life and art. These scores, if bewilder-
ing—a beep here, a crashthere, then a line
ofverse—atleast don’t seem as though
they were madeby third grader.

‘The crucial “eccentricity,” however,is
in the movement.In a 1985article, Sil-
vers described a combination she had
madeup:“Onall fours, lift one arm and
the opposite leg, swing leg through to
land in crab position, one arm andleg
still up. . . . Legs tucked to back, mer-
maidish jumpto land withlegs spread.”
Try that, and you'll get some sense of
whatSilvers’s dancingis like. It is exe-
cuted,furthermore,with a blithe unself-
consciousness, as ifshe were a happy lit-
tle animal, or perhaps a harmless lunatic,
going aboutherbusiness. She knows ex-
actly whatshe’s doing, though. In that
sameessay, she said that her aim was to
“unknow”the body: “Nothing leads—
the bodyparts becomeequal. . . . Force
the point of awkwardness.” This is the
choreographic equivalentofher refusalto
remember“the waythings are.” Theway
things are in dance,as in therest of the
world, is that there is a line ofcommand.
Feetfollow thighs, head obeys shoulders,
andtheresult is a readable,familiar story.
Silvers doesn’t wanttotell thatstory. She
regardsit as unfair, or boring.

But] thinkthatthe eccentricity ofSil-
vers's movementhasbeen too much em-
phasized,orthestress is always on what
she has done without(virtuosity, legibil-

 

ity), as opposed to whatshehasachieved.
Somereviewers,trying,it seems, just to
explain whythey like her so much, have
said that the movementis childlike, and
hasa note ofvulnerability. Butthis, too,
is wrong. It makes her sound sweet,
whereas she is actually tough and wise.

MostofSilvers’s concerts, if they are
nottotallyone-woman productions, con-
tain a solofor her, and the recent show
‘was no exception.Its final piece was a
new solo,the well-named “Oven Rack,”
where she cooked her method one more
time. Again she appeared in a bizarre
outfit, an indescribable thing of faux-
luxuryfabrics, red and midnightblue. In
keeping with thatcross between hip and
heartfelt, she dancedtoa tapecollage
of Iris DeMentsinging country-and-
Western songs, and often acted out the
lyrics. When DeMentsang, “Mylife,it's
tangled in wishes / and so manythings
thatjust never turned outright,” Sil-
vers did a huge back bend—a bigeffort,
to no clear end. When DeMentsaid
the morningstar shedits beams onher,
Silvers doggedly walked the entire pe-
riphery of a circle of light on thestage.
Elsewhere, she grabbed herfoot in one
hand and, with the other hand point-
ing urgently forward, hopped toward the
wings. (You thought, How is she going
to getoutofthis? Is she goingto fall?)
Theeffect, though witty, wasn’t satiri-
cal. It was a story about howhard things
are. Unlike DeMent, and most modern
dance, Silvers refusesto bleedin attractive
ways, but she,too,is a confused person,
ina tacky getup.Lifeitself, she seemsto
say, is tacky,butit’s still our life.

Am Teresa De Keersmackeris a
completely different item. Sheis

Belgium’s foremost modern-dance cho-
reographer, and those well-funded Eu-
ropeansdon’t go aroundin beat-up party
dresses. Nor do they have much truck
with old-left politics. They've seen so-
cialism, and they are into something
else: apocalypticism. De Keersmaeker's
1984 “Elena’s Aria” featuredfifty chairs
and a promotional film from a wreck-
ing company. Godwasdead, and De
Keersmacker,like many other European
choreographers, wasstill pondering this
problem.

Since her choreographic début, in

  

Anne Teresa De Keersmaeker’spiece “Once”is set to aJoan Baez. concert albumfrom 1963. Photograph byMax Vadukul.
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1980, she has made a numberofpieces
in thatvein, and someofthem have been
pretty tendentious, but they had saving
grace. Whatever Nietzschean thing was
happening in De Keersmacker’s brain,
her gut was that of a choreographer, al-
most always,therewas someformally in-
teresting danceto look at. This is not a
matterto be taken for granted in Euro-
pean modern dance. (With Pina Bausch,
for example, dance istheleast ofit.) It is

an American preference, and De Keers-
macker may have picked it up in Amer-
ica. She studied atN.Y.U-s Tisch School
of the Arts in 1981. Since that time,

her work has been a cross between the
European (theme-heavy, emotional-
ist, I-can’t-take-this-anymore) and the
American (abstract,formalist, shut-up-
and-dance).

Andso it was with the 2002 solo
“Once,” which she broughtto the Joyce
last month. Thepiece is set to the rec-
ord “Joan Baez in Concert, Part 2.” This
1963 disk, De Keersmackertold the
press, meanta lot to her when she was

growing up. Whatit meansto her now,
whensheis forty-five and has twochil-
dren andis the director ofthe resident
dance companyat Belgium's royal opera
house,is the subject of “Once.”

Baez’s performance, with its “folk”
virtuousness, seemsnaive now.Still, De
Keersmackertreats it with respect, or
mostly. The record is playedin its en-
tirety, and the words to the songsare
projected onto the backdrop,lestwe ig-
nore them. De Keersmaeker butts into
Baez's act—sings along with her, some-
timesupstagesher. (At onepoint, Baez
says, “If nobody objects, I’m going to
take offmyshoes,” and De Keersmacker
takes off her underpants.) Elsewhere,

she usestheballads as movementcues,
and mimes the mockingbird, the dog
named Rover, and so on. Her danc-
ing has a drynessthat, in contrast with
Baez's warbling sincerity, hovers on the
edge ofsubversion,butshe nevercrosses
the edge. Andbythe endshe has found a
truehearted stance ofher own.Stripping
off herdress, she standsthere clad only
in a pair of black underpants (she had a
spare underneath) whilethecavalry ride
from “TheBirth ofa Nation”is projected
onto her naked body. Meanwhile, Baez,
and then Bob Dylan,in an interpolation,
sing “With God on Our Side.” There's
the apocalypticism. There, too, I would

 

guess, is a criticism ofthe Americanin-
tervention in Iraq. Is De Keersmaeker
also criticizing Baez's beliefthat her bird-
song could stop war? Yes and no. Again,
she hovers.

“Once” looked like a structured im-
provisation,and at points it showed the
let's-see-now ditherings so commonin
improvisation. But the piece was saved
by De Keersmaeker’s poweras a solo-
ist. Solo dancing is an art almost inde-
pendentof dancing, andcertainly inde-
pendentof choreographic talent. Some
first-rank choreographers (Martha Gra-
ham, Merce Cunningham, Mark Mor-
ris) have been greatsoloists, but others
(George Balanchine, Frederick Ash-
ton, Antony Tudor) were mere charac-

ter dancers. No outward ability implies
talentas a soloist; the gift comes from
within. Whatis it? Generally, solo danc-
ers have to be older and famous; other-
wise people don’t wantto see just them,
and nothingelse, for seventy-five min-
utes (“Once”), or even eight minutes
(“Oven Rack”). But age and fame do
morethan sell tickets; they also bestow
authority, the belief that one can stand
up thereall alone—unsupported, unre-
lieved—andtell the audience something
serious. De Keersmaeker has consider-
able technical skill. She can walk from
here to Pittsburgh on half-point. She can
balance forever, with oneleg angledup in
front, but this wouldn’t meana thing if
shedidn’tfill thatleg with certain press-
ing energy, which becomes metaphoric
power. The samewith Silvers. Sheis less
trained, butherintensity is even greater.
As she grabsher foot with her hand and
pogoesinto the wings,sheis telling you
what, in her experience,is the meaning

oflife. Mikhail Baryshnikov, one of the

mosteloquentsoloists of our time, once
summedit up:

When a dancer comesonstage, he is not
just a blank slate that the choreographer has
written on. Behind him hehasall the deci-
stons he has made mmlife. ... Each time, he
has chosen, andin what heis onstage you sce
the result ofthose choices. You are looking
at the person heis, the person who,atthis
point, he cannothelp butbe. ... Exceptional
dancers, in my experience, are also excep-
tionalpeople, people with anattitude toward
life, a Find of quest, and an internalquality.
‘They know who theyare, and they show this
to you, willingly.

That knowledge, and the power to
make it register, is whatsets Silvers and
De Keersmackerapart. @



 

THE THEATRE

ARTIFICIAL RESPIRATION
Accentuating the negative in “The Color Purple”and ‘Miss Witherspoon.”

BY JOHN LAHR

L: 1973, AliceWalker madea pilgrim-
age to Eatonville, Florida, to place a

tombstone on the unmarked grave of
the African-American writer and an-
thropologistZora Neale Hurston. Walk-
ers 1982 novel, “The Color Purple,” has
now been madeinto a musical (at the
Broadway), andits abused, humiliated,
andstifled heroine, Celie (the compel-
ling LaChanze), embodies one ofHurs-
ton’s trenchantobservations: “People
can beslave-ships in shoes.” The open-
ing image ofthe musical is perhapsits
mostresonant. Celie andhersister, Net-
tie, as children,sit in an ancienttree clap-

pingtheir hands and chanting doggerel:

Papa don’tlike no screamin’ roundhere
No hip from da woman whenthey chug

datbeer.

Silence is at issuein thegirls’ gameand in
their lives. In a heartbeat, Celiehas lost
her song. She is now fourteen, and her
stepfather hasjust impregnated her for
the second time. Bothchildren are taken
from her. By then,shehasalso lost her
mother,herfather, and is about to lose
her sister, and whenshe’s married off to
thecruel Mister (Kingsley Leggs)for the
price ofa cow,forall intents and purposes
shehas losther life. For mostofthe show,
the homely Celie is a domestic drudge.
Her husbandcalls her ugly; out ofsel
abasing dutifulness, she hides herself
away. Becauseshehas beensystematically
stripped ofher identity, she cannot an-
nounce herselfto the world. (Theset de-
signer, John Lee Beatty, hints at this by
reproducing onthe curtain oneofCelie’s
letters to God,in which the words“I am”
are crossed out. The letter continues,
“Maybeyou can give mea sign letting me
knowwhatis happeningto me.”) Celie’s
chronic and emblematic problem,in
otherwords,revolves aroundwhat Hurs-

toncalled “the muteness ofslavery.”
Songis, naturally, crucial to everymu-

sical, butfor the African-American story
2 it's doubly important, linked asitis to the
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achievementofindividuality through
centuries of subjugation. Tosing solo is
to take a stand, to take up space in the
world, to broadcast your identity, which

is whythe agentofliberation in Walker's
story is free-spiritedblues singer named.
Shug Avery (the vivacious Elisabeth
Withers-Mendes, making an impressive
Broadwaydébut). Shug knows her own

Shugsings to Celie. As one mightexpect
of a product with Oprah Winfrey's im-
primatur,at thefinale the engines ofpos-
itivitypumpatfull blast andthe blessings.
of abundance rain down.Celie is re-
united with her long-lostsister and chil-
dren (Nettie has raised them in Africa,
natch); she has money in the bank, love
in herheart, and an identity to celebrate.
“Tm gonnasing out / Sing out /I believe
Thave inside ofme/ Everythingneed to
live a bountiful life,” she exults.

Overamplified, overheated, and over-
hyped, this noisy production is about
presentation,notpenetration. Beatty has
designed some gorgeous backdrops—an
ochre Southem field anda folkloric Af
rican village. Donald Byrd’s choreogra-
phyofthelife of the church and ofthe

 

Kingsley Leggs andLaChanzze as Misterand Celie in “The Color Purple.”

desires and acts on them;she is a whole
woman with a whole name.“Notlike
Nettie, notlike Sofia/Notlike nobody
else up in here/ShugAvery,” Celie sings.
Shug is introduced to Celie’s household
by Mister, who has a jones for her, but
she tums outto be Celie's Sapphic salva-
tion instead. “You hush my mouth and
still me/With a songI never heard”

field has its dashing moments. (When
the focus shifts to Africa and the see-
through bodices ofdancingnatives, how-
ever, it becomessensationally inauthen-
tic: Olympic gymnastics meets National
Geographic.) Brian MacDevitt’slighting
gives the show a beautiful lustre. Still,it
scems to methat the production team
hasn’t thought deeply enough about
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whatlies underneath their story; they
don’t appear to understand their own
theme—or,at least, how to make more
outofit than generic Broadway enter-
tainment. Marsha Norman's libretto is a
kind of color-me-purple comic-book
outline:it gives us the externals of the
plot but not, in any meaningful sense, the
internal life of the characters, who func-
tion moreas anecdotes than as dramatic
influences on Celie. As a result, whatis
earned sentimentin the novel becomes
mere sentimentality in the musical. Ev-
erythingis asliteral as a street sign, and
sometimesnotasinteresting.

Under Gary Griffin'sdirection, the
show movesat speed but picks up no
momentum.It has pace but no rhythm.
‘There's somethinginert atits core, which
has to do with thelyrics and music by
Brenda Russell, Allee Willis, and Ste-
phen Bray, who have written pop songs
but,asis all too evident, never assayed a
Broadway show. Their songs illustrate,
but don’t advance,the plot. Except for
their inventionofa trio oftown gossips,
whoform a delightful sort ofsyncopated
chorus,they stay resolutely onthe surface
ofthings. In Shug’s boffo number,“Push
da Button,”for instance,this iswhat they
have to say aboutsex: “Gotta push it / If
you wanna comein!” Aboutlove: “You
and me/Lala la/What about/What
about / Love?” Onthe miraculous, they're
positivelyprolix: “Like a blade of corn/
Like a honeybee/Like a waterfall/All a
part of me.”

“The Color Purple,” whichhas almost
ten million dollars in advanceticketsales,
and thefull attention of Ms. Winfrey,

will be, I guess, a commercial success.
The good news is that large numbers
of African-Americans, who otherwise
accountfor less than four per cent of
the Broadway audience, are packing
the show. The bad news is that “The
Color Purple”’s rendition ofthe African-
Americanworld is banal and,even though
God is invoked and beseeched through-
outthe evening, strangely soulless. At the
finale, Celie sings, “Dear God, dear stars,
dear trees, dear sky/dear peoples.” To
which I can onlyadd, “Dear me.”

f Celie is living proof that miracles
happen, the eponymousheroine of

Christopher Durang’slatest existential
capriccio, “Miss Witherspoon” (di-
rected by Emily Mann,at Playwrights

Horizons), is a vocal proponentof the
negative. “I find it hard to get on the
hope bandwagon,”shetells us, adding,
“Tm antidepressant-resistant.” Played
by the expert Kristine Nielsen, Miss
Witherspoonrants at us mostlyfrom the
netherworld, where she can’t seem to
catch a karmic break: sheis sent back to
earth in various reincarnationsas, among
other things, a wife of Rex Harrison, a
yapping dog, andthe babyoftoxic red-
neck drug addicts. Miss Witherspoon's
willful sourness makes her a subject of
scandal and concern even in the after-
life, where, she brightly admits, “I'm
considered to have a badattitude.” She
is fighting a losing battle with a sari-clad
celestial swamicalled Maryamma (Ma-
hira Kakkar). “Whycan’t I just be left
alonetofester and broodin mybodiless
spiritstate?” she asks. “Whosaysspirits
haveto be clear andlight and happy?”
Miss Witherspoon doesn’t believe in
progress, change, redemption,or, well,
in lifeitself; every timesheis reincar-
nated,shekills herself.
With this kind of comic conceit,

where anything can happen,butit hap-
pensto only one character, a certain
monotonysets in, no matter how clever
thestorytelling. Durang, whois a funny
man,postponesthe inevitable with
some goofy stage business. Chicken
Little (Colleen Werthmann) makesa
surprise appearance, and the sky—or,
rather, pieces of the Skylab satellite—

literally falls on her. And whenJesus
Christ (Lynda Gravatt) eventually re-
spondsto Miss Witherspoon’spleas (“I
demandthepearly gates, and St. Peter.
Andpurgatoryif I have to”) and comes
to see her, heis a black womanwith a
large floppy hat who wants Miss With-
erspoonin her next life “to point out to
people all the ways that they are notfol-
lowing me.” WhenJesus reminds her
thatit is easier for a camel to pass
through theeye ofa needlethanit is for
a rich manto get into Heaven, Miss
Witherspoon inquires,“Is there an in-
comecutoff where that comes into
effect?” Giddywith apocalyptic fear and
loathing, Durang’s play seems an augury
thatthefin has comeearlytothis siécle.
Still, there may be ray ofhope. “I want
thatJewish heaven which is like general
anaesthesia,” Miss Witherspoonsays. “I
wantto be putoutlike light.” I suggest
atrip to “The ColorPurple.”



 

THE CURRENT CINEMA

NEW FRONTIERS
“Brokeback Mountain”and “The Chronicles ofNarnia.”

BY ANTHONY LANE

‘he new Ang Leefilm, “Brokeback
Mountain,” is a love story that

starts in 1963 and never ends. Thefirst
sceneis a master class in the dusty and
the taciturn, with gusts ofwind doingall
the talking. A cowboy stands against a
wall in Signal, Wyoming,his hat tipped
down asif he werefalling asleep. An-
other fellow, barely more than a kid,

part ofthe movie,andtheleast success-
ful, partly because an idyll is less an
eventthan a state ofbeing. Lee wants to
suggest the savoring oftime, yet the
camera tends toalight on ravishing for-
mations of rock and cloud, grab them,
and then moveon,as ifwe were shuffling
through pile of photographs. (Does
anydirectorstill have thepatienceto let

 

Heath LedgerandJake GyllenhaalinAng Lee’s new movie.

turns up in a coughing old truck and
joins the waiting game; both are in
search of a job. There is something
wired and wary in theirsilence, and the
entire passage can beread notonly as an
echo of “Once Upon a Timein the
West,” whose opening hummedwith a
similar suspense,butalso as an unimag-
inable changeoftune. Sergio Leone’s
men were waitingfor a train; these boys
arefalling in love.

Atlast, we learn their names: Ennis
del Mar (Heath Ledger)andJack Twist
(Jake Gyllenhaal). Both arehired for the
summer,to tend the flocks on Broke-

2 back Mountain, and that is where we
= follow them forthe first, idyllic act of
& their story. This is the most gorgeous

our gaze rest withoutskittering upon
the Western landscape?) Onthe other
hand, you could argue that such tran-
siencesets the tone—at once wondrous
and fleeting—for the rest of the movie,
and that, if Ennis and Jack have fash-
ioned a rough and rainyEden for them-
selves,it is a paradise waiting to belost.

Oneevening, a drunken Ennis shares
Jack’s tent, and, in the heatof a cold
night, there is a breathy, wordless un-
buckling ofbelts. Rumorhad it that
“Brokeback Mountain” was an explicit
piece ofwork, and I was surprised byits
tameness, althoughLee's helplesslygood
taste, which has proved both a gift and a
curb, was always goingto lure him away
from sweating limbsand toward the cou-  
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pling ofsouls. Not once do our heroes
mention the word love, nor does any
shameorharshnessattach to their desire.
Indeed, whatwill vex someviewers is not
theact ofsodomybutthe suggestion that
EnnisandJack are possessed ofan inno-
cence, a virginity ofspirit, that the rest of
society (which literally exists on a lower
plane, below the mountain)will strive to
violate and subdue.Ifthe lovers hug their
secret to themselves,thatis because they
fear forits survival:

“This is a one-shotthing we got going on
here.”

“Nobody’s business but ours.”
“You knowI ain’t queer.”
“Meneither.”

American Rousseauism, with its wor-
ship ofopenplainsandits dreadofcivic
constraint, is nothing new. The erotic
strain of it that unfurls in “Brokeback
Mountain” may seem unprecedented,
although, considering that womanless
men, bedecked in denim,rivets, and
distressed leather, have been pitching
camp in the wilderness since movies
began,it doesn’t take much of a nudge
for the subtext to rise to the surface.
Thereis little in Lee's film that would
haverattled the spurs of Montgomery
Clift in “Red River.”

“Brokeback Mountain,”which began
as an Annie Proulx story in these pages,
comesfully alive as the chance for hap-
pinessdies. Its beauty wells fromits sor-
row, because the love between Ennis
and Jack is most credible notin the
makingbutin the thwarting. Duty calls;
they go their separate ways, get mar-
ried—onein Texas, one inWyoming—
and raise children. Ennis weds Alma
(Michelle Williams), while Jack’s wife
is a rodeo rider named Lureen (Anne
Hathaway), whose knowingwink,from
the saddle, is the most brazen come-on
in the film. After four years, the two
men—astheynow are—hookupagain,
and from then on they meet when they
can. The most crushing momentcomes
as Alma glances from the doorway
and catches her husbandkissing his
friend, in a rage of need that she has
never seen before. In their frustration,
the menare spreadingripples ofpain to
others, and the others are women and
children. The female of the species
(think of Lee’s previous heroines,like
Joan Allen in “The Ice Storm”orJenni-
fer Connellyin “Hulk”) suffers noless

than the male, but she struggles to es-

cape the suffering, whereas the male
swelters inside his strange cocoon.
That's why, when Jack and Ennis part
at the endofthefirst summer, Ennis
slips into an alleyway, retches, and
punches a wall—asif the only option,
for the unrequited, were to waylay one’s
own heartandbeatit senseless.

In the end, this is Heath Ledger's
picture. Thereis no mistakingJake Gyl-
lenhaal’s finesse(look for the wonderful
scene in which he can’t look—his jaw
tightening as Ennis,still just a friend,
strips to wash,just past the cornerofhis
eye), butit is Ledger whobears the yoke
of the movie's sadness. His voice is a
mumble and a rumble,not becauseheis
dumbbut because he hopesthat, by
swallowing his words, he can swallow
his feelings, too. In his mixing of the
rugged and the maladroit, he makes you
realize that “Brokeback Mountain”is no
morea cowboyfilm than “The Last Pic-
ture Show.” (Bothscreenplays were
written by Larry McMurtry, theearlier
in collaboration with Peter Bogdano-
vich,this one with Diana Ossana.) Each
is an elegy for tamped-down lives, with
an eye for vanishingbrightness ofwhich
Jean Renoir would have approved, and
you should get ready to crumple at
“Brokeback Mountain”’s final shot:

Ennisalonein trailer, looking at a
postcard of Brokeback Mountain and
fingering the relics of his time there,
witha field of green cornvisible, yet
somehow unreachable, through the
window. This slow andstoic movie,
hailed as a gayWester,feels neither gay
nor especially Western:it is a study of
love undersiege. As Ennissays, “Ifyou
can’t fix it, Jack, you gottastandit.”

‘t was only a matter of time before a
major studio gotits talons into C.S.

Lewis. The onething delaying any at-
temptto film his Narnia novels was the
lack oftechnology; until recently, for ex-
ample, there was no computer-imaging
program powerful enoughto re-create a
wholly convincing wardrobe. That ob-
stacle has now been surmounted, and

“The Chronicles of Narnia: The Lion,
the Witch, and the Wardrobe,”is upon
us. Theleapofthe story is unchanged:
the Pevensie children, Peter (William
Moseley), Susan (Anna Popplewell),
Edmund(Skandar Keynes), and Lucy



(Georgie Henley), are evacuated from
London during the Blitz and dumped
in a pile of old chestnuts: the creaky
country house, the shrewish house-
keeper, the twinkling professor who
knowsall.

Andso to the conceit that, for de-
cades, hasstirred both the souls of the
faithful and theloins of professional
Freudians: first Lucy, then Edmund,
thenall four childrenfeel theirway un-
certainly through the folds of a deep,
furry passage and into another world.
Welcometo Narnia, temporarily under
the icy thumb of the White Witch
(Tilda Swinton). Its true governoris a
lion namedAslan(voiced by Liam Nee-
son), who hastaken an extended vaca-
tion, and whowill not return, tan and
relaxed, until the Pevensies show up.

There was much wrangling, ahead of
thefilm’s release, aboutthespiritual in-
tentionsofits director, AndrewAdam-
son—nota question that arose,really,
whenhedelivered “Shrek 2.” As every
parent knows,there is a large Christian
allegorysitting bang in the middle of
Lewis's tale, roughlyas hardto spotas a
thino in a phone booth. Whether the
film indulges or dishonorsit, however,
is beside the point; the problem with
anyallegorical plan, Christian or other-
wise,is notits ideological content but
the blockish threat that it poses to the
flowof a story. That is whythelatter
half ofAdamson’sfilm seizes up with a
kind of enforced pageantry, and why
eventheclimacticfight between Peter's

 

  

armyof truth and the Witch's bevyof
demonshas anairofheraldicartifice, as
ifwe were witnessing nota brawlto the
death, red in tooth and claw, but an
enamelled clashofideas.

Lewis lovers must squabble among
themselves. I cannotjoin the party, hav-
ing missed out on Narnia as a child. I
was busyelsewhere, up to myarmpits in
hobbits, and starting to ask hard ques-
tions aboutthe sexual longevityofelves.
When,as a grownup,I finally opened
“The Lion, the Witch, and the Ward-
robe,”it struck meas woefullythin soil,
with noneofthe gnarled rootsoflore
andlanguage onwhich Tolkienthrived.
If the moviehasto forgo Lewis's narra~
tive tone,withits grimlyOxonian blend
ofthe bluffandthe twee (“And nowwe
cometooneofthe nastiest thingsin this
story”), thatis fine by me. And,if there
is Deep Magic,as Lewiscalledit, in his
tale,it residesnotin the springlike com-
ing ofAslan butin the dreamlike, com-
pacted poetry of Lewis's initial inspira~
tion—thesight of a faun, in the snow,
bearing parcels and an umbrella. Thatis
kept mercifully intact in Adamson’s
movie,its potencyenriched bythe shy,
unstrenuous rapport ofhis twobest per-
formers: Georgie Henley, as Lucy, and
James McAvoy, as Mr. Tumnusthe
faun. The darkjokeis that Mr. Tumnus
invites Lucy to tea only because he must
turnhis guest over to the enemy. Thus
does Lucy, over toast and honey,learn
thelesson known totheheroineofevery
horrorflick: Don’t answerthe faun. ¢
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CARTOON CAPTION CONTEST

Each week, weprovidea cartoon in needofa caption. You, the reader, submita caption, we choosethreefinalists, andyou votefor
yourfavorite. Caption submissionsfor this week's cartoon, byDanny Shanahan, mustbe receivedby Sunday, December 11th.

Finalists in theNovember28th contest appear below;go online to vote. We willannouncethe winner, along with thefinalists in
this week's contest, in the December26th &January2nd issue. The winner willbegiven a signedprint ofthe 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

“Shut up, Bob, everyoneknowsyourparrot’sa clip-on.”
Adam Szymkowicz, Shoreham,Vt. 

 

  
THIS WEEK'S CONTEST

  
THE FINALISTS

“Stay with me, sir. It’s almostrecess.”
Timothy Tanner, NewYork City

“Andin this sectionit appearsthatyou have not only
alienated voters but actually infectedthem, too.”

T.C. Doyle, Park City, Utah

“The inland tortellini are still withyou, sir, butyou're
losingsupport with the coastalrisottos.”

Doug Metcalf, Tucson,Ariz.

    



  

Lewis and Clark, rock androll,

MasterCard anddatasecurity.

From the two explorers who mapped America’s

West, to the scientific duo who described the

structure of DNA, to yourfavorite rock group

performing yourfavorite song, close collabora-

tion can produce great results—whatever the

field. At MasterCard, we've recognized for 40

years that maintaining the security of consumers’

data and personalinformation also requires close

collaboration, and we're dedicated to remaining

industry leaders in this effort.

When Commerceis Global,
Collaboration Needs to be Too

Because MasterCard 1s accepted at nearly 23

million locations in more than 210 countries and

territories, our cooperation with law enforcement

must be both local and global. We work with

law enforcementin the United States and

abroad, helping to facilitate investigations and

prosecutions of credit card fraud. Our own

resourcesinclude a resident team of security

experts, drawn from manyof the world’s top

law enforcement agencies. We've even hosted

fraud seminars for law enforcement employees,

updating agents on paymentcard fraud trends

and fraud detection techniques.

MasterCard

Four Decadesof Security Leadership

From our introduction of a centralized system

for tracking and analyzing fraud in 1969, to our

mandating a triple encryption system onall

ATM's this past year, our nearly 40-year history

of security leadership is a history of innova-

tion—andcollaboration. We're proud of our

strong record of working closely with issuer

banks, merchants, and others to enforce high

standards for data security throughout the

paymentprocess.

Helping Merchants, Helping Each Other

At MasterCard, we deploy andidentify a range

ofinnovative technologies, resources, and

programsto assist merchants in safeguarding

transactions, providing them with tools to help

them evaluate their own security systems.

Datasecurity entails a team effort—of our

security experts, law enforcement, merchants,

and alert, informed consumerslike you.

Together we can help to combatID theft

and fraud, and prove once more what soccer

teams, symphonyorchestras, and happily

married couples already know—the powerful

results of collaboration.

International

Masterearel

Onein a series of essays addressing data security and other topics ofinterest to our customers. Learn more at www.mastercard com

  



 
TIFFANY& CO.


