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The word “engineering” means

different things to different people.

 

definition of engineering.

The retractable hardtop

is a marvel of its own.

 

Eleven separate hydraulic

cylinders work in concert to effortlessly concealit

within the trunk in a scant 16 seconds. And with

the top up or down, the SLslices the air with an

unmatched aerodynamicproficiency.

This car’s impeccable handling is a product of both an

exceptionally rigid body and a development known as

Active Body Control. This system continuously stabilizes

the car during cornering as well as acceleration and

O STUDY THE EXTERIORLINES OF THE 2007 SL-CLASSIS TO STUDY A WORKOFART.

To carefully examine its mechanical systems, internal components and technological

advancementsis to behold anotherlevel ofbeauty altogether—andto understand the Mercedes-Benz

braking. Explained herein a single sentence,it is the

result of years of research; a feature which seems to

almostdefy the lawsof physics,delivering a ride which

is nothing short of breathtaking.

Inside the cabin of the SL, every dial and switch has

been painstakingly engineered to provide a balance

of aesthetics and function. Luxury is abundant but

never superfluous. Driver and passenger experience

all the comforts of a Mercedes-Benz, and all the

invigorating performance characteristics of our

finest roadster.

 



 
 

THIS IS THE 2007 SL-CLASS.Awe-inspiring beauty. Both above the hood and beneathit. To us, that is engineering.

Unlike any other.

®
Mercedes-Benz

MBUSA.com
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN
THE TALK OF THE TOWN
DavidRemnick onAl Gore, the movie;
Iraq's birder back home; the new PageSix.

EUROPEAN JOURNAL
High and Low
How to beajet-setterfor next to nothing.
SHOUTS & MURMURS
‘The Lonely Planet Guide to My Apartment
AREPORTER AT LARGE
‘The Snakchead
Sister Ping’speople-smuggling empire.
ANNALS OF THE ROAD
Getting There
Where MapQuest comesfiom.
LETTER FROM RUSSIA
Planet Kirsan
A chess master’s modernfiefilom.
PROFILES
‘The Ecstatic Truth
How WernerHerzog makes movies.
AMERICAN CHRONICLES
WhatHappened at Alder Creek?
Archeologists investigate the Donner Party.
FICTION
“The Last Days ofMuhammadAtta”

THE CRITICS

A CRITIC AT LARGE

NathanielPhilbrick’s Mayflower.”
BOOKS

Briefly Noted
THE ART WORLD

Veronese at the Frick.
THE THEATRE

John Guare’s ‘Landscape ofthe Body.”
MUSICAL EVENTS

Kaija Saariaho’s ‘Adriana Mater.”
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Anthony Lane 179 THE CURRENT CINEMA
‘American Dreamz,” ‘LAm a SexAddict.”

POEMS

Frank Bidart 93 “To the Republic”
Eavan Boland 8 “And Soul”
Philip Schultz 148 “The Adventuresof78 Charles Street”

Lorenzo Mattotti COVER
“Three Landscapes”

DRAWINGS Robert Mankoff,Frank Cotham,
Mick Stevens, Tom Cheney,Jason Patterson,
Drew Dernavich, EdwardKoren, William Haefeli,
Jack Ziegler, Christopher Weyant, Kim Warp,
Michael Shaw, Charles Barsotti, Barbara Smaller,
Robert Weber, Danny Shanahan, Leo Cullum,
Bruce Eric Kaplan, P. C. Vey, Roz. Chast,
George Booth, DavidSipress, Matthew Diffée

Spots Anders Wenngren

  MANKOEE “Areyou surethis is the correctway to declassify documents?”
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New from the
Winnerof the
NobelPrize for
Literature and

author of Blindness

JOSE SARAMAGO
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dubiousefficacy of the democratic
system turns into something

cmlMocated

“Saramago...understands

thatridicule is a terrifically

effective political weapon,
andin Seeing he makes it his business

to turn repressioninto farce.”

—The NewYork Times Book Review

“Saramago employs a method...
in whichstrange andfantastic

scenerios emerge from
great slabsof ideated prose.”

—Harper’s Magazine
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  JOSE SARAMAGCHarcourt
WWW.HARCOURTBOOKS.COM
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CONTRIBUTORS

Daniel Zalewski (“The Ecstatic Truth,”
p. 124) is the magazine’s featureseditor.

AnthonyLane (“High and Low,”p. 56;
The Current Cinema,p. 179), a film
critic for the magazine,is the author of
“Nobody's Perfect: Writings from The
New Yorker.”

Jonathan Stern (Shouts & Murmurs,
p- 66) is a screenwriter andfilm producer.

Patrick Radden Keefe (“The Snake-
head,” p. 68) is a fellow at the Century
Foundation and the author of “Chatter:
Dispatches from the Secret World of
Global Eavesdropping”

Nick Paumgarten (“Getting There,”
p. 86) is a staffwriter.

Philip Schultz (Poem, p. 148) has pub-
lished five books of poems, including
“Livingin the Past.”

Dana Goodyear(“What Happened at
Alder Creck?,” p. 140) is an editor at the
magazine. “Honey and Junk,” her first
bookofpoems,comesoutin paperback
in thefall.

Michael Specter (“Planet Kirsan,” p. 112)
is a staffwriter.

Martin Amis(Fiction, p. 152) has pub-
lished nine novels and twocollections of
short stories. His new work offiction,
“Tlouse ofMeetings,” will be published
carly next year.

Jill Lepore (A Critic at Large, p. 164) is
a ptofessorofhistory at Harvard and the
author of“New York Burning: Liberty,
Slavery, and Conspiracy in Eighteenth-
Century Manhattan”

Alex Ross (Musical Events, p. 176)will re-
ceive a Letter of Distinction next month
from the American Music Center. #

 

 “Iguess the Garctas won't be comingto visit anymore.”



 

2

aJEFF GORDON and his Carrera Tachymetre Automatic Chronograph 
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NEW YORKER
ONLINE
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THIS WEEK'S

WEB EXCLUSIVE:

Audio book excerpts

from Elizabeth Kolbert's

"Field Notes From a

Catastrophe: Man, Nature,

and Climate Change."

THE HARD DRIVE

An archive ofhundreds ofpast

Web exclusives, including

Q&As, cover galleries,
slide shows, Web sightings,

and more.

THE FILM FILE

A decade's worth of

New Yorker Film Notes.

EVENTS

A calendar of New Yorker

events across the country.

NOW ONLINE:

THE NEW YORKER'S AUDIO

EDITION, AVAILABLE AT

AUDIBLE.COM/NEWYORKER
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THE MAIL

MR. SHAWN AND MR. FOX

I write, somewhatreluctantly, in re-
sponsetorecentletters from Allen
and Wallace Shawn and from Harper
Lee regarding the depiction of Wil-
liam Shawn in thefilm “Capote” (The
Mail, April 3rd and April 10th). In
thoseletters, they note that Mr. Shawn
wasneverin Kansas at the same time
as Truman Capote. But myfather, Joe
Fox, was. As Capote’s editor at Ran-
dom House,he did make thetrip there,
in orderto be available to Capote at
the timeofthe executions. I know very
little about the circumstances of the
trip, other than whatis suggested by
somedisturbing photographsofmyfa-
ther sitting on a headstonein a large
cemetery and his description offlying
hometo New York witha sobbing,in-
consolable Capote. Myfather’s edict
as an editor, much like Mr. Shawn’s,
‘wasnever,ever, to be seen or acknowl-
edged. I write now becauseI feel that
“Capote” has donea disservice to its
subject and to those who helped him
bring his masterpiece to the reading
public, and that the record should be
set straight.
Logan Fox
Princeton, N.J.

It is both touching anda little discon-
certing thatfriends and family ofWil-
liam Shawn have been movedto write
about the inaccurate depiction of him
in the film “Capote.” As with any work
based on actual people and events, the
film doesindeed play with thefacts, by
compressing time sequences, imagining
dialogue between characters, and mak-
ing otheralterationsofreality. “Capote”
is a dramaticfilm,afterall, not a doc-
umentary. In their audio commentary
accompanying the DVDofthe film,
the director, Bennett Miller, and the
actor Philip Seymour Hoffman touch
onseveral points that Shawn’s sons
mention (such as the fact that William
Shawnneverflew on a plane, was never
in Kansas with Capote, and neverin-
troduced him at public readings). The
filmmakers admit that they conflated

Shawn's character with Capote’s book
editor. Hate them or love them for that
decision,at least they acknowledge the
inaccuracies.

Robert Dunne
Manchester, Conn.

NOT QUITE UTOPIA

Boykin Curry’s approach to utopia,
as Ben McGrathdescribesit, fails to
reflect on the ethics of buying up an
enormouschunk of land from an im-
poverished country—inthis case, the
Dominican Republic—forprivate de-
velopment (“The Utopians,” March
20th). But their lack of concern for
local culture doesn’t stop at overlook-
ingresident Dominicansas participants
in the “Creative Person’s Utopia” (ex-
ceptin “locally run fish shacks” orwher-
ever they're neededto cart luggage and
fill drink orders). This lack also extends
intothe realm oflanguage;to speakofa
“Dominican utopia,”wrought byAmer-
ican money andinfluence,as a “be-
nevolent dictatorship” is to make light
ofthe role that American moneyand
influenceplayedinthe creation and sus-
tenanceoftheveryreal dictatorship of
Rafael Trujillo, which lasted thirtyyears
andresulted in the deaths ofthousands
ofHaitians and Dominicans.
Alexander Cuadros
New York City

NIXON IN CHINA

Louis Menand,in reviewing Francis
Fukuyama’s new book, makes painstak-
ing distinctions among today's conser-
vative foreign-policy actors and analysts
(Books, March 27th). But hecarelessly
asserts that “Richard Nixon, a career
anti-Communist, followingtheinstruc-
tions of his national-security adviser,
the arch-realist Henry Kissinger, went
to China.” Kissinger’s own memoirs re~
veal that both he and Nixon had in-
dependently cometobelieve that the
United States should make an overture
to China. Hedescribesan interview and
an article in 1968 and1967,respectively,
in which thefuture Presidentcalled for



 



What Is Art?

  

°
PATRICK MSDONNE)[

the creator of Mutts and the acclaimed

author of The Gift ofNothing—

invites you to...

Discover Art

 
Little, Brown Books for Young Readers

Time Warner Book Group
wwwib-kids.com

Mlustrations® 2005 Patrick McDonnell
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dialogue with Beijing and for bringing
China“back intothe world community.”
‘The two men’sretrospective writings re-
veal that they had somewhatdifferent
motives and aimsingoing to China, dif-
ferences that should be chalked up not
to someanti-Communistversusrealist
divide but to an earlier iteration of the
current debate between so-called Wil-
soniansandrealists. In the case ofNixon
and Kissinger,itwas a creative dynamic
within a great partnership that achieved
lasting progress for the United States
and the world.
The ReverendJohn H. Taylor
Executive Director, RichardNixon
Library& Birthplace Foundation
Yorba Linda, Calif.

FRAMING CHOICES

Leo Carey, in writing about the frame
project at the Brooklyn Museum,il-
luminates a crucial elementof curato-
rial work thatis invisible to the public
(“Frame Game,” March 27th). An-
otheraspect, however, should be noted:
all the frames referred to in the be-
ginning of the piece—those for the
Monets, the Morisot, the Toulouse-
Lautrecs, and the Caillebotte—were
designed byJared Bark, ofBark Frame-
works,specifically for the picture they
surround. The framefor the Pissarro
painting, in contrast, attempts to rep-
licate a specific frame from the period.
This difference highlights anessential
issue behind decisions about framing:
the distinction between reproduction,
andinvention.
Elizabeth W. Easton
Chair, DepartmentofEuropean
Paintingand Sculpture
Brooklyn Museum
Brooklyn, N.Y.

IN THE CENTERFOLD

Thanks toJoan Acocella for the thought-
ful review of “The Playmate Book: Six
Decades ofCenterfolds” (Books, March.
20th). I can’t explain whyshefinds the
handwriting on Playmate Data Sheets
to have been “the same from month to
month,”butI can attest to the fact that
whenI was on the magazine’s staff full
time, those sheets were indeedfilled
out by the Playmates themselves. On
‘oneoccasion,as deadlines approached

and a Playmate was(I swear!) attend-
ing law school at Cambridge Univer-
sity, we feared that we would have to
forge hers based oninformation on the
original application that shedfilled out
for the photo department. Fortunately,
the Royal Mail (and the U.S.P.S.) came
throughin time and we werespared this
subterfuge.
Gretchen Edgren
Contributing Editor, Playboy

Holmes Beach, Fla,

Becauseof Playboy's uniqueability to
be perceived as harmless andplayful, it
is often regarded as the most pervasive
andinsidiousofall pornographic publi-
cations. It ought to have been noted,in
a reviewof Playboy's recent coffee-table
retrospective, complete with a collage of
nudephotographsfrom those pages, that
thisis a publication manyconsider to be
dedicated to theobjectification, prostitu-
tion, and degradation ofwomen.
Candace Margulies
Minneapolis, Minn.

THE COST OF IMMIGRATION

In noting the benefits of immigration
in general, John Cassidy neglects some
of the problemsofillegal immigration
(Comment, April 10th). Those now
flooding across our porous borders,
most ofwhom come from Mexico, are
generally poor,unskilled, and unassimi-
lated. Their marginalization began with
the corrupt Mexican government, but
their exploitation is continued by em-
ployers in the United States whoare in-
terested only in cheap laborand bigger
profits. Cassidy mentionsthe contribu-
tions ofillegal immigrants who work
for low wages,butfails to pointout the
enormouscosts to therest ofus, as they
overwhelm oursocial services, schools,
hospitals, and prisons.
Doris O’Brien
Senior Writing Fellow, Californiansfor

Population Stabilization
Santa Barbara, Calif.

Letters should be sent with the writer's name,
address, and daytime phone number via e-mail
to themail@newyorker.com. They can also be
faxed to 212-286-5047. Letters imay be edited
for length and clarity, and may be published in
any medium. All letters become the propert:
oF Te New Yorker cou all wos be tenened:
we regret that owing to the volumeof cor-
respondence we cannot reply to every letter.
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THIS WEEK ART including Rennie Harris and Tchaikovsky, Glinka, Cui,
La OUT OF AFRICA David Neumann,contribute Rachmaninoff, and Rimsky-
NIGHT LIFE newworks set to the music Korsakov at Carnegie
UNDER ONE ROOF

‘Thejam-band movement
exists largely outside the
world ofFM radio,the
screens ofMTV, and the
aisles ofyourlocal record
store. Fully experiencing the
genre’s signature extended
improvisationsis difficult
without, say, a summer to
spare. Butits top musicians,
including ex-members of
the Grateful Dead and
Phish and descendants of
Bob Marley, gather annually
for onelong party called the
Jammys,this year in the
Theatre at Madison Square
Garden.(See page 26.)

The workin “Snap
Judgments: New Positions
in Contemporary African
Photography,” now at the
International Center of
Photography, comes from
all over the continent and
offers a wildly intelligent
survey ofyoung artists—
Hala Elkoussy, from Egypt,
and Michael Tsegaye, from
Ethiopia,are future stars.
(See page 28.)

DANCE
SPRING RITES

In “Sourcing Stravinsky,”
at Dance Theatre Workshop,
several choreographers,

20 THE NEW YORKER, APRIL 24, 2006

of Igor Stravinsky. The
formerJudson Dance diva
‘YvonneRainer adapts
Balanchine's “Agon”in
“AG Indexical, with a Little
Help from H.M.’—that
is, Henry Mancini’s
“Pink Panther” theme—
for a female quartet.
(See page 35.)

CLASSICAL MUSIC
MOTHER RUSSIA.

The formidable mezzo-
soprano Olga Borodina
(with the bass IIdar
Abdrazakov) offers a
sweepingrecital ofRussian
songs and arias by Borodin,

Hall. (See page 38.)

MOVIES
THE SHORT VERSION

In France afterMay, 1968,
artists in all genres sought
new formsto contain the
vast new possibilities. Jacques
Rivette’s twelve-hour
“Out 1: NoliMe Tangere”
‘was oneattempt; Anthology
Film Archives presents
his four-and-a-half-hour
reductionofit, “Out 1:
Spectre.” (See page 42.)
 

The opening day ofLittle
League, in Prospect Park.

Photograph by Sylvia Plachy.
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THE THEATRE
OPENINGS AND PREVIEWS

Please call the phone number listed with the
theatre for tmetables andticket mformation,

THE CAINE MUTINY COURT-MARTIAL
David Schwimmer stars in a revival of Herman
Wouk’s 1954 play, based on his Pulitzer Prize-winning,
novel, about a naval licutenant ontral for mu-
tiny during the Second World War. Jerry Zaks di-
rects. In previews. (Schoenfeld, 236 W. 45th St.
212-239-6200.)
CORTEO

Cirque duSoleil comes to townwith a show about
a clown who imagines his funeral as a carnival.
Previews begin April 25. (Randall's Island Park.
800-678-5440.)

L-DE-SAC
‘Transport Group presents the world premiére
ofa new play by JohnCariani, which explores three
houscholds in one neighborhood. Previews begin
April 20. (Connelly, 220 E. 4th St. 212-352-3101.)
THE DROWSY CHAPERONE
Anew meta-musical, abouta the-
atre fan in a reverie over his fa-
vorite musical, starring Bob Mar-
tin and Sutton Foster. In previews.
(Marquis, Broadway at 45th St.
212-307-4100.)
FAITH HEALER
Ralph Fiennes, Cherry Jones, and
Tan McDiarmid star in a revival
of Brian Frie’s 1979play, about
aman with a gift for healing, his
long-suffering wife, andhis loyal
manager. Jonathan Kent directs.
In previews. (Booth, 222 W. 45th
St. 212-239-6200.)
FAUST
David Herskovits directs Target
Margin Theatre’s production of
parts one and twoof Goethe’s
masterpiece. Previews begin April
21. (Classic Stage Company, 136
E. 13th St. 212-279-4200.)
A FINE & PRIVATE PLACE

York Theatre Company presents
a musical fantasy about find-
ing lovein a cemetery, based on
the novel by Peter $. Beagle.
Gabriel Barre directs. In pre~
views. (York Theatre at St. Pe-
ter’s Church, Lexington Ave. at
S4th St. 212-868-4444.)
THE HISTORY BOYS

Nicholas Hytner directsAlan Ben-
nett’s tale of unruly British prep
schoolers and theideologically op-
posed teachers responsible for their
tutelage. In previews. OpensApril
23. (Broadhurst, 235 W. 44th St.
212-239-6200.)
HOT FEET
‘Maurice Hines conceived, direc-
ted,and choreographed this dance
musical set to the groovy tunes
of Earth, Wind& Fire, co-created
with Maurice White, Previews begin April 20. (Hil-
ton, 213 W. 42ndSt. 212-307-4100.)
‘J.A.P. CHRONICLES, THE MUSICAL

Written and composed by Isabel Rose, who also
stars, this musical, based on her novel, 1s about
stx former bunkmates at a campreunion,In pre-
views. (Perry Street Theatre, 31 Perry St. 212-
868-4444.)
LESTAT

‘The new musical based on Anne Rice’s “Vampire
Chronicles”features music by Elton John and lyr-
xcs by Bermee Taupin. In previews. Opens April 25.
(Palace, Broadway at 47th St. 212-307-4100.)
THE LIEUTENANT OF INISHMORE
Martin MeDonagh’s gory black comedy, about a ter
rorist from Galway whose beloved cat 1s found dead,
moves to Broadway, Previews begin April 19. (Ly-
ceum, 149 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200.)
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MARY STUART

‘ThePearl presents the play by Friedrich Schiller,
aboutthe execution of Mary, QucenofScots, upon
deerce byher cousin Queen Elizabeth. Directed by
Eleanor Holdridge. Previews begin April 20. (80
St. Marks PI. 212-598-9802.)
THE MISTAKES MADELINE MADE

Naked Angels presents a new comedyby Elizabeth
Meriwether (*Heddatron”), directed by Evan Cab-
net, about a young personal assistant with a fear
of bathing and a penchant for bad poets. In pre-
views. Opens April 23. (45 Below, at 45 Bleecker
St. 212-868-4444.)
SORE THROATS

Theatre for a New Audience presents the New York
premiére of a play by Howard Brenton, about a
womanwhose twenty-year marriage collapses. Evan
Yionoulis directs. Previews begin April 22. (The Duke
on 42nd St. 229 W. 42nd St. 212-239-6200.)
TARZAN
Disney's version of Edgar Rice Burroughs's classie
story comes to Broadway. With a book by David
Henry Hwang and music by Phil Collins. Bob
Crowley directs. In previews. (Richard Rodgers,
226 W. 46th St. 212-307-4747.)

  

The FrenchpopprojectNowvelle Vagueplays Irving Plaza.
THREE DAYS OF RAIN

Julia Roberts, Paul Rudd, and Bradley Cooper star
in a revival of Richard Greenberg's drama about sib-
lungs who unearth secretsabout their late father. Opens
April 19. (Bernard B. Jacobs, 242 W. 45th St. 212-
239-6200.)
THE THREEPENNY OPERA

The Roundabout Theatre Companypresents the
operetta by Bertolt Brecht and Kurt Weill, adapted
by Wallace Shawn. Starring Alan Cumming, Cyndi
Lauper, and Nellie McKay. Scott Elhott dieects. In
previews. Opens April 20. (Studio 54, at 254
W. 54thSt. 212-719-1300.)
THE WEDDING SINGER
A musical based on the 1998 movie, about a wedding,
singer whofalls n love with a bride'to-be in New Jer
sey in the eighnes. John Rando dirccts. In previews.
(Al Hirschfeld, 302'W. 45th St. 212-239-6200.)

 

NOW PLAYING

AWAKE AND SING!

Clifford Odets’s 1935 drama focusses on a Jewish
family in the Bronx during the Depression. Star-
ring Lauren Ambrose, Ben Gazzara, Mark Ruffalo,
and Zoé Wanamaker. (Belasco, 111 W. 44th St.
212-239-6200.)
BASED ON A TOTALLY TRUE STORY

Manhattan Theatre Club presents a new play by
Roberto Aguirre-Sacasa, about a young comic-book
wniter on the verge of fame. (131 W. 55th St. 212-
581-1212.)
LOS BIG NAMES

Adopting the physicality of an overcaffeinated ani-
matron, Marga Gomez, withprickly buoyancy, stages
a textured one-womanshow about the outlandish
variety-show performers she called Mom and Dad,
as well asher own nonstarter attempts at Hollywood
fame. As a Latina lesbian in show business, Gomez
has had her share of frustrations, but her perfor-
mance, patched together with memories, riffs, and
flights of fancy, elias farce from moments of disap-

pomntment and finds dignity in ep-
isodes offarce. Even inthe show's
comic climax, a re-creation of her
bitpart m the sa-fi bomb“Sphere,”
the ghosts of her flamboyant pat-
ents are standing by, pressing her
to carry on the family’s cracked
legacy. (47th Strect Theatre, 304
W. 47th St. 212-239-6200.)
DEVIL LAND

The world premidre of a play
based onthe true story of the
1999 kidnapping ofa twelve-year-
old Bronxgirl, written by Desi
Moreno-Penson (Urban Stages,
259 W. 30th St. 212-868-4444.)
FESTEN
‘The American premitre of a play
by David Eldridge, adapted from
the 1998 Dogmefilm“The Cele-
bration,”starring Larry Brygeman,
Jeremy Sisto, Michael Hayden, Alt
MacGraw, and Julianna Margu-
lies (Music Box, 239 W. 45th St.
212-239-6200.)
‘GUARDIANS
According, to Peter Morris’s po-
Iitical drama, all the world’s a
Teather bar andall the players in
the war on terror—Bush andBlair,
journalists and their subjects, tor-
turers and their detainees—are
merely tops and bottomsin a
global gameof $ & M.In braid-
ing together the monologues
of twocharacters, one a thinly
verled Lynndte England (Kather-
ine Moennig, from “The LWord”),
the other a gleefully amoral Brit-
ish tabloid reporter (Lee Pace),
Mornis teases some provocative
imageryout of his essentally re-
ductionist schema. However, he
tends to answer his ownpointed
questions about relative power

and guilt before they've had the chance to linger.
(Culture Project, 45 Bleecker St. 212-307-4100.)
THE IMPORTANCE OF ING EARNEST

Lynn Redgrave stars as Lady Bracknell in Oscar
Wilde’s play, in a Theatre Royal Bath/Peter Hall
Companyproduction.Sir Peter Hall directs. (BAM’s
Harvey Theatre, 651 Fulton St. 718-636-4100.)
A JEW GROWSIN BROOKLYN
‘An autobiographical musical comedy about the
familyof the playwright, Jake Ehrenreich (who
also stars). (American Theatre of Actors, 314
W. 54th St. 212-352-3101.)
LANDSCAPE OF THE BODY

Signature Theatre Companypresents a play by
John Guare, set in GreenwichVillage in the seven-
ines, starring Lili Taylor and Sherie ReneScott. (Re-
viewed in this issue.) (Peter Norton Space, 555
W. 42nd St. 212-352-3101.)
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Spa services await you in

our Arrivals Lounge.
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has the services of a spa. You can step off the plane and straight into a shower, a robe, even a Molton Brown facial - all while
your suit is being pressed. Our goalis simple: to deliver the best service you could ask for, without you having to ask. So whether

you're enjoying a gourmetmeal, or our infinitely more comfortable flat bed, we think you'll find our businessclass like no other.

<—
Visit ba.com/clubworld Business class is different on BRITISH AIRWAYS. 



 

CRITIC'S NOTEBOOK
THE NAN DIARIES

For anyone who’sfollowed
Nan Goldin’s career
since the mid-eighties, when
thestartlingly intimate
photographsthat she
published as “TheBallad of
Sexual Dependency” turned
this undergroundhero into
an art-world sensation, her
current show at Matthew
Marks is especially painful
to see. Thegallery has
mounted a numberof
Goldin’s color photographs,

 

including moodylandscapes,
two shaky self-portraits,
andseveral pictures of
melodramatically stormy
skies. But these framed pieces
are primarily a prelude and
a footnoteto a three-screen
projectionofstill and moving
imagesthat conflates the
history of St. Barbara with
that of Goldin’s troubled
sister, Barbara (who threw
herselfunder train atthe
age ofeighteen), and of
Goldin herself (filmed in a
rehab facility, stubbing
lit cigarettes outin the
alreadywounded flesh ofher
forearm). Goldin’s backsliding
into drug use has been the
subtext ofmuch ofherwork
overthepast decade. Here, it
becomesthe subject ofa
moreexplicitly confessional
show that is nearly as
maddeningas it is
heartbreaking. No one can
be as merciless with Goldin
as sheis with herself, but
that doesn’t make the
spectacle anyeasier to bear.

—VinceAletti

ON THE LINE

‘The actor-playwright Joe Roland’s peppery dia-
logue captures the infectious comic energyof mas-
culine friendship, especially in his early scenes,
which follow three rebellious boysfrom playground
pugilismto riotous adolescence and beyond. As
adults, the friends remain in their blue-collar town,
working, drinking, and reliving their hell-raising
youth, When a labor strike galvanizes the factory
where the three work, 1t drives a wedge between
unionist Dev (Roland) and ambitious Mikey(David
Prete), whocrosses over to the management side—
thrusting Jimmy(John Zibell) into the peacemak-
er’s role. Though the playwright allows a note of
melodrama toinfiltrate his second act, hus strong
ear for dialogue makes the characters so engaging
that their spontaneity succeeds in transcending the
plot’s constraints. Directed byPeter Sampieri and
presented by Make Nichols. (CherryLane, 38 Com-
merce St. 212-239-6200. Through April 23.)
SANDRA BERNHARD:

EVERYTHING BAD AND BEAUTIFUL

Sandra Bernhard’s latest act is a sort of confidence
trick, selling the thrill of badness while picking the
publics pocket. Bernhard is a connoisseur of sous,
but her comic masquerade does httle to hide the
envyshe feels for most of the things she mocks.
She works hard at bemg msouciant, but, in fact,
her soi-disant material 1s unfocused and defanged.
Bernhard seems to have almost nothing to say—
only the power tosayit venomously. This isn’t com-
dy; it’s vamping. (Reviewed mour issuc of 4/17/06.)
(Daryl Roth, 101 E, 15th St. 212-239-6200.)
SHOW PEOPLE

In this jolly, well-turned romp, two old troupers
(the expert Lawrence Pressmanand Debra Monk)
are hired to pose for a weekend as the parents of
a quirky young tycoon(Ty Burrell), who is about
topop the question tohis fiancée (the droll Judy
Greer). Paul Wertz’s new play (directed byPeter
Askin) 1s an affectionate examinationof artifice,
acting, and the state of the profession with some
damned-good farcical twists. (Second Stage, 307
W. 43rd St. 212-246-4422.)
STUFF HAPPENS

David Hare’s drama aboutthe Iraq war hasits New
York premiére at the Pubhe. Directed by Daniel Sul-
livan. (425 Lafayette St. 212-239-6200.)
33 TO NOTHING

‘Tensionssimmer among the members of a Lower
East Side rock band, in a musteal play by Grant
James Varjas, whoalso stars as Gray, the group’s
‘emotionally adolescentfront man. Gray’s petulance
stems in part fromhis unresolved feelings for his
ex-boyfriend, Bri (Preston Clarke), who, as luck
would haveit,is also in the band; duringone par-
ticularly unproductive jamsession, their problems
finally come to a head and begin to tear the group
apart. The show’s low-key vibe makes a welcome
variation on the overamplified grandeur of most
rock mustcals—though it proves here to be a dif=
ficult match for high drama. (Bottle Factory, 195
E. 3rd St. 212-868-4444.)
TRYST

In the British playwright Karoline Leach’s subtle,
provocative play (well directed by Joe Brancato),
the handsome George Love (Maxwell Caulfield) is
the con man; Adelaide Pinchin (the outstanding
Amelia Campbell) is a trustng and lonelymulliner
who1s frank about her homehness, As Campbell
plays her, Adclaide has a clear-eyed, compelling, de-
cency, which gets under George's shellac of savoir
faire. The achievement of “Tryst” is to open a win-
dow onto George’s psychotic deadness, as well as
ontoAdelaide's oversized heart. The narrative cap-
tures something that1s rarely acknowledged in life:
the envy that makes it impossible for some wounded
souls to show gratitude or to accept goodness when
it is finally offered. (4/17/06) (Promenade, Broad-
wayat 76th St. 212-239-6200.)

   

  

  

Also Playing

AVENUE 9: Golden, 252 W. 45th St. 212-239-
6200. BAREFOOT IN THE PARK: Cort, 138 W. 48th
St.212-239-6200.BRIDGE & TUNNEL: Helen Hayes,
240 W. 44th St. 212-239-6200. DouBT:Walter Kerr,
219 W. 48th St 212-239-6200. ENTERTAINING MR.

 

SLOANE: Laura Pels, 111 W. 46th St. 212-719-
1300. GEORGE M. COHAN TONIGHT: Irish Rep-
ertory, 132 W. 22nd St. 212-727-2737. GREY GAR-
DENS: Playwnghts Horizons, 416 W. 42nd St.
212-279-4200. ThroughApril 23. HAIRSPRAY: Neil
Simon, 250 W. 52nd St. 212-307-4100, JACQUES
BREL IS ALIVE AND WELL AND LIVING IN PARIS:
Zipper, 336 W. 37th St. 212-239-6200. JERSEY
BOYS: August Wilson, 245 W. 52nd St. 212-239-
6200. THE LIGHT IN THE PIAZZA: Vivian Beau-
mont, Lincoln Center. 212-239-6200. THE PAJAMA
GAME: Amenican Airlines Theatre, 227 W. 42nd
St. 212-719-1300, RED LIGHT WINTER: Barrow
Street Theatre, 27 Barrow St. 212-239-6200. A
SAFE HARBOR FOR ELIZABETH BISHOP: S9F59,
at 59 E, 59th St. 212-279-4200. SARAH, PLAIN
AND TALL: Lucille Lortel, 121 Christopher St. 212-
279-4200. SWEENEY TODD: Fugene O'Neill, 230
W. 49th St. 212-239-6200. THE 25TH ANNUAL
PUTNAM COUNTY SPELLING BEE: Circle in the
Square, 50th St. between Broadway and Fighth
Ave. 212-239-6200. WELL: Longacre, 220 W. 48th
St. 212-239-6200.

  

 

NIGHT LIFE
ROCK AND POP

Musicians and night-club proprietors live com-
plated lwves; it’s advisable to call abead to
confirmengagements.

B. B. KING BLUES CLUB & GRILL

237W.42nd St. (212-997-4144)—April 21: Baa Bleck,
whohas parlayed banjo virtuostty and matinée-idol
looks into a successful recording career, stops by
with songs fromhis latest release, “The Hidden
Land.” He and his Flecktones have a tendency to
uptoe perilously close to jazz-fusion territory, but
for the most part they offer mildly challenging,
good-naturedinstrumental music, April 22: Little
Feat. Although this great Southern-fried band has
never been the same since the death of its leader,
Lowell George, in. 1979, rt always makes up in en=
thusiasm what it lacks in inspiration
CBGB & OMFUG
315 Bowery, at BleeckerSt, (212-982-4052}—April
20: King Missile, the gaggle of downtown wise-
acres led by John S. Hall that gave the world “Jesus
Was WayCool,” “Take Stuff from Work,” and the
1992 modern-rock hit “Detachable Penis,” returns
for more absurd fun. They'll be jomed by God Is
My Co-Pilot for anearlysalvo in the farewell sa-
lute to this storied punk-rock venue, which 1s sched-
ulled to close m October.
GREEN APPLE MUSIC & ARTS FESTIVAL

‘The neo-hippies among us get down to business
with a new gathering in honor ofEarth Day(see
Above and Beyond), More thanthirty of the city’s
clubsare hosting a wide varietyof music from April
20 to April 23. For details, visit www:greenapple-
musicandartsfestival.com, Those who want to catch
manyof the artists in one place (and whohave five
hours to spare) should check out the Jammys (sce
the Theatre at Madison Square Garden).
IRVING PLAZA

17Irving Pl, at 15th St. (212-777-6800}—Apnl
21: Nouvelle Vague 1s 2 French pop project (two
male producers, a bevy of youngfemale singers)
thatgives New Wave and post-punk songs
the early eighties a seductive bossa-nova spin. Their
eponymous début album transforms“Too Drunk
to Fuck,” “Guns of Brixton,” “Love Will Tear Us
Apart,” and various other Doc Martens standards
into dinner-party-friendlyfare. April 22: Bdla Fleck
and the Flecktones. (See the B. B. King Blues Club
& Grill.) April 25: Taking Back Sunday, emo-punks
from Amityville
ISSUE PROJECT ROOM

400 Carroll St., Brooklyn (718-330-0313}—Apnil
21: Mdomane, a Brooklyn-based collective known
for mtncate pop songs with chamber-musie flour
ishes, sets up shop in this converted silo beside the z
Gowanus Canalto celebrate the release of its third ©
CD, “Glaciers.” The singing, which is done bythe 8
Pantan-bomfront man Pee de Gallande and the
bassist Daria Klotz, nses to adventurous peaks, and
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the rest of the band—a cellist, a keyboardist, a drum-
mer, and often a violinist and comnettist—gives the
material a cinematic lushness. On “Glaciers,” the
songs move with a deliberate force that befits the al-
bum’ title.
JOE'S PUB

425 Lafayette St. (212-539-8777)—April 24: The
artist Ben Katchor and the musician Mark Mulcahy
present “The Rosenbach Company,” a wholly ong-
mal piece of musical theatre that uses drawings and
songs to tell the story of two brothers, Dr. A. S. W.
andPhilip Rosenbach. The owo were leading col-
lectors of books and decorative-art objects in the
first half of the twentieth century, and their home
imPhiladelphia, which is now a museum, includes
a bookcase that once belonged to Herman Melville,
manuscripts for Joyce’s “Ulysses” andConrad's “Lord
Jim,” and thousands of drawings bythe children’s-
book author Maurice Sendak.
MAKOR
35 W. 67thSt. (212-601-1000)—Led bythe Penn-
sylvania native and multi-nstrumentalist (tn whis-
tle, banjo, fiddle) Scamus Egan, Solas has become
oneof the most acclaimed American bands on
the contemporary Celtic-music scene. Egan’s broad
experience (he’s performed with everyonefrom
Ralph Stanley to VernonReid) and his band mem-
bers’ virtuositykeep the music as bracing as a
shotof Bushmills. The group, which 1stouring in
celebrationof its tenth anniversary, is here on
April 20.
MERCURY LOUNGE
217 E, Houston St. (212-260-4700)—April 19: Jon
Langford, the irrepressible Mekons front man,
swings by with his current band, Ship& Pilot, fea”
turing veterans of the Mekons and Pere Ubu as
well asa violinist, Jean Cook. Thesilken-vorced
Sally Timms, another Mekons member, will also
be onhand.

$.0.B.'S

204 Varick St. at W. Houston St, (212-243-4940)—
Apnil 20: Aphrodesia, an eleven-piece Afro-beat en-
semble from San Francisco, builds driving dance
music in the traditionof Fela Kuti, keeping, polities
close to the heart.Butthey have their own approach,
throwing in environmental consciousness(they tour
ina bus that runs on vegetable oil) and a female
lead singer, Lara Maykovich, the co-founder of the
group. April 25: Hugh Masekela. Nearly forty years
after “Grazing in the Grass” topped the R. & B.
charts, the South African soul-jazz master still knows
howto get a crowdto us feet, and keep it there.
THEATRE AT MADISON SQUARE GARDEN

Seventh Ave. at 33rdSt. (212-307-7171)—April 20:
“The sixth annual Jammys kick off the inaugural run
ofthe Green Apple Music & Arts Festival. (See
above.) The Grateful Dead drummers MickeyHart
and Kreutzmann top bill of some three dozen
musicians, including Stephen and Ky-Mani Marley,
Charlie Musselwhite, Peter Frampton, Richie Ha-
vens, and Baba Maal, whoare gathering to offer
thanks to the gods of improvisation. April 21: The
indefatigable pop-rap act the Black Eyed Peas. The
burlesque vixens the Pussycat Dolls bare their mid-
riffs to open the show. April 24: The legendarysinger
and irascible Belfast native Van Morrisonheads deep
intothe back hills of American country music with
his latest albumof covers, “Pay the Devil.”
TONIC
107 Norfolk St. (212-358-7503)—April 21: The
Spires Thatin the Sunset Rise, a riveting all-female
quartet from Chicago, play dark folk-tnged mel-
odies full of unexpected dissonances. The band
members shift constantly between a wide variety
ofinstruments, including harp, guitar, cello, drums,
harmonium, banjo, spike fiddle, and bells, and, like
sisters (in fact, two of them are sisters), the Spires
seemto share a secret form of communication.

  

  

Alsoonthe bill is the Brooklyn-based ensemble
Barbez, whose gothic cabaret takes listeners deep
intothe umaginaryrecesses of Eastern Europe. April
23: Brewed by Noon, which is led by the drum-
mer Sean Noonanand features the Senegalese bass-
ist and vocalist Thierno Camara and the guitarists
Aram Bajakian and Jon Madof, couples progres-
sive jazz with African rhythms. The group just fin-
ished recording second album, “N.Y,” with the

‘Ip of Mare Rabot, Mat Manert, Abdoulaye Di-
abate, and Susan McKeown.Here the bassist and
free-funk prophet Jamaaladeen Tacuma, who's
played with Omette Coleman’s Prime ‘Time (and
more recently with the Philadelphia hip-hop group
the Roots), adds heat to an already potent mux.
WEBSTER HALL

125 E. 11thSt. (212-353-1600)—April 20: The
English export Elbow plays sincere and expansive
popfull of drawn-out vocals and tortured lyrics.
April 22: The DresdenDolls, a theatrical Boston-
based duo, come to town with a new album full
of songs about everything from sex-change opera-
tnonsto hotel mmubars.The piano-and-drum combo
maxes Weimar-era aesthetics (pancake makeupand
bowlers) with angst-drenched lyrics and fearsome
percussion. Before the band took off, Amanda
Palmer, the group's pianist and main songwriter,
used to mesmerize crowds in Harvard Square as
an eight-foot living statue clad in a wedding gown.
Thoughno longer silent, she’s everybit as tower-
ing and hypnotic on stage.

  

   

 

JAZZ AND STANDARDS

ALGONQUIN HOTEL
59 W. 44th St. (212-840-6800)—Through May
13: The chanteuse Karen Akers focusses on the
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songwriting teamof John Kander andFred Ebb,
the men whoassured us that life 1s a cabaret.
IRDLAND.

315 W. 44th St. (212-581-3080)—April 19-21:
Stepping out of ManhattanTransfer for a few
nights, the singer Janis Siegel presents selections
from her new album, “A Thousand Beautaful Things,”
in whichshe puts a Latin spin on contemporary
work byBjork, Suzanne Vega, Paul Simon,and
others.
BLUE NOTE

131 W, 3rd St., nearSrxthAve, (212-475-8592)—
April 18-23: A double bill with the quartet of
RonCarter, jazz’s premier bassist, and the effer-
vescentsinger Karrin Allyson, whose latest release,
“Footprints,” features classic jazz songs with new
lyrics.
CARLYLE HOTEL
MadisonAve. at 76th St. (212-744-1600}—Mary
Cleere Haran, a great performer who mixes barbed
comicobservation with genuine scholarly enthusiasm
for the creators of the Great American Songbook,
takes over the Café Carlyle through Apnl 29.
DIZZY'S CLUB COCA-COLA

Broadwayat 60th St. (212-258-9595)—April 18-
23: An amalgam of Chare Parker, Johnny Hodges,
andArt Pepper, the saxophonist Frank Morgan has
a luscioustone and an authentic bebop sensibility.
His quartet here is fronted by the pianist John
Hicks.
FEINSTEIN'S AT THE REGENCY

540 ParkAve.,at 61st St. (212-339-4095)}—April
18-29: The glamorous actress Diahann Carroll
may have had a high-camp turn in the eighties
television series “Dynasty,” but her musical expe-
riencestretches back decades. She made her Broad-
waydébut in the 1954 production of Harold
Arlen and Truman Capote’s “House of Flowers,”
and she won a Tony Award in 1962 for her role

 

in Richard Rodgers’s show “NoStrings.” This is
her first NewYork club appearance in forty
years.
iRIDIUM
1650 Broadway,at Sst St. (212-582-2121 }—April
20-23: The guitarist Pat Martino’s biggest in-
fluence is Wes Montgomery. On Martino’s new
album, “Remember,” he offers his own takes on
“Road Song,”“West Coast Blues,” and other Wes
classics.
JAZZ STANDARD

116 E. 27th St. (212-576-2232}—April 18-20:
David Liebman. The prodigious saxophonist’s quar-
tet has two long-term members, the guitarist Vie
Juris and the bassist Tony Marino, who, after a
decadeof collaboration, can virtually read their
leader's serpentine thoughts. April 21-23: Richie
Cole and the Alto Madness Orchestra. Once the
fastest altoist in town, Cole resurfaces toreclaim
hus bebop crown.
VILLAGE VANGUARD
178SeventhAve.S., at 11th St. (212-255-4037)—
Apnl 18-23 and April 25-30: The subtly com-
manding and influential guitar stylist Bill Frisell
keeps countless musical ensembles in the air at
once. His compact quartet with Greg Tardy on
saxophone and Ron Miles on trumpetis among,
his most satisfying. The Vanguard Jazz Orches-
tra holds sway on Mondays.
ZEBULON
258 Wythe Ave., between Metropolitan Ave. and
N.3rd St. Williamsburg, Brooklyn (718-217-
6934)—Apnil 19: A blend of stories and songs
from Polly Cotton, which features Shelley Hirsch,
whohas been called a “woman of a thousand
voices,” and the Swiss composer andpianist Simon
Ho(a:k.a. Hostetler). April 23: The saxophon-
ist Michael Blake’s group Free Association 1s his
longest-running ensemble; it’ filled withstellar

 

improvisers. April 24: Ron Miles, The Denver
trumpeter and composer, taking a busman’s hol-
idayduring a two-week’ engagement at the Vil-
lage Vanguardwith Bill Frisell, hits Brooklyn with
a quintet of his own.
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MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

 

METROPOLITAN. MUSEUM
Fifth Ave. at 82nd St. (212-535-7710)—The after-
math of Hurncane Katrina and forgotten stems from
the Met's storerooms meet in what Kara Walkercalls
“the story of MuckThis sad and delicate showy t-
tled “After the Deluge,” mixes Walker’s owngrue-
somelysatirical silhouettes, gouaches, and writings
with a rangeof historical works to produce a med-
itation on death bywater and the indelible stain of
American racial obsessions. Through July 30. ¢
“Samuel Palmer: Vision and Landscape.” A major
retrospective, co-organized with the British Mu-
seum, reviews the work of the Romantic-era land-
scape painter Samuel Palmer (1805-81). Through
May 29. ¢ “A ‘Taste for Opulence: Sevres Porce-
lain from the Collection.” Through Aug. 13. ¢
“Hatshepsut: From Queen to Pharaoh.” Through
July 9. ¢ “The Fabric of Life: Ikat Textiles of In-
donesia.” Through Sept. 24. ¢ “Warriors of the
Himalayas: Rediscovering the Armsand Armor of
“Tibet.” ThroughJuly 2. (Open Tuesdays through
Sundays, 9:30 to 5:30, and Friday and Saturday
evenings until 9.)
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART

11 W, 53rd St. (212-708-9400)—“Edvard Munch:
‘The Modern Life of the Soul” is the first Amer-
ican museum retrospective of the Norwegian art-
ist (1863-1944) in thirty years. Through May
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CRITIC'S NOTEBOOK
THE LAST DON

Thefinal new productions
ofJoseph Volpe’s long reign
as the general manager of
the Metropolitan Opera
have dramatized the need
for a changingof the guard.
First camea staging of

 

Tchaikovsky's “Mazeppa”
that amountedtoa garish
disaster—Russian history
filtered through Las Vegas
surrealism. (Operagoerswill
notsoonforget, no matter
howhardthey try, the sight
ofOlga Guryakova,as
Maria, running around in
circles with her father’s
severed head.) Now playing
is a quaintly appointed,
overstuffed “Don Pasquale”
thatalready looks as though
it had been gathering dust
in the warehousefor years.
Otto Schenk’s direction
is too frantic, but the singers
have fun. Anna Netrebko
lavishes her creamytone
andsly smile on the character
ofNorina, tripping overthe
fioritura here andthere.
Juan Diego Florez lends his
athletic elegance to Ernesto;
SimoneAlaimo amiably
barks thetitle role. The
brilliant Polish baritone
Mariusz Kwiecien,singing
Dr. Malatesta, appears to be
auditioningsubliminally
for the part ofDon Giovanni
(sign him up). The Volpe

era concludes with a gala on
May20:lots of stars, no
pretenseoftheatre.

—Alex Ross

8. ¢ In “Without Boundary: Seventeen Ways of
Looking,” artists from Islamic backgrounds ex-
amunetheir cultures and homelands, mostly from
afar. Unexpectedly, perhaps, womenreign. In-
cluded are works by Mona Hatoum,Shirin Ne-
shat, Ghada Amer, Shahzia Sikander, Shirazeh
Houshiary, Emily Jacir, and Marjane Satrapi.
‘Through May 22. #The retrospective “John Szar-
kowski: Photographs” presents work bythecritic
and curator (he worked at MOMAfor almostthirty
years), from Midwestern scenes of the nmetcen-
fornes through a 2002 shottaken in upstate New
York. Through May15. ¢ “On-Site: New Archi-
tecture in Spam.” Through May 1. (Open Wednes-
days through Mondays, 10:30 to 5:30, and Frr-
day evenmgsuntil 8.)
GUGGENHEIM MUSEUM
Fifth Ave, at 89th St, (212-423-3500)—“David
Smith: A Centennial.” Smith(1906-65)parlayed
hus experiences as a welder, an employeeof the
Studebaker company, a painter, and an acolyte
of the Cubist movement into tremendoussteel
sculptures that were championed by Clement
Greenberg and have become emblems of Amer
can modernism.Through May 14. (Open Satur-
days through Wednesdays, 10 to 5:45, and Fri-
days, 10 to 8.)
WHITNEY MUSEUM OF AMERICAN ART

Madison Ave.at 75th St. (800-944-8639}—Phulippe
Vergne and Chnssie Iles curated “Day for Night.”
the 2006 Biennial. More thana hundredartists are
represented, including Pierre Huyghe, Marilyn,
Minter, Sturtevant, and Troy Brauntuch, Through.
May28. (Open Wednesdays,Thursdays, and week-
ends, 11 to 6, and Fridays, 1 to 9.)
BROOKLYN MUSEUM OF ART

200 Eastern Parkway (718-638-5000)—*William
‘Wegman: Funney/Strange.” This major retrospec~
tive goes beyondclever, anthropomorphic photo-
graphs ofWermaraners (though those are here, too)
with forty years of the artist's paintings, drawings,
videos, and films. Through May 28. ¢ “Symphonic
Poem: The Art of Aminah Brenda Lynn Robin-
son.” ThroughAug, 13. (Open Wednesdays through
Fridays, 10 to 5, and weekends, 11 to 6.)
AMERICAN MUSEUM OF NATURAL HISTORY

Central Park W. at 79thSt. (212-769-5100)—“Dar-
win” traces the discoveries and influence of the
great naturalist (1809-82) with, among otherthings,
a re-creationofhis study, samples of fossils he col-
ected, and hive specimens of tortoises, frogs, and
iguanas like those that he encountered in the Ga-
lapagos Islands. Through Aug. 20. ¢ “The Butter
fly Conservatory: Tropical Butterflies Alive in Win-
ter” 1s back for theeighth year. Through May29.
(Open daily, 10 to 5:45.)
ASIA SOCIETY

Park Ave. at 70th St. (212-288-6400)—Thus year
marks the fifticth anniversary of the founding of
the Asia Society, which celebrates the occasion with
“A Passion for Asia: The Rockefeller Family Col-
lects,” a showhonoringits patrons. ThroughSept.
3. (OpenTuesdays through Sundays, 11 to 6, and
Friday evenings until 9.)
DAHESH MUSEUM OF ART

580 Madison Ave., at 57thSt. (212-759-0606)—
“Stories to Tell: Masterworks from the Kelly Col-
lection ofAmerican Illustration.” Through May 21.
(OpenTuesdays through Sundays, 11 to 6.)
FRICK COLLECTION

LE. 70th St. (212-288-0700}—“Goya’s Last Works.”
Through May14, ¢ The Frick is effecting a rare

nion ofthe five large-scale allegorical paintings
Paolo Veronese (1528-88) currently in Ameri-

‘can museums. Twoalready reside at the Frick; the
others travelled from the Met and the Los Ange-
Jes County Muscum of Art.ThroughJuly 16. (Open
Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 to 6, and Sundays,
11 to5. The Goya exhibition galleries will stay
open until 8 on Friday evenings for the duration
of the show.)
INTERNATIONAL CENTER

OF PHOTOGRAPHY

1133 Sixth Ave, at 43rd St. (212-857-0000)—
“Snap Judgments: New Positions in Contemporary
African Photography.” Through May 28. (Open
Tuesdays through Thursdays, and weekends, 10 to
6, and Endays, 10 to8.)

  

   

by 

MUSEO DEL BARRIO

Fifth Ave. at 104th St. (212-831-7272}—“Felix
Gonzalez-Torres: Early Impressions.” Through
May21. (Open Wednesdays through Sundays, 11
to 5.)
MUSEUM OF BIBLICAL ART

Broadwayat 6 Ist St.(212-408-1500)—*This An-
guished World of Shadows: Georges Rouault’s
Miserere et Guerre.” Rouault was born in 1871,
in a basement where his mother took refuge dur
ing the violent last days of the Paris Commune.
Throughouthis life, he meditated on the suffer-
ings of ordinary people during wartime, specif-
cally in his print series “Miserere et Guerre,” ex-
ecuted in two parts during and after the First World
‘War. Thefifty-cight aquatint, drypoint, and hehio-
gravure images, presented here with several oil
studies in color, exemplify what Rouault called
“outrageous lyricism.” The through-hneof the se-
nes 1s Chnist’s passion, interspersed with brood-
ing, expressionistic portraits of workers, soldiers,
mothers, mourners, and the artist’s iconic, dement™
edly grinning kings. Through May28. (Open Tues-
days through Sundays, 10 to 6, and Thursdayeve-
nings unt 8.)
MUSEUM OF THE CITY OF NEW YORK
Fifth Ave. at 103rd St, (212-534-1672)—*Trans-
formed by Light: The New York Night,” an cxhi-
bition that considers the impact ofelectrical lights
oncity life, whether mn office buildings or homes,
in neon signs or on the Rockefeller Center Christ”
mas tree. Through May7. # “Timescapes” com-
presses four hundred years ofNew York City history
into a twenty-two-minute presentation of morphing
mapsand archival photographs. It an absorbing
biography of the metropolis, neatly organized into
chapters that outline the aty’s explosion out into
its five boroughs, up into skyscrapers, and down
into the subwaysystem. Ongoing. # “On the Couch:
Cartoons from The NewYorker” presents almost
eightyyears’ worthof psychoanalytic humor.Through
July 26. (Open Tuesdays through Sundays, 10
to 5.)
NEUE GALERIE

1048 FifthAve., at 86th St. (212-628-6200)—“Klee
in America.” Through May 22. (Open ‘Thursdays,
andSaturdays through Mondays, 11 to 6, and Fri
days, 11 to 9.)
RUBIN MUSEUM OF ART

150 W. 17th St. (212-620-5000}—Tantric Bud-
dhism is an ancient spintual practice inspired by
the “‘crazy wisdom” ofascetic siddhas, those ren-
egade monks and(less frequently) nuns who are
described politely as enlightened nonconformists
andbluntly as degenerate misfits. “Holy Madness:
Portraits of Tantric Siddhas” presents these color-
ful characters in paintings, mandalas, and statues,
mostly from Tibet. It does one good to contem=
plate them. Virupa, “the Ugly One,” 1s famous for
having stopped the sun in the skyto avoid paying
hisbar tab. Tilopa was a pimp, butalsothe founder
of a revered lineage of teachers. Chandragomin,
“the Grammarian,” was said to bring divine im
ages tohfe by talking tothem. Through Sept. 4.
(Open Mondays and Thursdays, 11 to 5, Wednes-
days, 11 to 7, Frndays, 11 to 10, and weekends, 11
to 6.)

 

 

 

  

GALLERIES-UPTOWN

Galleries are usually open Tuesdays through
Saturdays, from around 10 or 11 to between 5
and 6; please call the gallery for exact hours.

JOAN COLOM
The first American show bythis eighty-four-year-
old Spanish photographer consists of sixteen small
black-and-white pictures of prostitutes and their
customers in a Barcelona red-light distnct. Taken
surreptitiously between 1958 and 1961, the photos
undercut the furtive, voyeuristic quality of
surveillance shots with a slysense of complicity. In
several images, Colom seems toidentify with the
roguish glances or rude gestures of men, and he
clearly enjoys the atmosphere ofteasing avaulabity
and abandon. More saucythan sleazy, Colom’s
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work has a noir romanticism that suggests Robert
Frank’s Times Square as interpreted by Federico
Fellini, Through April 29, (Laurence Miller, 20
W. 57th St. 212-397-3930.)

Short List

PETER BEGLEY: Salander-O’Reilly, 20 E. 79th St.
212-879-6606. Through April 22. DANNY LYON:
Houk,745 Fifth Ave., at 57th St. 212-750-7070.
Through April 22. SALLY MANN: Gagosian, 980.
Madison Ave., at 76th St. 212-744-2313. Through
‘April 22. EDWARD SOREL: Davis & Langdale,
231 E. 60th St. 212-838-0333. Through April
22. CARL VAN VECHTEN: Cummins, 699 Mad-
ison Ave., at 62nd St. 212-688-6441. Through
May6.

 

GALLERIES-CHELSEA.

CHANSCHATZ

Thecollaborative duo ChanSchatz (Ene Chan
and Heather Schatz) began this project by nvit-
ing two groups of participants—their meatpack-
ng-district neighbors and soldiers in Trag—to
choose the elements of thar art-to-be from sev-
eral formal menus. Respondents picked color
swatches, jewellike geometric shapes, and atmo-
spheric phrases like “expansionin physical space”
or “visions of utopia.” ChanSchatz put at all to-
gether, and had the results screen-printed onsilk.
Unfortunately, you would never know thisto look
at the show; the popular consensus evidently fa-
vors big, splashy panels that look like blown-up
details from computer-generated superhero car-
toons. Through April 29. (Audicllo, 526 W. 26th
St. 212-675-9082.)
TANJA ALEXIA HOLLANDER /

LIGORANO/REESE

Hollander’s show of color photographs of land-
scapes and sky opens on April 22; on the same
day, Nora Ligorano and Marshall Reese'ssculp-
ture of one word—*Democracy”—is installed.
TheHollander show 1s up through May 27; the
duration of the Ligarano/Reese project will de-
pend onthe temperature, though a portfolio of re-
lated images onpolitical themes will be on dis-
play through May 13. (Kempner, 501 W. 23rd St.
212-206-6872.)
RICHARD MISRACH

In the absence ofa carcer-spanning museum ret-
rospective, “Chronologies,” a shrewdly edited,
handsomely installed exhubition oflandscape work
from 1975 to 2004, will have to satisfy Misrack’s
many fans. Although there are pictures from Egypt
and Hawaii, the show underlines the California
photographer’s passionate commitmentto the
ruined magnificence of the American West. A
contemporary classicist, Misrach photographs sand
dunes, Hiourtzins, tram tricks, andburned clouds
with a reverence that recalls Timothy O'Sullivan
and Ansel Adams, but he doesn’t overlook the
desert’s many abandoned nuclear-test sites, rotting
livestock dumps, and unexploded mortar shells.
Through Apnl 22. (PaceWildenstem, 534 W. 25th
St. 212-929-7000.)
JULES OLITSKI

‘A sampler of monumental canvases and Corten-
steel sculptures from the early seventies shows
Olitski as an abstraconist ona heroic scale who
gently refuses the heroic part. Gluey and ashen,
with streaks of dirty-bright color peeping through,
Ins acrylic impasto quietly deflates the Sturm und
Drang of New York School gestures; the rusted
curves ofhis floor-based sculptures glisten with de-
liberately applied oil, as if t0 gloss the rawness of
the steel, while at the same time enhanemg the
nested rings’ fludity. Through Apu 29. (Kasmin,
293 Tenth Ave. 212-563-4474.)
RONA PONDICK

Pondick, along with peerslike Kiki Smith and Rob-
ert Gober, 3s known for tossing out the grand, ro-
mantic model of figurative sculpture and replacing
at with something creepicr, unnerving, abject. In re-
cent years, she’s used her own body as a starting
point, blowing up and shrinkingfragments cast in
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stainless steel, and combining them with elements
from other organisms to create compositions in-
termittently comic and macabre. “Crimson Queen
Maple” includes tiny buds inthe shapeof the art-
ist’s head; “Azalea” sprouts hands; monkeys with
fake-fur and stainless-steel bottoms and a cartoony
rat also wear the artist’ face. The yuxtapositions
anduse of scale are always imagmative, but some-
times just a haursbreadth away fromkatsch.Through
April 22. (Sonnabend, 536 W.22nd St, 212-
627-1018.)
TOBIAS REHBERGER

Unlike music or dance, sculpture and painting Icad
a double life as consumer durables. Rehberger con-
fronts this bogey head on with objects that blur the
boundanes between art and industrial design. Here,
a boattransformedinto a giant sculpture takes over
the gallery, its original purpose obscured by a coat
of dark-green pant and, of course,the context. The
ttle, “American Traitor Bitch,” 1s unfortunate, and
the back story regarding his Vietnamese boat-
person collaborator 1s distracting But duck under
the stem and straighten up through a cutout square
on the boar’s underside and you'll emerge in an en-
turely different world: a warm, wood-panelled room
that’s like a mini-cathedral hidden inside the aus-
tere, minimalist mass. Through April 22. (Petzel,
537 W. 22nd St. 212-680-9467.)

“AbandonedHousewife

SUSIE ROSMARIN

Digutal imaging, has not been kind to old-fashioned,
hand-plotted Op art. Rosmarin’s new paintings are
quite amazing whenone considers the mind-bending
exertions in colormapping and tapemasking neces-
sary to create these flickering, buzzing grids of gaudy
pinks, hot greens, and electnc blues, Fler references are
to broadcast test pattems, gingham cloth, and other
humble analogs—butunless you've got your nose
pressed to the weft of the canvas, iS all 100 easy to
assume computer assistance and tum away. Paradox-
ically, work meant to be seen vibrating from across
the room compels mostin immediate closeup.Through
April 22. (Danese, 535 W. 24th Se. 212-223-2227.) 

SISLEJ XHAFA

‘The Kosovar artist Xhafa presents three works united
tunder the comuc, threatening title “When Mac Goes
Black.” Object one is a wall-mounted sculpture in ma-
hogany, suggestive of an cnonmous police nightstick or
a streamlined phallic totem. Object two is a gray-on-
gray acryhe painting m which one can just discem the
punning phrase “If yousce something, say something.”
Object three 1s an elegant side table on which rests a
human skull wearing a plumed red carmival mask.
Weaponry, viruses (the black Mac), and plagues (asin
Red Death) coalesce to make a rebuslike statement
that’s pithier m recollection than face to face. Through
‘Apnl 29. (Lambert, 564 W. 25th St. 212-242-3611.)

Short List

TARA DONOVAN: PaceWildenstein, 545 W. 22nd St.
212-929-7000. Through Apnl 22. NAN GOLDIN:
‘Marks, 522 W. 22nd St. 212-243-0200,Through
Apnl 22. JUDITH. LINHARES: Thorp, 210 Eleventh
‘Ave, 212-691-6565.Through April 22. ScoTT PE-
TERMAN:Silverstem, 535 W. 24th St. 212-627-3930.
‘Through Apnl 22. PAOLO VENTURA:Hasted Hunt,
529 W. 20th St. 212-627-0006. Through May 20.
“REGENERATION: 50 PHOTOGRAPHERS OF TO-

MoRROW": Aperture, 547 W. 27th St. 212-505-
5555. Through June 22

=

show atAperture.

GALLERIES-QUEENS

“FLUXBOX"

Flux Factoryoffers a taste of authentic contempo-
rary bohemianism, with a collective of seventeen-
odd artists living in a warrenlike loft near the
railroad tracks (and next to a Korean mega-
church) and creating work together. The current
project, “FluxBox,” is a room-size music box that
uses homemadeand found instruments—every-
thingfrom an old boot striking wood to an ac-
cordion suspended from the ceiling—to tnkle,
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INNOVATION .
Conversations with Charlie Rose

locative PBSseries about wherecreativity and innovation ar s
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Presented by LEXUS

TOPIC#1: ENTERTAINMENTCharlie Rose asks George Clooney and Michael Eisner
whatwill fuel the entertainmentindustryin the next ten years.
  Charlie Rose: Are we gettingto apoint inthe film business

drives content?
t Contentisstill going to be the most important

part of the entertainmentbusiness. And there's a great history

   
    hael Eisner:

in this countryof content. You can watch big, bubble-gum,
wonderful entertainmentor you can watch Jathead or Syriana.

People like George Clooneyare really doing amazingthings. I

 

don’t knowwhere all these people are comingfrom whoend up
on Hollywood Boulevardbeing directors. There is a diversity in
this countrythat creates this kind ofcreative angst. It works.

rge Clooney: Technologygives us a chanceto play with the

medium.Forinstance, we thoughtit wouldbe interesting to

and consultants do. We found the best
waytodothat wastooperatefive hidden digital cameras, and use

real people. Wedidit again with Unscripted for HBO.Because a
lot is improvised, you're actuallywriting in an editing room.

 

understand whatlobbyi

 

[ “The next waveis these kids
with digital cameras...”

   
    
of ir hat aboutall these kids

‘ound     handhelds’

 

ing
C: That’s the next wave. We're gettingtoa place inthefilm

industry where a little romantic comedywill have to make $250
million to break even. What's more, a writer writes a screenplay
andbythe timeit goes through the process andgets to be made,

so manyofthe edgesare knockedoff. I think the next waveis
these kids with digital cameras whoare going to have these

wildideas fora screenplay. They may showus something we

haven't seenyet.

CR: Andthesefilmswill be ontelevision,in theaters, everywhere.
GC:Start with the Internet. Oncethereare digitaltheaters,
you'll press a button andyou'll have downloadeda film into
300theaters across the country.

ME

 

: Or maybethefilm will be on an iPodor onthebillion

cell phonesthat are being sold this year around the world.

Theavenuesofdistribution andexhibition of movies, whether

they're in the home or on a Dick Tracy watch,

are improving.

CR: In whatother waysis the Internet changing the
world of entertainment?

ME:In every wayimaginable — in theability to
look atclips andtrailers, to doresearch, aggregate

information, view product.

I think,too,that the Internetwill revive Walt Disney

and Chuck Jones and HannaBarbera — people who
workedin the 30’s in those seven- andeight
minutepieces.

Thenthere’s the public content, which is another
sourceoffinding professionals. You'll have places
onthe Internet where you canlook at 10,000

kids’ studentfilms. You'll see the studentfilms
of George Lucas, or Steven Spielberg, or John

We won't havetofind
someexotic place where a few students get to show

their films. They'll be all over the Internet in
user-generated material.

Lasseter — the Pixar genius

 

CRIs the motion picture business learning from
what happenedto the music business?

| ME: We'll neverlearn completely. Thefactis, with

 

the broadband anddigital revolution andthe speedat which
thingscan be sent, youcan distribute one movie 20 times

faster. The kid whotoday downloads Good Night, And Good
Luck to his computer and wakeseight hourslater toit will
haveit in eight minutes. It will go to 3 ¥4 billion people because
every nook andcrannyin the world will be able digitally to get
moviesandtelevision shows. So there's goingto be a period
of uncertainty, ofdifficulty, of bubbles bursting. Andthe end
result will be an unbelievably strong movie, record, and
television industry — in no more than ten andpossibly in

five orsix years.

CR: Whatsay you about the p
entertainment?

ME: It’s the reason Googlets at $400 a share. There is a giant
demandforpersonalization and homeentertainment. But there
is just as big a place for a movie theater, a show. I think the
digital revolution and the homeentertainmentsystemsonly

   

create a greater appetite for communityentertainment.

GC:Peoplestill like a collective. Theylike to go somewhere and
laugh andbescared and sharethat.It’s an event.

This conversationairs in March on PBSstations
nationwide. Checklocallistings.

    



 

Presented by LEXUS

TOPIC #2: TECHNOLOGYCharlie discusses innovation and the new dynamics
thatwill be at play in our world with Verizon CEO Ivan Siedenberg and

Google CEO Dr. Eric Schmidt.
Charlie Rose:In ive years, what will technology at home look
like? Whereis wireless in the pantheon of the future?
Ivan Siedenberg: The way wesee it, anythingthat’s related to
voice, simple data, and humaninteraction will be transferred to
your cell phone or mobile deviee. Threeorfive years out, you'll
have twoor three HDTVchannelsets in your house. You'll
want ten megabits of capacity for your computer. You'll want

 

upstream capacityto send informationthe same way you have
downstream eapactty.

CR: Will the cellphonereplace the laptop?
IS: The cell phone will replace thefunctionality of
certain things, but it won't replacethe whole thing.
I don’t see people walking around with TVs on their
belts or in their purses

CR:Define the momentin termsof technology.
IS: It’s the moment to scale more quickly, and get the

 

services deployed quickly. In 1991, there might have
beenfive million wireless customers across the whole
country, Now, there are 160million. Internet prote-
col, mobility 1y where we're going. So weinvest in
bandwidth, glass (opticalfibers).

“Cl don't see people walking
aroundwith TVs on their
beltsor in their purses.”

CR: What is yourgoal going forward?
Eric Schmidt: We want toorganize the world’s infor
mationand make it universallyaccessible. Most of 1¢
ty still not available to you. People haven't figuredout
away to copy it fromthearchival technologies onto
newdigital forms Orit’s hidden behindlocks and
firewalls In manycases, people wouldlike to sell it, and we

 

have to find ways to partner with them.

There’s a tremendous amountof informationthat’s notin
traditional sources, but in people's heads. Look at the phenome-
nonof Wikipedia. Wikipedia has roughly 50,000 contributors
andmore than twomillion pages in a hundred different
languages Surveys indicate that it’s as accurate as Encyclopaedia
Britannica, which means it has someerrors, but the errors get
fixed more quickly on Wikipedia because there are so many
contributors. They make changes every second

Bowl
youtheperfect, exact, right answer, andwe want todo iton

currently gives you10 of 20 answers. We want to give
 

mobile devices. We want to give much moreinformation,
much more accurate results, and manymoretypes ofinforma-
tion. You know, viewers can now use Google Searchto find
past episodes of The Charlie Rose Show

IS: Great compantes like Google create new markets, newindus-
tres. We want tobe a companythat will help create something
different. We're taking fiber optics right mtoanyroominyour
home. The technology wasn't quite ready for that until now.

We're taking downall of the entry barners for anybody who
wnites code or software, because we'll nowhave much more
bandwidthandthe capacity to deliverit to the desktop or
mobile device. We're not trying to complete your call toda

 

we'retrying to create a deliverysystem that gives you unlimited
capability on either end. We want tobring 50 to 100 megabits
of capacity intoany fixed terminal in the home. Our core
competency 1s deploying technology and running networks to
create synergies. We can’t predict the newservices that creative
people will developto use over these networks.

 

“We can't predict the new services
that creative peoplewill develop to

use over these networks.”

CR:Tell me aboutthe advertising.
ES: The advertising is a mission-critical sales function,

Estimates have the advertising market between $500 and $700
billion worldwide — per year, Roughly half of that 1s in the U.S.
A lotis ontelevision andradio andin direct marketing.
Internet advertising is somewhere between one and twopercent

of that market, depending on how youcount. It isa very big
growthbusiness. Furthermore, the technology that’s beng used
in advertising has not changed very muchin 10 or 20 years. In

the television world, the biggest changehas been the arrival of

Tivoandset-top boxes. Radio, again, notverydifferent from
20, 30, 40 years ago. We believe that technology can be used to

improve theeffectiveness of advertising. People find ads useful
if they're actually trying to buy something, But youhaveto
showthemtheright ad! It's about relevance and accuracy and
measurement. The reason we've beensosuccessful ts that we can,
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goto thevice presidentofsales in a companyandsaywe can show

you who’s buying yourproduct because they click on theads.

CR: Hasthe technological and Internet revolution been
driven more by software or hardware?
ES:It’s really both. Twenty years ago, the kinds of things that
Google does today weren’t possible because the computers
weren’t fast enough. A fast network cost thousandsofdollars a
month. Nowit costs $10 or $20. People like Ivan have spent
years building this amazing worldwide infrastructure. Then, it
was a hardware game. Now,it’s a software game.Ivan’s build-
ing the highways; I’m building the stores and movietheaters.

“The accelerationis going to
be breathtaking.”?

IS: Google 1s a marketmaker. People are always looking for new
waystouse technology. Companieslike Googlewill create
those new ways. We think we're in a spot where,if we invest in
wireless or invest in glass,optical fibers, we can create ne

 

growth which meansthat, sure, we'll take someofcable's
rentbusiness,but we'll create new businessesas well.

CR:Whatof affordabilityissues, and what we oncecalled
“the digital divide?”
ES: The goodnewsis that we're ina rapidly decliningcost industry.

IS: We deploy so we can scale. People in Roxbury or South Philly
or Shaker Heights spend the same amount on communications.

 

So,all the markets are ripe to deploy. If we create the most cost-
 efficient network, we serve every market. And youcanachieve

50 feet so you

can runfiber down thestreet andgetit in efficiently.
the quickest scale where youhave houses ev

 

CR: Where will we see the most growth?
ES:Most people believe the mayority of the growthin mobile
andInternetwill be in China andIndia overthe next 20 years.

    

Presented by LEXUS

Nothwithstanding what's called the “great firewall of China,”
theInternet revolutionis happening there — more than 100
million Internet users, morethan 400 million mobile phone
users, andthe growthrates are enormously faster thanin the
USS. Manyof the world’s top programmers comefrom China
andIndia. It appears they're the twolargest untapped resources

of technology andbrilliant people.

CR: How doyoufosterinnovation?
IS: Innovation to us comeswithsticking to what we do well and
then creating synergies. We're moving to where the people

 

think the growthis. We're a companyofgrinders.

ES:Hiring better andbetter talent. Thevery best people want
to work where therr skills are appreciated. Twentypercentof
Google employees’ time is free to do whatever theywant. That
time generates almostall our newide

CR: Whataretheforcesdriving innovation forward?
ES: People comingoutof graduate schools have these amazing

 

visionsof what they can do with technology. There's enough

 

venture capital now tobuild verylarge companies very quickly.
It's amazingtomethat one or two people out of Stanfordseem
to findthat idea, get their friends together, get some money, and
changethe world.

The mostinteresting things right noware the communities of

peoplebeingbuilt on topof information anddevices. An awful
lotof peoplefind each other on the Net, form communities,
andcreate us nerated content. Thenext generation ofleaps

 

in technologywill come from the fact that people are always
connected and sharinginformation. Somebody says I’ve invent

anotheredthis ays I’ve inventedthat, and they connect. 

 Theacceleration is going to be breathtaking.

Ovexus
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nationwide. Checklocallistings.

The innovative RX400hhybrid pairs a powerful V6 gas engine with a dazzling electric motor,
to bring you the powerof a V8. Giving moreto thedriver, while taking less from the world.

 



wheeze, and bellow out versions of one simple
tune(writtenby the project’s organizer, Stefany
Anne Golberg). The effect 1s somewhere between
Kurt Schwitters’s Merzbau and Tim Hawkinson’s
sculptural constructions, without the novelty of
Schwitters’s found objects or theartless sophis-
tication of Hawkinson’s machines, Through April
29. (Flux Factory, 38-38 43rdSt., Long Island
City. 718-707-3362.)

DANCE

NEW YORK CITY BALLET
Sprinkled into the company’s spring repertory sea-
son areseven premigres commissioned for the “Di-
amondProject,” Peter Martins’s showcase of new.
choreography. All but twoof the choreographers
have made ballets for the companybefore, but 1t
will be intriguing to see what Alexer Ratmansky
(the director of the Bolshoi), Mauro Bigonzetti (the
director of the super-energeticItalian modern-dance
company Aterballetro), and, of course, Christopher
Wheeldon have come up with. April 25 at 7:30:

 

  

sky’s affluence with Americanhomelessness. Cyn-
thia Hopkins takes off froma never-realized col-
laboration between Stravinsky and Dylan Thomas,
and Rennie Harris fashions a B-boyballet from
anexcerpt of “The Riteof Spring.” (Dance The-
atre Workshop, 219 W. 19th St. 212-924-0077.
April 19-22 at 7:30.)
“RED TIDE BLOOMING”
In his first full-length group show, Taylor Mac joins
forces with other like-minded artists, suchas the sa-
tincal burlesque performer Julie Atlas Muz. (who
choreographs here) and the wonderful puppeteer
Basil Twist, tocreate an entertainingly freaky alle-
goryof the evils of gentnfication. (PS. 122, at 150
First Ave, 212-352-3101, April 19-21 at 8, April 22
at 5 and 8, and April 23 at 5.)
STEPHEN PETRONIO COMPANY
Petronio’s “Bloom”sets expansive choreography
toa score by Rufus Wainwright performedby the
Young People’s Chorus of New York City, and
“Bud Suite” finds lighter, more tender, and some-
times funnier moments between romantic part-
ners in four recent Wainwright songs. (175 Eighth
Ave, 212-242-0800. April 19-22 at 8 and April
23 at 2 and .

  

 

POP NOTES
MOZ DEF

Morrissey, once the lead singer for the Smiths and
nowsimply his one-named self, is never boring.
Hesprangup, fully formed, in the early eighties,
with a towering quiff of hait, and a generation of
smart, self-conscious kids (and adults) hung on his
everycouplet. Did he mean it whenhe sang “Iam
humanand I need to be loved,justlike everybody
else does?,” or was hejust making fun of humans
again? A more pertinent question has dogged Mor-
rissey since he left the Smiths: are the musicians
around him ever goingto be that good again? After
releasing several uneven albums in the early nine-
thes, Morrisseysettled into a playing and songwrit-
ing relationship withthe guitarists Boz Boorer and
Alan Whyte. Slowly and steadily, they have estab-
lished a collaborative band, and “Ringleader ofthe
‘Tormentors” (Attack) 1s their strongest work yet,
possibly because of the newguitarist and co-writer,
Jesse Tobias. Mornissey’s arch lines are still free of
cliché, and his quavering, stagy singing 1s never the
campshtick it’s sometimes takenfor. “Rungleader”
was produced by TonyVisconti, whooversaw many
of David Bowie's nineteen-seventies albums, and
the over-all style 1s aggressive, guitar-based rock.
Someof Morrissey’s themes have not changed and
likely never wall: Ife 1s mostly a pain in the ass,

   

  

 

 

   

 

though rt won't necessarily kill you, and love 1s just
another word for pain.

Whatis different now 1sthat this alleged ceh-
bate seems to have left the monastery for a night or
two, apparentlyin Italy. “And now I am walking
through Rome and there is no room to move, but
the heart feels free” is the last line of “Dear God
Please Help Me,” a song that may be entirelyfree
ofirony, even the line “There are explosive kegs be
tweenmylegs.” Morrissey’s melodies are not as nim-
ble and complex as they once were, but each song
feels considered, even those that don’ live up tothe
conceit. (The seven-minute-long “Life Is a Pigsty”
makes its point aboutthree minutes before it ends.)
Mornssey’s moments of optimismwill never be de-
scribed as sunnyor carefree—“If your God bestows
protection uponyouandif the U.S.A. doesn’t bomb
you, I believe I will see you somewhere.” This level
of adjusted expectationis not surprising. A children’s
choir joins himfor the refrain of “The Youngest
Was the Most Loved,” which expresses a thought
that has never seemed to trouble Mornssey: “There
1s no such thing in life as normal.” He might not
have a career if there were.

 

  

—Sasha Frere-Jones
 

Theseason opens with “A Midsummer Night's
Dream,” Balanchine’s lush interpretation of Shake-
speare and Mendelssohn,his first original evening-
lengthballet for the company. (New York State
‘Theatre, Lincoln Center, 212-870-5570. Through
June 25.)
"SOURCING STRAVINSKY”
Six choreographers respond to the great mod-
ernist composer. YvonneRainer, a key founder
ofthe Judson Dance Theatre, who has choreo-
graphed verylittle since she switched tofilm
thirty years ago, dives right in, boldly pushing
the extremities of Balanchine’s “Agon’”to further
extremes with an all-female quartet—Sally Sil-
vers, Pat Catterson,Patricia Hoffbaucr, and Emily
Coates. David Neumann, working witha live pi-
anist and a mezzo-soprano, plays with time and
duration, alternating music visualization with
chance procedures. Dayna Hanson and Linas
Phillips mine found andoriginal video footage
to create fake documentary juxtaposing Stravin-

 

   

PARADIGM
This troupe, directed by Gus Solomons,Jr, 1s a
place where established older dancers can go when
they still have a hankering to perform. Ina diverse
programofchamber pieces crafted by multiple cho-
reographers, the dancing is understandably earth-
bound, butit remains fluid, sharp, and, above all,
serious, In a recent trio bySolomons, set to Klaus
Nomi’s rendition of Henry Purcell’s elegiac “The
Cold Song,”Keith Sabado, Dudley Williams, and
Michael Blake move in canon, periodically freez-
ingin impassioned,Italianate poses. Paradigm’s co-
founder, Carmende Lavallade, reprises her solo
“Will's Ladies,” and the special guests include Mar-
tine Van Hamel. (SymphonySpace, Broadway at
95th St. 212-864-5400. April 20-22 at 8:30.)
“TRAS LADOS"

‘The Korean dancer and choreographer Eun Jung
Gonzalez has been working with the three dane-
ers of the Mexican troupe Pulso Cia. de Danza
for the past year; the result is an exploration of
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CRITIC'S NOTEBOOK
GOSSAMER WINGS

The American Poets
Program, which has been
reprinting Whitman,
Millay, Roethke, and the

like in stylish, pocket-size
editions,hasslipped into
evening clothes withits

 

new volumeoflyrics by
Cole Porter. Nearly
every Porter song seems
to be here, from his 1911
Yale football fight song,
“Bull-Dog”(“Bow, wow,
wow ...”), to “Let's DoIt,
Let’s Fall in Love,” “Night
and Day,” and ‘Just One of
Those Things,” as well as
a forgottenfew like
“Which?”(“Whichis the
rightlife / The simple
orthe nightlife?”), though
the ninety-twoselections
are buta sliver ofthe
Master's eight-hundred-
plus published tunes. Young
readers,following the thread
ofsex andlove and liquored
insouciance that thrums
and swirls through these
pages, will wish themselves
older, and oldsters, supplying
the absent music with each
line, will remember how
smart and grownuptheyfelt
dancingto this stuffwhile
they whisperedthelyrics
back andforth with slim,
pliantpartner.

—RogerAngell

the surrealistic warpmg of time and memory pro-
duced by travel. Five interconnectedstories cut
backward and forward in time, with intense part-
nering, floor work, and extended, loose-limbed
reaches and slides, set to an ambientscore that in-
corporates voices recounting fragmentary experi-
ences in several languages. (Danspace, St. Mark's
In-the-Bowery, Second Ave. at 10th St. 212-674-
194. April 20-23 at 8:30.)
"MERGING AND E-VOLVIN¢

Dance audiences know Ayo Janeen Jackson and
Erick Montes fromtheirdancing with Bill T. Jones's
company, but at Aaron Davis Hall’s annual show-
case of new work by emerging artists of color,
they’re twoof the thirteen choreographers on a
gab-bag program that 1s part ofthe “E-Moves”
festival. Savion Glover’s protégé Marshall Davis,
Je, presents a tap number, Adia Whitaker combines
‘contemporary dance with Hattian traditional dance,
and Frankie Martinez blends funk with Afro-Latin
social dance. Blade Dance Entertainment serves up
hip-hop, while Alysia Ramos offers a fusion of
modernand sabar with live drumming. (Convent
Ave. at 135th St. 212-650-7100. April 21 at 7:30
and April 23 at 3. Through April 29.)
“PALLADIUM NIGHTS”
In the nineteen-fifties, someof the most thnlling,
cross-fertilizations of music and dancetobe found
in New York took place at the Palladium night
club, Ballet Hispanico andJazz at Lincoln Center's
Afro-Latin Jazz Orchestra try to re-create that
golden era with “PalladiumNights.” The choreog-
rapher Willie Rosario has schooled the dancers in
the authentic “on two” mambo style and has put
together anentertaining narrative for eleven broadly
drawn characters (the Gossip, the Geek, the Rich
Widow, etc.).The musical director, Arturo O’Farrill,
fuels the tme machine with the right music: that
of his father, Chico, whowas the Palladium’s house
composer-arranger. (Rose Theatre, Broadwayat
60th St. 212-721-6500. April 21-22 at 8. Jazz for
Young People: April 22 at noon and2.)
YOUTH AMERICA GRAND PRIX GALA

A jam-packed two-part gala marks the culmina-
tion ofthis ballet competition, which awards schol-
arships and apprenticeships—and, for one partic-
ularlygifted entrant, a contract with the American
Ballet Theatre Studio Company—to dancers be-
tween the ages of nine and nineteen from twenty
countries. The two programs at City Center fea~
ture the winners ofthe contest, followed bya blitz
of international stars, mcluding the Royal Ballet’s
Darcey Bussell and David Makhateh in the pas-
sionate central pas de deux from “Manon,”and
the dashing Igor Zelensky, of the Kirov. (131
W.SSth St. 212-581-1212. April 22 at 7 and April
3 at 3.)

‘STABLISHED"

‘The headlining attraction at Aaron Davis Hall's
“E-Moves” festwalis a double bill ofwork by the
Bronx’s Arthur Aviles and Cynthia Olver. Aviles
set his new dance-text-video collage, “jMi Celia!
iMr Puente!,” to popular Latin jazz of the nine-
teen-fiftes, the era when his parents, whowere de-
termined not to teach their kids their native Span-
ish, arrived im NewYork, Aviles makes the fingers,
hands, and arms propel the movement; in one of
a series of accompanying man-on-the-street videos,
he teaches playgroundkids to move in the same
way. Ohver's COCo DanceTheatre presents “Closer
‘ThanSkin,” a cham of interwoven solos, ducts,
and tris 1m an intimate mood. (ConventAve. at
135th St 212-650-7100 April 22 at 7:30. Through
April 30.)

 

  

   

 

CLASSICAL MUSIC
OPERA

METROPOLITAN OPERA
April 19 at 8 and April 22 at 1:30: The Met’s ver-
sionof “Le Nozze di Figaro,” a busy but effective
production conceived by Jonathan Milles, has be-
come a house favonte. This run 1s distinetive not
only for its wise and elegant Countess, Soile Iso-
koska, but also for a new Cherubino, Alice Coote,
whose voice has been compared to that of her

teacher, Janet Baker. Also with the excellent An-
drea Rost, Peter Matt, and John Relyea; Mark
Wigglesworth conducts. # April 20 and April 24
at 7: Robert Wilson’s famously static production
of “Lohengrin,” bathed continually in deep-blue
light, embraces rather than reheves Wagner's gla-
cial sense of pacing. Somelove it and some hate
rt, but the lead singers—Karita Mattila and Ben
Heppner—should bring enoughglory to the stage
to keep everyone happy; Philippe Auguin. # April
21 at 8: “Don Pasquale,” Otto Schenk’s swan-song,
production for the Met, 1s an entertaining and
vocally high-powered rompthat features Anna
Netrebko, Mariusz Kwiecien, Simone Alamo, and
Juan Diego Flérez; Maurizio Benmi conducts a
‘swift and knowing performance. ¢ Apnil 25 at 7:30:
With Barry Banks replacing Flérez and Derrick In-
ouyereplacing Benini. # April 22 at 8: Deborah
Voigt, adding her name to a list that mcludes Cal-
las, Tebaldi, and Behrens, takes up the title role in
“Tosca” for the first time at the Met. Marcello
Giordam and James Morris are Cavaradosst and
Scarpia, respectively; Carlo Riza. (Metropolitan
Opera House. 212-362-6000.)
NEW YORK CITY OPERA

Thespring season comes to a close. April 19 at
7:30 and April 22 at 8: Jonathan Eaton’s produc-
tion of “Carmen,” Bizet’s opus optimum, ele-
gantly reflects the opera’s psychological shades of
warmth and coolness, fromits sun-washed Seville
porticoes to its cavernous, garnet-draped tavern.
Kate Aldrich, an up-and-coming mezzo-soprano,
takesthetitle role, sharing thestage with Melanie
Vaccari, Robert Breault, and Michael Chioldis
George’ Manahan conducts. ¢ April 20 at 7:30
and April 22 at 1:30: A revival of Mark Lamos’s
admired production of Handel’s “Acis and
Galatea,” a masquelike, aristocratic entertain-
ment that holds the stage because of its tender
humanity andlyrical touch. SarahJane McMahon
andPhilippe Castagner take the ttle roles
RansomWilson, making his début, conducts. #
April 21 at 8: The Harold Prince production of
“Don Giovanni,” featuring Claudia Waite,
Caroline Worra, Timothy Kuhn, Jason Grant,
and Brian Anderson; Steven Mosteller. # April 23
at 1:30: “La Bohéme,” with Yunah Lee, Jenmfer
Black, Bric Fennell, and Philip Torre; David Wroe.
(NewYork State Theatre. 212-721-6500.)
DICAPO OPERA: "SUSANNAH™
Carlisle Floyd’s American classic, a twentieth-
century treatmentof the Biblical story of Su-
sannahandthe Elders shot through with the
words and sounds of the composer's Southern
heritage, receives six performances from Dicapo,
New York’s third professional opera company.
Steven Osgood conducts. (Dicapo Opera Theatre,
184 EF. 76th St. 212-286-9438. April 21-22 at 8
andApril 23 at 4.)
SALVATORE SCIARRINO'S
“LOHENGRIN

Theleading Italian composer, a master of the
complex andthe macabre, refashions Wagner's
Romantic opera into a one-act “invisible action”
for soprano and chamber ensemble. Marianne
Pousseur sings it; Alan Pierson conducts. (Florence
Gould Hall, 55 E. 59th St. 212-307-4100, April
24 at 8.)

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES

NEW YORK PHILHARMONIC
April 19-20 at 7:30, April 21 at 2, and April 22
at 8: New York’s flagship orchestra returns from.
its Easter break fronted by two musicians of ex-
traordinary power: the violinist Maxim Vengerov,
performing Shostakovich’s Violin Concerto No. 1,
andhis mentor, the conductor Mstislav Rostropo”
vich, whoconeludes the program with the same
composer's searing Tenth Symphony. # April 24
and April 26 at 7:30: Hollywood glamour re-
places Russian gloomas John Williams conducts
a festive program of film music (with clips ac-
companying some of the excerpts). Twospecial
guests are on hand: Martin Scorsese, whowill
act as host for a suite of music by Bernard Her  AN
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mann(from such films as “Citizen Kane” and
“North by Northwest”), and Steven Spielberg,
whowill introduce a group of selections from his
collaborations with Willams(including “Jaws”
and “Schindler’s List”). (Avery Fisher Hall. 212-
875-5656.)
SAN FRANCISCO SYMPHONY

Michael Tilson Thomas brings his glowing West
Coast ensemble to Carnegie Hall. April 19 at 8:
Jean-Yves Thibaudet 1s the guest artist for a pro-
gram of works by Debussy (“Jeux”), Ravel (the
Piano Concerto in G Major), Mahler (the Adagio
from the Tenth Symphony), and Wagner. # April
20 at 8:A meet-the-moderns concert features music
by Webern (the Six Pieces, Op.6), Stravinsky(“Pe-
trushka”), andIves (the “New England Holidays”
Symphony, with the Dessoff Symphonic Choir).
(212-247-7800.)
PHILADELPHIA ORCHESTRA

‘The fabulous Philadelphians, a sumptuous ensem-
ble no matter whoconducts them, offer Mahler’s
“Das Lied von der Erde,” with the tenor Paul
Groves, the baritone Thomas Hampson, and their
impassioned music director, Christoph Eschenbach.
(Carnegie Hall. 212-247-7800. April 21 at 8.)
CHANTICLEER: “EARTHSONGS™
Fewartists are as beloved at the Metropolitan Mu-
seum as the gentlemen of the wonderful San Fran-
cisco chorus, whose latest concert 1s a celebration
of nature that includes music by Hindemith, Pa-
lestrina, Saint-Saens, Monteverdh,and ChenYi. (Fifth
‘Ave. at 82nd St. 212-570-3949. April 22 at 8.)
BROOKLYN PHILHARMONIC

Michael Christie conducts the New York premitre
(in a trimmed-down version) of Heiner Gocbbels’s
“Surrogate Cities,” an apocalyptic historical land-
scapethat 1s alsoa riveting piece of music theatre.
‘Thechanteuse Ute Lemper, the special guest,will
leaven the program with selections by Copland,
Bernstein, and Kander and Ebb. (Brooklyn Acad-
emy of Music, 30 Lafayette Ave. 718-636-4100.
April 22 at 8.)
MILLER THEATRE: "POCKET CONCERTOS"

Theenterprising George Stecl, Miller's impresario
andthe conductor of the pickup Gotham Sinfo-
nictta, has begun a commissioningprogram of con-
certos to fill Columbia University’s chamber the-
atre. The first batch includes works by Benedict
Mason,Julia Wolfe (her Accordion Concerto, with
the redoubtable Guy Klucevsek), Ichtzo Okashiro,
and John Musto (the Piano Concerto, with the
composer at the keyboard). (Broadway at 116th
St. 212-854-7799, April 22 at 8.)
ORCHESTRA OF THE S.E.M. ENSEMBLE

Petr Kotik conducts music by three modernist gi-
ants: Wolpe (ChamberPiece No. 1), Xenakis (“Pa-
lumpsest”), and Feldman (“For Samuel Beckett”).
(Ronald Feldman Fine Arts, 31 Mercer St. 718-
488-7659. April 24 at 8.)

   

 

 

RECITALS

CHAMBER MUSIC SOCIETY
OF LINCOLN CENTER

April 19 at Twoofthe best young string
quartets around—the Pacifica and the Miré—
showtheir stuff in a combined concert featuring,
quartets by Beethoven and Janaéek (No.2, “In-
tumate Pages”) and Mendelssohn's Octet. # April
23 at 5: More of the Society’s young friends—
and a musical chaperone,the violist Paul
Neubauer—offer an intense program in which
favorites by Brahms(the Clarinet Trio) and
Schumann(the Piano Quartet) surround harder
nuts by Schoenberg (the String Trio) and Kurtég,
(“Hommage @ R. Sch.”), (Alice Tully Hall. 212-
875-5788.)
KONSTANTIN SOUKHOVETSKI
Thedashing youngJuilliard pranust, the winner
ofthe school’s William Petschek Piano Début
Recital award, performs music by Schumann,
Tchaikovsky, Shostakovich, and Glass. (Alice
‘Tully Hall. 212-721-6500. April 20 at 8.)
TAKACS QUARTET
Bart6k’s hundred-and-twenty-fifth anniversary,
lost amid the Mozart and Shostakovich celebra-
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tions, will be marked by this richly conversa-
tional half-Hungarian ensemble: they perform
the composer's Third String Quartet along with
works by Mozart (the Clarmet Quintet, with
Richard Stoltzman) and Schubert (the Quartet
No. 14, “Death and the Maiden”), (Zankel Hall.
212-247-7800. April 21 at 7:30.)
BEAUX ARTS TRIO.
‘There’s hardly a pianotrio more traditional than
this venerable group,but therr latestin a series of
Beethoven concerts will include not only that
composer’s Trio in B-Flat Mayor, Op. U1, and the

 

other female singer joins the bass Idar Abdraza-
kov and the pianist Dmitri Yefimovfor an evoca-
tive evening of arias and romances byTchaikovsky,
Mussorgsky, Rachmaninoff, Balalarey, and others.
(Stern Auditorium.) (212-247-7800.)
CYGNUS ENSEMBLE
‘The stalwart new-music group celebrates its twen-
eth anniversary with a showcase concert of pre-
mires by Charles Wuorinen, David Lang, and Scott
Johnson (“Bowery Haunt,” for twoelectric gui-
tars). (Merkin Concert Hall, 129 W, 67th St. 212-
501-3330. April 23 at 8.)

 

TABLES FOR TWO
TOCQUEVILLE

1 E. 15th St. (212-647-1515)—“I bought you
lockers for your furs,” the old song didn’t exactly
20, but that’s what Marco Moreira and Jo-Ann
Makovitzky have done here, in the new, bigger
incarnation of their restaurant, which moved
down the street from sts old quarters in Febru-
ary. The black lockers, in the hallway between
the front door and the small bar, are the most
sensible and least elegant aspect of the place;1's
all up—wayup—fromthere, starting with a drinks
menuthatfeatures the delicious Rolle, a blend
of house-infused apple vodka, Calvados, and
lemon juice, served chilled and straight up and
bringingforth, withits scent andits taste, a pro-
foundsense of paradise found.

‘Therestaurant 1s just a hundred yards or so
awayfrom the mayhemof Union Square, with
its hordes of young people runningafter @ good
time as if st were aboutto roll under a couch;
here, by contrast, all 1s calm, and the clientele,
most of a rather more parental age, bask in the
flattering, warm lighting and dignified Upper East
Side atmosphere (made even more pleasing by
the absence of background music). The food is a
class act as well. The appetizers, by and large,
pomt toward the sea, and you could do no bet™

ter than the oyster chowder, a warm, frothy soup
with plump oysters, little clusters of sevruga cav-
tar, and slivers of applewood-smoked bacon.

Manyof the entrées double their interest by
showing twofacets of an ingredient—slowly
poached salmonwith salmonbelly, seared on one
side, and a casserole and filet of Chatham cod,
for example. The grilled lamb T-bone, the favor
ste ofthe table, was accompamed by a moussaka
roulade, a litle package of lamb wrapped with
eggplant andfinished with a sparky red-pepper
sauce. Roasted polenta cake with braised pine-
apple and a dollop of yogurt ice cream was the
topdessert, beating out the chocolate chiffon
cake, which seemed to have been taken directly
from the refrigerator. The old-fashioned atmo-
sphere of Tocqueville is winning, upto a points
that point was the moment, experienced byone
threesome,that the wauter, ignoring the decidedly
female nameon the crecht card, atavisticallyplaced
the receipt right between people named Robert
and Charles. (Open Mondaysthrough Fridays
for lunch and dinner and Saturdays for dinner.
Entrées $27-$36.)

—Nancy Franklin

 

“Spring”Sonata for Violn and Piano but also
the NewYork premiére of the Trio by the enig-
matic Hungarian master Gydrgy Kurtég. (Met-
ropolitan Museum, Fifth Ave. at 82nd St. 212-
$70-3949. April 21 at 8.)
ARIU! jUSIC FROM THE SILK ROAD"

Joel Fan, a core member of Yo-Yo Ma’s adventur-
ous ensemble, performs a sclection of solo-piano
works fromaround the world ina casual new venue
in the meatpacking district. (31 Little W 12th St.
212-463-8630. Apnl 22 at 8.)
MUSIC AT THE FRICK COLLECTION

Sonnene, an early-music ensemble featuring the es-
tumable violinist Monica Huggett, joins the forte-
pianist David Owen Noms to perform concertos
by Mozart, J. C. Bach, and Phillip Hayes (a Prano
Concerto from 1769, probably thefirst such work
ever written). (1 E. 70th St. 212-547-0715, April
23 at 5.)
CARNEGIE HALL RECITALS
Apnil 23 at 5: James Levine may be out of commis-
sion for a while, but his Met Chamber Ensemble
will soldier on without him, performing works by
Mozart (the String Quintet in G Minor), Poulenc,
Dutilleux, and Andriessen (“Hout,” a classic of hard-
edged European minimalism). (Zankel Hall.) # April
25 at 7:30: Midon, a former child star of the vio-
lin whois aggressively pushing into new musical
terntory, performs an all-contemporary recital fea-
turing works by Yun, Lutostawski (the “Partita”),
‘Weir, Kurta, and Goehr (the NewYork premiere
ofthe Suite for Violin and Piano). (Zankel Hall.) ¢
April 25 at 8: The mezzo-sopranoOlga Borodina,
whorules over the Russian vocal repertorylike no

    

AVIAN MUSIC

Composers of the rock-and-roll generation have
a fling courtesy of the downtownperformance
collective, on a program that includes world pre-
mires by Jonathan Newman and Peter Flint as
well as older works bysuch composers as Michael
Daugherty, Michael Gandolfi, and Conrad
‘Cummings (“I Wish TheyAll Could Be,” with the
pianist Blair McMillen). (Tenri Cultural Institute,
43A W. 13th St April 23 at 8 Tickets at the
door.)
ITZHAK PERLMAN AND PINCHAS ZUKERMAN
‘Two oldfriends offer a concert of music for two
violins (and violin andviola) by Bach, Mozart,
Moszkowski, and Leclam. (Avery Fisher Hall.
212-721-6500. April 25 at8.)

  

MOVIES
OPENING

AMERICAN DREAMZ
Reviewed this weekin The Current Cinema. Open-
ing April 21. (In widerelease.)
MONGOLIAN PING PONG
A comedyabout three nomadic Mongolian boys
who find a Ping-Pong ball and set out to return 1
to Beying. Directed by Ning Hao. In Mongolian.
Opening April 21. (ImaginAsian.)
THE SENTINEL

Kiefer Sutherland plays a Secret Service agent trying
to hunt down a mole (Michael Douglas). Directed by
lark Johnson. Opening April 21 (In wide release.)

 



SILENT HILL
‘Ahorror movie, directed by Christophe Gans, about
a woman(Radha Mitchell) who seeks a cure for
her daughter's fatal illness in a deserted town. Open-
ing April 21. (In widerelease.)
SIR! NO SIR!

Reviewedbelow in Now Playing. Opening April
19, (IFC Center)
SOMERSAULT

Cate Shortland directed this drama from Austra-
lia, abouta young girl’s sexual and emotional awak-
ening. Opening April 21. (Sunshine Cinema)
STOLEN

A documentary, directed by Rebecca Dreyfus, about
the unsolved theft of paintings from the Isabella
Stewart Gardner Museumin Boston in 1990. Open-
ing April 21. (CinemaVillage.)

NOW PLAYING

BASIC INSTINCT 2

Sharon Stone, in a reprise of her role as the alleg-
edly murderous pulp novelist Catherine Tramell,
slithers across the screen with perfectlysmoothskin
and a dead look in her eyes as she sinks her talons
intothe life of the maddeningly inert British psy-
chiatnst Dr. Michael Glass (David Morrissey). The
director, Michael Caton-Jones, leaches any possible
excitement from this bafflingly staid thriller set in
London, and even the tawdry attempts to liven it
upwith sex and violence fail to stu-—Shaunna Lyon
(In wide release.)
THE BENCHWARMERS

There are few funny moments in this graceless,
sloppily made comedy, directed by Dennis Dugan,
about a trio of adult nerds (David Spade, Rob
Schneider, and Jon Heder) whoset out to defeat
an entire league of snot-nosed adolescent yocks at
the game ofbaseball, ostensibly as revenge on the
jerks who tormented them when they were young
geeks. But the essential heartlessness cannot be
redeemed even by Heder doing a spot-on imita-
tion ofhis hilarious character from “Napoleon
Dynamite”or byJon Lovitz as the ultimate “Star
Wars”-loving nerd turned billionaire—S.L. (In
wide release.)
BLACK GIRL
Diouana (MbissineThérése Diop), a young woman
from Sencgal, is brought to the Southof France
to work as nannyand maid tothe family of a
young French bureaucrat (Robert Fontaine) and
his wife (Anne-ManieJelinek). When they mistreat
her, the desperate Diouana 1s ready for even the
most extreme means of escape. Under the guise of
this simple, realistic drama, Ousmane Semibene—
in his first feature film, from 1966, which 1s also
widely considered the first feature made by an in-
digenous African—expresscs the frustrations and
ambitionsof an entire continent and its peoples.
His images have the coolfury of an indictment:
his ironic views of the Frenchlandscape and his
shrewd citations of Godard’ “Breathless”suggest
that beneath the natural and cultural charms of
France lurks a bilious racism born ofcolonialism.
Andthe flashbacks to Diouana’s earlier days in
the capital city of Dakar depict the futility of a
nominal independencefrom France without an au-
thentic African pohtical and artistic revival—to-
ward which this small-scale film was a giant step.
In French.—Richard Brody (Muscum of Modern
Art; April 20 and April 22.)
BRICK

The youngdirector Rian Johnson, after raising
money from his friends and parents, pulled off his
dream project, a film noir. But in Johnsor’s ver-
sionof nor, the inexorable Sam Spade-type detec
tive 1s a mop-headed student, Brendan (Joseph
Gordon-Levitt), wearing a sweatshirt and wire-rim
glasses, and the setting is not the nightume big
City of Hollywood imagination—theusual claus-
trophobic now precinet—but the preposterously
sunnyskies and wide-open spaces of San Cle-
mente, California. Thestory, which involves a dead
garl and a studentdrug gang, has the semi-unfath-
omable complexity of “The Maltese Falcon” and
“TheBig Sleep,” and the characters, lounging

 

 

 

against the blank outside wall of the school, speak
in cryptic jive patter (“Bulls would only gumit,”
i.e., Cops are dumb). “Brick” is often quite funny,
but not in a campyor condescending way—John-
son never makes the distance from theoriginal
models seem laughable. The movie develops its
ownkind of goofy tenstons: Johnson renders the
wide-open spaces of a school yard as menacing as the
darkened rooms of a WamerBros.thrilles—David
Denby (Reviewed in our issue of 4/3/06.) (Angelika
Film Center.)
CAFE LUMIERE
In HouHsiao-Hsien’s atmospheric drama, from
2003, Yoko(Yo Hitoto),a youngJapanese woman,
with a curious yet reserved manner, returns home
to her bohemianflat andrekindles old connec-
tions. Her studies—she has aninterest in a com-
poser who worked in Japan in the nineteen-thir-
ties—lead her to a rumpled Tokyo bookstore and
its proprietor, Hajime (Tadanobu Asano), a quiz-
zical young man whospendshis spare time mak-
ing audhorecordings of trans and train stations
throughout the region. Their friendship remains
tenuous, as do Yoko’s relations with her parents,
to whomshereveals that she is pregnant by one
of her students. Although ever in motion, these
people do very little: their lives are held in place
bythe past and thefuture. Hou’s exquisite, lumi
nous images—including manyof trains—are la-
tent with regret and expectation, and af the film
does not exactly burst withaction its hmpid still
ness is nonetheless inwardly thrilling, In Japa-
nese.—R.B. (BAM Rose Cinemas; April 21.)
DON'T COME KNOCKING
This bittersweet Western blues, directed by Wim
‘Wenders from a script by Sam Shepard, is a minor-
key delight. Shepard plays Howard Spence, an
aging star of Western films and a legendary tab-
lord troublemaker who wants out: he sneaks off
theset andfinds his mother (Eva Marie Saint, in
a performance of remarkably high relief), whom
he hasn’t seen in more thanthirty years. She lets

  

shp a word about his son, whom he has never
met, and he headsfor Butte, Montana, to look for
him. What Spence finds there requires some sus-
pension ofdisbelicf—not just his son, Earl (Ga-
briel Mann), and Earls mother (Jessica Lange) but
also a daughter, Sky (the gossamer Sarah Polley),
whomhe hadwith another woman; it’s as if no
one in Butte around 1980had ever heard of a pa-
ternitysuit. Thefaith mthe implausible is rewarded.
Shepard’s sharp writing memorably delineates the
quartet’s quirky struggles to connect, and though
Wenders, a former master of understatement, over-
plays the big moments with visual frills, he keeps
the outer and inner yourneys in delicate balance.
Despite thefilm’s false notes, its ballad-like moos
ring true—R.B, (In wide release.)
L'ENFANT (THE CHILD)
A boy is bornto a pair of Belgian lovers, who seem
hardly more thanchildren themselves Sonia (Débo-
rah Francois) is pretty, pained, and underdressed,
with broad bones and a dirty laugh. Bruno (éré-
mie Renier) 1s a wastrel and a petty crook, with a
hole where his conscience ought to be He doesn’t
work, he spends money as soon as he gets it, and,
ona whim, he sells the little boys the remainder of
the film, by Jean-Pierre and Luc Dardenne, guides
us through the aftermath ofhis folly. Many of the
Dardenne trademarks, familiar from“Rosetta,” are
m place: the bleak and shabby backdrops, the quiick
bur unflamboyant manner ofthe storytelling, and
the urge to delve without scorn into the lives and
morals of an underclass. Despite all those virtues,
the new film feels laborious—Bruno’s actions seem
hollow and repugnant, fending off our sympathies,
andhis presence elbows out the more deserving
cases of Sonia and Steve (Jérémie Segard), the teen-
aged accompliceto his crimes. The film ends with
Bruno in tears, but anyparents watchingwill be far
more concerned about the baby, whofor some mys-
terious reason never cries at all. In French—Anthomy
Lane (3/27106) (Lincoln Plaza Cinemas and Quad
Cinema.)
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Theview out the window of The Milestone reveals the delightful contours of
KensingtonPalace and the alluring lawn ornaments of wandering swans.
A Russian guest in the process of openinghis ownbird sanctuary requested that
The Milestoneplease procure 24 swans. While pointing out thatthe creatures
are protected by RoyalCharter, the staff was able to navigate the legallabyrinth
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FREE ZONE

Hanna (Hanna Laslo), a hard-charging Israch
woman, crosses the border intoJordanin an$.U.
in order to conclude a business deal in an ungov-
ened economic trading zone bordered by Iraq,
Syria, and Saudi Arabia—anodd but hopefulplace
in which national and religious differences get dis-
solved by commerce. Her passenger is a young
American woman(Natalie Portman), whose en-
gagementtoa Spanish-Isracli man 1s coming apart.
‘This movie by the veteranIsracli filmmaker Amos
Gitar has some exciting passages and a sense of
talented people knocking around in a vacuum.
But, structurally, it’s a mess. People barge in with
long, complicatedstoriesfalling fromtheir lps,
and wehave onlya vague idea of who theyare:
Natalie Portmanseems to be a mere observer, and
then, abruptly, she ups and runs away. See it
for the landscapes and an occasional burst of
powerful emotion. In English, Hebrew, and Ara-
bic.—D.D.(Lincoln Plaza Cinemasand Sunshine
Cinema.)
FRIENDS WITH MONEY
‘The independent writer-director Nicole Holof-
cener had a fresh idea for a movie: how would
three well-off married women(Catherine Keener,
Franees McDormand,Joan Cusack), living in Los
Angeles, sustain their friendship with a younger
woman whois unmarried, broke, working as a
housckceper, and given to meaningless rclation-
ships with jerks? By most standards, and parti
ularly by wealthy Los Angeles standards, Olivia
(Jennifer Aniston) is a loscr, and the wealthy, no-
toriously, do not hike to hang out with losers. In
a series oftense ensemble scenes, Holofeener ex-
plores not onlythe gossip and shifting alliances
in these relationships but the three marriages as
well. The trouble with this scheme, however, is
that Olivia has nodrives or hopes or powerful
regrets; she has nothing to say, and Aniston, a
very limited actress, does most of her work with
her lowerlip, which she wrinkles and tucks under
the upper one. She pulls so little out of herself
that welose all interest in her bythe middle of
the picture. But there are good bits from the
other performers, particularly McDormand as a
woman who has everything going for her but
throwsfits over trivialities—D.D. (4/17/06) (In
wide release.)
1AM A SEX ADDICT
Reviewed this week in The Current Cinema. (IFC
Center)
ICE AGE: THE MELTDOWN
This sccond “Ice Age” follows the exploits of
Mannythe mammoth (voiced by Ray Romano),
Sid the sloth (John Leguizamo), and Diego the
sabre-toothed tiger (Denis Leary) as they flec a
potential flood (brought on by global warming)
for even icier environs. This improved follow-up
to the 2002 animated hit boasts a more nuanced
look (the animals’ facial expressions are quite
lively, and the snowy backgrounds are more de-
tailed), and the romping, stomping screenplayhas
a brisk anything-gocs quality. The high pointis a
musical number consisting of flying vultures
cling their prey and breakinginto a Busby Berke-
ley routine to the tune “Food, Glorious Food.”
Directed by Carlos Saldanha.—Bruce Diones (In
wide release.)
INSIDE MAN
A gangled by an unflustered leader in shades
(Clive Owen) holds up a New York bank, tak-
ing a small crowdof hostages. Along comethe
cops (including Willem Dafoe) and a couple of
expert negotiators (Denzel Washington and Cl
wetel Ejiofor), who, unconvinced bythe thieves’
demands, begin to wonderwhat theyreallywant.
Otherplayers include Christopher Plummer, as
the bank’s suspiciously smooth president, and
Jodie Foster, as some kind offacilitator; her role
is never quite specified, and youcould say the
sameof Spike Lee, who directs the filmas if
barely enthused by the prospect of a heist. He
mangles a fewthrills, ignores the claimsoflogic,
and underuses half of his tremendouscast.(The
best cameo comes fromFlorina Percu, as a shame-
less, cigarette-waving Albanianfloozy.) What does
remain, though,is a nervous riff oncivic ten-

   

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



sion, a mean and funny turn from Washington,
and—as you might expect from Lee—a constant,
low-level ventingof racialspleen.—A.L. (3/27/06)
(In wide release.)
LUCKY NUMBER SLEVIN
Paul McGuigan’s rackety thriller starts a quar-
ter of a century ago, then leaps to the present
day. The connection between these two time
zones1s one of the mysteriesof the movie, though
not so mysterious that most viewers won't have
worked it out after an hour: Thefilm badly wants
tobe baffling, just as it yearns to be cynical,
thuggish, and smart—notunlike the Boss (Mor
gan Freeman) and the Rabbi (Ben Kingsley),
a pair of hoods who nourish a mutual hatred.
Each 1s also interested in Slevin (Josh Hart-
nett), a hapless young man whofinds himself
inthe wrong apartment at the wrong time. The
ensuing complications are borrowed, with ac-
knowledgment, from “North by Northwest,” al-
though it was possibly unwise to invite compar-
isons with one of cinema’s most smoothly
pleasurable tales. MeGurgan’s movie is more con-
cerned with pleasing itself, and m that pursuit
many strong supporting players, such as Stanley
Tucci, Lucy Liu, DannyAiello, and Bruce Wills,
are left embarrassed and stranded. Only one puz~
zle remains: given that we see both the Willis of
today and the Willis of yesteryear, how come he
looks younger now?—A.L. (4/10/06) (In wide
release.)
MEMORIES OF UNDERDEVELOPMENT

This audacious, sensual portrait of an alienated
intellectual in Castro’s Cuba circa 1961 is one
ofthe great movies ofits era. The director, Tomas
Gutiérrez Alea, puts the audience in the head
of a would-be writer (Sergio Corniers, in a mar-
vellous performance) who comes to understand
just how conflicted he 1s about everything—class
and sex included. There’s a ruthless, univer-
sal brand of comedy in his more fatuous deeds
andutterances: he views the Revolution as his
personal revenge against the stupidity of the
Cuban bourgeoisie. But the movie 1s also full
of tough-minded mystery. The classic sequence
of the writer taking a girl to the Hemingway
Museum is rich withironies about the interplay
ofart, celebrity, and social conscience. In Span-
ish. Released in 1968.—Michael Sragow (Mov-
ing Image; April 23.)
THE NOTORIOUS BETTIE PAGE

A bio-pic devoted to a body—Gretchen Mol’s
body, which is scen in every degree of cladding,
from full to scanty to blissfully naked. Mol plays
a real-life pinup queen of the fifues, Bertie Page,
who appeared in coy nudie magazines and in
hughly unconvincing and frequently out-of-focus
lesbian bondage movies withtitles like *Sally’s
Punishment.” As re-created by Mary Harron, who
both wrote the screenplay (with Guinevere Turner)
anddirected, Bettie was a nice, devout girl from
Nashville who never quite understood the extraor-
dinary effect her pictures had on other people.
Smut was a low-rent, casually lousyscene in those
days, and Bettie’s innocence fit nght in. Satirizing
the h caused by a naive girl who hikes to
disrobe is a good joke, but there is a problem
with Harron’s affectionate, lighthearted approach—
at leaches all the danger out of the subject. In this
movie, there isn’t any genuine power inerotic um-
agery or any madness in perversion. With Lik Tay-
lor and Chris Bauer as dirty-picture peddlers,
David Strathairn as the earnest Senator Estes Ke-
fauver, and Jonathan Woodward as Bette’s puz-
zled actor boyfriend. Shot in noirish black-and-
white and dazzling color—D.D. (4/17/06) (In
wade release.)
SHE'S THE MAN

This tween comedy,inspired by Shakespeare’s
“Twelfth Night,” has the pacing, casting, and
dumbed-down plotof a sitcom, but Amanda Bynes,
from the Nickelodeon variety program “The
Amanda Show,” brings a quirky spark and a re-
deeming loose humor to her role.Viola (Bynes), a
soccer ace who1s barred from the boys’ team be-
cause of her sex, hatches a plan to go incognito
as her brother, Sebastian (who 1s out of town), to
prove she can play just as well as the boys. When
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portraying the ersatz Sebastian, Bynes not only
looks, somewhatfreakishly and rather convine-
ingly, like a baby-faced young man but also uses
her arsenal offacial expressions and her uncanny
dehveryto full comedic effect—S.1. (In wide
release.)
SIR! NO SIR!

‘The rise of protest against the Vietnam War 1s
morethan forty years in the past. This blunt,
heartfelt documentary, directed by David Zeiger,
revives those passionate days and restores the
historical record with his account of widespread
opposition to the war from within the U.S. mil-
itaryitself. Starting with the lonely voices of
Donald Duncan, a Green Beret whoresigned bis
commission in 1965, and Howard Levy, a der-
matologist who accepted court-martial rather
than tran other Army doctors, Zeiger presents
men and women whobravedthe stockade
or worse to denounce the war from within.
Jane Fonda is a character here, as she gives
‘2 moving accountofher activities on be-
half of the soldiers themselves. Along the
way, myths are dispelled and dormant out-
rage reignited: Zeiger’s technique, though
conventional, 1s eloquent, as are the inter-
viewees, whose righteous energy burns as
brightly now as in the evocative archival
footage—R.B. (IFC Center)
SLITHER
It’s rednecks versus zombies in James Gunn’s
delightfullydisgusting comic horror film, in
which parasitesfrom outer space invade their
hosts. Gunn (who wrote the exuberant “Dawn
ofthe Dead” remake) 1s a true movie nut,
with a tongue-in-cheek approachto horror
that aspires to “Tremors” and “Rabid” and
injects the genre with his own brandof twisty
black humor. Thefilm is equally outrageous
and sardonic, and the cast, which includes
“Firefly”’s great Nathan Fillion, is more than
game(literally). Awful fan.—B.D. (In wide
release.)
STEAMBOATBILL, JR.

Oneof the least known of the Buster Kea-
ton features, yet it possibly ranks right at
the top.It 1s certamly the most bizarrely
Freudianof his adventures, dealing with a
tiny son’s attempt to prove himself to his
huge, burly, rejecting father. Ernest Torrence
1sthe father—a tough Mississippr-steamboat
captain, who does not conceal his disgust
when Junior (Keaton) arrives to join him,
natulydressed in bell-bottoms, a polka-dot
tie, and a beret. When the father is in jal,
Keaton tries to hand him a gigantic loafof
bread containing tools for breaking out, but
the father doesn’t understand what's in it
andrefuses the bread; Keaton mutters, “My
father 1s ashamed of my baking.” The film
features a memorable comic cyclone and a
peerless (and much imitated) sequence in
which Keaton trieson hats and changes per-
sonality with each, becominga series of
moviestars of the period. Directed by Charles
Reisner, Released in 1928. Silent.—Pauline Kael
(Thala Theatre; April 23 and April 25.)
THANK YOU FOR SMOKING
Nick Naylor (Aaron Eckhart), the chief spokes-
manfor the tobacco lobby in Washington,is
handsome andlikable, a mixture of swagger and
impudentcandor. Nick knowsthat his argu-
ments in favor of smoking are rubbish, but
he enjoys the gameof spin too muchto give it
up. This shrewdly entertaining satirical comedy,
adapted by Jason Reitman(son ofthe veteran
director Ivan Reitman) from Christopher Buck-
ley’s 1994 novel, loves the brazen moxie of “sin”
lobbyists without being fooled by them. The
comic highlight of the movie 1s the regular lunch
sessions that Nick holds with the lobbyists for
the alcoholandfirearms industries (Maria Bello
and David Koechner)—the three of them, boast-
ing of thelethality of their respective clients,
might be doing a recurring skit on “Saturday
NightLive.” When Nick gets written up by a
seductive reporter (Katie Holmes) fromthe Wash-
ington Probe, his life goesinto a tailspin. With
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Cameron Bright as Nick’s adoring son, J. K. Sim-
mons and Robert Duvall as tobacco executives,
Rob Loweand Adam Brody as glib Hollywood
types, and William H. Macy as a sanctimonious
anti-smokingsenator from Vermont who has a
collection of maple-syrup bottles in his office.
Jason Reitman’s direction is fast-moving and
witty; the movie 1s a winner—D.D.(4/3/06) (In
wide release.)
V FOR VENDETTA

A dunderheaded pop fantasia that celebrates
terrorism and destruction. The graphic-novel
creators Alan Moore and David Lloyd conceived
the material in the ninetecn-eighties during
the reign of Margaret Thatcher. Setting their
work in 1997, they projected a fascist future
for England and a rebel hero—a terrorist in
a Guy Fawkes mask who blows up the Parlia-

 

DetectiveHaroldSmithpursues art thieves in
“Stolen,”a documentary openingApril21.

mentbuildings and the Prime Minister's resi-
dence. The producer, Joel Silver, and the Wa
chowskis, Larry and Andy, grafted references
to the current condition of warfare and fear
onto this template, lifting details out of Or-
well’s “1984” and a/vaniety of pop myths. Hugo
Weaving 1s the caped and masked man who
kills and blows things up; Natalie Portman is
the imnocent who becomeshis victim and his
follower. The movie has some visual life to it,
butit’s so foolish that you come out shaking
your head. Among other things, the ineptitude
of “Vendetta” suggests that pop isn’t a very
good modeforpolitical allegory. With Stephen
Rea, Directed bythe Wachowski brothers’ pro-
tégé,James McTeigue-—D.D.(3/20/06) (In wide
release.)

Also Playing

BELLE DE JOUR: Paris. KINKY BOOTS:In wide re-
lease, PHAT GIRLZ: In widerelease. SCARY MOVIE
4: In wide release. TAKE THE LEAD: In wide re-
lease. THE WILD: In wide release.

 

REVIVALS, CLASSICS, ETC.

Titles with a dagger are reviewed above.

ANTHOLOGYFILM ARCHIVES:

32 Second Ave.,at 2nd St. (212-505-5181)—*New-
Filmmakers Presents.” April 19 at 6: Short filr
about dance. ¢ April 19 at 7: “Road Map Wé
rior Women”(2000, Jen Senko) and “Censorious”
(2005, Carol Jackson). # April 19 at Short films
and live performances by Amy Greenfield and
‘Andrea Beeman. ¢ The films of BB Optics. April
19 at 8: Short films by Martha Colburn, Bruce
Nauman, and Bradley Eros (1972-2002) and
other works, mcluding J..K.-assassinationreénact-
ments shot for the Warren Commission (c. 1963-

1964). # April 25 at &: Short films by Rob-
ert Huot, Katy Martin, Tony Conrad, and
Peter Herwitz (1968-93). ¢ “Starring Tay-
lor Mead” Apnl 20 at 7:30 and April 23 at
6:"The FlowerThief” (1960, Ron Rice). 4 April
21 at &: Short films by Anton Pench (197.
73), program one. # April 22 at 8: Short films
byPerich (1972-73), programtwo. # April 23
at 8: “The Queen of Sheba Meets the Atom
Man” (1963/82, Rice). “The OrtonPre-
sents” April 20 at 8: “Bring Me the Head of
Alfredo Garcia” (1974, Sam Peckinpah). #
Rarefilms by Jacques Rivette. April 21-23at
7: “Out 1: Spectre” (1971-72, n French). ¢
Apnil 22-23 at 5: “Jean Renoir: Le Patron,”
part three (1966; in French). # “Storefront
Films” April 25 at 7:30: “Ciudad Moderna”
(2004, Terence Gower) and “The Madness of
Rock °n’ Roll”(1956, Fernando Méndez; in
Spanish, no subtitles).
BAM ROSE CINEMAS

30Lafayette Ave., Brooklyn (718-636-4100}—
“Cinema Tropical.” April 19 at 4:30, 6:50,
and 9:15: “Toro Negro(Black Bull)” (2005,
Pedro Gonzalez Rubio and Carlos Armellas
in Spanish). “Cinemachat with Elliott Stein.”
April 20 at 4:30 and 7: “The Offence” (1972,
Sidney Lumet). The 7 P.M. show will be
followed by a discussion with Lumet and
Stein. # Through April 26: “Village Voice
Best of 2005.” April 21 at 2, 4:30, 6:50, and
9:30: “Café Lumiére”(t). ¢ April 22 at 7:
“Three Times” (2005, Hou Hsiao-Hsien; in
Mandarin and Taiwanese). ¢ April 23 at 3,
6, and 9: “Princess Raccoon” (2005,Seijun
Suzuki; in Japanese), ¢ “It Happened in
Brooklyn.” April 24 at 4-30, 6:50, and 9:15:
“It Happenedin Brooklyn” (1947, Richard
Whorf). The 6:50 show will be introduced
by John Manbeck and Pete Hamill. ¢ “Shel-
ley Winters vs. the Water.” April 25 at 4:30
and 9: “The Poseidon Adventure” (1972,
Ronald Neame).
FILM FORUM
W. Houston St. west of Sixth Ave. (212-727-
8110)—Inrevival. April 19-20 at 1:20, 3:15,

5:10, 7:05, and 9: “Days of Heaven”(1978,
rence Malick). April 21-25 at 1:10, 3:15,

5:30, 7:35,and 9:40; “Repulsion” (1965, Roman
Polanski).
FLORENCE GOULD HALL

55 E. 59th St. (212-355-6160}—Thefilms of Chan-
tal Akerman.April 25 at 12:30 and 6:30: “News
from Home” (1977; in French). ¢ April 25 at 3:30
and 9: “Tomorrow We Move” (2004; in French).
IFC CENTER

323 Sixth Ave., at W. 3rd St. (212-924-7771}In
revival. April 21-22 at noon: “High and Low”
(1963, Akira Kurosawa; in Japanese). ¢ “Waverly
Midnights.” April 21-22: “Black Caesar” (1973,
Larry Cohen).
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART
Royand Niuta Titus Theatres, 11 W. 53rd St. (212-
708-9480)—“Asian Cmevisions.” April 19 at 6 and
‘April 22 at 4: “Of Love and Eggs” (2004, Garin
Nugroho; in Bahasa Indonesian). ¢ Through April
30: “Baseball and American Culture.” April 19 at
6: “The Bingo Long Traveling All-Stars & Motor
Kings”(1976, John Badham). # April 21 at 8:30:
“The Natural” (1984, Barry Levinson). # April 23
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at 1: “Viva Baseball” (2005, Dan Klores). # Spe-
cial screenings. April 19 at 8: “American Studies”
(2003, Joélle Tuerlinckx), introduced bythe direc-
tor. ¢ April 22 at 7: Short films by Marcel Dzama
(1966-2006). ¢ “Edvard Munchand His Time.”
April 19 at 8:15: “The Hips of JW?(1997, Joao
César Monteiro; in Portuguese). ¢ Through May
15: “Rediscovering Roscoe: The Careers of ‘Fatty’
Arbuckle.” For more information, go to www.
moma.org. Apri! 20at 6: “Career Overview,” pro-
gramone(1913-33). ¢ April 20 at 8: “Early Key-
stones,” program two (1913-14), # April 21 at
6: “Box Office Stax” program three (1914-15). #
April 21 at 8: “The Sophisticated Directos” pro-
gram four (1915-17). ¢ April 22 at 6: “A New
Freedom,” program five (1917). # April 22 at 8:
“Spoofs and Farces,” programsix (1918). ¢ April
23 at 2: “Late Shorts and Features,” part one, pro-
gram seven (1919-20). ¢ April 23 at 5: “Late Shorts
and Features,” part two, program eight (1919-
20). ¢ April 24 at 8:30: “Directing After the Scan-
dal,” part one, program nine (1922-25). ¢ “Prix
Jean Vigo.” April 20 at 6:30 and April 22 at 2:
“Black Girl” (f) and “Leo the Moon” (1956, Alan
Jessua; in French). ¢ Through April 30: “Ziegler
Film, Berlin.” April 20 at 8:30: “Korczak”(1990,
Andrzey Wajda; in Polish and German). ¢ April 21
at 6: “Four Eronc Tales” (1994-2003, Melvin Van
Peebles, Mani Kaul, SusanStreitfeld, and Dito Tsin-
tsadze). ¢ April 23 at 4:30: “Fabian” (1978, Wolf
Gremms in German). # April 24 at 8:30: “Summer
Folk” (1975, Peter Stein, in German).
MUSEUM OF THE MOVING IMAGE
35th Ave. at 36th St., Astoria (718-784-0077)—

  

  

 

   

  

 

  
Free senior matinée. April 19 at 10:30 A.M: “Swing
Time” (1936, George Stever 1g Recess
with Blue Sky Studios.” Ap pril 21 at
1:30: “Ice Age” (2002, Chris Wedge and Carlos
Saldanha). ¢ April 20 at 1:30: “Robots” (2005,
‘Wedge andSaldanha). # “Independence World Cin-
ema Showcase.” April 21 at 7:30: “Black” (2005,
Sanjay Leela Bhansali; m Hindi and English). ¢
April 22 at 6:30: “Guantanamera” (1995, Tomas
Gutiérrez Alea; in Spanish); introduced by the ac-
tress Marta Ibarra. ¢ April 23 at “Memories
of Underdevelopment”(+). # “Fist and Sword.”
April 23 at 1:30:“Peking Opera Blues” (1986, Tsut
Hark; in Cantonese).
PIONEER THEATRE

155 3rd St. (212-591-0434)—ThroughApril 26:
“ComedyFortnight.” April 19 at 7: “Manhattan”
(1979, WoodyAllen). # April 20 at 7: A selection
ofchips from Rocketboom, presented by Amanda
Congdonand AndrewBaron. ¢ April 21 at 11:30:
“Love and Death” (Allen, 1975). # April 22 at 7:
Shortfilms aboutlove. # April 22 at 11:30: “The
Cable Guy” (1996, BenStiller). ¢ April 23 at 7: A
program of short animated films. # April 24
at 6:30: “Mon Oncle” (1958, Jacques Tati; in
French). ¢ Special screenings. April 21-25 at 4:30:
“In Her Line of Fire” (2006, Brian ‘Trenchard-
Smuth). ¢ April 23 at 2:45: “24 Hours on Crargshst”
(2005,Michael Ferris Gibson). # April 25 at 7: “Blue
Vinyl” (2002, Judith Helfand).
SUNSHINE CINEMA
143 E. HoustonSt. (212-330-8182)—*Sun-
shine@Midnight.” April 21-22: “Metal: A Head-
banger’s Journey” (2005, Sam Dunn, Scot Me-
Fayden,andJessica Joy Wise).
THALIA THEATRE

Symphony Space, Broadwayat 95th St. (212-864-
5400}—Special screenings. April 23 at 3 and April
25at 4:30: “SteamboatBill, Jn” (+). # April 23 at
$:30 and April 25 at 7: “Caché (Hidden)” (2005,
Michael Haneke).
WALTER READE THEATRE

Lincoln Center (212-875-5600}—“A Road Map,
of the Soul,” the completefilms of Krzysztof
Kreslowskt. All films are in Polish, except where
noted. April 19 at 2 and April 23 at 8:20: “Three

ced” (1994; in French). # April 19 at 4:
hance” (1981). ¢ April 19 at 6:30: “Dec-

alogue,” parts one and two (1988). ¢ April 19 at
8:45: “Decalogue,”parts three and four (1988). ¢
April 22at 6:30: “Decalogue,” parts five and six
(1988). ¢ Apni 22 at 8:45: “Decalogue,” parts seven
and eight (1989). ¢ April 23 at 2: “Decalogue,”
parts nine andten (1989). # April 23at 4:30: “Three
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“A crackling accountofthe tumultuous time when
Gerald Ford movedinto the OvalOffice following the
resignation of President Nixon. The powerstruggles,
legal maneuvers, personality conflicts and big
stakes all add up to a whodunit on a grandscale.”

—Tom Brokaw,author of The Greatest Generation

“Fast-paced...|t reveals how some of today’s power
players, including Cheney and Rumsfeld, gottheir start.”

—WatterISAACSON,author of
Benjamin Franklin: An AmericanLife

“A riveting, minute-by-minute account
of 31 daysthataffected our nation, with relevance to
everything that has happened since.”

—RICHARD HOLBROOKE, former U.S. Ambassador
to the United Nations

NAN -A-TALESE Available wherever books are sold
DOUBLEDAY Also available on CD from Random House Audio ¢ www.nanatalese.com 
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Colors: Blue” (1993; in French, Romanian, and
Polish). April 23 at6:30: “Three Colors: White”
(1993; Polish, French, and English). # “Golden
Silents.” April 21at 6:30 and 9:“The Eagle” (1925,
Clarence Brown; silent). # Through May 9: “Rie
chard Wagner onFilm.” April 22 at 2: “The Golden
Ring” (1964, Humphrey Burton), featuring Sir
Georg Solti conducting “Gétterdammerung.” ¢ April
22 at 4: Leonard Bernstein conducts excerpts from
“Tristan und Isolde” and other operas. ¢ April 25
at 6: “Three Great Wagnerian Voices,” featuring
Launitz Melchior, Jon Vickers, and Hans Hotter. #
Apnil 25 at 8:30: “Great Wagner Sopranos,” fea-
turing Kirsten Flagstad, Helen Traubel, Birgit Nils-
son, and Régime Crespin.

  

 

 

  

READINGS AND TALKS

POETRY SOCIETY OF AMERICA

‘TheSociety presents a tribute to ourcity’s small
presses, with readings by editors and poets from
Fence Books, Four Way Books, FuturepoemBooks,
and Ugly Duckling Presse. (Baruch Performing,
‘Arts Center, 55 LexingtonAve., at 25th St. 646-
312-4085. April 19 at 7:30.)
NATIONAL ARTS CLU!

‘Thenovelists Patrick McGrath, Emily Barton, and
Terese Svoboda offer selections from their work,
(15 Gramercy Park $. No tickets necessary. April
19 at 7:30.)
NEW-YORK HISTORICAL SOCIETY

Ed Koch joins the writers Kenneth D. Ackerman
and Pete Hamill for a discussion about the infa-
mous Tammany Hall leader Boss Tweed. (170 Cen-
tral Park W., at 77th St. 212-485-9205. April 20
at 6:30.)

  

SHAKESPEARE MARATHON

Liev Schreiber, Maggie Gyllenhaal, John Turturro,
F Murray Abraham, and manyother actors cele-
brate Shakespeare's four-hundred-and-forty-second
birthday with a free reading of his plays and po-
etry. (Symphony Space, Broadway at 95th St. No
tickets necessary. April 23, from 3:30 to 7:30.)
CONSTANCE QUARTERMAN BRIDGES

Thewinner of the 2005 Cave Canem Poetry Prize
reads fromher work, jomed bythe contest’s judge,
Sonia Sanchez,and two finaksts, Christian Camp-
bell and Raina Leon.(Elebash Recital Hall, City
University ofNew York Graduate Center, Fifth Ave.
at 34thSt. No tickets necessary. April 25 at 7.)
PEN WORLD VOICES FESTIVAL

‘This year’s gathering of international writers be-
gins with a lecture by the Turkish novelist Orhan
Pamuk, followed bya conversation with Marga
ret Atwood. Salman Rushdie provides the intro-
duction. The festival continues throughthe end of
the month, (Great Hall, Cooper Union, 7 E. 7th
St. April 25 at 7. For more information about the
festival, visit wwwpen.org.)
 

ABOVE AND BEYOND

NEW YORK ANTIQUARIAN BOOK FAIR

‘The oldest book fair inthe country returns to the
Park Avenue Armory, tempting local intellectuals
to blow their childrens college funds on such de-
lights as a first edition of F Scott Fitzgerald’s“This
Side of Paradise,” a printer’s proof of Jack Ker-
ouac’s “Onthe Road” tied with string, and an
1864 amnestyproclamation signed by Abraham
Lincoln. (Park Ave. at 67th St. April 20-23. For
more information, call 212-777-5218.)

  

EARTH DAY

Earth Day is April 22, and analfresco EarthFair
1s planned for Apnl 21-22outside Grand Central
‘Terminal. (For more information, visit www.earth-
dayny.org.) Other events around town include a
treasure hunt, bulb planting, and walking tours sn
Central Park on April 22 (for details, visit central-
parknyc.org) and the Green Apple Music & Arts
Festival (see Night Life).
AUCTIONS AND ANTIQUES

Bucolic scenes, romantic vistas, and views ofVenice
abound in Christie’s sale of nineteenth-century
European art (April 19); so dosuch softly feminine
women as the subject of Bouguereau’s late canvas
“La Vague,” swectly reposing (and unabashedly
nude) on a beach. On April 24, the NewYork
branch holds its first auctiondedicated to Russian
art, offering pamtings (such as Ivan Konstantinovich
‘Awvazovskii's dramatic seascape “Moonlight”) and
decorative objects; among the highlights are works
from the collection of Ambassador Charles R.
Crane, a legendary Eastern Europe hand. A sale of
photographs on Apnil 24-25 includes works by
Mapplethorpe, Cunningham, Arbus, and Stieglitz.
(20 Rockefeller Plaza, at 49th St. 212-636-2000.) #
Sotheby’s auction of photographs on April 22
includes prints fromthe collection of 7-Eleven,Inc.s
the highlights includea full sequence offive images
byAnsel Adams, depicting the shifting patterns of
surf along the San Mateo County coastlme, and an
amazing image by Edward Weston, in which the
tortured surface of a pepper assumes almost human
qualities. Gigantic diamonds (one weighing in at
more thana hundred carats) take center stage at a
sale of jewelry on Apnil 25, followed by a feel-good
saleof nineteenth-century European art and sporting
paintings on the same day. (York Ave. at 72nd St.
212-606-7000.)

    

 

 

ON THE HORIZON between 1944 and 1964, and the Tools ofthe contemporized Wedekind’s
—s Film Forum offers six Table, 1500-2005”will work; Frank Woodleads
CLASSICAL MUSIC weeks ofviolence, mystery, examinesocial and design thecast offourteen.
THE PETER PRINCIPLE passion,and paranoia. history with a collection (212-239-6200.)
May 5 ‘Thetitles alone are the stuff ofdining implements that

of nightmares, from such includes soup tureens, NIGHT LIFE
Peter Serkin, one ofthe classics as “Gun Crazy” and ice-cream scoops,travelling GOT THE BEAT
world’s most comprehensive “Kiss Me Deadly”to flatware, and grape shears. May 19
pianists, uses Beethoven's brilliant obscurities like (212-849-8300.)
“Hammerklavier” Sonata “OnDangerous Ground,” In theearly eighties, the
to anchor a program at “Murder by Contract,” and TE THEATRE Go-Go's topped the charts
Carnegie Hall that stretches “Slightly Scarlet,”plus, SPRING FEVER with their début album,
back to Bach and Byrd and for comicrelief, “I Was a May 18 “Beauty and the Beat,” and
forward to Elliott Carter Communist for the FBI.” wenton to notch several
(a New Yorkpremiére). (212-727-8110.) Duncan Sheik provides classic hits. Theall-girl group
(212-247-7800.) the poprock for “Spring has been an on-again,off-

ART Awakening,” anew musical again act since its Reagan-
MOVIES BEFORE THE SPORK based on Frank Wedekind’s era heyday,butthe original
BROKEN SHADOWS May 5-Oct. 29 controversial 1891 play lineupis back together
May 5-June 15 about adolescentsexuality, for a twenty-fifth-anniversary

The Cooper-Hewitt at the Atlantic Theatre tour thatbringsit to Times
With a program ofseventy National Design Museum’s Company. Steven Sater Square's Nokia Theatre.
B-moviefilm noirs made “Feeding Desire: Design (book andlyrics) has (212-307-7171.)
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

COMMENT
OZONE MAN

lesa
‘he imminenceofcatastrophic global
warming maybea subject far from

the ever-drifting mind of President
Bush—whoseeschatological preoccu-
pationsprivilege Armageddonover the
Flood—butitis ofgrowing concern to the
rest ofhumanity. Climate change is even
having its mass-entertainment
moment. “Ice Age: The Melt-
down”—featuring Ellie the com-
puter-animated mammoth and
the bottomless voice of Queen
Latifah—has takenin more than
hundred million dollars at the box
office in two weeks. On the same
theme, but withdistinctly less ani-
mation,“An InconvenientTruth,”
starring Al Gore (playingtherole
of Al Gore,itinerantlecturer),
is comingto a theatre near you
around Memorial Day. Log on
to Fandango. Reserve someseats.
Bring the family. It shouldn’t be

w missed. Nokidding.
§ “An Inconvenient Truth”is
2 notlikely to displace the boffo
& numbers of“Ice Age” in Variety’s
3 weekly grosses. It is, to be per-
© fectly honest(and there is no way
2 of getting around this), a docu-
3 mentary film about a possibly re-

 

CA
R

tiredpolitician giving a slide show about
the dangers of melting ice sheets and
rising sealevels. It has a few lapses of
mise en scéne. Sometimes we see Gore
gravely talking on his cell phone—or
gravely staring outanairplane window,
or gravely tapping away on his laptop
ina lonely hotel room—fora little lon-
ger than is absolutely necessary. And
yet, as a meansofeducation, “An In-

convenient Truth”is a brilliantly lucid,
oftenriveting attempt to warn Ameri-
cansoffour hellbent path to global sui-
cide. “An Inconvenient Truth”is not
the mostentertainingfilm ofthe year.

 
But it might be the most important.
The catch, of course, is that the

audience-of-onethat most urgently needs
to see the film andtakeit to heart—
namely, the man whobeat Gore in the
courts six years ago—does not much
believe in science or, for that matter, in
any informationthat disturbs his preju-
dices,his fantasies,orhis sleep. Inconve-
nienttruthsareprecisely whatthis White
Houseis structured to avoid and deny.

In the 1992 campaign against Bill
Clinton, George H. W. Bush mocked
Gore as “ozone man”andclaimed,“This
guyis so far out in the environmental

extreme we'll be up to our necks
in owls and outta work for every
American,” In the 2000 cam-
paign, George W. Bush cracked
that Gore“likes electric cars. He
just doesn’tlike making electric-
ity.” The younger Bush, classic
schoolyard bully with a contempt
forintellect, demanded that Gore
“explain what he meant by some
of the things” in his 1992 book,
“Earth in the Balance”—andthen
unashamedly admitted that he
had never readit. A bookthat the
President did eventually read and
endorse is a pulp science-fiction
novel: “State of Fear,” by Michael
Crichton. Bush wasso excited by
the story, whichpictures global
warming as a hoax perpetrated
by power-mad environmentalists,
that heinvited the authorto the
Oval Office. In “Rebel-in-Chief:
Inside the Bold and Controversial
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Presidency of George W. Bush,” Fred
Barnes, the Fox News commentator, re-
veals that the President and Crichton
“talked for an hour and werein near-total
agreement.” Thevisit, Barnes adds, “was
not madepublicforfear ofoutraging en-
vironmentalists all the more.”

As President, Bush has made fantasy a
guideto policy. He has scomed the Kyoto
agreementonglobal warming(a pact that
Gorehelped broker as Vice-President);
he has neutered the Environmental Pro-
tection Agency; he has failed to act deci-
sively on America’s fuel-efficiency stan-
dards evenas the European Union,Japan,
and China have tightened theirs. He has
filled his Administration with peoplelike
Philip A. Cooney, who,in 2001,left the
American Petroleum Institute, the um-
brella lobby for theoil industry, tobecome
chiefofstafffor the White House Coun-
cil on Environmental Quality, where he
repeatedly edited government documents
so as to question the link between fuel
emissions and climate change. In 2005,
when Cooneyleft the White House(this
timefor a job with ExxonMobil), Dana
Perino, a White House spokesperson,
told the Times, “Phil Cooneydid a great
job.”A heckuvajob, one mightsay.

Last week, Gore dropped bya Broad-
way screening room to introduce a
preview of “An Inconvenient Truth.”
Dressed in casual but non-earth-tone
clothes, he gavea brief, friendly greet-
ing. Ifyou are inclined to think that the
unjustly awardedelection of2000led to
oneofthe worst Presidencies of this or
anyotherera,it is noteasy to look at Al
Gore. Heis theliving reminderofall
that might not have happenedin the
pastsix years (and ofwhat mightstill
happenin the coming two). Contraryto
Ralph Nader’s credo that there was no
real difference between the major par-
ties, it is close to inconceivable that the
country and the world would notbe in
far better shape had Gore been allowed
to assumetheoffice that a plurality of
voterswishedhim to have. Onecan imag-
ine him asanintelligent and decent
President, capable of makingserious
decisions and explaining them in the
language of a confident adult. Imag-
ining thatalternative history is hard to
bear, which is why Gorealways has the
courtesy, in his manyspeeches, and at
the start of “An Inconvenient Truth,”
to deflect that discomfort with a joke:
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“Hello, 'm Al Gore andI used to be the
next Presidentofthe United States.”

Thoseinclined tobeirritated by
Goreall over again will not be entirely
disappointed by “An Inconvenient
Truth.” It can be argued thatat times
the film becomes“Death of a Sales-
man,” with Gore as global warming’s
Willy Loman, wheeling his bag down
one more airport walkway. There are
some awkwardjokes, a silly cartoon, a
fewself-regarding sequences, and, now
and then, echoesofthe cringe-making
moments in his old campaign speeches
whenpersonal tragedy wasput to ques-
tionable use. (Toillustrate the need to
changeone’s mind whenhardreality in-
trudes, herecalls helping hisfather farm
tobaccoas a youth andthenhissister's
death from lung cancer.) But in the
contextofthelarger political moment,
the currentdarkness, Gore can be for-
given his miscues andvanities.It is past
time to recognize that, over a long ca-
reer, his policyjudgmentand his moral
judgmentalike have been admirable and
acute. Gorehas beenright aboutglobal
warmingsince holding thefirst con-
gressional hearingonthetopic, twenty-
six years ago. Hewas right about the
role ofthe Internet,right about the need
to reform welfare and cutthe federal
deficit, right about confronting Slobo-
dan Milosevic in Bosnia and Kosovo.
Since September 11th, he has been
right aboutconstitutional abuse, right
about warrantless domestic spying,
andright about the calamity of sanc-
tionedtorture. Andinthecase of Iraq,
both before the invasion and after, he
was right—courageously right—to
distrust as fatally flawed thepolitical
and moral good faith, operational com-
petence, andstrategic wisdom of the
Bush Administration.

In the 2000 campaign, Gore was
cautious, self-censoring,andin thethrall
ofhis political consultants. He was even
cautious abouthis passion,the environ-
ment. That caution, someofhiscritics
think, may have cost him Florida,where
he wasreluctantto speak outon the con-
struction of an ecologically disastrous
airport in the middle of the Everglades
and Biscayne National Parks, Butsince
the election—especially since emerging
from an understandable periodofreti-
cence and rebalancing—Gorehas played
a noblerole in public life. It's hardly

to Gore'sdiscredit that many conser-
vative commentators have watched his
emotionally charged speeches and pro-
nounced him unhinged.(“It looks as if
Al Gore has goneoffhis lithium again,”
the columnist and formerpsychiatrist
Charles Krauthammer wrote after one
suchoration.)

It maybe that Gorereallyhaslosthis
taste forelectoral politics, and that, no
matter what turn the polls and events
take, an Al-versus-Hillary psycho-
dramain 2008is not going to happen.
There is no substitute for Presiden-
tial power, but Gore is now playing a
uniquerole in public life. He is a sym-
bol ofwhat might have been, who in-
sists that we focus on whatlikely will
be an uninhabitable planetifwefail to
payattention to the folly we are com-
mitting, and take the steps necessary
to endit.

—DavidRemnick

WHO'S ON FIRST DEPT.
SHOWS ABOUT SHOWS

 

t “Saturday Night Live,” when two
writers come up with the same

sketch idea—Hey, we should do Dick
Cheneyshootinghis buddyin the face!\—
the sketchesaresaid to be “bumping” to
get onthe air: usually, onlyonesucceeds.
Nowtwo promising TVpilots loosely
inspired by the backstage goings on at
“S.N.L.” are themselves bumping to get
on NEC'sfall schedule.

Aaron Sorkin, the creator of “The
West Wing,” has written “Studio 60
on the SunsetStrip,” starring Matthew
Perry and Bradley Whitford as a cre~
ative team that's called in to rescue the
network’ssignaturelive sketch-comedy
show. Tina Fey, the “S.N.L.” star, has
written a showcalled—for now—“The
UntitledTina Fey Project,” starringTina
Fey,of all people, as the head writer at
the network's live variety show. Herpilot
features Alec Baldwin as the network's
meddlesome new “V.P. of development
for NBC/GE/Universal/Kmart.”

Fey's comedyis set in New York at a
fictional NBC,andSorkin’s dramais set
in Los Angeles at slightlymore fictional
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NBS,but bothfeature network heavies
namedJack. Kevin Reilly, the real-life
president ofNBC Entertainment (which
is a division ofGeneral Electric anda sis-
ter companyofUniversal butis not, as of
this writing, affiliated with Kmart), ex-
plains, “Jack was G.E.’s pre-approved
networkexecutive name.”More seriously,
he says that when both scripts arrived
onhisdesk, last fall, “I saw the problem
coming from a mile away. Butthese are
very particular artists, who write what
they care about. They're not writers for
hire whosay, “Whattya got—a boy and
his dog? I'llwrite that!’ ” Reilly is at pains
to note that neither show is based on ac-
tual NBC dynamics andthateach is ton-
ally distinct: “Tina is more madcap, and
Aaronis exploring issues and character
dynamics and has a real romance at the
center.” Sorkin’s pilot begins with Wes,
the executive producer ofNBS’s show,
reacting to a censor’s decisionto kill a
sketch called “Crazy Christians” by ad-
dressing the camera and urging viewers
to turn off theirsets:

WES
We're cating worms for money. . . .

Guys are getting killed in a warthai
theme music anda logo. That remote in
yourhandis a crack pipe [that profits]
this prissy, feckless, off-the-charts greed-
filled whorehouse of a network you’re
watching.

 

“Thatpart,” Reilly acknowledges, “is
based onus.”

Lorne Michaels, the longtime
executive producerof “S.N.L.,” is
also an executive producer of Fey's
pilot. WhenSorkin asked Michaels
to permit him to observe “S.N.L.”
for a week, Michaels, protecting his
turf, declined. “I haven’t read Sor-

kin’s script,” hesays, “but God knows
Tve been told aboutit. Since we do
sketches about Christiansall the time,
I guesshe’s goingfora bigger set of
issues,his characteristic subject being
powerandits responsibilities. But is
this a newinsight,that networks are
notto be trusted?” Michaels goes
on, “Thereality is that the network

isn’t that powerful anymore—talentis.”
Fey’spilot takes a swipe at talent in

a scene in whichLiz, the head writer,
meets with Tracy, an unhinged movie
starwhom her new boss wants as a regu-
lar on the show. Tracy takes herfor a ride
in his red Hummer:
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UZ

This is a great car. What does it run on?
Jet fuel?

TRACY
Itruns on fame juice.

LIZ
Wonderful.

Alec Baldwin, who has hosted
“S.N.L.” twelve times,says, “I'd be
stunnedifNBC picked up both shows.
Andourshas the tougher task, as a
comedy, becauseif it’s not funny, that's
it. Whereas a dramacanstart off as a
hard-hitting medical show aboutreal
issues, and before you countto three
it’s about who's fucking who.” Tina
Fey, taking a somewhathigher road,
says, “It’s justbad luck for me that in my
first attempt at primetime I’m going
up against the most powerful writer on
television. I was joking that this would
bethe bestpilotever aired on Trio”—
a cable channel, owned by NBC Uni-
versal, that ran failed shows. “And then
Trio got cancelled.”

Sorkin, taking an even higher road,
one dictated by his studio, Warner

 
Tina Fey

Bros. Television, a unit ofTime War-
ner (which is also not,as ofthis writing,
connected with Kmart), was unavailable
for comment. ButKevin Reilly says that
NBC mightwell have room for both
shows,particularly if Fey’s ends up as a
midseasonreplacement. “The only way

we could screw it up,” hesays, “is if the
audiencegets confused.”

Networks being what theyare, Fey
suspects that confusionis inevitable:
“We'll probably end up doinga terri-
ble crossover, where the Matthew Perry
character on the dramarapes my charac-
teron the comedy—andthenthe “Law&
Order’ team solvesthecrime.”

—TadFriend

BACK FROM IRAQ
BIRDS OF AMERICA

amp Anaconda, oneofthe largest
‘American military bases in Iraq,

is about forty miles north ofBaghdad,
near the Tigris River. It is a favorite tar-
get of insurgents’ artillery attacks—its
twenty thousandresidents call it Mor-
taritaville. It also happensto be a good

place for birding, as Sergeant Jon-
athan Trouern-Trend discovered
during the year he was deployed
there, with the Connecticut Na-
tional Guard.

In March, 2004, shortly after
he arrived, Trouern-Trend started
writing a blog aboutthe wildlife he
saw, mainlybirds,but also other an-
imals and plants. Trouern-Trend,
whobegan keeping life list when
he wastwelve, soonidentified two
goodspotsfor birding inside the
wire: by the laundry-runoff pond,
and around the camp’s dump,
which spouted a column ofblack
smoke dayand night. Trouern-
‘Trendcontrived waysto spend alot
oftimeat each spot. He was work-
ing inintelligence, so his superi-
ors never questioned what he was
doing with pair ofbinoculars. “?'m
not sure what they think when I'm
looking up in tree,” he wrote in
the blog. He reported sightings of
whiskered terns and white-checked

bulbuls (which reminded him of Ten-
nyson’s “Recollections of the Arabian
Nights”—“Theliving airs of middle
night / Died round the bulbulas he
sung”), along with a few white-breasted
kingfishers, a squacco heron, a pur-
ple swamphen,anda spectacular hoo-
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THE NEW PAGESIX

Everybody¥ DeLay
Howgreat a guy isTom DeLay? He

is a class actwho continuestoearnthe re-
spectofeveryone he meets with a double
dose ofcharm andwit. This is onepolit-
ico who's simpatico. (Full disclosure: We
love our newArmani sweatervests!)

Charlize Angel!
Actually-very-smart sex goddess

Charlize Theron(full disclosure: Sheis
loaning us herMiami duplex) has Broad-
way audiences agog with her perfor-
mance as Ivana Trumpin the new mu-
sical“Trump!”Among the opening-night
swells, our spiestell us, was The Dead-
beat Donald himself (did he get breast
implants?), whothinksthatgift certifi-
catesto Filene’s Basementstill hold sway
in swagland. Alsoattending was Alec
Baldwin, the BLOVIATOR,or should we
say the NEVER-PAY-OLATOR, who,ac-
cording to insiders, is still heartbroken
over his decades-old bust-up with the
luscious Kim Basinger, whom were-
cently vacationed on in Cabo.

Sweet Suite Deal
Just whensources say the world has

seen enoughofpartyprincess Paris Hil-
ton, there sheis again. The hot-bodded
celebutante sure looked like a billion
bucks the other evening onthe deck of
gazillionaire Paul Allen’s yacht, as seen
from theterrace of the Page Six suite at
the St. Petersburg Hilton. (Full disclo-
sure: This columnis being typed on gen-
erously donated computers using an
early version ofMicrosoft Word.)

Jared’s aJolie Good Fellow
Tongues are wagging that va-va-

voomvixen AngelinaJolie’s new baby
looks remarkablylike Page Six’s own

Jared Paul Stern. Could it be that the
lovelier half of Brangelinatraded some
power canoodling for honorable men-
tions? (Full disclosure: Yes.)

Hawking Squawking
Nitwit science nerd Stephen Haw-

king, theNEWBLOVIATOR,who made a
major gaffe in his assessment that no
particle could escapefrom a black hole—
a blunderthat continues to haunt and
worry our staff—thinks he can bounce
checks all over the press andnotget back
somenegative ions. It's agood guessthat
ablack hole is where Quanta-goof’s in-
vitation to Cannes woundupthis year,
and that’s one thing that’s not coming
back atcha.

Later, Late Show

David Letterman, the poor man’s
Alan Thicke (full disclosure: Dave re-
fused to match our Oscar gift basket),
madea snide joke on his show about
Page Six appearing noton page 6 but on
page 12. Yeah,well, so? Thereason that
Page Six appears on page 12 is that we
are getting a regular envelope under the
door from the Committee to Promote
the NumberTwelve,and itwould be too
confusing to our readers to change the
nameof the column to Page Twelve,
and, anyway,wearealso receivinga tasty
monthly contributionfrom the Society
to Promote the Number Six.

JustAsking...
Whatinvestment-savvywhite-haired

comedian is lookingto toss mzcho dinero
toward a clothing line designed by a
journalist? Rumorhas it he thinks that
fancy clothes buy him fancy press. Well,
what'll it be, Tut—cuffs or no cuffs?

—SteveMartin

 

 

poe—acrested, buff-colored bird with
Escher-like black-and-white markings
onits wings.“I spent 10 minutes watch-
ing it hop aroundin the mud. . . erect-
ingits crest inits full glory,” he wrote.

Camp Anacondais in the middle of
a migrationroutefor species that breed
in Europe and western Russia, and win-

ter in Africa or the Middle East. It was
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oddly moving to Trouern-Trend (and
to readers ofhis blog)to realize that
the traditional migration was occur-
ring overhead evenas everything on the
ground seemedtobefalling apart. To-
ward the end ofhis tour, he conducted
Anaconda’s first Christmas Bird Count.
In May,Sierra Club Books will pub-
lish “Birding Babylon,’a slender, hand-

somelyillustrateddistillation ofthe blog.
Trouern-Trend, whois thirty-eight,

is backhome in Connecticut now, where

he lives with his wife andfive youngchil-
dren and works as an epidemiology re-
searcher. The otherday, he droveto the
NewJersey Meadowlands to do some
birding with Nick Vos-Wein, of the
Hackensack Riverkeeper organization.
Trouern-Trendwashopingto start off
the spring by seeing a yellow-crowned
night heron. He had neverbirdedin the
Meadowlands,and,in spite ofhis time
in Mortaritaville, he seemeda little ap-
prehensive. “This is where they dump
the bodies in ‘The Sopranos,’ right?”
heasked, as he and Vos-Wein paddled
a canoeoutinto the choppy Hacken-
sack River.

Vos-Weintold him aboutvarious
programsdesigned to reclaim the Jer-
sey Meadowlands, which were long
used as New York City’s dump. “A Ti-
gris Riverkeeper—maybethat’s what
weneed,” Trouern-Trend said. Heis
hopingthathis blog will heighten envi-
ronmental awareness amongIraqi
pecially in the fragile ecology ofthe
gris meadows.

From the middleofthe Hackensack,
onecould see three hugelandfills, now
closed,ringinga little park. Downriver,
there was a former chromate chemical
factory. The mudflats seemedto glisten
with a poisonous chromiumsheen.

But there were lots of birds, espe-
cially in the high brown reeds of the
meadows onthefar side oftheriver.

“That's a turkey vulture!” Trouern-
Trendcried.

“Harrier,” Vos-Wein called out.
“Moorhen.”
“ saw its cousin in Iraq.”
Trouern-Trendsaid that many of

the birds he saw in Iraq were similar
to birds he knew from home, and that
the connection had helped him to ac-
climateto life on the base. “Birding is
about making connections,” he said.
“Tt is a mark of civil society.” He added
that Iraq would be a wonderful place
for eco- tourist birdingtrips: “There are
flamingos,crested larks, and a chance
ofseeinga sacredibis in the marshes.”

“Look,” Vos-Wein said, and pointed
to a hugeyellow-crowned night heron,
majestically gliding over the former
dump.

 

  je

—John Seabrook
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THE FINANCIAL PAGE
THE PAYOLA GAME

n thefinal years ofSaddam Hussein's
dictatorship, he earned morethan $1.8

billion in kickbacksas a result of the
United Nations’ oil-for-food program.
He broughtin billions more by smug-
gling oil outto Jordan and Syria. Across
the country, graft was a precondition of
doing business. Saddam's exit and the ar-
rival of free-market reforms were sup-
posed to change all this, Deputy Prime
Minister Ahmad Chalabispoke ofan era
of“transparency, accountability, and
valuefor money.” Yetcorruption remains
ubiquitous. In the past couple of years,
more thana billion dollars has gone
missing from Iraq's Defense Ministry.
Hundredsofmillionsare being skimmed
off the country’s oil sales. Banks,utility
companies, and passportoffices routinely
require baksheesh to get things done.
‘Transparency International,in its latest
survey ofperceived global corruption,la~
belled Iraq the most corrupt country in
the Middle East.

This is hardly surprising. Corruption
usually flourishes in the wake of an au-
thoritarian regime'scollapse. Thefall of
the Soviet Uniongave rise to an epidemic
ofgraft in Russia and otherformer Soviet
republics. Whenit’s unclear who's in
charge,rules become open to manipula-
tion, and bureaucrats, uncertain about
their jobs, tend to put their own short-
term interestsfirst. In Iraq, these prob-
lems have beenexacerbated by otherfac-
tors. The intense competition to control
the nation’s oil reserves creates ample op-
portunities for skimming—indeed, econ-
omies that dependheavily on natural re-
sourcesare generally more corrupt,as are
‘wartime economies.

Corruption maybeethically unsavory,
but, accordingto some economists, it may
also be economically beneficial. In a coun-
trywhere elaborate bureaucracies make it
hardto start companies, import or export
goods,orsimplyget a passport, bribes can
cut through red tape, serving as what's
called “speed money.” Bribes can also mo-
tivate bureaucrats who would otherwise
shirk their duties; in the Russia of Peter
the Great, for instance, mostofficials re-
ceived small salaries and made up the

difference with bribes. And corruption
isn’t necessarily an obstacle to economic
growth. In the postwar years, countries
like South Korea and Indonesiawere bas-
tions of cronyism andgraft but saw their
economics boom;today, China and India
are two ofthe world’s fastest-growing
economies, and both receive poor grades
from Transparency International. So per-
hapsIraq’s Commission on Public Integ-
rity should simplyacceptthat corruption
provides the grease to keep the wheels of
commerce turning.

It would be comforting to think so.
Andthere are conditions under which
bribes seem to work well. When power
is in the hands ofan authoritarian gov-
ernmentthat keeps bureaucrats under

 

firm control, thestateis able to act like a
smart monopolist: its employees charge
prices that are high but nottoo high, and
are able to deliverwhat they promise. So
bribe-takers collect what amounts to an
unofficial tax and bribers get whatthey
payfor. In a country like Iraq, though,
where thestate is weakened, corruption
tends to be moreanarchic andless
effective. Instead ofmonopolistic corrup-
tion—a single bribe-taker representing
the government—youget competitive
corruption: everyonehas his hand out.A
study ofwhatit took to open a business
in Russia in 1991, forinstance, found
that bribes hadto be paid to local and na-
tional officials, fire inspectors, the water
department, and so on. Apart from the

sheer expense,in situationlike this it's
unclear whethera bribe will have any
effect. As a result, people either decide
against doing businessin thefirst place or
are driven underground,into the so-
called “shadow economy.”

Furthermore,evenif corruption can
be a useful meansof bypassing inef-
ficienciesin the short term,in the long
term it tendsto create inefficiencies of
its own. Bribing,it turnsout, doesn’t al-
ways speed things up:in a vast study of
twenty-fourhundred companiesin fifty-
eight countries, Daniel Kaufmann, of
the World Bank, and Shang-Jin Wei, of
the I.M.F,, found that the more a com-
panyhad to bribe,the more timeit spent
tied upin negotiations with bureaucrats.
Graft also encourages governmentoffi-
cials to keep complicated procedures in
place,since thatinsures that the bribes
keep coming. So corruptionisn’t just a
productofbad institutions and policies;
it also helps cause them. Almost every
studydone in thepasttenyears has found
that, on the whole, corrupt countries
grow moreslowly and have a much
harder timeattracting foreign invest-
ment. And work by Wei suggests that
even the exceptions,like China, have
probably succeeded more inspite ofcor-
ruption than becauseofit.

Fighting corruption,then,is not only
an ethical issue but an economic one. The
problem is that most anti-corruption
campaignsfail. In part, that’s because the
task is absurdly hard. Butit mayalso be
because anti-corruption campaigns tend
to target low-level corruptionrather than
attacking what economistscall “grand
corruption.” Relying on variantofthe
“broken windows” theory, these cam-
paigns have assumedthat cleaning up
day-to-day graft will make all corruption
less acceptable. Yet a studyby the econo-
mist Eric Uslaner shows thatit’s high-
level graft that really shapescitizens’ per-
ceptions of how corrupttheir society is.
Corruption fighters in Iraq, in other
words, should ignore the greedy bureau-
crats at the electric company and concen-
trate, instead, on holding high-level offi-
cials accountable forthebillion dollars
missing from the Defense Ministry.
Granted,this is probably an unrealistic
goal. Butin Iraq today whatisn’t?

—JamesSurowiecki
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EUROPEAN JOURNAL

HIGH AND LOW
Flying on the really cheap.

BY ANTHONY LANE

Wiis upthe other day, on April
6th, I didn’t know where I was.

‘This is a commonoccurrence for many
people, mainly in the wake of an office
party, but at least they could jab a finger
at a globe andhit the right country.
Even that was beyond me. Some hours
before, I had boarded a planeatStansted,
anairport to the northeast of London.

ing theflight: nearbylay several natu-
ral parks, including “Gorbeia, Urkiola,
and Izki.” What was I heading for?
Mordor?

Nothing becameclearer on arrival.
I entered the terminal building and
founda sign that read “EBtik kan-
poko herritarrak.” The thought that I
had stumbledintoa tiny, undiscovered

ing to gaugethe accentsofpassersby.
There was a place called Tabakoak,
which is enough to make anyonegive
up smoking. People were drinking in
Café Dublin, which wasn’t muchhelp;
nor wasthestreetsign, upa hill, that
read “San Frantzisko Xabier Kantoia.”
Depleted by the onslaught of conso-
nants, I checked in to a hotel, hailing
the manageress from the next room,
where she was doingthe ironing and
watching TV. She wrote “31 euros” on
a scrap ofpaper(that would be roughly
the samein dollars), and I nodded,
hoping vaguely that she hadn'tjust sold
meher daughter. I found my room,
kicked offmy shoes, and, even though
it was midafternoon,fell asleep.

I woke an hour later, opened the cur-

 

-_

European travel, inits new andloosely regimentedform, spirits us, without ado,from one small world to another.

Mydestination was Vitoria~Gasteiz, a
place I had never heard of, whose grid
reference,climate, cuisine, nightlife,
fauna, and geological foundation I had
madeno attempt todiscover. The name
itselfwas mystifying, starting with a hint
ofthe Iberian but ig offtoward the
crunchingly Teutonic; it sounded more
like a rare medical condition than a pop-
ular holidayspot. (“Thoughleft largely
impotentby the onsetofVitoria-Gasteiz
syndrome,he nonethelessenjoyed a var-
iedsocial life.”) I knew it lay within Eu-
rope, but apart from that I wassurren-
dering to whatthe Defense Department
wouldclassify as voluntary rendition.
This ominous sensation was hardly
cased by the one detail I had learned
about Vitoria-Gasteiz as I was book-
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pocket of Inuit culture, guaranteed to

throw anthropologists into disarray,
wastoo exciting for words. Thetrans-
lation underneath read “Non-EUresi-
dents.” So what wasthe language? The
immigration official said “Plizz,” and
examined mypassport withslightlyless
attention than he would apply tohis
toenails. I had no luggage, so I walked
outside, found a cab rank composed of
onetaxi, said “Vitoria~Gasteiz,” and,

fifteen minuteslater, found myself in
the heart of an indecipherable town. I
paid thetaxi fare in euros, which were
accepted without demur; this proved
that I wasn’tin, say, Lithuania, but I
couldstill be in anyofthe twelve coun-
tries where the European single cur-
rency is used. I meanderedalong,try-

tains, and saw a palm tree. My guess
had been that Vitoria~Gasteiz was
somewherein the Dolomites, or on the
border between the German andItal-
ian sectors ofSwitzerland, but this was
evidently not so. Leaving the hotel, I
passed a sex shop, a jeweller’s, and a
bridal-wearspecialist—thestory ofour
adultlives, in the space offifty yards.
Across the road,rearing out of no-
where, was a vision: an art museum,
spacious and spotless, that must have
been completednoearlier thanthe pre-
vious Monday. Two minuteslater, I

found myself—thesolevisitor in the
building—gazing at a Motherwell, a
Basquiat, a weird and waxy de Koo-
ning, and anintricate, child-pleasing
set of twelve Kandinsky prints,titled JO
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“Small Worlds.”I could have been in
Santa Fe.

Such are the delights of European
travel, in its newandloosely regimented
form:it spirits us, without ado, from
one small world to another, urging us
to forge the links between them. On
this occasion, I had imposed delib-
erate ignorance upon myself, but that
was merely a hard-core version of the
shock—thebewildering, shipwrecked
charm—that greets us every time we
comeashore in an unfamiliar land and
ask, “What country, friends,is this?”
‘The answer cameto meas sat at a café
table, in the warm afternoon, in an

eighteenth-century square: this must
be a Basqueregion of northern Spain.
(The Alava, asit turned out.) I listened
to the bells competing to strike six
o'clock and watched the same proces-
sion that I have witnessed, over the

years, from Berlin to Taormina: knots
offriends andrelations,orbitedby chil-
dren, unhurriedly taking the air. More
than anyotherritual, it marks a divi-
sion between the Continent and the
more headlong purposesofthe Anglo-
American model—between the why-
worry and the can-do. One might envy
thestrollers, but one can neverfully
participate in thestroll, to witnessit,
however, remains a privilege,and I will
pay good moneyto do so. The money
Thad paid on this occasion was cer-
tainly good. My ¢é con leche had set
meback a dollar, and,as for my flight
from Londonto Vitoria-Gasteiz, it

 

had costoneBritish penny. Or, accord-
ing to the rate of exchange, one and
three-quarters cents.

lying around Europe used to be a
cumbersomeaffair. It was patchy,

overpriced, and weighed down bystate
monopolies. A few big players, such as
Air France, Swissair, and Alitalia, carved
up the route mapand,if earnings sank,

relied ontheir respective governments to
bail them out. They enjoyed at best a
grumpypublic confidence, but not an
ounce ofpublicaffection. And so it was
that, of the many terrible consequences
of September 11th, perhaps the least
mourned was the demise of Sabena,the
Belgian national airline. To say thatit
went broke,laid low by thedip in air

travel, should notbe taken to mean that
ithad,until then, been buoyantlysolvent.
In fact, in eighty years oftrading, Sabena
had never onceturned a profit, thus

becoming a bywordfor the staleness of
the fixed market, All airlines suffer
from cruel abbreviations;as a plane-mad
nine-year-old,I regaled myparents with
B.O.A.C. (Better on a Camel) and
T.W.A. (Teeny-Weeny Airlines). Sa-
bena was evenbetter. In travellers’ patois,
it stood for Same Awful Bloody Experi-
ence, Never Again.

‘Theentire industry, in short, was ripe

not so much for a makeoveras for mass
euthanasia, followed bythe birth ofsome-
thing new. This would be modelled,if
possible, on the success of Southwest
Airlines, but with a pleasing twist: Fly an

hour from Kansas City and youwill find
yourself under similar skies, with little
need toalter your dress code, your diet,
your speech,oryour pointofview.Flythe
samedistance from Geneva and you can
wind up on the Mediterranean, chomp-
ing seafood in the shade. Responsibility
for this mass displacementfell mainly to
twonew operators, easyJet and Ryanair.
(Other contenders,including Buzz and a
British Airways subsidiary named Go,
have comeand gone.) EasyJetran its first
flight out of Luton airport, an unlovely
huddleofbuildings to the northwest of
London,in 1995; Ryanair, started by a
Tipperary businessman named Tony
Ryan and members ofhis family, began
shyly, in 1985, ferrying passengers from
Waterford, Ireland, to London Gatwick.
The aircraft were fifteen-seaters, so

cramped that the cabin crew had to be
shorter than five feet two. (When I read
this on the Ryanair Website, I assumed
itwas ajoke. Not so, although the temp-
tation to renamethe company Oz, orHi-
Ho, must have been overwhelming.)

‘Those days are long vanished;full dereg-
ulationofthe airlines between Britain
and the rest of Europe arrived in 1997,
and Ryanair has swelled intoa ravening
beast. Last year it carried thirty-five mil-
lion passengers. Atthe outset, Ryanair
and easyJet faced derision and even—
from the established carriers—outright
hostility, but it soon becameclear that this
aggression wasfuelled by fear. EasyJet,
especially, seemed an unmissable target,
with its billboards, crewuniforms, and fu-
selages decked outin a retina-scarring
shadeoforange;but B.A. stopped laugh-
ingwhenthe newcomer ran flight from,
London to Glasgow for twenty-nine
pounds. It was not only cheaper than
flying with B.A.;it was, unless you were
amonkwitha place to stay, cheaper than
remaining in Londonfor the weekend.

More than a decadelater, thatisstill
the case, but the opportunities to ex-
tend the principle have multiplied and
swarmed. You canfly to Scotland for
less than theprice ofa tin of shortbread,

but whypass from one showerofflesh-
puckeringrain to another when,for not
much more,youcan be bronzingin Nice
by lunchtime? The paradox is both de-
lectable and damning: the best thing to
happen to GreatBritain in the past de-
cadeis the increasing profusion ofways
to get thehell outof the place. Visit the



RyanairWebsite andthere, sprawled be-
fore your avariciouseyes, is a map ofEu-
ropeforested with dots.(I like to spend
an idle hoursurfingthesite, planning
languid weekends in little-known spots;
the technical term forthis is “pornogra~
phy.”) Click on a town,and from it will
spring a tracery offlightlines. Ryanair
makes use of a hundred andfifteen air-
ports, ranging from Aarhusto Zaragoza,
taking in a nest of spidery anagrams:
Bydgoszcz, Szczecin, and the mild but
ominousKaunas. Someofthe landing
spots are old favorites, like Venice and
Pisa. Others are revived watering holes;
the moneyyousaveflying to Baden-
Baden, for example, can be spent, and
lost, within secondsofhitting the local
casino. The Ryanairflight to Leipzig is
presumably infested with music junkies,
avid for their dose of the Gewandhaus
Orchestra, just as the easyJet run to and
from Tallinn,thespiritual homeofcheap
booze, is said to resound with the rous-
ing refrains ofBrits ontheir wayto stag
weekend, and,far worse, with the moans
ofnauseatedBrits on theirway home.

The British travel journalist Simon
Calderhas written a funny and exhaus-
tive study ofthis brave new world,titled
“NoFrills: The Truth Behind the Low-
Cost Revolution in the Skies.” One of
thetruths wasdelivered to Calderby Ste-
Tios Haji-Iannou,the chunky and cheer-
ful Greek CypriotwhofoundedeasyJet,
and whohas extended thefranchise to
covercar rental, hotels, and Internet
cafés. As he says, “TheInternet has prob-
ably had a biggereffect on people’s abil-
ity to flythan thejet engine.” Ifthis is so,
it is largely because of the intense relief
that weall experience from nolonger
havingto deal with travel agents. Reserv-
ing myflight to Vitoria~Gasteiz tookless
thanthree minutes. I wentto the Ryanair
Website,scrolled down to my destina-
tion, checked the price for that day,
confirmed my address and paymentde-
tails (which had been heldsince a previ-
ous booking), waited forty-five seconds
for a reference number, and loggedoff.
Atnopointdid I hold a physicalticket in
myhand; seats are unallocated, so there
is a stimulatinglast-minute scramble to
theplanefrom thegate,with theelderly
getting a head start, parents with babies
half a length behind, andtherest of us
tensed on our marks at the rear of the
field. (Or,for suavity’s sake, joining the

   

 

line at the last minute. What's the damn,
rush?)

Manybudgetfliers will tell you,with a
rasp ofirritation, that sometrips are more
budget thanothers. If I were to book a
coupleofdays in Trieste beginning on the
middle Sunday ofMay(ablissful time to
go), it would cost me just under ten

pounds ($17.50) to go and seventy-nine

pence ($1.40) to return. If I suddenly
wished to go there next week, it would
cost sixty pounds($108)togo and a head-
spinning hundred andfiftypounds($262)
to come back—theneatest option, of
course, being never to comeback atall.
Such suddenness, in any case, would
probably be a business demand;private
stragglers like metendtoplan their drift-
ings ahead of time—and,ifone can’t
makeit ontheday,thenthelossof a few
pencewill hardly be wounding. The most
notorioushitch in that argumentis the
dreaded matter of additional costs: gov-
ernmenttaxes, fuel taxes, airport taxes,
and other demonic extras. (With these
tacked on, the May jaunt would total
£36.52, or aroundsixty-four dollars: not
nothing,butstill cheaper than dinner and
a movie.) There is no getting around
those taxes, or soI thought, until Calder,
in “NoFills,” cunningly spotted a loop-
hole: “You canfly completely free of
charge, but there are two catches: the

flights arestrictly one-way,from Stansted
airport to Knock, in the westofIreland.
Andyouhaveto be dead.”

he fact is that manytravellers, who
like to take off whenalive (and,

preferably, toarrive in the same condi-
tion), narrow their eyes at the promises
madebythe cheapairlines. Theleading
complaintsare as follows:

1. “Ifyou paya dollar tosit on anair-
plane,that airplane must by definition
beglued together with spit and pow-
ered, at best, by a thousand hamsters
jogging in their wheels.”

‘Thisis nottrue.In fact, Ryanair runs
a fleet of a hundred and three 737s of
the mostrecentvintage.

2. “You haveto pay extra for bag-
gage.”

Correct, and a good thing, too. Since
March16th,anysuitcase that goes into
the hold sets you back twoand a half
pounds for every twenty kilos in weight.
‘The kindofperson whocannotleave the
house withoutbringing halfofit along for
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theride has missed the point of budget
airlines, and should ideally be forbidden
to board. Cheap travel equals hand lug-
gage: it helps us to shrug off the dead
weightofeverydaystuff, and to trim our
possessions to matchthefares. My pack-
ing for Vitoria~Gasteiz consisted of: socks,
pair of, one; underwear, change of, one;
shirt, clean, one; toothbrush and tooth-
paste; book, gloomy, one; woollen scarf,
one,in case my destinationlay within the
Arctic Circle; sunglasses, pair of, one,in
case it turned out to be a Maltese spa.

3. “Someoftheairports have only a
distant relation to the towns whose
namesthey bear.”

Partly true. People flying Ryanair to
Frankfurt, for instance, may be taken
abackto realize that they have landed
sixty miles away. Sixty miles is about as
close to Frankfurt as I wish to get, but
employees of Deutsche Bank mightstill
prefer Lufthansa, bearing in mindthatit
was oncethe butt ofRyanair’s “Stuffit to
Lufty” campaign. The majority of bud-
get destinations (someof them restored
to civilian life after decades of military
usage during the Cold War) are more
pleasantly placed. Rome Ciampino,for
instance, the poorrelation ofthecity’s
principalairport, is wholly preferable, not
least because the road trip into town
takes you along the Appian Way, whose
rickety stones shook the bones ofJulius
Caesar. Facilities maybelimitedatthese
smaller outposts, but whatexactlydo you
crave from airport shops that you could
not purchase, undera fraction of the
stress, atyour local mall? Could anybody
enlighten me, for instance,as to the log-
ical connection between commercial avi-
ation and Teddy bears? Airports are not
pleasure palaces. They are strip-lit dun-
geons,and, far from being encouraged to
linger within them, we should whisk
through them as speedily as possible. Ar-
riveat Paris Charles de Gaulle onAmer-
ican Airlines, say, and youwill be sucked
into a tubular horrorof hubs and spokes
inwhich noone butJacques Tati—or,in
a pinch, Fernand Léger—could take
pleasure. Arrive atBi on Ryanair,
as I did in 2004,andthearchitectural
templateis closer to that of a garden
shed. I picked up a rental car from the
office nextdoor, which reallywas a shed,
and found myself zipping toward the
town,four miles away, with the scent of
trufflesalready in mynostrils.

4. “Theless you pay,the earlier the
flight.”

Nolongertrue. It used to be accepted
that the more aching yourneed for that
fortnight ofrelaxation, the more harshly
you would beforcedto rise an hour be-
fore dawn andstandin line with your
swaying,befuddledchildren, who would
gradually shock themselves awake with
chunks of duty-free chocolate. EasyJet
still offers the breakfast slot on many
routes,butit is seldom youronly choice.
OnRyanair, my Vitoria~Gasteiz adven-
ture beganjust after noon,andthereturn
was scheduledfor three-fifty the follow-
ing afternoon. Atlunchtime in Carcas-
sonnethis January, I furred myarteries
with local cassoulet, called a cab at half
past two,andstill made the three-forty
with embarrassing ease. Check-in took
twenty-five seconds. If I'd known, I
would have stayed for a crémebriilée.

5. “IfRyanair charges ten cents for a
seat, it must be cutting corners to make

a profit.”
Thefact is thatthe airline would pre-

fer to fill that seat rather than leave it
empty, on the understanding that, once
in place, you are a captive consumer. The
salesmanship on short flightsis direct
and unabashed,trusting that we will be
overcomebythe need to wear Glow,the
newfragrance from J. Lo,or by a raging
desire to buy a watch.(Ifso,the airline

would commanda juicy cut ofyour pur-
chaseprice.) Thereis also the fact that
local councils andbusinesses on the Con-
tinent have an even deeper desire to open
their airports to Ryanair; because of the
businessthattourists and entrepreneurs
will bring,theairline is offered incen-

tives—ineffect, subsidies—to landat a
particular airport. Board flight to Bala-
ton, a new Ryanair destination in Hun-

gary, and you will reportedly find it
crammedwith propertydevelopers scout-
ing for grand estates or other bargains,
which theywill then refurbish andsell at
a celestial profit in a few years’ time.
Somethingsimilar has long since oc-
curredin southern France, where you can

scarcely pop a cork without hitting a
British familywho have bought a second
homewithin an hour ofCarcassonne,to
which they smirkingly commute on the
weekend. According to a report in the
Financial Times at the end oflast year,

morethan three thousandjobs have been
created in the area around Carcassonne
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“Thankyou, gentlemen—you may allleave exceptforNo. 3.”

since Ryanairbegan flyingthere in 1998.
The additional economic activitybrought
to theregionis estimated at three hun-
dred and seventy-four million euros.

6. “Every time youfly, the aircraft’s
emissionshasten the endoftheplanet.”

Guilty as charged. All planes are a
threat in this respect, but, since takeoff
and landing burn morefuel thanlevel
flight, those on the short hops are the
leading offenders. Ifyou can’t stomach
theirresponsibility, don’t fly. There are
moves afoot to make airlines sign on to
the European Union Emissions Trading
Scheme,which could in one swoopclean.
up the skies and foul up your holiday
plans.In other words, we couldbeliving
through brief gilded age of European
flight, which is doomed,like Icarus, to
rise too close to the sun. Go while you
can,before the plunge.

There is another, more thoughtful
responseto the charge ofplanetary in-
difference: sell your car and walk. Such is
the advice ofMichael O'Leary,the chief
executive ofRyanair, whose personal for-
tuneis thought to nudge two hundred
and eighty million pounds. Tofind him,
I wentto Dublin, his center ofoperations,
trudging down a charmless thoroughfare
at theside of the airport and winding up
in a small lobby. A chipper,salty-haired
fellow injeans and sneakers cameto guide
meupstairs to see the chief executive;

halfway up, I realized that he was the
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chiefexecutive. The airline revolutionary,
it turns out, doesn't like planes.“I am not
a cloud bunny,” hehas said. “I am not an
aerosexual.”

Although he is well educated (at
Clongowes,a leadingIrish private school,
and Trinity College, Dublin), O'Leary
assumestherole of the roughened man
of the people, and the defense that he
mountsofhis trade is like the bray of a
trumpet. You sense that any badly run
monopolywould have attracted his com-
bative interest; in the event,flyingwas the
mostbadly run ofall. “Air travel was one
of the few restricted markets backin the
mid-eighties. The only reason it was re-
stricted was because it had been fucked
up by governments andcivil servants
since about 1945,” he says. Although
OLearydidn’t issue anyofthe more overt
threats that have peppered his public pro-
nouncements(travel agents, it seems,
should be “taken out and shot”), he was
still winninglybullish on such bugbears as
the British Airports Authority, which is
responsible for taxing his flights in and
outofBritain (“They fucking piss away as
much money oncapital expenditure as is
humanly possible”), and which,since we
spoke,has had to repel a hostile takeover
bid—longoverdue, in O'Leary's view—
from a consortium led by Spain’s Ferro-
vial Group. His purest scorn is reserved
for whatheperceives as the snobbery of
environmentalists: “Their solution is,

stop ordinary peopleor poorpeople from.
flying, Lets have lying backwithjust the
rich people, and then all will be well
again. Ych know,bollocks.” He has no
timeforsocial typecasting—“There’s re-
allyvery little prejudice thatcan’t be over-
comeby an eighteen-poundticket”—and
his riffon the formality offlying as an ab-
surd leftoverofcruise-ship days struckme
as unarguable. “What's with all the gold
braid and the toy-soldier stuff?” he asked
me,not waiting for an answer. “What's all
this horseshit of carousels?” And the
functionofan airplane? “It’s a bus.”

ta recentlunch, I met somebody
-who swore to the truth of a story

from the nineteen-eighties. He wassit-
ting in an Aeroflotplaneatan Italian
airport. Infact, he had beensitting there
for four hours, on a warm day, with
nothingto eator drink. Theplane,like
manyofits brothers andsisters in the
Aeroflot fleet, was not in good shape,
andanyprospect ofan imminenttakeoff
hadlongsincereceded.Finally, the man
lost patience. Heattracted the attention
ofthe cabin staff and asked for a drink
ofwater. Their reaction could not have
been swifter. A sturdy Russian female
flight attendant strode down theaisle
and slapped him in the face.

As in-flightservice goes,this seemsto
me,iftrue, beyondcriticism.It offersjust

the personal, attentive, one-on-one ap-
proach thattheart of customerrelations
strives to achieve. The memory of that
dayhad clearly lodgedin the man’s mind,
and how often,as a frequentflier, can

one honestly claim as much? Make no
mistake: flying is a drag, For some peo-
ple, it is a cauldron of horrors, seething

with imaginedcatastrophe; for the nerve-
less few,it is a joy, although no joy that
ends up at Logan couldever bedescribed
as unqualified, For the majority ofus,
though,theeffect of a flight is tenfold.
Tt tires; it cramps; it dehydrates; it plays
mysterious havoc with the digestion; it
both clamorsfor alcohol and, by a nice
irony, renders youtwice as susceptible to
its aftermath;it inflicts a combination of

tedium andtrepidation that mostof us
have not experienced since welast sat
in a hospital waiting room;it places you
in close, unbroken proximity to two
or more strangers whose company,at
groundlevel, you might take strenuous
painsto avoid; it offers, given thelocation
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ofmostairports, a more extensive tour of
therusty outlying districts ofmajor con-
urbations than you would perhaps have
chosen; it introducesyou, often brusquely,
to the meaningofthe phrase “air pocket”;
but—andthisis the only but that mat-
ters—it gets you there.

Fromthis flows thelogic of the no-
frills airline. What Ryanair, easyJet, and
other low-cost operators have madebit-
ingly clear is thatthefrills delivered by
otherairlines are notfrills at all, and
never were. A frill should be a lovely
thing. It should embroider and com-
plete the already sumptuous,nothide a
fraying edge or a dull patch. Such, how-
ever,is the task of the airborne frill. It
is a panacea—a diversionary tactic to
make you forget that, in terms of the
honoraccorded to your body andsoul,
you mightas well be trappedinside a
family-size can ofanchovies. I have been
a patron of British Airways for many
years, and they havealways pitied me
enoughtotreat me with courtesy, but, as

theflightattendantlays forth the break-
fast tray, I sense an unspoken pact be-
tween provider and consumer, which
neither party seems remotely willing to
break.

‘Thepact goesas follows: I will give
you hundreds, or thousands,ofdollars,
andin return you will give me a small,
tepid disk ofanimal muscle, the color of
a watervole,at ten o’clock in the morn-
ing. I cannotbegintocalibrate the extent
to whichI donot desirethis, but I will
acceptit anyway,because I have
nothing better to do and no-
where else to go. You andI are
both aware thatsteakis uniquely
unsuitedto this occasion, being
oneofthose foodstuffs that
must be consumed either
straight from thegrill or notat
all. Some chefs advocate that
the meat should beleft to rest
for three minutes before serv-
ing; none would suggestthat it
be cooked hours or perhaps days in ad-
vance and then reheated at thirty thou-
sandfeet, an altitude atwhich the human
taste bud appears to lose all powers of
discernment. Nevertheless, with a few
savage strokes of myplastic knife, I will
cutinto thedisk, scrutinize its murky in-
terior, and then handit back. And thus
will end another entrancingdumb show,
in which youhave flattered me with the
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gift of steak and I have welcomedit, on
theinsane principlethatsteakis a classy
dish, andthatit therefore befits the pal-
ates of those who are engaged in the
equally classy business known asair
travel. “Did you enjoy your meal, sir?”

Withbudgetairlines, this deceitis
dropped. Their sole purpose is tojet you
from toB,and, since the living should
beeasier in B, who cares about luxury
along the way? Ryanair has nofree food
or drink on board, and, should youfeel
hungry,it will charge you the amusing
price oftwo euros ($2.40) for a small tub
ofpotato chips. Bottled water runstofive
eurosperlitre. As a wellspring ofrevenue,
this is a clever move, in an environment
where everybodywill succumbtothirst.
Before one Ryanair excursion, | actually
made and packed my own sandwiches,
like little old lady ona slow,provincial
Frenchtrain. This forward planning was
roundlyjeeredby myfellow-passengers as
theaction ofa tightwad,yet there was no
mistaking the smackoflicked lips around
me as I unwrapped mytreasure; this
turnedto rabid frothingwhenwe arrived,
at ten past two,in a small, well-preserved

Italian town—sowell preserved thatit
stopped serving lunch at twoo'clock.
Fortified by my ham andlettuce onwhole
wheat,I felt like thelast living human in
a zombieflick.

‘Three things were notable aboutthat
trip. Theseat cost me a dollar each way,
plus taxes andairport charges. The
tagliatelle ai funghi that J ate for dinner

that nightwas better, and more
seductively yolk-yellow, than
anything I could have ordered
in Britain. And the plane
landed ahead of schedule on
both legs ofthejourney. Given.
thesevirtues, the question has
tobe: whytravel anyother way?
And,given the centuries of

ff ethnic attrition,religious abra-
sion, and bloodily contested

& borders that make up the his-
tory ofthe Continent, do Europeans re-
alize how blessed they are in the hops
and skips that now allow them,for the
cost of a T-shirt, to escape without cen-
sure from one country to the next? To
have movedfrom the bleakness ofsixty
years ago, when millions of the dispos-
sessed formedthefloating detritus ofthe
Second World War,to a time in which,
as Michael O'Leary told me,planeloads

 

 

ofDanes and Norwegians merrilyfly to
Englandjust for a soccer match may
soundlike a trivial change, but of such
trivia is our freedom composed.In the
words of Sir Bob Geldof, Michael
OLeary’s delicate compatriot: “If 1 can
get a seven-quid flight to somewhere
within twohundred miles ofVenice,well
Til fucking take it. Seven quid, I don’t
care where | fucking go.”

In thatspirit, I have a suggestion for
the President of the United States.
Whenheand theFirst Lady next need
a vacation, they should hitch a ride to
J.F.K. There they can catch a flight with
Eos or MAxjet, both ofwhich are new
operationsthatfly exclusively from the
United States to Stansted. (Thefirst
offers onlyfirst-class seats, the second
only businessclass, each ata sliver of
what the samedeal would cost on
AmericanAirlines or B.A.) Arriving in
Stansted at breakfast time, the Bushes
can grab their rucksacks andsprintfor
the easyJet seven-fifteento Bilbao, hop-
ing that it has been delayed.(If they
missit, there’s one in the afternoon.)
Oncethere,they will doubtless wantto
gawp at the Guggenheim,before check-
ing in at the Gran Hotel DomineBil-
bao Silken, where the restaurantis called
Beltz the Black, and—definitely worth
staying upfor,ifthey can tough outthe
jet lag—the dj. bar is called Splash &
Crash. The next day, the Bushes could
switch to Air Berlin, another operator
thatis currently openingroutes in Mid-
dle Europe,like an explorer hacking out
a jungle path; prices start at less than
twodollars. Thatwill take themstraight
to Salzburg, where, by way ofan anti-
dotetoall the Spanish clubbing, the
contented couple can join the Julie An-
drews trail and stock up on marzipan.
Anotherleg, to Stansted with Ryanair,
a fast transfer to MAXjet, which runs a
flight to Dulles, andthey can sneak back
to the White Housebefore anybodyre-
alizes that they've been away. I’m not
sure oftheir budget,but, iftheyskip the
hip accommodationinfavorofhostels,
they could limit themselves to the leg-
endary “Europe on$25 a day” advocated
in the past by Arthur Frommer,al-
though even Mr. Frommer would not
have dreamedofincludingflights within
that sum.I can guarantee that Mr. and
Mrs. Bushwill feel reborn,and,if they
getlost in Spain, so what? I did. ¢
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SHOUTS & MURMURS

THE LONELY PLANET GUIDE
TO MY APARTMENT

BY JONATHAN STERN

ORIENTATION
My Apartment’s vast expanse of un-

furnished space can be dauntingat first,
andits population ofonedifficult to com-
municate with. After going through cus-
toms,you'll see a large area with a couch
to the left. Much ofMy Apartment's
“television viewing” occurs here, as does
the very occasional making outwith agirl

(sce “Festivals”). To thenorth is the food
district, with its colorful cereal boxes and
antojitos, or “little whims.”

WHATTO BRING
A good rule ofthumbis“If it’s some-

thing you'll want, you haveto bring it
in yourself.” This applies to water, as well
as to toilet paper and English-language
periodicals. Most important, come with

plenty ofcash,as there’s sure to be some-
onewith his hand out. InMy Apartment,
it's axiomatic that you have to grease the
wheelsto make the engine run.

WHEN TO GO

Thebest timeto travel toMy Apart-
mentis typically after most people in
their twenties are already showered and
dressed andat job.Visits on Saturdays
and Sundays before 2 P.M.are highly dis-
couraged, andcan resultin lengthydelays
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at the border(see “Getting There and
Away’).

LOCAL CUSTOMS

The population ofMy Apartmenthas
a daily ritual ofbitching, which occurs at
the end oftheworkday and prior to order-
ing in food. Usually, meals are taken dur-
ing reruns of“Stargate Atlantis.” Don't be

 

put offby impulsive sobbing or unpro-
voked rages. These traits have been passed
down through generationsandare part of
thecolorful heritage ofMy Apartment's
people. The annual BirthdayMeltdown
(see “Festivals”) is a tour de force of re-
crimination and self-loathing, highlighted
byfanciful stilt-walkers and dancers wear-
ing hand-sewn headdresses.

HEALTH
Rabies and hepatitis have almost

completely been eradicated from My
Apartment, owing to an intensive pro-

gram of medication and education.
However, travellers muststill be wary of
sexually transmitted diseases. While ab-
stinence is the only certain preventative,
it is strenuously not endorsed by the My
Apartment government. Condomsand
antibiotics are available on most evenings
(see “Medical Services”).

SOCIETY&CULTURE

‘The inhabitants ofMy Apartment
tendto beinsecure and combative. This
is likely the resultofliving under the
thumbofa series ofillegitimate dicta-
tors (see “History”) that have domi-
natedthecitizensin recentyears. Since
the Breakup of 2004 and the ensuing
electoral reforms,the situation has be-
come more democratic.

WOMEN TRAVELLERS
Solo femaletravellers are often sub-

jected to excessive unwanted male at-
tention. Normally, these men onlywant
to talk to you, but their entreaties can
quickly becometiresome. Don’t be
afraid to be rude. Even a mild polite
response canbe perceived as an expres-
sion ofinterest. The best approach is
to avoid eye contact, always wear a bra,
andtalk incessantly about your “fiancé,
Neil.”

DANGERS&ANNOYANCES
‘The ongoing economicrecession has

led to a large increase in petty crime.
For the mostpart, this is limited to the
“borrowing”of personal items and the
occasional accidental disappearance of
the neighbor's newspaper. However,the
U.S. DepartmentofState has issued a
warning about several common cons—
such as the “I’m outofsmall bills” scam,
typically perpetrated when the delivery
guyarrives.

VOLUNTEER ORGANIZATIONS

Variousinternational agencies can
place volunteers in projects working on
areas such as job training, doing my
laundry, election monitoring, develop-
ing opportunities for young women,
runningto the deli for me, and thera-
peutic massage.

THINGSTO SEE&DO
ten-foot walk to the non-working

fireplace brings musically inclined visitors
to the popular collection ofnovelty rec-
ords, which includes “Leonard Nimoy
Sings.” The north-facing section ofMy
Apartmentis divided into two districts.
In thelivelyBedroom District, the excel-
lent drawerofsnapshotsofex-girlfriends 2
nakedis a good wayto gain a deeper un-
derstanding of the history of the peo-
ple, andis open for guided tours on most
Saturdays between 2 A.M. and 3 AM. ‘M
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‘The Western Quarter is home to the
bathtub with one working spajet, in
which the recreation commissioner of
My Apartmentplansto hold aninter-
nationaljello-wrestling tournamentin
the spring of2007.

PLACES TO EAT
‘Tourists often flock to the salvaged

woodentelephone-cable spoolin front
ofthe TV as a convenientdining spot.
More adventurouseaters might try
standingover thesink, as thelocals do.
Ifyou’re willing to venture offthe beaten
track, there’s balancing yourplate on
the arm ofthe couch orusingthetoilet
lid as a makeshift table.

NIGHTLIFE

‘The musiconoffer tends toward late~
seventies disco recordings, but they are
sometimesembellished with impromptu
live vocal performances. There was once
acockfight inMy Apartment, thoughit
was unplanned and will likely never hap-
penagain (sce “Law Enforcement”).

SPORTS &OUTDOORACTIVITIES

‘The air-hockeytable probably still
works.

EXCURSIONS

short trip in almost any direction
will bring travellers to one of many
unique Starbucks outlets. Ortry one of
the nightly walking tours to the side-
walk in front of the brownstoneacross
the street to watch that redhead get-
ting out ofthe showerwith hercurtains
open.Andtourists are often sent around
the corner tovisit the A.T.M. machine
in order to stock up for the rigorous
financial demandsofa trip toMy Apart-
ment.

MULE RENTAL
Mules can be rented by the hour or

the day and aresituated near the main
closet. Prices vary with the season and
it's bestto reserve in advance, since My

Apartment’sstable of twenty-six mules
books up fast. They may not be the
quickest form of transportation, but
they provide a wonderfulway to seeMy
Apartmentupclose.

WILDLIFE
‘The dog’s nameis Sadie. Don’t touch

her. #
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A REPORTER AT LARGE

THE SNAKEHEAD
Thecriminalodyssey ofChinatown’s Sister Ping.

BY PATRICK RADDEN KEEFE

everal hours before dawn on June 6,

1993, two Park Service police officers
werepatrolling the road next to Jacob
Riis Park, a longstretch ofbeach on the
Rockaway peninsula, in Queens, when,
they were startled by two Asian men
flagging them down.As theofficers got
outoftheir car, they heard the sound of
screams coming from the beach. The

The Golden Ventureshipwreck (right)
complicated theactivities ofSisterPing
(above) butdidnotendthem.

moonwasfull, and about a hundred
yards offshorethe officers saw a hundred-
and-fifty-foot tramp steamerthat had
run aground. Theship's deckwas crowded
with people, and, as theofficers watched,
men and womenjumpedovertheside,
falling twenty feet into the surging waves
below. Dozensoffigures bobbed in the
‘water, some managingto clamberashore,
others flailing wildly, apparently un-
able to swim. Theofficers radioed for
backup.

Theship's name,stencilled in white
block letters on the bow,was the Golden
Venture.Its cargo wasnearly three hun-
dredillegal Chinese emigrants. Before
reaching the Rockaways, the ship had
sailed some seventeen thousand miles,
from Thailand to Kenya, around the
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Cape of Good Hope,then across the
Atlantic to New York.

‘The passengers—mostlyadults, but a
few children—were emaciated. They
had been confined in theship's hold for
months,subsisting onrice, peanuts, and
purified salt water. It had been uncom-
fortably hot, and manypassengers wore
only underwear; whenthey hitthe water,

whichwas fifty-three degrees, somewent
into cardiac arrest. One Coast Guard
officerwho performedCPR on two men
onshore recalled,“I could feel the gristle
oftheir bodies, the cartilage. Theywalked
up outof the water, collapsed on the
beach,and died.”

Six bodies were recovered from the
surf; four others were foundlater. By

dawn, news helicopters were capturing
live footage ofthe disaster. The Golden
Venture accident wasnot anisolated in-
cident: in the preceding year, more than
adozen ships had dropped human cargo
from China on American shores. In
April, a ship called the Mermaid1, car-
tying two hundredandthirty-sevenille-
gal Chinese, had beenintercepted bythe
Coast Guard near the Bahamas. In May,

the Pai Sheng hadslipped beneath the
Golden Gate Bridge at night, depositing
two hundred andfifty passengers on a
San Franciscopier. An internal Depart-
mentofJustice report declared an “im-
migration emergency”; the San Fran-
cisco Chronicle heralded a “SMUGGLER
SHIP INVASION.”

Several miles from the beach, in a
small shop at 47 East Broadway, in
Manhattan's Chinatown, a middle-
aged woman named Cheng Chui Ping
watchedthe story unfold on television.
Short andstout, with cropped black
hair, wide-set dark eyes, and a hangdog:
expression, shewas known in the neigh-

borhood as Ping Jia—Sister Ping. Her
gruffdemeanorandsimple clothes gave
her the appearance of a Chinese peas-

 

ant; she hadlittle formal education,
spoke almost no English, and spent
mostofherwaking hours managing the
shop, which sold clothes and goods
from China, and a restaurant in the
basement. ButSister Ping was also an
extraordinarily wealthy businesswoman
who ownedtherestaurantand the shop,

as well as thebuilding that housed them.
She was what the Chinesecall a shetou,
or “snakehead”—anunderworld entre-
preneur whochargestens of thousands
of dollars to shepherd undocumented
migrants from one country to another.
She helped purchase the Golden Ven-
ture, and twoofits passengers owed her
fees. One ofthem had died.

Last summer,twelve years after the
Golden Venture ran aground,Sister %T°

DA
IL
Y
NE
WS
,R

IG
HT
:
PA
UL

J.
De

MA
RI

A



 

  Independent Insights*“_ #6 in a series ofstrategic briefs
   

“BABY BOOMERSAREGOING TO HAVE A

PROFOUNDIMPACT ON EVERYONE'S

INVESTING PLANS. INCLUDING THEIR OWN.”

 

Edward M. Kerschner, CFA

Chief Investment Officer

Citigroup Investment Research

As many Baby Boomers approach

traditionalretirementage,investors are

wondering how this will affect the

market. We believe it will create

opportunities. Boomers aren’t going

to live the next act of their lives like

their parents. That's whyour research

| department wrote The

|

 

Dream Continues. This

For your FREE report, ea report details how
ores

call 1-800 SMITHBARNEY (764-8422), ext. 574 Boomers’ aspirations

or visit smithbarney.com. and inspirations could

 

affect companies and

the market. It’s information no

investor — even a Baby Boomer —

should be without.

citigroup!
SMITHBARNEY   

© 2006Citigroup Global Markets Inc. Member SIPC Smith Barney andCitigroupInvestment Research are divisions and service marks of Citigroup Global Markets Ine. andits
affiliates and are used and registered throughout the world CITIGROUP and the Umbrella Device are trademarks andservice marks of Citigroup Ine. or its affiliates andare used
and registered throughoutthe world.



Ping—nowfifty-six, and a grand-
mother—wastried in a federal court-
room in NewYork City. She becamethe
twenty-third person to be convicted in
connection with the voyage. Described
by the authorities as “the motherofall
snakcheads,” shewas charged with oper-
ating what prosecutorscalled “a con-
glomerate built upon misery and greed.”
Moving peopleillegally from one coun-
try to anotherrequires an extensive
network of international contacts and
anability to outwit immigration and
law-enforcementofficers. With a well-
connected family, acute entrepreneurial
instincts, anda callous, life-is-cheapatti-
tude toward the poor migrantswho were
her customers,Sister Pingwas well suited
to the job. Working with associates in
China, Hong Kong, Thailand,Belize,
Kenya, South Africa, Guatemala, Mex-
ico, and Canada, she helped create the
China-to-Chinatownroute in the early
nineteen-eighties and ushered thousands
ofundocumented Chinese emigrants to
America. According to the F.B.L., over

the course oftwo decades she made some
forty million dollars.

ot long ago,I visited a man named
Michael Chen, whoarrived in

America on the Golden Venture and
had agreed to talk with meabout the
journey. Chenis now thirty-two. Heis
short andslight, with a boyish face and
thick, expressive eyebrows. We met in
the spotless Chineserestaurantthat he

ownsin a strip mall in suburban Co-
lumbus, Ohio;in thelull between lunch
anddinner,herelated his ordeal.

Thefirst Chinese who came to
America, in the mid-nineteenth cen-
tury, originated from a few counties on
the Pearl Riverdelta, around the south-
em city of Guangzhou. Michael Chen
waspart of another great wave of emi-
grants, who came from series ofvil-
lages along the Min River in Fujian
Province, a mountainous sliver of coast
across thestraits from Taiwan.

Chengrew up outside Fuzhou, the

regional capital. His father was a pro-
duce farmer whofished at night to sup-
plementhis income.Several of his un-
cles had gained entry to New Yorkin
the nineteen-eighties by paying snake-
heads. These smugglers had emerged
during the nineteen-sixties and seven-
ties, when many mainland Chinese
were fleeing to Hong Kong, which was
thenstill in British hands. At Sister
Ping’s trial, one Fujianese snakehead ex-
plained that when smuggled emigrants
slither through the wire fences strung
along borders“the shapeofit looks like
asnake.”
The Fujianese (sometimescalled

Fukienese) had various reasonsfor leav-
ing home—what demographerscall
“push factors’—ranging from political
repression to China’s policies ofsteril-
ization and forced abortion. But inter-
views with numerous Fujianese who en-
tered the United States illegally indicate

 

that many were prompted by the “pull
factor” of America’s capitalist system.
“Intheir life here, they're workinglike
slaves, but there is hope for them to
change everything,” said Justin Yu, a
veteran reporter for the WorldJournal, a

Chinese-language daily.“Butoverthere,
for a fisherman? Fora farmerwith a lit-
tle piece of land? They'll never change
their life.”

As a teen-ager, Michael Chen was
admitted to a schoolfor talented chil-
dren, but a local Party official stole
Chen's identity in orderto enroll his son.
Provincial Party bosses govern more or
less uncheckedin Fujian, and soonafter-
ward,in 1991, when Chenwas sixteen,
his parents borrowed enough money to
make five-thousand-dollar down pay-
mentto local “little snakehead”—are-
cruiter who drumsup businessfor “big
snakeheads.” Thetotal fee was thirty
thousand dollars, with the balance due
upon Chen’ssafe arrival in America.
Chinese snakeheads had Bangkok im-
migration officials on the payroll, and
furnishedtheir clients with “photo-sub”
passports, which required only the sub-
stitution of the passenger’s picture.
“Theytold us, ‘Easy: youjust go on the
bus, or motorcycle, to Thailand,” Chen
told me with a bitter smile. “In Thai-
land, maybe one weekor two weeks,
they will arrange you by planeto the
U.S.A.”

During the nineteen-cighties and
nineties, the demography ofNew York's
Chinatown was changing significantly.
‘The 1960 census showedtwenty thou-
sand Chineseliving in the city; by
the mid-cighties, the population had
swelled to more than two hundred thou-
sand. Thearriving Fujianesesettled on
Chinatown’s grubby eastern frontier—
along East Broadway, under the Man-
hattan Bridge, and on Eldridge and
Division Streets—andestablished res-
taurants and small businesses. As soon
as a newarrival paid off his snakehead
debt (which often tookyears), he began
saving moneyto bring over another
family member. In this manner, whole

clans made thejourney, and, eventu-
ally, entire villages. Men of working
age abandoned once-bustling rural Chi-
nese communities. Emigrantswho pros-
pered sent money back for the con-
struction of multistory houses, which
rose incongruously from therice pad-
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LITERARY IRELAND

 

A literarytour ofIreland is essential to understanding the impact ofthis lyrically beautiful country onits famed writers.
Enter the “Literary Ireland Crossword Puzzle Contest” and qualify for a chance to win a trip for two to Ireland,

Giveaway includes round-trip economy-class airfare via Aer Lingus, car rental, and six nights’ accommodation in a first-class hotel (value: $3,995).

Solve this puzzle correctly and mail in your solution to,7h@New Yorker Metthandising Department, 4 Times Square, NewYork, NY 10036.
Orgo to NewYorkerReaderLink.comsprintout the puzzle, and sendlyour completed crossword by May 31, 2006.

ACROSS
1. Irish poet/playwnight, Yeats
3. “Ihearitn the deepheart's,

(Final line of 11-Across)
5. “The _andtheStars”(Sean O'Casey play

that sparked riotingwithits 1926.debut)

7. Gonne, Insh patriot wuthiwhom ‘Across
was enamored
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9. Lough _ Forest Park(Tounst attraction in Ireland)
11. Wee bit

13.Belfast, Cork, or Dublin
15. “The Ballad of Reading _" (OscarWilde's jail

expetierices poem)
16. Verse variety o'five funnylines, briefly

12, Gaelic
19. “Mirror, _ House: The Autob:

 8. Druids’ sacred tree  ographies of Sean O'Casey”
20.Travellto Ireland

 

10.CeideFields, a Stone_ site
dating back 5,000 years 21. "..and_bycause that he
 

11. “The Lake of Innisfree”   ‘waseller he spoke to him
 {Poem by 1-Across}

12. “Insh counties are abbrevi-  
full gently” (Bit of “Ulysses")

22. Magical work of 1886
 

ated _" said the geographer,
14, Edna O'Bnen's “TheLone_Gin”
15. Valley

  by 1-Across   
    

 

23. County where theCiffsof
Moherare located

 

  18. Samuel Beckett novel, “How__  
20. Emerald,for one
23. “The Siiver_,” one of the Namia stories
25. Ish histonian/writer O'Grady, for short
26. _ Kells (Ireland's illuminated manuscript)

29. June 16th, Dublin,from James Joyce's "Ulysses"
34. County in the West
33. Ireland's president, Mary McAle
34, of Caversham, Oscar Wilde's

‘an Ideal Husband” character
35. Humphrey Chimpden_wicker, in

Finnegans Wake”
36. Shamrock = ofIreland
38. Acronyrn of Frank McCourt’s

best-sellerturned movie
39.Time period
40. Handcrafted Insh souvenir
42. Amoonof theplanet in this “Ulysses” bit

“O jumping Jupiter!”
43. Helps
45. Edna O'Bnen short-story collection, “The Love Obj.”
4? “The QuareFellow,"a playby Brent
48. “The Wild Coole” by 1-Across

  

        
50.[nthe walletsof travelers to Ireland
52/ Patrick, eg.
53. Bram Stoker's “The Jewel of Stars”
54, Pleafor a part ina play, say
5S. Bird's abode
56. George William Russell's pen name
52. _Lewis, authorof 23-Across

DOWN
1. Cocus _, used to make Irish flutes
2. _na Béinne(Site of megalithic passage tombs)
3. Hibernian hints here
4. Characters’ selves
5. Ancient monument type in Eire
6. Concert _(Where to hearInsh music)
2, Pals partner ina story

 

24, Sir Plunkett (Insh statesman/
agriculture expert)

25. The Divine _, Oscar Wilde's nickname
foractress Bernhardt

 
26, “Eva Trout; or, Changing Scenes"
2?. Heard ina haunted house
28. Ceilidh spread
29. “And live alonein the _ loud glade

(Line from 11-Across}
30.Hills and _
32. 0 “Isthere__ Eliza Doolittle in ‘Pygmalion’

by 6.8, Shaw?" A, “Aye.”
36. Mailed a postcard
32, They're inEire’s quaint quarters,

_, Elizabeth 

 

perhapscobblestoned
44. Enchanted attraction in Ireland
44, Notis
46. Jonathan Swift's “A Tale of a_’
42, Peat
49. 2234 Massachusetts _ NW[Ireland's embassy

locale in Washington, 0.C.]
51. Roses for Me” (Sean O'Casey play)
56. Joyce's “A Portrait of the Artist _a Young Man”
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dies—monuments tothefilial loyalty of
“overseas Chinese.” In status-conscious
small towns,this inspiredothervillagers
to emigrate, and within several years
manyof the houses emptied out—be-
cominglavish, tenantless templesto the
goodlife in America.
New York’sestablished Cantonese

community saw the Fujianeseas strivers
and peasants. The Fujianesedialect is in-
comprehensible to Cantonese andMan-
darin speakers,so the fledgling commu-
nity was doubly isolated—a ghetto
within a ghetto. East Broadwaybecame
known as “FuzhouStreet,” and the Chi-
natown shorthand for newarrivals was
“eighteen-thousand-dollar men,” after
the snakeheadratein theeighties.

Someof the Cantonese disapproval
stemmedfrom the fact that the influx of
Fujianese coincided with rise in vio-

lentcrimein the neighborhood. China-
town had long been hometostreet
gangs, which managed illegal gambling
and massage parlors and extorted money
from local businesses. But during the
eighties a new kind of gang emerged
which wasconspicuously moreviolent.

‘These gangs embracedhumansmug-
gling,initially by working as strong-
menforsophisticatedinternational syn-
dicates. Illegal migrants typically have
a grace period of twoorthree daysaf-
ter arriving in America, and borrow a
large sum ofmoney topaytheir snake-
heads—thereby indenturing them-
selves tofriends,family,or loan sharks.
The gangs began holding delinquent
arrivals hostage, occasionally beating,
torturing, or raping them when they
failed to come up with the money.
Soonthe gangsters established their
own smuggling networks. “It was a
better business than drugtrafficking,”
Steven Wong,a Fujianese community
leader in Chinatown, told me. “More
profit. Less risk. You get caught and
plead guilty right away, you only go to
jail for six months.” He added, “An-
other thing is, your merchandise can
walk.”

The snakeheadtrade was further fu-
elled by changesin U.S. immigration
policy. A 1986federal law declared that
green-cardstatus could be providedfor
undocumentedaliens who demon-
strated that they hadlived in the coun-
try since 1982 orearlier. This policy
was surprisingly useful to those who

hadnotyetleft China, as neighbor-
hoodbusinesses could forge backdated
recordstosatisfy the residency require-
ment. After the 1989 massacre at Ti-
ananmen Square,President George H.
W.Bushissued one executive order
granting amnesty to Chinese students
in the United States and anothergiv-
ing “enhanced consideration” to asylum
applications from Chinese nationals
whoresisted the country’s family-plan-
ningpolicies. These orderseffectively
meant that any Chinese adult could
beclassified as a refugee. According to
Peter Kwong, a professor at Hunter
College and an authority on American
Chinatowns,thelargestinflux ofillegal,
Chinese in the country’s history en-
tered the United States between 1988
and 1993. A United Nationsstudy es-
timated that by the mid-nineties the
snakehead trade from China to the
United States was a three-and-a-half-
billion-dollar industry.

mong emigrant Chinese in New
York, Sister Pingis widely revered

both as an immigrantsuccess story and
as an extraordinarily capable profes-
sional. “The Fujianese thank two peo-
ple: one is Cheng Chui Ping, and one
is George Bushthefather,” Philip Lam,
a Chinatown real-estate agentwho em-
igrated in the nineteen-cighties, told
me. Evenas she became more power-
ful within the neighborhood, Sister
Pingcultivated a modest image, avoid-
ing any gaudytrappingsofsuccess and
working hours that were considered
long even in Chinatown.Althoughshe
hadlearnedlittle English during her
years in America,she encouraged young
Chinatownresidents to study the lan-
guage, arguing thatit was an important
preconditionfor success. She developed
a tendency to refer to herself in the
third person.

This was perhaps understandable:
Chinatownresidents describe the name
“Sister Ping” as an international brand.
It is taken for granted that people-
smugglingis a perilous business, and
that someleveloffailure is inevitable
evenfor the best brokers—so much so
thatthedisasterwhichbefell the Golden
Venture did notparticularly diminish
Sister Ping’s reputation. In fact, she
handled accidents in a way that drew
more customers: when passengers were  
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“Asyou know,allofour rooms have unique

themes. Yours is Last Night's Guests.”

caught by immigration officials, she
would forgive the balance of her fee;
when passengers died,she paid for their
burial. Sister Ping’s name becameso
highly esteemed that other snakeheads
fraudulently claimedto beaffiliated with
herin ordertoattract business.

Cheng Chui Pingwas born in 1949,
in the Fujianese farmingvillage of
Shengmei; accordingto the authorities,
herfather was rumored to be a promi-
nent snakehead. She married a fisher-
man from a neighboringvillage, Cheng
Yick Tak.In the nineteen-seventies, the
couple left China for Hong Kong,
whereSister Ping opened a convenience
store and gaineda reputation as a clever
businesswoman. They had four chil-
dren. In 1981, she wentto the U.S. con-
sulate in Hong Kongto applyfora visa,
sayingthat she wished towork in Amer-
ica as a housekeeper.A consular official
asked whyshe wanted to go to America
to be servant. She told him thatas a
child in schoolshe hadlearnedthat the
United States was “acivilized country,”
and that “one could make a living”there.
She explained,“It’s for the sake ofmy
children’s future that I am willing to be
a servant.”

It is unclear whether the visa was
granted, orhow she madeitto the United
States, but shortly after her interview Sis-
ter Ping entered the country—leaving
herhusband and youngchildren behind.
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Uponarriving in New York, she opened
asmallvariety store on Hester Street, and
sentfor her family. Chinatown’s Fuji-
anese communitywasstill new, and the
shop becamea gathering placefor dis-
placedvillagers.

Duringherfirst years in thecity, Sis-
ter Ping established a remittance busi-
ness that helped emigrants send money
backto China. Her network ofassociates
in Fujian wasso extensive that a New
York waiter could bring her a thousand
dollars, pay her a ten-dollar commission,
andbecertain that thenext daysomeone
would travel by motorbike to his moth-
ers remotevillage and deliver the Chi-
nese cash equivalentto her door. Immi-
grantswho workedinthe restaurants and
garmentfactories ofNewYork tended to
live frugally and send mostoftheir earn-
ings home, and Sister Ping’s service was
often cheaper andfaster than the Bank
ofChina.

Atthe sametime,Sister Ping began
developing her smuggling operation.
Initially, it was a meticulously run fam-
ily business. During hertrial, it emerged
thatoneofhersisters met passengersin
Hong Kong,provided them withfalse
documents,and took them shopping,so
that they would look more like interna
tionaltravellers. Her brother managed a
staging post in Guatemala; her husband
ferried the large amounts of cash that
the family had accumulated outof the

country; and Sister Ping met new arriv-
als in California and escorted them to
New York. In 1984, when a young Fu-
jianese man, Weng Yu Hui, wanted to

cometo America, he hada relative get
in touch with Sister Ping, whoarranged
for him totravel from China to Mexico.
Heandseveral others hid inthefalse
floor of a truck and were driven to Los
Angeles, where Sister Ping was waiting
for them. “Congratulations,” she told
the group. “Youhavearrived in the
United States.” She took them to Los
Angeles International Airport and flew
with them to Newark,sitting several
rows away.

As demandfor her services grew,
Sister Ping was unable to supervise the
process as carefully as she hadoriginally.
She began to subcontractheroperations
to variousfreelancers and affiliates, some
ofwhom were notparticularly reliable.
InJanuary, 1989, a Canadian snakehead
loaded four passengers—oneofthem a
six-year-old Chinesegirl—onto flimsy
vinylraft on the Niagara River so that
they could row across to the United
States. Theraft sank, andall four pas-
sengers drowned. U.S. authorities re-
covered a phone numberon oneof the
bodies,which they eventually connected
to Sister Ping’s husband. No definite
link to Sister Ping was everestablished,
butofficials have longbelieved that she
was behind the operation. Cheng Yick
Tak, her husband, is meek by tempera-
ment, and“kind ofmarried into a smug-
gling family,” oneofficial told me; over
the course oftwo decades of smuggling
activity, he neveracted alone.

Even before the Niagara River inci-
dent, Canadian authorities had begun
investigating the emerging cross-border
smugglingtrade, In the spring of1989,a
small-time Canadian criminal named
Terry Honesburger, whohad befriended
snakeheads while working at a Chinese
restaurant, agreed to help an under-
cover memberofthe Royal Canadian
Mounted Police set up a sting. Hones-
burger and the Canadian cop, Larry
Hay, wenttoToronto International Air-
port andstood bya bankof pay phones.
After a few minutes, Sister Ping ap-
proached, wearing a gray knit sports
jacket and looking impatient. “What
tookyou?” she demanded,in broken En-
glish. With her were four Chinese peo-
ple: two men, a pregnant woman, and a
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teen-age girl in a brown leatherjacket.
“Areall four to go?” Hay asked her.
“No,” she said, indicating the teen-

ager. “This one is my daughter.”
Sister Pingslid several hundred dol-

lars into a newspaper and handedit to
Hay, with the understanding that he
and Honesburger would drive the pas-
sengers over the border. Several months
later, she was arrested in connection
with theincident, and pleaded guilty to
alien smuggling in Buffalo Federal
Court, claiming that the pregnant
woman washer cousin. Shetold the
judge, “With my Chinese family back-
ground, I had to give familyloyalty high
priority.”

Sister Ping was sentenced to six

monthsin prison in Butler County,
Pennsylvania. Her lack of English
isolated her from the guards and in-
mates. When the F.B.L. sent a young
Chinese-American agent, Peter Lee,
to Pennsylvania to see if she would
coéperate in exchange for a reduced
sentence, she immediately agreed and
happily provided Lee with details about
various adversaries in Chinatown’s un-

derworld. After serving four months,
she wasreleased.

Back in Chinatown,Sister Ping con-
tinued to meetLee periodically and give
him information. Lee estimates that they
metin person more than ten times. They
grew close enoughthat,when oneofSis~
ter Ping’s daughters was engaged to be

 “Tellthem how hardwe've workedtoprotect their habitat.”

married, Leewas invited to the wedding.
When,in 1992, the F.B.I. discovered
that Sister Ping wasstill involved in
smuggling, the agency terminated the
relationship.

he F.B.1’sNewYork field office oc-
cupiesseveral floors of a federal

building in downtown Manhattan, not
far from Fujianese East Broadway.I
wentthere recently to see agents Konrad
Motyka and Bill McMurray, who over-
saw the bureau's decade-long investiga-
tionofSister Ping’s organization. We
metin a small conference room. Motyka
is forty-two and formidablybuilt, with a
clipped mustache and small,intenseeyes.
Hestarted working on Asian organized
crimein the early nineteen-nineties. At
aboutthis time, he said, Sister Ping
joinedforceswith a brutal criminal group:
the Fuk Ching gang. Although she had
nohistory ofviolence, herdecision sug-
gested a willingness to make almost any
concessionfor the sake of her business,
which hadbegun to resemble an empire.
(She hadrecently purchased thefive-
story brick building at47 East Broadway
for a reported three milliondollars.)

Theleader of the Fuk Ching was a
charismatic young murderer named
Guo Liang Qi, who was better known
as Ah Kay. Short but muscular, with a
pompadourof black hair, Ah Kayleft
Fujian in 1981 and was smuggled to
Los Angeles via Ecuador. He then
made his way to New York, where he
joined thefledgling gang. Fuk Chingis
an abbreviation ofFukien Chingnian—
“young Fujianese’—and manyofthe
members were teen-agers. In March,
1984, a superior ordered Ah Kaytokill
an insubordinatecolleague. It was the
first offive murders to which he pleaded
guilty a decadelater.

FukChinggangmemberswore black,
streakedtheir hairwith brightcolors, and
loitered onstreetcomers in blackBMWs.
“Theywould always bein knotsofthree
orfour,like mushrooms,” Motyka told
me.“They weren't around in the day-
time,butas soonas thesun started going
they'd sort ofsproutoutofthestorefronts
and the restaurants.” Wary of shake-
downs, they hadgirlfriends hold their
gunsin backpacks, buttheir preferred
weaponsforstreet violence were knives,
hammers, andice picks.

In 1985, Ah Kay,then a DaiMa, or
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low-level leader, in the gang, encoun-
tered Sister Ping for thefirst time. He
andseveral others robbed her house,
holding her daughter at gunpoint.
‘They didn’t find as much cash as Ah
Kayhad hoped,and some monthslater
he sentseveral followers to rob the
house again. This time they found
twenty thousand dollars stashed in the
fridge. (In Sister Ping’s 2005trial, a
prosecutor asked the jury to consider
“whethera legitimate businesswoman
keeps herprofits in herrefrigerator.”)

Shortly afterward, in March, 1986,
Ah Kay wasconvicted on an unrelated
count of attempted grand larceny. He
served two anda halfyears in prison, and
was deported to China, but he soonre-
turned, pursuing typically circuitous
route, from Hong Kong to Thailand to
Belize to Mexico to Guatemala, and,
finally, to San Diego. Remarkably, in
1991, Ah Kay, who had committed
multiple homicides, was granted politi-
cal asylum in the United States. By that
time, he had become a snakehead and
theleader ofthe Fuk Ching gang.

“Myunderlings were in China,” Ah
Kaylater testified. “They recruited
aliens who wanted to come. They then
shipped those people to Thailand.” As
demandgrew,the snakeheads could not
channel people through Thailand
quickly enough. The influx of Chinese
passengers arriving atJ.F.K. from Thai-
land with false documents prompted a
crackdownby the authorities at the
Bangkokairport.

Atthis point, Chinese snakeheads
shifted their operations to the sea. Ac-
cording to Ko-lin Chin, a criminolo-
gist at Rutgers Universitywhohasinter-
vieweddozens ofsnakeheads, ships were
first used on the short trip from Fujian
Province to Taiwan, but longer routes
quickly emerged. As Chin explained,the
ships made economicsense, since hun-
dreds of passengers could be movedat
once, withoutthe need for planetickets
orforged documents.
Ah Kaydeveloped particular spe-

cialty: as the ships approached the coast
ofAmerica—still safely in international
waters—hedispatchedfishing boats,pi-
loted by Vietnamese fishermen and
manned by Fuk Ching strongmen, to
meet them. “Off-loading” wasa crude
and dangerous affair. “The two boats got
closer to one another,” Ah Kaylater ex-
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plained. “The fishing boat was very
small; the big boatwas rather big. Sowe
would wait until the big waverise and
then, you know,the levelofthe fishing
boat came up and . . the people from
the big boat would jump over to the
small boat.” In rough seas, people oc-
casionallyfell short and clung to the
smaller boat, runningtherisk of being
crushed when the twoboats slammed
together.

In the summer of 1992,oneof Sister
Ping’s business partners visited Ah Kay
at his apartment, on Hester Street,tell-
ing him thatSister Ping had heard ofhis
success with boats and could use his ex-
pertise. Ah Kaysaid that he would be
happyto collaborate, and, some time
later, hereceived a phonecallfrom Sister
Ping. Heimmediately apologized for the
burglaries.

“That's what happened in thepast,”
Sister Ping replied. “We're talking busi-
ness now.”
boat was duetoarrive soon, and

Sister Ping offered to pay him seven
hundred andfifty thousand dollars to
off-load it. A few weeks later, Ah Kay's
men mettheship, offthe coast ofMas-
sachusetts. There were more than a hun-
dred passengers, and the gang trans-
ported them to shore, loaded them into
U-Haultrucks, and drove them to a
Brooklyn warehouse. Ah Kay andSister
Ping decided to work together again.

nce Michael Chen had madehis
down paymentin Fuzhou, in

1991, he set off with several others
from hisvillage, travelling by bus and
train to the city of Kunming, a day's
drive from China’s southern border
with Burma. Theystayed in a cheap
hotelfor a week; then,onenight, snake-
heads hid them amongbagsofrice in
the back of a truck and drove them
closer to the border.

“Atthe beginning,we weren't scared,”
Chen told me. But when they reached
the borderthey realizedthattheir situa-
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tion wasperilous: the checkpoint was
closely monitored by armed guards.
During the night, the snakeheads led
Chenand a dozenothers across the bor-
der into Burma.

forbidding mountain range sep-
arates Burmafrom Thailand, and the
travellers boughtsupplies for the month-
long trek. “In the daytimeit washot,”
Chensaid. “At nightit’s freezing... .
Wecould notlight fire, because ifyou
light in the mountains peoplewill see
it.” Along the way, the grouppassed the
remainsof other Chinese who did not
survive the mountains, their decompos-
ing bodies covered with bananaleaves.
The smugglers’ route led directly
through the Golden Triangle, where
muchofthe world’s heroin supply is
produced. Chenrecalls crossingthister-
ritory at night, dodging the drug har-
vesters’ spotlights, which pannedacross
the poppyfields.

After arriving in Bangkok,in early
1992, Chen was keptin a safe house.
‘The American crackdownat the Bang-
kokairport had begun, so the safe houses
were uncomfortably crowded. Onthree
occasions, Chen's snakeheadsfailed to
bribelocal Thai officials, and the house
was raided. Once, he wasarrested and
throwninto a Thaiprison for a month,
until the snakeheads could reach his par-
ents and get them to bail him out. They
hadto take outa loan, andhis father
worked “dayand night, like a machine,”
topay it off, Chen told me. Hewas stuck
in Thailand for more than year.

While Chenlanguished in Bangkok,
preparations were under way in New
York to purchase the ship that would
transport him to America. Weng Yu
Hui, the man Sister Ping had smuggled
to Los Angeles in 1984, was coming
into his own as a snakehead. When
Wengfirst told Sister Ping ofhis ambi-
tions, she joked, “Oh, now you're my
competitor!” Butin early 1992, along
with several other snakeheads, they
jointly chartered a cruise ship called the
Najd II to transport three hundred pas-
sengers from Bangkok to the United
States. The ship stopped in Mombasa,
Kenya, where the captain decided that
he wasn't being paid enoughtotrans-
port the seven-million-dollar human
cargo,andquit. It fell to Wengto devise
awayofretrieving the stranded passen-
gers, only twenty ofwhom were cus-
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‘Ttry nottojudge my doctors by the art work in their waiting rooms.”

tomers ofSister Ping. He met with Ah
Kay and a Taiwanese snakehead, Lee
PengFei, ata midtown Manhattan res-
taurant. It was agreed that Ah Kay
would provide someofthe capital to
buy a new ship,andthat, in exchange,
hewould be awarded thelucrative job of
off-loading the passengers when they
arrived. As it happened, Ah Kay was
still owed three hundred thousand dol-
lars forhis firstjob with Sister Ping. He
asked her to wire the moneyto Lee
PengFei onhis behalf.

Shedid so, and Lee used the money
to purchase a Panama-registered tramp
steamer, the Tong Sern, in Singapore.

Lee hired a crew anda captain, Amir
‘Tobing,as well as ayoung Chinese man,
Kin Sin Lee, to act as an onboard en-
forcer. The snakeheads had decided that
it would be wasteful to send the Tong
Sern to Mombasa empty,so they ar-
ranged to pickup ninety Chinese passen-
gers, including Michael Chen,in Thai-
land.“This is the boat?” Chen thought
when hefirstsaw thedilapidated steamer,
in February, 1993. That night, snake-
headshadtransported him from thesafe
house to a beachnotfar from Bangkok.
They loaded Chen and a dozen others
onto a speedboat and headed forinter-
national waters. Someofthe passengers,
having workedas sailors in China,
deemed the ship too small to cross the
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Atlantic. But they hadlittle choice, and
were ushered into the hold by Kin Sin
Lee andhis armed associates. At sea, the
Panamanian flagwas lowered and a Hon-
duran flag wasraised; the name Tong
Sern, painted on the bow, wasreplaced.

bya new one: Golden Venture. After a
stop off Pattaya, Thailand,to take on
morepassengers, the ship steamed
throughthe Strait ofMalacca andacross
the Indian Ocean to Mombasa.

WhenSister Ping’s customers in
Kenya saw the Golden Venture, all but
tworefused to board,preferring to try
their luck inMombasa torisking passage
onsorickety a vessel. The remaining
stranded emigrants were crammed into
the twenty-by-forty-foothold,alongside
Michael Chen andthe others who were
already on board. The space was dark
andsweltering,rankwith cigarette smoke
and sweat. One bathroomserviced the
nearly three hundred passengers. As the
journeywore on,supplies dwindled, and
the passengers were given only a small
portionofrice and peanuts,ordried veg-
etables, each day.

During the monthsatsea, a societyof
sorts emerged.A pudgyyoung man who
had been village doctor in China
tendedto the sick; a teen-ager became
known forgiving good massages. Chen
helped crew members prepare meals,
which earned him an extra allotment of

water. When the weather wasclear and
the ship was in international waters, Kin,
Sin Leeoccasionally allowed the passen-
gers to go up on deck. They fished with
makeshift rods.

h Kay plannedto off-load the
Golden Venturein the Atlantic.

Butbyearly 1993 his gang had fallen
into disarray.An ambitious deputy, Dan
Xin Lin, had been running the gang’s
day-to-day smuggling operations, and
he becamefrustrated because Ah Kay
wasgrowingrich from the proceeds and
he wasn't. He decidedtosplit from the
Fuk Chingandstart his own snakehead
business,taking someofthe gang mem-
bers with him. The defection angered
Ah Kay,and onJanuary 8, 1993,he in-
structed a Fuk Ching membertokill
DanXin Lin.

The assassin found Dan Xin in a
beeper store on Allen Street, with two as-
sociates. He fired several shots, killing
the two men. Thenhepointed his .380
automatic at Dan Xin’s head and pulled
thetrigger. But theclipwas empty, or the
gun jammed—and DanXin fled the
store.

Worried that the police would link
him to the shootings, Ah Kay wentinto
hiding in China. He left managementof
the gang’s activities to his two younger
brothers, who would be responsible for
meeting the Golden Venture whenit
reached the United States.

DanXin was eager for revenge. On
the evening ofMay 24, 1993, twoweeks
before the Golden Venturearrived,
Ah Kay’s brothers wereat a safe house
in Teaneck, NewJersey. Shortly after
7 P.M., a-van pulled up around the cor-
ner. Dan Xin,dressed in black and car-
rying an Uzi submachine gun,led four
meninto the house, where they shot
and stabbed one ofAh Kay's brothers
and two other Fuk Ching members.
‘Theother brotherescaped, but the men
caught up with him on a nearby street
and shot him repeatedly.

‘Thekillers were stopped bythepolice
aboutfive miles from Teaneck, as they

sped toward the George Washington
Bridge. All five were smeared with blood.
Atthe ensuingtrial, one oftheassailants,
whenasked aboutthe motive,testified

thatDanXin’s factionplanned to retrieve
the Golden Venture’s passengers and
collect their fees.



With Ah Kay’s brothers dead, and
Dan Xin’s gangin police custody, there
‘was no one to meetthe ship.When Lee
PengFei, the Taiwanese snakehead,

learned ofthe Teaneck massacre,hera-
dioed the Golden Venture to say that
the small boats would not be coming.
The crew decided to run the ship
aground in the Rockaways.

Thefollowing night, the snake-
heads aboard the Golden Venture in-
formed Michael Chenandthe others
that they were aboutto land. The ship
jolted whenit plowedinto the sand-
bar, and dozensof passengers mobbed
thesingle ladder leading to the deck. “I
almost squeezed to death on the bot-
tom,” Chen told me. By the time he
emergedfrom the hold, there weresi-

rens in the distance, and a helicopter

hovered overhead.

Ir June, 1993, federal prosecutors
indicted the crew of the Golden

Venture on charges of conspiracy and
smuggling, and the F.B.I. intensified
its investigation of the Fuk Ching
gang. Ah Kaywas reportedly holed up
in a walled compoundin Fujian, ac-
companied by his most trusted body-
guard, whose gang nicknamewas Stu-
pid. In late August, Ah Kay made his
way to Hong Kong,where,acting on a
tip, the Royal Hong Kong Police ar-
rested him at a restaurant. With Ah
Kayin custody, F.B.I. teams in New
York were raiding buildings and round-
ing up therest of the gang. All the
major figures were eventually indicted
on chargesofracketeering, conspiracy,
murder, extortion, robbery, kidnap-
ping, assault, gun possession, gam-
bling, and alien smuggling.
Ah Kay waivedextradition and came

to the United States, where he pleaded

guilty to the murder charges, was im-
prisoned in New York, and volunteered
to codperate with the F.B.I. Those who
debriefed him say that he was an excep-
tionallyintelligent turncoat, who came
to meetings equipped with legal pads
outlining the information he wasable to
supply. “Thecream risesto the top, even
in gangs,” oneofficial who dealt with
him told me.“It was like having a good
Fujianese F.B.I. agentonthecase.” The
snakehead Weng Yu Hui wasarrested
in New York in April, 1994. Thefol-
lowing November, his Taiwanese as-  
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sociate, Lee Peng Fei, was polishing a
Mercedes outside his Bangkok apart-
ment whenhe wasarrested bythe Royal
Thai Police.

Law-enforcementofficials carefully
amassed evidence against Sister Ping.
Several monthsafter the Golden Ven-
ture incident, Konrad Motyka and other
F.B.I. agents raided the building at 47
East Broadway andrecovered a laminat-
ing machine,passports, driver's licenses,
Social Security cards, and employment-
authorization cards,all in other people's
names—a trove thatprosecutors later de-
scribed as the “tools ofthe alien-smug-
gling trade.” Butbythefall of 1993 Sis-
ter Ping had already gone“outofpocket,”
Motyka said. On September 20, 1994,

she entered Hong Kong,using her own
passport forthelasttime. After thattrip,
a prosecutorlater observed,“Sister Ping,
atleast on paper, ceased toexist.”

s the organizers of the Golden
Venture fled or were arrested,

abouthalf ofthe ship’s passengers were
deported; others were held in I.N.S. de-
tentionfacilities across the country. The
majority ofthe detainees, includingMi-
chael Chen,ended upin York, Pennsyl-
vania. The passengers were under the
impression that they would notbe held
long; they had heard that it was not
difficult for Chinese migrants to ob-
tain asylum in America. But the Golden
Venture scandal had embarrassed the
Clinton Administration—critics charged
that America’s policy on asy-
lum had becomea magnetfor
illegal Chinese—andall but
a few passengers had their
claimsdenied.
A numberof lawyers in

York appealed the immigra-

the guardsfinished reading their news-
papers he would say, “Gee, don’t throw
that away.” Occasionally, there were sto-
ries about the Golden Venturein the pa-
pers, and the detainees worked through
thearticles, word by word.

OnFebruary3, 1997, the Times ran
a front-page story, by Celia Dugger,
which noted that many of the Golden
Venture’s passengers were still being de-
tained, and observed that they might
have wonasylum “had theycome ashore
a year earlier—when George Bush
wasPresident.” Eleven days later, Bill
Clinton pardoned thefinal fifty-three
Golden Venture passengers. They had
served forty-two monthsin prison. Soon
after their release, several were ap-
proached by snakeheads demandingthe
balanceoftheirfees.

In the four years during which the
passengers weredetained in York, Sister
Ping continued her smuggling business
from thevillage of Shengmei,in Fujian.
Shesettled into her family’s four-story,
yellow-and-white house, which had
hand-painted balconies and a pagoda on
theroof. After the Golden Venture inci-
dent, it was no longerfeasible to send
shipsdirectly to U.S.shores,but she con-
tinued shipping people to Central and
South America. In 1998,she sent a ship-
load ofpassengersto the coast offGua-
temala. Theoff-loading went awry, and
fourteen people drowned.

Though U.S. authorities knew where
Sister Ping was, they could not arrest her,

because America does not have
an extradition agreementwith
China. F.B.Lagents, assuming
thatshe mightbe travellingwith
false papers, worked with Fuji-
anese informants to assemble a
family tree. In April, 2000,U.S.

 

 tion-court decisions on the pas-   authorities in Hong Kong re-
 

sengers’ behalf. The Golden
Venture’s passengers were
being madean example ofin
the United States, the lawyers
argued, but they would also be made an
example of in China. Meanwhile, Mi-
chael Chen andothers remained in
prison, where, the York Countywarden

told me, they were exemplary inmates.
Chen swept and mopped thewingwhere
the Chinese detainees were held, pre-
pared meals, and became the inmates’

barber. Heasked a local churchgroupfor
a Chinese-English dictionary, and when
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ceived a tip that Sister Ping’s
son had entered the city and
would soon be departing on a
Korean Air jet.

DozensofHong Kongpoliceofficers
wentto the airport, and detectives staked
out the Korean Air desk. A woman who
resembledSister Ping appearednearthe
desk, andtheofficers arrested her. When
they searched herpurse,they foundthree
Belizean passports that did not belongto
her, several loose passport photos, and
thirty-one thousanddollars in three neat
stacks.

It turned out that Sister Ping had a
luxury apartmentin Hong Kong, and
had been passing in andoutofthecity.
Detectives searched the apartment and
foundtwocustomers, presumablywait-
ingto be flownto their next destination,
andseveral plane tickets bearing the
name“Lilly Zhang.” Theyrecovered a
Belizean passport, also in the name of
Lilly Zhang; the photograph in the
passport wasof Sister Ping. The au-
thorities later determinedthat,as Lilly
Zhang,Sister Ping had made morethan
fifty trips to foreign countries—includ-
ing the United States—in the three
monthsprior to her arrest.

Sister Ping foughtextradition for
threeyears. Finally, in 2003, Becky Chan,
alegal attaché to the F.B.I., accompanied
her on a United Airlines flight back to
the United States. Exchanging her Rolex
watchforplastic flexicuffs, Sister Ping
wasreserved andpolite, and, as Chan re-

called, “she was adamantthatshe didn’t
do anything wrong, and that as soon as
she hit New York the judge would re-
lease her.”

Initially, F.B.I. officials hoped that
Sister Ping would offer to codperate
with them,asshe hadin the past. When
she wastaken into custody, she was car-

tying a black address book thatlisted
immigration contacts in Thailand, Ma-
laysia, Belize, and Russia. “Ihe poten-
tial for uncoveringinternational corrup-
tion would have been tremendous,” Bill
McMurray told me. “But she chose to
fight it instead.”

he trial began in May,andlasted
fora month. David Bums, anassis-

tant U.S,attorney,described Sister Ping
as “one of the most powerful and most
successful alien smugglers of ourtime.”
‘The prosecution’scase relied heavily on
former snakeheads, among them Ah
Kay and Weng Yu Hui. Sister Ping’s
Jawyer, Lawrence Hochheiser, repeat-

edly returnedto thecredibility of these
men,and suggested that they were tes-
tifying in exchange for reduced sen-
tences. “These menarekillers,” Burns
was quick to concede. “But they're kill-
ers she’s hired.”

Hochheiserinsisted that his client
wasprimarily a businesswoman—that
running an underground bank was the
extent of her criminal activity. “We've
got the tail wagging the dog here,” he
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said. “This is a money business thatis
being used to tie Cheng Chui Ping to
the alien-smuggling business.” Inhis
closing remarks, he invoked Arthur
Miller's play “The Crucible.”

OnJune 22, 2005, thejury found Sis-
ter Ping guilty ofconspiracy to smuggle
aliens and take hostages, money laun-
dering, andtrafficking in ransom pro-
ceeds. The verdict may have come as a
surprise to her: the F.B.I. had infor-
mants in the Metropolitan Detention
Center in Brooklyn, whosaid thatlead-
ing up to thetrial she had packed her
bags,telling people that she would be
going home any day.

‘Thepress took evidentsatisfaction in
the conviction (“EVILINCARNATE”ran a
typical trial headline, from the Daily

News), but the Fujianese community in
Chinatown was less enthusiastic. “A lot
ofpeople in Chinatown aresaying that
we're putting Robin Hoodontrial,” Ste-
ven Wong, the Fujianese community
leader, told me. The WorldJournal re-
ported thatvillagers in Shengmei had
volunteered to do prison time on Sister
Ping’s behalf; they described heras a liv-
ing Buddha.

Sister Ping was sentenced on March
16, 2006. That morning, two dozen
family members and supporters entered
the courtroom.Sister Ping appeared,
dressed in a long-sleeved gray T-shirt
and bluepants, and looking thin, her hair
grownlong andstreaked with gray, and
solemnlyacknowledged herfamily. After
a few preliminary argumentsbythe law-
yers, the judge, Michael Mukasey, asked
Sister Ping if there was anything she
wanted to say. Hochheiserreplied that
because his clientwould be appealing the
verdict, and mightaccidentally saysome-
thingto prejudice the appeal, he had ad-
vised hernotto speak.

But when hesat downSister Ping
slowly rose. She gestured for her inter-
preter, a tall Chinese woman whosat
against one wall, and proceeded to de-
liver a strange, extended monologue. “I
only cried oncein court,” she began, and
explained thatit was whenwitnesses re-
counted how Ah Kay had robbed her
house. “I was a small businesswoman in
Chinatown,” she wenton.“If Ah Kay
had come and robbed me thosetimes,
you can imagine how manyother people
took advantage of me.” Huddled next to
theinterpreter, she spoke in a deep, as-

sertive voice, slowly atfirst, and then

more quickly, so that the interpreter
could hardlykeep up. She explained that
in every major episode discussedattrial
she was thevictim: at the Toronto air-
port, she had not been smuggling the
Chinese passengers but simply bringing
them money; she had beenextorted and
intimidated by Ah Kay and Weng Yu
Hui; snakeheadshadlied when they

testified that they were affiliated with
her; the evidence in thetrial had been

faked. “Everybodycantell you that Sis-
ter Ping is working in the store every
day,” she said. Howcould she have been
a snakeheadas well?

Assherambled on,shestared atJudge
Mukasey; her hands remainedclasped in
frontofher, and occasionally she ges-
tured for emphasis, sometimesleaning
forwardto scribble Chinese ideographs
on scrap paperso thather interpreter
could better understand her. “WhenI
had mytrial, I didn’t wantto say any-
thing,” she continued.“All these tainted
witnesses have families, and I also want

them to get benefits and go home. So
whatevertheysaid, I did not attack

them.” She emphasized that she had
donethethings she did out of concern
for her family. Oneofthe prosecutors,
Leslie Brown, was pregnant, and Sister

Ping turnedto her. “Ms. Brownis about
to bea mother,” shesaid in anicy tone.“I

congratulate you. Once you becomea
motheryou will understand me.”

After more thananhour,Sister Ping

sat down. Judge Mukasey,visibly irri-
tated, said that it was nothis custom to

deliver lectures when he handed out
sentences, butin light of Sister Ping’s
“lengthy exercisein self-justification” he
would make an exception. Her version
of events “defies belief,” he said, and

pointed outthat while the witnesses
whotestified against her may have com-
mitted brutal crimes, they had also

pleaded guilty to those crimes and
codperated with the government. He
delivered the maximum sentence: thirty-
five yearsin prison. As Sister Ping was
led outof the courtroom,she smiled at
her family and waved.

WhenI asked Michael Chenabout
Sister Ping, he echoedthepositive views
that many Fujianese express about her.
“She's a verynicelady,’ Chen told me.
“Evenif someof her customers died by
accident, it was notherfault.” He com-



pared herfavorably to Ah Kay, whom
hecalled “a monster.” (Aftertestifying,
Ah Kay, who wasdescribed by one of
the prosecutors who put him onthe
standas“anincredibly violent man with
zeroregardfor human life,”was deemed
to havesatisfied his sentence with time
served. Heis now a free man.)

hen Bill Clinton pardoned the
last of the Golden Venture pas-

sengers, he placed them on“humanitar-
jan parole.” Parolees can apply for re-
newable work permits, but they have

noneoftheprivileges associated with
asylum orgreen-card status. Moreover,
in the absenceofa Presidential or con-
gressional grant, this parole creates
an indefinite legal limbo: there is no
process for graduating to permanent-
residentstatus.

Uponbeingreleased from the York
detention center, the passengers of the
GoldenVenture fanned outacross the
country. Michael Chen moved to Co-
lumbus, Ohio,and eventuallyopened his
restaurant. But he worries that he could
be deported at anytime. In May, 2001,
Zeng Hua Zheng, another passenger,
who was living in Aurora, Colorado,was

suddenly deported; soon afterward, the
York lawyers whorepresent the Golden
Venture’s passengers introduced a “pri-
vatebill” to Congress which would ob-
tain permanentstatus for the parolees.
Privatebills pass only by unanimous con-
gressional approval, and sofar thebill
has failed twice. But the lawyers con-
tinueto resubmitit: as long as the parol-
ces’ statusis underconsideration byCon-
gress, they cannotbe deported.

Perhaps the mosttellingillustration
ofthe allure this country has for the Fu-
jianese is the number ofGolden Venture
passengers whoendured the voyage,
imprisonment, and deportation,only to
return to the United States. In 1998,
Wang WuDong, who had been im-
prisoned and deported, was re-appre-
hended when a snakehead powerboat—
the Oops II—ran agroundofftheJersey
shore. According to Peter Cohn,a film-
maker who has interviewed several of
the passengers for a new documentary,
scores ofthose who were deported have
returnedillegally.

Justin Yu,thejournalist for the World
Journal, says thatdisasters like the Golden
Venture do not discourage emigrants,

  

because,consideringthestakes, such ca-
lamities represent an acceptable risk.
“Acceptablerisk, acceptablecruelty, ac-
ceptable lousy treatment,acceptable long
trip, there’s notoilet. It's acceptable,” he

said. “Because ofthe comparison: thelife
there, andthelife here.”

While ships no longer deposit smug-
gled Fujianese directly on U.S. shores,
officials say that there is no evidence to
indicate that the total number of Fuji-
anese entering the country illegally has
diminished inthe years since the Golden
Ventureincident. Chinais certainlymore
prosperous today thanit was a decade
ago, buta study by Zai Liang, an expert
in migration at SUNY Albany, found that
the snakehead trade is drivenless by ab-
solute poverty than by“relative depriva-
tion’—and China's new prosperity has
only widened the gap betweenthe rich
and the poor. A recentreport from the
Government Accountability Office
noted that between 1997 and 1999 the
numberofaliens apprehended while
being smuggled into the United States
increasedbynearly eighty per cent. The
price for passage has risen to seventy
thousanddollars, and neworganizations
havedevisedroutes through Canada and
Mexico. According to a federal indict-
mentin thelate nineties, a consortium of
Fujianese and Mohawk Indians smug-
gled thousands ofpeople through a sov-
ereign reservation, which straddles the
border with Canada. The group madean
estimated hundredandseventy million
dollars in two years.

Sister Ping is appealing her convic-
tion. Meanwhile, the restaurant at 47
East Broadwaystill does a brisk busi-
ness, and Sister Ping’s husband and one
of her daughters, Monica, are there
every day. F.B.I. officials suspect that
they could potentially take over the
family’s smuggling operation; however,
while Cheng Yick Tak was previously
convicted ofalien smuggling, no one in
the familyis underinvestigation. Along
Allen Street, some way from 47 East
Broadway, a modest white structure
houses the Church ofGracefor the Fu-
jianese. Recently, I spoke with the pas-
tor and with a memberofthe congrega-
tion. They told me that, every week,
theytake a moment during the Sunday
service to welcomenewarrivals to the
city. Every Sunday,five or ten congre-
gants stand up. #  
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ANNALS OF THE ROAD

GETTING THERE
Thescienceofdriving directions.

BY NICK PAUMGARTEN

t is a testamentbothtotheearly al-
lure of the automobile and to the

difficulty oftravelling very far in one
that, in 1907, Andrew McNallyII, the
grandson of the co-founder of Rand
McNally & Company,chose to spend
his honeymoonin Milwaukee. He and
his bride drove there, from their home
town of Chicago. The way was mostly

drivers were men, which most ofthem
were.

Rand MeNally started outprinting
railwaytickets andflyers, and then,in
the eighteen-seventies, branched out
into the business of publishing wax-
engraved mapsfor gold prospectors and
other hardytourists. These were maps
more ofterrain thanofroads throughit.

 

Navigation devices have been aroundnearly as long as the automobile.

unpaved and unmarked.Inthose days,
there were no route numbersorstate
roads; in Wisconsin, there were merely
old cart and carriage thoroughfares,
whose primary purpose wasthe convey-
ance of food from farm to market. It
wasn't yet clear how drivers would find
theirway around. Navigation depended,
mainly, on asking people along the way
where to go next—an untenablestate of
affairs, it would seem, as long as the
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Still, Andrew McNally II had a sense
that the automobile might enhance the
way-findingside ofthe business, and so,
on this honeymoontrip, he strapped a
camera onto thefront fender ofhis car
and,at every junction—every right or
left turn—stopped and snapped a pho-
tograph. He andhis bride did the same
onthe return trip. Back in Chicago,
MeNally compiled the photographsinto
a booklet, with a little arrow in each

photographindicating the proper direc-
tion to take. The booklet wascalled a
Photo-Auto Guide and was essentially
a driver’s-eye view of the way to Mil-
waukee, atleast asit looked that spring.
(Obsolescence loomed; a new barnor a
fallen oak couldalter the appearance of
theroad.)

In 1909, an engineer named J. W.
Jones invented a device called the Jones
Live-Map, which connected toa car’s
odometer. It consisted of a glass-en-
closed dial, on which you could place a
disk representing a particular trip. The
disk had mileage numbers around the
perimeter anddriving directions printed
like spokes on the face. As you pro-
gressed down theroad,the disk would
rotate, telling you where you were and
whatto do. Live-Map No.16,forexam-

ple, guided the “motorist tourist” from
Columbus Circle to Waterbury, Con-
necticut(specifically, the Elton Hotel),
telling him,at various intervals, to “take
right fork at flag pole,” “pass under
trolleyarch,” or “caution for dangerous
curves.” A promotional bookletfor the
Jones Live-Mapread, “Youare always
sure of your road. . . . Youfly past sign
boardsat speed withouta thought. You
neverstop toinquire your way. Right or
wrong,all chance informationis useless
to you. You areas easy aboutyourroad as
though you were‘runningonrails””

Nowthatwe have been conditioned,
by experience or Kerouac, toidealize the
openroad, it may seem quaintthat the
dream,in those early days, was to rep-
licate the surrender andeffortlessness
oftrain travel, where you didn’t have to
navigateat all. But, in somerespects, the
rail ideal persists; we've just got craftier
aboutaspiring to it. Navigationis big
business these days. Websites thatoffer
mapsanddirections, such as MapQuest
and Google Earth, are growing more
sophisticated; global-positioning sat-
ellite technology and the in-car navi-
gation systemsthatrely on it, such as
General Motors’s OnStar and Hertz’s
NeverLost, are becoming ubiquitous.
Geographic Information Systems, or
G.LS., maybe theplastics of our time.
It’s not hard to envision the demise of
the paper road map,in a generation or
two, because a map,for all its charms,is z

really a smorgasbordofchanceinforma-
tion, mostofituseless. Who careswhere 2
Buffalo is, ifyou're tryingto get to Cox- &
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sackie? Mostpeoplejust wantto be told
where to turn.

Boththe Photo-Auto Guide and the
Jones Live-Mapwere precise and me-
chanical attempts to replicate the oldest
navigation tool on earth: landmark-
basedinstructions, transmitted verbally
or in writing by a person with local
knowledge. And this is what the new
gadgets aspiretoas well, flawedas they
can sometimes be. They employ algo-
rithmiccalculations that seek to imper-
sonate the friend riding shotgun who
knows wherehe’s going, or the by-
stander whocan tell you whatyou'll see
when you've gonetoofar. Before there
were maps, as we understand them,
there were itineraries, sequencesofcus-
tomizeddirections. Maps,to say noth-
ingoftheability to read them, were the
stuff of progress. Tosee and depict the
landscapein suchabstract terms, as you
mightfrom above,requires a measure of
sophistication that the mereitinerary,
with its blindered view of the world,
doesnot.Soit’s curious that the current
geographic revolution is in many ways
a reversion toprimitive techniques: it is,
a high-tech gloss on the lowest-tech
approach,

‘Thebiggest change,ofcourse,is that
the Global Positioning System solves
the ancient problem offixing your loca-
tion, so thatyou can devise a wayto get
to the next one. Asthe brochureputita

 

PANICLE

hundredyears ago, “The Jones Live-
Maptells youjust whereyou are andtells
you whattodo then and there. The hand
on the rim of the disk always means
Now.” Being told where you are, how-
ever,is not the same as knowing where

you are.

n thefifteenth century, Henry the
Navigator, a Portuguese prince, pre-

sided overa court in Sagres that became
a center for cartographers, instrument-
makers, and explorers, whose expedi-
tions he sponsored. Seafarers returning
to Sagres from the west coast ofAfrica
reportedtheirdiscoveries, and new maps.
were produced,extendingthe reaches of
the known world, which in those days
did not go much beyond Cape Verde.
These maps becameveryvaluable, owing
to their utility in trade, war, and soul-
saving, and werejealously guarded as
state secrets.

‘Thelatter-day equivalentis a com-
pany called Navteq.It is the leading
providerofgeographicdata to the Inter-
net mappingsites and the personal-nav-
igation industry—theboiler room ofthe
where-you-are-and-what-to-do busi-
ness. Its only real competitoris a Bel-
gian companycalled Tele Atlas. Most
ofthe Websites, car manufacturers, and
gizmo-makers—anyoneinvolved in
whatare known asintelligent transpor-
tation systems—getthe bulk oftheir
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raw material from these two companies.
Theclients differ mainly in how they
chooseto presentthe data. Thisallows
civilians to havepreferences. For exam-
ple,in the recent“Saturday Night Live”
mock-rap video “Lazy Sunday” two
guys seeking “the dopestroute” from the
West Village to the Upper WestSide
consider using Yahoo! Maps:

“I prefer MapQuest!”
“That’s a good one,too.”
“Google Mapsis the best.”
“True dat.”
“Double true!”

Despite the digitization of maps and
thesatellites circling the earth, the car-
tographic revolutionstill relies heavily
on fresh observations made by people.
Navteq,like Prince Henry, produces up-
dates periodically(usuallyfour times a
year) forits corporateclients. Its explor-
ers are its geographic analysts, whose job
is to go onto theroads to make sure ev-
erything thatit says about those roads
is true—to check the old routes and re-
cord the new ones. Thepractice is called
ground-truthing. They drive around and
take note ofwhat theycall “attributes,”
anythingofsignificanceto a traveller
seekinghis way. A road segmentcan have
a hundred andsixty attributes, every-
thing ftom speed limitto a drawbridge,
an on-ramp,ora prohibition against
U-turns. New signs, new roads, new
exits, new rules: if suchalterations go un-
collected by Navteq,the traveller, relying
ona device or a map produced by one of
Navteq’sclients, might well get lost or
confused enoughtobe “fit for Muldoon’s
Asylum,” as the Jones Live-Map bro-
chure putit, in anearly acknowledgment
ofthe anguish ofbeinglost in an automo-
bile. (“It's his for the violent ward,straight
and sure.”) A driver makinga simpleleft
turn—say, from Broadwayonto Forty-
second Street—encounters a blizzard of
attributes: one-way, speedlimit, cross-
walk, traffic light, street sign, turn re-
striction, two-way, hydrant.

Navteq has aboutsix hundredfield
researchers and offices in twenty-three
countries. Thereare ninefield research-
ers in the New York metropolitan area.
One morningthisfall, I went out with
a pair ofthem, Chris Arcari and Shovie
Singh. Theypicked meup on Forty-
secondStreet, in a white S.U.V., after
making that unextraordinary left off
Broadway. “We're going to be working
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over by LaGuardia Airport,” Arcari
said, “Oneoftheitems weneedto check
out is somestreet names. They've put
up newsigns. Then we'll proceed to an
area thatwe havetargeted.” Arcari, who
is thirty-seven and was brought up on
LongIsland, was the senior member of
the team,and he tendedto speak in the
formal, euphemistic mannerofa police
officer testifyingin court. He'd been with
Navteqforten years. Singh, a native of
Trinidad who grew up in Queens, was
anew hire. He'd got hooked on geogra-
phyafter taking someclasses in the sub-
ject incollege.

‘Theywere, you mightsay, free-driv-
ing—nonavigation device or map—
being notonly locals but also profes-
sionals in the arcane and endlessly
fascinating tri-state-area discipline of
getting fromhereto there. They spend
twoto three days a week just driving
around. Manhattan’s grid maybe the
easiest road network to master in the
developed world(ifwe overlook the nu-
ances), yet the routes leading to and
fromitare as tricky as the tributaries of
the Amazon. (Oneofthe things you
notice, as you approachNew York City,
is that there are almostnosigns saying
“Manhattan.” Instead,the traveller is
introducedtosuch notionsas “Mosholu”
and “Major Deegan.”) The highways
are a mad thatch ofinterstates, park-
ways, boulevards, and spurs, plusriver
crossings galore, each with its own vir-
tues andidiosyncrasies. There are many
ways to get from point A to point B
in New York, and,becauseofall the
permutations, anyone can be a route-
selection expert, or at least an enthu-
siast. Family gatherings inevitably
feature a clutch ofrelatives eating cock-
tail nuts and arguing over the merits
of various exits and shortcuts. So it
was that I found myself muttering a bit
when Arcari chose to take the Queens-
boro Bridge and maneuver through the
streets ofQueensto get to the Long Is-
land Expressway and then the Brook-
lyn-Qucens Expressway. Clearly, the
way to get to LaGuardia,tolls aside,is
either(a) the Queens~Midtown Tunnel
or(b) the F.D.R. Drive up to the Tri-
borough Bridge. Arcari disagreed. “The
F.D.R. Drive canbe hit or miss,” he
said. “Attimes,in the middleofthe day,
I have sat there for extended periods.”
Perhaps, but after merging onto the

 

B.Q.E.wesat there for extended peri-
odsas well.

Asweinched forward, we began to
talk of our favorite andleast favorite
road segments. Whatever our differ-
ences, we agreed that the Cross-Bronx
Expressway, a deep,eternallysluggish
river of brakelights and diesel exhaust
coursing througha waste oftwisted rebar
and abandonedscrap,is as gruesome a
stretch ofhighwayas exists in these parts.
Its horrors, however,are invisible to the
likes ofMapQuest.

Eventually, we pulled into a gas sta-
tion near theairport. Singh and Arcari
mounted a G.P.S,antenna, shapedlike
a giant mushroom,onthe roofof the
car, and connecteda laptopto it, upon
which a map would show ourprogress,
a G.P.S.track “like a birdseed trail.”
‘Thoughwe were within rocket-launcher
distance of the runways and were as-
sembling somesuspicious-looking hard-
ware, no onepaid us any mind,

Singh bought a Red Bull and took
the wheel. Arcari sat in back with the
laptop, ready to note any changes in
whattheycalled the “geometry” ofthe
roads.

“Wheneveryou're ready, Shovie,”
hesaid.

Thefirst thing the men noticed was
a “No Left Turn”sign out of the gas
station. “That doesn’t go in the data-
base,” Arcari said. “That’s unofficial
geometry, sinceit pertains to a private
enterprise.”
An analyst has some leewayin pro-

posing recon missionsin his territory.
“Thesituation at LaGuardia was some-
thing I had noticed myselfand thought
should berevisited,” Arcari explained.
In his free time, he'd been driving past
the airport and, nudged bycuriosity,
if not conscience, had madea little de-
tour, discovering that the Port Author-
ity ofNew Yorkand NewJersey, which
runstheairport, had put up a few new
road signs. This was the situation at
LaGuardia.

“We'll circle around the perimeter
and then check the terminals,” Arcari
said. “As we're driving, P’'m checking our
geometry against whatexists in reality.”
Left on RunwayDrive (“drop a name
check”), merge onto LaGuardia Road
(another name check), left onto Delta
Arrivals Road. Thesign foritwas new.
“A valid unnamedfeature,” Arcari said,



turningthelaptopsothatI could follow
along as he recorded it onscreen. “I
pointan arrow to wherethe feature oc-
curred.” A few hundredyardsalong,
there was another new sign: “East End
Rd.”Its short-lived existence as mere
realityhad cometo an end;itwas geom-

etry now.
Seeing the road through the eyes of

aground-truther madeit seem thicket
of signage—commandsanddesigna-
tions vying forattention,like a night-
mare you might have after a day of
studying for a driving exam. Once you
start looking for attributes, you spot
them everywhere.

“Whydon’t we loop around again?”
Arcari said. “I wantto be sure wecol-
lected everything correctly.”
The familiar frustration of going

around and aroundon an airport road
‘was ameliorated by thefact that no one
was lostorlate. After the extra orbit, we

drove into Astoria, the neighborhood
next to the airport. Arcari approached
the neighborhood as a Zamboni would

asheetofice, driving aroundtheoutside
ofthe“project area,” and then going up
and down thestreets within it. He ob-
servedthat, driving aroundlike this, you
become acutely aware of how many
people are not at work. Arcari said that
oneoftheissues that have come up in
New Yorkinrecentyears is the naming
of streets and squares for the vic-
timsofthe September 11th attacks.We
cameupon one of them, James Marcel
Cartier Way, and Arcari waspleased to
see that the namewas in the database.
A kind of contentmenttook hold, as
other anomalies encountered along the
way—an unlikely median strip, a “Do
Not Enter” sign—turnedoutto be ac-
countedfor. “This should be a two-way.
O.K. Good.”

Over lunchata local diner, we dis-
cussedvariousattribute incidents. “One
item that was an issue: on the B.Q.E.,

they started renumbering the exits.
They did some butdidn’t do others, so
for a while there were twoExit41s.”

After lunch, Arcari and Singh were

due backat the central office, in Syosset,
to download their findings. They offered
to drive me back into Manhattan, but
we agreed that it would make more
sense for me to take the subway. None
of us knew whereto findit, though.
Subwaystations are not attributes;
Navteq honorsthe primacy ofthe auto-
mobile, promulgated by the makers of
road mapsofa century ago, whose man-
date was to promoteauto travel and,
with it, the purchaseofgasoline,cars,
andtires. We pulled intoa gas station,
andI ran inside to ask for directions.

mapisa piece ofart.It is also a form
of language—arendering ofinfor-

mation. A good map can occupythe eye
and the mind longer than almost any
other single page ofdata, including Scrip-
ture, poetry, sheet music, and baseball box
scores. A map contains multitudes.

Forthe past twenty-five years, schol-
arly discussion of cartography has been
dominated by“critical geography,” what
you mightcall a post-structuralist ap-
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proach to mapreading. Such scholars as
J. B. Harley and David Woodward, the
late, foundingeditors of a gargantuan
and ongoingprojectcalled “The History
of Cartography” (Volume 1 was pub-
lished in 1987; Volume3 is due outin
late 2007), began applying the ideas of
Derrida and Foucault to maps, seeing in

maps’ myriad presentationscodedsignals
abouthowwe look at theworld, or, more

to the point, how the people who make
the maps would like usto see the world.

The purpose and emphasis of a map
are usually determined by whois pay-
ing for or benefitting from it. Websites
like MapQuest make money in much
the same way that road-map publish-
ers always have. They feature ban-
neradsthatdirect users to fast-food res-
taurants, hotels, and services. Their maps

becometourism-promotion documents.
Personal navigation deviceshavetheir fa~
vored stops and “points of interest,” too.
Asthey becomemore sophisticated, they
will come to know your preferences and
needs and make suggestions—the near-
est Jiffy Lube or Starbucks—turning
G.P.S.into a sort of customized,local-
ized Yellow Pages. Harley and Wood-
ward would have beenintrigued, though
hardly surprised.

‘The American road maptends to be
treated morelike folk art. Its lead-
ing expert is probablyJim Akerman,the
director of the Smith Center for the
History of Cartography, at the New-
berry Library, in Chicago. “Scratch
someone who's interested in the history
ofcartographyand you'll most often find
someone whowasinto road maps as a
kid,” he told me whenI wenttovisit him
at the library recently. Helikes to point
outthat he was born in the sameyear as
theinterstate system, 1956. The New-
berry has peerless road-mapcollection,
in a climate-controlled vault—a kind of
giant, fantasy glove compartment.

Akermanpulled out boxes of old
road maps. Someofthe earliest had
been madebybicycle enthusiasts; a
bike craze in the eighteen-eighties had
engendered a movement,led by the
League ofAmerican Wheelmen,to get
the governmentto putup signs and to
improve the muddy,rutted byways that
passedfor roads. Cyclists had also accu-
mulated their observations of various
routes into regional diagrams, which
becamea critical source for motorists,

who,before the governmentgot in-
volved,had to cobble togethertheir own
routes. For good mapstoexist, there
needed to beidentifiable roads, with
signs. It would do no one any good to
have a mapin hislap if there were no
signs ontheroadtelling him where on
that map he might be. Eventually, in
1916, the federal governmentpassed
the first of several road-improvement
acts. State highway departments were
established, and in due time roads were

standardized. In 1926, the government
established a system ofroad numbers—
odd for those running north-south,

evenfor those runningeast-west. Soon,
gas companiesandtire manufacturers
began commissioning highway maps,
from Rand McNallyand others, which
they distributedfreeatservicestations.

Akerman also had someold railroad
maps. Mostrailroad mapsare essentially
graphicitineraries, indicatingwhere you
get on and off, drawn nottoscale but,
rather, to the self-aggrandizing propor-
tions ofthe rail line in question. They are
pretty muchuseless for navigation.
Pointingoutthatthis itinerary model
wassimilar to the oneusedin the ancient
and medieval worlds, hesaid, “The other
fundamental way of navigatingis to
reach an understandingby trying to
grasp the entire territory in question.
These are the maps we know. You see
notjust thesingle route butthe layout of
all the routes within the area, with some
differentiation in quality. Andit is up to
the traveller to make choices aboutwhich
route to take. This kind of map comes
into commonuse in the eighteenth cen-
tury. It’s broadly associated with greater
freedom ofmovement.” When you nav-
igate by map,hetold me, “you are the
onedoingthealgorithm.”

Tooffer some perspective, he re-
trieved, from a vault within the vault,
oneofthe library's oldest and most pre-
cious maps, a so-called Portolan chartof
the Mediterranean, dating to 1456. It
showedthe sea’s entire coastline, with

hundredsofports labelled in the man-
nerofstations ona railroad map, the

namesneatlylinedupparallel to one an-
other, in the order in which one would
encounterthem ifonewere sailing along
the coast.

“Thetension betweenthese two modes
ofnavigating goes back to these maps,” he
said. “Theitinerary represents space as



TO THE REPUBLIC

I dreamtI sawa caravanofthe dead
start out again from Gettysburg.

Close-packed upright in rowsonrailcarflat-
bedsin the sun,they soon will stink.

Victor and vanquished shoved together,dirt
had bleachedthe blue and gray onecolor.

Risen again from Gettysburg,as if
thestate were shelter crawled to through

blood, risen disconsolate that we
nowruin the great workoftime,

they roll in outrage across America.

You betray us is blazoned across eachchest.
Toeach eye as they pass: You betray us.

Assaulted by the impotentdead,I sayit’s
their misfortune and none ofmy own.

I dreamtI saw a caravan of the dead
moveon wheels touchingrails without sound.

Toeach eye as they pass: You betray us.

oneexperiencesit on the ground. A map
like this has that element,butit starts to
introduce the notion that you can con-
ceive ofit as larger unit. It's a God's-eye
view, which putsyou in charge ofnavigat-
ing through space. Thisis the origin of
the notion thatyou canpull yourselfaway
from the world andsee it from above.”

‘Theironyis that centuries later, when

wehave perfected the God’s-eye map
and becomeconversantwithit, we have,

in thethrall of technology, tumed back
to the ancient way: theitinerary and the
strip map. OnStar and MapQuestzero
in onthe informationthat’s relevant to
reaching yourdestination. “They close
down your choices and give you route,”
Akerman said.

t can be amusing to see what Map-
Questandits ilk come up with. They

don’t always work. For example, I re-
cently looked to see how MapQuest
would get me from East Ninety-sixth

—Frank Bidart

Street in Manhattanto the North Shore
of LongIsland,an hour-longtrip that I
and countless other drivers have honed
(withvariationsfor personal preference,

traffic avoidance, and monotony-break-
age) overthe years. Triborough Bridge
to the Grand Central Parkway to the
Whitestone Expressway to the Cross
Island Parkwayto the Long Island Ex-
pressway. Bing-bang-boom. MapQuest
had an unprecedented suggestion: take
the Triborough Bridge to the Bruckner
Expressway and then to the Throgs
Neck Bridge. From the Upper West
Side, a few traffic lights west, Map-
Quest, snickering, guides you to the
Cross Bronx Expressway and then to
the Throgs Neck. The Cross Bronx? It
would seem thatthealgorithms are new
to the area. These directions involve a
disconcerting degree ofnoncontiguous-
ness. Whycross a body of water atits
widest possible point? Why even mess
with the Bronx? You mayas well stick a

sandwich in your ear before putting it
into your mouth.

Generally, MapQuest and OnStar
choose a road based on their calcula-
tions ofwhich will get you therefastest.
Thecriterion is time, a function both
of speed and ofdistance. They do not,
as somepeople suspect, simply pick
the shortestroute; otherwise, you might
spendall yourtime onsidestreets, stuck
at traffic lights or goat crossings. The al-
gorithmsconsider the length of a road
segment and the expected speed of the
road andcalculate the timeit will take
youto passalongit. Every road segment
has a “costing,” a sum of the features
that can slow a driver down. Turns,
merges,exits, toll plazas, stoplights,
speed zones:they all carry a cost. (Nav-
teqhas five “functional classes”of road,
ranked according to connectivity and
speed. An interstate highwayis a one; a
local street is a five.) These systems do
notyet take into consideration traffic,

construction, weather, time of day, or
one’s tendency,on certain roads, to go
faster than thespeedlimit.

‘Thereare features that we associate
with mapsor navigation which have lit-
tle bearingon the kindofroaddirections
favored byMapQuest and OnStar. Tra-
ditional visual landmarks—flagpole,

river bend, stone church—are hardly rec-
ognized. Anda road thattraverses water
(i.c., a bridge) is no different from one
that cuts through golfcourse or a drug-
free schoolzoneif the speed limitis the
same. This is why the Throgs Neck
looks more reasonable to an algorithm,
eveniftoa driver that extra water cross-
ing may mean anothertoll and greater
potential for bottleneck traffic.

With MapQuest,youcaneither look
at a map, presented in a manner that
makes your routethecenterofthe world,
or you can get anitinerary. But, since
MapQuest's directionsare derived from
looking at a route on a map, the advice
it gives is based mostly on mapreality,
notdriverreality. Traditionally, verbal
directions capture the experience of
driving on the road, much as the Mc-
Nally Photo-Auto Guide did; Map-
Quest captures that of plotting the
route, from a God’s-eye view. Thisis
why,for instance, MapQuestwill iden-
tify a short stretch of road—anoff-
ramp,a connector—thattothetraveller
would normally be negligible (without
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‘ls everything O.K., sir? We noticed thatyou aren’t constantly eating.”

mentioning that you should keep the
river or the graveyard on yourright).
Whethera segmentis 0.1 or two thou-
sand miles long,it is given equal billing.
This sometimeshasa ludicrouseffect.
Forexample, Google's directions for
leaving Spokane, Washington: “Head
north from N. Lincoln St. go 33 feet.
Turn left at W. Main Ave., go 0.1 mi.
Turn left at W. Spokane Falls Blvd.,
go 127 feet.” Certainly, once some-
onefollowingthiskind ofitineraryloses
his way he hasno idea where heis, be-
cause he has no sense ofhow the direc-
tions he’s followingfitinto the larger
picture.

Mostnavigation devicesin cars dis-
play your route on a small dashboard
screen; the settings can bealtered, but
more often thannotthe top ofthe dis-
play represents the direction in which
you are moving. The onscreen map,in
other words, is not oriented north-
south,like a paper map. The map con-
stantly readjusts itself, so that the road
ahead is up. This is a boon to peo-
ple who maybedisinclined to see the
groundin terms of north-south—peo-
ple who whenstandingona street cor-
nerwill hold a paper mapand turn it so
that whatis in front of them on the
groundis also in front of them (above
them)on the map. Asto the age-old
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and oft-debated question of whether
women are more aptto do this than
men—ofwhethergeographicproficiency
correlates to one genderor the other—
there is a great deal ofstraight-faced ac-
ademicresearch. Sufficeitto say that the
scholarship is inconclusive, though it
doestendto find that men and women,
whether by nature or by nurture, per-
ceive space differently.

Atanyrate, the in-car map displays
generally represent small swatches of
land, your immediate surroundings.
You can zoom in and zoomout,but the
area you're passing throughis a disem-
bodied square,free ofthe context ofthe
larger landmass. For example, as you
pass along the Bruckner, on your way
to the Throgs Neck, you see a web of
lines, and words like “Port Morris” and
“Tunts Point.” What youtend not to
see iswhere the Bruckner and the Bronx
fit into the bigger picture—the Bronx
poisedlike a catcher’s mitt between the
legs of Manhattan and LongIsland,
the southernmost wedge ofNew York
State mainland breaking up into an
archipelago. You donotsee, in other
words, how taking the Throgs Neck
might appear,on a standard map,to be
a detour.

In the spirit of fair-mindedness, I
tried this route one Saturday morning,

 

whenthere wouldlikely be little traffic
to corrupttheresults ofthe experiment.
Theaffrontto both habit and the inner
compass—every fibre crying out, “Turn
cast, east!”—wasespecially acute as, per
MapQuest,I followedsigns directing
meto New England,instead ofto Long
Island. So was the unpleasant prospect
ofpaying the additional toll offour-fifty
that the Throgs Neck would require: a
deal-breaker, especially ifyou're one of
those people whoplot routes primarily
on thebasis oftoll avoidance. (You
know thetype: he loves the Macombs
Dam Bridge.) Still,I stayed with it. The
road wasclear andfast, the prospect—
Rikers Island, from the north!—re-
freshing. As the Throgs Neck Bridge
conveyed me onto LongIsland, and I
rejoined the usual route, on the Cross
Island Parkway, I noted, on thedigital
clock on the dash, that I'd made great
time. Perhaps this waywas a minute or
two longer. Hardly more. Over the
years, those minutes,not to mention the
toll payments, could add up, butstill:
MapQuest’s algorithms had apparently
openedaniconoclastic alternate route, a
LongIsland commuter’s Northwest
Passage.

hicago, you mightsay, is the Sagres
‘of the American imperium, a hub

of geographic and cartographic exper-
tise. This is due mainly to Chicago’s
role, in the nineteenth century, as a
majorrailroad center. Rand McNally
(“to maps whatJell-Ois to gelatine,” as
Akermansaid) was based there(it is
nowjustup thepike, in Skokie), as were

manyother prominent mappublishers.
The University of Chicago had, until
recently, one of the best geography de-
partments, andisstill a leading pub-
lisher of scholarly books on geography
andcartography.

Navteq (the nameis a contraction of
Navigation Technologies) startedlife in
1985, in Silicon Valley, and moved to
Chicago in 1997. Its revenues have tri-
pled since 2002, amid the digital map-
ping boom.It occupies an ever-expand-
ingsuiteofoffices on an immensefloor
of the Merchandise Mart, one of the
largest commercial buildings in the
world. It would be wise, whenvisiting
Navteq, to bring bread crumbs ora
handheld G.P.S. to keep from getting
lost. One morningthis fall, in a confer-
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Medication Guide
for Non-Steroidal Anti-Inflammatory Drugs (NSAIDs)
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Whatis the most important information | should know about medicines
called Non-SteroidalAnti-Inflammatory Drugs (NSAIDs)?
NSAID medicines may increase the chanceof a heart attack or stroke
that can lead to death.
This chance increases:
© with longeruse of NSAID medicines
© in people who have heart disease

NSAID medicines should never be used right before orafter a heart
surgery called a “coronary artery bypass graft (CABG).”
NSAID medicines can causeulcers and bleeding in the stomach and
intestines at any time during treatment. Ulcers and bleeding:
© can happen without warning symptoms
© may cause death
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.
.
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Donot take an NSAID medicine:
 ifyou had an asthmaattack, hives,or otherallergic reaction with aspirin

or anyother NSAID medicine
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about all of your medical conditions.

© about all of the medicines youtake. NSAIDs and someother medicines
can interact with each otherand cause serious side effects. Keep a list of
your medicines to show to your health care provider and pharmacist.

© if you are pregnant. NSAID medicines should not be used by pregnant
womenlate in their pregnancy,
if you are breastfeeding. Talk to your doctor.

Whatare the possible sideeffects of Non-Steroidal Anti-Inflammatory
Drugs (NSAIDs)?

 

 

 

Serioussideeffects include: Otherside effects include:
heart attack © stomachpain

© stroke © constipation
© high blood pressure diarrhea
© heart failure from body swelling © gas

(fluid retention) © heartburn
© kidney problemsincluding kidney © nausea

failure © vomiting
© bleeding and ulcersin the © dizziness
stomach and intestine
low red blood cells (anemia)

© life-threatening skin reactions
¢ life-threateningallergic reactions
© liver problems includingliverfailure

asthmaattacks in people who have   asthma
 

Get emergency helpright away if you have any of the following symptoms:
© shortnessof breath ortrouble slurred speech

breathing swelling of the face or throat
© chest pain
© weakness in one part orside of

your body

Stop your NSAID medicine andcall your healthcare provider right awayif
you haveanyof the following symptoms:
© nausea « there is bloodin your bowel
© more tired or weaker than usual movement orit is black and sticky
© itching like tar
© your skin or eyes look yellow © skin rash or blisters with fever
© stomachpain © unusual weight gain

flu-like symptoms © swelling of the arms and legs,
© vomit blood hands and feet

Theseare not all the side effects with NSAID medicines.Talk to your
healthcare provider or pharmacistfor more information about
NSAID medicines.

Other information about Non-SteroidalAnti-Inflammatory Drugs(NSAIDs)
Aspirin is an NSAID medicinebutit doesnotincrease the chanceof a

heart attack. Aspirin can causebleeding in the brain, stomach,and intestines.
Aspirin can also cause ulcers in the stomachandintestines.
© Some of these NSAID medicines are sold in lower doses without a

prescription (over-the-counter).Talk to your healthcare provider before using
over-the-counter NSAIDsfor more than 10 days.
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ence room I’m sure I could never find
again,I metJudson Green, the compa-
ny’s C.E.O., and Salahuddin Khan,a
senior vice-president, who supervises
the complicated task of converting raw
data, including the observations ofana-
lysts like Arcari and Singh,into lefts
andrights. Navteq is as mucha collator
ofinformation as a collector ofit. The
raw information comesfrom variety of
sources, including the government—for
example, from whatare known asTIGER
files, prepared by the Census Bureau.
‘This information is in the public do-
main. A lot ofit is outofdate,idiosyn-
cratic, incompatible, and, at the very
least, requires cleaning up. Digital aer-
ial photographyis used as well.

‘Theexisting data, from the govern-
mentand other sources, had not been
collected with way-finding in mind, so
it was necessary to look at the world
again through the eyes ofa driver, in-
stead ofthose ofa tax collector or a land
surveyor—“‘to addall the attributes no
oneever thought to add because they
weren't thinking of navigation in the
first place,” Khan said, “Guidance, one-
way systems,noleft turns. Does some-
thing go under or over when you have
two linesthat cross a map?”

Khan, who was born in Pakistan,is
placid andprecise, with a neatly trimmed
beard anda slight burr, a vestige ofmore
than three decadesin Britain. He hap-
penedto be heading out himselfthe fol-
lowingday todoa little ground-truthing
in Wyoming.

“Tt’s like news reporting,” Khan said.
“You could notdoit all from Wash-
ington. You need to havestations and
field offices in order to get that local
knowledge.”

Khan has three cars and a single-en-
gine plane; being pilot (and, by train-
ing, an aeronautical engineer) got him
interested, years ago, in moving maps,in
which the mapcenters on your present
location—a kind of predecessor to the
devices employedin cars these days. He
beganusing navigational systems well
before he came to Navteq,in 1998, and
finds it strange that in this day and age
someone would have a roadatlas in the
car. “Maybethat’s a guy thing,” he said.
Heis a self-professed “map nut,” but re-
ally more of a gearhead. “Historically, I
hadwhat I would call ‘lost anxiety—anx-
iety aboutbeing lost,” hesaid. “I then got

to experience navigation systems. And I
feel that I have effectively diluted lost
anxiety out ofmysystem.In other words,
Tve been conditioned notto be anxious
whenlost, even when I am in a vehicle
that does not have a navigation system.”
As he calmly summoned a world in

which technology would do away with
the experience of goingastray, I began
reassessing, in the rearview mirror ofmy
mind,all the times I'dbeen lost or con-
fused, angry at the map or the person
next to mewhocouldn't make senseofit.
Panicin a New Jersey rotary; despair in
thepitch black of the Poconos at night,
the shame,after you've got on the wrong
highway, ofhurtling past a sign saying
“NEXT EXIT 13 MILES.” All the rash
U-turnsand frantic attempts to get the
attentionofthe driver in the next car—
you give him the now quaintbutstill
widely recognized “roll down your win-
dow’signal and shouthelplessly across
the gulf, “Where can I find Route 17?”
Yours for the violent ward,straight and
sure. Forthefirst time, I began to think
that one ofthose devices might not be
such a bad idea. Even mapnuts getlost.

WhatKhanwas describingwas a pro-
cessofrefinement. Overtime,as the sys-
tems grow moresophisticated, the digi-
tal maps will come to look more and
more like the world asit’s perceived
through the windshield of an automo-
bile. Bodies of water, for example, are

often given short shrift, because one can-
not drive on them. Navteq takes note of
“waterpolygons,” as they're called, mainly
because people are accustomed to seeing
them ontheir maps. “Maps look very
strange iftheydon’t contain those things,”
Khan said. “There’s an almost paradig-
matic expectation onthepart ofconsum-
ers to see maps that look like maps.” It
will be interesting to see how long this
expectation survives. As Green told me,
Navteq is “revolutionizing the way peo-
ple think aboutandinteract with maps.”
He wenton,“This technology is going to
be pervasive. One thing we're talking
aboutis potentially having digital maps
inform the operation ofthe car. Ifyou
puta digital mapin the engineof a car,
you may have headlights turning in an-
ticipation of the curvature ofthe road.”
He mentioned other G.P.S. applica-
tions. “A mobile consumer cangetall
kinds of questions answered,”hesaid.
“Where are my buddies? Where’s my  
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family?Whereare my kids? Where can I
find a barbecuegrill within ten miles for
less than four hundred dollars?”

After talking to Green and Khan,I
was taken down series ofcorridors to
somethingcalled the Dynamic Content
Operations Center, an embryonic at-
temptto provide up-to-the-minute traffic
information. Two technicianssat before
a dozenscreens on which weredisplayed
city traffic maps,with little iconsindicat-
ing accidents and construction projects.
Navteq gets the data, whichit transmits
to XM Radio, from local outfits. For
now, Navteq keepstrack of thetraffic in
twenty-two cities. Certainly, this system
is an improvementonsuchbluntinstru-
ments as the periodic updates on AM
radio, which seem always to report traffic
on routes that do notpertain to your
own—a reassuring absenceofnews,until
youhit the afore-unmentionedjam. The
Navteq methodis morelike having a
friend or a family memberyoucancall
whospendsall day watching thetraffic
camsoncable television, and not every-
onehas oneofthese.

The dream,in the navigation busi-
ness,is that it will soon be possible to
transmitreal-timetraffic information.
‘The sametechnology that enables driv-
ers to knowwhere theyarecan,theoret-
ically, be usedtotell everyoneelse where
they are and howfast they're going. An
aggregateofthat information will make
it possible for a driver to know,instan-
taneously, how fast traffic is moving
alongthevarious road segmentsthat he
intendsto take. Traffic will become, in
essence, an efficient market.
The technicians showed me New

York. I noted thattraffic on the Throgs
Neck was moving well butthat therewas
anaccident nearby, on the southbound
side of I-678, on the approach to the
Bronx Whitestone Bridge. There was
something abouthaving accessto this in-
formation in Chicago that brought on a
faint but pleasing kind ofhomesickness.
Ah,yes, the Whitestone. I tried to think
of someoneI knew to whom this infor-
mation would be useful.

hile I was in Chicago, I went to

see Kenneth Nebenzahl,aprom-
inent dealerin rare books and old maps.
andthe authoroffive books onthe his-
tory of cartography. Helives in Glen-
coe, half an hour north of downtown

Chicago.I wentbytaxi. The driver had
noidea howto getthere, and she had a
fluid,ifspirited, view ofgeography(she
insisted, for example, that the Arabian
Peninsulais part of Africa), so I got
Nebenzahl to give medirections over
the phone: “Take Lake Shore to Sheri-
dan ... go through ravine .. . do not
crossrailroadtracks . . . and if these di-
rections are no good we'll call in the
Glencoe Marines.” I also had printouts
ofthe area from MapQuest(which sug-
gested taking theinterstate), but they
were hard to square with Nebenzahl’s
route. We woundourwayalong the
North Shore. After the ravine, we got

jumpy, made a prematureturn, then
tried to wingit, and soon found our-
selves at a dead end. Weputin call to
the Marines.

Nebenzahl is seventy-cight, a native
ofLongIsland whodroppedoutofhigh
schoolto enlist in the Marinesin the
hopeofcatching some combatin the
closing days ofthe Second World War.
(Tohisgreatdistress andlasting benefit,
he wasdeployed to the Caribbean,in-
stead ofto the Pacific.) As a child, he
wasobsessed with maps: when he was
nine, he assembled a road atlas ofhis
ownbybinding together, with tape,his
collection offorty-eight service-station
state maps.

Heled meupto his study and began
taking books and journals from the
shelves: maps through the ages,a dizzy-
ing chronicle of ignorance and discov-
ery. He showed mean image ofwhat he
considered to be the world’s first road
map,the Peutinger Tabula, a manu-

script copy of an old Roman chart de-
pictingtheroutesleading to Rome—an
illustrateditinerary,really. He also had
plates from the “Chronica Majora” of
Matthew Paris,a collection ofthirteenth-
century maps of the journey from Lon-
don to the Holy Land. They resembled
pagesfrom an A.A.A. TripTik,with lit-
tle views ofthe townsand descriptions of
distances.

Along the continuum ofmodern ge-
ography scholarship, Nebenzahl is a lit-
tle old-fashioned; to him the maps
themselves, and notjust the informa-
tion they convey,are worthy ofstudy. He
views therise of digital mapping with a
mixture ofincomprehension, condescen-
sion, and sorrow,as Brill Building song-
writer might regard digital sampling.

 



“Geographers now hate maps,” Ne-
benzahlsaid. “Ifyou only give people a
six-by-six-inch screen, how can theyget
a sense ofwherethey are, or where they
fit in? We're pushing the next genera-
tion into geographicilliteracy by not
giving them a sense ofwhat world ge-
ographyis.”

Tt was getting late, and Nebenzahl
had to leave for a meeting of the Chi-
cago MapSociety at the Newberry Li-
brary. Ralph Ehrenberg, the former
chiefofgeography and the map division
at the Library of Congress, was giving
a talk about Lewis and Clark and the
map they'd madeoftheirjourney, a sur-
prisingly accurate rendering ofa large
swath of the West, based mostly, as
Salahuddin Khan might say, on noth-
ing. Lewis and Clarkrelied on an array
of methods and tools—a loglinereel,
compasses, watches, an octant, a sex-
tant, a chronometer, a surveyor's chain,
and Native American sketches of the
terrain—andthensentreadings back
East, to be drafted by a cartographer
in Philadelphia named Nicholas King.
I imagined Chris Arcari and Shovie
Singh,their white S.U.V. stuck in the
mudat the footofthe Bitterroot Range:
someserious geometry, a valid un-
named feature.

Nebenzahloffered to drive me back
into thecity. The carwas new,butthere
wasno navigation device.“I didn’twant
oneof those damnthings on the dash-
board,” he said. Before we pulled out of
his garage,helistened to a traffic report
ontheradio, thoughtfor a moment, and

decided to take the lakeshore route—it
was morescenic,certainly, in the twi-
light of a crisp late-autumn day. We
wound our way through college cam-
puses and elegant neighborhoods, ad-
miringtheattributes. Near thecity lim-
its, though, weran into ajam. Nebenzahl
sighed andsaid, “I should’ve known.”
Wesat there for an extendedperiod, as
Chicago sparkled in the distance. +

From the Times.

Becauseof a transcriptionerror, anarticle
last Sunday in Summer Movies, Part 2 of
this section, aboutthe director Don Roos
rendered a wordincorrectly in his comment
about the use of onscreen titles in his film
“Happy Endings.” Hesaid,“I love foreign
films, which have a lot of signage in them”
not “porno films.”

Which haveless signage.
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Makethe right investment
for better sleep and health.
You deserve a mattress that's going to help you
sleep soundly and wakeup refreshed every morning. Call 888-359-8418

todayfor your FREE
Tempur-Pedic
DemoKit!
tts a tolltree cal

  

Changing the way the world sleeps!”
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In the Wild
ONCE THE EXCLUSIVE DOMAINof maharajas,

viceroys, and their retinues, India’s hunting grounds

have beentransformed into wildlife conservation areas.

‘Today, India maintains some 450 national parks
andsanctuaries sheltering 350 mammaland 2,000 bird

species, many uniqueto the subcontinent.Visitors can

observetheseexotic creatures in dramatic landscapes

stretching from the Thar Desertto thefoothills of

the Himalayas.

SAVING THE TIGER

Conservationists have worked for decadesto preserve

andprotect India’s Bengal tigers, which are foundin
the wild only in Asia. Project Tiger, a government
conservation programlaunched in 1973,established

ninerefuges providing habitats and prey. Poaching
remainsa threat but the numberofreserves has grown

to twenty-seven. Ranthambhore National Park, home

to tigers that are uncommonly active during the day

andindifferent to humans,is among the most popular.

Whiletigers andelephantscanbeseen inseveral
regions, otherspecies are reduced to specific habitats:

The one-horned rhino roamsremote Kaziranga National
Park,andtheAsianlion hasasits onlyearthly sanctuary

Gir NationalPark.

Endangered Indian elephants, smaller than their

have for centuries worked withAfrican brethren,

mahouts, or handlers. In Corbett NationalPark,less

than two hundred miles from Delhi and reachable by

carortrain,visitors take guided elephant-backsafaris

during which a “Jungle Book”cast of tigers, leopards,
bears, and other exotic species may appear.

EXPERIENTIAL TRAVELING

LODGING
Taj Hotels [tajhotels.com]is opening four wilderness lodges
neartiger reserves.The first, beside Bandhavgarh National Park,
begins welcoming guests in October Bhaghela Museumin the
park displays treasures ofthestate's former ruler, including
the maharaja's throne and a swing studded with precious stones
and Belgian-cut glass.

The Oberoi Vanyavilas [oberoivanyavilas.com]is a luxurious
jungle resort on the edgeof RanthambhoreTiger Reserve. It
features twenty-five exquisite tented accommodationsinside
private walled gardens and a spa where treatments combine
Ayurvedic and Westemtechniques.

TOURS
Ker& Downey [kerdowney.com] escortstravelers on Indian
safaris. Its fifteen-day “Majestic India”tourincludesvisits to Gir
and Bandhavgarh nationalparks to provide variety of wildlife
experiences. Customized itinerariesare available.

Pushkar Fair[October 29th-November 5th]. This colorful
annualdesertlivestock fairattracts 200,000 cameltraders, tribal
villagers, dancers, acrobats, magicians, and others to camelraces,
bazaar bargains(stock upon flashy cameltassels here), feasts,
andperformances. Abercrombie & Kent [abercrombiekent.com],
Mountain Travel Sobek [mtsobek.com], and National Geographic
Expeditions[nationalgeographicexpeditions.com]all lead
travelers here.

Visit IncredibleIndia.org for more information.
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For an unmatched royal experience,

visit the Sunderbans and the forests of

Ranthambore - residence of the Royal Bengal

Tiger. He can also be spotted at Corbett
National Park.

The Indian Elephantis the wobbly throne

on which tourists are carried from one forest

to another. The Periyar Wildlife Sanctuary

isits favorite haunt.

 hatte! BiaA scant

Incredible Wildlife
It’s a wild, wild world. Andits inhabitants

seem to have converged in the depths of the

Indian Jungles. To snarl at tourists who dare

invadetheir privacy. To tease them with a trail
of paws. Or to simply give them taste of

adventure that’s truly incredible.

Forexciting details on Indianwildlife,

log on to: www.incredibleindia.org

or: ny@itonyc.com

aS

 

Gir National Park, with its mix of teak, ber,

flameofthe forest and banyan trees, is ideal

for the Asiatic Lion.

The Great Indian One-horned Rhinoceros

prefers the vast, open spaces of Kaziranga

Wildlife reserve.

There are pythons in the Indian jungles.

Dizzy peacocks, Grizzly bears. Heck, even

asses. Enoughwildlifetofill one’s imagination

with manyfireside stories.

 
   aoe.

India Tourism Tel: 1-800-953-9399 * www.IncredibleIndia.org ° E-mail: ny@itonye.com
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Enigmatic Destination Piques the Sensessy rerachowiecki

laiming more than 1,400 miles of desert coastal lowlands that sharply ascend to glacial Andean cordilleras

reachingfour miles into thesky, Peru is amongthe world’s most geographically diverse countries. This
mountain system precipitouslyplunges into the depths of Amazonian jungles, which coverover halfthe
country. The climateis equally varied, with regions amongthe driest and the wettest on earth endowing

the country withrecordlevels of biodiversity.

WHERE THEWILDLIFEIS

Peru boasts more than 1,800 bird species (twice as manyasin all North America), with more discovered every

year. Small wonderthat birders from the world over cometo photograph squawkingflocksof parrots and
macawsatclay licks bordering the Amazon,or to marvelat the iconic Andeancondorsoaringpast the planet’s

highest tropical mountains.

Wildlife enthusiasts converge onthe coast to observe sea-lion colonies, trek into the Andesto viewllamas,

 

alpacas, and vicufia (camelids) or descendinto the Amazonrain forest whereflora and faunaare in splendid

abundance. Based in remote jungle lodges, adventuroustravelers voyage in dugout canoes guided by 22
eagle-eyed locals who knowwhere to find cavorting monkeys, families of giant river otters, banana-beaked
toucans, and elusive jaguars. Theindigenouspeoplesliving here are frequently separated by language, of
which there are dozens, but are oftenunited by fables about the mysterious pink river dolphins. Said to
transform themselves into humans, they are sometimes conveniently blamed for a surprise pregnancy!

ANCIENTWONDERS.

Almosthalf of the populationis indigenous, with mostspeaking the Quechua tonguethatlinks it to the great

Inca Empire. Duringthefifteenth century, the Incas constructed an Andean road network from present-day

Colombiato Argentina that connected marveloustemplesandcities, ofwhich the most famed is MachuPicchu.

Intrepid hikers reach thesite with a four-day trek alongthe Inca Trail, while others experience the dramatic

sceneryvia train or helicopter that depart fromthe Inca capital of Cusco (Quechuafor “navel ofthe earth”).
Peru's prehistoricsites are as varied asits geographyand peoples, and the Inca are thetip of anarchaeological

iceberg that goes back almost five thousand years. A seemingly unending array of tombs, pyramids, and

 

rich and well-preserved tombwasdiscovered deep within a huge pyramid at Sipan,built by the Mochein the
northern coastal desert around 300 .p. Excavation revealed the mostpreciousintact burial site ever found

in the continent.After restoration,its valuable contents toured worldwidebefore being permanentlyinstalled



(Explore] Peru

 

inthe Royal Tombs Museum in Lambayeque. From Lima,takea short flight to nearby Chiclayo ortravel like a
local on a comfortable all-daybusalong the coast.

Roughly contemporaryto the Mocheperiod, unrelated culturesofthe southerncoastalarea created giant

biomorphic and geometrical figures known as the Nasca Lines. Covering milesofhigh desert plateau, the enig-
matic designs, including a coil-tailed monkey and spread-winged condor, are each larger than a football field,
while the geometric patternsare perfectly proportioned andbiggerstill. Whythe lmeswere executed baffles

archaeologists, and how prehistoric Nasca people achieved this graphic precision continuesto mystify
mathematicians. ‘To fully appreciate the spectacle, airborne toursin lightaircraft available locally are essential.

Revolutionary Discovery The oldest organizedcultures are found nearthe Pacific Coast. Some were thought
to date back almostfour millennia,until a recent excavationat Caral revealed pyramidsandplazasthat

were carbon-dated to between3000 and 2000 b.c. (around when

 

the Egyptians werebuilding their own pyramids), making Caral by
far the oldest-knownurbansociety in the Americas.

GASTRONOMIC SECRETS

Peruvian gastronomyhastranscendedits ancientorigins to become

oneofthe country’s greatest secrets. Using the freshest of local

produce, Peruvian cuisine 1s world-class. Ceviche, for example,
containing chunksoffreshfish or other seafood marinatedin lime,

is the unofficial national dish and the people’s favorite. Usually

complemented with sweetor toasted corn,tangyonions, hot

peppers, and yuca,the recipe varies fromrestaurantto restaurant,

each claimingto preparethe best.

The adventurouspalate can feast on rocotorelleno (stuffed hot

peppers), ajde gallina(shredded chickenin a mouth-watering sauce

INSIDE INFORMATION

Forbestexchangerates usedebitcards in ATMs,credit-cardcommissions

ore as high asten percent.

January through Aprilis the wettest period in the mountains; May 1s
gloriously green, and June through August is peak season.

Book reservationsforInca Trailhikes ninety days or more in advance.

Forbetter digestion at high altitudeeat a big lunchand a lighter dinner

Taxis are meter-less: Arrange fares beforehand and haggle hard!

Intemet cafés are everywhere and charge dollar or less per hour.

Rememberthat a $30.25 cosh tox 1s charged at Lima airport before
your international departure.

VISIT WWW.PERU.INFO

of milk, mild peppers,cheese, nuts, and onions), tendergoatstew, or roasted guinea pig—once considered the

specialdish of Incan nobility. Accompanyyourmeal with the superbly smoothnationalcocktail, the pisco sour,

made from a white-grape brandydistilled on the South Coast.

Peru has moreto offer than can be imagined,and inquisitive travelers discover howthe friendliness of the

sybaritic Peruvians, the extraordinary wildlife and archaeological wonders, andthefantastic sceneryand cuisine

continueto call themback to this mostdiverse of countries.

(Rob Rachowiecki has guided adventure tours to Perufor more than twenty years and authored several guidebooks.)



  



 

  
 

WALeeAte
toll free 1-866-661-PERU  
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Optical Allusions
FROM THE MAYACITY ofChichénItzé to Enrique Norten’s

steel-and-glass structures, Mexican landmarks span millenia on

an awesomescale. Forvisitors trying to comprehenditall, it’s sat-

isfying to find both the vantages that display the art of more than

oneera and the connections amongdifferentstyles. A good place

to start is in the heart of MexicoCity, at the site ofTemplo Mayor,

where the Aztecsbuilt seven temples over a two-century period.

A shortstroll from the complex, you can walk through the

Baroqueportals of the Antiguo Colegio de San Ildefonso,a

former Jesuit school built in the late-sixteenth century. Inside,

arcaded courtyardsarebrilliant with the post-revolution murals

of David Alfaro Siqueiros and José Clemente Orozco. Diego

Rivera painted his mural, “La Creacién,” hereafter returning
fromhisfirst glimpse of pre-Conquest murals at ChichénItza.

Youcan enjoythe largest private collection of works by

Rivera and Frida Kahlo at the Museo Dolores OlmedoPatifio

I
For information on Mexico, go to VisitMexico.com or call 800-44-Mexico.  

   
in Xochimilco, just south of Mexico City. Housed in a grand
seventeenth-century hacienda, the museum’s diversegallerieslet

you study hundredsof pre-Hispanic imagesalongside those
painted by Riveraof his wife and of Olmedo,his longtimefriend
andpatron.

Historian Edward Gibboncalled Guadalajara “the Florence of

Mexico” evenbeforethe city’s visual riches were enhanced bythe
Instituto Cultural Cabafias,a UNESCO World Heritagesite. This

neoclassical structure was built by ManuelTolsa as a Catholic

houseofcharity in theearly eighteen-hundreds, with twenty-three

courtyards. In the nineteen-thirties, Orozco broughtto it the

dazzling dramaoffifty-three murals, including “El Hombre de
Fuego”in the main chapel’s dome.

Architecture buffs head for the desertcity of Zacatecasin the

north central highlandsto see the extraordinarily ornate fagade

of the town’s pink stone cathedral. Thanks to two museums

created here by the twentieth-century artists Pedro and Rafael

Coronel, they can also immerse themselves in stunning collec-

tions of pre-Hispanic work, Spanish paintings and drawings, and
Mexican masks.So that even in this out-of-the-wayplace, eras

intersect to invite and indulge contemplation.

SPIRITUAL SPACES

‘Amongthe work of PritzkerPrize winners, that of Mexico's foremost modern
architect, Luis Barragén (1902-1988), standsout for its quiet serenity. To
experience its magical interplay oflight, color, and planes,visit Barragén’s
Mexico City home, now a museum in Tacubaya TEX
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\ «El Tajin
archaeological site, in Veracruz, stands a spectacular
pyramidthatfeatures 365 niches. In 1992, this amazing
building was declared World Heritage of Humanity by the
UNESCO, Currently, México occupies the foremost position
in Americas andis the 8th countryin the world regarding
such sites.
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UO NATURE AT MGM GRAND MAKING ITS DEBUT

henthe first of its three towers begins to welcome
W guests in May, TheSignature at MGM Grandwill up

the ante in Las Vegas’ luxury-lodgings game byoffer-
ing well-heeled visitors an extraordinary new place to stay.
‘The second towerwill début in December,and thethird will

cossett guests starting in May, 2007.

Clad in gold mirrors, the three shimmering towers of

TheSignature “combinethe best of two worlds: the privacy,

service, and amenities of a top hotel along with the excite-
mentofMGM Grand,”explains Frederic Luvisutto, the new

property's executive director.
From the moment an authorized guest is waved through

the gated property entrance, he or she will findThe Signature
a safe harbor. Greeted personally, each guest receives a room
key that accesses the elevator. There are neitherhordes oftour-

ists, nor the clattering of slot machine coins in the intimate
lobbyjust a short distance from the Strip.

AT YOUR SERVICE
In this 24/7 city, The Signature at MGM Grand puts a
strong emphasis onproviding personal service at the timeit's
needed. Roundthe clock, guests can call upon a concierge,
bellhop, andvalet-parking attendants exclusive to the hotel.
If thedesire should strikefor breakfast at midnight or cock-
tails and hors d’oeuvres at dawn,the twenty-four-hourroom
service staff can comply.

Spacious junior and one-bedroomsuites with balconies at
‘The Signature at MGM Grand are furnished with superior
amenities. Kitchen areas are equipped with Miele stove tops
and ovens, Sub-Zero refrigerators (which can be stocked in
advance), and Cuisinart appliances. There’s a thirty-two-
inch fla-screen HDTV in the living area and a ten-point
four-inch TV in the black granite and marble bathroom,
which also features a Jacuzzi tub.

Wi-Fiis available throughout the property, including the
pool area, and a handsomecherrywood desk is provided in
every roomfor those who must put business before pleasure.

A GRAND EXPERIENCE
Guests of The Signature wall enjoy easy access to MGM
Grand’s restaurants, nighthfe and entertainment venues, spa,
Gristophe beauty salon, casino, and monorail station within
minutes. MGM Grand’ assemblage ofmarquee chef: keeps its
restaurants high on gourmands sts:
+ Jott Robuchonat The Mansion and the more casual L’Atelier

deJol Robuchon
* Tom Calicchio’ Crafisteak and ‘wicherafi
* Michael Minas Nobhill and Seablue
* Stephen Hanson's Fiamma Trattoria and Bar
Affer the desert sum descends, nightbrrds flock to MGM Grands
distinctive bars, which include Zuri for martinis, the innovative
Tabi, and the sensual Teatro. KA by Cinquedu Soleiland the world-
famous Studto 54provide unique, high-energy entertainment.

FOR RESERVATIONS AND INFORMATION, CALL 87?-?2?-O000? OR VISIT SIGNATUREMGMGRAND.COM PHO
TO
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More energy. More indulgence. More excitement. More of what you come to Vegas for. maximumVegas.

mgmgrand.com 1-800-929-1111  
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travel notes
You're invited to explore these

excitingitineraries from

The NewYorker'stravel advertisers

THE OUTER BANKS

OF NORTH CAROLINA

 

Explorers of the here and now

find intrigue in the Outer

Banks.Afterall,it is here

that, in 1587, English settlers

attempted the colonization

of RoanokeIsland, predating

Jamestown by more than

20 years. Relive history at

Festival Park, Fort Raleigh

National Historic Site, the

Elizabethan Gardens, and the

Lost Colony Outdoor Drama,

all on RoanokeIsland. For

more information and to

requesttheofficial Outer

BanksTravel Guide,

go to www.outerbanks.org,

or call 877.629.4386.

The Outer Ban S
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LETTER FROM RUSSIA

PLANET KIRSAN
Inside a chess master’sfiefdom.

BY MICHAEL SPECTER

K= Tlyumzhinovis not yourtypical
post-Soviet millionaire Buddhist

autocrat. Heis the ruler ofKalmykia, one

oftheleast well known ofRussia's twenty-
onerepublics. Healso happensto be pres-
identof the Fédération Internationale
des Echecs,or FIDE,the governing body
of world chess. Ilyumzhinov functions a
bit like the Wizard of Oz. Instead of a
balloon, though, heuses a private jet. In
Kalmykia, abarrenstretch ofland wedged
between Stavropoland Astrakhan,on the

Caspian Sea, you can’t miss the man:his
picture dominatestheairport arrivals hall,
andbillboards all along the rutted road
thatleads to Elista, the capital, showhim

on horsebackornextto various people he
regards as peers—Vladimir Putin, the
Dalai Lama, the Russian Orthodox Pa-

triarch Alexy IL. At the local museum, an

exhibitcalled Planet Kirsan displaysgifts
that he has received from visiting digni-
taries. Another exhibit, devoted to his

chess memorabilia,is on viewat the Chess
Museum,whichis housed onthe third
floor ofthe Chess Palace, in the center of

Chess City, which Iyumzhinovbuilt on
the outskirts of the capital—at a cost of
nearlyfifty million dollars—for the 1998
Chess Olympiad.

Tyumzhinovwas the Kalmyk national
championbytheage offourteen, and he
is convinced that, with his authority as
thepresident ofFIDE,he can turn nearly
empty desert the size of Scotland into a
chess paradise. He sees Kalmykia as the
crossroads on a modernversion of the
Silk Route, with hordes of chess players
replacing caravansofKhazars and Scyth-
ians. “Everything here comes from my
image,” he told me,with a shrug, oneaf-
ternoonnotlongago.“I amlifting the re-
public up.”

Manypeople dispute thelast part of
that assertion, but nobody questions the
first. Ilyumzhinov was elected President
in 1993,at the age ofthirty-one. He im-
mediately abolished the parliament, al-
tered the constitution,andlengthened his

term ofoffice. Hefindslittle beauty in
democracy and readily concedes that
his republicis corrupt. (“Whowas it that
theyarrested last week?” he said to me.
“Something having to do with the in-
spection of the lower courts—forbribes,
or something. Anyway, while moneyex-
ists, while there is government, beginning
with the Roman Empire,andin the thou-

sandsof years since—it’s always been a
problem.”)

Tlyumzhinov hasclashed manytimes
with the Kremlin—mostfamously when,
in 1998,he threatenedtoseverties with
Russia and turn Kalmykia into an inde-
pendenttax haven,like Luxembourg or
Monaco. Kalmykiais only a few hundred
kilometres north of Chechnya, which
has been attempting, bloodily,to secede
from Russia for three hundredyears.
Moscow doesnot joke about those is-
sues, and in 2004 Putin puta stop to the
direct election ofregional leaders. The
new rules looked certain to end the
flamboyant young Iyumzhinov’s politi-
cal career. Yet, last June, Putin flew to
Elista and spent an houralone with him.
Nobody revealed what wassaid, but

when the two men emerged and posed
for pictures a glimmerofdelight shonein
Ilyumzhinov’s deep black eyes. Putin
lookedstiff, dour, and paternal. When

the time came to namea new leader,

Putin nominated the old one. The choice
wasratified instantly by the parliament
that Ilyumzhinovhad created to replace
the one that he had dismissed.

Tlyumzhinovcalled his autobiography,
published in 1998, “The President's
Crown of Thorns.” (Chaptertitles in-
clude “Without Methe People Are In-
complete,” “I Become a Millionaire,’ and

“Tt Only Takes Two Weeks to Have a
ManKilled.”) In the book, he describes

growing up in Elista. After high school,
he worked in factory andserved in the
Soviet Army. Hethen attended Mos-
cow’s Institute for Foreign Relations,
where he met people like Brezhnev’s



grandson and Castro's nephew, establish-
ing connectionsthat proved useful in the
waning days of Communism,and even
moreso afterward. Ilyumzhinovprofited
greatly from thedissolution ofthe Soviet
Union. Like many other ambitious 4iz-
nesmeny whofound themselves in Mos-
cow in theearly, lawless days of post-
Soviet capitalism, he walked away with
millions—nobodyreally knows how
much—by, amongother things, trading
automobiles, and hehas said that he
ownsa stake in fifty companies,including
somebanks.

Oddly fora chess player, Ilyumzhinov
seemsincapable of sitting still for more
than five minutes(perhapsthatis because
heis also a former Kalmyk boxing cham-
pion). He is a stylish man—tall and
wiry—and,in a part of the world where
“dressed up” often means wearingclothes
with buttons, Ilyumzhinov prefers well-
tailored dark suits, crisp white shirts, and
boldly patterned rep ties. His brown
pennyloafers are shiny and European.
Ilyumzhinov’s chess gig keeps him onthe
road muchofthe time, but whenheis in
Elista he moves around town in a white
Rolls-Royce, followedclosely by a Range
Rover and a Cadillac that he boughtsix-
teen years ago in Vienna. He keeps a
black Rolls in Moscowto use onhis fre-
quenttrips there. It has often been said
that Ilyumzhinovowns ten Rolls-Royces.
He deniesit. “I never had ten,” hesaid.
“Six, but notten. It’s a good car, Well
made, dependable. By the way, they are
not the government's. They're mycars. I
paid for them and drive aroundin them.
"The republic didn't pay anything,”

With as muchas seventy per cent
of the labor force unemployed and a
huge regional debt toMoscow, Kalmykia
doesn’t have the kind of economy that
can absorb the purchase of many luxury
cars. Ilyumzhinov may be wealthy, but
his people certainly aren't,andfew believe
that chess will do much to change that.
For thousands of years, Kalmykia’s rich
black earth provided an ideal environ-
mentfor raising sheep andotheranimals.
In the nineteen-fifties, the Soviets de-
cided tocapitalize on the grazing oppor-
tunities there and brought in more thana
million new sheep, but the topsoil was

g thin,and there was not enoughgrass to
8 feedthat many animals. In addition, ag-
= ricultural officials in Moscow had de-
& cided that only merino sheep would do. 

Kirsan Ilyumzhinov says ofKalmykia, “Everything here comesfrom my image.”

Their woolis soft, but their hooves,
sharpened by life on jagged mountain-
sides, cuthike razors throughthedelicate
soil. Kalmykia became Europe's first
man-madedesert,officially recognized
as an environmental disaster area by
the United Nations. In satellite photo-
graphs,it looks like the moon;only the
largeststretches ofCentral Asia compare
in bleak expansesofemptiness. The sheep
population, whilestill the main source of
income, has been devastated, and at-
tempts to raise camels on the desert ter-
rain have been only partly successful.
WhenIlyumzhinoyfirst ran for Presi-
dent, in 1993, he said that he would re-
solve this problem. He also promised
each shepherd in Kalmykia a mobile
phone—hisversion ofa chickenin every

pot. It was a novelidea, and people were
excited, but thecell phonesdidlittle to al-
leviate poverty.

‘was supposed to meet with Ilyumzhi-
nov for thefirst time on a Saturday;

whenI arrivedathis office, however,his
press secretary explained that some rich
people had suddenly flown in from Mos-
cow “ona private plane” and the Presi-
dent had taken them wolf hunting. The
meetingwould have to wait. Rich people
are flying in morefrequently these days,
because Kalmykia hasoil and gas and an
even moreimportantresource: thesea.
Tlyumzhinov has made an agreement
with a group of Germaninvestors and
Tranianoil producers to develop a port on
the Caspian,at Lagan. Theplan is to ship

THE NEW YORKER, APRIL 24, 2006 13



oil through the republic to India, which
needsit badly, Kalmykia—or,atleast,
Ilyumzhinov—standsto earn millions.
“Wedon't wantto herd sheep our entire
lives,’ he told me when wefinally met.
“Wealso wantto develop,tocivilize. For
somereason,in Americathe people think
they'reentitledto live well. Wealso want
to live well! We wantto build a port. We
wantto developtrade. We wantto create
jobs. We want Kalmykia to become a
commercial crossroads.” Ilyumzhinov
puncheda silver bell on the conference
table in his office. A secretary appeared
instantly. “Coffee?” he asked. “Tea?”

Tlyumzhinovis capable of doing or
saying nearly anything; a soccer fanatic
wholavishes millions of dollars on the
local team, Uralan, he announcedin 1996
that he had bought the World Cupstar
Diego Maradona—which would bea bit
like signing Derek Jeter to play baseball
in Montenegro. Maradona never came.
Ilyumzhinov worships BobbyFischer,
the loopy, anti-Semitic American exile,
whoin 1972 defeated Boris Spassky for

     God, | hate

to Fly.

the World Championship of chess.
Fischerplayed brilliantly and actedlike
a spoiled brat. The acrimonious match,
which was held on neutral ground,in Ice-
Jand,reverberated with dark echoesofthe
Cold War. Fischer can no longer return
to the United States; he is under indict-
mentforviolating sanctions against the
former Yugoslavia by playing a rematch
against Spassky there in 1992. Ilyumzhi-
novcalls Fischer a “star in thehistoryof
civilization,” and compares him to New-
ton, Einstein, Copernicus, and the cos-
monaut Yuri Gagarin. In 1995, Ilyum-
zhinov turned up in Budapestcarrying a
bag with a hundred thousanddollarsinit.
He handedthe moneyto Fischer andsaid
it was compensationforthefact that the
Soviet Union had neverpaid royalties
for Fischer’s book, “My Sixty Memor-
able Games.” Ilyumzhinovinsists that he
“takes seriously whatthestarsor the sor-
cerers say,” and he often comments onhis
ability to communicate with aliens. In
2001, he told journalists that he had re-

cently been on board a U.F.O.: “The ex-

traterrestrials put a yellow spacesuit on
me. They gave mea tour ofthe spaceship
and showed me the command center. I
felt very comfortable with them,” Ilyum-
zhinovrelies heavily on theservices of a
Bulgarian astrologer named Vanga, who
told him that he would becomepresident
of both Kalmykia and FIDE. Shealsosaid
that he would build an oil pipeline and a
“wool-scouring factory.”

Sofar, she has beenrightaboutevery-
thing butthepipeline. Soonafter he be-
came President, Ilyumzhinovissued a
directive, Ukaz 129: “On Government
Support for the Developmentofa Chess
Movement.” Since then, the study of
chesshas beenrequired ofevery student
in thefirst three grades and strongly en-
couragedforothers. Clubs have sprouted,
and youngsters talk abouttheintricacies
of the Nimzo Indian Defense and the
Queen's Gambit the wayAmerican teen-
agers might ponderthe implications of
storylines on “The O.C.” Theeffort has
provedsuccessful: seventeen students
fromthetiny republic havereceived of-
ficial rankings from FIDEin thelast de-
cade, a remarkablefeatfor a place with
three hundred thousandresidents. (For
Moscow, by comparison, city of eight
million andstill the world’s true chess
center, the numberis a hundred; for
St. Petersburg,forty-eight.) “Chess disci-
plineschildren,” Ilyumzhinov told me.
“Theyget better grades. They perform.
‘They arefocussed.”

Ilyumzhinovrarely stays out of the
news for long. Russian leaders have de-
bated whatto do with Lenin’s Tomb
since the fall of Communism. A few
monthsago, he cameupwitha solution:

he would simply buy the tomb,for a
million dollars, and then build a mauso-
leum in Elista to hold it. Most Russians
laughed and shook their heads, as they
often doat his schemes. Thereare times,
though, when laughter doesn’t quite
work. Ilyumzhinov spenta lot oftime in
Baghdadduring the nineteen-nineties
andconsiders Saddam Husseina friend.
fewyears ago, he offered Saddam a
four-hectareplotofland in the Kalmyk
capital. “In twenty,thirty,fifty years, his-
tory will haveits say,” Ilyumzhinovtold
mewhenI asked how hefelt about Sad-
dam now.“Hedid hold it all together. In
Iraq,you have the Sunnis,the Shiites, the
Kurds. So manyproblems. Butit was
quiet then. You had to negotiate with
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him,butthat’s politics. Of course, [ma
Buddhist. Whenthere'storture going on
and blood flowing, I dor't likeit.”

almykia is the only Buddhist region
in the territory ofEurope. The peo-

ple, whose languageis derived from
Mongolian, are descendants of nomads
whofirst roamed the steppes of Central
Asia nearly eight hundred years ago,
underthe leadership ofGenghis Khan—
who, as it happens, is one ofIlyumzhi-
novheroes, along with Fischer and the
Dalai Lama. TheonlyartI ever noticed
in the deserted corridors that lead to his
office was a giant,scrolled lime-green
portrait of the thirteenth-century war-
lord. There is another in theofficeitself.
“{ don’t understand whenpeoplecall him
a dictator,” Ilyumzhinov told me. “If

there is order, if there is law,if there are
established rules of the game, everyone
has to abide by them, otherwise wewill

turn into animals. Andeven animals have
acertain order oftheir own—the wolves,
the sheep. There has to be orderand dis-
cipline everywhere. Whoeverviolatesit
mustbe punished,ofcourse, andwhoev-
er’s working,well, let him work. Genghis
Khan had order, discipline; he created a
state, he improvedthelives of his peo-
ple—it was fine.”

Genghis Khan’s empire eventually fell
apart. Most of the nomads remained in
Central Asia, but one group migrated to-
ward the Caspian Sea and settled what
became Kalmykia—almyhis the Turk-
ish wordfor “remnant.”It has been rough
going eversince. Peter I permitted the
Kalmyksto build temples and practice
Buddhism in exchange for defending the
southern borders of Imperial Russia. By
the end ofthe eighteenth century, how-
ever, Catherine the Great had forced the
Buddhist kingdom into subjugation.
More than a hundred thousand people
fled across the Volga. Mostdied. In the
nineteen-thirties, the Soviets simply took
the nomadsfrom theirtents andsettled
them oncollective farms—asthey did
with millionsofothers. It was a disaster,
but much worse was coming: Stalin sus-
pected the Kalmyks of supporting the
Nazis during the Second World War, so
he deported them all. Even for Stalin,it
was an epic act ofgenocide. Beginningon
December28, 1943, the Kalmyks were
loaded intocattle cars and shipped to Si-
beria; manydied before the trains arrived.

Thousands more died during the ensuing
years ofexile. They were notallowed to
return to their homes until 1957,after
Nikita Khrushchevdelivered his “secret
speech” denouncing Stalin. By then,
there were fewer than seventy thous-
and Kalmyks; mostof their houses had
been expropriated by Russiansafter the
war, and every Buddhist temple had been
destroyed.

Tlyumzhinovdecidedto rebuild every
one. And more. “Thirteen years ago,
whenthey elected me,there wasn’t a sin-
gle Buddhist temple in Kalmykia,” he
said as wesatin his office, staring outat
therecently completed Golden Temple.
Construction took six months, and it
opened on December27th,in time to
commemoratethe anniversary ofthe day
thatStalin deported the Kalmyks. Ilyum-
zhinov had hoped to have Chuck Norris
(whohad been there before) and several
celebrity Buddhists on hand—he had
mentioned Steven Segal, Richard Gere,
and Sharon Stone. None madeit; but the
Royal Nepalese Ambassadorto the Rus-
sian Federation was there,as were repre-
sentatives ofBuddhist communities from
Tuva, Mongolia, and Tibet, andthe spe-
cial representative of the Dalai Lama
(whohad visited in 2004 and consecrated
thesite). “In thirteen years, we've built
thirty-eight Buddhist temples—thirty-
eight! We'vebuilt twenty-two Orthodox
churches. Webuilt a Polish Catholic ca-
thedral and a mosque. AndI wantto em-
phasize this: it wasn’t Russia thatbuilt it;
it wasn’t Moscowthatbuilt it, not the in-
vestors, not the sponsors.It was all built
with my own personal money,and given
to the people.” (He madethe decision to
build the cathedralafter a 1994 meeting
with Pope John Paul II at the Vatican—
even though,hesaid, there was only one
Catholic living in Kalmykia.) Iyumzhi-
novputfifteen million dollars into the ca~
thedral and far more than that into the
Golden Temple.“Theentire temple was
built with my money.Just now, the con-
struction minister came by and I gave
him anothersix million rubles’—about

two hundred thousand dollars—“to pay
the salaries.”

Theday after [arrived in Elista seemed
unusuallycold, even by the standards of
the steppe—where winds canroll unim-
peded, gathering strength, for hundreds
of kilometres. Perhapsthat explained
whyso few people were onthestreet.



Late that morning,it started to snow.
I drove slowly pasta series of Khrush-
chevki—thefive-story, instantly dilapi-
dated housing blocks built throughout
the Soviet Union by Khrushchev, and
loathedby all. Fat flakesfilled the wind-
shield as I entered the parking lot of
the Golden Temple. Atsixty-four me-
tres, the shrineis the tallest outside of
Asia, plopped into an unusually decrepit
sceneofprovincial Russian life. The tem-
ple might belong in Thailand,or India.
Maybe Haight-Ashbury during the Sum-
mer of Love. Anywhere but Kalmykia.
The main structure, a bulking pagoda
with gilt fagade and enormous redlac-
quered doors, was encircled by seventeen
smaller pavilions, each covered in red
paint andgoldleaf, and trimmedin for-
est green. They looked like life-size ver-
sionsofthe parasols one often finds in
tropical cocktails. Each pavilion repre-
sents one ofBuddha's seventeendisciples.
Scaffolding still covered parts ofthe main
temple, and dozens of men were outin
theintense cold, some chopping ice and
others slapping ona final coatofpaint.

Inside, two hundred people, led by
fouryoungmonks in saffronrobes,prayed
to the world’s largest plastic Buddha.
‘Thefigurewas madein Russia from “ad-
vanced space-age composites,” according
to oneof the monks, and was covered in

gold, with a tightly braidedcoil of black
hair wound aroundthetop ofits head.
‘The windowsills were painted brightred,
the walls pink, and theplatform on which
the Buddhasat, two metres high, was
adorned with a series of large lotus pet-
als—they looked exactly like the red
tongueson Rolling Stones albums. New
Age music that soundedlike water slowly
dripping on rocks camefrom aboom box
in the chapel. Thespiritual leader of the
Kalmyk community, whose given name
was Erdne Ombadykow,is a native of
Philadelphia, with a weakness for punk
rock. At the age ofseven, he was sent by
his parents to study Buddhism in India,
where the Dalai Lamarecognized him as
the reincarnation of the Buddhist saint
‘Tilopa. He was visiting his family in the
United States when I was in Kalmykia,

so I metwith a pleasant and studious
twenty-three-year-old monk named
Lobsang Tsultim.

Wetalked whilesitting on the tem-
ple’s mezzanine, which overlooks the
Buddha. Lobsang showed methelibrary,

whichis not yet open, andthesixth floor,
which contains a residence reserved for
the Dalai Lama—if heis able to return.
“Whenhecamebefore, he stayed in a
hotel,” the monksaid, shaking his head
in sadness. “Next time, he can be in a
clean place. A Buddhist place.” Lobsang
spoke of the Dalai Lamaandtheleader
of Kalmykia as iftheywere ofequal spir-
itual importance. “Our Presidentis the
builder,” he said, “He supportsall reli-
gions,all people. Without him,wewould
have nothing.”

rive along the steppe leading from
Elista to the Caspian Sea—aghostly

stretch withoutbuildings,trees, or any
othersign oflife, except perhaps a shep-
herd and a few camels—and,eventually,
you will arrive in Yashkul, Kalmykia’s
secondcity. Even for an unfinished, semi-
abandonedcreation of nameless Soviet
planners, Yashkul is a dark place on the
brightest day. Dogs run down thecenter
ofUlitza Lenina, the main drag. Dozens
of buildings remain frozen in various
stages of construction; the workers left
long ago. Ladas madeof cheaptin,
no doubt manufactured when Leonid
Brezhnevwas sitting in the Kremlin,rust
alongthesidesofthe roads. Inmost Rus-
sian cities, big or small, when Commu-

nism fell so did the statues of Lenin that
stood in frontof every town hall or cul-
tural center andin every city square. Not
in Yashkul.

I had arrangedto visit a community
center, butfirst there was lunch with the

town’s mayor, Telman Khaglyshey, at the
house ofoneofhis friends.It was fairly
new andsolidly built structure with a sat-
ellite dish onthe roof. Khaglyshev andhis
friendssatin leather chairs watching an
“Animal Planet” episode about young
giraffes, on a flat-screentelevision that
madethe animals lookas if they werein
the room. It was lunchtime, and the
vodka bottles had clearly been outfor a
while. The men were making toasts in
Kalmyk—alanguage that few people
speak anymore.(Ilyumzhinov, whostud-
ied languages at university and speaks
Japanese fluently, as well as some Ger-
manand English, can converse in his na-

tive tongue,butnoteasily.)
Like anyfifty-eight-year-old Kalmyk,

Khaglyshev was born in Siberia and
largely raised there. A bulky man with
thick, unkempttufts of hair that seem  
 

pobs
Barnes « Nose Crassics

Rediscover the books
you always meantto read.

PERSUASION

Ip riey

An unexpected world-class destination

BARLEY F FARM
ESTA’ SPA
www.barleysheaf.com

+ 215-794-5104 »

Moe
New England, emscreeharder

SUNLIGHT SAUNAS”

Sweat
ina far-infrared sauna.

877.292.0020
www.SunlightSaunas.com

ACTIVE VACATIONS

ABACKROADS
‘AWARD-WINNING, FIVE-STAR ADVENTURE

Ses CI Temaeet
fora free catalog call 800-GO-ACTIVE|

‘or visit www.backroads.com/tny  
THE NEW YORKER, APRIL 24, 2006 7



to run randomly across his head, he
‘wasgracious but not muchofa conversa~
tionalist. Mostformer Soviet-era bureau-
crats tendto talk in speeches, and he was
no exception. His eyes began to glow.
“Would you have come here before he
was President,ever?” Khaglyshev asked.
He quickly answered his own question.
“No. You are here because Kirsan has
madeus famous. Wedidn’t use to have
gas or hot water. Today, we have cable
TV.’ He meantsatellite dishes. Yashkul
isn’t exactly wired. Many Kalmyks still
rely on trucks to deliver drinking water,
and burn sheep dung to help them make
it through each winter. “Welive because
Kirsan broughtus backtolife,” Khagly-
shev said. Murmurs of agreementfilled
the room. Hespoke at somelength about
the roads—fifty-three kilometres of
them—thathad been built in the area
during thepast twoyears, and aboutthe
horsesraised there, which bring high
prices at markets throughoutthe world,
and, most ofall, about how theoil in the
Caspian Sea would make Kalmykia rich,

“Thespecialjoy in being a Buddhist is
thatwe do nothing bad to other people,”
Khaglyshevsaid. “Notlike others nearby.”
He gave me a knowing look. “Weare not
so far from Chechnya, you know. Butwe
are notlike them. Ourregion is among
the quietest in Russia. And, ofcourse, Kir-
san built our chess city. You can believe it
or not,butthe international Chess Olym-
piad in 1998—with a hundred and ten
flags flying over the pavilion—was for
Kalmykiaits greatest moment.” He punc-
tuatedeach assertion with a shot ofvodka,
and insisted that his guests join him. By
this time, we had stumbled to the lunch
table.

“Football is great and we are a great
country and we will have chess tourists
andjobs.” Khaglyshev hadstarted to ram-
ble, and,as ifon cue, his wife appeared
and began topassoutplatesfull offood.
Shedid notspeak, and Khaglyshev made
noattemptto introduce her. Shecarried
bowls ofKalmyk pelmeni—aspicy, Cen-
tral Asian version ofwonton soup—and
dishes madeofboiled and seasoned lamb,
fried dough, andseveral otherstaples ofa
dietthat has helped Kalmykiaplayits role
as part of a country with the lowestlife
expectancy in the industrialized world,
where most menare dead bythe age of
sixty,

After the meal, it was time to see
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AND SOUL

My mother died one summer—
the wettestin the recordsofthestate.
Cropsrotted in the west.
Checked tablecloths dissolved in back gardens.
Empty deck chairscollected rain.
As I took mywayto her
throughtraffic, throughlilacs dripping blackly
behind houses
and oncurbsides,to pay her
thelast tribute of a daughter, I thought ofsomething
Iremembered
Theard once,that the bodyis,oris
said to be, almostall
water and,as I turned southward,that oursis
acity ofit,
one in which
every single day the elements begin
a journey toward each otherthatwill never,
given our weather,
fail—

the ocean visible in the edges cutbyit,
cloud colorreachinginto air,
the Liffey storing one and summoning
theother,salt greeting the lack ofit at the North Wall, and,

as ifthat weren't enough,all of it
ending up almostevery evening
inside our speech—
coast canaloceanriverstream and now
mother—andI drove on and although
the mindis unreliable in grief, at
the next cloudburstit almost seemed
they could be shadesofeach other,
the waythe bodyis
ofevery oneofthem and we
wereall moving now—foginto mist,
mistintosea spray, and both intotheoily glaze
thatlay on therailings of
the house she was dying in
as I wentinside.

—Eavan Boland

some chess. The House of Culture in
Yashkul is a two-story white brick build-
ing in the center of town. Mostof the
glass in the bluewindows wascracked. A
coupleofpanes were missing completely,
‘Thefirst floor wasdark, cold, and unoc-
cupied. But there wasa faint sound com-
ing from the floor above. Having spent
moretimethan I should have in Wash-
ington Square ParkwhenI was younger,
I recognizedit easily: chess players slap-
ping their opponent's time clock after

completing a move. Onthesecondfloor,
there was one occupied room.A placard
on the doorsaid “White Rook Chess
Club’;inside, a dozen people were sit-
ting at tables. The youngestwas a girl of
eight, the oldest a man whocouldn't re-
memberhis age.

Every Soviet cultural center had a de-
votional wall, usuallyfilled with propa-
ganda about Lenin or Yuri Andropovor
the achievements of somelocal tractor
factory. In Kalmykia, the objects ofdevo-
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tion were Kirsan Ilyumzhinovand other
leaders of FIDE. There were also photo-
graphs or drawings of legendary chess
players, from Wilhelm Steinitz, who rose
from thecoffeehouses of Vienna to be-
comethefirst world champion,in 1886,

through Capablanca, Alekhine, and Tal,
to the gloweringvisages ofBobby Fischer
and Garry Kasparov. The opposite wall
had beengiven overto thewomen. There
werepicturesofa steadystring of Slavic
matrons: Menchik, Bykova, Rudenko. In
the nineteen-sixties, they yielded to the
era of Georgian supremacy. (Nona Ga-
prindashvili becamethefirst female
Grand Master and held the world title for
sixteen years, until 1978, whenshelostit
to a fellow-Georgian, Maya Chibur-
danidze, whothenreigned for more than
a decade.)

thirteen-year-old girl in pigtails
stood by the door, a welcoming smile
on herface. Her name was Katya, and
she had beenplaying chess since she
was seven. We walked over to one of
the tables. Books lay scattered on the
floor next to it. One wascalled “The
Queen’s Pawn Game”;anotheranalyzed
a series of famous matches, which the
children are required to copy and learn
in school. Katya huddled with a girlwho
lookedlike a youngersister. Theygig-
gled, bent down,andpicked up a chess
monograph by David Bronstein, with
an analysis of the 1953 Zurich Interna-
tional Chess Tournament. “Do you
know him?” Katya asked. I certainly
knewofhim. Bronstein, whois eighty-
two,is widely considered one of the
greatestofall chess players. She was
studying Bronstein!
A rangy old man in a weather-beaten

green vest walked over. He had spiky
gray hair, and wore pin-striped pants
andglasses with pink frames. He looked
like a refugee from the Mudd Club. He
introduced himselfas Dgilayev Dorzid-
landgivich,thegirls instructor, and then
talked aboutchess, reminding methatit
was Genghis Khan whobrought the
gameto Russia. He also ran downthe
officiallist of virtues—reasoning, pa-
tience, order—thatchess is supposed to
instill in children, | asked him ifthatwas
whyheplayed. He laughedandsaid no.
“When Kalmykslived in yurts, they
couldn’t read or write, but they could
play chess,” he said. “When wewere all
sentoffto Siberia,we had nochesspieces
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or boards.I'll never forget seeing one
man makingchess figures outofflour
and water.”

he epic poem ofthe Kalmyk people,
which has been chantedsince the

timeofthe Mongolinvasions,is called the
Djangar, after its hero.It contains, among
manyotherthings, descriptions of a
magnificent palace with silver doors and
walls of pearl and murals portraying the
feats of Djangar’s companions,the 6,012
Heroes. Ilyumzhinov doesn’t seem to
have that many companions,but he
definitelyhas thepalace. “Waittill yousee
Chess City,” Berik Balgabaev told me
with pride on the flight to Elista from
Moscow.“Youwill neverforget it.” Balg-
abaev is the special assistantto the presi-
dentofFIDE,and Ilyumzhinov's emissary
to Moscow on matters ofchess. (There is
also a separate diplomatic mission,since,
as an autonomousrepublic, Kalmykia
conducts its own foreign policy.)

Balgabaev, who met Ilyumzhinov
whenthey were students atthe Institute
for Foreign Relations, was travelling with
a delegation from the Siberian region of
Khanty-Mansiysk,which produces about
five per centofthe world’soil, more than

anyotherpart of Russia. The group was
considering building a chesscity, like the
onein Kalmykia. Thedelegation was led
by the son of the governor—who hap-
pened to bethe president ofthe Khanty-
Mansiysk Chess Federation andalso the
region's vice-minister of construction.
There were representatives from the de-
partmentofphysical culture,the region's
chiefarchitect, and a few womeninseri-

ous sables, Balgabaev noticed that I was
reading “The Defense,” Nabokov's novel
abouta chess prodigy so obsessed by the
gamethat, as he ages, heloses connection
with everything else. “Thatis the worst
book about chess youcan read,” Balga-
baevsaid. I was surprised, since many
people think thatit’s the best book about
chess you can read. “It promotes the idea
thatchess is weird and that people who

oO

play it are crazy.” Then, perhaps assum-
ing that somebody writing about chess
mustbe goodatit, he asked me what my
currentrankingwas in the United States.
(I couldn’t bring myself to tell him that
mychesscareer had ended in 1970, when
I traded a beautiful woodenchess set I
hadreceivedas gift for a copy—auto-
graphed by Willis Reed—of the New
York Knicks yearbook.)

Exceptforfive armed men guarding
the ChessPalace, a pyramid ofglass and
mirrors shimmering in the frozen sun-
light among groupsofcondos,stores, and
bars, Chess Citywas deserted whenI ar-
rived. Thecitylooked like a sort ofOlym-
pic Village—atleast, one with a Bud-
dhist temple andlaid outin the shape of
a Central Asian yurt. The most promi-
nentpicture on the wall of the palace
shows Chuck Norris striding purpose-
fully through the constructionsite. The
palace has anairy, open foyer—like
a Marriott Hotel. There were dozens
of chess tables, chessboards, and chess
rooms. Beautifully carved, super-sized
figures sat on the squares—buttherewas
nobody to move them.I walked through
the museum, which has keepsakes from
manyofhistory's most famous matches,
including the 1996 bout between Gata
Kamsky and Anatoly Karpov, which II-
yumzhinov,after negotiations with Sad-
dam Hussein, had scheduled for Bagh-
dad. The international response was so
harsh, however, that FIDE moved the
matchto Elista. (That didn’t turn [lyum-
zhinov awayfrom dictators. He arranged
to hold the 2004 World Champion-
ship in Tripoli, at the urging of another
friend, Muammar Qaddafi.) Ilyumzhi-
noy's famous chess wkaz is on display in
the museum,as are souvenir pieces from
Tran, India, Dubai, Libya, Iraq, Tunisia,
Israel, Poland, and other countries. There
are chess pieces madeofivory, teak, fake
amber, and imitation alabaster; someare

shaped like sheep,others like camels, and
still others like wandering nomads.

Thereal cost of Chess City is un-
known; Kalmykia doesn’t adhere to open
principles of accounting. Ilyumzhinov
has said that he putforty million dollars
ofhis own intoit. “Thecity was built on
investments,” he told me.“It’sall invest-
ments. There is no budget moneythere.
And,if investmentsare flowingin, I

think that’s very good—for the republic,
for the country,forthe people.” I asked at



 



least two dozen people at shopping malls,
Internetcafés, and restaurants iftheyfelt
they had benefitted in any way from the
construction ofChess City. Mostrefused
to answer; notonesaid yes.

In arepublic where people are lucky to
earn fiftydollars a month,theproject has
generated more resentmentthan revenue.
Ilyumzhinov had hopedthat the Olym-
piad, in 1998, would put a spotlight on
his domain.It did, but notexactly in the
way that he had wanted. OnJune 8th,
just a few months before the participants
were scheduledto arrive in Elista, the
bodyof a journalist, Larisa Yudina, was
found in a local pond; she had been
stabbed repeatedly. Yudina was the edi-
tor ofSoviet Kalmykia Today, the only op-
position newspaperin the region. Ilyum-
zhinov had bannedthepaper, so Yudina
printedit in neighboring Volgograd and
thendistributed copies from the trunk of
her car. She had often accused the gov-
ernmentofcorruption, embezzlement,

and other crimes, and wasinvestigat-
ing thefinances of Chess Citywhen she
waskilled.

Moscowofficials, showing little
confidencein thelocal police, took over
theinvestigation, and soon arrested two
men:both were formeraides to Kirsan
Tlyumzhinov,bothconfessed to the mur-
der,and both were convicted. “Youthink
that is so shocking?” Sergey Mitrokhin
had asked me in Moscow the daybefore

[left for Elista. Mitrokhinis a leader of
Yabloko, Russia’s leading liberal party
and oneofthefewstill willing to criticize
the Kremlin,and he has openly called Ily-
umzhinov a murderer. “He couldsueus,
of course, but he doesn’t wantall these
stories in public,” Mitrokhin went on.
“He knowshecan’t afford to offend the
Kremlin. Anythingelsegoes. It’s just like
Latin America. In Russia today, the main
talentis to stay in power.”

Running FIDEhelps Ilyumzhinov do
that.It is the custodian ofthe game’s an-
cientrules and the body that tabulates
world rankings. Last year, Ilyumzhinov
replaced thefinal match in the two-year
championship schedule with a more
dramatic three-week tournament. He
speeded up the game,discarding the tra~
ditional format, in which players can
spend agonizingly silent hours mulling
overtheir next move,andreplaced it with
“rapid chess,” in which a matchlasts fifty
minutes.

“You need to attract sponsors,” he told
me.“Butsponsors andinvestors go where
thereis a good show,wherethere are alot
of people watching. It’s interesting to
watch soccer, right? When people are
runningaround forforty-five minutes,for
two halves, right? Orbasketball. Butwith
chess, when you have people playing one
gamefortwo,three days—who'sgoing to
watch that on TV?”

‘There will be an election for the FIDE
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“Andtoyour rightyou'llsee an extremely troubledyoung
woman who thinks she’s a tourguide.”

presidency this fall. Ilyumzhinovis run-
ning against a Dutch businessman named
Bessel Kok. Chess has always served as a
barometerofcultural supremacy in Rus-
sia, and the mosttalented people in Rus-
sian chess think that Ilyumzhinovis a
joke. “Even a dickhead would do a better
job than Ilyumzhinov,’ Anatoly Karpov,
the former world champion, said recently,
when he was asked whom he supported.
“Thesituation cannot become worse.”
Garry Kasparov, who maybehistory's
strongestplayer, has said that Ilyumzhi-
nov’fast version of the game “will end
chess as we knowit.” These days, Kas-
parov, whohasretired and movedinto
oppositionpolitics, refuses even to discuss
thesubject. Last month,the British Grand
Master Nigel Shortweighedin:“It is hard
to understate the importance ofthis elec-
tion,as the future ofchessis at stake. Ei-
ther FIDE stays a cowboy organization,
mired in sleaze and shunned by corporate
sponsors, orit becomes a moder,profes-
sional sporting body committed to ex-
ploiting the game’s vast potential.”

Tlyumzhinov doesn’t seemparticularly
concerned aboutthe FIDEelection. Heis
far more consumedwith international—
and intergalactic—politics. During our
conversationinhis office, he compared
George Bush to Genghis Khan, approv-
ingly: “Bushiscreating order, conquering
countries, territories, new oil wells, he
handsthem overtorich oil companies,
they're rich and getting even richer—
that's O.K. Bush has an army,he has a
Congressthatdoles out a supplementary
hundred billion dollars, he has a Senate,
he has a Court. Maybesoonthere's going
to be a big American state. I haven't ruled
outthe possibility that,in ourlifetime, we

willall be living in an Americanstate. But,
as long as there’s order and discipline,
what's the difference?” Saddam Hussein
washis friend. Was Ilyumzhinov not
angry aboutthe war in Iraq? “You have
American soldiers dying there,” hesaid.
“Whyare they dying? Are they establish-
ing freedom? Human rights? Well, welll
see.” He then returned to his conviction
that the human experience might end
soon anyway. “Tomorrow,aliens will fly
downhere andsay, ‘You guys are misbe-
having, and then theywill take us away
from theearth. They'll say, ‘Why are you
fighting down here? Whyare youeating
each other?’ Andthey'lljust put usin their
ships and take us away.” @
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Herzog, onthe set of‘Rescue Dawn,”in northern Thailand. Perhaps unfairly, be is less renownedforbis oddlybrilliant movies thanfor 
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the arduous andsometimes savagecircumstances under which they are made. Photographby James Nachtwey.
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YJ Jerre: Herzog hastily cordoned off
a swath ofjungle with wooden

sticks andyellowtape, like a cop marking
a crime scene. “Nobodywill cross this
line!” he announced.It waslate August,
and the Germandirector hadtravelled
to northwest Thailand, a few miles from
the border of Burma,to shoot “Rescue
Dawn”amidvirgin rain forest. It was his
first Hollywood-fundedfeature, and he
was determined to stop what
hecalled “the Apparatus”—
a squadron of makeupartists,
special-effects engineers, and
walkie-talkie-carrying profes-
sionals whohad been deployed
to work with him—from tram-
pling on yet anotherpristine
thicket. Herzog, whotypically
works with a small crew and a
minuscule budget, was pleased
to have millions ofdollars at
his disposal, but he was notso pleased
to have been saddled with more than
a hundred collaborators. “I do not need
all theseassistants,” he complained.“I
haveto work around them.” Theenclave
he had sequestered was filled with over-
grown vinesandrotting, semi-collapsed
palm trees, and waspartially hidden by a
moss-slicked boulder. Herzog, having
spenthis childhood clambering across
the Alpineslopes of southern Bavaria,

says that he has an uncannytalent for
“reading a landscape,” and he could im-
mediately spot the danger: his primeval
nookwas an ideal place for a bathroom
break.
A dozen Thai crew members began

setting up equipmentatthe base of a
sharply sloped mountain that appeared
much taller than it was, owingto the an-
cient, absurdly distended trees that cov-
ered it. The mountain was garlanded
with picturesque wispsofmist, but Her-
zog, whohas filmed three documentaries
andthreefeaturesin deepjungle, did not
wanttheterrain in hisfilm to have the
groomed,glistening-dewdroplookofso
many moviesset in frond-filled places.
“The momentanything onthis film be-
comespurelyaesthetic,I will stopit,” he
had promised.

Herzog, now sixty-three, no lon-

gerhas thevirile brown mustacheofhis
youth,buthis face has compensated by
acquiring a patina ofmenace. Gravity has
given his moutha permanentfrown.His
blueeyesare partially obscured bythick,
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drooping brows,andtheyare perpetually
rheumy,as ifhe were harboring a deadly
tropicaldisease. “I am always being
stoppedatairports by drug-interdiction
officials,” he said, with satisfaction.
“There is something about myface that
is sinister.” Theaura is heightened by
his sonorous voice, which,in his heavily
accented English, suggests a Teutonic
VincentPrice. Herzog likes to say that

heis “clinically sane and com-
pletely professional,” butheis
keenly aware that his reputa~
tion is otherwise—“Oneofthe
most persistent rumors plagu-
ing meis that I’m crazydi-
rector doing crazy things’—
and heis fascinated by the
myriad ways that people form
this impression.

Herzog has spenthis ca-
reer rushing headlonginto new

projects—in 2005,hereleased three
documentaries, including the heralded
“Grizzly Man,’ andeach wasfilmed on
a different continent—butin “Rescue
Dawn”he is revisiting familiar ground.
The movie,hisfifty-second,will be his
first twice-told tale: a feature-film ver-
sion of “Little Dieter Needsto Fly,”
his 1997 documentary about Dieter
Dengler, a German-Americanpilot
who was shot down during a bombing
mission over Laos, in theearly days of
the Vietnam War. After being tortured
for six monthsin a Pathet Laoprison
camp—his head was repeatedly cov-
ered with an ants’ nest during interro-
gations—Dengler escaped, taking with
him another P.O.W., Duane Martin.
Dengler helped Martin, who was sick
with dysentery, trek across the mon-
soon-swampedjungle. He built a make-
shift raft for Martin, camouflaged him
with branches, and guided him west-
ward along muddytributaries, toward
the Mekong River. One afternoon, they
encountered someLaovillagers and were
attacked, Martin was beheaded. Dengler
evaded capture and survived for weeksin
the forest, on diet of beetles and snakes,
before being rescued bya U.S. Armyhe-
licopter. Herzog becameclose friends
with Dengler, whodiedin 2001. Hesaid
of him, “All that I like about America
was somehowembodiedin Dieter: self
reliance and courage andloyalty and op-
timism,a strange kind of directness and
joy in life.”

Inthe documentary, Denglerrecounts
his escape in a transfixing monologue,
vividly conjuring the horrorofbeinglost
in the jungle: sudden mudslidessent him
and Martin careeringdownjaggedmoun-
tains, and he wokeup each morning cov-
ered with leeches. For him, wild Nature
was even morebrutal and confining than
the Pathet Laoprison. “Rescue Dawn”
aimed to convert Dengler’s monologue
into visceral cinema.

Toconveythefeeling that Dengler’s
liberation from prison wasnoliberation
atall, Herzogwanted the new film’s star,

Christian Bale,to spend timeforcing his
waythroughforestsotangled that it ap-
peared “almost unmanageable for human
beings.” The camera, Herzog explained,
wouldtrail Baleclosely, heightening the
oppressive mood. “Wearereally with
him the wholetime,trappedin this for-
est prison,” hesaid. “There is no width
ofperspective.”
A fast-moving cloud unleashed a

short burst of rain, and Thai production,
assistants collected beneath the gnarled
boughs of an old pomelotree. Herzog,
whowas still drying off from an earlier
rain, allowed his T-shirt and khakis to
beresoaked as he set up that afternoon's
scene, which depicted the frenzied mo-
mentof Martin’s decapitation. Speak-
ing in German,the director discussed
howto choreograph the sequence with
his longtime cinematographer, Peter
Zeitlinger, a burly Czech who appeared
on location each day wearing a flowing
white linen ensemble. As theytalked,
Herzog stood in front of Zeitlinger’s
camera and mimeda series of rapid ac-
tions: kneeling, twisting around, raising
an imaginaryblade, then runningto the
area hiddenbythe boulder.

“Don’t you wanta stand-in?” Ju-
lian White, the chieflighting designer,
asked. Like most of the crew, White,

a commonsensical Englishman,had not
worked with the director before.

“No, no, no,” Herzog said. “I’m al-
ways the best stand-in.”

‘These days,film directors typically
cocoon themselves, setting up shots by
watching a monitorthatdisplays a live
feed from the cinematographer’s lens;
this tells them exactly howa scenewill
appear onscreen. But Herzogrefuses to
separate himself from the action: he
wants to feel whathe’s filming. His par-
ticipatory method struck many crew



members asbizarre. “How can you see
the waya shotlooksifyou're the stand-
in?” White later muttered to himself.
“Youcan't see yourself.”

Herzog was being barraged by such
complaints. At every turn, crew mem-
bers let him know that they considered
his directing habits strange, impulsive,
even amateurish. Theycouldn't compre-
hend why Herzoginsisted on grabbing
the machete himselfwhenthe sound crew
wanted to capture the soundofslashed
reeds. They were baffled by his igno-
ranceofhis own screenplay; Herzogtold
methat he hadn’t reread it once since
writingit, three years earlier, because he
wanted to “respondto thesituation in
the jungle” and “keep things completely
fresh.” They were annoyed by contin-
uity errors that Herzog considered “of
no great consequence.” (“Werner,isn’t
Christian supposed to have a rucksack
in this scene?”) Theywereirritatedwhen
Herzog declared that someone’s unfin-
ished makeup looked “good enough,”
andthat he couldn’t wait for it to be per-
fect, becauseheliked the waythetropical
light wasfiltering through thetreetops.
They objectedtohisreliance onhastily
improvised handheldshots. (“How about
using a dolly just this once?”) And they
questioned his reluctanceto film scenes
with more than one camera. (“The au-
dience will never see Christian’s reac-
tion unless you add a closeup.”) Herzog’s
stated beliefthat his approachwould cre-
ate “an event-based dynamic,a feeling
of being an observer dragged into the
scene,” struck manyofhis colleagues as
a coverfor a lack of technique. As they
saw it, Herzog was ruininga potentially
lush adventure movie byshootingit like
a quickie documentary.

Thefact that Herzog has been mak-
ingfilmsfor morethan forty years, many
ofthem acclaimedas works ofunnerving
originality, didn’t shake thecollective
judgmentthat he wasdoingit all wrong.
The moodon the set was toxic. Josef
Lieck, the first assistant director, who

has worked with Wim Wenders, said,
“For a manofhisage,it’s a very... . raw
talent. It's more like an cighteen-year-
old runningintotheforest.” A costume
designer complained,“He doesn’t know
basic things aboutfilmmaking, things
that simply makeit easier totell a story.
Hethinks that these things will under-
minehisvision, but they won't.” Harry  

Knapp,anassistant director,said, “There
is a silent war on the set. We'reall in
a state of shock.” Herzog,for his part,

politely ignored the crew’s complaints.
Zeitlinger explained, “When making a
film, Wernertries to pretendasif no-
bodyis around but him andtheactors.”

Bale and Steve Zahn, who plays Mar-
tin, arrived at the mountainside—doing
so required crossing a rushing river on a
bridge consisting ofa fewwobblybamboo
poles—alongwith several actors from the
local hill tribes. Herzog gave them suc-
cinctinstructions; whenever he speaks,
his hands makefluid, precise gestures,
like those of a maestro. First, he said,
Zahn’s leg would be slashed by a Lao
assailant. The beheading would occur
offscreen.“I do notwant to show anygory
detail,” Herzog said. Zahnwould then be
replaced by a headless dummy, which
would collapse at Bale’s feet.

Herzog hadexerciseda similar kind
ofrestraintin “Grizzly Man,” whichtells
of an environmentalactivist, Timothy

Treadwell, who becameso enchanted by
Alaskan bearsthathe attempted a trans~
species versionofgoing native—livingin
the animals’ habitat for months,and get-

ting close to them, often with a video
camera in hand. The sweetly deluded
‘Treadwell couldnotsee the dark truth of
Nature, Herzogexplainsin typically
doomy voice-over (“I believe the com-
moncharacter ofthe universe is not har-
monybuthostility, chaos, and murder”),

and Treadwell’s experiment ended in
dismemberment. Thekillingwas caught
on tape—Treadwell’s lens cap wason, so

the recordingis audio only. Any other
director would have shared atleast a
snippet. Butin “Grizzly Man’the viewer
sees only the back ofHerzog’s head as he
listens through headphones;facing Her-
zog, and the camera, is Treadwell’s for-
mergirlfriend, Jewel Palovak. Asshesi-
lently gauges his horrified response, her
face becomesa cracked mirrorofthe di-
rector’s,telling viewers all that they need
to know.

Zeitlinger suggested a way to com-
bine the dummy’sfall with an image of
Balerising upin the background,in order
to give the scene a more“balletic” feel.

No, Herzogsaid. “If it’s too perfect,
then I'll hateit,” he explained. The se-
quencehadtobe bluntand brutal.

Heturned to Bale, and said, “First
you're kneeling, then scream,then look
behind you, see the Lao guys, and
scream—this way, then this way. An in-
timidating scream, Christian.” Bale asked
various questions as Herzog showed him
howto position his body, but he was def-
erential. The actor, who hadjust starred
in the summerblockbuster “Batman Be-
gins,” had long wanted to work with
Herzog, and he was willing to submitto
onerous demands;in aboutfour months,
hehadlost fifty-five poundsfortherole,
becoming cadaverous.
A comfort with discomfort is widely
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seenasa prerequisite for making a Wer-
ner Herzog film. Perhaps unfairly, he
is less renownedfor his oddly brilliant
movies thanfor the arduous, and some-
timessavage,circumstances underwhich
they were made. Ontheset of his 1972
masterpiece, “Aguirre, The Wrath of
God,”a vertiginous portrait of a Span-
ish conquistador who unravels during
a search for El Dorado, Herzog strug-
gled to control his gifted but satani-
cally mercurial star, Klaus Kinski; at one
point, when Kinski abruptly announced
that he was quitting the production and
leaving by canoe, Herzog threatened to
shoothim.(“I said, ‘You mayreach the
next river bend,butyou'll do so with all
thebullets in this gun in your head—ex-
cept the one for me,” he recalled. “He
did notget in the boat. I believe thatit
wasthe right thing to do. Otherwise,
there would be no‘Aguirre. ”) “Fitzcar-
raldo,” released in 1982,is a beguiling
folly about an eccentric music lover in
turn-of-the-centuryPeru, whois deter-
mined to raise moneyfora tropical opera
house. Herzog’s hero decides to become
rich by harvesting rubbertrees, and, one

day, whenlooking at a map of the Am-
azon, he impulsively concludes that the
fastest way to transport his cargo is to
push his steamboat over a mountain, al-
lowingit to jump from oneriver system
to another. Fitzcarraldo’s quixotic fan-
tasy comestofruition in one ofthe most
lyrical sequencesever put on film. The
episode, unfortunately, is nowwidely re-

called not as a coup de cinéma butas a
leaden metaphorfor the megalomania of
film directors—because Herzoginsisted
on shooting the scene without special

 

effects, a decision that nearly capsized

the production. “Burden of Dreams,” a
1982 documentary about the making of
“Fitzcarraldo,” presents Herzog as a
real-life Kurtz—a deranged European
presiding overa disintegrating fiefdom.
Herzogcontributed to this caricature
with campy pronouncements: standing
in a sun-dappled, twittering Peruvian
glade, he declares, “Thetreesare in mis~
ery, and thebirdsare in misery. | don’t
think they sing. Theyjust screech in
pain. ... Taking a close look at what's
aroundus,there is somesort of harmony:

it’s the harmony of overwhelming and
collective murder.”

Bale, whose dicthadleft him severely
enervated, looked wearily at the curtain
offoliage into which he would soon run.
To buoy his star, Herzog spoke to him
about somefootage that they had shot a
few days earlier, whichhad already been
processed. In that scene, Dengler and
Martin becomehopelessly ensnared in
reedsalonga river’s edge. Herzog told
Bale, “You have neverseen anythinglike
this on film before, Christian. I am so
happy. The wrangling with thevines,it’s
all physical. It’s physical what you are
doing and whatthe camerais doing. So
you don’t sense the camera.It’s like an-
otherescapee.It really feels like the jun-
gle is swallowing everything, even the
camera.”

Theriver sequence, asfilmed, was
awkwardlylong, butit wouldlikely ap-
pear uncut in Herzog’s edit. Hebelieves
in the occasional squirm-inducing shot.
Ashetold me, “Sometimesthe beauty or
the horror ofan imageonlysettles in the
mindwhenit is shownfor an extended

 

 

period.”His previousfeature, “The Wild
Blue Yonder,” a wily experiment with
sciencefiction, is anchored by twenty-
one minutes ofunyieldingly slow under-
water footage, in which a scuba diver
floats beneath the Antarctic ice shelf.
(The hauntingly alien landscape—in
which even coral is spined with ice
meanttorepresentthe interior of a
tant planet.) And “Aguirre” achievesits
potency byinstilling the claustropho-
bic experience of the Spanish explorers:
static shots ofAmazonianriver bends, in
whichthe vegetation at the water’s edge
blurs intoa solid green wall, become
highlyagitating throughrepetition.

‘The rain stopped, and the equipment
wasready. “O.K., O.K.,let’s do it now,”
Herzog said. Preparing the scene had
taken, at most, ten minutes. “Action,”
hesaid.

Nowit was Zahn’sturntorelease a
terrible, valley-shaking scream. Herzog
yelled “Cut!” and immediately began
preparing the shotofthe falling dummy.
Ontheground,there was a drip-covered
cannister marked “SUGAR-FREE FAKE
BLOOD”“Wewon't use too much,” he
said. (Thesight of blood, Herzog con-
fessed, makes him faint: “It is my Achil-
les’ heel.”) He walked over to the con-
tainer, butrestrained himselffrom grab-
bingit; instead, he seized an opportunity
to jab back at the crew. Staring into the
crowd that was hunched along the boul-
der, he asked, “O.K., may I have some
blood from the Blood Department?”

   

  

Or morning that week, Herzog
stood amid the charred ruins of a

small straw-hutsettlement. It was only
eighto'clock, but the sun wasalready
bullying; in an adjoining rice paddy,
black butterflies hugged the shade. At
dusk on the previous day, Herzog had
filmed a scene in which Dengler,after
making a bed of banana leaves for the
delirious Martin, sets a thatched dwell-
ing ablaze,ina failed effort to attract
attention from American rescuepilots.
Herzog had been planningtofilm a few
additional moments at the abandoned
village—a genuine ruin, which he had
discovered earlier in the summer—and
he wasnot happyto learn that it had
been aggressively incinerated byhis crew,
after he had left. Theeffects team had
apparentlydeemed Herzog's rendition of
the sceneinsufficiently pyrotechnic and



had unleashed theirfull firepower, film-
ingthevillage from the pointofview of
a helicopter, even though Herzog had
madeclear that he did not wantaerial
shots in thefilm. “Thesite looks like
what youdseeafter Gaiscric laid siege to
Rome,” Herzog joked bitterly. Heis a
connoisseur ofancient battles; whenever
he makes a film, he takes along Livy's
history ofthe Second Punic War.“I read
it for consolation when times getdire,”

hesaid.
This wasoneofthose times. Though

shootinghadjust begun,the conflagration
wasthelatestin a rapid series ofmishaps.
During the dusk scene, a reconnaissance
helicopter had flown over the burning
village, as planned,buta crucial plot de-
tail was missing. In Herzog’s screenplay,
flares attached to parachutes float down
from theaircraft. The parachutes had
played a central role in Dengler’s real-life
rescue—heusedtheir shimmery white
cloth to make an SOS sign—but Thai
authorities had forbidden the “Rescue
Dawn”team from importingflares. It
wasn't clear how tofill the plot hole. A
few days earlier, Chris Carnel, a stunt-
man,hadbeencarried from thesetin an
ambulanceafter performing in a mud-
slide sequence. Crew membersfelt that
Herzog’s version of the scene,filmed
with Bale and Zahn,lacked a proper log-
flumeexuberance, and had notbeen shot
from enough angles; against the direc-
tor’s wishes, the second unit had sent
Carnel and a companion zooming down
the hill several moretimes, propelled by
water that was dumpedoutof a huge
tank. By thefourth orfifth take, enough
mud had washed away to expose tree
stumpatthe slope’s bottom—and Car-
nel smashedhis rib cage. (Herzog, mean-
while, vowed that he would neveruse the
extra footage; he was confidentthat his
shot wasbetter, because the actors had
participated in it. “An audience always
feels it whenit’s fake,” hesaid.)

Herzogwas having otherbattles with
the production company, Gibraltar En-
tertainment. Bale’s involvement had
helped Herzog secure financing, but,
comparedwith the average Hollywood
movie, “Rescue Dawn” had a modest
budget—aroundten million dollars—
and Gibraltar hadstruggledto raise even
this amount. Two weeks into the shoot,
many crew members were grumbling
that they had not beenpaid;the produc-

 

 

“Young man,go toyour room andstay there

untilyour cerebralcortex matures.”

ers, they said, had shrugged off their
complaints. Worse, Gibraltar had fired
Walter Saxer, Herzog’s longtime pro-
duction managerandclosefriend. In
protest, a dozen Thaicrew membersquit
the production. The producersthen dis-
missed Ulrich Bergfelder, a set designer
who has worked with Herzog for thirty
years,after a dispute over whereto build
the Pathet Lao prison. Oneof Gibral-
tar’s principals, Steve Marlton, who was
supervising the “Rescue Dawn” shoot,
wanted theset constructed in southern
Thailand, near the velvety beaches of
Krabi. Bergfelder had argued thatit
would be cheaper and more authentic to
build the prison nearby,in the hill coun-
try. But Marlton,a heavy man inhislate
thirties, was uncomfortable in the heat;
crew members said that hehad visited the
set rarely, remaining in an air-condi-
tionedhotel, and they speculated that he
wasdesperate to leave the rain forest.
Marlton, who madehis fortune in the

trucking industry, is new to the movie
business. He is best known in Los Ange-
les for a popular nightclub that he co-
owns,Pearl, whichfeatureserotic dancers
performinginside translucent “shadow-
boxes.” Marlton’s otherfilm projects in-
clude “Bottom’s Up,” a comedy starring
Paris Hilton.

“This changeof location was done
without consulting me,” Herzog had
fumedat breakfast that morning.“It
will be a costly mistake.” Thefiring of
Bergfelder, Herzog said, was “a way of
demoting the man whopulled the ship
up the mountain, bygetting rid of the
set designer who worked with him on
‘Fitzcarraldo.’”

Herzog saw the prison-set dispute as
part ofa larger power struggle with Marl-
ton, who,he said, had been frustrated
when Herzogrejected hisartistic sug-
gestions, Marlton had asked Herzog to
watch a DVD ofa movie that had im-
pressed him, “The Rundown’—awildly
kinetic 2003 feature, starring Dwayne
(the Rock) Johnson,the former wrestler,
about a bounty hunter whoscours the
Amazonfor buried treasure—inthe hope
that Herzog would agree to hire the
film’s cinematographer. Herzog had in-
sisted on using Zeitlinger, whois partic-
ularlyskilled with a handheld camera.

“Rescue Dawn”is a canonical Her-
zogian tale, in thatit portrays a man im-
mersedina situation of almost surreal
extremity. Of course, that description
could also apply to “Die Hard.” The Gi-
braltar Website characterizes “Rescue
Dawn”as an“action thriller, starring
Christian Bale.”Since shooting began,it
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“Shotgun!”

had becomeclear that tworival visions
hadfatefully intersectedin the Thai rain
forest. Onegroupofpeople had cometo
make a Werner Herzogfilm; another
group wanted to make an inexpensive
warflick starring Batman.

Herzog’s inspection of the burned
village had left the soles of his bare
feetblack. Heraised his handsandtold
the crew that he had an announcement.
After a meeting with Marlton at the
hotel, Josef Lieck, the first assistant di-
rector, and EdwardMcGurn,the second
assistant director, had emerged con-
vincedthat theywould never be properly
paid. “This is a very bitter momentfor
me,” Herzog began. He worea frayed
rugby shirt and mirrored sunglasses; his
sunburned face had developed a magenta
tinge. “Josef and Edward do not have a
contract, and they have hung in out of
pureloyalty to thefilm and, to some de-
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gree, maybe to me. Today,they have de-
cided that they leave the production.”
His voice broke offfor a moment. “O.K.,
back to work,” hesaid, adding a Luthe-
rian vow: “Here I stand. I have nochoice.
So help me God.”

‘The crew dispersedsilently. Stand-
ing next to Herzog, and squeezing his
hands with her own, was Lena, his wife
ofseven years. (His first marriage, to
Martje Grohmann,a homeopath, ended
indivorce.) Lena, a photographer, wore
a celadonsafari suit and had a heavy
Leica camera aroundherneck; herlus-
trous blondhair wastied in a ponytail.
She has published several coffee-table
books—one documents the culture of
Spanish bullfighting—andsheregularly
takesstills for Herzog’s productions.
“It’s not an exciting assignmentfor me,
butif I didn’t doit I'd neversce the
man,” she told me. Lena, whois thirty-

six, grew upin Siberia, and, in 1990,
wentto Stanford to doresearchin ar-
cheology; with her husband,she has
travelled to places even moreinhospita-
ble than the Russian tundra. “I remem-
ber the time wevisited this tribal area,

five days by boat from Guayaramerin,
Bolivia, which wewere told was canni-
balistic,” she recalled. “We spent the
nightoutside, in two hammocks. That
night, when I heard a noise near us, I
woke up, gasping, ‘Werner,it’s them!
Hesleepily replied, ‘When they come,
we won't hear them,’ He wentstraight
backto sleep. I didn’t.”

AsHerzogdiscussed the parachute di-
lemmawith Susanna Lenton,his script
supervisor—they decided that Balewould
spell “SOS” with banana leaves—Lena
told me that her husband had goneto
‘Thailand knowingthat the producers had
failedto raise the requisite funds. “Wer-
ner thought that by proceeding ahead
he'd put windinthesails ofthe project,”
shesaid. “But now he's very distressed.
Me,too.” Unlike Herzog, whofelt that he
was “notallowed to have emotions” at
such an imperilled moment, Lena ex-
pressed her anger. The producers were
hardly penniless, she said: upon arriving
in Thailand,she said, Marlton and other
Gibraltar executives had “set up shop at
the Oriental’—anexpensive hotel in
Bangkok. “They'retreating everyonelike
slaves! Andthey have norespect forWer-
ner.” She concluded, “The moviewill still
be madein spite of them,andif it's de-
stroyed it will be because ofthem. They're
abusive and incompetent. They're not
even Hollywood—they're would-be Hol-
lywood!” Shepaused, “Peter Jackson can
fart and get a hundred million dollars.
Werneris notso lucky.”

Herzog came over and put his arm
around Lena.“I am tryingto stop an av-
alanche from going down,” heexplained
to me. He has a penchantfor jaws-of-
death metaphors. “You maybe a witness
to the beginning ofthe end. Today, we
are once again on the brink—andI must
preventus fromfalling off.”

Herzog was in his element. As he
had told me, he knew how to handle
“the daily grind ofcatastrophe” that can
beset film set(or,at least, Ais film sets).
On“Fitzcarraldo,” he had been forced
to start overafter his original star, Jason
Robards,fellill. Robards’s replacement,
Kinski, was incandescentas Fitzcarraldo,



buthe threw daily fits, frequently refus-
ing to perform. This time, Herzog did
notthreaten Kinski with a gun, though
a local Indian, appalled by the actor’s
vile manners,offered to murder him.It
is impossible to say which was hard
getting Kinski to finish his scenes, or
hauling the three-hundred-and-forty-
tonsteamboat over the mountain,via a

creaky system ofpulleys. No crewmem-
bers were killed in the process, Herzog
often pointsout, though the production
sustained collateral damage. While the
cinematographerwasfilming on board
the steamboatas it bounced overfierce
rapids, his hand was smashed open and
had to be sewn up withoutanesthesia.
A crew memberwasbitten by a snake
whose venom can quickly induce car-
diac arrest; to save himself, he cut offhis
foot with a chain saw. Anotherwas par-
alyzedafterhis planecrashedenroute to
theisolated location, in northeast Peru.
Yetthefilm betrays nosign ofits ago-
nized gestation: the prevailing toneis
deliciously languid and dreamy, and
Fitzcarraldo’s labors evoke the Little
Engine as muchas Sisyphus.

Herzog told me that he did not ex-
pect to be paid for his work on “Rescue
Dawn,” buthe didn’t mind. He had
suffered worse,hesaid. And although he
wasindignant about howhiscolleagues
were beingtreated,hefelt that he had to
keep shooting. “I mustfinish this film,”
hesaid.

“Youwill,” Lenasaid.
Herzog, whose demeanoraway from

a camerais gentle and warm, thanked
her with flurry of short kisses,calling
her“sweetie.” Lena,for herpart, calls
Herzogher “churl”; she is amusedbyhis
coarse groominghabits. “Do you know
how Werner has been washing his
muddy pants here?” she asked melater,
ina lighter mood.“Atthe hotel, he just
walks into the showerfully clothed!”

Herzoggotready to film a short scene
that takes place the morningafter the
helicopter sequence. A special-effects
crew had hidden a smoke bombinside
oneof the burned huts andignitedit.
The emerging cloud wasfeeble.

“{ don’t see enough smoldering,”
Herzogsaid. Before anyone could stop
him,he walkedinside the hut, grabbed
the smoke bomb,andtossedit into a
more openspot, where the breeze could
nurture the flame.

 

Herzog turnedhis attention to the
actors. Zahn wastold to emerge from the
hutin state of confusion—his charac-
ter isso wornoutthat thehelicopters did
not rouse him. Onthefirst take, Zahn,
an adroit performer, limped in too pro-
nounced a manner.

“He looks over-quavery,” Herzog
said, “Cut. Let’s redoit.”

In the foreground,Balesat crumpled
on thejungle floor. Zahn walked outside
again, morenaturallythis time, and Bale

torpidlysaid, “We've gotta get out of
here, Duane.” After a long pause, he
added, “This wilf'veattracted the atten-
tion ofthe Vietcong. They could be here
anyminute.”

“Christian,getintotheaction quicker!”
Herzogsaid. “You had a whole night to
think about what happened to you. And
whatI don’t like is your mouth hanging
openlike this. It's too much, Keep it
closed and ¢hink.” He turned to me and
explained, “Wehavethisvery, very slow
emerging ofDuane,and thereis nothing
happening,and the dialoguehas the exact
same kindofretardation. The scene
doesn’t yet have a rhythm.”

Bale took his notes, and on the third
take both performances were substan-
tially improved. “Much better,” Herzog
said. “Much more resolve,less melodra-
matic.” But Herzog didn’tlike the way
the actors had run off into the under-
brush after saying their lines. They were
too slow; he wanted to show them van-
ishinginto theleaves, and the sequence
hadtobe precisely timed,for there would
be nocuts. They shotthescene again.

“What I’m doing here is very much
like music,”he told melater. “Therhythm
of a movie is never established during
editing.It’s established in the shots you
make onlocation, which need to have
their own proper meter.” Herzogis con-
temptuousofmovies that achieve surface
vitality through maniccross-cutting.
In “Herzog on Herzog” (2002), a book
ofinterviews, edited by Paul Cronin,
he says, “Poor filmmakerswill often

 

NN

movethe camera about unnecessarily
and use flashytricks and an excess of
cuts because they knowtheir materialis
not strong enoughtosustain a passive
camera.”

The crew, meanwhile, speculated
thatthere was anotherreason that Her-
zog wasfilming so muchof “Rescue
Dawn”with long shots anda single
camera. Sometimes a producer whois
unhappy with a director's cutofa film
will seize all his footage andsplice to-
gether a newversion. By shooting scenes
in onetake, and from one angle, Herzog
‘was protecting his work from editing-
room tampering.

Herzog worked particularly quickly
that day,filming scenesat three loca-
tions. In the evening,he filmed Bale
alonein the jungle, huddled beneath a
rocky overhang on which a faded gold
Buddhawas painted. A seven-foot-long
bananaleaf dangled overthe shrine; it
was weighed down,onits underside, by
a giantgray slug. The trees thrummed
with bats. Toreplace the moon,a small

white balloon, embedded with electric
bulbs, wasinflated with helium.It slowly
climbed upward, through the netted
palms; whenit was hovering above the
treetops, the devicewas tumed on. There
was an implosive sound as moths and
beetles hurtled into the glowingorb,
which was soon speckled with the black
outlines of ten thousand bugs. Herzog
paused to admire the surreal beauty of
his Hollywood moon,butonlyfor a mo-
ment. Onthe junglefloor, the light
was hardly perceptible, offering only
shadowy intimationsofthe surrounding
forest. He walked over to Bale, whose
feet were bare and covered with cuts.
Pointing to a forbidding knotoffoli-
age, he said, “Next, I want you to run

through shat.”

pending time with Werner Herzog
can makeyoufeel as if you were

trappedinside oneofthose postmodern
novels of paranoia, in which a series of
ominous-seeming events appear to be
linked by more than chance. Why has
Herzog’s career been so consistently
plagued by intrigue,peril, and disaster?
Is there no overarching explanationfor
the pattern of catastrophe? “My char-
acter has nothing to do with it—it’s
juststatistics, abnormal statistics, even

though nobodywill believe me,” he said
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during a visit to his home in Los Ange-
les, a comfortable bungalow in Laurel
Canyon.Itwas hidden from thestreet by
bushes so overgrownthat they had
knocked over the front fence. “People
who do not know methink that I /ike
filmmakingto be difficult,” he contin-
ued. “I do not. AndI do not take unnec-
essaryrisks.”

Headded,“I have avoided the undo-
ablethings.” In the nineteen-nineties, he
decided notto pursuea project in Sudan,
after enough people told him that he’d
getkilled in the midst of the ongoing
civil war. He also abandoned plans to
make a feature film on K2, the Himala~
yan mountain. The German mountain-
cer Reinhold Messner—thesubject of a
1984 Herzog documentary—assured
him thatsuch a shoot wouldresult in nu-
merousfatalities. “There are just too
manyavalanches,” Herzog explained,
with a wistful shrug.

“Now,I admit, I do not have a per-

fectly cleanrecord,” hesaid, “I did climb
La Soufritre when it was in danger of
erupting.” In 1977, he shot documentary
footage from thelip of the volcano,
which is on Guadeloupe, while it was
regularly spewing toxic fumes. He em-
phasized, however,that he wasn’t driven

by a desire to temptfate: “What I had
heard was that there was one man who
hadrefused to evacuate. That is whatfas-
cinated me—toexplore a human being
whose view ofdeathis so different, who
does somethinginexplicable.” In the end,
La Soufriére never blew up, baffling ge-
ologists. “I loved that,” herecalled, laugh-
ing. “It made mywhole project wonder-
fully embarrassing.” The documentary
ends in wry voice-over: he pronounces
hisfilm “pathetic,” a “report on an in-
evitable catastrophe that did not take
place.” (For all his momentsofself-seri-
ousness, Herzog enjoys poking funat his
manly escapades; a memoir about the
makingof“Fitzcarraldo,” which was re-
cently published in German, istitled
“Conquestofthe Useless.”)

Herzog was sittingin his living room,
a skylit spacelined with books. On one
shelf, near a copy of Martin Luther's
Bible,is a framed photograph ofhis
youngestchild, Simon,standing next to
a very large boa constrictor in the Ama-
zon. (Simon,then nine,is now sixteen;
Herzog’s older son, Rudolph, a magician
andfilmmaker,is thirty-four; his daugh-
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ter, Hanna,an art student in Amster-

dam,is twenty-five.) Herzog took the

picture himself, during the filming of a
2000 documentary, “Wings of Hope,”
aboutJuliane Koepcke, a female coun-
terpart to Dieter Dengler; in 1971, as a

teen-ager, she survivedajetliner crash in
Peru and madeitoutofthejunglealone.
Simonwashis “co-combatant” in the
jungle, Herzog recalled fondly. “He
found someairplaneparts that
had been completely covered
upbythe forest.” At onepoint,
hesaid, Simongotvery sick—
“from food poisoning or some-
thing,it was never clear’—but
he “had a great time.”

InthecenterofHerzog'sliv-
ing room isa vintage Deardorff
camera,set up on a tripod. He
stolehisfirst movie camera, he

told me, when he wasa stu-
dentat the University ofMunich,in the

carly sixties. Herzog’s directorial career
was tumultuousfrom thestart. His first
full-length feature,“SignsofLife’—a sa-
tirical precursor of “Aguirre,” in which a
Germanparatrooper becomes unhinged
while stationed in the Aegean—was
nearly upended because ofwhat Herzog
calls “a confrontation with the Greek mil-
itary.” He said, “It was 1967. Three weeks
after we started shooting in Greece, on
Kos, there was a coup état in Athens,
and the newregimedidn’t like the tone
ofmyscript.” His shooting permits were
revoked, Herzog told a local Armyofficer
that he would continuefilmingillegally,
issuing a threat worthy of Pushkin.“I
will not be unarmed tomorrow,”hesaid,
andthefirst officer who touched him, he
promised, would be shot dead. It was a
ruse, and it worked: soldiers hovered but

did notinterfere. “After all this, my lead
actorfell six feet or so and fractured his
heel bone,” he continued. “The produc-
tion was shut down for six months. Six
feet, six months!It wasas if | somehow
attracted bad luck.” Herzog can always
point to someexternal force to explain
his calamities. “When I was shooting
‘Fitzcarraldo,did I cause the drought that
left theboatstuck on the mountaintopfor
months?” he asked me. “DidI inventthat
coup @état in Greece?” Perhapsnot, but
in 1970, while making “Fata Morgana,”a
fantasia on scorched African landscapes,
Herzog went to Cameroon a few weeks
after a coup attempttook place. The po-
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lice arrested him, Herzogsays, after mis-
identifying a crew memberas a wanted
criminal. He and several crew members
were beaten and thrown into cell with
“sixty other men.” Herzogcontractedbil-
harzia, a bloodparasite.

Herzog does push his luck: he worked
with Kinski five times, until, Herzog
said, the actor went “bonkers” while
filming “Cobra Verde,”thestory ofa Bra-

zilian bandit; one day, Kin-
PRX skiplaced a rockin his fist and

attacked him. Kinski’s crazed
state is distractingly palpa-
ble in the film, which wasre-
leased in 1987. (Kinski died in
1991; Herzog’s double-edged
documentary about their re-
lationship, “My Best Fiend,”
appeared in 1999.) Herzog’s
recklessness may also explain
his decision tojumpoffa ramp

andinto a bedofcacti in the Canary Is-
lands, while on theset of his second
full-length film, “Even Dwarfs Started
Small” (1970)—a memorably perverse
spoofofMarxism,starring insurrection-
ary little people and defecating camels.
(Thefilm hada big influence on David
Lynch.) Herzoginsists that the jump
was merely a goof—a way of bonding
with his actors, some ofwhom had in-
jured themselves while filming. The con-
sequences weresevere, though: spikes
remained embedded in the sinews of
Herzog’s knee for more than a year,
hesaid. In a similarly larksomespirit,
Herzog sworeto his friend Errol Mor-
ris—then a young man, now a preémi-
nentcreator of documentaries, includ-
ing “The Fog ofWar’—thathe'doffer a
singular tributeifMorris,a habitual pro-
crastinator,ever finishedhisfirst film. In

1979, Morris did so, and a short docu-
mentary by Les Blank, “Werner Herzog
Eats His Shoe,” immortalizes the stunt:
the boot wasleather, the chefwas Alice

Waters,andthe key ingredient was duck
fat. A true Bavarian, Herzog told me,
can’t resist a spirited wager.

Herzog was born in Munich, the cap-
ital of Bavaria, in 1942. The disaster of
Nazism,hesaid, informshis brooding
world view. “I try to understand the
ocean beneath the thin layerofice thatis
civilization,” hesaid. “There's miles and
milesofdeep ocean,ofdarkness and bar-
barism. And I know theice can break
easily.” When he wasa few days old, he

says, he wasnearly killed after Allied
bombscauseda skylight in his nursery to
shatter; the shardsfell around his bassi-
net but somehowdid notinjure him.
(The image seems suspiciously apt—
Chapter1 in life story defined by near-
misses—butheinsists that his mother,
Elisabeth, “talked about this many
times.”) Elisabeth, a biologist, feared
more bombs, and she movedthe family
to Sachrang, a remotevillage near the
Austrian border. His father, Dietrich,

also a biologist, was conscriptedinto the
German Army, and eventually aban-
doned the family. Herzog doesnotlike
to speak of him.

Herzog adored his mother, who died
in the nineteen-cighties. Elisabeth was
“very courageous,” hesaid. “She raised
three boys on her own,in desperate cir-
cumstances.” They had no money for
mattresses, so she madepallets by stuffing
linen sacks with dried ferns. When Her-
zog developeda fascination with guns
after discovering an old cache of Nazi
weaponsin theforest, she demonstrated

how to shoota pistol. She understood his.
impatience with traditional school-
work—asa teen-ager, Herzog, an en-
thusiast for American matinée fare such
as “Dr. Fu Manchu”and “Zorro,”had al-
ready begun writing screenplays—and
secured him an apprenticeship at a pho-
tographer’s lab, in Munich. Later, she

gave a German newspaper a quote that
Herzogconsiders the mostprecise sum-
mationofhis talent. “Everything goes
into him,”shesaid. “Ifit comesout,it
comes outtransformed.” Herzog re-
mainsclose to his siblings: Tilbert, his
older brother, an international-finance
executive, who nowspends muchofhis
time on yacht off Spain; Lucki, his
youngerbrother, wholives in Germany,
and has produced many of Herzog’s
films; and Sigrid,hissister, an acting

teacher, whoalso lives in Germany.
Herzogrecalls his childhood with a

curiously anthropologicalcast, as if he
were the Alpine equivalent ofa Trobri-
and Islander. He loves to say that he
never madea phonecall until he was
seventeen,did notsee a bananauntil he
was twelve, and did not watch a movie
until he waseleven. Thefilm wasa doc-
umentary about Eskimos, shown at
school; Herzog was appalled by their
inept igloo-construction technique.
Like manychildren in Sachrang,he



played wintersports and wantedto be a
champion ski jumper. He gave up the
sport, however, whenhis best friend
fracturedhis skull while theywere prac-
ticing alone on anisolated ramp.
“T thoughtthat if I moved him aninch,
his brain would spill out, he was so
badly injured,” he recalled. In 1973,
Herzog made a documentary about the
sport, “The Great Ecstasy ofthe Wood-
Carver Steiner”:init, he clips off the
landings from his slow-motionfootage,
creating an uncannysensation ofhuman
flight.

Growingupin Sachrang, Herzog de-
veloped a passion for wandering; as he
grew older, he sometimes roamedso far
that he had to spend the night in an
empty chalet. (He says he’s greatat pick-
ing locks.) In the “Minnesota Declara-
tion,” a whimsical manifesto that he
presented at a Minneapolis film festival
seven years ago,hesays, “Tourismis sin,
walking onfootvirtue.” Herzogbelieves
that modernlife has disconnected hu-
mansfrom their most elemental plea-
sures. His films, accordingly, attempt to
connect modern cinemagoers to their
prelapsarianselves: the emotions are al-
ways primal,andlandscapeis integral to
the drama. “Youwill never see people
talking onthe phone,drivingin a car, or
exchanging ironic jokes in myfilms,” he
said. “It is always bigger, deeper.” He
avows thathisfilms expose“the ecstatic
truth”of mankind.

Heis gently messianic in his anachro-
nistic habits. In 1974, uponhearing that
thefilm critic Lotte Eisner, a friend, had
fallen gravelyill in France, he walked
from Munichto Paristo visit her. (She
survived the three weeks thatit took him
to get there—andlived nine more years
besides.) Four years later, he published
“Of Walkingin Ice,” a celebration ofhis
travail. As always, he is an astute ob-
server—crossinga field,his feet “imme-
diately collect pounds of heavy sticky
clodsofearth’—yet the bookfeels over-
wrought and musty. (“A cornfield in
winter,” he intones,“is a field called
Death.”) Tilbert has saidthathis brother
“will openly declare that he writes the
bestprosesinceKleist,” but cinemaserves
Herzog better: it forces his Romantic
sensibilities into a modern frame.

Things rarely turn out well when the
swashbucklingside ofHerzogtakes over.
Several years ago,hereturnedto the Alps

to ski with someold friends. Oneday, he
sped down notoriouslytreacherous run;
whenheboasted aboutit that night, no-
body believed him. Thenext day, he in-
sisted on doing it again—and,predict-
ably, he wiped out. “I nearly died,” he
told me, and hestill has difficulty turn-
ing his neck.

Whydoeshe do such things? Herzog
does not want to knowthe answer. “I
think that psychoanalysis is one of the
greatevils ofcivilization, even worse
than the Spanish Inquisition,” he told
me.“Atleast the Inquisition was about
keeping something together. Analysis is
only abouttakinga personapart. I would
ratherdie than see an analyst.”

Herzog’s accidents and misfortunes
have beenwidelycatalogued, yet a com-
plete concordance seems impossible: that
afternoon in Los Angeles, he revealed
that he oncejumped outofa third-floor
window in Pittsburgh—nofire,just fool-
ing around!—andrecalled that, during a
recentvisit to Spain, Tilbert had, on a
lark, set his shirt onfire with a cigar. (He
was saved “by a pitcher oflemonade,” he
added triumphantly.) Not surprisingly,
Herzog has beenaccusedofbeing a se-
rial fabulist. He hasn't helped matters by
admitting that he “intensifies” his docu-
mentaries. “Lessons of Darkness,”his
spectral 1992film aboutthe apocalyptic
fires that raged after the GulfWar, be-
gins with a bogus epigraph,allegedly by
Pascal: “Thecollapse ofthe stellar uni-

verse will occur—like creation—in gran-
diose splendor.” (The “pseudo-quote,”
he has said,elevates the film from “mere
reportage”to “the realm ofpoetry.”) He
frequently supplieshis subjects with dia-
logue. In “he White Diamond,” which
cameoutlast year, a Guyanesevillager,
interviewed on the edge of a clamorous
waterfall, establishes his mystical tem-
perament whenhe says tothe camera, “I
cannothearwhatyousayfor the thunder
that you are.” Herzog swiped theline
from “Cobra Verde.”

Herzog says that he “stylizes” his doc-
umentaries only whenthe subject agrees
that an invention aptlyilluminates his
character. “Grizzly Man,” which was
madeafter the death ofTimothy Tread-
well, contains nofictions, hesaid, for
“there was nopossibility of collabora-
tion.” Yet Herzog’s insistence that there
is no meaningful difference betweenhis
features and his documentaries—“In
bothcases, Iam storyteller,” helikes to
say—offends advocates of cinéma vérité
and probablyexplains why “Grizzly
Man,”despitereceiving terrific reviews,
was snubbed by the Academy Awards.
Herzog,ofcourse,relishes tweaking the
traditionalists. “Thereis just a very shal-
lowtruth in facts,” he told me. “Other-
wise, the phone directory would be the
BookofBooks.”

Suchproclamations notwithstanding,
Herzog’s personal stories usually check
out,allowing for some measureofexag-

  “HappyEarth Day, honey.”



 

“They leada simple life—they don’t evenputgas in theircars.”

geration.(Tilbert confirmed the lemon-
adeincident.) Asif by design, Herzog's
life is overstuffed with drama. Weird
things happen to him even whenhe’s at
homein California. Onedaythis Febru-
ary, he left a voice message. “I have
something amusingtotell you,” he said,
teasingly. WhenI called him back, he
announced, “I was shot today!”

Hetoreinto hislatest tale: “A BBC
television crew cameto see mein Laurel
Canyon. They wanted to interview me
for theBritish premiereof‘GrizzlyMan.
I didn’t want them tofilm right outside
my house, so we wentup to Skyline
Drive. In the middle ofthe interview,I
wasshotwith rifle by someonestand-
ing onhis balcony. I seem to attract the
clinicallyinsane.” A rifle? “Well, it must
have beenanair rifle or something. I was
very slightly injured;it was a very small-
calibre thing, I suppose. Also, I had a
catalogue in myjacket pocket, which
protected me. Thebullet hit my abdo-
men,right next to the belt, butit did not

penetrate into myintestines. I thought
the camera had cracked and burned me.
I flinchedforless than a second and con-
tinued mythoughts, and the BBC peo-
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ple started to duck and run away. I was
bleeding into my underwear! Quite
often,I havethefeeling that when tell
about some strange incident, people
don’t believe me. But hereit is, docu-

mented on camera. Proof!”
Twodays later, anarticle appeared in

the Los Angeles Times. The actor Joa-
quin Phoenix hadflipped his car on a
drive down theserpentineroads ofLau-
rel Canyon.“I rememberthis knocking
onthepassenger window,” Phoenix told
the Times. “There was this German voice
saying, Justrelax.’ . . . I said to myself,
“That's Werner Herzog!” Phoenix, who
was unharmed, wenton,“I got out of
the car and said, “Thank you.’ And he
was gone.”

Ov afternoon in Thailand, Herzog
sat with his wife on slab ofgran-

ite that jutted into a swift, rock-crowded
river. “Sweetie, I have to do some wad-
ing,” Herzog said, patting Lena’s knee in
farewell. Mercifilly, it was a cloud-filled
day: Herzog and Peter Zeitlinger, his
cinematographer, had taken tocalling
the Thai sun die gelbe Sau—‘theyellow
swine.” Bale and Zahn stood on the

other shore,sixty feet away, poised to
film a sequence with Dengler’s home-
maderaft: the two escapees discover,

nearly toolate, that they're headed for a
waterfall. Herzog didn’t like the pretty
way that the production assistants had
laurelled Zahn with vines,as if he were
the Athlete Dying Young.

Lenajoked, “I wonder sometimesif
it’s strange thatI’ve gotten usedtoit:
‘Oh,there's Werner standingin the mid-
dle oftheriver. Just another day at the
office!’ ” She was concerned, however,
aboutan infection that had developed in
Herzog’s left toe. He had refused her
repeated offers of a bandage. A week
or so later, the toenail fell off, and Her-
zog began covering it—with yellow
ducttape.

Herzoglookeda bit unsteady in the
water, which reached thebelt on his
khakis. As hestretched his arms out
for balance, Lena informed me that
her husband was unusually low on en-
ergy that day. In what Herzogcalled
a “signal ofsolidarity,” he was dieting
with Bale and Zahn. (By the end of
the shoot, in October, he hadlost al-
mostthirty pounds.) It was an ethic for
Herzog: anything he asked the actors
to do, he volunteered to do as well, in-

cluding eating maggots and handling
snakes. If heestablished a raw, physical
moodontheset, Herzogbelieved, Bale
and Zahn wouldn't feel self-conscious.
The crew members, by and large, saw
this credoless generously. Herzog, they
felt, was unwilling to accept the funda-
mental paradoxoffilmmaking: creating
a gripping movieoften requires weeks
ofboredom.In their view, Herzog was
intent on undergoing his ownsurvival-
ist drama. A half-dozen crew members
shared a jest that Zeitlinger had made:
“Werner's notreally a filmmaker. He’s
alittle boy.”

Zeitlinger was kneelingbythe river’s
edge,hislinentrousers still improbably
white. He chuckled when he was asked
aboutthe remark, but added thathe was
justbeingsilly; he has worked on eight
Herzogfilms, and he said that a con-
sistent aesthetic guided the director’s
method. “When I wasjust a viewer of
Werner's feature films, I was always
wondering why they are so imperfect,
whyso often things do not mesh to-
gether, and youseethings that you usu-
ally try to avoid,” hesaid. “Now [ under-



stand; he doesn’t want to haveit this
way—perfect. He wouldn'tcareif, in a
single scene, therewas sun and then not
sun! Thisis the onlything try to main-
tain, for this would disturb even this
documentary reality. Any other mis-
take, I don’t care. He wantsto haveit
imperfectso that it gets a kick offeeling
like a documentary—that you some-
how couldn’t managetofilm it better.
It makes everything onscreen seem
real.” He did sometimes find Herzog’s
approachperplexing. Though Herzog
hadspenthislife making movies, he
said, “he cannotaccepttheillusion of
filmmaking.”

Zeitlinger peered into an Austrian
tripod camera that he had set up on the
shore. It was connectedtoa digital mon-
itor. “It’s hard to know howeverything
really looks when you're focussed on
keeping a movingraft in frame,” he
said.
A crew memberglanced at the mon-

itor and shookhis head. “Wernerdoesn't
‘wanttouscit,” he reported.

“Oh,just coveritwith a bananaleaf,”
Susanna Lenton,the script supervisor,
suggested. “Wernerwill never notice
it.” Within seconds, the monitor was
camouflaged—atrick thatwould bere-
peated often during the shoot. Harry
Knapp, whoreplacedJosef Lieck as first
assistant director, developed various
rusesto distract Herzog,in orderto take
footage that he deemed unnecessary.
(“Look at these wild mimosaplants,
Werner. ..”) Knapp, an athletic-looking
man who worebaseball caps and fre-
quentlycalled himself the “film-school
guy” and Herzog “the famousguy,” said
that, before long, even the actors were

in on the game. More than once, Her-
zog figured out what was going on and
stood directlyin frontofthe second unit's
camera, toruin a shot. “You're blocking
the audience,” Knapp would say. Later,
Knapptold methatten per centof the
footage that Herzog would viewin the
editing room—closeups, backup takes,
establishing shots—had been filmed on
the sly.

Herzogarrived at the otherside of
theriver and grabbeda few vines from a
productionassistant, tossing them pell-
mell over Zahn’s prone body; he then
stuck his drippingfingers in his mouth,
emitting startlingly loud whistle. “I
need some more vines!” he bellowed.

few minuteslater, he was helping
the stunt crew guide theraft to various
starting positions. Thefirst takes were
frustrating: partsofthe river were shal-
low,and rocks kept impedingtheraft’s
forward motion. Bale and Zahn looked
like Kinski in thefinal shot of “Agu-
irre’—trappedona river that appears to
have stopped flowing. Herzog and the
stunt people tromped aroundtheriver-
bed until they found a deeper path for
theraft to follow. Some crew members
worried that the sequence would still
Jookslow on film, but Herzog was con-
tent. “I don’t wantthe river to be flowing
extremely fast here,” he explained.“I
wanta buildupthatsurgesto a thunder-
ous climax, as in Beethoven’s Pastoral
Symphony.”

Bale and Zahn were dispatched
downriver from the new starting point,
and the sequence worked better. “Per-
fect,” Herzog said. He wavedhis hands
at Zeitlinger. Herzog was now going to
shoot somecloseupfootage whileflowing
downstream with theactors. Hestripped
off his shirt and tossed it on the river-
bank. His right deltoid hada faded black
tattoo of a smiling skull. “It’s ‘Singing
Death,” Lenaexplained.

“Whatare youdoing, Werner? Wer-
ner?”Balecried.Bale is as polite as Kin-
ski was rude,butfissures were develop-
ing. Oneafternoon, Dengler’s helicopter
rescuewas beingfilmed,and, during the
setup, Herzog, immersed in the excite-

mentofblockingthe climactic scene,dis-
missed Knapp’s concern that
Bale could be hit by a heavy
winch while beinglifted in-
side the aircraft. “I am not
going to feckin’ die for you,
Werner!” Bale exploded,his
native Welsh accent emerg-
ing for thefirst time on the
set. “You got that?” (Herzog
apologized, and Bale was gra-
cious. “It’s O.K.,”hesaid. “I
didn’t sign up for a cakewalk.”)

Zeitlinger tuned offthe tripod cam-
era and prepared to join Herzog. “We
have a camera that’s protected inside a
Lucite box, which allows youtoplaceit
right in the water,” he said. “So he could
get the shot without any physical con-
tact. Butthat’s not what he wants. He
wants an adventure.” Zeitlinger had de-
veloped a severe cough, and he took a
swig of an opium-infused Thai elixir,

ff

ominouslylabelled “BROWN MIXTURE.”
He then attacheda large Styrofoam
flotation deviceto his bottom andwaded
over to Herzog,his looseoutfit balloon-
ing portentously, in the mannerofa Pre-
Raphaelite Ophelia. The two menat-
tached themselves to a rope that had
beensuspendedin the water,parallel to
the shore; they would hook themselves
on to the rope and head downriver with
the Lucite-covered camera, alongside

theraft.
Knapp, whokept muttering to other

crew members onhis black headset,
wasannoyedby the spectacle. “There’s
an easier way to shootthis,” he said,
addingsarcastically, “He has this con-
cept of the camera being‘part’ of the
characters.”

Lenacould sense the contrary mood
onthe set. “Werneris always the only one
whobelieves in the dancing chicken,” she
said. “The whole crew disagrees,it goesin
anyway, and then in the movie it makes
perfect sense.” She wasreferring to the
surpassinglystrange ending of “Stroszek,”
a mordant1977film abouta hapless East
German who,uponbeing kicked out ofa
mental institution, immigrates to Amer-
ica with prostitute. The naive Stroszek
fails to get a foothold in America—even
his mobile homeis repossessed—and,in
a bathetic parody of gangsterepicslike
“Bonnie and Clyde,” he becomesthe fee-
blest ofoutlaws,robbing a barberat gun-
pointandstealing a turkey from a super-
market. Pursued by police, he escapes

to an empty amusementhall,
where he dropscoinsin a glass
cage containing live chicken;
colored lights start blinking fu-
tiously, causingthebird toskit-
ter back and forth. Stroszek
leaves withhis gun, presumably
to kill himself, but Herzog re-

 turns the viewer to the cage.
Thefilm ends with a merci-
lessly long shot of the horrify-
ing, hilarious chicken. The

metaphor may be ham-handed—Stro-
szek is a helpless creature trapped by
capitalism!—but because the surreal
image comesout ofnowhere and remains
obdurately fixed to the screen,it sticks
in theviewer's brain, giving the picture
the afterglow ofa fever dream, The crew
on “Stroszek” hated Herzog’s chicken
idea—‘“Theysaid it wastotal shit,” be re-
called—and somerefused to cometo the
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set that day. He now considers the se-
quence oneofthestrongest he has ever
shot.

From theriverbank,it was hard to see
if Zeitlinger was capturing anything
worthwhile: the camera sloshed up and
down like a rubber duck in a toddler’s
tub. The scenecalled to mind some-
thing that Lieck had said the morning
that he quit. “I have formedthis theory
that Wernerhas, probably from mid-
puberty, been trying very hard to die a
grand,poetic death,” he told me. “When-
ever there is anything dangerous, you can
besure he'll run outtodoit first. But I
thinkhewill have his grand, poetic death
in a different way.I think hewill live to
bea hundredandfive. He'll havetried all
his life to get choppedto piecesorfall
from a helicopter,and,in the end,he will
die onhispillowcase.”

After half an hour, Herzog and his
crew dragged themselvesout of the
water. Thedirectorwas in a merry mood.
Hedisplayed his hands and observed,
“Myfingers looklike those of some-
body whojustdied ofasphyxiation.” He
then offereda vivid recap: “Thefirst take
‘was comically disastrous. The water was
strong, and Peter's camera wobbled un-
controllably andteetered over. I was be-
hind him and helped him to reorient
himself, but it was too late. We cap-
sized together.” Subsequent takes were
better, he said, adding, “Phere may be

a couple ofgood momentsin the end.”
Herzoglater told methat, while filming
“Fitzcarraldo,” he had wokenup before
sunrise for twelve days in a row, hoping
to lure a fish into swallowing a wad of
cash that he droppedintothe water. “Fi-
nally, we got onetodoit,” hesaid. “All
for a five-second image.”

After Zeitlinger dried off, he offered
his own account of the shoot. “Wer-
ner kept holding on to me so he would
notbe sweptaway,” hesaid, “Iwas trying
to get rid ofhim, and I knocked the cam-
era over.”

the “Rescue Dawn” shootneared
end, Herzog sent notes via

e-mail; they were invariably stippled

with wordslike “brink,” “precipice,” and
“abyss.” Crew members confirmed that
the set had grownincreasingly trou-
bled. Chris Carnel, the stuntman who
had injured his ribs, burned his face
in a scene depicting Dengler’s plane
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crash. Although American and British
crew members were finally given money,
manysaid that they had not been paid
all they were promised, and the produc-
ers evidently infuriated Thai contrac-
tors by ignoringbills. The entire pro-
duction crew got turned away from a
hotelin Krabi, after the proprietors got
windof these complaints. (Steve Marl-
ton claimsthat the hotel had suddenly
raised its rates, andthatall otherbills had
beenpaid.) An accountantarrived on the
set, then immediately quit, shocked by
thefinancial mess. Midway through the
shoot, thirty Thai crew members quit
enmasse,citing the production's “cash-
flow problems.” (Marlton says of those
whoresigned, “They had thegallto tell
methatI neededto put a million dollars
ina Thaibankthatthey could withdraw
from.I told them to get fucked and they
walked.”)

Meanwhile, Harry Knapp, whosaid
that he considers Herzog “a poet,” be-
cametheliaison betweenthe director
and the producers. When Herzog re-
sisted shooting multiple angles of one
scene, he warned him, “When we have

to change thefilm because of audience
notes, you won't have the footage to do
it.” Once, Knapp refused Herzog’s re-
quest to return to a remotelocation,in
order to capturea single elusive image
ofa fish, (In the scene, Dengleris hallu-
cinating with hunger.) “If welose this
detail, it will never matter,’ Knapp told
him. “This does not move the story
forward.” Late in the shoot, Herzog
grew hostile. Although his script had
described, among other things, Deng-
ler’s nails being jammed with razor-
sharp bamboo, Herzog sensed that the
producers were overly keen on such
“Rambo”-style luridness; he refused to
shootany scenes of torture. Knappfelt
that Herzog neededtorespect his screen-
play. After a “blowoutfight,” Knappre-
called, Herzog gave in, though he kept
the momentsofviolence short.
A few days before shooting was

scheduled to end, Thailand’s governor of
tourism revoked the production's work
permits. Marlton hadrefused to pay the
fee demanded by a contractor that had
arrangedtherental of military equip-
mentandprovidedthe local crew,claim-
ing that he wasbeing overcharged. In re-
taliation,the contractor had successfully
petitioned the governmentto close the

shoot. Over the next few days, Marlton
and cight crew members were prevented
from boarding planes at the Bangkok
airport. Marlton was informed bythe
‘Thai police that he would beallowed to
leave onlyif he paid five hundred thou-
sand dollars in taxes that the production
supposedly owed. Herzog, however,
cluded capture: “I had twovalid pass-
ports, and juggled them ata critical mo-
ment,” he told me.

Marlton paid a substantial sum and
flew home,leaving the other crew mem-

bers behind. After a weeklong standoff,
Gibraltar agreed to pay Thai authorities
more money, and the others were al-
lowed to go home. In an e-mail, Marl-
tonsaid that he had been “squeezed” by
the Thai police. He added,“Atfirst, I
wasappalled, angry, and defiant, but I
succumbedto their system.” Soon after-
ward, Knapp wasarrested in Bangkok,
onthe groundthat “Rescue Dawn” had
violated work-permit regulations; he
spenteight hoursin a detention center,
and criminal charges were filed against
him. Marlton postedhisbail, but Knapp
still faceslegal proceedings.

Meanwhile, “Rescue Dawn” remained
ina precarious state. In November, Her-
zog spent twodays in Alameda,Califor-
nia, shooting thefinal scenes. He then
asked for ten weeksto edit the film. He
wouldpresenthis cut, and the producers
woulddecide whethertoreleaseit or de-
mandchanges. Onthe secondday ofed-
iting, Herzog waskicked outofhis small
editing suite, in West Hollywood. The
editing studiorequired paymentupfront,
and Gibraltar didn’t have the money on,
hand.

In April, Gibraltar secured post-
production money, and Herzog was
finally paid the director’s fee he had
been promised. Herzog resumed edit-
ing, and he was joined by Knapp. Al-
though Knappsaid that “Rescue Dawn”
was “Herzog’s movie”andthathis pri-
maryrole was to “lend support,” he
would also remind Herzog thatcer-
tain choices—such as trimming action
sequencesin favor of dialogue-heavy
scenesin the prison camp—would likely
displease the producers.

Herzog wascautiously optimistic.
Hehadrealized toolate that, as he told
me,the producers “would have rather
put meoutofthe project if they could
have.” But he wasn’t altogether naive

  



about Hollywood politics. He reminded
methat the powerful Endeavor Agency,
which represents Bale and Zahn,was on
his side. “Christian wants a quality film,
notan action movie,” hesaid. “Andthe
agency wants theirclient to be happy.”
Endeavor, he implied, could makelife
difficult for Gibraltarif it tried to re-
lease a bastardized version of “Rescue
Dawn.”

Healso was heartened by what he
hadseenin his brief visit to the editing
suite. His footage was“very,very strong,”
he said. Sifting through his reels on
the computer,he had immediatelyspot-
ted and dismissed various second-unit
takes—such asa shotof Bale screaming
in slo-modespair, while gunfire blasts
around him,as in “Platoon.” Much of
the remaining footage had thebracing,
off-rhythm feel of a Herzogfilm. In a
scenein which Bale appearsto eat a live
snake,a single-take shot madeclear that
the emaciatedactor hadstruggled heart-
ily with a writhing beast. The sequence
shotinthe river wasexcitingly disorient-
ing, bobbing the viewer up and down.
Shots of the Thai jungle felt palpably
constrictive—at onepoint, Bale and
Zahn,after clambering upa steep hill,
get their first glimpse of a wider view.
Thevista before them,partially obscured
by branches, is an Edenic blanket of
green,but the effect is deflating: this
prison cannotbeescaped.

The sequence wasshotthe dayafter
the decapitation scene. Herzog had dis-
covered that there was nothing pend-
ing on the shooting schedule, and he
seized the chancetoflee the Appara-
tus. He gotina silver van with his wife,
Bale, Zahn, Zeitlinger, and a camera as-
sistant. The van’s driver had decorated
hisvehicle in anweirdlyaptstyle:its ex-
terior andinterior were plastered with
Batmanlogos.

Herzog told the driver to start driv-
ing “toward Burma.” Thedriver, looking
a bit unsure,set offdown the highway.
‘The sound engineerandfewThai crew-
handsfollowed in a small car. Herzog
had explored the borderareaearlier in
the summer, and he had pinpointed a
splendid spot to shootthevista scene.
Hehadn’t, of course, markedit on a
map.“I am just following my own geo-
graphic instincts,” he explained.
An hourand halflater, Herzogstill

had notfoundhis spot. Wepassed steep

hills terraced with corn plants. Nobody
commented onthe cheery rainbows
glowingoverthe misty valleys; ina Her-
zogian world,rainbows would notexist.

Atonepoint, Bale askedquietly, “Wer-
ner, doesthedriver speak English?”

“No,” Herzogsaid, unperturbed.
“He has a G.P.S. in his head,”

Zeitlinger whispered to me. “Do not
worry.”

Herzog was savoring the hunt. He
propped his muddy bare feet on the
bench where Bale wassitting, put on
somemirroredglasses, andstared out the
window,studying the landscape. We
drove for two hours more, looking for
Herzog’svista. The sun was getting low.
“Wejustneeda little bit of luck,” Her-
zog said with excitement. “I think that
ten minutes awaythere is a spot where
we mayhave someluck.”

Half an hour before sundown,a tow-
ering escarpmentcameintoview.“Here,”
Herzog said. The Batvan stopped, and
Herzog began walkingupa side approach
to the summit. “We mustgo quickly,” he
urged,disappearingin thetrees.

‘The crest was denselyforested, but
there wasa thin openingthat showed a
ribbon of mountains receding into the
distance. Herzog begangiving instruc-
tions to Bale and Zahn, who,exhausted
from theclimb,listened in silence. “A
storm is coming,” Herzog observed,

 

pointing toward distant clouds. “There
is no timeto waste.”

Zeitlinger wantedto set up a tracking
shot; the faraway terrain might look
blurry in an unsteady handheld shot.
Herzog humored himfor a few minutes,
until he noticed a mountain that was
backlit with a penumbra ofgoldenlight.
“It’s a high-intensity landscape,”hesaid.
“We mustdo it now.” The dolly track
wasleft unfinished.

‘The sound engineerhadn'tyet carted
up his heavy equipment. “Wewill dub
it in later,” he said. “These conditions
will last for five minutes at most.”

“Tts sublime,” Lena said, while taking
photographs.“It’s very Caspar Friedrich.”

Bale and Zahn walkedfifty feetdown
thehill, hiked up again,andsaid a few
lines that Herzog improvised.
“[m going to get you outofhere,

Duane,” Bale said to Zahn. Then they
stared out at the impossiblyvast view,
andtheir faces crumpled.

“Tlave the camera plow past them,

through the trees, and into the dis-
tance,” Herzog told Zeitlinger.

Atthe end ofseveral takes, Her-
zogcried, “Cut!” He smearedthe sweat
off his brow with his arm. He grabbed
Zeitlinger’s shoulder, and pointed to
the dark horizon. “Thank God,I forced
it,”he said. “Look. The glowing moun-
tainis gone.” @

 

“Welost!”



 

AMERICAN CHRONICLES

WHAT HAPPENED AT ALDER CREEK?

KY Dixon, a thirty-five-year-old
professor at the University of

Montana in Missoula, describes her-
self as an archeologist of the West. A
wooden plaque with six styles of nine~
teenth-century barbed wire nailed to it
hangson her office wall; her shelves are
crammed with bookslike “Antique
Western Bitters Bottles,” “The Glass
Glossary,” and the 1897 Sears, Roe-
buck catalogue, andtreatises on wind-
mills, barns, and human bones. She
worksexclusively onsites in the histor-
ical period—in the United States, that
meansthe pastfive hundred years—
and hasspenta lot of time in ghost
towns. In Virginia City, Nevada, a
gold-and-silver boomtown on the
Comstocklode, she dug the buried re-
mainsof the Boston Saloon,thefirst
African-American barin the Old West
to be excavated. Contrary to popular
notions of Western saloonsas raucous
places for brawls and shootouts—and
ofblack establishments as dives—the
Boston Saloon,she discovered, served
the finest cuts of meat, used crystal
stemware, and offered live music and
games. The fragments she uncovered,
she wrote in a book on the subject,
helpedtell “a more complex and vivid
Westernstory.”

In Virginia City, Dixon, whois tall
andpatient, with a huskyvoice andhair
that is the white-blond color of corn
silk, encountered anotheryoung arche-
ologist, Julie Schablitsky, whom she
had met someyears earlier. Schablit-
sky—excitable, dark-eyed, quick—was
conducting her own dig, a few blocks
away, and had managedto extract four

distinct strands ofDNAfrom the cop-
per needles of a hundred-and-thirty-
five-year-old syringe, which she thinks
wasused, perhapsin a brothel-like set-
ting, for the recreational injection of
morphine. Herfinding, which,shesays,
wasthefirst example ofDNAbeing re-
covered from an inanimate object in an
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Excavating the Donner Party.

BY DANA GOODYEAR

archeological context,inspired Dixon to
try to do the same. Dixonretrieved
DNAfrom a clench mark on a pipe
stem found in the Boston Saloon;it
tumedoutto belong to a woman. The
twoarcheologists decided to team up on
their next dig. Schablitsky had been
considering the O.K. Corral. Then
someonesuggesteda site that engaged
even moredirectly with the high drama
of Western settlement: the Donner
Family Camp,in the Sierra Nevada,
near Truckee, California.
A scandalinits day, the saga of the

Donner Party—agroup of emigrants
snowboundin the mountains during
the winter of 1846-47—remainsnoto-
rious forits association with cannibal-
ism. The group wasin thefirst wave of
what becamea sweeping westward mi-
gration,anditsdisastrousfate is deeply
embeddedinthe national psyche. Over
the years, the story has taken many
forms.First, it was a gripping news
event, and thenit was a tabloid sensa-
tion; with the gold rush, it became a

spooky campfire legendtold by forty-
niners, whose ownperilous journeys
West were burnished by the tale. The
next generation—comfortably estab-
lished, historically self-conscious, and
already experiencing nostalgia for the
old days—madepioneer heroes of the
vilified company. The major proponent
ofthis viewwas anenterprising Truckee
journalist and jack-of-all-trades named
Charles Fayette McGlashan.In 1879,
heset out to write the true history of
the Donner Party. Helater explained,
“T hadbeen seven years in Truckee, as
teacher, lawyer and editor, and from
the best information I had then been
able to acquire, believed the Donner
Party consisted offour people: Donner,
his wife, a Dutchman, and somebody
else, and that the Dutchmanate the
others up.”

As McGlashansoondiscovered, the
party actually consisted of eighty-one

people, two-thirds ofwhom camped
near whatis today called Donner Lake.
Therest, includingall the members of
the Donnerfamily,stayed in a meadow
someseven miles away. His careful in-
vestigation—hestudiedall the existing
records, and corresponded with twenty-

four ofthe twenty-six survivors thenliv-
ing—yieldeda seriesofarticles for the
Truckee Republican and, a short time
later, a book that for many years stood
as the authoritative version. He be-
friended several of the survivors, and
eventually used his influence to help
build a massive bronze sculpture on the
shores ofDonner Lake, dedicated to the

emigrants, called Pioneer Monument.
(It is inscribed with the words “Virile to
risk andfind; kindly withal and a ready
help. Facing the bruntoffate; indomi-

table,—unafraid,” and whenitwas com-
pleted,in 1918,it weighed eighteen
tons.) But McGlashan’s emotional Vic-
torian prose, and his essential delicacy,
managed in somerespects to obscure
more thanit revealed. Other accounts—
bothfirst-hand and after-the-fact—
were equally compromised.

It has long been accepted that can-
nibalism occurred at the lake and
amongthose trying to escape the
mountains. Survivors admittedit, and,
in the nineteen-eighties, an archeolo-
gist from the University of Nevada
named Donald Hardestyfound human
bonefragmentsat the lake in a depo-
sition with burned and butchered cow
bones. Buteverything about the Don-
ner Family Camp—evenits location—
has been disputed, and among the
eleven survivors, most of them or-
phanedchildren,the subject of canni-
balism wasespecially contentious. To
this day, descendantsofthe family say
that they don’t believe any such thing
occurred. Nonetheless, “Donner”is still 5
a bywordfor cannibalism, and the de-
scendants, like their forebears, wantto
disentangle their family’s experience %
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Forgenerations,theill-fatedDonnerPartyhas beena bywordfor cannibalism; nowarcheologists are lookingforhardevidence. 



from thatofthelarger group that bore
their name.

Ina phenomenally unreliable histori-
cal record, cloudy with misperceptions,
contradictions, self-deceit, and macabre
exaggeration, Dixon and Schablitsky saw
anopportunity. As historical archeolo-
gists, Schablitsky says, their job is to
“confirm, contributeto, or contradict the
written record,” and always to keep in
mind by whom andfor what purpose
historyis written. (Shealsosays that his-
torical archeologists are the “red-haired
stepchildren ofarcheology,” looked down
uponbyarcheologists of the prehistoric
period, who don't realize how muchtheir
discipline can addto alreadydocumented
sites.) In mosttellings, the Donner Party
story begins with the travellers being
snowedin and endswith cannibalism.
“We wantto know more,” Dixon says.

“Wewantto know aboutthe experiences
not only of the men but of the women
and the children out there. We wantto
say something about human behavior.
They were trying to adjust very quickly
toa terrible situation. Whatdid they do
in that camp whenpushedto thelimits?”
Using a modernhybrid of anthropology
andforensic science, and drawing on the
expertise ofa large research team,the ar-
cheologists hope to reframe oneof the
most enduring and confused myths of
the American West, turning it from a
horror story about ghoulish appetites or
a melodramaofpioneertravail and tri-
umphinto a casestudyofstarvation, ad-
aptation, and survival. The goal, Dixon
says, is to “affect the wayhistory is told—
to affect the way collective memory ex-
ists as we knowit.”

n 1845,the United States Senate pub-
lished the report ofCaptain J. C. Fré-

mont,ofthe topographical bureau,onhis
expeditions to Oregon andCalifornia,
and helped launch an era of exploration
and Westerncolonization. Manyofthose
whotravelled with the DonnerPartywere
respectable agrarian types, whohad given
up stable Midwestern existencesfor the
extravagantpromiseofCalifornia: a place
where,it was rumored, a man couldlive
two hundredandfiftyyears and, when he
died, be resurrected bythe “health-breath-
ing Californian zephyrs.” George Don-
ner, the party's captain and namesake, was
a farmerfrom Springfield,Illinois, in late
middle age. His wife, Tamsen, a teacher
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born in Massachusetts, held a regular lit-
erary salon; during the winter before they
embarked,sheused the gatherings to read
from a popular book, “The Emigrants’
Guide to Oregon and California,” which
exhorted flatlanders to “exchangethester-
ile hills, bleak mountains, chilling winds,
andpiercing coldoftheir nativelands,for
the deep,rich, and productivesoil, and
uniform, mild and delightful climate, of
this unparalleled region.” The author,
Lansford Hastings, was a young adven-
turerwhohoped to make his namein the
emerging territory. Californiawas a place,
heclaimed, “in all respects, to promote
the unbounded happiness andprosperity,
ofcivilized and enlightened man.”

George and Tamsenleft Illinois with
three ox-drawn wagonsin April of 1846,
bringing with them his two daughters
from a previous marriage—Elitha, who
wasthirteen, and Leanna, who was
eleven—and their three younggirls,
Frances, Georgia, and Eliza, who were
five, four, and three. Tamsenplannedto
start a ladies’ seminary, and took books
and school supplies. An amateur bota-
nist, she packed watercolors andoil
paints, along withsilver spoons and what
oneof her daughters rememberedas
“prettywhite lace day capstrimmed with
daintyribbon bows.” Shedressed herlit-
tle girls in linsey dresses and petticoats;
Frances got a blue-and-white patterned
cloak with a matching wool hood, and
her youngersisters had the samein red.
Theybroughtexpensivesilks, satins, and
velvet to trade with the Mexicans, and

cheapercotton prints and beads for the
Indians they might meetalong the way;
as Eliza later wrote, theyalso carried re-
ligious pamphlets“to distribute among
the heathen in the benighted land to
which we were going.” Theyhad extra
oxen, somebeefcattle, milk cows, horses,
and a dog, Uno. George's brother Jacob
also had three wagons,for his wife, Eliz-
abeth, and their seven children. The
Donners formed a caravan with their
neighbor James Reed, a wealthyfurni-
ture manufacturer, and his family, who
rode in an elaborate double-decker
wagon,and took with themgoodbrandy
and a small library. The emigrants,
thoughladen withall the accoutrements
ofcivilization, were anxious about what
would becomeofthemin thecoarse, un-
known land beyondtheStates. Virginia
Reed, who wastwelveatthe time, wrote

in a memoir manyyears later, “Some of
Mamia’s youngfriends gave her a mirror
in order, as they said, that my mother
might not forget to keep her good
looks.”

As the group madeits way across
theplains, it picked up more wagons.
Lewis Keseberg (McGlashan’sinfamous
“Dutchman”), a German-bom Ohio man,
travelling with his wife and two tod-
dlers, joined, as did the Breens,a large
Catholic family. In mid-July, the party
encountered a lone horseman who car-
tied letterfrom Lansford Hastings out-
lining a new,shorterroute to California.
Whentheroad forked, the company
took the left branch, onto the Hastings
cutoff. It was bad advice, and forced the
menofthe DonnerParty toforge a road
through the Wasatch Mountains, wast-

inga month andsappingtheir reserves of
food and energy. Then the wagons had
to cross the Great Salt Desert: eighty
miles, notforty, as Hastingsclaimed. In
the desert, the children sucked on flat-
tenedbullets to make themselvessalivate;
oxen, smelling distantwater, stampeded
anddispersed.

Bythetimethe caravan reached the
otherside of the desert, it had become
an attenuated thread across the land-
scape, and the group, which at the out-
set established commonlawsandrules,
had begunto fall apart. In early Octo-
ber, James Reedkilled anotherfamily's
teamster in a scufHe, and was banished;
then Hardkoop,an older Belgian man,
was put out of Keseberg’s wagon and
left for dead; a weeklater, a Mr. Wolfin-
ger, travelling with his wife and a quan-
tity ofgold, disappeared, probably mur-
dered by two teamsters whohad hung
back to help him cache his wagon. As
George Stewart, the author of an in-
fluential 1936 account, saw it, “The
cruelindividualism ofthe westerner had
gained the upper hand.”

Toward the end of the month, the
advance wagonsreached the Sierra Ne-
vada and attempted a crossing, but a
heavy snowfall forced them backto the
lake. They took shelter in an existing
cabin, and built two morecabins and a
lean-to. The Donners, alreadyatleast
a day behind, were delayed further
whenGeorgehadtofixa broken wagon
axle, and cut his hand. They stopped
in a meadow, and werejust starting
to build a cabin whenthe storm hit.



Leanna wrote to McGlashan, “The
snow came on so sudden that we had
barely timeto pitch our tent, and put
up a small brush shed,as it were. One
side open, thus”—she drew a sketch—
“this brush shed wascovered with pine
boughs, and then covered with rubber
coats, quilts etc. My Uncle Jacob &
family also hada tent, he camped near

 

days.” Tamsenis said to have kept a
detailed journal, but no such docu-
menthas ever been found. On Novem-
ber 30th, Patrick Breen, at the lake
camp, wrote in his diary, “Noliving
thing without wings can get about.”
The emigrants began to die, in what
Donald Grayson,an archeologistat the
University of Washington,has de-

Donner, dozens of whomstill live in
California, hold big, jolly reunions. Lo-
chie Paige, Elitha Donner’s sixty-one-
year-old great-granddaughter and the
family spokesperson, told me that she
supports the archeological work. “The
stigmathatgoes with the cannibalism is
somethingthatis still around,” she said.
“T think that they will give us answers.”

Frances andEliza Donner (secondandthirdfrom right) attendedthe dedication ofPioneerMonument, in 1918.

us.” Later, she told her youngestsister,
Eliza, “We did not have any but, our
winterquarters were madeofascaffold,
covered with boughs and what few
blankets and quilts we could spare and
wehad a small tent to sleep in. Our scaf-

@ fold was built right at the rootof the
& tree and we cooked under thescaffold.”
% The Donners, either because they
§ couldn't rejoin their companionsat the
és& lake or because they preferred notto,
5 stayed in the meadowfor the next four
2 months. With them were the widow
Z Wolfingerandfive hired men: Noah
3 James, Joseph Reinhardt,James Smith,
4 Samuel Shoemaker, and a sixteen-year-
§ old boy ofMexican and French origin
8 named Jean Baptiste Trudeau—atotal
& of twenty-twopeople. The snow was
z debilitating, and, as Trudeausaidlater,
2the difficulty ofgathering wood meant
z that they“were often withoutfires for
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scribed as a “case study of mediated
natural selection in action”: the single
men, who had donetheheavylifting in
the Wasatch, wentfirst, and then the
very old and the very young. George
Donner, Grayson believes, was spared

in thesefirst rounds becausehisinjured
hand made him an invalid. Occasion-
ally, men from the lake camptrekked the
seven miles to the meadow and brought
backreports ofthe Donnerclan. By the
end of December, Breen noted, Jacob
Donner, Shoemaker, Reinhardt, and
Smith were dead, and “therest ofthem
in a low situation.”

n the summer of 2003, Dixon and
Schablitsky started an excavation in

Alder Creek meadow,a picnic area in
the Tahoe National Forest long identi-
fied as the Donner Family Camp, where
the descendants of George and Jacob

‘The archeologists found some seven
hundred andfifty artifacts in Alder Creek
meadow,and, over a long weekendlate
last spring, Schablitsky visited Dixon's
lab in Missoula to study them.Shesat
at a woodentable, with the collection
spread before her, each piece in a small

bag: shards ofbottle glass (aqua,olive,
colorless), ceramics(shell-and-feather-
edge ware, decorative sprig-painted
china), fragments ofmirror,lantern glass,
buttons, wagongear, lead shot, writing
slate. Schablitskywastryingto visualize
thelayoutofthe camp. “Wehave pieces
ofslate and teacups—did Tamsen Don-
ner sit here, huddled aroundthe fire

hearth with her children,practicing spell-
ing and math?”shesaid. “Is this where
they had their tea?”

Nearby, Dixon worked at a com-
puter, organizing an extensiveelectronic
database ofthe artifacts. She swivelled
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away from the screen and picked up a
bag with an intact metal button init.
“Wehaveto let theselittle, excruciating
crumbleshelp us re-create the last
scene,” she said. “And perhapsuse that
as a steppingstoneto re-create the am-
bience andthe atmosphere ofthat camp.
That's whytherest of the world—they
laugh whenthey see the fragmentary

 

to read remnants ofwriting,”shesaid.
“That's the thing,” Schablitsky said.

“Is there a message from thepast scrawled
ontheslate?”

In the meadow, the archeologists
also found sixteen thousand pieces of
badly burnedand “calcined”—nearly in-
cinerated—bone. The soil at Alder
Creekis acidic, and the burning may

 

When theparty reachedthe Sierra Nevada,it split into two camps.

nature of the Donnercollection. This
button,by the way,is huge.” She showed
mesomeoftheslate fragments, which
were still covered with orange dirt from
thefield. (Becauseoftheir interestin re-
trieving DNA, the archeologists didn’t
wash theartifacts.) “We wish we could
read what someonewaswriting at the
Donner Family Camp,” shesaid. “We
always said, ‘Ifonlywecould findTam-
sen’s journal.’ Thenwe realized—there’s
slate there! Oh, my gosh, people wrote
onit! Tamsen wasa teacher. Was she
actually attempting to normalize and
haveher children do lessons? We don’t
know.” Dixon explained that in the
mid-nineteenth century people used
slate pencils, rather than chalk, and the
impressions shouldexist in the layers of
theslate tablets. To her knowledge, no
onehasevertried to examineslate in
this way, but she assigned a graduate
student to lookinto it, and borrowed
sometimeat the scanningelectron mi-
croscopein the university's biology lab.
“Wewantto knowifthere is some way
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haveacted as a preservative;very little
unburned bone wasfound. There was
onepiece ofspecial interest, which the
research team nicknamed“the Bone”:
an inch-long segmentwith signs of
butchering thatwere visible to the naked
eye. Dixon tumed on an overhead fluo-
rescentlight and picked upa black box
with a windowinthe top. The fragment
rested inside on a bed ofcotton gauze;

it was gray and veined with black, like
a chunkof granite, with three thin
scratches across the top. “You can see
how blatant the chop marks are,” she
said, placing it under a microscope.
Magnified, it looked lunar, with shaded
canyons, cracks, and spindly little lines.
“Thatbluish sheen and thereally white
chalky color that you see is what hap-
pens to bone when it’s subjected to re-
ally high temperaturesfor very long pe-
tiodsoftime,” she said. “It appears to
have been thrown intothefire hearth.”

Thesignature for cannibalism in its
simplest form was described by the phys-
ical anthropologist ChristyTumer as “the

three B’s”: breakage, burning, and butch-
ery. The bones that Dixon and Scha-
blitsky found were badly damaged;still,
they hoped that some genetic material
might have survived, andsenta large
sample (alongwith awhetstone and some.
ofthe spentlead shot) toa companycalled
Trace Genetics, near San Francisco,
which specializes in ancient DNA. They
wanted to determinethe species of the
bones and,ifanywere found to be human,
attempt to connect them to Donner de-
scendants. Dixon jokes thattheirs is the
“archeology of desperation’—the Don-
ners were desperate, andso are they.

E summer,the meadow at AlderCreek
is speckled with fat dandelions, clumps

of sagebrush, delicate white wild onions,
hardy yarrow, and Queen Anne'slace,
and edged with fifty-foot-tall Ponderosa
pines. Therearelittle heaps offreshly
overturned dirt—the work of burrow-
ing rodents—anda couple of snowmelt
creeks. A mile in the distance, Prosser
Reservoir floats flat and blue; beyond it
loomsthe imposinggranite palisade of
the Sierra Nevada,which one nineteenth-
century traveller described as a “formida-
bleand apparentlyimpassable barrier.” At
thefar end ofthe meadow isa tall hollow
stumpwith a black burn scar; its upper
half lies supine a few yards off, with the
crown protrudinglikethetangled rack of
an old elk. This is what remains of the
“George Donner tree,” anecdotally iden-
tified as the place where George andhis
family built their camp. The burn,itwas
said, wasfrom the cookingfire.

In the middle ofJuly, Dixonwent up
to Alder Creekto collect soil samples. It
was a hotday, and shewas wearing cargo
pants and a tank top. She took from her
cara T-shapedsoil probe and a Munsell
chart, which showed a palette ofsoil col-
ors, andsetoff tofind the baseline mark-
ers she had installed the year before.
Alder Creek is a problematic archeolog-
ical site: the rodents churn the earth; the
acidic soil eats away at whatis buried
there;it’s cold in the winter, hot in the
summer, and the creck system creates
seasonal flooding.It has been looted
from thetimeofits abandonment.In the
year since Dixon hadlast beenthere, the

meadow grasses had grown high. “Feel
how uneven the ground is,” she said. 8
“There's a lot of activity here.” She indi &
cated a slight change in elevation that &JE
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marked the beginning of the one-by-
one-metre units that she and Schablitsky
excavated, alongside a numberofunits
dug byDonald Hardesty a decadeearlier.
Hardesty, too, had unearthed hundreds
of Donner-era artifacts in the meadow,
and wrotea fascinating bookcalled “The
Archeology ofthe DonnerParty,” buthe
didn’t find a hearth, which meant that
hecould reach no conclusions about the
structure ofthe site, or even prove that
the Donners had stayed there. (A com-
peting theory, advocatedbya trail histo-
rian named Don Wiggins,held that the
site was actually under Prosser Reser-
voir.) Dixon and Schablitsky’s team did
identify a hearth,in 2004.In Dixon's for-
mal description,it was “a roughly circu-
lar, grayish-black stain with a series of
layers, includinga deposit of burned and
calcined bone, which sat atop a concen-
tration ofcharred wood, whichlayon top
offine, powdery ash.” Now submerged
under a thick peltofgrass and wildflow-
ers, the hearth is the epicenter ofthesite,
the place from which mostofthearti-
facts werepulled.

Dixon pointed out the legendary
George Donner tree. Hardesty’s excava-
tion had demonstratedthat the lore was
apocryphal:no relevantartifacts were
foundby thetree, and the burn,he deter-
mined, was probablytheresult of a nat-
ural fire. “I like the story that ittells,”
Dixonsaid.“Ina relatively short amount
oftime,the actual encampmentlocation

‘was lost, and it was re-created, and then
that becamereality, and the powerofcol-
lective memory lingered until Donald
Hardesty did his work over there and
said,‘Actually, I don’t think thatis the
George Donnertree.” She walked a few
metres to the southwest and gathered soil
from unitthat, the summerbefore, had
optimistically been named Unit George,
after a team of human-remainsdetection,
dogs repeatedly “alerted” there. (The
dogs, whichare mostly border collies and
are trained in graveyards, belong to an
organizationcalled the Institute for Ca-
nine Forensics, which senta crewto the
World Trade Centerinthe aftermath of
9/11 andto Texas to search for the bod-
ies of the Columbia space-shuttle astro-
nauts.) Excavatingthepit, the archeolo-
gists had found neither George's bones
noranythingelse, but Dixon wanted to
look at the soil compositionin the lab.

Thenext daywas hot, too, and Dixon

and I drove up DonnerPass to walk a
portion ofthe Old Emigrant Trail. The
pass is at seven thousandfeet, and snow-
fall there can be heavy: many of the
modern houses we saw along the road
had, in addition to steep chalet-style

roofs, snow tunnels and entrances on
the secondandthirdstories. We parked
near a late-nineteenth-century Chinese
railroad campsite, and switchbacked up
a rockytrail. The path crossed under a
setofski lifts and entered forest ofan-
cient red firs covered with fluorescent-
green moss.In theclearings, there were
patches of snow andthick green corn
lilies. At the summit, the snow was

packed andicy,like a Sno-Cone, and
covered with pine needles. We walked
overto a precipitous drop-off. Below us
was DonnerLake,teal-blue and foamy
with the wakes of motorboats, and, to
the west, a huge,vertical volcanic rock
outcropping. “Welook aroundatthis
andare just floored with appreciation
and splendor,” Dixonsaid. “You've got
to wonderhow it would look wearing a
differentpair ofgoggles.”

I n Decemberof1846,the snow onthe
pass was twelve feet deep when a

groupoffifteen snowshoers from the
lake started across in a desperate at-
tempttogethelp. It took the “Forlorn
Hope,” as the journalist McGlashan
later named them, a month, and eight
died along the way. The survivors ate
the dead, then consumed their own
moccasins, andfinally killed their two
Indian guidesfor food. Whenthe snow-
shoers got through, and word reached
Sutter’s Fort,a garrisonthatstill stands
in modern Sacramento,on the western
side of the mountains, the newspapers
eagerlytookupthestory ofthe stranded
emigrants. Someofthe early accounts
were sympathetic, and soughtto raise
money for rescue expeditions (“We
hope that ourcitizens will do something
for thereliefof these unfortunate peo-
ple”). Other journalists, perhaps mind-
ful ofthepall that the disaster might
cast over future emigration,portrayedit
as something that could have been
avoided. In mid-February, with mostof
theparty still trapped at the two camps,
the California Starran a story that de-
clared, “The whole party might have
reached the California valley before the
first fall of snow,ifthe men had exerted

themselves as they should have done.”
In a shadow of whatwas to come, the
newspaperalso reported that the snow-
shoers had “made meatofthe dead bod-
ies of their companions.”
A rescue party—the “first relief"—

soonset out from Sutter’s Fort. It was
slow going; the menestimated the snow
on thepassat thirty feet. Meanwhile,
some twelve hundred feet below in the
meadow,the Donners’ tents were buried,
visible to each other only bycoils of
smokerising up from thedrifts. Jean
Baptiste Trudeau, the teen-age servant,
fished for thelost cattle. “I used a pole
with a hook, ornail fastened to the end,
thenI pushed intothe snow,”herecalled
later. “Hairwould catch on the hook, and
I would then be sure I had found the
right place.” The three younger Donner
girls, who were the most outspoken
abouttheir experience (and, given that
nonewere older than six, the least au-
thoritative), remembered eating boiled
hides and burned bones. “Wetried to eat
a decayed buffalorobe, butit was too
tough,andthere was no nourishmentin
it,” Georgia said. “Someofthe few mice
that came into camp were caught and
eaten.” Eliza wrote thatas supplies dwin-
dled “marrowless bones which had al-
readybeen boiledandscraped, were now
burned and eaten, even the bark and
twigs ofpine were chewedin the vain ef
fort to soothe the gnawings which made
onecry for bread and meat.” There were
a few comforting scenes. Georgia told a
story about Tamsen combing herhair
every morning, while entertaining her
with Biblical tales: “Joseph andhis cruel
brethren, Danielin the lion’s den, Elijah
andtheravens... . the cruetofoil and the
meal which never grew less.”

‘Thefirst relief reached the Donners
in late February. Onerescuer wrote that
“the two families had but one beef head
amongst them, there was twocows bur-
ied in the snowbut itwas doubtful ifthey
would be able to find them.”After the re-
lief stopped at the lake on its way out,
Patrick Breen described an even grimmer
situation in his diary. Four days earlier,
he wrote, “the Donnerstold the Califor-
nia folks that they commenceto eat the
dead people . . . if they did not succeed
that day or next in finding their cattle
then underten ortwelvefeetofsnow and
did not know thespotnear it. I suppose
they have doneso erethis time.”The res-
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“My contractor told me Rome wouldonly take a day.”

cuers had broughta small ration of bis-
cuits, beef, and flour—therest they
cached in the mountainsfor the return
trip—andcould take back with them
only those who were capableoffending
for themselves. George Donner’s two
older daughters, Elitha and Leanna,
weretall and strong enough to walk
through the snowbanks onthepass, and
therelief took them safely to Sutter’s
Fort. Therescuers made Trudeau, who
could have walkedout, too, stay behind
to providefor the helpless.

Tendays afterward,the secondrelief
arrived, Itwas later reported (and widely
repeated)that the rescuers saw some of
the Donnerchildren “sitting upon a log,
with their faces stained with blood,de-
vouring the half-roastedliver and heart
ofthe father’—Jacob,presumably,since
Georgewasstill alive—and Trudeau
carrying a severed leg. Someofthe fam-
ilywere in surprisingly good condition.
‘Theleaderofthis relief noted in his
diary, “At George Donnertent there
was 3 stout hearty children.” He men-
tioned that Tamsen, too, was healthy

enoughto travel butinsisted on stay-
ing behind with George. Little Frances,
Georgia, and Eliza, dressedin their red
and blue cloaks with matching hoods,
were taken to the Jake camp,and,after
a short stay in Kescberg’s cabin, evacu-
ated with thethird relief: Sometime in
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mid-March, George died, andTamsen,
thelast onealive in the meadow,left for
thelake.
When members ofthefinal relief ar-

rived, they foundonly seriously dishev-
celled Keseberg and a heap of mutilated
remains, and accused him of murdering

Tamsen. Captain Fallon, who led the
rescue party—more ofa scavenge party,
really—allegedly kept a journal (the
original, if there was one,is lost), andits
“thrilling” details were published in the
California Scar in June. The story made
a scapegoat of Keseberg, who admitted
that circumstance had forced him to
cannibalize but vehemently denied the
charge of murder. (He later won a one-
dollar settlementagainsthis detractors.)
About the Donners’ camp, Fallon wrote,
“Atthe mouth ofthe tentstood large
iron kettle,filled with human flesh, cut
up. It was from the body of George
Donner. Thehead had been split open,
and thebrains extracted therefrom.”
Other sources say that Georgewas found
wrappedin a sheetandcarefullylaid out:
‘Tamsen’slast act oftenderness.

‘The storyofthe doomed wagontrain
entered popular culture mercilesslyfast.
Kristin Johnson,a librarian in SaltLake
City, whois a self-taught historian
and the research team’s expert on the
DonnerParty,cites as an early example
a letter written by the sheriff at Sutter's

Fort to a friend camping in the Sierra
Nevada in March of 1847:“I advise
youto look out for those Man eating
Women,from what I can learn from

Glover”—a member ofthefirstrelief—
“they prefer that kind of meatin larger
than Nineinch pieces too.” The emi-
grants’ fate becamea folk morality tale:
a warning against greed,laziness, and
choosing the wrongfork in the road. It
also became, primarily, a story for chil-
dren,andfor decadesit has been taught
to fourth graders in the California pub-
lic schools. It wasa child’s letter—writ-
tenby Virginia Reedtoher cousins back
home,from thesafety ofthe Napa Val-
ley in the spring of1847—thatcaptured
the party'schilling lesson: “Never take
no cutoffs and hurry along asfast as
youcan.”

More than anything,stories about
the DonnerParty dwelled on how thor-
oughly the emigrants had been trans-
formedbytheir ordeal. The California
Starran a report saying, “So changed
had the emigrants become that when
the partysent out, arrived with food,

someof them cast it aside and seemed
to prefer the putrid humanflesh that
still remained.” Another journalist, at-
tempting,hesaid, to combat such sen-

sational accounts, wrote, “The change
whichtheir unspeakable sufferings had
produced seemedtoaffect the verytex-
ture oftheir nature and being.” Talk of
transformation worked as a distancing
technique, and even Eliza Donnertold
of how her cousins, formerly “chubby
and playful,” became in camp “so
changed in looks that I scarcely knew
them, and they stared at me as at a

stranger.” Cannibalism,actual or imag-
ined,is a frontier phenomenon—“the
markof greatest imaginable cultural
difference,” the literary scholar Peter

Hulmehas written. The Donner Party
hadsetoutto civilize whatthey saw as a
barbaric land. The reputed cannibalism
refiguredtheir colonial story with a cruel
twist: the civilizers themselves became
savages.

uy Tasa’s lab at the University of
Oregon,in Eugene,is a low,free-

standing housein a neighborhoodofstu-
dent apartmentsnotfar from the center
ofcampus. Thepeeling woodensign out
frontis deliberately vague and mislead-
ing; Tasa, an expert in skeletal remains,



occasionally works with the medical ex-
aminer's office identifying bones from
crimescenes, and doesn’t wanttoinvite
attention. He isin his early forties, and
fair, with a short beard and milky blue
eyes. WhenI visited, he had in his office
arecentcopy ofthetabloid Svar, inwhich
he had been quoted analyzing thefacial
structure ofa BradPitt look-alike.

Tasa, whohad beenenlistedbyDixon
and Schablitsky to examine the Donner
bones,said that the specimens were so
fragmented—thesixteen thousandpieces
weighed less than five pounds—thatit
had been almostimpossible to determine
how many animals were represented.
Mostpieces were a quarter or an eighth
of an inch long, and nonewerebig-
ger than half an inch. “Thevast, vast

majority ofthe materialis unidentifiable
chunks,” he said. “After that, it’s shaft
fragments, and fragments from the mid-
dle ofthe bonethatare pretty difficult to
I.D., because there are nofeatures.” He
could pin downonlyfifteen bonesto a
taxonomic category: Artiodactyla, or
even-toed ungulates (cow,deer,elk). He
could namethespeciesof one fragment:
cow.

Ofthe bonesthat Tasa could classify,
heplaced byfar the greatest number—
sometwothousandpieces,including “the
Bone”—inClass V,a size groupthat in-
cludes humans,deer, and bears.“Most
you can exclude as human,”hesaid. “But
there were a coupleoftimes when I was
making mynotes that I wrote ‘human?’
You can’t make thatidentification visu-
ally, but they don’t looklike deer.” He
wenton, “The bones are burned, and
theyarefractured,and there are somecut
marks. Ifwe could just find the burned,
cut-markedpiece ofbone that was iden-
tifiable as human. Otherwise, you've got
nothingthatdefinitivelysays that canni-
balism occurredthere,beyondthe histor-
ical record.”In addition, Tasa put three
piecesin Class VI (cow- or elk-size), fif-
teen pieces in Class IV (dog- or coyote-
size), three in Class III (rabbit- or fox-
size), and one, which appeared to be the
rib of a large rodent, in Class I. Dixon
seemed excited about the Class IV bones.
“A lot of people have been asking us
whether the Donners would have eaten
their dog,” shesaid. “Ofcourse,there’s no
‘way wecan actually prove this was their
dog’—Unolasted atthe camp,according
to oneofthe Donnergirls, long enough

 

to eat her shoes—“but now we've got
something interesting in termsofalter-
natives to cannibalism.”

‘Tasa sent the assemblage to Shan-
non Novak,a forensic anthropologist at
IdahoState University, whohas analyzed
humanskeletal remains from cannibal
sites in the Great Basin. Novak sam-
pled morethan three hundredpieces,
and saw whatshe described as “scream-
ing trauma”: cuts, chops, saw marks,
and “percussionpits’—V-shaped divots
where thetip of a knife had been in-
serted, probablyto break the bone down
for grease extraction. Someof the bones
showed potpolish:shinypatches that are
thought to form whenbonesin boiling
water are abradedbythe surface of the
cookingvessel. (The feature was identi-
fied byTim White,a physical anthropol-
ogist, when he examined bonesfrom an
Anasazi cannibal site in Coloradoin the
mid-cightics.) “I have never seen pro-
cessing like this,” Novak said about the
Donnercollection. “Honestly. I have an-
alyzed cannibalized sites and forensic
cases, where you get postmortem dis-
memberment, andifthis is not a starva-
tion site I don’t know whatis. They are

 

  

 

  

 

processing this bone down to nubbins.”
Novaklooked at thelevel at which

eachartifact had been unearthed, and
found that, despite the rodentdistur-
banceatthesite, there were almost twice
as manyscars onpieces from theshallow-
estlevel as fromthe deepest: a clear pat-
tern ofincreasing desperation. Shealso
noticed that there were norodent gnaw
marks or carnivore puncture wounds,
which told herthat bythe timethe wild
animals gotto thesite everything nutri-
tiouswas gone. Thetraumadispelled any
doubt that the bones belonged to the
Donner Family Camp. “Thetimeis
right, theartifacts are right, the process-
ing is spectacular, and the potpolish—I
mean,youreallydonotsee people go to
those extremes unless they're hungry,”
shesaid.
When Novak looked at the Bone

underscanning electron microscope,she
determinedthatthe chop markshad been
madewitha thin blade,like a bowie knife;
the shape ofthe impressionstold her that
they had been madeonfresh, “green”
bone.In places, the surface was discolored
gray and brown,a condition that occurs
when heat gets underneath tissue and
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‘TfThadknown Iwasgoing to meetsomebody likeyou, Iwouldhave

lostsome weight, got somehairplugs, andmade more money.”



smokesthe bone. Thatobservation,along
with the presence ofpotpolish and the
fact that the chop marks themselves were
calcined, meantthat this piece had been
cookedtwice:first with flesh on it, and
then again whenit was bare.

everal monthsafter he wasrescued,
jean Baptiste Trudeau told a naval

lieutenantwhom he metin San Francisco
abouthis misadventure with the Donner
Party: “Eat baby raw, stewed some of
Jake, androasted his head, notgood meat,
taste like sheep with therot; but, sir, very
hungry,eat anything.” (The baby would
have been Jacob and Elizabeth's three-
year-old son, whodied in early March.)A
passerby in September, 1847, reported

seeing “a skull covered with hair lying
here, a mangled arm orleg yonder, with
the bones broken as one would break a
beefshank to obtain the marrow fromit.”
In 1879, Georgia—four going onfive
during the ordeal—wrote to McGlashan,
“WhenI spoke ofhuman flesh being used
atboth tents,I said itwas preparedfor the
little ones in both tents. I did not mean to
includethelarger (myhalfsisters) chil-
dren or the grown people, because I am
notpositive that they tasted of it. Father
was crying and did notlook at us during
this time, and we little onesfelt that we
could nothelp it. There wasnothingelse.
Jacob Donner’s wife came down the steps
one daysaying to mother ‘What do you
think I cooked this morning? Then an-
swered the questionherself, “Shoemaker’s
arm.’” For the most part, however, the
survivors from the Donner Family Camp
kept mum.

Morethanhersisters, Eliza, who had
just turned four when she wasrescued,
was haunted by the rumorsthat she had
grown uphearing: Keseberg had mur-
dered her mother for food, and the Don-
ners themselves were man-eaters. When
McGlashan wrote to her aboutpartici-
pating in his history, she wrote back, “I
feel a deep interest in having the truth
told,” and warned him notto conflate the

story ofthe DonnerParty in general with
thatofher family. In the spring of 1879,
McGlashan wrote to Eliza, “Youwill be
glad to know that I put Harry N. Morse’s
Detective Agency of Oakland upon the
track of Keseberg, and thatif found,I
meanto take steps to obtain his confes-
sion.” When he met Keseberg, though,
he found him sympathetic, polylingual,
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THE ADVENTURES OF 78 CHARLES STREET

Forthirty-twoyears Patricia Parmelee’s yellow light
has burned all night
in her kitchen down thehall in 2E.
Patricia—llove to say her name—Par-me-lee!
knows where,acrossthestreet,
Hart Crane wrote “The Bridge,”
theattic Saul Bellow holed up in
furiously scribbling “The Adventures ofAugie March,”
the rooftop Bing Crosby yodelled off,
dreaming ofBroadway, the knotty,
epicenesecrets ofeach born-again town house.
Indeed, we, Patricia and me, reminisce
abouttiny Lizzie and Joe Pasquinnucci,
onedeaf, the other near-blind,
waddling hand in hand down thehall,
upthestairs, in and outofdoors,
remembering sweetening Sicilian peaches,
ever-bloomingdaylilies, a combined one hundred
and seventy years offuming sentencefragments,
elastic stockings,living and outliving
everyoneonthe south side of Charles Street.

How Millie Melterborne, a powerhouse
of contemptuouscapillaries inflamed
with memories ofrude awakenings,
wrappedherself in black chiffon
when her knocked-up daughter Kate married a Mafia son
and screamed“Nixon, blow me!”
outherfifth-floor window,
then dropped deadface first
into her gin-spiked oatmeal.
How overnight Sharon in 4E
becamea bell-ringing Buddhist
explainingcatlitter, America, pleurisy, multiple orgasms,
whyI couldn’t love anyone who loved me.

And Archie McGeein 5W,onesilver-crossearring,
a tidal wave ofdyedblack hair,
motorcycle boots jingling, Jesus boogying
on each enragedoiled bicep, screaming
four flights down at mefor asking
the opera singeracross the courtyard to pack it in,
“This is N.Y.C., shithead, wherefat people sing while fucking!”
Archie, whomMillie attacked with pliers
andLizziefell over, drunk onthestairs, angry
ifyou nodded ordidn’t, from whom,hearinghis boots,

scholarlyin beating, and “the most for-
om, pitiable, accursed being I eversaw.”
Keseberg swore that Tamsen had died.
a natural death—though he hinted that
he hadeaten herafterward—and Mc-
Glashanbelieved him. Eliza went to
question Kescberg for herself and re~

ported, “Unflinchingly Lewis Keseberg
passedthe ordeal which would have made
a guilty man quake.”

McGlashan and Eliza corresponded
often, and their growing intimacy was
compromising in the end. He was too
mindful ofembarrassing her—heeven in-



Thid shaking underthestairwell,
until I found him trembling outside my door,
“Scram, Zorro,I'll be peachy in the morning.”
Ina year three others here were dead ofAIDS,
everyone wearingblack,
butin the WestVillage everyone did
every day anyway.

Patricia says, The Righteous Brothers and I
moved in Thanksgiving, 1977,
and immediately began lookingfor
thatever-lovingfeeling,rejoicing
at being a citizen ofthe ever-clangingfuture,
all of us walking up Perry Street,
down West Tenth, around Bleecker,
along the Hudson,with dogs,girlfriends,
and hangovers,stoned and insanely sober,
arm in arm andsolo, underthe big skyline,
traffic whizzing by, through
indefatigable sunshine, snow,andrain,
listening to the Stones, Monk, Springsteen, and Beethoven,
one buoyantfootafter the other, nodding hello
good morning happybirthday adieu adios aufwiederschen!
before anyone went co-op,renovated,
thought aboutbeingsick or dying,
whenweall had hair and writhed on thefloor
because someonedidn’t love us anymore,
when nobodygot up before noon, worea suit,
orjoined anything, before there was hygiene,
confetti, a salary, cholesterol,
ora list ofnamesto invite to a funeral... .

Yes, the adventuresofa streetin a city ofeverlasting hubris,
and Patricia’s yellow light
when can’t sleep and cometo the kitchen
to watchits puny precious speck stretch
so quietlyso full ofreverence
into the enormous darkness,
andI, overcomewith lovefor everything so quickly fading,
my head stuck out the window
breathing theintoxicating melody
of our shouldered-and-cemented-inlittle island,
here, now,in the tenementof this moment,
dear Patricia’s light,
night after night,
burningwithall the others,

on 78 CharlesStreet.
—Philip Schultz

vited herto edit his manuscript—andso,
despite what Georgia had told him about
“the /ittle ones” and “Shoemaker's arm,”his
book cameoutlater that year with no
mention ofcannibalism amongthe Don-
nerfamily. Instead, McGlashanfocussed
his discussion of the Donners on the

steadfast loyalty ofTamsen, whosacri-
ficed herlife rather than leave her hus-
bandto die alone.

Eventually, Eliza started researching a
book of her own. Accordingto the histo-
rian Kristin Johnson, Eliza’s decision to
tell her family’s storywas prompted by an

encounter with her past that was even
more radical than the one with Keseberg.
In 1884, she wasvisited by Jean Baptiste
‘Trudeau, who,contrary tohisearlier state-
ment,told her, “Atnotimedid the people

in the Donner Camps eat human flesh.”
Hesaid thatthe hair and bonesseen scat-
tered around the campsite belonged to
cattle. When Eliza’s book cameout,in
1911,it contained strongdenial that any
cannibalism occurred in the meadow—
she said her parents wouldn't allow it—
and dismissed the California Svar article
that described the emigrants’ preference
for human flesh as “too utterly false, too
cruelly misleading,to merit credence.” She
wrote, “Evidently, it was written without

malice, but in ignorance, and by some
warmlyclad, well nourished person, who
did not know the humanizing effect of
suffering and sorrow.” Theso-calledjour-
nal ofthefourthrelief, she said,was “wan-
tonfalsity.” She must not have known
abouthersister Georgia’s testimony, be-
cause she dedicated the bookto her.

fter several attempts, Trace Genet-

ics gave up trying to extract DNA
from thefragmentsit had beensent, con-
cluding thatthe conditions at Alder Creek
had degraded thesignature beyond recog-
nition, The Bone becamethelast best
hopefor finding archeological evidence of
cannibalism. It had, in the meantime,
broken ofits own accord, and Dixon and

Schablitsky decidedto turn over a portion
ofit to Gwen Robbins,a graduate student
in Tasa’s department, to examineits mi-
croscopic architecture. For several months,
Tasa had been supplying Robbins with
mostly Class V bones from the Donner
assemblage, andshe had found cow,deer,
and horse. The Class IV he gave her she
identified as dog. But she hadn’t found
any human bone.

One morningin early December,
Robbins,a tiny,serious thirty-three-year-
old with an ankle tattoo, and Melissa

Hanks, a twenty-four-year-old research
assistant, met in Robbins’s lab. The pre-
vious night, Robbinshadstabilized the
smaller piece of the Bone with superglue
so thatit wouldn'tdisintegrate. Then she
ground down oneface, using successively
finer grades of sandpaper, until it was
roughly a hundred micrometresthick,
and mounted it on slide. Wearing rub-
ber gloves, Hanksplacedtheslide, bone

side up, in a specimendish, and keptit
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wetwith distilled water as she sanded in a
gentle, circular motion. Grayish bone

watersloshed aroundin the tray, and after
fifteen minutes a third of the specimen
was gone. The room was quiet, except for
the grainy windshield-wiper sound of
bonebeing rubbed away.

Whentheslide was ready, Robbins
looked at it under the microscope. The
incandescentlight of the bulb gave the
specimen awarm,caramel color, but there

were dark storm clouds where mineraliza~
tion had occurred. She could already see
that the bone was composed ofstructures
potentially characteristic of human: the
cells were organizedin concentric patterns
around vascular canal—an arrangement
known as an osteon—andthe osteons had
thick “cementlines” around them, which
told her that they were part of secondary
growth,a process that for humansstarts
in infancy. She didn’t see anyplexiform
bone, which formsbrick-like units for
strength in young,fast-growing animals,
andis very rare in people. “There’s no one
diagnostic factor—it's a combination of
things,” she said. She peered at the os-
teons, andsaid quietly, as ifto herself, “It
seemslike maybethese are notgoing tobe
big enough to be human . . I just don’t
think”

Robbinscaptured an imageof theslide
on a computer, and used the cursor to
drag a thin yellowrule across each osteon
andits central canal. “There are some
larger osteonsin here,” she said,butafter
amomentshedecidedthat the image was
too blurryto yield accurate measurements,
and asked Hanksto make theslideslightly
thinner at the center. Hanks used a Q-tip
with bit of sandpaperaffixedtoit, and
carefully took off more layers, until the
specimenwasalmost completely translu-
cent, andin dangerofdisappearingalto-
gether. “I hope this works,” Robbinssaid.
“These bonesare so bad.” Hanks handed
her theslide, and she began measuring
again, entering each figure in a spread-
sheet. She recorded the diameters of
twenty-onecanals, then moved onto the
osteons with cementlines.

“They'refalling out below the human
range,” shesaid, even considering the
shrinkage expected whenboneis exposed
to high temperatures. Shealsonoticed a
large numberofosteons without cement
lines—primary osteons—which are un-
commonin humans. Shefinished looking
at theslide, and, with a slight, nervous
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laugh,said, “This is not human.” She
smiled. “Sadly.” The Bone, she said, be-
longed to a horse.

ut of the silence surrounding the
DonnerFamily Camp,the archeol-

ogists have beenabletotell a story that fo-
cusseson small acts ofadaptation andsur-
vival, and which, they hope, will add
nuance to the Donners’ image. Perhapsit
will even help make obsolete the lurid
shorthand oftheir name. Thediscovery of
the hearth and the condition ofthearti-
facts makes it clear that they've found the
camp: nowthey can begin to say some-
thing aboutsite structure and day-to-day
life. During the excavation, Schablitsky
noticed thatthe units toward the west had
aninvisible line running through them
from north to south—totherightof the
line,artifacts were scattered randomly, but
to theleft there were noartifactsat all.
‘This, she believes, is the ghost outline of
the backwall ofan open,east-facing shel-
ter, perhaps the cooking scaffold that
Leanna sketched for McGlashan. Under
thescaffold, there were a numberofnails
and a charred fleck of non-native oak;
Schablitskythinks that the Donners might
havetorched theirwagons whenthey had
trouble gettingwood. Thelead shot found
aroundthehearth, according to a muni-
tions expert, is “puddled,” or poorly
formed,suggesting that someonewas try-
ing to make bullets, probably in anat-
tempt to hunt. (Thevarious bullets show
that there were atleast eightdifferentfire-
armspresent.) Another artifact from this

area, a bit of pale-blue glass, may have
comefrom the bottom ofa pharmaceuti-
cal bottle, and made Dixon think of
George's woundedhand.“It’s a tangible
material reminder ofa story—his four
monthsofmisery were also doubled with
him slowly dying from an infection,” she
said, “You've notonly gotpeoplestarving
to death out there, but now we've got an
added dimension ofsomebodybeingvery
ill,” So far, theslate hasnot surrendered its
secrets,if it has any. To Dixon, the most

™

tantalizingartifact remainsthe button she
showed mein Missoula. From its mark-
ings, the archeologists determined thatit
belongedto a heavy overcoat. If that coat
was used, as Leanna described, to weath-
erproofatent, it wouldbe evidence ofad-
aptation:agarmentbeing appropriated for
a secondary, architectural use.

Ofcourse, the archeologists knowwhat
aspectofthe DonnerParty hasalways fas-
cinated thepublic most: diet. After study-
ing the bones, they can say thatifhumans
were used for food at Alder Creck their
bones were not cooked—andthus pre-
served—hecause they are not represented
in the archeological record as it nowexists.
According to Schablitsky, “We dug some
serious units there, we moved somedirt,

we have tons of bone samples,andif it’s
not comingoutall I can think is that, like
the Uruguayan rugbyteam’—whocrashed
in the Andesin 1972 andsurvivedfor ten
weeks by eating the dead—“theymay have
been turning them overface down and
skimmingoffparts ofthe back, the flank,
backs ofthe thighs, and buttocks. So we're
notgoing to see any bone because bone
wasn’t being consumed.”

Theexcavation has revealed that
the Donners were eating from a much
more diverse menu than waspreviously
thought, and appear to have doneevery-
thing possible to avoid eating the dead.
“Theplot was a lot thicker than we were
led to believe,” Dixon said when she
learned about Robbins’s identification of
the Bone.“It’s notall about cannibalism.
‘Thisis different. Those decisions about
whentoeat rodent, horse, cow, dog,are a

lot more complex. That’s important, and
it paints a more complex picture. It’s
painting a human picture.In the end, you
don’t know exactly what happened, but
you now have lotofdifferent perspec-
tives.” Novak finds the dog specimenpar-
ticularly meaningful. Accordingto Patrick
Breen’s diary, the groupat the lake held
off killing their dogs as longas possible—
theyate the hideroofsoff their cabins
first—butas soonas the dogs were gone
they began tospeak ofeating the human
dead. Novak reasonsthat there may have
beena similar pattern at Alder Creek.

In a sense, the Donners’ reluctance
to eat human fleshis their real tragedy.
Hadthey morereadily overcometheir
prejudice against the oneremaining source
offood,surely more ofthem would have
survived. But in the bone assemblage

 



Schablitsky sees evidence oftheir ingenu-
ity. “The biggest paradigm shift on the
DonnerParty is that the experience that
occurred at Alder Creek, and the Donner
Party story itself, wasn’t as bad as everyone
thoughtit was.It was brutal,it was hard,

people died, But I think that they were a
Jot more successful at hunting and acquir-
ing food than waspreviously thought.
‘Theyhad alotofoptionsbefore they can-
nibalized.” Thearcheologists cameto the
conclusionthat,ifcannibalism did occur,
it was mostlikely in the few weeks be-
tweenthe departure ofthefirst relief, with
Elitha and Leanna, in late February, and
‘Tamsen’s abandonmentofthesite, in
mid-March.

litha, the eldest ofthe Donner survi-
vors, died in 1923, at the age of

ninety. She spenther last fifty years on
a ranch outside Sacramento. She never
discussed what happened atherfamily's
camp, but, according to a local rumor,
every year whentheschooldid its unit on,
the DonnerParty, she wouldsit in,listen-
ingsilently from the back row. Lochie
Paige,her great-granddaughter, grew up
on the ranch, and nowlives five blocks
from Sutter’s Fort—these days, a place
wherechildren goto see cannon demon-
strations and to watch womenin bonnets
andcalico skirts make biscuits—in a
wooden house built in 1910, painted gray
with blue trim. Lochie is a registered
nurse, with deep-set brown eyes that she

fancies she inherited from Elitha. She
often lectures to historical societies—the
Native Daughters of the Golden We:
the Ladies Auxiliary to the California
oneers—andto fourth graders. For the
children, she dresses up as her great-
grandmother,circa 1846,andtalks about

cannibalism onlyifshe’s asked.
Ona wall ofLochie's living room is a

Currier and Ives image,called“A Halt by
the Wayside,” that shows an emigrant
party camping. Lochie’s husband, Mi-
chael, whois of Oregon pioneerstock,
gaveit to her to symbolize the happy days
of the Donners’ journey. Above thatis a
needlepoint of Pioneer Monument, and
nearby is a framed paperback edition of
McGlashar'shistoryfrom 1931. To Lo-
chie, Alder Creek is a sacred place, and
whenshetalks aboutit her voice quavers
and hereyes well up. She and Michael
visit there frequently, but only in the
summer,because she hates the snow.
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Earlier this year, Dixon and Scha-
blitsky announcedtheir findingsat an ac-
ademic conferencein Sacramento. In a
presentationcalled “Humanizingthe Past
‘Through Archeology,” they discussed the
challenge posed by the Donnercollection:
“Wehave tiny, tiny fragments—how do
wespin a story from them?” They re-
mindedtheir colleaguesthat their workis
inits preliminary stages—notyet peer-
reviewed—andthat though they haven’t
so far foundevidence ofcannibalism,they
are notsaying that cannibalism didn't take
place.

Lochie, who spoke at the conference
aboutgrowing up aDonner in California,
hasseized uponthetiny fragments totell
a story of her own, a kind of counter-
narrative that uses the newscienceto legit-
imatize thefamily version. In otherwords,
she heard whatshe had always wanted to
believe: her great-grandmotherhad es- 

caped the mountains before eating the
dead.“This is such good newsfor us,” she
said after the conference.“I know it’s not a
hundredper cent, butit's pretty close.” To,
celebrate, she invited the archeologists

overto her housefor champagne. Michael
polishedthe silver and madecioppino. He
passed around homemadejerky. Lochie
was in goodspirits, feeling freedfrom the
viciousassociations that had clung to her
family namefor a hundred andsixtyyears.
In her contentment, she echoed hergreat-
great-aunt Eliza, sharingherreliefwith
McGlashan after Trudeau recanted his
accountofcannibalism.

“T am myoldself again,” Eliza wrote.
“The numbedfeeling and dreamy mood
which followed Jean Baptiste’s visit has
worn off. .. . The missing link which
he has given me completes the chain of
events which I have prayed for and sought
for many, manyyears.” #
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THE LAST DAYS OF MUHAMMAD ATTA

BY MARTIN AMIS

 



Nophysical, documentary, or analytical
evidence provides a convincing explanation
of why [Muhammad] Atta and [Abdulaziz
al] Omari drove to Portland, Maine, from
Boston on the morning of September 10,
onlyto return to Logan on Flight 5930 on
the morning of September 11.—*The 9/11
Commission Report.”

n September 11, 2001, he opened
his eyes at 4 A.M., in Portland,

Maine; and MuhammadAtta’s last day
began.

Whatwasthesceneofthis awaken-
ing? A room in a hotel, of the type
designated as “budget” in his guide-
book— onestepup from “basic.”It was
a Repose Inn,part of a chain. Butit
wasn’t like the other Repose Inns he
had lodgedat:brisk, hygienic establish-
ments. This place was ponderous and
labyrinthine, andaselderly as mostof
its clientele. And it was cheap. So. The
padded nylon bedcoveras weightyas a
lead vest; the big cuboid television on
the dresser opposite; and the dented
white fridge—where, as it happened,
MuhammadAtta’s reason for coming
to Portland, Maine, lay cooling on a
shelf. .. . The particular frugality of
these final weeks waspart of a peer-
grouppiety contest that he was laconi-
cally going along with. Like the others,
he was attending to his prayers, dis-
bursing his alms, washingoften,eating
little,sleepinglittle. (But he wasn’t like
the others.) Days earlier, their surplus

operational funds—about twenty-six
thousand dollars—had been abstemi-
ously wired back to the go-between in
Dubai.

Heslid from the bed andcalled Ab-
dulaziz, who was already stirring, and
perhaps already praying, next door.
‘Thento the bathroom:the choreof ab-
lution, the ordeal ofexcretion, the tor-
mentofdepilation. He activated the
shower nozzle and removed his under-
shorts. He stepped within, submitting
to the cold and clammycaress of the
plastic curtain on his calf and thigh.

® Then hespent an unbelievably long
£ timetrying to removea hair from the
barofsoap. Thealien strand kept chang-
ing its shape—question mark, infinity

& symbol—butstayed in place; and the
& bar ofsoap,no bigger than a matchbook
whenhebegan,barely existed when he

& finished. Next, as sometimes happensin
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these old, massive, and essentially well-
intentioned and broad-handedhotels,
the water gave a gulp and then tured,
in aninstant, from tepid trickle to a
molten blast; and as hestruggled from
thestall he trod on a leaking shampoo,
sachet andfell heavily and sharply on
his coccyx. He hadto kick himself out
through the steam,andraspedhis head
onthe shower's serrated metal sill. After
awhile heslowlyclimbedto hisfeet and
stood there, hands onhips, eyes only
lightly closed, head bowed, awaiting
recovery. He dried himself with a thin
white towel, catching a hangnail inits
shine.

Now,emitting a sigh of unqualified
grimness, he crouched on the bowl. He
didn’t even bother withhis usual scowl-
ing andstraining and shuddering,partly
because his head felt dangerously
engorged. More saliently, he had not
movedhis bowels since May.In general
his upper body was impressively lean,
from all the hours in the gym with the
“muscle” Saudis; but now there was a
solemn mound where his abdominals
usedtobe,as taut and proudas a four-
month pregnancy. Norwas this the only
sequela. He had feverish and unvary-
ing ache,notin his gutbutin his lower
back, his pelvic saddle, and his scrotum.
Every few minutes he was required to
wait out an interlude of nausea, while
disused gastric juices bubbled up in the
sumpofhis throat. His breath smelled
like a blightedriver.

‘The worst wasyet to come: shaving.
Shaving was the worst because it neces-
sarily involved him in the contemplation
of his own face. He looked downward
while he latheredhis cheeks, but then the
chin cameup andthere it was, revealed
bythe razorin vertical strips: the face of
MuhammadAtta. A year ago,afterAf
ghanistan, he had said goodbyeto his
beard. Tangled and oblong andslightly
off-center, it had had theeffect of soft-
ening the disgusted lineamentsofhis
mouth,andit had wholly concealed the
frank animusof his underbite. His in-
sides were seized,buthis face was some-
howincontinent, or so MuhammadAtta
felt. The detestation, the detestation of
everything, was being sculpted onit,
from within. He was amazed that he
was still allowed to walk thestreets,let
aloneenter a building or board a plane.
Anotherday, one more day, and they

wouldn'tlet him. Why didn’t everybody
point, whydidn’t they cringe, why didn’t
they run? Andyet this face, by now al-
most comically malevolent, would soon,
be smiledat, and perfunctorily fussed
over(his ticketwas business class), by the
doomedstewardess.
A hypothesis. Ifhe stood down from

the planesoperation,and it went ahead
without him (orif he somehow sur-

vivedit), he would never again be able
to travel byair in the United States or
anywhere else—notbyair, notbytrain,
notby boat, not by bus. The profiling
wouldn't needto beracial; it would be
facial, merely. No sane man or woman
would ever agree to be confined in his
vicinity. With thatface, growing more
gangrenousbythe day. And that name,
the namehejourneyed under,itselflike

a promise of vengeance: Muhammad
Atta.

In thelast decade, only one human
being had taken obviouspleasure from
setting eyes on him, and that was the
Sheikh. It had happenedat their intro-
ductory meeting, in Kandahar—where,
within a matter of minutes, the Sheikh
had appointed him operation leader.
Muhammad Atta had known that the
first thing hewould be asked was whether
he was prepared to die. But the Sheikh.
was smiling, almost with eyes oflove,
whenhesaidit. “The question isn’t nec-
essary,” he began. “I see the answer in
your face.”

he Colgan Air commuterflight to
Logan wasscheduledtoleave atsix.

Sohe had an hour. He putonhis clothes
(the dark-blue shirt, the black slacks),
andsettled himself at the dresser, awk-
wardly,his legs outtooneside. Two doc-
uments were before him. He yawned,
then sneezed. While shaving, Muham-
mad Atta,for thefirst time in his life,
had cut himself on thelip (the lower);
with surprising speed the gash hadset-
tled into a convincing imitation ofa cold
sore. Muchless unusually, he had also
nickedthefleshyvolute ofhis right nos-
tril, releasing an apparently endless sup-
ply of blood; he kept having to get up
andfetch moretissues, leaving behind
him a papertrail of the stanched gouts.
The themesofrecurrence and prolonga-
tion, he sensed, werealready beginning
to associate themselves with his last day.

Document No.1 was displayed on
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the screen ofhis laptop. It washis last
will and testament, composed in April,
1996, whenthe thoughts of the group
had turned to Chechnya. Two Moroc-
can friends, Mounir and Abdelghani,
both devout, had beenhis witnesses,so
he hadincludeda fair amountofformu-
laic sanctimony. Anyold thing would
do. “During myfuneral, I wantevery-
oneto be quiet because God mentioned
thathelikes being quiet on three occa-
sions, when you recite the Koran, dur-

ingthefuneral, andwhen youare crawl-
ing.” Crawling? Had he mistyped?
Anotherprovision stared out at him,
and further deepened his frown: “The
person whowillwash my bodynear my
genitals must wear gloves on his hands
so he won't touch mygenitals.” Andthis:
“J don’t want a pregnant womanor a
person whois notclean to come and say
goodbye to me because | don’t approve
ofit.” Well, these anxieties were now ac-
ademic. Noone would say goodbye to
him. No one would wash him. No one
would touch his genitals.

‘There was another documentonthe
dresser’s surface, a four-page bookletin
Arabic, put together bythe information

office in Kandahar(and bound by a
grimy tassel). Each of them had been
given one;the others would often pro-
ducetheir personal copies and nod and
sway and mutter over them for hour
after hour. But MuhammadAtta wasn’t
like the others (and he was paying a
priceforit). He had barely glanced at
the thing until now.“Pull your

 

Now hesat back, and felt the ap-
proach ofnausea: it gathered round
him,thensifted through him. His mind,

inasmuchasit was separable fromhis
body, was close to the “complete tran-
quillity” praised and recommended by
Kandahar. A very different kind of
thirty-three-year-old might havefelt
the sametranced surety while contem-
plating an afternoon in a borrowed
apartmentwithhis true love (and sexual
obsession). But Muhammad Atta’s
mindand his body were notseparable:
this was the difficulty; this was the
mind-body problem—inhiscase, fan-
tastically acute. Muhammad Atta wasn’t
like the others, because he was doing
whathe was doing for the core reason.
The others were doing what they were
doingfor the core reason,too, but they
had achieved sublimation, by means of
jihadi ardor; andtheir bodies had been
convinced by this arrangementand had
gone along with it. Theyate, drank,
smoked, smiled, snored; they took the
stairs twoat a time. MuhammadAtta’s
body had not gone along with it. He
was doing what he was doingfor the
core reason andfor the core reason
only.

“Purify your heart andcleanseit of
stains. Forget and be oblivious of the
thing whichis called World.” Muham-
mad Atta wasnotreligious; he was not
even especially political. He hadallied
himselfwith the militants becausejihad
was, by many magnitudes, the most

charismaticideaofhis gener-
shoelacestight and weartight Wer eS ation. To unite ferocity and
socks that grip the shoes and mM CO rectitude in a single word:
donot comeoutof them.” He oa, nothing could competewith
supposed that this was sound
advice. “Let every one ofyou
sharpenhis knife andkill his
animalandbring about com-
fort andrelief of his slaugh-
ter.” A reference, presumably,
to what would happen to the
pilots, the first officers, the

flight attendants. Someofthe Saudis,
theysaid, had butchered sheep and
camels at Khaldan, the training camp
near Kabul. MuhammadAtta did not
expectto relish that part ofit: the ex-
emplary use of the box cutters. He pic-
tured the women,in their uniforms,
in their open-neckedshirts. He did not
expecttolike it; he did not expect to
like death in that form.

/
that. Heplayed alongwithit,
and did the things that im-
pressedhispeers; he collected
citations, charities, pilgrim-
ages, conspiracy theories, and
so on,as other people col-
lected autographs or beer
mats. Anditsuited his char-

acter. Ifyou took awayall the rubbish
about faith, then fundamentalism
suited his character, and with an almost
sinister precision.

Forexample, the attitude toward
women:the blend of extremehostility
and extreme wariness he found highly
congenial. In addition,heliked the idea
ofthe brotherhood,although of course
he thoroughlydespised the current con-

y



tingent, particularly his fellow-pilots:
Hani(the Pentagon)he barely knew,
but he was continuously enraged by
Marwan (the other Twin Tower) and
almostfascinated by the pitch of his
loathing for Ziad (the Capitol). . . .
Adultery punished by whipping, sod-
omyby burial alive: this seemed about
right to Muhammad Atta. Healso
joined in the hatred of music. And the
hatred oflaughter. “Why do you never
laugh?” he and theothers were some-
times asked. Ziad would answer, “How
can you laugh when peopleare dying
in Palestine?” MuhammadAtta never
laughed, not because people were dy-
ing in Palestine but because he found
nothing funny. The éhing which is called
World. That, too, spoke to him. World

had always felt like an illusion—an un-
real mockery.

“The time between you and your
marriage in heavenis very short.” Ah,

yes,thevirgins:six dozen ofthem—half
agross. He hadread in a news magazine
that “virgins,” in the holy book, was
a mistranslation from the Aramaic. It
should be“raisins.” He idly wondered
whether the quibble might have some-
thing to do with “sultana,”which meant
(a) a small seedless raisin, and (b) the
wife or concubine ofa sultan. Abdul-
aziz, Marwan, Ziad, and the others:
theywould notbe bestpleased, on their
arrival in the Garden,tofind little red
packet ofSun-Maid Sultanas (Average
Contents 72). Muhammad Atta, with
his two degreesin architecture, his ex-

cellent English, his excellent German:
Muhammad Atta did notbelieve in the
virgins, did notbelieve in the Garden.
(Howcould hebelieve in such an im-
plausibly, and dauntingly, priapic para-
dise?) He was an apostate: that’s what
he was. Hedidn’t expect paradise. What
he expected was oblivion. And,strange
to say, he would find neither.

Hepacked. He paused and stooped
over the dented refrigerator, then
straightened up and headedfor the
door.

i its descent the elevator, with a
succession of long-suffering sighs,

stoppedatthe twelfth, the eleventh,the
tenth, the ninth, the eighth, the sev-
enth, thesixth,thefifth, the fourth,the
third, and the secondfloors. Old peo-
ple, their faces flickering with distrust,

inched in and out; while they did so, one
oftheir number would press the open-
doors button with a defiant, Marfanic
thumb. Andat this hour, too: it was
barely light. MuhammadAttabriefly
horrified himself with the notion that
they wereall lovers, returningcarly to
their beds. But no:it mustbethesleep-
lessness, the insomnia ofage—the dawn
vigils of age. Their efforts to stay alive,

in any case,struck him as essentially ig-
noble. He had felt the same way in the
hospital the nightbefore, when hewent
to see the imam. . . . Consulting his
watch every tenorfifteen seconds, he
decided that this downwardjourneywas
dead time, as dead as time could get,
like queueing, or an interminable red
light,or staring stupidly at the baggage
on an airport carrouscl. He stood there,
hemmedin bypallor and decay, and
martyred by compoundrevulsions.

Abdulazizwas waiting for him in the
weakglow andpiped musicofthe lobby.
Wordless, breakfastless, they joined
theline for checkout. More dead time
passed. As they fell into step and pro-
ceeded throughthelastofthe night to
the parking lot, MuhammadAtta, in no
very generous spirit, consideredhis col-
league. This particular muscle Saudi
seemedas limply calflike as Ahmed al
Nami—theprettyboyin Ziad!s platoon.
Onthe other hand, Abdulaziz, with his
softly Africanface, his childish eyes, was
almostinsultingly easy to dominate. He
had a wife and a daughter in southern
Saudi Arabia. But this was like saying
that he had a flatbed truck in southern
Saudi Arabia,so little did it appear to
weigh on him. He had also,incredibly,
performedcertain devotional duties at
his local mosque. Andyet itwas Abdul-
aziz whocarried the knife, Abdulaziz,
whowasready to applyit to the flesh of
the stewardess.

Whenthey reached their carAbdul-
aziz said a few wordsin praise of God,
adding, with someattemptat panache,
“So. Let us begin our ‘architectural
studies.”
MuhammadAtta felt his body give

an involuntaryjolt. “Whotold you?” he
said.

“Ziad.”
They loaded up and then bent them-

selvesinto thefrontseats.
Abdulaziz wasn’t supposed to know

about that—aboutthe target code. “Law”  
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wasthe Capitol.“Politics”was theWhite
House. In the discussions with the
Sheikh there had been firm concur-
rence about“architecture” (the World
Trade Center) and “arts” (the Penta-
gon), but they had disagreed about an
altogether different kind oftarget,

namely “electrical engineering.” This
was the nuclear powerplant that Mu-
hammadAtta had seenon oneofhis
training flights near New York. Puz-
alingly, the Sheikh had withheld his
blessing—despite the presumably attrac-
tive possibility of turning large swathes
ofthe Eastern seaboardintoa plutonium
cemetery for the next seventy millen-
nia (that is, until the year 72001). The
Sheikh gave his reasons (restricted air-
space, no “symbolic value”). But Mu-
hammadAtta sensed a moral qualm,
a silent suggestion that such a move
could be considered exorbitant. It was
the first and onlyindicationthat,in their
cosmic waragainst God's enemies, there
was any kind of upper limit. Muham-
mad Atta often asked himself: Was the
Sheikh prepared to die? In the course
of their conversations it had emerged
that the Sheikh, while plainly reconciled
to eventual martyrdom (he would have
it no other way, and so on),felt little
personalattraction to death; and he
would soon beadditionally famous,
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MuhammadAtta prophesied, for the
strenuousness with which he eludedit.

These meetings and discussions—
with the Sheikh and,later, with his Ye-
meni emissary, Ramzi bin al-Shibh—
nowlost weight and value in Muham-
mad Atta’s mind, tarnished by Ziad’s
indiscipline, by Ziad’s promiscuity (and,
if Abdulaziz. knew,then all the Saudis
knew). He thoughtbackto hishistoric
conversation with Ramzi, on thetele-
phone,in the third week ofAugust.

“Ourfriendis anxious to knowwhen
your course will begin.”

“Ttwould be more interesting to study
‘law when Congress has convened.”

“But we shouldn't delay. With so
manyofourstudents in the U.S. ...”

“Allright. Two branches,an oblique
stroke, anda lollipop.”

Ramzi called him back andsaid, “To
beclear. Theeleventh of the ninth?”

“Yes,” MuhammadAtta confirmed.
Andhewasthefirst person onearth to
say it—to say in that way: “September
eleventh.”

Hehad cherished thesecret until Sep-
tember 9th. Now,of course, everyone
knew: the dayitself had come. He was
impatientfor histalk on the phone with
Ziad, which was scheduled for 7 A.M.
Ziadwas still claiming that he hadn't de-
cided between “law” and “politics.” It

lookedlike “law.” Asa target, the Presi-
dent’s house hadlost muchofits appeal
whenthey'd established,insofar as they
could,thatthe President wouldn't be in it.

At that momentthe President was
readying himself for an early-morning
runin Sarasota,Florida, where Muham-
madAtta had been taught howtofly,at
JonesAviation, in September, 2000.

t was during the drive to Portland
International Jetport that the head-

ache began. In recent months he had
become something of a connoisseur of
headaches. Andyet those earlier head-
aches,it now seemed, were barely worth

the name: his was whata headache was.
Atfirst heattributedits virulence to his
misadventure in the showerstall; but

then the pain pushed forward overhis
crown andestablisheditself, like an elec-
tric eel, from ear to ear, then from eye to
eye—andthenboth. He had two head-
aches, notone, and they were apparently
at war. The automobile,a Nissan Altima,
was brand-new,factory-fresh, and this
had seemed like a mild bonus on Sep-
tember 10th, but nowits vacuum-packed
breath tasted ofseasickness andthe smell
ofships below the waterline. Suddenly
his vision becamepixellated withlittle
swarmsof blindspots. So it was then re-
quiredofhim topull over andtell an as-
tonished Abdulaziz to take the wheel.

‘There seemedto be a completely un-
reasonable weightoftraffic. Americans,
already abouttheir business . . . Tor-
menting his passenger with regular
glances ofconcern, Abdulaziz otherwise
drove with his usual superstitious watch-
fulness,beset by small fears, on this day.
MuhammadAttatried not to writhe
around in his seat; on his way to the
parking lot, ten minutescarlier, he had
tried not to run; in the elevator, ten
minutesearlier still, he had tried notto
groan or scream. He was always trying
notto do something.

It was 5:35. Andat this point he
began to belabor himself for the diver-
sion to Portland:a pucrile undertaking,
as he now sawit. His group was com-
petitive notonlyin piety butalso in ni-
hilistic élan,in nihilistic insouciance;
andhe had thoughtit would be conclu-
sivelystylish to stroll from one end of
Logan to the other with less than an
hour to go. Then,too, there was the
promise,itchier to the heart than ever,



of his conversation with Ziad. Buthis
reason for coming to Portland had been
fundamentally unserious. He wouldn't
have doneit ifthe Internet, on Septem-
ber 10th, had notassured him so repeat-
edly that it was going to be a flawless
morning on September11th.

Andhedidn’t solace himselfwith the
thoughtthatthis was, afterall, Septem-
ber 11th, and you couldstill get to air-
ports without much timeto spare.

‘D* you pack these bags yourself?”
Muhammad Atta’s hand crept

toward his brow.“Yes,” hesaid.
“Have they been with youat all

times?”
“Yes.”
“Did anyoneaskyouto carry anything

for them?”
“No.Is the flight on time?”
“You should make your connection.”
“And the bagswill go straight

through?”
“No,sir. You'll need to recheck them

at Logan.”
“You mean I'll have to go throughall

this again?”
Whateverelse terrorism had achieved

in the past few decades, it had certainly
brought abouta net increase in world
boredom.It didn’ttake very long to ask
and answerthose three questions—about
fifteen seconds. But those dead-time
questions and answers were repeated,
without any variation whatever, hun-
dredsof thousandsoftimesa day. If the
planes operation went ahead as planned,
Muhammad Attawould bequeath more,

perhaps much more, dead time,planet-
wide. It was appropriate, perhaps, and
not paradoxical, that terror should also
sharply promote its most obvious oppo-
site. Boredom.

Asit happened, Muhammad Atta
was a selectee ofthe Computer-Assisted
Passenger Prescreening System (CAPPS).
All this meant was that his checked bag
would notbe stoweduntil he himselfhad
boarded theaircraft. This was at Port-
land. At Logan,a “Category X” airport
like Newark Liberty and Washington
Dulles, and supposedly more secure,
three of his muscle Saudis would be se-
lected by CAPPS, with the sameirrelevant

consequences.
MuhammadAtta and Abdulaziz

submitted to the checkpoint screening.
‘Their bags were notsearched; they were

not frisked,or blessed by the hand wand.
Abdulaziz’s childish rucksack, containing
the box cutters and the Mace,passed
through the tunneloflove. Just before
they boarded, anotherpall of nausea
gathered about Muhammad Atta, like a
hostof tiny myrmidons. Hewaited for
them to move on,butthey did notdo so,
and,instead, coagulated in his craw. Mu-
hammad Atta wentto the men’s room
and released a fathom ofbilious green.
He was still wiping his foul mouth as he
walked outontothe tarmac andclimbed
the trembling metal steps.

Colgan 5930 was notonlylate: it was
also an open-propeller nineteen-seater,
andit wasfull. Excruciatingly, he had
to wedge himself in next to a fat blonde
witha scalp disease and, moreover,a baby,
whoseincredulous weeping(its ears) she
attempted andfailed to slake with re-
peated applicationsofthe breast. Between,
heartbeats, when he wasbriefly capable of
consecutive thought, he imagined that the
blonde was the doomed stewardess.

Theplaneleapt eagerly into theair,
with noneof the technological toil that
would characterise the ascent ofAmeri-
can 11,

e had goneto Portland, Maine,for
his quid pro quo with the imam.

‘Thehospital, wherehe lay dying, was
a blistered medium-rise downtown: one
morebusiness amongall the other busi-
nesses. Inside, too, Muhammad Atta

had had nosenseof entering an atmo-
sphere of vocational care—just the
American matter-of-factness, with no
softening ofthe voice, the tread, no soft-

ening of the receptionists’ minimal
smiles. . . . Directed to the ward, he
moved through the moist warmth of
half-eaten or untoucheddinners and the
heavier undersmell of drugs. The imam
was asleep in his bed,recessedintoit, as
if an imam-size channel had been re-
cessed into the mattress. His lips, Mu-
hammad Atta noticed, were dark gray,
like thelips of dogs. Dead time passed.
Then the imam awoke to Muhammad
Atta’s humorlessstare. Hesighed, with-
outrestraint. Thetwoofthem went back
a way: to the mosquein Falls Church,
Virginia.

“You havea citation for me?” the
imam asked, unexpectedly alert.

“{t’s from thetraditions. The Prophet
said, ‘Whoeverkills himselfwith a blade  
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will be tormented with thatblade in the
fires ofHell. ... He who throws himself
off a mountain andkills himselfwill
throw himselfdownward into the fires of
Hell for ever andever. ... Whoeverkills
himself in any wayin this world will be
tormentedin that wayin Hell.”

“Always there are exceptions. Re-
memberwe are in the lands ofunbelief,”
the imamsaid, and wentontolist the
ctimesofthe Americans.

‘These were familiar tohis visitor, who
regarded thegrievances as real. Depend-
ing on howyoutallied it, Americawas re-
sponsible for this or that many million
deaths. But Muhammad Atta was not
persuadedof'a moral equivalence. Certain
‘weaponssystemsclaimedto beprecise;

powerwas notprecise, Power was always
a monster. And there had never been a
monster the size ofAmerica. Every time
it turned overinits sleep it entrained di-
sasters thatwould have to roll through vil-
lages. There were blunderings andperver-
sities and calculated cruelties; and there
wasno self-knowledge—none. Still,
America did not expend ingenuity inits
efforts to kill the innocent.

“Ts itan enemyinstallation?” the imam
wassharply asking.
Muhammad Attagave noreply. He

just said, “Do you have it?”

“Yes. And youwill needit.”
The imam’s hand, to Muhammad

Atta’s far from sympathetic gaze, looked
and sounded like the foreclaw ofa lobster
as it rattled up againstthe laminate ofhis
bedside table; the cupboard opened,

drawbridge-wise. The thing within ex-
actly resembled a half-empty sixteen-
ouncebottle ofVolvic.

“Take it, not on waking, but when
youfeelyour trial is near. Now. You were
kind enoughto say that you would de-
scribe your induction.”

Here was the quid pro quo: he
wanted tobetold aboutthe Sheikh.Just
then the imam abruptly tumedonto his
side, facing MuhammadAtta, andfor a
momenthisposture repulsively recalled
thatofa child starting to warm to a bed-
timestory. Butthis lurch was only part
ofa larger maneuverof the imam’s. He
edged himselfbackward and upward,so
that a few stray hairs, atleast, rested on
the pillow.
MuhammadAttahad unthinkingly

assumed,earlier on, that he would give
the imam reassuring, even an ideal-
ized,portrait ofthe Sheikh—thelong-
fingeredvisionary on the mountaintop
whoyet,in his humility and openness,
remained a simple warrior of God.
Nowhe recomposedhimself. Never
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“You remind meofmyself—you know—a while ago.”

in his life had he spoken his mind. The
smell of drugs wasparticularly strong
near theyellow sink, half'a yard from
his nose.

“I had several meetings with him,”
hesaid, “at the al Faruq camp,in Kan-
dahar. And at Tarnak Farms. Hecasts
thespell ofsuccess on you—that’s what
he does. Whenhetalks about the defeat
ofthe Russians . To hear him tell it,
it wasn’t the West that won the Cold
War.It was the Sheikh. But we badly
need thatspell, don’t we? The spell of
success.”

“Butthesuccessesare real. Andthisis
only the beginning.”

“His hopesofvictory depend,” Mu-
hammadAtta said,“on the active partic-
ipation ofthe superpower.”

“What superpower?”
“God. Hence thepresentcrisis.”
“Meaning?”
“Tt comesfrom religious hurt, don’t

you think? For centuries God has
forsaken the believers, and rewarded
the infidels. How doyou explain his
indifference?”

Orhis enmity, he thought, as heleft
the bedside and the ward. He consid-
ered,too,thatit could golike this, sub-
consciously, ofcourse:ifprayer and piety
hadfailed—had so clearly failed—thenit
might seem timeto change allegiance,
and summonupthe other powers.

 

A: Logan, he and Abdulaziz were
the only passengers at the carrou-

sel supposedly serving the commuter
flight from Portland. Andthe carrousel
was silent and motionless. Staring at a
carrousel with actual baggage going
aroundonit suddenly seemeda fairly
stimulating thing to do. Meanwhile,
the eels or stingrays in his head were
havinga fight to the deathin the area
just behindhis ears. Sometimesfor mo-
ments on end he could step back from
the pain and just Asten to it. This was
musicinits next evolutionary phase, be-
yondthe atonal. And herealized why
he had always hated music;all ofit,
even the most emollient melody, had
entered his mindas pain. Using every
reserve, he continued to stare at the
changeless slats of black rubber for an-
other thirty seconds, another minute,

then he turnedonhisheel, and Abdul-
aziz followed.

“Did youpack these bags yourself?”
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“What bags? AsI tookthetrouble to
explain...”

“Sir, your bags will be on our next
flight. 1 still needto ask the security ques-
tions, sir.”

Americans—thewaythey called you
“sir.” They mightas well becalling you
“bub.”

“Did youpack these bags yourself?”
Oh, the misery ofrecurrence,like the

hotelelevator doingits ancient curtsy on
every floor, like thealien hair on the soap
changingits shape through a succession
ofalphabets,like the (necessarily) mo-
notonousgonginginsidehis head.It had
occurred to him before that his condi-
tion, ifyou could call it that, was merely
the condition of boredom, unbounded
boredom,whereall time was dead time.
As if his whole life consisted ofanswer-
ing those samethree questions, saying
“Yes” and “Yes”and “No.”

“Anddid anyoneask youtocarryany-
thing for them?”

“Yes,” Muhammad Atta said. “Last
night, at the Lebanese restaurant, a

waiter asked us to take a heavy clock
radioto his cousin in Los Angeles.”

Hersmile was flat and brief. “That's
funny,” she said.

They madetheirway to Gate 32 and
thenretreated from it, into the mall.
With flip of the hand he told Abdu-
laziz to go andlookfor his countrymen.
MuhammadAtta took seat outside a
dormantcoffee shop and readied him-
self for thecall to Ziad. Ziad: the Bei-
ruti beach boy anddisco ghost, the tip-
pler and debauchee, now with his
exaltations and prostrations, his chant-
ing and wailing, his rocking and sway-
ing. .. To discountenance Ziad,to send
him to his death with a heartfull of
doubt: ¢his wasthe reason for the dele-
gation to Maine.

Back in Germany, once, Ziad had
said that the brides in the Garden
would be “madeoflight.” In bold con-
trast, then, to the darkness and heavi-
nessoftheir terrestrialsisters, in partic-
ular the heaviness and darkness of
Aysel Senguen—Ziad’s German Turk,
or Turkish German. Muhammad Atta
had seen Aysel only once(barelegs,
bare arms, bare hair), in the medical
bookstore in Hamburg, and he had not
forgotten her face. Ziad and Aysel
werehis control experimentforthelife
lived by sexual love; and for many

 

months the two of them had peopled
his insomnias. He knew that Aysel had
cometo Florida in January (and had
scandalously accompanied Ziad to the
flight school); he wasalso obscurely
movedby the fact that a letter to her
was Ziad!s last will and testament. And
he kept wondering howtheir bodies
conjoined, how she must open herself
up to him,with all her heaviness and
darkness. ... Muhammad Atta had
decided that romantic andreligious
ardor came from contiguousparts of
the humanbeing: the parts he didn’t
have. Yet Ziad, as the obliterator of
“law” (and the obliterator of United
93), was duly poised for mass murder.
Onlyroughly contiguous, then: Ziad
could saythat he wasdoingit for God,
and many would believe him, but he
couldn’t say that he was doingit for
love. He wasn’t doingit forlove,orfor
God. Hewas doingit for the core rea-
son,just like Muhammad Atta.

“All is well at Newark Liberty?”
“All is well. We're in thesterile area.

Did yousee your precious imam?”
“T did. And he gave methe water.”
“The water? Whatwater?”
“Theholywater,” Muhammad Atta

said with delectation, “from the Oasis.”
There wasa silence. “What doesit

do?” Ziad asked.
“Tt absolves you ofwhat the imam

called the ‘enormity,the atrocious crime,
Ziad,ofthe self-felony.”

‘There was anothersilence—butthat
wasn't quite true anymore. Muhammad
Atta thought that he might be getting
moreoutofthis conversation if there
hadn't been a mechanizedfloor-sweeper,
resembling a hovercraft, with an old man
onit, beeping andsnivelling around his
chair.

“Tm preparingtodrink the holywater
even as I speak.”

“Doesit comein a special bottle?”
“A crystal vial. God said, ‘All those

whohate melove and court death” You
see, Ziad, you are the trustee ofyour
body,notits owner. Godis its owner.”

“And the water?”
“Thewater is within meandpreserves

me for God.It’s a new technique—it
began in Palestine. Your hell will burn
with jet fuel for eternity. And eternity
never ends, Ziad—itnever even begins.
So there may be some delay before you
get those brides oflight. Perhaps you



should havesettled for your German
nudist. Goodbye, Ziad.”
He hungup,redialled, and had a

moreorless identical conversation with
Marwan, minusthe themeofAysel. In
the case of Marwan(the other half of
“architecture,” and just across the way,
now,at United), different consider-
ations obtained. The emphasisof their
rivalry was notjihadi ardor so much
asnihilistic insouciance. So the two of
them exchanged yawning boasts, in
code, about how low down,and at what
angle, they wouldstrike, and coolly
agreed that,if there were F-15s over
NewYork, they would crash their
planesinto thestreets. . . . Finally, du-
tifully, he called Hani (“arts”), the only
Saudipilot, with whom heshared no
history, and not much hatred. Muham-
mad Atta hopedthat he hadn’t deci-
sively undermined Ziad, who,afterall,
was a Saudi short (or two Saudis short,
ifyou discountedthe punklike Ahmed).
No. Hebelieved that he could safely
rely, at this point, on thefierce physics
ofthe peergroup.
A peer group piously competitive

aboutsuicide, he had concluded, was a
very powerful thing, and the West had
no equivalent to it. A peer group for
whomdeath was not death—andlifewas
notlife, either. Yet an inversion so ex-
treme, he thought, would quickly be-
comedecadent: hospitals, schools, nurs-
cries, old people’s homes. Transgression,
byits nature, was helter-skelter, and al-
ways boundtoescalate. And the thing
wouldstart to be overin a generation,as
everyoneslowly and incredulously intu-
ited it: the core reason.

Perhaps theclosest equivalent the
West couldfield was thefirefighters.
Muhammad Atta had studied architec-
ture and engineering. Thefire that
would be created by ten thousand gal-
lonsofjetfuel, he knew, could not be
fought: the steel frame of the tower
would buckle; the walls, which were not
intended to be weight-bearing, would
collapse, one ontoanother; and down it
wouldall come. Thefire could not be
fought—butthere wouldbefirefighters.
Theywerecalled the “bravest,” accu-
rately, in his view; and,as the bravest,
they took on a certain responsibility.
Thefirefighters were saying, every day,
Who's going to doit, if we don’t? If
the bravest don’t, whoelse is going to

risk deathtosave thelivesof strangers?
As hesat for another few moments on

the tin chair, as he watched the mall
awaken and comeinto commercial being,
filling up now with Americans and
American purpose and automatic self-
belief, hefelt he had timed it aboutright.
(Andhis face had timed it about right.)
Because he couldn't possibly survive an-
other dayof theall-inclusive detesta-
tion—ofthe pan-anathema. This feeling
had been his familiar since the age of
twelve orthirteen; it had come upon
him,like an illness without a symptom.
Cairo, Hamburg, even the winter dawn
over Kandahar: they hadall looked the
sameto him, Unreal mockery.
Muhammad Atta took the bottle

from his carry-on. The imamsaid it was
from Medina. He shrugged, and drank
the holy Volvic.

oarding began with first class. And,
ifMuhammad Atta ever found any-

thing funny, he might have smiled at
this: Wail and Waleed,the brothers,the
twosemiliterate yokels from the bad-
lands of the Yemeniborder, shuffling
off to their thrones—2Aand 2B. Then
business. He led. Abdulaziz, and Satam
followed.

Hehadn't evenreached his seatwhen
it hit him.It came with great purity of
address, replacing everythingelse in his
stretched sensorium. Evenhis headache,
while notactually takingits leave, imme-
diately stepped aside, almost with a
flourish, to accommodate the new guest.
Ttwas a feeling that had abandoned him
forever, he'd thought, four months ago—
but now it was back. With twinkly
promptitude, canned music flooded
forth: a standardballad, a flowery flute
with manytrills and graces. The breathy
refrainjoined the simmerofthe engines;
yetneither could drown the popping,the
groaning,the creaking, as of a dungeon
doorto an inner sanctum—the ungain-
sayable angerofhis bowels.

So nowhesat gripping the armrests of
8Das the coach passengers filed by. Why
did there haveto be so manyofthem,al-
ways another briefcase, anotherbackpack,
always another buzz cut, another white-
hair? . .. He waited,rose, and with gruel-
ling nonchalance, his buttocks clenched,
sauntered forward. All three toilets
claimed to be occupied. They were not
occupied, he knew. A frequent and in-  
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“Honey, you're home.”

quisitive traveller on American commer-
cial jets, Muhammad Atta knew that the
toilets were locked,like all the other toi-
lets (this was the practice on tight turn-
arounds), and would remain locked until
theplanelevelled out. Hepressed a flat
hand againstall three: again,the miseryof
recurrence, of duplication. Hetried, but

he couldn't abstain from brief flurry of
shoving and kicking andrattling. As he
returned to 8D hesawthat Abdulaziz was
looking at him, not with commiseration,
now,but with puzzled disappointment,
even turningin his seat to exchange a re-
sponsible frown with Satam.

Strapped in,Muhammad Atta man-
aged thefollowing series of thoughts.
You needed thebelief system,the ide-
ology, the ardor. Youhad to haveit.
Thecore reason was good enoughfor
the mind. Butit couldn’t carry the body.

Totheothers,herealized, hewas giv-
ing a detailed impersonation of a man
whohad losthis nerve. But he had not
lost his nerve. Even beforetheplane gave
its preliminaryjolt (like a polite cough of
introduction),hefelt the pull of it, with
relief, with recognition: the necessary
speed, the escape velocity he needed to
deliver him tohis journey’s end.

merican 11 pushed back from
Gate 32, Terminal B,at 7:40.

There was the captain and thefirst
officer; there were nine flight atten-
dants, and seventy-six passengers, ex-
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cluding Wail, Waleed, Satam, Abdul-
aziz, and Muhammad Atta. Ameri-
can 11 wasin theair at 7:59.
Now heobliged himselfto do what

he had always intended to do, during
the climb. He had a memory ready,
and a thought experiment. He wanted
to prepare himself for the opening
of female flesh; he wanted to pre-
pare himself for what would soon be
happeningtothe throat of the stew-
ardess—whomhecould sce, on her
jumpseat, head bowed low, with a
penin her handand clipboard on
herlap.

In 2000 his return ticket from Af-
ghanistan had put him on an Iberia
flight from the United Arab Emirates
to Madrid. Theplane hadjustlevelled
out when he became awareof an
altercation in the back of the cabin.
Swivellingin his seat, he saw that per-
hapsfifteenorsixteen men, turbanned
and white-robed, had crowdedinto
the aisle and were now onthefloor,
humpedin prayer. Youcould hear the
maleflight attendant’s monotonous
and defeated remonstrations as he
backed away. “Porfavor, seftores. Es ile-
gal. Senores, porfavor!” Minutes later
the captain came onthe P.A., saying
in Spanish, English, and Gulf Arabic
thatif the passengers didn’t return to
their seats he would mostcertainly re-
turn to Dubai. Then she appeared.
Even MuhammadAtta at once con-

ceded that here was the dark femalein
her most swinishly luxurious form:
tall, long-necked,herself streamlined
and aerodynamic, with hair like a
billboard for a chocolate sundae, and
all that flesh, damp and glowing as
if from fever or evenlust. She came
to a halt and gavea roll of the eyes
that took her wholehead withit, then
she surged forward with great scoop-
ing motions of her hands, bellowing,
“Vamosarriba, cono!” And the kneeling
men hadtopeer outat this seraph of
breast and haunch anduniformed power,
andstraighten up andscowl, and slowly
gropefortheir seats. Muhammad Atta
had felt only contempt for the men
bentover the patterned carpet, but he
would neverforget the faceofthe stew-
ardess—theface of cloudless entitle-
ment—and howbadlyhehadwanted to
hurt it.
And yet—no,it wasn’t going to

work. For him, the combination, up
close, was wholly unmanageable: the
combination ofwomenandblood. So
far, he thought,thisis the worst day of
mylife—provably the worstday. In his
head the weary fight between the
verminwasfinished; one was dying,
and wasnowbeingdisgustingly eaten
by the other. Andhis loins, between
them, were contriving for him some-
thing very close to the sensation of
anal rape. So far, this was the worst
day ofhis life. But then every day was
the worst day, because every day was
the mostrecentday, and the most de-
veloped, the most advanced (with all
thoseother days behindit) toward the
pan-anathema.

Theplane wasflattening out. He
waited for the order. This would be
given by the captain, when he turned
off the fasten-seatbelts sign.

‘ ‘e have some planes,” Muham-
mad Attasaidcoolly. “Just stay

quiet, andyou'll be O.K. We are return
ing to the airport. Nobody move. Every-
thing will be O.K. Ifyou try to make any
moves, you'll endanger yourselfand the
arplane, Just stay quiet.”

Hehad stepped through the region
ofinexpressible sordor, and gained the
cockpit. Here,in the grotto ofthe mad
clocksmith, was more cringing flesh
and more blood—but manageably
male. Now he disengaged the com-



puter and prepared to fly by direct
law.

It was 8:24, He laughedforthefirst
timesince childhood: he was in the At-
lantic ofthe sky, at the controls of the
biggest weaponin history.

At8:27 he madea grand counter-
clockwise semicircle, turning south.

At8:44 he began his descent.

he core reason wasof course all
the killing—all the putting to

death. Not the crew, not the passen-
gers, not the office workers in the

‘Twin Towers, notthe cleaners and the
caterers, not the men of the N.Y.P.D.

and the F.D.N.Y. Hewasthinking of
the war, the wars, the war cycles that
would flow from this day, He didn’t
believe in the Devil, as an active force,
but he didbelieve in death. Death, at
certain times, stopped movingatits
even pace and brokeinto a hungry,
lumbering run. Here was the primor-
dial secret. No longercloselyguarded—
nolongerwell kept. Killing wasdivine
delight. And your suicide wasjust a
part of the contribution you made—
the massive contribution to death. All
yourfrigidities andfutilities were re-
written, becoming swollen with mean-
ing. This was whatwaspossible when
you turned the tides oflife around,
whenyou ran with beasts, when you
flew with theflies.

irst, the lesser totems of Queens,
like a line of defense for the tute-

lary godlingsofthe island.
Whenhe cameclattering in over the

struts and slats ofManhattan, there it
was ahead ofhim and below him—the
thing whichis called World. Cross
streets, blocks,districts, shot out from
beneath the speed lines of the plane.
He wasglad that he wouldn't have to
plow downinto the city, and he even
felt love forit, forall its strivings and
couplings and sunderings. Andhefelt
no impulse to increase poweror to bank
or to strike even lower. It was reeling
him in. Now even the need to shitfelt
right and goodashis destination surged
toward him.

here are many accounts, uni-
formly incomplete, of whatit is

like to die slowly. But there is no in-
formationatall about whatit is like to

die suddenlyandviolently. Weare
being gentle when wedescribe such
deathsas instant. “The passengers
died instantly.” Did they? It may be
that some peoplecan doit, can die in-
stantly. Thevery old, becausethevital
powers are weak; the very young, be-
cause there is no greataccretion ofex-
perience needingto be scattered. Mu-
hammadAtta wasthirty-three. As for
him (and perhapsthis is true even in
cases ofvaporization, perhapsthis was
true even for the wall-shadows of
Japan), it took much longer than an
instant. By the timethelast second ar-
rived, the first second seemed asfar
awayas childhood.

American 11 struck at 8:46:40.
Muhammad Atta’s body was beyond
all healing by 8:46:41, but his mind,
his presence, needed timeto shutit-
self down. The physical torment—a
panic attack in every nerve, a riot of
the atoms—merelyitalicized thelast
shinings of his brain. They weren't
thoughts; they were morelike a series
of unignorable conclusions, imposed.
from without. Here wasthe hereafter,
after all; and here was the reckoning.
His mind groaned and fumbled with
an irreconcilability, a defeat, a self-

cancellation. Could he assemble the
argument?It follows—by definition—
ifand only if. And then the argument
assembled,all byitself... . The joy of
killingwas proportional to the value of
whatwas destroyed. But that value
was somethinga killer could neversee
and never gauge. And where was the
joy he thoughthe had felt—where was
that joy, thatitch, that paltry tingle?
Yes, how gravely he had underesti-
mated it. How very gravely he had
underestimatedlife. His own he had
hated, and had wished away; but see
howlongit was taking to absentit-
self—and with whathelpless grief
was he watchingit go, imperturbable
in its beauty andits power. Even ashis
flesh fried and his bloodboiled, there
waslife, kissing its fingertips. Thenit
echoed out, and ended.

n September11, 2001, he opened
his eyes at 4 A.M., in Portland,

Maine; and Muhammad Atta’s last
day began. #  
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A CRITIC AT LARGE

PLYMOUTH ROCKED
OfPilgrims, Puritans, andprofessors.

BY JILL LEPORE

amuel Eliot Morison, the last Har-
vard historian toride a horse to work,

liked to canter to Cambridgeonhis gray
gelding,tie it to a tree in the Yard, stuff
his saddlebags with papersto grade, and
trot back hometo his four-story brick
houseat the foot of Beacon Hill. “Ours
wasthe horsey end oftown,” he wrote of
the place where he was born,in 1887,
and died, in 1976. Morison has been
called the greatest American historian
ofthe twentieth century. With that,as
these thingsgo, not everyoneagrees. He
spentnearlyall his career at Harvard; he
entered as a freshmanin 1904, and re-
tired, an endowedprofessor, in 1955.

Summers he spentsailing: he loved noth-
ing so muchas the ocean. “Myfeeling
for thesea,” Morisonsaid, “is such that
writing aboutit is about as embarrass-
ing as makinga confession ofreligious
faith.”

Morison wrote morethanfifty books
and wontwo Pulitzer Prizes, but he is
probably best rememberedfor his biog-
raphyof Christopher Columbus, whose
voyages heretraced, in 1939 and 1940,

byyacht. Whentheresulting book was
published, in 1942, Franklin Delano
Roosevelt was so impressed that he
agreedto allow Morisontojoin the Navy
as whatwe might nowcall an “embedded
historian”: for the remainderofthe Sec-
ond World War, Lieutenant Comman-
der Morison foughtthe battles about
whichhelater spent twentyyears writ-
ing; the result, in fifteen dense,salt-
sprayed volumes, was “The History of
United States Naval Operations in World
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WarII.” Heleft the Navyin 1951,a rear
admiral.

Besidesthe sea, Morison wrote about
two thingsespecially well: Colonial New
Englandandhistorical writing.In a 1931
essaycalled “Those Misunderstood Pu-
ritans,” he fought hard against the notion
that“the fathers of New England” were
“somberkill-joys.” Morison blamedthis
mythontheVictorians, whocast the Pu-
ritansas prudesin orderthat they might
feel, by comparison, broad-minded. As
Morisonpointedout, with characteristic
clarity, relying on the nineteenth century
to understandtheseventeenthis a rather
grave chronological error. “Theright ap-
proachtothe Puritan founders ofNew
Englandishistorical, bywayofthe Mid-
dle Ages,” he explained. “They were,
broadly speaking, the Englishmen who
had accepted the Reformation without
the Renaissance.”

Reading Morison, you can almost
hear yourself agree with him, even when
you don’t. That was Morison’s gift. Ex-
cept that it wasn’t a gift. Morison cared
about writing, evangelically, but he had
to work hardatit, and herailed against
membersofhis profession who were
unwilling to exert the sameeffort. In a
twenty-five-cent pamphlet, “History as a
Literary Art: An Appeal to Young His-
torians,” printed in 1946, Morison com-

plained, “American historians,in their
eagernessto presentfacts and their laud-
able concern to tell the truth, have ne-
glected the literary aspects of their craft.
‘They haveforgotten thatthere is an art
ofwriting history.”

Theyhadforgotten,that is, an Amer-
ican literary tradition begunby“the ear-
liest colonial historians” and, aboveall,
by William Bradford, the governor and
first chronicler of the Plymouth planta-
tion. In 1620, Bradford crossed what he
called “the vast and furious ocean” on
board the Mayflower, a hundred-and-
cighty-ton, three-masted, square-rigged
merchantvessel, crampedberths filled
withfortyotherreligious dissenters who
wanted to separate from the Church
of England, and somesixtyratherless
pious passengers who werein search of
nothing so muchas adventure. Bradford
called these “profane” passengers “Strang-
ers,” but to modern sensibilities they
can feel more familiar than, say, Wil-
liam Brewster, who broughtalong a son
named Wrestling, short for “wrestling
with God.”

The colony that William Bradford
helped plant on the windswept western
shore of Cape Cod Bay wastiny, andit
shrank beforeit grew; by 1650,its popu-
lation had notyet reached a thousand.
Plymouth Colonywas Bradford's colony.
Between 1621and 1656, he was elected
governorevery year butfive. Passionate,
self-taught, and bold beyond measure,
Bradford wasthe one whocalled his peo-
ple Pilgrims. He wasalso a poet, though
nota very good one:

 

From myyears young in daysofyouth,
Goddid make knowntomehis truth,
And call’d mefrom mynative place
Forto enjoythe meansof grace.
In wilderness he didme guide,
andin strange lands for me provide.
Infears and wants, throughwealand woe,
A Pilgrimpassed to and fro.

Hewrotehis history, he said, “in a
plain style, with singular regard unto the
simple truthin all things.” He might
have been describing howhelived his
life. But he was more thanplain and
simple: he was contemplative. Cotton
Matherwrote of him, “He wasa person
for studyas well as action,” something
that might equally be said of Samuel
Eliot Morison, whoonce,interrupted at
his desk by the incessant barking of a
neighbor's dog, wentoutside andshotit.

Bradford began writinghis history in
1630, the year the Englishman John
Winthrop founded the Massachusetts
Bay Colony. Winthrop’s colonists are
more commonlycalled Puritans, because
they wanted to purify the Anglican
Church,butthe Pilgrims were Puritans, RI
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Generations ofhistorians havedrawnonthechronicles ofthefirstgreat colonialhistorian, Plymouth's Governor William Bradford. 



too—and “nobody more so,” as Morison
onceputit. The distinction between
Pilgrims and Puritansis a nineteenth-
century invention;in truth, their doctri-
nal differenceswere slight.Still, the rivalry
betweenthe twocolonieswas intense, and
to Plymouth’s disadvantage. By 1641,

morethan twenty thousandcolonists had
settled in Massachusetts, entirely dwarfing
the “Old Colony.” (In 1691, Plymouth
becamepart ofMassachusetts.)

GovernorBradford, in other words,
had more than barking dogsto distract
him:not just Winthrop’s colonists, to
the north, but Indians everywhere,pigs
run amok, and Quakers in RhodeIsland
taunting ministers in the pulpit. Try as
he might, Bradfordjust couldn'tfind the
timeto catch his past up with his pres-
ent. He died in 1657,at the age ofsixty-
seven,his history unfinished. Maybe be-
cause Bradford's history ends abruptly,
in 1647, most Americans’ sense ofwhat

happencdto the Pilgrims vaguelytrails
off, too, sometime after Massasoit, a
WampanoagIndian, taught them to
plant corn and joined them forthefirst
Thanksgiving, but long before Plym-
outh and those same Indians went to
war. In 1675, Massasoit’s son Metacom,

called King Philip by the English,
launched a war against Plymouth and,
eventually, against Massachusetts and
RhodeIsland and Connecticut, too.
The bloody carnage knownas King
Philip’s War nearly put an end to the
Puritan experiment.

Nathaniel Philbrick, in his new book,
“Mayflower: A Story of Courage, Com-
munity, and War” (Viking; $29.95),calls
William Bradford's history “the greatest
book written in seventeenth-century
America.” (Withthat,as these things go,
noteveryoneagrees,butin this case most
do.) Despiteits title, Philbrick’s book
isn’t really about the Mayflower. Roughly
halfofit covers Plymouth’s history up
until aboutthe time ofBradford's death;
theotherhalftells the story ofKing Phil-
ip’s War.

Ofthe Pilgrims’ perilous voyage in
1620, Philbrick writes beautifully: “For
sixty-five days, the Mayflower had
blundered her way through storms and
headwinds, her bottom a shaggy pelt of
seaweed and barnacles, her leaky decks
spewingsalt water onto her passengers’
devoted heads.” But the voyageis nearly
overby the end ofChapter1, ifnot soon
enough for Bradford's distressed wife,

 

 

     
The Vesparados   

 |_——____Olfa

Dorothy, whohadleft her three-year-
old son behind in Holland and who,in
sightof land,fell—or morelikely threw
herself—over the gunwales, and drowned.
And,unfortunately, by the time the Pil-
grimsgo ashore, readers have learned
more aboutthings like the Mayflower’s
soundingleads(“the deep-seaor‘dipsy’
lead, which weighed between forty and
one hundred pounds and was equipped
with 600 feet of line, and the smaller

‘hand-lead,just seven to fourteen pounds
with 120fect ofline”) than aboutits pas-
sengers’religious convictions (“A Puritan,
believed that everything happened for
areason”). It’s not that the ship doesn’t
matter. But with every swayandpitch of
its decks readersare lulled into believing
that the people on board, swaying and
pitching in winds we can feel, clutching
at ropes we can touch, werejust like us.
‘They were not.

Philbrick, a former all-American
sailor and Sunfish-racing champion who
lives on Nantucket,seems,atfirst glance,
to be following in Morison’s wake.
Wavesslosh throughall of his books,
whosetitles sound like the names of
sea chanties: “Sea of Glory,” “Away Off
Shore,” “Second Wind,” and “In the
Heart ofthe Sea,” the winnerofthe 2000
National Book Award for nonfiction.
Like Morison, he finds mosthistory
books written by professors a chore to
read, Trained as a journalist, Philbrick
onceexplained his decision to include a
bibliographic essay instead of footnotes
or references to works of scholarship in
his text: “I wanted to remove theschol-
arly apparatus that so often gets in the
wayoftheplotin academichistory.”

Sam Morison never met a footnote
hedidn’t like,but his relationship to aca-
demic historywas a complicated one. At
Harvard,hewas neither a natural teacher
nor a beloved one. Henever held office
hours, he made his students come to

class in coat andtie, and he refused to
teach Radcliffe girls (he considered them
frivolous). He liked to lecture in riding
breeches and,in later years, in his Navy
uniform. “Even before he became an
admiral,youfelt as though he were one
and you were a midshipman,” a former
student, the eminent Yale historian Ed-
mund Morgan, recalled.

But Morison believed, ardently, that
there was something aboutuniversity life
that mattered, that made people more
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honest, more accountable, andless likely
to get things wrong.In a 1948 review in
the Atlantic Monthly of a book bythe
historian Charles Beard, who hadleft
Columbiathirty years earlier to live on a
dairy farm, Morison suggested (pretty
cruelly, since Beard was on his death-
bed at the time) that Beard’s work had
suffered from his isolation: “Youget
morebacktalk even fromfreshmen than
from milch cows.”
Maybe if Nathaniel Philbrick had

had to answerto freshmen he might
havelearned to be a bit more skeptical
ofhis sources. Thefirst halfof his book
stars William Bradford,andrelies, ap-
propriately, on Bradford's history, or,
rather, on Samuel Eliot Morison’s in-
valuable edition of Bradford’s history.
So much did Morison admire Brad-
ford, so much did he despise the myth
of the Puritans, so much did he want
Americansto read better history, that
he spentfive years meticulously pre-
paring an edition of Bradford’s history
“that the ordinary reader might peruse
with pleasure as well as profit.” Work-
ing closely with his faithful secretary,
Antha Card, to whom he read Brad-
ford’s every word aloud, Morisonal-
tered the original's antiquatedspelling
andclearedthetext of notes andscrib-
bles madeby everyonefrom Bradford's
biographers to his descendants, ma-
terial that had been injudiciouslyin-
cluded, and mistakenly attributed to
Bradford himself, in earlier printed edi-
tions. Morisonapplied his magnifying
glass to everytrace of ink on the manu-
script’s pages. Whereearlier copyists
had Bradford concluding that“the light
here kindled hath shone to many,”
Morison pointedoutthat thelight ac-
tually shone “unto” many; a splotch that
looked as though Bradford had crossed
out the “un” turned out, on closer in-
spection, to be “merely an inadvertent
blot from the Governor's quill pen.”
Published in 1952 as “Of Plymouth
Plantation,” Morison’s definitive edi-
tion of Bradford is now in its twenty-
third printing.

ot long after Bradford’s death,
Massasoit died, too, and with

them endedaneraofuneasy peace. In-
heriting his father’s position in 1662,
Philip tried to halt English encroach-
ment. Whenthatfailed, he began pre-

paring for war. In January of 1675, a
Christian Indian named John Sassa-
mon warned Plymouth’s governor, Jo-
siah Winslow, of Philip's plans. Sas-
samon was soon found dead.In June,
Plymouthexecuted three of Philip’s
men for Sassamon’s murder. Within
days, Wampanoagshad begun attack-
ing English towns.

In proportion to population, King
Philip's War was oneofthe deadli-
est wars in American history. More
thanhalf ofall English settlements in
New England wereeither destroyed
or abandoned. Hundredsofcolonists
werekilled. ThousandsofIndians died;
those who survived,including Phil-
ip’s nine-year-old son, Massasoit’s
grandson, were loaded on ships and
sold into slavery. Because the conflict
was, for both sides, a holy war, it was
waged with staggering brutality. New
England’s Indians foughtto take their
land back from the Christians, mock-
ing their praying victims: “Whereis
Your O God?” One,having killed a
colonist, stuffed a Bible into his vic-

tim’s guttedbelly. Puritansinterpreted
such acts as a sign of God’s wrath, as
punishmentfor their descentinto sin-
fulness. Not only had they become, over
theyears, less piousthan thefirst gener-
ation ofsettlers; they had also failed to
convert the Indiansto Christianity. The
Boston minister Increase Matherasked,
“Whyshouldwe suppose that Godis not
offended with us, when his displeasure
is written, in such visible and bloody
Characters?”

Readingthose scarlet letters, Pu-
ritans concluded that God was com-
manding them to defeat their “heathen”
enemies by any meansnecessary. For
the English,all restraint in war, all no-
tions of “just conduct,” applied onlyto,
secular warfare; in a holy war, anything
goes. Ministers urged their congrega-
tions to “take, kill, burn, sink, destroy
all sin and Corruption, &C which are
professed enemies to Christ Jesus, and
notto pity or spare any of them.” Such
a policy, then as now,breeds nothing

if not merciless retaliation. As a Bos-
ton merchantreported to London,the
Indians, in town after town, tortured
and mutilated their victims,“either cut-
ting off the Head, ripping open the
Belly, or skulping the Head of Skin and
Hair, and hanging them upas Trophies;



wearing Men’s Fingers as Bracelets
abouttheir Necks, and Stripesof their
Skins which they dresse for Belts.”

In his recounting of the war, Phil-
brick places at center stage a militia
captain named Benjamin Church. Born
in Plymouth in 1639, Church fought
in manyof the war’s bloodiest engage-
ments. Among them wasthe “Great
SwampFight,” in December, 1675, in
which English forces killed thousands
of Narragansett women,children, and
old menhidingin a makeshift fort con-
structedfortheir protection in the mid-
dle ofa RhodeIsland swamp. Most died
after the English set the fort onfire.
(OneBoston poet wrote, “Here might
be heard an hideous Indian cry,/Of
wounded ones whoin the wigwams
fry.”) In August, 1676,after Philip was
shot, it was Church whoordered his

body drawn,quartered, and decapi-
tated, whereuponthe colony declared

a special day to give thanks to God for
their signal victory. Philip's head was
placed on top ofa stake in the middle
oftown, whereit remained,rotting, for

decades.
Philbrick explains the choice ofWil-

liam Bradford and Benjamin Church
as his two main characters this way:
“Bradford and Church could not have
been more different—onewas pious
and stalwart, the other was auda-
cious and proud—butboth wrote re-
vealingly abouttheir lives in the New
World. Together, they tell a fifty-
six-year intergenerational saga of dis-
covery, accommodation, community,
and war.” Here, Philbrick’s “May-
flower” runs aground.

‘Theproblem isthat Benjamin Church
did not write revealingly abouthislife
in the New World. Arguably, he didn’t
write aboutit at all. In 1716, a Bos-
tonprinter published a bookcalled “En-
tertaining Passagesrelating to Phil-
ip’s War . . . with some accountof the
Divine Providence towards Benjamin
Church.” Thetitle pagelists its au-
thor as Church’s forty-two-year-old
son, Thomas, whowasbarely a tod-
dler at the time of the war. In thetext,
too, Thomas is named asthe author,

although a brief preface allows that
Thomas, in drafting the manuscript,

consulted his father’s notes and that the
elder Church “had the perusal of” his
son's manuscript and found “nothing

amiss.” And whywould he? “Entertain-
ing Passages” paints Churchnotonly as
the hero ofevery battle he fought but
as the Puritans’voice of reason and re-
straint, as the man of conscience who
attempts, in vain,to halt every atrocity:
when his Moheganallies wantto tor-
menta captured Nipmuckwithfire and
knives, Church “interceded and pre-
vailed for his escaping torture”; in the
Great Swamp Fight, Church, badly
injured,valiantly hobbles to his com-
mandingofficer and begs him to stop
theattack,only to be rebuffed.

This as-told-to,after-the-fact mem-
oir is the single most unreliable account
of oneof the most well-documented
wars of the Colonial period. More than
four hundredletters written by eyewit-
nesses in 1675 and 1676 survive in New
Englandarchives, along with more than
twenty printed accounts, written as the
warwas happening, or veryshortly there-
after. But even though “Entertaining
Passages” was compiled forty years af-
ter King Philip’s War had ended and
maywell have been entirely written by
Church’s son (who,atthevery least, ed-
ited his father’s “notes” considerably),
Philbrick usesit withoutreservation or
caution. Like footnotes, these facts ap-
parently got in the way of Philbrick’s
plot. On the second-to-last page of
his book, he reluctantly concedes that
Churchis a “persona,” even as he in-
sists that “Church according to Church
is too brave, too cunning, and too good
to be true is beside the point.” Thisis
aboutas reasonable, andas indefensi-
ble, as writing a history of the Vietnam

Warthatrelies extensively and uncrit-
ically on an “autobiography” of John
Kerry written in 2013 byKerry's daugh-
ter Vanessa. As Samuel Eliot Morison
liked to say about such things, “Very
suspicious!”

If Morisoncared aboutprofessional
standards, he nonetheless held himself
well above the academic fray. He was
uninterested in historical debates, and
hated academic fashions: “Somewhere
along the assembly-line of their edu-
cation, students have had inserted in
them a boltcalled ‘points of view,’ se-
curedwith a nutcalled ‘trends,’ and they
imagine that the historian’s problem is
simply to compare points of view and
describe trends.It is not.” Although he
waselected president of the American  
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Historical Association,andduly served,
Morison almostnever attendedits meet-
ings. Whenhe did showup, he walked
through a crowded hotel mezzanine,

dazed academics parting before him
like the Red Sea. Reaching the end of
the room,he turned around, and walked
back, and then back and forth again.
friend cameup to him and asked,
“Sam, whatare you doing?” “Doing?”
Morison replied. “Doing! Why, what
do you think I’m doing? Mixing!”

Morison also complained—andthe
same complaint can be made today—
about whathecalled a “chain reaction
ofdullness”: professors who write “dull,
solid, valuable monographs”train grad-
uate students to write dull, solid, valu-
able monographsand,before you know
it, the only history Americansare read-
ing is written by journalists. Morison
didn’t resent this—to the contrary, he
urged his students to learn from the
best journalists, and the best novelists,
too—butit worried him. At onetime,
he found himself in sympathy with Or-
wellian calls by members of the Ameri-
can Historical Association to have his-
torianslicensed,like doctors, and subject
to grand-jury prosecution for “misstate-
mentsofthetruth.”

History isn’t brain surgery. Even
whenit’s donepoorly,it’s notfatal.
Still, it can knock you down. Philbrick
rests his argument,or, rather, the arc
of his plot, on his reading of Benja-
min Church. “The great mystery ofthis
story,” Philbrick writes, “is how Amer-
ica emerged from theterrible darkness
of King Philip’s War to becomethe
United States.” The answer? Church.
“Outof the annealing flame of one of
the most horrendouswars ever fought
in North America,” Philbrick writes,
“he forged an identity that waspart Pil-
grim, part mariner, part Indian,andal-
together his own.” Church, for Phil-
brick, is the ur-American, the ancestor
of everyone “from Daniel Boone to
Davy Crockett to Natty Bumppo to
Rambo.” He goes further: by believ-
ing that “success in war was about co-
ercion rather than slaughter,” Phil-
brick argues, Church “anticipated the
welcoming, transformative beast that
eventually became—once the Declara-
tion ofIndependence andthe Constitu-
tion were in place—the United States.”

Is this the same Benjamin Church
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who,theyear beforehefell offhis horse
and died,a battle-weary“old soldier,”
had his son puttogethera historyrecall-
inghis glory days as a reluctant and prin-
cipled Indian fighter by wayofboth en-
hancing his reputation and reconciling
himselfto awar that many Puritan New
Englanders,like him,hadsince cometo
feel bad about? In him we sce the birth
ofa nation? Theregret, in “Entertain-
ing Passages,” breaks your heart. It
was meantto. Butit is evidence of re-
morse, notofrestraint (and, even if it
were, whatrestraint has to do with de-

claring American independenceis be-
wilderingly unclear), In one chapter,
Thomas Churchtells the story ofhis
father finding an old Indian man in the
woods,after the war’s end:

 

The Captain asked his name,he replied,
Conscience. Conscience, said the Captain,
smiling, then the war1s over; for that was
whatthey were searchingfor, it being much
wanted.

This, of course, is an allegory, not
an experience. It is Church, father and
son, abdicating the slaughter, four de-
cadesafter it wasall over.It reveals a
great deal about how New Englanders
rememberedthe war,butit’s about the
shoddiest evidence you can think of for
telling the story of how they wagedit,
and a hopelessly leaky boat in which to
try to sail to 1776.

Thosepoor, misunderstood Puri-
tans. Timestill moves forward, not
backward, andrelying on the eighteenth
centuryto understand the seventeenth
is still a grave chronological error. “The
placeof the Pilgrim Fathers in Ameri-
can history can bestbe stated by a par-
adox,” Morison wrote. “Ofslight im-
portancein their own time, theyare of
great and increasing significance in our
time.” To them we look,in vain, to see

ourselves.
Readers today would find the way

that Morison writes about King Philip's
War, andespecially about Indians, dis~
tressingat best. In his 1956 book, “The
Story of the Old Colony,” Morison
boasted, “Whenever there was trouble
with the Indians, Plymouth men were
upin front, shooting!” Buteven if he
never fathomed New England’s Algon-
quians, and neverreally tried to, Mori-
son madeclosestudyofpeoplelike Wil-
liam Bradford, placing him,as best he
could,in his proper time andplace. In

  

preparing “Of Plymouth Plantation,”
Morisoncrafted an edition that would
be,as he putit, “modern (nf modern-
ized).” It would not do, Morison knew,
to try to update William Bradford. Bet-
ter to understand him “by way of the
Middle Ages.” Morison wrote with
grace andeloquenceofthe vast gulfsep-
arating seventeenth-century New Eng-
landers from himself. “The ways ofthe
puritansare not my ways,andtheirfaith
is not myfaith,” he confessed. “Never-
theless they appear to mea courageous,
humane,brave, andsignificantpeople.”

Forall his ambivalence about aca-
demic history, Morison wasfirst and
foremosta scholar. (During oneof the
nation’s many boutsofanti-intellectual
insanity, Morison,ofall people, wastar-
geted;in theearly fifties, just after he re-
tired from the Navy, he waslabelled a
“Harvard Red-ucator”andlisted among
Harvard’s Communist-sympathizing
“Egotistical, Arrogant Eggheads.”) Yet,
just after Morison’s death,a colleague,
Bernard Bailyn, observed, “Thereis no
‘Morison school.’” Because he wrote
moreforthe public than forhis fellow-
historians, Morison has few academic
disciples today, and,if the chain reac-
tion of dullness continues unbroken,
Morisonis as much to blameas any-
body. Butit could be argued that there
has been a sea change: there nowis a
School of Morison,a schoolofhistory
writers who are not professors, notall
ofwhom care as much as Morison did
aboutcontext and argumentand,above
all, evidence.

In 1716, Benjamin Church,or at
least his son Thomas, looked back at
King Philip's War and decided thatit
waspossible to be both victorious and
virtuousin the kind ofwar thecolonists
had foughtagainst the Indians—a peo-
ple at a vast technological disadvantage,
fighting a holy war, with almost noth-
ingleft to lose. But it wasn’t possible.
Atleast, nothingin the evidence from
1675 and 1676 suggests that it was.
Andpretending that Benjamin Church
found “Conscience” in the woods of
Plymouthin that winter ofwar, rather

than understanding why,forty years
later, he came to wish he had, doesn’t
makeit any more possible today. The
ways of the Puritans are not our ways,
their faith is not our faith. And their
wars are not ourwars. #
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Throughthe Pillars of Herakles, by
Duane W. Roller (Routledge; $100). There
is no wordinclassical Greek or Latin
that exactly matches our sense of “ex-
ploring,” Roller says, but he thinks that
ancientexploration beyond the Med-
iterranean has been underestimated. By
the endofthe fourth century B.C., the
Greeks had sailed asfar south as Zanzi-
bar andasfar north as Iceland (Rollers
persuasive identification of the land of
Thule, discovered by Pytheas). Much
of Roller’s work involves piecing to-
gether the evidenceofcoastline descrip-
tions known as periploci. He is wryly
awareofthe unreliability ofmanyclaims,
someof which madeeven the writers
oflater antiquity incredulous. The ex-
plorer Magosaid that he had circum-
navigated Africa, but, Roller notes, “if
this is the same person whoclaimed to
have crossed the Sahara three times
without drinking water,his veracity can
hardly be presumed.”

Pilgrimages, byJohn Ure (Carroll &
Graf; $15.95). Ure arguesthat although
the medieval Church did not consider
wanderlust an acceptable motive for
pilgrimage, the journeys made by the
faithful gaverise to a booming tourist
industry. Travellers boughtsaintly figu-
rinesas souvenirs and guidebooks warn-
ing them oftreacherousroutes, fetid
streams, and inefficaciousrelics. (Com-
petitive shrine-keepers often maligned
the authenticity ofrival sites.) Ure’s
book spans thirteen centuries—from
the birth of the trend, after Constan-
tine’s conversion to Christianity,in 312,
to John Bunyan’sallegorical “The Pil-
grim’s Progress,” in the seventeenth
century, by which time pilgrimage had
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become,in the wordsofSir Walter Ra-
leigh,“an interiorjourney.” The author,
aretired British diplomat,favors an an-
ecdotal—indeed, sometimes garru-
lous—approach, and appendsan epi-
logue of his own pilgrimages.

Trickster Travels, by Natalie Zemon
Davis (Hill& Wang; $30). In 1518, al-
Hasan al-Wazzan,a diplomat of the
Sultan of Fez, was kidnapped in the
Mediterraneanby pirates, who brought
him to Pope Leo X. Al-Wazzan had
travelled extensively in Africa, and was
able to providefirsthand intelligence on
the geographyandpolitics ofthe infidel
region. Leo Africanus, as he became
known,remained in Rome for the next
nine years, converted from Islam to
Christianity (he was baptized by the
Pope himself), and compiled his “De-
scription ofAfrica,” a collection oflearn-
ing, hearsay, and personal anecdote that
shaped European ideas about Africa for
centuries. Few facts exist to illuminate
Leo's actual life in Rome, but Davis fills
usin on the scholars with whom he may
have conversed andthesocial mores to
which he would have hadto adjust,
arriving at a portrait of “a man with a
doublevision,” straddling two warring
cultures.

Eat, Pray, Love, Ay Elizabeth Gilbert
(Viking; $24.95). At the age ofthirty-
one, Gilbert moved with her husband to
the suburbs ofNewYorkand began try-
ing to get pregnant,onlyto realize that
she wanted neither a child nor a hus-
band. Three yearslater, after a pro-
tracteddivorce, she embarked on a year-
longtrip of recovery, with three main
stops: Rome,for pleasure (mostly gusta-
tory, with a special emphasis on gelato);
an ashram outside ofMumbai,for spir-
itual searching; and Bali, for “balancing.”
‘These destinations areall on the beaten
track, but Gilbert's exuberance and her
self-deprecating humorenliven the pro-
ceedings:recalling thefirst time she at-
tempted to speak directly to God, she
says, “It wasall I could do to stop myself
from saying, Te always been a big fan
ofyour work.”  
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LIFE IN VENICE
ThecolorfulPaolo Veronese.

BY PETER SCHJELDAHL

 

Veronese’s “The Choice Between Virtue andVice,” circa 1565.

here is a sacred text for those of us
(a happy few,but always recruiting)

whoare crazy aboutthe paintings ofPaolo
Veronese, five ofwhich have been brought
togetherin the Oval Room ofthe Frick
Collection to form tiny, luscious show,
rather dauntinglytitled “Veronese’s Alle-
gories: Virtue, Love, and Exploration in
Renaissance Venice.” Thetext is a pas-
sage from John Ruskin’s autobiography,
“Praeterita,” thatrelates the greatcritic’s
life-changing experience on a Sundayin
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‘Turin in 1858. A duteousobserverofthe
Sabbath, he had attended service of an
old, proto-Protestantsect, the Waldensi-
ans, where the preacher, “a somewhat

stuntedfigure in a plain blackcoat,” ser-
monized “on the wickedness of the wide
world” and “on the exclusive favour with
God”of his sparse congregation. “Myself
neither cheered norgreatly alarmed by
this doctrine,” Ruskin wrote,heleft the
chapel and wentto the municipal gallery,
where in one room a Veronese, “Solomon

and the Queen ofSheba’—the queen and
herretinuearrivebearing gifts, the most
delectable of which may be the queen
herself—“glowedinfull afternoonlight.”
Ashe looked at the painting, he heard,
through the open windows, “swells and
falls” of a military band that “seemed to
me more devotional,in their perfect art,
tune,anddiscipline, than anythingI re-
membered of evangelical hymns. And as
theperfect colour and soundgradually as-
serted theirpower on me,they seemed fi-
nally to fasten meinthe old article ofJew-
ish faith, that things done delightfully and
rightly were always doneby the help and
in the Spirit of God.” On “that day, my
evangelical beliefs were put away, to be
debated ofno more.” Ina letter toa friend,
Ruskin concluded from the event that
“to be a first-rate painter, you mustn't be
pious—butrathera little wicked and en-
tirely a man ofthe world.” He thus gave
himself over to a principled aestheticism
that throughhis influence(onhis student
Oscar Wilde, for one) would inform the
substitute religions ofmodernart.

Whywas the Mannerist Veronese the
agentofRuskin’s “unconversion,” and not
an earlier, superior Venetian, such as
Bellini or Giorgione,or really any para-
gon of painting—Rembrandtor Ve-
lézquez? You mightas well ask why the
operative music was somethingcrisp and
demotic rather than something by Mo-
zart. The answeris that Ruskin’s mind
would havebeentooactively engaged to
incubate an epiphany. The work of no
other majorpainter, perhaps until Ma-
tisse, is more intelligent,in and as paint-
ing, while makingless appeal to intelli-
gence,in and as anything else. Noris
Veronese expressive in the bravuraway of
his contemporaryTintoretto. Like band
music,his art is at oncestrict and stir-
ring—tigorous inservice to having fun.
Thekey is color,which Veroneseexalts as
an endinitself—serenely, without the
rhetorical sizzle of Titian or the swooni-
ness ofRaphael. Hardly anyone appreci-
ates Veronese right away. It’s not a mat-
ter of acquiredtaste, exactly, but of taste
awakenedto therarity of'a sensation both
simple and unfathomably subtle. You Z
muststop thinking and agree to just be- §
lieve your eyes. Ruskin got it only when §
the painter George Richmondshocked &
him by contrasting a “true” Veronese with =
a “violently conventional” Rubens. Ruskin &
wrote, “In what way true?’ I asked,still 8

 



not understanding. ‘Well,’ said Rich-
mond, ‘compare the pure shadows on the
flesh, in Veronese, andits clear edge, with
Rubens’s ochre and vermillion, and out-
lineofasphalt.’ .. From that moment,I
saw what was meant by Venetian color.”
Veronese’s shadingsare variants of the
huesthey inflect, and his contours aren't
so much boundaries of form as sinuous
frontiers where paint changescolor. Look
especially at his renderingsoffabric,like
visual concerts of a sonorous, mindful
brush. Clothes, in Veronese, are sexier
than nudity.

Grandlyinstalled in oneof the loveli-
est museum galleries in the world, the
show'sfive paintings are all the Veronese
allegoriesto be found in American collec-
tions: the Frick’s own “The Choice Be-
tween Virtue and Vice” and “Wisdom
and Strength”; “Venus and Mars United
by Love,” from the Metropolitan; and,
from the Los Angeles County Museum
ofArt, “Allegory of Navigation with an
Astrolabe” and “Allegory of Navigation
with a Cross-Staff.” A catalogue by the
Frick’s Xavier F, Salomonsorts out the
works’ murky provenances—tentatively
dating four ofthem to circa 1565, when
the painter favoredbrilliant coloration,
andtherelatively muted “Venus and
Mars”to thefifteen-seventies—andre-
latestheir allegorical programs. The latter
task is onerous,like explaining jokes; but
it arrives at hints of how slyly Veronese
played onstandard themes. “The Choice”
dramatizes a gentleman’s escape from
sensual Vice (who has bloodily clawed
oneofhis legs—somechoice!) into the
armsofaugust,belaurelled Virtue. “Wis-
dom’isawoman in heavenlylight flanked
byaskulking Hercules, with earthly riches
at herfeet;it is inscribed “Omnia Vani-
tas.” In the sheerly erotic “Venus and
Mars,” a winged Cupid ties together, with
apinkribbon,thelegs ofthe nakedlactat-
ing goddess andtheclothed he-man god.
In thetall Los Angeles paintings, which
are probablyfrom a decorative suite cele-
brating Venice’s nautical prowess, heroic
male figures clutch the eponymousinstru-
ments. These last two are minor works,
but wonderful in their way—recalling a
remark by Eugéne Delacroix that,unlike
Titian, Veronese has no“pretensions to
making a masterpieceofeach picture.. . .
‘That apparentcarelessnessas to details
which gives so much simplicity, is due to
the habitofdecorating.”

 

Paolo Veronesewas born in Verona in
1528;the surnameofhis father, a stone-
cutter,is unknown. He cameby his splen-
did nonchalance earlyon, as a specialistin
decorative frescoes (most now lost), in-
cluding one ina villa by Palladio. In 1555,
hesettled in Venice and adopted the
namePaolo Caliari. Staggeringly prolific,
he workedfast, filling in drawn designs
with a compendiouspalette of ultrama-
rine andpaleblues, silvery whites, pinks
and oranges, lemon yellows, and greens,
including the bright and tender shade,
cherished by Impressionists, which is
named for him. (A few pigments have,
sadly, decayed: a broad passage oforpi-
mentyellow and realgar red-orange in
the “Astrolabe” picture is a chalky ruin.)
Then heoverlaid simmering shadows
and lambenthighlights. His way with
figuresis rounded and sculptural. Indeed,
the somewhat awkward-looking Hercu-
Jes and Mars in this show faithfully quote
particular ancientsculptures, with a droll
montageeffect rather like that of the
appropriated figures in Manet’s “Le
Déjeunersur PHerbe.” (His waywith ac-
tual people, in portraits, betrays a weak
suit; the last thing that interested Ve-
ronese was psychology.) Conjoined with
seductive color, the physicality ofhis style
draws youinto the rumpusofthe pictures,
to jounce aroundin imagined, amiable
horseplay.

Veronese’s wit is documented in the
only surviving anecdote about him. Haled
before the Inquisition in 1573 for popu-
lating a vast painting of the Last Supper
with “buffoons, drunkards, Germans,
dwarfs, and similar vulgarities,” in the
words ofan infuriatedjudge, he hazarded
arange ofapologies. At onepointhe said,
“T fill up thespace,and that’s why the odd
figure too manyhas slipped in.” At an-
other, helaid claim, for painters, to “the
samelicense the poets and jesters take.”
Orderedto correct the work at his own
expense, he did so—by changingitstitle
to “Feast in the House of Levi.” (It’s a
blockbuster entertainment at the Acca-
demia.) Plainly, in Venice,the value ofart
rivaled thatoforthodoxy. readilybelieve
the account, in Tim Hilton’s monumen-
tal biographyof Ruskin,ofhow thecritic
madea nuisance ofhimselfat a séancein
spiritualism-mad London: “He did not
wantto hear from his grandmother; he
wished to summonthespirit of Paolo
Veronese.” ¢  
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THE THEATRE

STARDUST
Jokn Guare on ambition anddelusion.

BY HILTON ALS

he late film and stage artist Bob
Fosse was the best director John

Guare never had. In Fosse’s last four
movies—“Cabaret” (1972), “Lenny”
(1974), “All That Jazz” (1979), and
“Star 80” (1983)—we have whatis per-
haps America’s most powerful and en-
during indictmentof show business
and the hazards ofthe flesh. In these

Minnelli), for instance, pays little mind
to the blood beingspilled across the
cobblestonesofHitler’s Berlin;it’s more
importantto herthat she makeitto the
Kit Kat Klub to sing “Cabaret” for her
audience of the living dead. And you
get the sense that, likewise, Fosse’s
Lenny Bruce (Dustin Hoffman) cares
less aboutfighting forfree speech inall

 

PaulSpars ILili Taylor, andSherieRene Scott in ‘Landscape ofthe Body.”

films, Fosse, a former dancer, spoke
from the performer’s perspective, a van-
tage pointoftorn ligaments and absurd
hope. His various Pierrot-like protago-
nists are virtually untouchedby the sour
breath ofrealityuntil the true disasters
ofsociety overtake them and threaten
to become the bigger drama,the grander
spectacle. Fosse’s Sally Bowles (Liza
(74, THE NEW YORKER, APRIL 24, 2006

thosebland, fluorescent-lit courtrooms
than he does about competing with his
lawyers forcenter stage.

In John Guare’s most distinguished
works, the main characters are similarly
shutoff from the world atlarge, while
remainingfully engaged by the dramain
their own heads. They are theatricalized
creations—all cleavage and feathers,

with a good dose of Puritan horror at
the reckless and ruthless self-exposure
that their hearts and minds lead them
to. Guare’s characters, however, unlike
Fosse’s, are often hemmedin by a sense
offamilial responsibility as well. From
Guare’s 1971play, “The House of Blue
Leaves”:

Artie:I give up six months of mylife
taking care of you and one morning I wake
up and you're gone and all yougotonis a
nightgown and yourbare feet—the corns of
yourbarefeet forslippers. Andit’s snowing
out, snowing blizzard, and you're outin
it. Twenty-four hours you’re gone and the
police are up here and long since gone and
you’re being broadcasted for in thirteen
states all covered with snow—and I look
outthat window andI see a gray smudgein
a nightgown standing on the edge of the
roof over there—in a snowbank and [’'m
praying to God and I runoutofthis place,
acrossthestreet. And I grab you down and
you're so cold,your nightgowncuts into me
like glass breaking. . . . You stay out twenty-
four hours in a blizzard ... and I get the
pneumonia.

Artie Shaughnessy, a voluntary martyr,
has carved his owncross to bear. Mar-
ried to the loony, medicated, glamour-
sucking Bananas, andin love with his
controlling mistress, Bunny,heis a mid-
dle-aged zookeeper andwould-be song-
writer whosits at his upright piano in
Queens with sad-eyed patience. His
stigmata define him. He wouldn't know
whohe was without his accumulated
burdens. (Guare’s father also lived
in Queens and dreamedof writing
songs.) Anditis precisely this kind of
pathos—or, more specifically, the
choice that must be made between the
life of a working artist and the much
safer role of a long-term sufferer—
which makes Guare’s characters reso-
nate sostrongly. In his plays, dreams
ofartistic success are snares, but so is
living a life that could be considered
“normal.”

Art grows outoflies, of course, and
Guare—heis a playwright down to his
bones, one who writes well-cadenced,
dense lines and speeches meantto show-
case actors—has a master’s command of
how to dramatize lying.In his play “Six
Degreesof Separation”(1990), a young
black con man namedPaul claimsto
be the son of a famousactor in order
to gain entrée into a world of upper-
class whites. For awhile,he delights his 2
hostswith more than his good looks: he &
tells the truth aboutthe fiction-makers 2



ofthe world. “Myfather, beingan actor,
has noreal identity,” he says. “He has
nolife—he has no memory—only the
scripts producers send him in the mail
through his agents.” Guare suggests
here,andin his astonishing play“Land-
scapeofthe Body” (1977), that making
ourselves up as we goalongis the only
social contract we can honorin our
show-biz-blitzed, invented, godless
world.

The Signature Theatre Company's
unevenyetfascinatingrevivalof“Land-
scape ofthe Body”(at the Peter Norton
Space) openswith Betty Yearn (Lili
Taylor) sitting on the deck ofa ferry,
heading to Nantucket. Dressed in a
trenchcoat anda bright-colored head
scarf, Betty is writing notes and put-
ting them in bottles, which she then
drops overboard intothe sea. She wants
to tell the truth aboutherlife, some-
how,and she imagines that her mes-
sageswill eventually reach someone she
doesn’t know.A man wearing a Groucho
Marx-like disguise (Paul Sparks) ap-
proaches. To engage her in conversa-
tion, he points outthe sights. “That's
the Kennedy compoundoverthere,” he
tells her. “That house is Teddy Kenne-
dy’s.” ButBetty hasnointerest in what
this man has to say. And, besides, she
knowswho heis underhis ridiculous
disguise: Captain Marvin Holahan,the
cigarette-smoking, noir-talking detec-
tive who wantstonail her for the mur-
der of her teen-age son, Bert(the fine
Stephen Scott Scarpulla). Whipping off
his disguise, Holahancarries us, in a
flashback, to an interrogation room,
wherehis questioningreveals that Betty
is no Whitman’s Sampler of a mom.
She has appearedin a number ofporno
flicks. But has she? Herdeadsister, Ro-
salie (Sherie Rene Scott), enters the
room. Dressed in white and looking
like a vision, she stares out at the audi-
ence and begins to sing aboutherlife,
andhersister's life, with the haunted
force of memory. Thus Guare estab-
lishes his theme: the melodyof exis-
tence, performed with the delusional
drive of characters from a dime-store
novel.

Theplayjumps through time. Fur-
ther flashbacks show Betty and Bert
comingto New Yorktotry to take Ro-
salie to Maine, where she and Betty
grew up and wherelife was simpler. In

Manhattan, Rosalie, an aspiring per-
former, has become dangerously en-
tangled with a dress-wearing hustler
named Raulito (the superb Bernard

White). But, after Rosalieis killed by
a collision with a cyclist on Hudson
Street, Betty feels compelled to take
overandlive hersister’s life. She wants
to redeem Rosalie’s soiled ghost—ei-
ther that or endup just like her. Using
nearly every form available to him—
vaudeville sketches, standup comedy,
cabaret, straight drama, melodrama,
and cheesy movie conventions—Guare
mines theidea of the double, and of
the doubleness that death forces on us:
whena loved onedies, we die, too. The
dramathat runs throughthe show’s
funnybits isn’t funnyat all. Despite her
travails, Rosalie was an artist. Betty
isn’t. Butshestill wantsto express some-
thing ofherself, evenif only through
messagesin a bottle.

In Taylor and Scott, the play’s
prolific director, Michael Greif, has
chosen two larger-than-life, exception
allyintelligent, Fosse-like actresses—
which is appropriate, considering that
this is Guare’s most Fosse-likeplay.
(You could argue that “Landscape,”
with its mixture offormsandits exam-
ination of the nature of death and of
performance, influenced Fosse’s epic
memory film “All That Jazz.”) With
their beautifully pronounced, uncon-
ventional features and their burning
desire to be the best, both Taylor and
Scott work close to the edgeoftheir
characters’ respectiverealities. Scott,
with her long legs and her Dorothy
McGuirestare,will remind you of the
firstwomanyoueverfell in love with—
youcan smell the stardust and the Jean
Naté whenevershe enters or exits the
stage. Taylor exposes us to her various
lost selves with a similar pocticism.
Andboth actresses succeed, spectacu-
larly,in makingus see what Guaresees
in these women:thebrutal truth be-
hind the gossamer, the underpinnings.
ofthe actor’s soul. #
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MUSICAL EVENTS

BIRTH
A new operafrom the Finnish composerKaija Saariaho.

BY ALEX ROSS

Ki Saariaho, whose newopera,
“Adriana Mater,” had its premiere in

Paris earlier this month,once said that she
likes to explore the boundary between
music and noise. Manyofherlarge-scale
works, “Adriana” included, begin with a
great, heaving expanseof intermingled
timbres,like a landscape turned molten,

oran ocean boiling. Instruments cry out
at high or low extremes;pitches are bent
or broken apart; violins are bowed with
suchintensity that they groan; flutes are
blown until they emit an asthmatic rasp.
It’s the kind ofsound that boxestheears
and maxes out the brain; information
pours in onall frequencies. But Saariaho
is something other thana sonicterrorist
out to shock whatever remains of the
bourgeoisie. She makes her eruptions of
noise seem like natural phenomena, the
aftermath of someseismic break. Shapes
emerge from the chaos, and the shapes
begin to sing. Thelatter sections of her
pieces often bring apparitions ofrare,pure
beauty—plain intervals that soundlike
harmony reborn,liminal melodies that
disappear the momentthey are heard.
‘Theyare like the wildflowers that bloom
in Death Valley, their colors intensified by
the nothingness around them.

Saariaho, whois fifty-three, has had a
fascinating careertrajectory, movingftom
the hothouses of the European avant-
garde into somethinglike the cultural
mainstream. Shewas part ofaridiculously
gifted class ofFinnish music students that
included the composer MagnusLindberg
and the composer-conductor Esa~Pekka
Salonen (wholed the “Adriana” pre-
miére). She hasbeen living in Paris since
1982, and from the start her music has
been marked byideas that have been cir-
culating in French music for several de-
cades: the derivation ofmelody and har-
monyfrom overtones, and the blending
ofinstrumental andelectronic timbres,
Shehas long beenassociated with IRCAM,
the electronic-musicinstitute that was
foundedbyPierre Boulez, in 1977. (New
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Yorkers will have a chance to hear
IRCAM'’sgadgetry in a mini-festival at Co-
lumbia University on May 6th and 7th.)

Saariaho’s chief French models were
‘Tristan Murail and Gérard Grisey, who,
in the nineteen-seventies, developed a
compositional process that came to be
called “spectralism.” Byway ofcomputers,
they analyzed the overtones that accom-
pany any resonating tone—say, a low E
ona trombone. They thentried to cap-
ture that spectrum oftone color in novel
formsthat unfolded in shimmeringwaves.
‘Theresulting music soundsexotic onfirst
encounter, butits foundationin acousti-
cal reality gives it a certain “rightness,” in
contrast to previous compositional sys-
tems, such as twelve-tone technique,
which imposed alternate realities on un-
willing audiences. Afterall, the lower end
ofthe overtoneseries supplies the build-
ing blocks ofWestern music—theoctave,

the fourth, the fifth, the major third.
Seminal spectralist works, such as Mu-
rail’s orchestral piece “Gondwana” and
Grisey’s evening-length instrumental
cycle “Les Espaces Acoustiques,” have
epiphanic moments in which grand har-
moniescoalesce from the ether—the same
effects of emergence thatare central to
Saariaho’s aesthetic.

Composers who have taken inspira~
tion from spectralist methods—among
them Saariaho,Julian Anderson, Georg
Friedrich Haas, and the late Claude
Vivier—aren’t tune-happypopulists by
any means. Butthey have brought a new
sensuousness to European music. In
place ofthe spastic gesturing thatwas de
rigueur during the Cold War era, their
work often unfolds in meditative, deep-
breathing lines. While spectralist music
would hardlyserve as the soundtrack to a
yoga session, it does have the capacity to
generate a state ofeerie calm. In a way,it
is the European counterpart to American
minimalism,which,backin the nineteen-
sixties, returned emphatically to musical
ABCs.It wasinteresting that while Sa-

lonen was rehearsing “Adriana Mater” in
Paris, his homeorchestra, the LosAnge-
les Philharmonic, was mountinga festi-
val of minimalist music. Perhaps a new
lingua franca is emerging, onethat re-
unitesa fractured compositional scene.
Thetitle ofMurail’s “Gondwana,”after
all, suggests a vision of music as a single
giantcontinent.

Srrshe never imaginedherself an
opera composer. But,after secing

Messiaen’s monumental sacred opera
“St. Francis ofAssisi” at the Salzburg Fes-
tival in 1992,she realized that she could
engage the genre as slow-movingritual
rather than as event-packed drama. Eight
years later, her first opera, “L’Amour de

Loin,” or “The Distant Love,” was un-
veiled at Salzburg. It is based ona libretto
by the Lebanese novelist Amin Maalouf,
who,like the composer,is a longtime
Paris resident. Thestory has the simple
powerof an ancienttale, whichit is: Jau-
fré, a twelfth-century troubadour,falls in
love with the idea ofa far-off Tripoli
countess and,after a long, dread-filled
journey, dies in her arms. Saariaho’s music
captures with magical immediacy the
drastic emotions that swirl around this ro-
mance, whichis different from standard
operatic melodramain that the action is
largely psychological. There is a riveting
DVD ofa Finnish National Opera per-
formance, with a beautifully restrained
PeterSellars production,roof-rattling or-
chestral soundsunder Salonen’sdirection,
andgreat lead performances by Dawn
Upshaw, Monica Groop, and Gerald
Finley. Saariaho’s stroke of geniusis to
keep the melodiclines spare and direct
amid the orchestral phantasmagoria, De-
bussy's “Pelléas et Mélisande”is her vocal
model. After watching the DVD,you
mayfind yourselfwriting letter to your
local opera house,pleading for a produc-
tion. This oneis addressed to Peter Gelb,
Metropolitan Opera.

“Adriana Mater,” which also has a
Maalouflibrettoand a productionby Sel-
lars, is at once a more political and a more
personal piece. It is rooted in the compos-
er’s memories ofher first pregnancy, dur-
ing which she thoughtoften about the
person whoseheart wasbeating next
to her own andstudied the sonogram
forclues. She described thatfeeling to
Maalouf, who added toit his own long-
standing obsessions with the agonies of



 
In Saariaho’s music, eruptionsofnoise seem like the aftermath ofsome seismic break. Photograph by Frangois-Marie Banier.
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modernidentity, with the intertwining of
religiousfanaticism andpolitical violence.
Hewove a modern fable about a woman
named Adriana, who,amid the chaos ofa
modernregionalwar (in the Balkans, per-
haps), is raped and impregnated by a fel-
low-villager. Seventeenyearslater, the
child becomes an angry young man, and
whenhe meetshis father he has to de-
cide whether hewill exact vengeance.
‘When,finally, he shies away from vio-
lence, Adrianasays to him, “We have not
been avenged, but we have been saved.”

‘Thestory ofAdriana has obvious con-
temporary resonances, suggesting how a
nationat war can harm itselfas muchas it
damages its enemies. The music begins
with a typical Saariaho assault: an eight-
note chord, marked disperato, blaring
brightly and cruelly in the brass. Yet
there’s something different about Saaria-
ho’suse ofthe “noise” modein this opera.
It lacks the enveloping mystery that dis-
tinguishes “L'Amourde Loin.” Instead,
the dissonancefeels more like the stan-
dard barrage that professionally anguished
composers have beenunleashingsince the
nineteen-fifties. It makesfor sullenfirst
act, short on contrast. Onthe other hand,
there maybea specific reason that Saari-
aho has chosen to employ this harsh and
limitedpalette in setting out her scene.
Forcenturies, male composers have been
subjecting female characters to humilia-
tion and death onstage.It is different,
somehow, when a woman composer en-
acts the sameritual; there is no element of
fantasy aboutthe violence, as there is even
in such a complexly compassionate work
as Berg’s “Lulu.”

In the secondact, a deeper agenda
comes to the fore, which haslittle to do
with war, the Balkans, the Middle East,
orother present-day contexts.It has to do
with the core idea ofthe opera: Saariaho’s
experience ofthe pain and beautyofbirth.
Ultimately, the outer events of the story
seem like an elaborate metaphorfor a
moreeverydaybutnoless extraordinary
story ofbecoming a motherin a hostile
world. When,at the end, Adrianarests
her head on her son’s shoulder, and sim-
ple intervals soundin theorchestra (nota-

bly the elemental openfifth,as in Grisey’s
masterpiece “Transitoires”), the feeling of
resolutionis immense. Itis a stupendous
ending,all the moreso for taking the au-
dienceout ofdarknessinto light.

The premiére production, at the Bas-

tille Opera, wasinvolving, but notat the
level of “L’Amourde Loin.” George
‘Tsypin's sets underused thevast spread of
the Bastille’s stage; an array ofwalls, huts,
and domes madefora frustratingly lim-
ited stage picture. JamesIngalls’s lighting
effects were uncharacteristically predict-
able (blood-redforviolence,etc.). Sellars
got urgentperformancesfrom thesingers,
buthis usual leaps of dramatic imagina-
tion were absent. Patricia Bardonsang the
role of Adriana with a sometimes edgy
voice but with emotional vitality; Stephen
Milling gave a gruff, black-voiced pres-
enceto the rapist, Tsargo; Solveig Krin-
gelborn wasluminousas Adriana’s sister,
Refka; Gordon Gietz sang passionately
and accurately as young Yonas. Unfortu-
nately, the sounddesign, byIRCAMtech-
nicians, periodically swallowed up the
voices; the Bastille is not made for elec-
troniceffects. Despite Salonen’s dynamic
conducting,the greatness ofthe opera was
moresensed than heard.Still, the audi-
ence rewarded Saariaho with a tumultu-
ous ovation.

‘he premiére of“Adriana Mater” was
delayedforseveral days byoneofthe

various strikes that have recently immobi-
lized France. While waiting, I wentto the
‘Théatre du Chateletto see Wagner's “Die
Walkie,” in a Robert Wilson produc-
tion, with Christoph Eschenbach con-
ducting; Wilson's staging ofthe complete
“Ring” has been running at the Chatelet
this season. As in Wilson'sall-blue ver-
sion of“Lohengrin,” which returns to the
Metthis week, the working to death of
a tiny handful ofmotifs, poses, and color
schemes(hint: it wasn’t magenta) makes
for along night. Endrik Wottrich, Petra-
Maria Schnitzer, Linda Watson, and
Jukka Rasilainen were in varying degrees
inadequate to the roles of Siegmund,
Sieglinde, Briinnhilde, and Wotan.It's
never good news when Fricka, Wotan's
querulous wife, becomesthe heroine, but
Mihoko Fujimura’s performance domi-
natedthestage, not only becauseher voice
is lustrous in tone andprecise in diction
but because herstylized attitudes of rage
andrectitudegavelife to the pseudo-Ka-
buki mannerismsofWilson's production.
It somehow seemed appropriate that in
thevicinity of “Adriana Mater,” a new
feminist masterpiece, the clearest theme
in “Die Walkiire” was that a womanhad
had enoughofher husband's lies. #



 

THE CURRENT CINEMA

GAMEPLAYING
“American Dreamz;and‘Am a Sex Addict.”

BY ANTHONY LANE

helatest film from the director
Paul Weitz, “American Dreamz,”

reunites him with Hugh Grant, who
starred for him in “Abouta Boy” (2002).
‘This new project shouldbecalled “About
a Bastard,”for it requires Grantto play
an Englishman, Martin Tweed,from
whomall traceofvirtue appears to have
beensurgicallyextracted. Tweedhosts a

 

somewhatreluctantly, as a terrorist.
When news comes thatthe President of
the United States (Dennis Quaid) has
agreed to be a guest judge on the pro-
gram’s final round, Omeris sent into
action by a sleeper cell and ordered
to martyr himself for the cause—the
downside being that his only cause is
showtunes.

Sam Golzari, Hugh Grant, andMandyMoore in Paul Weitz’s new movie.

top-ranking TV show, “American
Dreamz,” made in Los Angeles, in which
members ofthe public, ranging from the
chronically ungifted to the momentarily
bearable, sing their little hearts out in the
questfor fame.
One such hopeful is Sally Kendoo

(Mandy Moore), whose ownlittle heart
is, to paraphrase Captain Renault in
“Casablanca,” herleast vulnerable spot.
Among the other contenders are an
Orthodox cantor turned rapper, of
whom wesee not nearly enough, and a

= sweet, stumblebum Arab (thefilm is too
© chicken to specifyhis country oforigin)
& by the name of Omer (Sam Golzari),
2 whojust happens to have beentrained,

Nobodycould accuseWeitz ofskimp-
ingonplot, orofreining in his exposure
ofa disease—whatyou mightcall meta-
static reality denial, spreading from coast
to coast—thathe hasevidently diag-
nosed inevery limbofnational life. That,
imagine,is whythe resulting movie
proves so physically horrid to behold.
Onewayto chasten the skin-deep, cer-
tainly,is to leave your characters at the
mercyofthe director ofphotography and.
the makeupartist; how else to account
for the orangey glow thatsuffuses the
brow andcheeks ofMandyMoore, sug-
gesting not so much an houron the sun-
bedas yearlongdietof carrots? As for
the grainy features of Hugh Grant, he  
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seems to have been weathered for his
role by an old-fashioned saddler—a
kindertreatmentthan that meted out to
Dennis Quaid, whosports the clenched
andstuffed demeanorthatusually fol-
lows an injection of embalming fluid.
Addthe hot beamsofthe television stu-
dio, as unforgiving as searchlights on a
prison watchtower,andthe portrait of a
culture that has been drainedofnatural
energybya fixationwith surface detail is
complete.

As played by Quaid,the Presidentis
a floundering buffoon,cut adrift from
the electorate and reliant, with no more
than a twinge of unease, on his hector-
ing chief ofstaff (Willem Dafoe), who
feeds him lines for public declamation
through an earpiece. ‘Thisis just a wild
guess, but are we meantto be reminded

ofa real President?If so,it feels tooeasy,

almostas simplistic in its sneering as the
simplemindedness thatit affects to de-
spise; “American Dreamz”will be music
to the ears of many Bush-bashers, but
the bestsatire should box everybody's
ears. Just to make matters morepeculiar,
there is a squirt ofsentimental populism,
with the President sensing the error of
his ways and struggling, through hon-
esty andself-education, to square himself
with the truth about the Middle East.
He even makesa nobleeffort to halt the
detonation ofOmer’s bomb.Film histo-
tians mightbe touchedtosee that, how-
ever scathing a moderndirector yearns
tobe, thespirit ofFrank Caprawill still
find a wayin, but audiences, I suspect,
will walk away confused. What kind of
movie are they being asked to watch?Is
ita farce,ora call to arms? And,giventhe
scantattentionthatit pays to Tweed’s hit
show,andto the mechanics ofhowtal-
ent programis constructed, is Weitz re-
ally interested in TV,oris he merely air-
inghisdislike?
Any attempt to defend “Ameri-

can Dreamz”for its political venom,or
for the surfeit of its surreal conceits,is
doomedto founderona single, ob-
structive fact: this picture ain’t funny. I
wincedthree times, and gave a couple of
short laughs, butthat was it. (The look
of dawningdisgust on Tweed’s face as
the President’s earpiece popsoutis es-
pecially good,like something out of a
medieval morality play: the devil regard-
ing the fool.) The problem is the old
oneof smugness: howdoyouset your

 

self up in judgmentwithout coming
across as superior? To befair, better
filmmakers than Weitz have stubbed
their toes on this conundrum. Worship-
pers of “Dr. Strangelove,”for instance,
tend to fight shy of the awkwardness
that comes fromseeing an ambitious
comedycreated by a humorlessartist.
Mostofthe fun in that movie springs
not from Kubrick but fromPeter Sell-
ers; the rest ofit is cold and cavernous
grandeur,overlaid by a studentish con-
viction that the world is runbylonely,
nervous madmen.Quite unlike a film
set, ofcourse. Or a TVstudio.

Atits climax, “American Dreamz”
hurries into chaos, not thatwe mind how

it ends. There have been so manyfalse
notes in the developmentof the main
characters that their fates can scarcely
concernus. Whybotherto present Mar-
tin Tweed as a sabre-toothed rogue and
then ask usto believe that he would keep
his handsoff Sally—whom hechival-
rously calls “a dirty little bitch”—until
thelast minute? The actors who emerge
with the mostcredit are those portraying
Arabs: Sam Golzari, whocaptures the
sweat and stammerof the eternal ama-
teur, and Tony Yalda, whoplays Iqbal,
Omer’ cousin andlatterly his manager,
and whoseemsto have decided that the
neatest way tocarve through the mixed
messages of “American Dreamz”is to
campit up—hair-tossing, his own disco
glitter ball, the works. Until I saw Iqbal, I
never knewthatitwas possible to flounce
while sitting down.Ittakessolittle dar-
ing ororiginalitytosatirize a cheesy tal-
ent show; buttotake thatsatire and act
as if it were a cheesytalent show—now,
thattakes nerve. Ladies and gentlemen,
our winner.

‘here is one overriding reason to see
“[ Ama Sex Addict,” and it has

nothing to do with sex. That sounds un-
likely, given that the whole film is about
the extent to whichsex can,like diet-
ing or accountancy, consume your wak-
inglife and feed your dreams. As with
the 2003 “Tarnation,” the movie is an
auto-documentary, a genre ofwhich we
will be seeing a lot more—thanksto the
advancesin digital technology—as the
poorinspirit, the meek, the persecuted,
and the downrightnarcissistic venture
to bare their lives onfilm. The discom-
fort provoked by “Tarnation,” though,



as it forciblypoked our nosesinto a clear
case ofmental damage,has noechohere.
‘The news that somebody gets a kick
outofvisiting prostitutes, and that he
finds it hard to kick the kick, is unlikely
to distress the average viewer, whowill
rightly regard the addiction as a mixture
of boastfulness, rueful whine, and joke.

‘Thefilm stars Caveh Zahedi, a film-
maker whois based in San Francisco—
he would makea great contestant on
“American Dreamz’—as Caveh Za-
hedi, whois also the writer, director,
producer, co-editor, and subject. Pros-
titutes, my ass: with this gradeofself-
attention, I think we know what this

guy's favorite turn-on has to be. Much
ofthe time, he stands before the camera
andrecitesthelitany ofhis obsessions.
‘This takes a familiar form, with an un-
quenchableerotic thirst replacing an
adolescent belief that the love of his
life was always waiting around the next
bend. Zahedi shuffles a few scraps of
home-movie footage, tape recordings,
andstills, but he also employs actresses
to play the women whostrayed ontohis
path. This could have been the most
manipulativetactic in the film, but the
ease with whichheallows the perform-
ers to step outofcharacteris, ifnot gen-
tlemanly,atleast alive to theironyofthe
task. Even Zahedi, a connoisseur ofthe
naughty, seems taken aback when the
ravishing French actress hired to play
hisfirst wife, Caroline, is found to be

moonlighting as a porn star. Whatif
“I Am a Sex Addict” turnsout to be
the break that enables her to keep her
clothesonandcross overinto the main-
stream? How muchirony can wetake?

Asfor the overriding reason to see
thefilm, that’s easy. Lighten Zahedi’s
complexion,stuff him in fright wig,
and this fellow would be a ringer for
Harpo Marx. The mortal frame both
weedy and bendy, the smile that hov-
ers betweenthebeatific and the mad,
the wandering gaze ofthe bulging eye:
every boxis ticked, and the movie func-
tions not merely as a nostalgic gesture
to “Duck Soup’—Zahedi could don a
nightcap andjoin the mirrorscene, no
questions asked—butas a psychosexual
gloss on Harpo’s perennial misconduct.
That wayhe hadoftrailing women in
a thoughtless reverie,as if pulled by an
invisible leash, is identical to Zahe-
di’sstroll down hooker-linedstreets. In
both cases, the grown manseemsall the
more creepyfor drifting along with the
gaiety ofa child,as if trying to reclaim
some innocence for his desires. None-
theless,it’s hard to disapprove ofZahedi,
whois far more ofa pushover, ora patsy,

than thefierce and knowing women he
meets, and oneofhis confessionalvoice-
overs will stay with meforever: “Caro-
line offered to give meyet another blow
job, but I'd recently gotten ajobasa film
critic, and I didn’t wanttobelate formy
first screening.” Thatold excuse. #
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CARTOON CAPTION CONTEST

Each week, weprovidea cartoonin needofa caption. You, the reader, submita caption, we choose threefinalists, andyou
voteforyourfavorite. Caption submissionsforthis week's cartoon, by Tom Cheney, mustbe receivedby Sunday, April23rd.
Finalistsin theApril10th contest appear below;go online to vote. We willannouncethe winner, alongwith thefinalists
in this week's contest, in theMay 8thissue. The winnerwillbegiven a signedprintofthe cartoon. Any U.S.resident age
eighteen or over canenter or vote. To do so, andto readthe complete rules, visit www.newyorker.com/captioncontest.

THE WINNING CAPTION

 

“How many surprise witnesses do
you have in that little car?”

John Sonntag, Pacific Palisades, Calif.   
THIS WEEK'S CONTEST

 

THE FINALISTS

“Back in my day, hidshada little respectfor the lawofgravity.”
Thomas Buell,Jr., Pittsburgh, Pa.

“Unfortunately, at this age they don’t carry muchpocket change.”
Pete Critelli, Red Lodge, Mont.

“toldyou thosehumane traps never really work.”
Richard Marcus, Portland, Ore.
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