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"This delightful
modern-day
Baroque pastiche
could be the
sleeperhit of the
Met season. the
TloseneLim (oraUmRTMRKC Cayiicel
a wonderfully convoluted and
involvingstory that conflates two
Shakespeareplays, “TheTempest”
and “A MidsummerNight’s Dream.”
Hisoriginal libretto, complete
with witty recitative, is set to music
lifted from various Baroque
operas by Handel,Vivaldi, Rameau

      Gatien
ENCHANTED<
ISLANDaNats

 

   
   

  
   
    

   

   

andothers. Phelim McDermott’s
imaginative production blends
CREOMoconetcorTianyanN
sophisticated videos and
animation,andthecast could
not be better: David Daniels
as Prospero,Danielle de Niese as
Ariel, Joyce DiDonato as Sycorax,
LucaPisaroni as Caliban,Lisette
Oropesa as Miranda and,ina
short butcrucial star turn, Placido
SDLoSrnTexe EMMCoolerAIITro)
Christie, an acclaimed exponent
of Baroqueopera, conducts.”

SutValESLe
The NewYork Times

FINAL PERFORMANCES!JAN17, 2tymat, 25, 28 eve, 30

EeePE reerWelRTI f-SgCo
in movie theaters JAN 21, Visit metopera.org/hdlive

metopera.org | 219-362-6000

D)LISTEN TO METROPOLITAN OPERA RADIO 24/7ON (((Si
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66 | avision ofcivic beauty

that makes just about every
other building in town seem

a failure of imagination. 99

The GOINGSONapp,a free guide to New York City

culture from the staff of The NewYorker, features New

Yorktips and treasures from the magazine's writers and

artists, along witha daily, digital version of the Goings

On AboutTownlistings section.

Download todayat

newyorker.com/go/apps.

Available for Apple and Android mobile devices.
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Bayard Building
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FOR THE GOOD TIMES

+ +
“I love hearing
Norah Jones
sing anything.

But I was overjoyed
and overwhelmed

when I heard her sing
my song“Jolene”. _

Isalute
TheLittleWillies.”

= Dolly Parton

LEE ALEXANDER,

JIM CAMPILONGO,

NORAH JONES,

RICHARDJULIAN_

&DANRIESER

RETURN To PERFORM

ASLEWOF COUNTRY

CLASSICS BY
JOHNNYCASH,

WILLIE NELSON,

LORETTALYNN,
DOLLYPARTON

ANDMORE
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Jeffrey Frank on waywardRepublicans,

Thatcherpro andcon; drone zones.

THE POLITICAL SCENE

The Good Wife
Callista Gingrich on the campaigntrail.
SHOUTS & MURMURS

Outsource This!
PERSONAL HISTORY

Out the Window
Views on growingold.
PROFILES

Looking for Mullah Omar
Can we negotiate with the Taliban leader?
LETTER FROM MADAGASCAR

Slow andSteady
Therace to savea rare tortoise.
FICTION

“Labyrinth”

THE CRITICS

ON TELEVISION

“Luck,” “Downton Abbey.”
BOOKS

Briefly Noted
MichelHouellebecq’s “The Map and
the Territory.”
THE ART WORLD

Damien Hirst’s spotpaintings.
THE CURRENT CINEMA

Ralph Fiennes“Coriclanus.”

POEMS

“Going Home”
“Here”

COVER “Sunlight on Twenty-third Street,” by Jorge Colombo DRAWINGS Robert

Mankoff, Lee Lorenz, Corey Pandolph, Danny Shanahan, Barbara Smaller, Michael

Crawford, Bruce Eric Kaplan, Charles Barsotti, William Haefeli, Mort Gerberg, Paul

Noth sPots Maximilian Bode
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Neighborhoods powered
by parks.
An undergroundsubstation built by Siemens helps make Anaheim a city worth building a future in.

As the residents of Anaheim,California, walk their dogs in

the morning,few realize there’s a substation right under

their feet distributing powerthroughouttheir neighborhood.

The station under Roosevelt Park delivers much-needed

powerto 25,000people.It’s the first undergroundsubstation

in America, a feat made possible by an advanced design

that makesit 70 percentsmaller than traditional substations.

It seemslike such a simple idea. But by putting the substation

beneath the groundinstead of aboveit, Siemens helped
makelife in Anaheim little bit better.

 
Today,cities across the nation face countless choices about

howto generate, distribute, and use electricity. Those

choicescall for unconventional thinking — becausethat's
the kind of thinking that leadsto truly lasting answers.

Somewherein America, our team of more than 60,000

employees spends every day creating answersthatwill last
for years to come.

siemens.com/answers
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TRAVEL NOTES
YOU'REINVITED TO EXPLORE THESE.

EXCITING ITINERARIES FROM

THE NEW YORKER'S TRAVEL ADVERTISERS.

India’s vibrantculture

fascinatestravellers, who come

from all over the world to

experienceits historical

monuments,beaches,religious

sites, and luxuriousresorts.

Eachregionboastsits own

unique handicrafts,fairs,folk

dances, music, and personality,

making India’s diverse locales

a delightto all visitors.

Incredible !ndia
www.incredibleindia.org  
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CONTRIBUTORS

Steve Coll (“Looking for Mullah Omar,”
p. 44), a staffwriter, is the president of

the New America Foundation and the
authorof“Ghost Wars.”

Ariel Levy (“The Good Wife,” p. 30)
began writing for The New Yorker in
2008.

William Finnegan (“Slow andSteady,”
p.56) hasbeen writing for the magazine
since 1984. He has publishedfourbooks,
including “Cold New World”

Jeffrey Frank (Comment,p.25), a nov-
elist and a formersenior editor at the
magazine, is working on a book about
the relationship between Dwight D.
Eisenhower and Richard Nixon in the
fifties andsixties.

Gary Shteyngart (Shouts & Murmurs,
p- 39) is the author of“Super Sad True
LoveStory,” which is out in paperback.

Leonard Cohen (Poem,p. 62), a poet,

singer-songwriter, and novelist, has
written twelve books andreleased twelve
studio albums, the most recent being

“Old Ideas.”

Jorge Colombo (Cover)is an illustrator,
photographer, and graphic designer.
His book, “New York: Finger Paintings
by Jorge Colombo,” cameoutlastfall.

Donald Hall (“Out the Window,” p. 40),
a formerUnited States Poet Laureate,

was awarded the National Medal
of Arts last March. His most recent
bookis a poetry collection, “he Back
Chamber.”

Roberto Bolaiio (Fiction,p. 66), a Chil-
ean novelist and poet,died in 2003. His
collection of essays, “Between Paren-
theses,” waspublished last May.

Michael Schulman (The Talk of the
Town,p. 29) is a memberofthe maga-
zine’s editorial staff.

James Wood (Books, p. 78) is Professor
ofthe Practice of Literary Criticism at
Harvard. His books include “How Fic-
tion Works” and “The Broken Estate:
Essays on Literature andBelief.”

DonPaterson (Poem,p. 80) has pub-
lished several books ofpoetry, the most
recent ofwhichis “Rain.”

Emily Nussbaum (OnTelevision,p. 74),
whohas written about pop culture and
technology,is the television critic for
TheNew Yorker.

Anthony Lane (The Current Cinema,
p- 86) is a staff writer andfilm critic.
“Nobody's Perfect” is a collection ofhis
New Yorker essays.

 

THIS WEEK ON NEWYORKER.COM
‘ThePolitical Scene: Our hub for coverage

ofthe 2012 campaign. / Ask the Author:
Jeffiey Frank takes readers’ questions. /
Audio: Dorothy Wickendenhosts a political

conversation, DonaldHalltalks to Blake

Eskin; ThomasBeller reads a Niccolo Tucci

story. / Video: Plowshare tortoises. / News

Desk: Jobn Cassidy and Ryan Lizza on the
primaries; Daily Comment, bySteve Coll and
Amy Davidson. / Culture Desk: Dana

Goodyear on food; Emily Nussbaumon TV;
Photo Booth. / Animatedcartoons, the

caption contest, and cover jigsaw puzzles. /

Ourcomplete archive, back to 1925.   



 

THE MAIL

POSTAGE & HANDLING

RogerAngell, in his enjoyableelegy for
snail mail, exaggerates the downside of
e-mail replacing letters (Comment,
January2nd). “Ifwe stop writing let-
ters,” he asks, “whowill keepour history
or dare venture upon a biography?”
Surely the bigger problem for future
generations seeking the thoughts of
their forebears is that so many conver-
sationsare by telephone, disappearing
as soonasthecall ends. Because of the
Internet, more of our communications

are being written down. Biographers
andhistorians, having long wrestled
with poor handwriting and unsearch-
able documents,shouldsee the benefits

that come with our troves of e-mail.
Providing,thatis, they can gain access.
HenryMance
London, England

Angell notes that the post office is
“broke.” But even though individuals no
longer communicate primarily through
letters, the postoffice's central problem
is not volume. Mail volume continued
to grow through 2006,evenas Internet
use expanded—the manyproducts we
orderonline are often shipped through
the Postal Service. Since 2006, though,
Congress has required the postoffice to
prefund a hundredpercentofits retire-
mentandretirement health-care costs,
a five-billion-dollar annual burden
imposed on nootherpublic or private
institution in America. Moststate
agencies prefundeightyper cent of an-
ticipated retirement expenses, and the
industry average in the private sector,
for Fortune 1,000 companies,is closer

to thirty per cent. Butfor this absurd re-
quirement,the Postal Service's finances
mightbein the black.
Representative GeraldE. Connolly
11th CongressionalDistrict ofVirginia
U.S. House ofRepresentatives
Washington, D.C.

MINORS’ OFFENSES

Rachel Aviv’s article about Dakotah
Eliason andhis trial as an adult for first-

degree murder shows how adolescents
often do not understand the conse-
quencesof their actions and therefore
fail to show theregretthatofficials ex-
pect to see (“No Remorse,” January
2nd). By treating youthsas adults in the
criminal-justice system, weare contest-
ing the construct of childhooditself.
Young people whoare convicted of
murder should be punished, but laws
that don’ttake into accounttheir reha-
bilitative potential are unjust. Sentences
need to be meaningfully and periodi-
cally reviewedlaterinlife to determine
whether a person cansafely return to
our communities. This is an appropri-
ate alternative to sentencing youthsto
die in prison, because it reflects the ca-
pacity of children to change, and re-
wards those who do, while insuring that
dangerous people remain in prison. At
the time of his sentencing, Eliason

clearly Jacked maturity, but Aviv's por-
trait shows thathe has the potential for
growth.
JeffreyJames Shook
Pittsburgh, Pa.

Aviv’sarticle forces us to rethink the
justice system’s treatment of young
adults, but it should also be call for
stricter gun control. It was too simple
for Eliason to take “his grandfather's
loaded gun off the coatrack” and then
shoot his grandfather. Eliason’s grim
tale shows what surveys have already
told us: theavailability ofgunsis linked
to higherrates of both suicide and ho-
micide. A teen-ager’s rather routine
funk becamea senseless tragedy because
a lethal device was at hand. A person’s
situation hasa lot of poweroverhis or
her behavior; we would be wise to rec-
ognize thatfact and shapeour situations
accordingly.
Matthew McFeely
Cambridge, Mass.

Letters should be sent with the writer's name,
address, and daytime phone number via e-mail
to themail@newyorker.com. Letters may be
edited for length and clarity, and may be pub-
lished m any medium. All letters become the
property of The New Yorker and will not be
returned; we regret that owmg to the volume of
correspondence we cannotreplytoeveryletter.
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THIS WEEK the cumbia, bullerengue, Business.” Theexhibition andincludesseveral of his

ae currulao,andjoropostyles focusses on the years rare, early experimental
THE THEATRE ofher homeland. Since between 1935 and 1946, works. (See page 20.)
THAT’S ABSURD moving to NewYork,in when Weegeedeveloped

1994,she has expanded into his style and paved the way ABOVE AND BEYOND
The York Theatre jazz, electronica, and other _fortabloid photojournalism. WINTER DREAMS
Companypresents genres. Pulido celebrates (See page 12.)
“Jonescopade,” herthirtieth anniversary All sorts ofentertainments
a musical amalgam of as a performer with a free MOVIES take place at the Park
excerpts ofworks by Eugene concert at Lincoln Centers BIG CHILLS Avenue Armorythese days,
Tonesco. Mildred Kayden
wrote the music andlyrics
and Bill Castellino directs,

at the YorkTheatre at
St. Peter’s. (See page 8.)

NIGHTLIFE
PEARLS OF WISDOM

Lucia Pulido,a rich-

voiced singer from
Colombia, made her

reputation interpreting

David Rubenstein Atrium,

featuring such guests as
the saxophonist David
Binney and thecellist Erik
Friedlander.(See page 10.)

ART
CRIME SEEN

‘The International Center
ofPhotographydelves into
its archives ofimages by
Weegee for “Murder Is My

6 THE NEW YORKER, JANUARY 23, 2012

‘Therecentrelease of “A
Dangerous Method”offers
a salutary reminder ofthe
director David Cronenberg’s
blendofthe suave and the
horrific, the grotesquely
physical and the elaborately
psychological. Museum
ofthe Moving Image
offers a retrospective ofhis
work, which opens with a
discussion with Cronenberg

but the Winter Antiques
Show,a major eventfor

socialites, decorators,

and enthusiastsalike,is a

perennial favorite. Thefifty-
eighth edition beginsthis
week. (See page 22.)
 

“Hide/Seek: Difference and
Desire inAmerican
Portraiture,”at the Brooklyn

Museum. Photograph by
Lauren Lancaster.
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STARRING EMMY"AWARD WINNER
LAURENCE FISHBURNE

THURGOOD
A ONE-MAN SHOWABOUT THE LEGENDARY SUPREME COURT JUSTICE

IN THE FIGHT FOR EQUALITY,
THERE WAS NO EQUAL.

  
  

NOW ON
BLU-RAY’, DVD &
DIGITAL DOWNLOAD

TNRetaaoescrLAE
THERE WAS NO EQUAL   

  



 

CRITIC’S NOTEBOOK
ENCHANTE

“The EnchantedIsland,”
lavishly zany production
nowplaying at the Met
(it will be broadcastin the
company’s “Live in HD”
series on Jan. 21), revives
the concept of the Baroque
pastiche opera, with extant
scores repurposedto

 

fresh dramatic ends. As
Handel might have done
whenpressedfor time,
the writer and director
Jeremy Samshas devised
newwordsfora slew of
Baroquearias both famous
and obscure,spinning a
semi-Shakespearean tale.
(Essentially, a spell-casting
mixuplandsthelovers
from “A Midsummer
Night’s Dream”on the
island of“The Tempest.”)
Thelibretto runslong and
‘waxescutesy, butit has

its charms, and the music
is terrific: a cast led by
Joyce DiDonato, David
Daniels, Luca Pisaroni,
andthe godlike Placido
Domingorevels in Handel,
Vivaldi, Rameau, and

Purcell, among others,
with William Christie
conductingstylishly and
Phelim McDermott
providingwittydirection.
Let's hopethis project
creates moreofan appetite
for Baroquefare at the
Met.

—Alex Ross

 

THE THEATRE
OPENINGS AND PREVIEWS

Please call the phone numberlisted with the
theatre for tmetables and ticket information.

THE BRIDGE PROJECT'S RICHARDIII
‘The Bridge Project, alongwith the Old Vic, BAM,
and NealStreet, presents the Shakespeare play, di-
rected by Sam Mendes, with Kevin Spaceyin the
ttle role. OpensJan. 18. (BAM’s HarveyTheatre,
651 FultonSt., Brooklyn. 718-636-4100.)
CULTUREMART
A festival of works presented by HERE includes
“The Strangest,” by Betty Shamich, mspired by
the Arab whowaskilled in Camus’s novel “The
Stranger.” Opens Jan. 24. (145 Sixth Ave. near
SpnngSt. 212-352-3101.)
THE FALL TO EARTH
InProximity ‘Theatre Company presents this play
by Joel Drake Johnson, in which a woman and
her mother travel to an unfamihar town in search
of the truth about their family. Joe Brancato di-
rects. Opens Jan. 18. (S9ES9, at 59 E. $9th St.
212-279-4200.)
HOW I LEARNED TO DRIVE
Norbert Leo Butz and Ehvabeth Reaser star in
the Pulitzer Prize-winning play by Paula Vogel,
from 1997, a dark story following therelation
ship between a girl and her uncle as she learns
todrive. Kate Whoriskeydirects. Previews begin
Jan, 24. (Second Stage, 305 W. 43rd St. 212-
246-4422.)
INSTINCT
Michael Kimmel directs a newplay by Matthew
Maguire, in which four epidemiologists who live
togethertryto prevent an outbreak of a conta-
gious disease. OpensJan. 18. (Lion, 410 W, 42nd
St. 212-279-4200.)
IONESCOPADE
York Theatre Companypresents a revival of this
1974 musical, with music and lyrics by Mildred
Kayden, a composite of the works of Fugene lo-
nesco m the form of music, playlets, and poetry.
Bill Castellinodirects, Previews begin Jan. 23. (York
‘Theatre at St. Peter's, Lexington Ave. at 54th St.
212-935-5820.)
LOOK BACK IN ANGER
Sam Gold directs John Osborne’s seminal playfrom
1956, set in England in the fifties, in which four
working-class people face challenges while ving
together. Presented by the Roundabout Theatre
Company.In previews. (Laura Pels, 111 W. 46th
St. 212-719-1300.)
THE PHILANDERER
‘The Pearl presents this play by George Bernard
Shaw, directed by Gus Kaikkonen.In previews.
Opens Jan.22. (City Center Stage Il, 131 W. 55th
St. 212-581-1212.)
RUSSIAN TRANSPORT
Janeane Garofalo stars a new play by Enika Shef
fer, about a Russian familyin Brooklyn that we
comes an uncle whohas come to pursue the Amer
can Dream.Scott Elliott directs the New Group
production.In previews. (Acom, 410 W. 42nd St.
212-239-6200.)
RX
Kate Fodor's romantic comedyfollows a woman
who enters a drug trial for a pill that purports to
end her depression and thenfalls in love with La
doctor. Ethan McSweenydirectsthe PrimarySi
production, Previews began Jan. 24. (59139, at 39
E. 59th St. 212-279-4200.)
wit
Cynthia Nixonstars m Margaret Edson’s Pulitzer
Prize-winningplayfrom 1995, about a poetry pro-
fessor undergoing experumental cancer treatment.
Lynne Meadowdirects the Manhattan Theatre
Club production.In previews. (SamuelJ. Friedman,
261 W. 47th St. 212-239-6200.)
YOSEMITE
At the Rattlestick, Pedro Pascal directs a new
play by Daniel Talbott, in which three siblings
headto theSierra Nevada in anattempt to out-
run their past. In previews. (224 WaverlyPl.
212-868-4444.)

  

  

  

  

  

 

NOW PLAYING

COIL FESTIVAL
Theseventh annualfestwal, presented by PS. 122,
includes works by Young Jean Lee (“Untitled Fem-
insst Show”), the’TEAM (“Mission Dnft”),andTem-
poraryDistortion (“Newyorkland”). For a complete
schedule,visit ps122.org, (Various locations.)
THE GERSHWINS' PORGY AND BESS
Audra McDonald, NormLewis, and David Alan
Grier star in the musical by George and Ira Gersh-
win and DuBose and Dorothy Heyward, with a re-
vised and shortened book bySuzan-LonParks. Diane
Paulus directs. (Richard Rodgers, 226 W. 46th St.
800-745-3000.)
HOW THE WORLD BEGAN
‘An offhand comment in a biologyclass instigates a
nearfirestorm in Catherine Treishmann’s delicately
balanced and stirring new play, directed with grace
by Daniella Topol, about a high-school teacher
(played bythe inimitable Heidi Schreck), a recent
transplant from New York City to TornadoAlley,
who must defend herself against small Kansas
town’s creationist inhabitants. Captivating perfor-
mances bythe cast—most notably, a brilliant tum
by Adam LeFevre, as a local peacemaker—more
than compensate for the play’s fewminor missteps
in logic,especially the pat final few minutes. Still,
the playwnght’s sensitive and dramatic handling of
such potentially preachyand leaden material hints
ata rare and refreshing intelligence. (Peter JaySharp,
416 W. 42nd St. 212-279-4200.)
IT'S ALWAYS RIGHT NOW, UNTIL IT'S LATER
Daniel Kitson explores the ways in which the past
andthe future mfluence identity. (St. Ann’s Ware-
house, 38 Water St, Brooklyn. 718-254-8779.)
OUTSIDE PEOPLE
Zayd Dohm’s comedic drama, a co-production of
the Vineyard and Naked Angels, juxtaposes insiders
and outsiders in present-day Beijing. Wang (Nelson
Lee), a canny, gregarious big shot, has offered his
‘American college roommate, Malcolm (MatthewDel-
lapina), a struggling artist, a job at his companys on
Malcolm’s first night m town, Wang takes him to a
night club, buys him drinks, and introduces himto
Xiao Met (Li Jun Li), a beautiful Mandarin tutor,
Wangis the kind of guy whosays,“You should get
to know each other better—Biblically”; Malcolm is
the kind whocalls his friend froma hotel room and
asks him to translate “I have herpes” into Manda-
nnn, In its better moments, Dohm’s scnpt transcends
the heavy-handedness of its worlds-collide themes—
Malcolm's reaction to Xiao Met’eating fried squid
on a stick 1s gently, wonderfully evocative—but, too
often, the obvious jokes and the reliance oncultural
types make outside people ofthe audience. (Vineyard,
108 E. 15th St. 212-353-0303.)
THAT AIN'T NO LADY!
Lady Bunnyoffers up raunchy comedy in this caba-
ret act. Tuesday nights. (Escuchta, 301 W. 39th St.
800-838-3006.)
WORLD OF WIRES
At the Kitchen, JayScheib adapts Ramer Werner
Fassbinder’s 1973 scr-fi series, “Welt am Draht,”
about a computer that can simulate the entire
world, (512 W, 19th St. 212-255-5793, ext. 11.
ThroughJan. 21.)

Also Playing

ANYTHING GOES:Stephen Sondheim, 124 W. 43rd
St. 212-239-6200. THE BOOK OF MORMON:
Eugene O’Neill, 230 W. 49th St. 212-239-6200.
CHINGLISH: Longacre, 220 W. 48th St. 212-239-
6200. FOLLIES: Marquis, Broadwayat 46th St.
877-250-2929. Through Jan, 22. THE MOUN-

cobs, 242 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200.
‘Through Jan. 22. OTHER DESERT CITIES: Booth,
222 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200, RELATIVELY
SPEAKING: Brooks Atkinson, 256 W. 47th St.
877-250-2929. SEMINAR: Golden, 252 W. 45th
St. 212-239-6200, SPIDER-MAN: TURN OFF THE
DARK:Foxwoods, 213 W. 42nd 877-250-2929.
STICK FLY: Cort, 138 W.48thSt. 212-239-6200.
WAR HORSE: Vivian Beaumont, 150 W. 65th St.
212-239-6200.
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plan for myfuture.”
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you need
we clarity in an uncertain world

Thesedays,it would benice to know if you’re on course to reach your
financial goals. That’s why Wells Fargo Advisorsoffers the Envision
process, a unique planningtool that helps us get to know yourspecific
needs andgoals in orderto create yourtailored investmentplan. Now that

Wachoviais part of Wells Fargo, you'll have even moretools and resources

available to help you plan yourretirement.
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NIGHTLIFE
ROCK AND POP

Musicians and night-club proprietors live com-
plicatedlives;it’s advisable to check in advance
to confirm engagements.

BAM'S HOWARD GILMAN OPERA HOUSE
30 Lafayette Ave., Brooklyn (718-636-4100)—Jan.
19-21: After a thirteen-year hiatus from public
performing, Jeff Mangum,the songwriting force
behindthe nmeties band Neutral Milk Hotel, 1s
back. Last fall, Mangum gave an mspiring im-
prompeu performance at Occupy Wall Steet and
another, less impromptuone at Town Hall. At
both shows, fans sang alongtohis poetically suc
cinct lyrics, which he delivers in a punchy and sin-
cere style. Expect more of the same here.
BOWERY BALLROOM
6 Delancey St. (212-533-2111)—Jan. 20: The bud-
ding quintet Cavemanis fully Commutted to the
simple pleasures ofrollicking indie pop. Nick
Stumpf, the singer of the French Kicks, produced
the band’s first record, “CoCo Beware,” whose
muted, tasteful approach makes room for the flit-
tering, earnest melodies of its front man, Matthew
Iwanusa. Jan. 24. The New Yorktrio Nada Surf
celebrates the release of “TheStars Are Indifferent
to Astronomy,” the band’s eagerly awaited seventh
studio album. The group, which formed in 1993,
continues todeliver perfectly wrought and melod>
ically adventurous pop songs.
CARNEGIE HALL
Seventh Ave. at 57th St. (212-247-7800)—Jan. 24:
“Fado: From Lisbon to NewYork.” The music
style known as fado, from the Portuguese for “fate,”
or “destiny,” can be traced back to the early nine-
teenth century and 1s characterized by its mourn-
ful tunes andlyrics. This celebration will feature
the singersJorge Fernando, Celeste Rodrigues, and
Fabia Rebordao, as well as'a number ofother mas-
ters of the form.
DAVID RUBENSTEIN ATRIUM
Broadway at 63rd St. (212-546-2656)—Jan. 19:
Lucia Pufdo, a talented singer from Colombia, i
yoined by such guests as the saxophonist David

inney and the celhist Erik Friedlander.
information, visit lncolncenter.org.)
IRVING PLAZA
17 IrvingPl. (212-777-6800)—Jan.24: One might
be forgiven for assuming that Lamb of God is a
Christan band, but one would be in for a rude
awakening. The groupfuses the various strains
andunwieldy subgenres of heavymetal into a gid-
dily sacrilegious and doom-laden combination and
gives 1t a Southern-fried edge.
JOE'S PUB
425 Lafayette St. (212-539-8778}—Jan. 23-24: The
singer and guttarist Stew and his composing
net Heidi Rodewald, following up the Broadway
success of their collaboration “Passing Strange,”
have re-formedtheir old band the Negro Problem,
which 1s marking the release of its new album,
“MakingIt.” Expectserious self-reflection embed-
ded in meatyrock and roll.
“LET'S ZYDECO”
Jan, 22: The Revelers, from southwest Louisiana,
shift thear concentration to bluegrass,Western swing,
andswamp rock, while still honoring their Cayun
roots. (Connolly's, 121 W. 45th St. 212-685-7597.
For more information, visit letszydleco.com.)
LITTLEFIELD
622 Degraw St., between Third and Fourth Aves.,
Brooklyn (718-855-3388)—Jan. 18: Sam Hillmen,
who1s the saxophonist for the downtown avant-
chamber group Zs, also leads Diamond Terrifir,
a sax-and-electromes project named for Vayrabhai~
rava, an irate Buddhist deity with nine faces, thirty-
four hands, and sixteen legs. The group's first
album, comprising its long-form, drone-oriented
songs, will be produced by Grizzly Bear’s Chris
Taylor and releasedthrough Northern SpyRecords
this September. Hillmer and company open for the
MIVOSQuartet, which premiéres a string quartet
by Patrick Higgins. The piece, based on Proust's
reflections on memory andrecollection, marks Hig-

  

 

10 THE NEW YORKER, JANUARY 23, 2012

gins’s début as a classical composer; he is more
well known as a gifted guitarist at home on the
more brutal, punkyfringes of the prog-rock com-
munity. Jan. 20: Califone (see Merkin Concert Hall)
plays songs from its back catalogue.
MERCURY LOUNGE
217 E. Houston St. (212-260-4700}—Jan. 20: The
current crop of neo-folk artists may make music
thar’s ideal for putting the kids to bed, but there’s
often a lack offresh ideas behind the genre’s tran-
quillizingeffects. The North Carohna producer and
musician Jonathan Wilsonhas set himself apart by
making low-impactcountry folk that’s rooted in
the musical legacy of Laurel Canyon,the storied
Los Angeles neighborhoodthat incubated the
Mamas & the Papas, Buffalo Springfield, and
Crosby, Stills & Nash. In 2005, Wilson took up
residence in the canyonhimself, and has since reén-
exgized the area with high-profile, mvitation-only
am sessions for a multigenerational group of local
artists: members of Wilco, the Black Crowes, and
the Jayhawks have often’been on hand at these
epic gatherings.

  

soundtrack for Buster Keaton’s 1925silent film
“Go West.” The nostalgia-tinged guitarist,singer
and songwriter Howard Fishman shares the bill,
performing a score for Keaton’s 1922 comedy“The
Frozen North.” (For more information, visit new-
yorkguitarfestival.org.)
MUSIC HALL OF WILLIAMSBURG
66 N. 6th St., Brooklyn (718-486-5400)—Jan. 19:
Boston’s loud and proud Mission of Burma. Jan.
22: Pissed Jeans. Considering this Allentown hard-
core powerhouse’s stubborn allegiance to slovenly,
self-annihilating sludge-punk,1s a wonder that the
groupis stll kicking. Having laid low for most of
2011, atfinishes upa three-day mint-tour here. The
band’ has been travelling with Protect-U, a D.C.
duo that traffics in dreamy, narcotic disco. How
these dissimilar acts ended up on the same bill 1s
a mystery.
(LE) POISSON ROUGE
158 Bleecker St. (212-505-3474)—Jan. 21: night
of old-school hip-hop legends, including Slick Rick,
whose smooth lyrical delivery and eye patch have
made him a rap icon; the South Bronx dy. and

 

  

 

ON AND OFF THE AVENUE
TREASURE & BOND

350West Broadway (646-669-9049)—Virtueshop-
ping comes to SoFlo. Youcan be a giver—and, not
to worry, also a taker—at the Nordstrom-owned
emporium Treasure & Bond, which donates the
entirety of 1ts profits to children’s charities, the se-
lectionof which changes every three months. (Pro-
ceeds are currently earmarked for the Children’s
Health Fund, as well as for a sleepaway campand
anafter-school service program, both sponsored
by the Coalition for the Homeless.) The twelve-
thousand-square-foot, two-level loftis decoratedin
monastic chic, with gray painted concrete floors
and exposed pipes overhead, and the space 1s min-
imally appointed, with shelving and tables con-
structed from shipping crates and displaycases that
have had previous lives at Nordstrom.

And the goods? Some have specific philan-
thropic tie-ins, such as the metal whistle neck-
laces, whose sales support a campaign to protect
the children of Congofrom warfare ($34), or the
attractive tnbal-looking jewelryin antiquedgold
andbrass, madeby diverse artisans living in po-
Iical strife andsold by a companycalled A Peace
Treaty, whose founders, a Pakistani Mushm and
a Libyan Jew, donate money to reconstruction ef-
forts in Afghanistan. Less eleemosynarily, there 1s
apparel for men, women, children, anddogs, as

 

well as cable-knit blankets made from recycled
cotton ($155); pebbled-leather fold-over clutches
styled with artful slashes ($375); handpaper shred-
ders ($28); whiskey stones, which, when frozen,
canbe used as non-diluting ice substitutes (nine
soapstone cubes/$24); anassortment of chunky-
knit woolscarves in different shapes (asymmetri-
cal cowl, infinity scarf, bunting chain,etc.) ($160-
$295); emerald-blue fake-fur hats ($160); Lafco
candles in fragrances supposedly reminiscent of
tree houses, lake houses, carriage houses, pool
houses, and other houses ($55); an ingentous con-
traption called a shable, consisting of a set of
wooden shelves that reversibly turns into a table
(umagineshelves configured as a freestanding stax
case; now imagine rotating a cast-iron crank to
level this ziggurat so that it flattens intoa single
horsontal plane) ($1,245); bilingual Snow White
picture books ($14.95); and a brandof nail pol-
ish called Strange Beautiful, which comes in col-
ors inspired by menstrual blood, Benjamin D1
racli, theshell of a boiled lobster, the green veins
of Roquefort cheese, and, issued specially for the
holidays, a wornblack Bible ($85 for a collection
often).

  

  

—Patricia Marx

 

MERKIN CONCERT HALL
129 W, 67th St. (212-501-3330)—Jan.19: Thevet
eran Chicago experimental-rock band Califone was
founded in 1997 bythe guitarist and songwriter
Tim Run, after his previous group, Red Red Meat,
broke up. What began as a solo project quickly
evolved into a quartet that meshed an avant-garde
aesthetic with well-crafted and uncannypop mel-
odies. The band’s last record, from 2009, a beau-
tuful and haunting collection called “All MyFriends
Are FuneralSingers,”was conceived as.a soundtrack
for a film that Rutimade about a woman who
lives im a housefilled with ghosts. For this perfor-
mance, part ofthe excellent and diverse New York
Guutar Festival, Califone will premiére a new live

 

Rock and Roll Hall of Fame nominee Afrika Bam-
baataa, who, with his emphasis on danceable beats
and flamboyantshowmanship, wasesponsble for
many early developments in hip-hop; andthe mix-
tape pioneer and dj. Tony Touch.
SHEA STADIUM
20 Meadow St. Brooklyn (No phone}—Jan. 19:
Theshoegaze-y and guitar-heavyindie-rock vet-
erans Hopewell (named for the home town of the
founding member Jason Russo) have been per-
formingther tight,well-balanced rock songs since
1995, With Woodsman,a quartet sporting two
guitarists and two drummers, whose songs are
reminiscent of Sonic Youth’s early-nineties work,
except that the vocals are almost completely ob- KA

TI
ET

UR
NE

R



Ready to makethe health system

work better? On your mark, getset, O.

Introducing Optum. We're 35,000 people with one mission:

to make the health system work better for everyone.

Qoptum
Goodfor the system.”

www optum.com

© 2012 Optum, Inc



scuredby effects. Also appearing are the Zabalas,
a collaboration between the Argentinean singer
Flor Zabala and the New York producer David
Patullo, whooffer a straightforward, slick rock-
and-roll soundhighlighted by Flor’s commanding
vocals.
285 KENT
285 KentAve. Brooklyn (No phone)—Jan. 21:
Akron/Family returns to its former Williamsburg
stomping grounds for a show at this unmarked
venue. The trio’s long, epic songs delve into both
Americana and expenmental idioms and are high-
lighted by nowy climaxes andecstatic group vocals.
UNION POOL
484 UnionAve., Brooklyn (718-
609-0484)—Jan. 24: A perfor-
mance bySam Hillmer’s dron-
ing sax-and-electronics project
Diamond ‘Terrifier (see Little-
field), along with, among others,
the Parts & Labor alumnus Dan
Friel’s byzantine, laser-fried solo
electronic project.

  

 

JAZZ AND
STANDARDS

BIRDLAND
315 W. 44thSt. (212-581-3080)—
Jan. 17-21: Jane Monheit. The
bluzzard of hypethat greeted this
vocalist at the turn of the mil-
lennium has passed, giving us a
chance to hear howshe’s ma-
tured; evidence ofthis can be
found onher most recent album,
“Home,” afond take on sturdy
standards.
BLUE NOTE
131 W, 3rd St. (212-475-8592)—
Jan 17-22: Noonecan replace
the drummer Paul Motian, who
died in November, butthe gut-
tarist Bill Frisell and the bassist
Ron Carter—whoplayed in an
occasional and fruitful trio with
Motian—will benefit from the
rhythmicimagmation ofthe drum-
merJoey Baron,a longtime Frisell
collaborator.
DIZZY'S CLUB COCA-COLA
Broadwayat 60th St. (212-258-
9595)—Jan 17-22: In addition
to being one of the premier drum-
mers of modern jazz, the late
Max Roach was also a masterly
bandleader whose music often re-
flected his outspoken political
convictions. The drummerWillie
Jones III will head a sextet hon-
‘oring Roach that includes the
trumpeterJeremy Pelt and the saxophonist Stacy
Dillard.
JAZZ STANDARD
116 E. 27th St. (212-576-2232)—Jan. 19-22: Noliv-
ing musician exemplifies the funky side of Blue Note
Records’ classic era like the alto saxophonist Lou
Donaldson. He's here with his quartet, featuring the
onganist Akiko Tsuruga.
THE KITANO NEW YORK
66 Park Ave., at 38th St. (212-885-7119)—Jan.
20-21: Bill Goodwin,the stalwart drummer best
knownas the rhythmic engine behind the saxo-
phonist Phil Woods’s ensembles for the past five
decades, celebrates his seventieth birthdayin fine
company; his quartetincludes the pianist Mulgrew
Miller andthebassist Ray Drummond.
SMALLS
183 W. 10th St. (No phone)—Mamstream jazz. has
a staunchdefender in the clarmettist and saxophon-
ist Ken Peplowski, who leads a quartet here Jan, 20-
21.
VILLAGE VANGUARD
178 Seventh Ave. S.,at 11thSt. (212-255-4037)—
Jan, 17-22: Taking a more conventional route
than usual, the saxophonist Chris Potter sur-
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rounds himself with a piano-bass-and-drums unit
that will frame his vinle playing without inhib-
iting his more exploratoryside.
WORLD MUSIC INSTITUTE
Jan. 21: ChuchoValdés with the Afro-Cuban Mes-
sengers. The virtuosic Cubanpianist performs songs
from “Chucho’s Steps,” which earned hima Grammy
last year. He'll also be yoined bythe Spanish vo-
calist Buika, with whom he recorded “El Ulmo
Trago,” a tribute to the Mexican singer Chavela
Vargas, in 2010. (Carnegie Hall, Seventh Ave. at
57th St, 212-247-7800. For more information,visit
worldmusicinstitute.org.)

  

      

 

“WorldofWires,”at the Kitchen. Photograph »Ethan Levitas.
  

MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

METROPOLITAN MUSEUM
Fifth Ave, at 82ndSt. (212-535-7710}—*The Renais-
sance Portrait from Donatello to Bellini.” Through
March 18, # “Chinese Art in an Age of Revolution:
Fu Baoshi (1904-1965).” Opens Jan. 21. # “Photo-
graphic Treasures from the Collection of Alfred Sticg-
litz.” Nolonger overshadowed by“Stieglitz and His
‘Artists: Matisse to O'Keeffe,” which closed earher
this month, this smaller exhibitionof the photographs
thatStieglitz. donated to the museum has a chance
toshine. Includedare fine examples of the early-twen-
tieth-century work he championed in his NewYork
gallenes and in the pages of Camera Work: subtly
toned, exquisitely printed images by Edward Sterchen,
Adolf de Meyer, Gertrude Kasebier, Clarence White,
and others identified with the Photo-Secessionist
movement. Modernism made this short-lived style
look precious and musty, but its soft, romantic glow
remains seductive, Amongthe prettypictures are some
brilhant oddities, notably F Holland Day's tortured

  

self-portraits as Christ and Anne Brigman’s haunting
image of a nude woman suspended in a spiderweb.
Through Feb. 26. # “Heroic Africans: Legendary
Leaders, Iconic Sculptures.” Through Jan. 29. ¢ “In-
finite Jest: Caricature and Satire from Leonardo to

Through March 4. ¢ “Duncan Phyfe: Mas-
tmaker in New York.” Through May 6. #

“Storytellingin Japanese Art.” Through May 6. (Open
Tuesdays throughSundays, 9:30 to 5:30, and Fnday
and Saturday evenings until 9.)
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART
11 W, 53rd St. (212-708-9400}—“Diego Rivera: Mu-
rals for the Muscumof Modern Art.” Through May

14, # “Sanja Ivekovié: Sweet Vio-
lence.” Through March 26. ¢ “Proj-
ccts 96: Haris Epaminoda.”Through
Feb.20, ¢ “Standard Deviations:
‘Types and Families in Contempo-
rary Design.” Through Jan. 30.
(Open Wednesdays through Mon-
days, 10:30 to 5:30, and Friday eve-
nings until 8.)
MOMAPS1
22-25 Jackson Ave., Queens (718-
784-2084)—*Clifford Owens: An-
thology.” Through March 12. ¢
“Frances Stark: My Best Thing.”
‘Through Jan. 30. (Open Thursdays
through Mondays, noonto 6.)
GUGGENHEIM MUSEUM
Fifth Ave. at 89th St. (212-423-
3587}—*Maurizio Cattelan: All.”
ThroughJan. 22. # “Pop Objects
and Icons from the Guggenhem
Collection.” ThroughFeb. 8. (Open
Fridays through Wednesdays, 10
to 5:45, and Saturday, Monday,
and Tuesdayevenings until 7:45.)
WHITNEY MUSEUM OF
AMERICAN ART
Madison Ave. at 75th St. (212-
570-3600)—“Sherrie Levine: May-
hem.” Through Jan. 29. ¢ “Real/
Surreal,” ThroughFeb. 12. ¢ “Alek-
sandra Mir: The Seduction of Gali-
Jeo Galilei.” ThroughFeb. 19. (Open
Wednesdays,Thursdays, and week-
ends, 11 to6, and Fridays, 1 to 9.)
BROOKLYN MUSEUM
200 Eastern Parkway (718-638-
5000)}—“Hiide/Seek: Difference and
Desire in American Portraiture.”
ThroughFeb. 12. ¢ “Youth and
Beauty: Art of theAmericanTwen-
ties.” Through Jan. 29. # “News-
paper Fiction: The New York Jour-
nalism of Djuna Barnes, 1913-
1919.” Opens Jan. 20. (Open
Wednesdays through Sundays, 11
to 6, and Thursday evenings unt!
10.)
AMERICAN MUSEUM OF
NATURAL HISTORY

Central Park W. at 79th St. (212-769-5100)—*Be-
yond Planet Earth: The Futureof Space Explora~
tion.”Through Aug,12. ¢ “The Butterfly Conser-
vatory: Tropical Butterflies Alive in Winter.” Through
May28. (Open daily, 10 to 5:45.)
ASIA SOCIETY
Park Ave. at 70th St. (212-288-6400)—*Sarah Sze:
Infinite Line.” Through March25. (OpenTuesdays
through Sundays, 11 to 6, and Friday evenings
unl 9.)
FRICK COLLECTION
1 E, 70thSt. (212-288-0700)—*White Gold: High-
lights fromthe Arnhold Collection of Meissen Por-
cclain.”Through April 29. (OpenTuesdays through
Saturdays, 10 to6, and Sundays, 11 to 5.)
GREY ART GALLERY
100 Washington Sq. E. (212-998-6780)—“Soto:
Paris and Beyond, 1950-1970.” Through March
31. (OpenTuesdays throughFridays, 11 to 6, Sat-
urdays, 11 to 5, and Wednesday evenings until 8.)
INTERNATIONAL CENTER OF
PHOTOGRAPHY
1133 Sixth Ave., at 43rd St. (212-857-0000)—
“The Loving Story: Photographs byGreyVillet.”
Opens Jan. 20. ¢ “Weegee: Murder Is My Busi-
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ness.” OpensJan. 20. (Open Tuesdays through
Sundays, 10 to 6, andFriday evenings until 8.)
MORGAN LIBRARY & MUSEUM
225 MadisonAve.,at 36th St. (212-685-0008)—"Trea-
sures of Islamic Manuscript Painting from the
Morgan.” ThroughJan. 29. # “Charles Dickens at
200.” Through Feb. 12. (Open Tuesdays through
‘Thursdays, 10.30 to 5, Fridays, 10:30to 9, Satur-
days, 10 to 6, and Sundays, 11 to6.)
MUSEUM OF THE CITY OF NEW YORK
Fifth Ave. at 103rd St. (212-534-1672)—*Cecil
Beaton: The New York Years.” Through Feb.
20. # “Kevin Roche: Architecture as Environ-
ment.” ThroughFeb. 5. # “The Greatest Grid:
The Master Pian of Manhattan, 1811-2011.”
‘Through April 15. ¢ “Police Work.” Between
1972 and1979, the photographer Leonard Freed
rode in squad cars, hung out in precinct stations,
and went to demonstrations, drug busts, and
crimescenes in order to documentthe N.Y.PD.
at work. He also spent time with off-duty offi-
cers and their families and colleagues. “I worked
alongside and with the police,” Freed said. “I
‘stole’ nopictures.” The resultis a classic of you-
are-there photojournalism—tough,unflinching,
and surprisingly evenhanded. Freed captures the
routine brutalityof police work—the corpse laid
out in a tenement hallway, the suspect cornered
at gunpoint in a dark vestibule, the prostitute
handcuffed to a precinct chair, waiting to pay
her fine and go back to the street. He catches
four cops manhandling a student demonstrator
butalso others wholet children playin theircar.
After decades of good-cop, bad-cop TV shows,
noneof this 1s news, but itstill strong, shrewd
stuff. Through March 18. (Open daily, 10 to 6.)
NEW MUSEUM
235 Bowery, at Prince St. (212-219-1222)—“En-
rico David: Head Gas.” OpensJan. 18. # “Brian
Bress: Status Report.” Opens Jan. 18. (Open Wednes-
days through Sundays, 11 to 6, and Thursday eve-
rings until 9.)
RUBIN MUSEUM OF ART
150 W. 17th St. (212-620-5000}—“Hero,Villain, Yeti:
Tibet in Comics.” Did you know that the legendof
the Abominable Snowmanwas born in the Hlimala-
yas? The mythical creature makes multiple appear-
ances in the comic books on display mn this small,
charming, and surprisingly informative show. One
learns, for example,that the thcosophist Madame
Blavatsky never set foot in Tibet but spreadloads of
misinformation about the region, and that T. Lob-
sang Rampa, a Bntish man who claimed to be a re-
incamated Tibetan monk, wrote aboutthe third eye,
which crops up here in a Japanese manga as a for
midable asset for a superhero. The dissemination of
stereotypes is nescapable (and often amusing): Mickey
Mouse and Goofy travel to “Yakety-Yak” and drink
endless cups of butter tea; Lara Croft, the ‘Tomb
Raider, chases a mandala thief. But other cones are
more faithful to Tiber’s true culture and history—Eva
van Dam’s beautifullydrawngraphics depicting the
life of the Buddhist yogi Milarepa borrow from Ti-
betan scroll pantings and allude to the ongoing po-
litcal strife there. Through June 11. (Open Mondays
and Thursdays, 11 to 5, Wednesdays, 11 to 7, Fre
days, 11 to 10, and weekends, 11 to 6.)
SCULPTURECENTER
44-19 Purves St., Queens (718-361-1750}—*Scene,
Hold, Ballast: David Maljkovic and Lucy Skacr.”
Through March 19. ¢ “In Practice: You Never
Look at Mefromthe Place from Which I Sce You.”
‘Through March 19. (Open Thursdays through
Mondays, 11 to 6.)
STUDIO MUSEUM IN HARLEM
144 W, 125th St. (212-864-4500)—*The Bearden
Project.” Through March 11. “Kira Lynn Har-

he Block/Bellona.” Through May27. (Open
‘Thursdays and Fridays, noonto 9, Saturdays, 10
to 6, andSundays, noonto 6.)

 

   

 

GALLERIES—UPTOWN

KELLY ANDERSON-STALEY

‘The subjects of Anderson-Staley’s tintype portraits
are men and women whomshecalls “hyphen

Americans”—people of mixed race or ethnicity,
products of the proverbial melting pot. More than
a hundredof them confrontthe viewer here, most
often eye to eye, in a salon-style mstallation of
images large andsmall, unframed and untitled.
Because the tintype requires a long exposure, the
sitters’ expressions tend to be intensely focussed,
thoughtful, and grave. Maybe that’s why iteasy
tosee these contemporary Americans as histori-
cal figures, a response that’s reinforced by the an-
tique nature of the prints themselves. Anderson-
Staley’s subjectsall have strong individual presences,
butit’s their collective impact that impresses,
‘ThroughFeb.9. (Palitz Gallery, Lubin House, 11
E. 61st St. 212-826-1449.)
“LATE MEDIEVAL PANEL PAINTINGS:
MATERIALS, METHODS, MEANINGS"
Thepower andthe charm ofthis bonanza of ob-
scure fifteenth-century religious oil paintings,
mostly German, astound. The period is pre-Durer;
its revealed crux is a fervent piety in tension with
a tumultuous ingenuity. Gothic motifs shudder
under strange new pressures of mind and heart.
Most of the artists are anonymous but are iden-
tifiable by style—as, say, the Master of the Holy
Kinship. Jewel-like color predominates. So does
drama. The latest of the works, the meredibly
grisly “Torture of the MaccabeanBrothers” (circa
1517), illustrates five ways to martyr people,
slowly. It is an exuberant, gorgeous work ofart.
‘Through Jan. 27. (Feigen, 34 E. 69th St. 212-
628-0700.)

Short List

DAMIEN HIRST: Gagosian, 980 Madison Ave.,
at 76th St. 212-744-2313. Through Feb. 18.
RASHID JOHNSON: Hauser & Wirth, 32 F. 69th
St. 212-794-4970. Through Feb. 25. VIVIAN
MAIER: Howard Greenberg, 41 E. 57th St. 212-
334-0010. Through Jan. 28. FAUSTO MELOTTI:
Mathes, 22 E. 80th St. 212-570-4190. Through
Feb. 4. DANA SCHUTZ: Gallery Met, Metropol-
itan Opera House, Lincoln Center. 212-799-3100.
Through May 12, DOUG WADA: Marlborough,
40 W. 57thSt. 212-541-4900. Through Feb. 11.
JORDAN WOLFSON: Zachary/Curne, 16 E. 7th
St, 212-628-0189. ThroughFeb.18.

   

 

GALLERIES—CHELSEA.

“LOOKING BACK"
Let museums have their biennials, quadrennials,
and duodecennials—the White Columns annual,
now in its sixth year, just might tramp them all
with its localist focus on New York’s gallery
trenches. This year’s curators, theartists Ken Oki-
isht and Nick Mauss,strike a collegial note at
theoutset, with a boisterous painting by the Ger-
man nonagenarian Maria Lassnig of a man and
a womangiving viewers twobig thumbsup. To-
getherness 1s one of the shows many threads.
MargaretLee’s zingy photographs were each
made in collaboration with a different artist;
‘Adrian Piper exhibits snapshots of herself pos-
ing with groups; a video by Loretta Fahrenholz
and Emily Sundbladproves that the latter should
consider a second career as a torch singer. But
it’sa different kind of crossover that provides the
show withits big revelation (andits aching heart):
a selection of works bythe transgender artists
Chloe Dzubilo, Siobhan Meow, Josie Collins,
Donna Collins, T De Long, and Sid Branch, all
of which wereoriginally exhibited at the Um-
brella Arts gallery. Through Feb. 18. (White Col-
umns, 320 W. 13th St, 212-924-4212.)

Short List

Al_WEIWEI: Boone, 541 W. 24th St. 212-752-
2929.Through Feb. 4. LAWRENCE FANE: Danese,
535 W. 24th St. 212-223-2227. ThroughFeb. 4.
GUNTHER FORG: Greene Naftali, 508 W. 26th
St. 212-463-7770. Opens Jan. 19. JASON FOX:
Blum, 526 W, 29th St. 212-244-6055. Through
Feb. 25. DAN GRAHAM / COREY MCCORKLE:

 

 

  

 

 

CRITIC'S NOTEBOOK
PERFECT LADY

In 1985,a performer named
Lady Bunny founded
Wigstock, in New York's
Tompkins Square Park,
and the dream wasthis:
drag artists like Bunny and
RuPaul (thenrelatively
unknown) would share the
stage with fabulous pop

 

stars such as Dece-Lite
and Deborah Harry to
promote wigs,glitter, sexual
andracial tolerance, and

a better understanding of
the queer life. With outfits
and hairdos that amounted
to more than simple sight
gags, Lady Bunnywas the
m.c. who held Wigstock
together, while audiences
watchedthe late Leigh
Bowery “give birth” onstage
and grooved to Tabboo!’s
very particular bent. Now,
six years after the last
Wigstock, the Chattanooga
native is doing her own
thing,in “That Ain’t No

Lady!,”at Escuelita. Init,
Lady Bunnyflashes her
combinationofdevil-may-
care bravado and happy
mean-girl seductiveness,
whichaddsuptoa lot of
fun, and a surfeit of
knowing wickedness. As she
dancesandlip-synchs to
popular tunes,you can’t help
butnotice her towering
blond do. Will it topple, or
will you?

—HiltonAls



Murray Guy, 453 W. 17th St. 212-463-7372.
Through Feb. 11. DAMIEN HIRST: Gagosian,
555 W. 24th St. 212-741-1111; Gagosian, 522
W. 21st St. 212-741-1717. Through Feb. 18. ON
KAWARA: Zwirner, 525 W. 19th St. 212-727-
2070. ThroughFeb. 11. VIVIAN MAIER: Kasher,
$21 W. 23rd St. 212-966-3978. Through Feb.
25. NICK MAUSS: 303 Gallery, 547 W. 21st St.
212-255-1121. Through Feb. 18. SHIRIN NE-
SHAT: Gladstone, 515 W. 24th St. 212-206-9300.
Through Feb. 11. JOYCE PENSATO: Petzel, 537
W. 22nd St. 212-680-9467. Through Feb. 25.
THOMAS SCHEIBITZ / MAT COLLISHAW: Bo-
nakdar, 521 W.21st St. 212-414-4144. Through
Feb.18. "INTERIORS: BONNARD,
CHAIMOWICZ, COPLEY, VUIL-
LARD”: Kreps, 525 W. 22nd St.
212-741-8849. ThroughFeb. 11.

   

  

 

GALLERIES—
BROOKLYN

“BROKEN HOMES”
‘The fundamental need for home—
whether physical shelter or psy-
chological refuge—as the subject
of this affecting group show. Fran-
cas Cape juxtaposes photographs
of post-Katrina wreckage in New
Orleans with prstne sulptures of
dismantled furniture—a table, a
bed frame—topoignant effect. P
tures by Anthony Marchettr doc-
tumentcasualtiesof a different na-
ture: tract houses vacatedbecause
of foreclosure. Lisa Kirk built a
makeshift bar from materials sal-
vaged from stalled development
projects. A video ofKate Gilmore
hurling furniture around in high
heels and a strapless dress injects
some dark humor, as does Mari
Kotak’srephica ofa holiday hearth,
complete with a picture frame
engraved with a quote fromher
mother: “I am not apologyzng for
being me.” Through Jan. 22. (Mo-
menta, 359 Bedford Ave. 718-218-
8058.)

Short List

DANABELL / ALASDAIR DUN-
CAN / DON VOISINE: Theo-
dore, 56 Bogart St. 212-966-
4324.Through March 4. DAWN
CLEMENTS: Picrogi, 177 N. 9th
St. 718-599-2144, Through Feb.
TAMARA GAYER / STEPHEN

SOLLINS / HEESEOP YOON:
Smack Mellon, 92 PlymouthSt. 718-834-8761.
Opens Jan. 21. "THE BEST OF 2012
348 S. 4th St. 347-776-1023. Throu
“ILLEGITIMATE AND HERSTORICAL’ LR.
Gallery, 111 Front St. 212-255-6651. Through
Jan. 28.

    

     

 

NEW YORK CITY BALLET
‘The winter repertory season begins with twofull pro-
grams of crowd-pleasing Balanchine, including “The
Steadfast Tin Soldier” based on a bittersweettale by
Hans Chastian Andersen, andthe all-Gershwin “Who
Cares?” The more cerebral but noless joyful “Le
‘Tombeau de Couperin,” for eight couples, divided
intotwo quadailles, sa. suite of dances inspired by
French courtly forms (the munuet, the forlane) but
also by Amencansquare dancing. Set to Ravel’s wist-
ful music, this one of Balanchine's loveliest works,
and it 1s not performed often enough. A jazzier side
of Ravel will be revealed in Jerome Robbins’s “In
G Major”(part ofan all-Robbins program), a sunny
ballet with maritime palettes and costumes designed
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byErté. AndPeter Martins’s subaqueous love story
“Ocean's Kingdom,” with a score by Paul McCart-
ney, returns t0 the stage for several performances;
viewer discretion 1s advised, # Jan. 18 at 7:30: “The
Steadfast Tin Soldier” “Le Tombeau de Couperin.”
“TchaikovskyPas de Deux,” and “Union Jack” +
Jan, 19 at 7:30: “Le Tombeau de Coupenn,”*Ocean’s
Kingdom,” and “Who Cares?” # Jan, 20 at 8: “In
G Major,” “In Memoryof...,” and “The Concert.” #
Jan, 21 at 2: “The SteadfastTin Soldies:” “Le ‘Tom-
beau de Couperin,”“TchaikovskyPas de Deux,” and
“The Concert.” # Jan, 21 at 8: “Ocean’s Kingdom”
and “Union Jack.” # Jan, 22 at 3: “Who Cares?”
and “Union Jack.” ¢ Jan, 24 at 7:30: “Ocean's King-

   

  

LangLang celebrates the ChineseNew Year with the Philharmonic.

dom”and “UnionJack.” (David H. Koch, Lincoln
Center. 212-870-5570. Through Feb. 26.)
MILLS/WORKS DANCE
Joseph Mills débuts“Questions About Angels,” at The-
atrefor the NewCity. (155 First Ave. at 10th St. 212-
254-1109, Jan. 18-21 at 8 and Jan. 22 at 3 and 8)
YAA SAMAR!
“The Palestinian-American choreographer Samar Had-
dad tends totackle big issues and stickysituations
inher works, which are as muchtheatre astheyare
dance. “The Store” homes in on the moment at
whichthelives of a diverse group of city-dwellers
intersect ina burst of violence at a corner deli.
‘Through a series of video projections, fragmentary
internal dialogues, and vigorous choreography, Had-
dad attempts to examine the essential struggle for
survivalunder extremecircumstances.(Joyce SoHo,
155 Mercer St. 212-242-0800. Jan. 19-21 at 7:30
and Jan. 22 at 2.)
FLICFEST
‘The acronym FLIC stands for Feature-LengthInde-
pendent Choreography—noexcerpts, no multi-
artist showcases. Nowin second year, the Brook-
In festival presentstwelve itle-knownchoreographers
or companies in ten days, two selections per eve-
ning, chased bya late-night cabaret. Up first are

   

   

 

Enta Essner and Keith A. Thompson,Brittany Ba-
ley and Adrian Jevicki, and Carlos Cruz Velazquez
and the MerryMakers. (Irondale Center, 85 S. Ox-
ford St., Brooklyn. 718-488-9233. Jan. 19-21 at 7:30
and 9. Cabaret at 10:30. Through Jan. 28.)
KEELY GARFIELD DANCE
Danspace Project presents an expandedversion of
“Twin Pines,” a 2010 work that Garficld began think-
ang about dunnga silentretreat, whale confronting the
noxse of her mind, But all of the Bntish-born chore-
ographer’s productions tendto be hallucinatory mind-
scapes, inscrutable and frequentlycompelling, and laced
with acid wit. This one draws upon myths of meta-
morphosis—speatically, of humansturning into trees—

with a cast of regulars (including
Omagbitse Omagbeni) whoare not
easily overwhelmed by Garfield’s
punk charisma. (St. Mark’s Church
In-the-Bowery, Second Ave. at 10th
St. 866-811-4111. Jan. 19-21 at 8.)
“DANCE FROM THE HEART"
Inthis benefit for Dancers Respond-
ang to AIDS, the worthiness of the
cause is largely matched bythe high
calibre of the participants. The first
evening's extensive hneup includes
KyleAbraham, Michael'Trusnovec,
and NewYork City Ballet’s Janie
Taylor andJared Angle. The sec-
ond evening boasts Jodi Melnick,
Rennie Harris Puremovement, and
‘American Ballet Theatre’s Matthew
Prescottand Misty Copeland,(Cedar
Lake, 547 W. 26th St. 212-868-
4444, Jan.23-24 at 6:30 and 8:30.)
“PROPHETS OF FUNK"
‘This work by David Dorfman hon-
ors Sly and the Family Stone. With
the dancers tricked out in Afro wigs,
anda visual design that features psy~
chdehe projections, the peee’s ark
1s part stale, part fresh—more suc-
cessful in channelling the band’s po
ulist goofiness than in handling the
dark forces that broke up the party.
The dance, which premigred at Con-
necticut College last February, was
performed at Lincoln Center Out of
Doors this past summer, in a special
concert with the Famuly Stone. Here,
the classic recordings must suffice.
(Joyce Theatre, 175 Eighth Ave., at
19th St. 212-242-0800. Jan. 24 at
7:30. Through Jan. 29.)

 

  

 

OUT OF TOWN

BILL T. JONES/ARNIE ZANE
DANCE COMPANY
Retired from dancing butstill a

fine storyteller, Jones adoptsthe structure ofJohn
Cage’s 1959“indeterminacy,” but, whereas Cage
read ninetyone-minute stories, Jones's “Story/
Time”sticks to seventy. They’re journal like, and
centered, naturally, on Jones himself: life,his
thoughts. As the choreographerreads, seated at
a small desk, his excellent dancers perform ex-
cerpts fromJones’s ceuvre. Ted Coffey plays a
score that1s caster on the ear than David Tudor’s,
while a clock above Jones’s head shows us the
tume clapsed, keeping the form in mind.(Alexan-
der Kasser Theatre, Montclair State University, 1
Normal Ave., Montclair, N.J. 973-655-5112. Jan.
21 at 8 and Jan. 22 at 3. ThroughJan. 29.)

   

OPERA

METROPOLITAN OPERA
Luc Bondy’s 2009 production of “Tosca,” which re-
placed the sturdy and much loved Zeffirclh staging,
1shardlya favorite, but the management continues

revival features the company
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roles ofTosca and Scarpia, with a relative newcomer,
the strong Latvian tenor Aleksandrs Antonenko, as
Cavaradossis Mikko Franck conducts. (Jan. 18 and
Jan. 21 at 8'and Jan, 24 at 7:30.) # Des McAnuf?s
new production of “Faust” maybe problematic in
the extreme, but at least audiences should enjoya
feast offine singing whenJoseph Calleja, who pos-
sesses the most honeyed lynic-tenor vorce of his gen-
eration (and whocan sing French just fine), takes
the title role andthe veteran basso Ferruccio Furla-
netto, who 1s never less than commanding, replaces
René Pape as Méphistophélés. Marna Poplavskaya,
as Marguerite, triumphs, as usual, over her vocal
flaws to create a compelling three-dimensional por-
trait; Alain Altinoglu. (Jan. 19 at 7:30. This 1s the
final performance.) # The Met’s newest confection
1s “The Enchanted Island,” a lighterthan-hght though
overlong) Baroque pasticcio with a fresh, faux-
Shakespeare text by the writer JeremySams, retro-
fitted to preexisting music, operatic and otherwise,
by Handel, Rameau, and the Met débutants Vivaldi
andLeclair; the starrycast features such singers as
Danielle de Niese,Lisette Oropesa, Joyce DiDonato,
David Daniels,Anthony Roth Costanzo, Plécido Do-
mingo, and Luca Pisarom. Phelim McDermott and
Julian Crouch supervise the production; the eminent
Baroque maitre William Christie conducts, (Jan, 21
at 1.) (Metropolitan Opera House. 212-362-6000.)

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES

NEW YORK PHILHARMONIC
New York’s flagship orchestra maps out a busy week
with multiple agendas. The main event 1s a program
with the world’s most popular pianist, Lang Langs
hecollaborates with Alan Gilbert and the ensemble
in Bartok’s incisive Second Piano Concerto, the cen-
terpiece of a program bookended by two colorful
and propulsive works, Magnus Lindberg’s “Ferra”
and Prokofiew’s Symphony No. 5 in B-Flat Major.
(Jan, 18-19 at 7:30 and Jan. 20-21 at 8.) ¢ Lang Lang
1s not only a piano phenombutalso a celebnity am-
bassador representing a country with a booming
classical-music culture. As the soloist in Liszt’s rol-
licking Piano Concerto No. 1 mnE-Flat Mayor, he
headlines an inaugural venture for the Philharmonic,
a Chinese New Year gala, which also features star
ring roles for the bamboo flutist Tang Jun Qiao, the
Philharmonte’s ownprincipal oboist, Liang Wang
(performmg Chen Qugang’s “Extase,” for oboe and
orchestra), and the Quintessenso Mongolian Chil-
dren’s Chow; Long Yu, the music director of the
ShanghaiSymphonyOrchestra, among other groups,
makes his Phtharmonic conducting début. (Jan. 24
at 7:30.) ¢ The formidable German violinist Frank
Peter Zimmermann, the Philharmonic’s artist-in-
residence this season, will play Beethoven's Violin
‘Concerto with the ensemblelater in the month;this
week, heperforms with several of the orchestra’s prin-
capal players in anall-Brahms chamber program(fea-
tunnngthe pianist Fnrico Pace) that includes twoofthe
composer’s carly masterworks: the melancholy Horn
‘Tio and the ebullient String Sextet No. 1m B-Flat
Mayor (withhisfriend Alan Gilbert sitting in on viola).
(Jan, 22 at 3.) (Avery Fisher Hall. 212-875-5656.)
AMERICAN SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA:
“STRAVINSKY OUTSIDE RUSSIA”
Leon Botstein’s latest concert with his intrepid or-
chestra is typically overstuffed, this tme with prize
Stravinsky, all written after the composer's departure
from his homeland, just before the onset of the First
World War—a disparate group that includes early
ranties (“Zvezdoliki,” “Mavra”),late twelve-tone
works (“Requiem Canticles,” “Canticum Sacrum”),
anda repertory landmark (the“SymphonyofPsalms”).
‘The soloists include the soprano Anne-CarolynBird,
the tenor Nicholas Phan, and the actor John Doug:
las Thompson(the narrator in the brief oratorio
“Babel”), in addition tothe Collegiate Chorale Sing-
cers. (Camegic Hall. 212-247-7800.Jan. 20 at 8.)
RUSSIAN CHAMBER CHORUS OF NEW
YORK: “TCHAIKOVSKY AND HIS
CONTEMPORARIES”
“Protégés” would be more accurate, since the other
composers on this program—Rachmanmoff, Aren-
sky, and Taneyev—were all devoted youngercolleagues
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of Tchaikovsky, who represented to them an ideal
mixture of Russian authenticity and Western tech-
nique. Amongthe gems on the conductor Nikolai
Kachanov’s program are excerpts fromTchaikovsky's
“Nine Sacred Pieces” and the opera “Iolanta,” a cho-
ral arrangement of Rachmanmoff’s “Vocalise,” and
Arensky’s intriguingly scoredThree Quartets for Cho-
rus and Cello. (Church of St. Joseph in Greenwich
Village, Sixth Ave. at Washington Place, 212-928-
1402. Jan. 22 at 3:30.)

RECITALS

NEW YORK FESTIVAL OF SONG:
“INVITATION TO THE DANCE”
Once a year, NYFOS’director, Steven Ble, whois
also a distinguished member of Juilliard’s faculty,
puts ona concert with severalof the school’s stand
outsingers. This time, he shares the limelight with
the choreographer Jeanne Slater, who will train
Blier’s nine young vocalists to put on a kind of
Broadway-classical “Glee”—performances of songs
bysuch composers as Berlin, Gershwin, Previn, Sond
heim, and Brahms(fromthe “Liebeshieder” and“Neue

92ND STREET Y: “WILL TO CREATE, WILL
TO LIVE: THE CULTURE OF TEREZIN™
‘Thefestival, a multidisciplinary celebration of the
astonishing creativityof the Jewish artists interned
at the Nazi holding campduring the Second World
War, concludes music section this week. Jan.
19 at 8: The poetic Austrian baritone Wolfgang
Holzmair joins London’s Nash Ensemble, a favor-
tte groupat the Y, na program featuring songs by
Pavel Haas (“Four Songs on Chmese Poetry”) and
Hans Krésa, along with a suite from Krésa’s re-
nowned children’s opera “Brundibir” Erwin Schul-
hoff’ Duo for Violin and Cello, and pieces by the
Czech masters Smetana (an arrangementof the “Bar-
tered Bnde” Overture) and Suk. # Jan. 23 at 8: In
thefinal concert, Holzmair 1s yomed bythe superb
young pianist Shar Wosner in Viktor Ullmann’s set-
tung (for speaker andpiano) of Rilke’s “The Lay of
the Love and Death of Cornet Chnstoph Rilke,” as
well as a selection ofsongs from Mahler's “Des Kna-
ben Wunderhorn”; Wosner also plays several solo
piano works by Debussy. (Lexington Ave. at 92nd
St. For tickets and complete schedule, sce 92y.org.)
“MUSIC FOR THE AMERICAN WING"
‘Theextensive, multi-year renovation of the Met-
ropolitan Museum’s American Wingis finally

  

   

 

TABLES FOR TWO
DO OR DINE

1108 Bedford Ave., Brooklyn (718-684-2290)—It’s
not every day that you find a restaurant with both
a Michelin rating and a New York City Sanitation
Grade in the window. But, then, Do or Dine, in
Bed-Stuy, is odd andaggressively irreverent in almost
every way, from its name, a play on the fading motto
ofthe neighborhood (“Bed-Stuydo or dic,” a thyme
madefamous by Biggie Smalls and LP Kim), to the
décor, which includes trompe-Poell wood-grainwall-
paper, a rotating discoball, and a poster of a fallen
SonnyListon at the feet of a triumphant Muham-
mad Ali, with a dialogue bubble that reads, “David
Changs myfavorite food!” Cocktails are listed under
the heading “Dranks,” and one of the weirdest and
most popular is a shot of whiskey served with a
homemade pickleyuice chaser, whch, through the
magic of moleculargastronomy, has been transformed
intosomething chemically and aesthetically very much
like an egg yolks you shoot the whiskey and then
popthe shmy grecn sphere mto your mouth, where
it bursts into action.

“Thefoodis just as berserk, but st also happens
to be mostly delicious. A starter called “E666S” con-
sists of culantro-and-bacon-infused devilled eggs that
are deep-friedand toppedwith red dots ofsriracha,
giving themthedistinct appearance of small tempura
breasts. “George's Steak Tartare” comes with “Bed-
ford Hill espressoaioli,” but the lovely lean meat,
which arrives molded into the shape of a cow, doesn’t

 

   

taste anything like coffee. Some ofthe best dishes are
actually the least outlandish. The “Mac 11,” twofil
lets of perfectly cooked mackerel served with enoki
mushrooms and slivers of parsnips and carrots in a
clear, tangy broth, is a welcome spot of lightness on
a menu larded withthe fatty, the fred, and the foie-
gras‘illed. There are goose-hver doughnuts, a sump-
tuous lamb-breast starter, and a toothsome deep-fried
Cornish game hen, named, with characteristic hipster
preciousness, “A Chicken and Some Woffals”

It 1s pretty difficult to leave Do or Dine with-
outfeeling veryfull and very fat, and it would be
nice if the chefs devoted any energyat all to vege-
tables. As it stands, the only options are a bland
salad and a very tasty plate of blistered shishito
peppers served with four sorts of salt: green tea,
wasabi, hickory, and yuzu, But it 1s unlikely that
health-consciousness or even a sense of balance will
becomea preoccupationof the proprietors anytime
soon. A very friendly, profoundly competent wait-
ress informed a table on a recent evening that one
of her bosses, inspired bythe return of horse slaugh-
terhouses to this country, was eager to put pony on
the menu come spring. “I feel like you'll be serving
humanby summer”a diner remarked. The waitress
smiled, put a finger to her lps, and said, “Sh-h-h”
(Open dailyfor dinner. Entrées $16-825.)

  

—ArielLevy

 

Licbeslicder” Waltzes), with dancing; Michael Bar-
rett joms Bhier at the keyboard.(Peter Jay SharpThe-
atre, 155 W. 65th Jan, 18 at 8. Free tickets are
available at the Juilliard box office
“THE SONG CONTINUES . .
Joyce DiDonato(along with the commanding ac-
‘companist Warren Jones) 1s the special guest on the
final program of Manlyn Horne’s annual festival of
song and young singers at Carnegie Hall. Such art-
ists as the mezzo-sopranoSasha Cooke, the tenor
DimutnPittas, andthe pianist Brian Zeger jon her
ma recital that features music by Gneg, Brahms,
Duparc, and the three masters of American song—
Barber (Three Songs, Op. 45), Bowles, and William
Bolcom(a world premiére). (Zankel Hall, 212-247-
7800.Jan.19 at 7:30.)

   

 

complete, and music 1s called for; the two con-
certs presented in the Charles Engelhard Court
are an extreme study in contrasts. Jan. 20at 4,
6, and 8: The Asphalt Orchestra is a “radical
street band”of brass and percussionplayers nur-
tured bythe Bang on a Can composers and their
record label, Cantaloupe. In three successive
marches through the Court (free with museum
admission), the musicians play and strut their
way through music by Frank Zappa, Stew and
Heidi Rodewald, and the hymn composers of the
American shape-note (Sacred Harp) tradition. +
Jan. 22 at 7: If the Asphalt Orchestra’s march
captures the energy of the street, then the “Song
‘of America” concert by the baritone Thomas
Hampson evokes the distinguished tones of a AY
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more decorous age. With the exception ofa re~
centsetting by Michael Daugherty(of a letter
written by Abraham Lincoln), the program con-
sists entirely of gifts from the past—lovely songs
bysuch composers as Ives, Copland, Barber (1n-
cluding “Nocturne”), Bowles, Thomson(“Tiger!
Tiger!”), Margaret Bonds, and Elinor Remick
Warren. (Fifth Ave. 82nd St. 212-570-3949.)
EVE BEGLARIAN'S “RIVER PROJECT”
In the autumn of 2009, Beglarian, long an influ-
ential New York composer, undertook a kindof
personal W.P.A. project—travelling the Mississippi
Rwerbybicycle and kayak and absorbing the
sights and sounds of Middle America along the

  

CORIOLANUS
Reviewed this week inThe Current Cinema. Open-
ing Jan. 20. (In widerelease.)
THE FLOWERS OF WAR
ChristianBale stars m this Second World War drama,
directed byZhang Yimou, about an American play-
boywho joins forces with a prostitute (Ni Ni) to
rescue Chinese children from Japanese mvaders. In
Nanjing dialect, English, Japanese, Mandarm, and
Shanghamese. Opening Jan. 20.(In wide release.)
HAYWIRE
A drama, directed by Steven Soderbergh, about an
Americancovert operative who seeks revenge on
a colleague whohas betrayed her. Starrmg Gina

Califone accompanies Buster Keaton’s “Go West,” at Merkin Concert Hall.

way. The resultis a three-evenng work of “exper-
imental Americana,” in which Beglarian and her
violinist colleague Mary Rowell (famed for her
work in the downtown quartet Ethel) team up
with guest artists; the first evening,featuring “The
Island of the Sirens,” brings them together with
the wind andbrass players of Loadbang (with the
baritone Jeffrey Gavett) and Guidonian Hand.
(Abrons Arts Center, Grand St. at Pitt St. abrons-
artscenterorg, Jan. 21 at 8.)
MATT HAIMOVITZ AND CHRISTOPHER
O'RILEY: "SHUFFLE.PLAY.LISTEN™
‘The cellist and the pianist bringtheir latest venture
mpopulism to a suitable venue, the Highline Ball-
room, where they'll play aneclectic mixture of pieces
by Stravinsky, Jandek, and Piazzolla, as well as
OPRiley’s arrangements of tunes by Radiohead, Ar-
cade Fire, and John McLaughlin. (431 W. 16th St.
highlineballroom.com, Jan. 22 at 8.)

  

MOVIES
OPENING

THE CITY DARK
A documentary, directed by Ian Cheney, about
the psychological and physicaleffects of urban
lighting. Opening Jan. 18. (IFC Center)
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‘Carano, Ewan McGregor, Antonio Banderas, Chan-
ning Tatum, and Michael Douglas. Opening Jan.
20. (In widerelease.)
THE PRUITT-IGOE MYTH
Reviewedbelow in NowPlaying. Opening Jan.
20. (IFC Center)
RED TAILS
Anthony Hemingwaydirected this historical drama,
about the Tuskegee Airmen, a squadron of African~
‘American combat pilots who fought in the Second
World War. Produced by George Lucas; starring
Cuba Gooding, Jr, Terrence Howard, and Method
Man. Opening Jan. 20.(In wide release.)

 

 

NOW PLAYING

L'ARGENT
Robert Bresson’s lastfilm, from 1983, adapted from
a story by Tolstoy, features Chnstian Patey as Yvon,
an oil-truck driver who 1s paid by a chent m coun-
terfeit bills. Arrested and imprisoned for passing the
bills, Yvonloses his family, and when he gets out he
is quietlyenraged, Bresson captures the moral weight
of small gestures in brisk, graphically precise images,
and conveys the cosmic evil of dauly hfe through one
of the all-time great soundtracks, full of the rustle of
bills andthe clink of change, the click of a cash reg-

 

 

ister andthe snap of locks—these norses resound like
the rattle of diabolical spints, and the exchange of
labor and goods for money comes off as original sin
itself. Bresson builds a brilliant sequence from an op-
pressive succession of doors—of a paddy wagon, a
store, and a subway car, and the hellish series of bar-
riers that separate a prisoner fromhis freedom. As
rtual filmmaker, Bresson 1s fascinated by violence; a
non-cinephile, he revives and revises a classic moment
from “Psycho” ina terrifying wink and reveals the
making and the meaning of a real-life monster. In
French.—Richard Brody(Film Forum; Jan. 18-19.)
THE ARTIST
‘Theideal viewer of Michel Hazanavicius’ film would
be one whoturned up knowing nothing of what was
to come; or, at least, whothought that the opening
minutes, in silent black-and-white, wouldsoon be set
aside, and that a noisy, colorful movie would ensue.
Not So: the conceit is maintained throughout, apart
from a couple of dizzying interruptions. The story is
set m the period that the filmmaking re-creates; we
start in the Hollywoodof the late nineteen-twentics,
where George Valentin (Jean Duyardin),a star of Fair
banksian dash, struggles to hold back the onset of
sound, and, in’so doing, falls fromgrace and fame.
Helping to keep him alive and to stave off despair
are his faithful butler and chauffeur (James Crom-
well), his even more faithful hound (the peerless Ugey),
andthe adorationof a starlet named Peppy(Bérénice
Bejo), whoonce crossed his path before nsingtoglory
herself in the brave new worldof talkies. In-jokes,
mostly to do with voices and mouths, are strewnlike
jewels across the film, but the result 18 more than
an exercise in tangled self-reference or m retrostyl-
ing;it 1s an unabashed crowd-pleaser, high on comic
momentum, which pays homage to anera, and an
industry, that took unprecedented pains to turn mass
pleasure into an art. With John Goodmanas a stu-
dio boss, complete with igar—AnthorryLane (Re-
viewed in ourissue of 11/21/11.) (In wide rele:
EXTREMELY LOUD AND INCREDIBLY CLOSE
‘An example of what happens whena literary man’s
fluent concerts give way to all-too-human people
moving andtalking in the real-world spaces of a
movie. Jonathan Safran Foer’s 2005 novel is about
a nine-year-old boy, Oskar Schell, whohas lost his
father in a collapsing tower on September 11, 2001.
The boy's voice, as Foer creates it, isa babbling brook
of patterned hopes and questions andbits of scien-
tnfic information on every imaginable subyect. It never
‘occurs to us that an actuallittle boy, however bright,
however maddenedby grief, could talk this way. In
the movie, which was written by Eric Roth and di-
rected by Stephen Daldry, Oskar (Thomas Horn)is
fullythere, front and center, a skinny kid with blue
eyes, imtated by his hving mom (Sandra Bullock)
and madly m love with his deceased dad (Tom Hanks,
seen generously mn flashbacks). He rushes around the
citytrying to open a box or a doorwitha key that
he finds among his father’s things, and he never shuts
up. Hom rips through the part; verbally, he’s very
adrort. But photographic and psychological realism
destroy Oskar as a character. With all due sympa-
thy, we find him a pain. With Zoe Caldwell, as Os-
kar’s grandmother, and Max von Sydow, as his st-
lent grandfather. ‘The cinematography 1s by Chris
Menges—David Denby(1/16/12) (In wide release.)
THE GIRL WITH THE DRAGON TATTOO
You can’t take your eyes off Rooney Mara, whoplays
the notorious punk hacker Lisbeth Salander in the
“American movie versionofStieg Larsson’s page-turner.
Slender, sheathed in black leather, with short ebony
hair sticking up in a tuft, her fingers sticking out of
black woollen gloves asthey skitter across a keyboard,
Mara cuts throughscene after scene like a swift, darke
blade, Salander is a hacker with many piercings—of
herself andof others. A goodpart of the movie 1s set
ona private island controlled bythe Vanger clan, a
wealthy Swedish industrialfamily peopled with crim-
mals, perverts,solitanes, exiles, dead Nazis, and one
grieving old man, Henrik Vanger (Christopher Plam-
mer), who has never got over the disappearance and
presumed murder of his grandnicce, forty years car-
hier. In one last try tofind the girl, he hires the dis-
graced investigative reporter Mikael Blomkvist (Dan-
icl Craig) and sets him up on the freezing island, where
he’s jomed by Salander, The movie jumps ahead m
short, spiky scenes, punctuated by beautifully edited
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montages of digitized photographs and newspaper ar-
tilesand by Maras Headown a ce wandtari
through Sweden on a motorcycle like—well, like a
bat out of hell. The movie mixes high-end detecuve
work and sensational sexual scenes (including two
rapes). The director, David Fincher (working with a
screenplay Steven Zaillian), stages the brutal sex
for horror; the scenes are discomforting, not a turn-
on—D.D, (12/12/11) (In wide release.)
GREY MATTER
In the brisk, luminous serenity of middleclass Kigali,
Balthazar (Hervé Kimenyi),a wry intense young Rwan-
dan filmmaker with a bookshelf full of Western clas-
sics and a headfull of Western movtes, prepares to
make hisfirst feature film, come what may, and muses
about it into the lens ofhus video camera, Usingthus
setup,the young Rwandandirector Kivu Ruhorahoza
offers a searing political view of the minor metropo-
lis’ cultural modernity and modest prosperity. He
shifts from Balthazar to clips of the film that Baltha-
zar is making, which, to the displeasure of the author
tues, tums out to be a devastating reflection on recent
massacres and their enduring psychic traumas. Ruho-
rahoza suggests that such terrifying depictions of
a society that’s sick with violence are incompatible
vith forward-looking bureaucratic oblivion;hisbri
liant ending distills the paradoxes of a false normalcy
into a single, stmging shot, In Kinyarwanda and
French—R.B. (MOMA;Jan. 19-25.)
A GRIN WITHOUT A CAT
Chns Marker’s intellectually elegant film essay from
1978 (which he reworked in 1993), three hours long,
and composed entirely of archuval footage, looks back
nostalgrcally and ruefully at France’s 1968 student re-
volt andsituates 1m an international political con-
text,in part to understand why 1t veered off the road
ofreal revolution and became merely a cultural sym-
bol. Using Eisenstein’s “Battleship Potemkin” as the
cinematic paradigm for socialist uprisings, Marker
deftly adduces the Viemam War as the galvanizing
source of outrage for left-wing radicalism everywhere,
and Fidel Castro's successful guernlla war asthe model
for how such a doctrine should be put into acton.
The title 1s Markers epithet for May, 1968, in Paris:
anillusory gesture devoid of physical force to back it
up—and he blames the French Communist Party for
its unwillingness to take part in a revolution. With
brilliant paradoxes bornof suave assoctations of m-
ages and a probing, whimsical voice-over, Marker
brings together seemingly disparate facts and ideas in
surpnsing, provocative ways (his take on the Soviet
invaston of Czechoslovakia, in August of 1968,alone
1s worth the price of admission), even if his ultimate
dream of a dictatorship of the proletariat remains,
thankfully, nothing more than his self-abnegating
fantasy.—R.B. (Anthology Film Archives; Jan. 21-22.)
THE HUNTER
Alt (Rafi Pitts) works nights as a security guard im a
‘Tehran factory. No wonder he looks so spaced out as
he heads home to his wife, Sara (Mitra Hajjar), and
their six-year-old daughter. One day, he finds them ab-
sent; disaster horn ofbad! luc, has befallen the fam
ily, and Ali, whoblames the police,takes dark revenge.
‘The film shifts from the tangled freeways of the ay
(which may look oddly familiar to audiences in the
us) toa leafy wiklemess where our7 ispursed

ice. There is a glum humor at re, per-
sonic by Pass eng face; heako woke and directed
the film, and his air of lugubrious porse extendsto the
graceful composttions within the frame. Yet the over-
alleffect 1s somewhat sapping,and touchedwith smug-
ness we are oe honor alssans as a fone
wolf but denied anything more a fleeting gras
Of the wider, treacherous world towhich his loved
onesfall prey. In Farsi—A.L.(1/9/12) (IFC Center)
THE IRON LADY
‘As Margaret Thatcher in old age—confined to her
homeandafflicted with dementia—Meryl Streep
tums senescence into poetry. Apart from the great
Lear interpreters, Streep has given us the best impres-
ston we've had of a potentate suffering from loss of
powerand fear ofmadness. Despate Streep’s eloquence
andwit, however, this bio-pic, wntten by Abi Mor-
gan and directed byPhyllida Lloyd, 1s brutally mis-
conceived. Agood forty per centis devoted toThatcher
1m her confused dotage. Why? Thatcher may have
been wrong about manythings and personally dis-
likable, even msufferable, but she changed the culture

 

   

 

of Britain, so whyundermine her in this way? There
are fleeting glimpses of her early years and some
amusing details about her nse to leaderslupof the
Conservative Party. She allows her hair to be teased
into lofty blond arc, a sort of cotton-candy diadem,
andher speech, with traning, gets heavier and slower,
the emphasis landing on selected, morally significant
syllables ke a hammer hitung an anvil. Yet the movie
1s careless about Thatcher's actual policies and their
effect on the British economy. It’s as if the filmmak-
crs believed that her voice alonecaused a revolution.
With Jim Broadbent, as Thatcher’s whimsical hus-
band, Denis—D.D.(1/2/12) (In widerelease.)
MISSION: IMPOSSIBLE—GHOST PROTOCOL
Ir tmes to out-Bond the Bonds and out-Bourne the
Bournes, and it’s impersonal as hell but great silly
fimsheer hurting mechanism. Brad Bird,who d
rected the Pixar classtes “The Incredibles” and “Rata-
toulle,” has gone live-acuon for the first time, and,
working with the cinematographer Robert Elswit,he
‘occasionally attains the freedom of animation with
live flesh and crashing metal. He seems particularly
obsessed with falling, orthefear of falling. Tom Cruise
scales the tallest building in the world (in Dubau), hold-
ing on with magnetized gloves, one of which appears
to have a dying battery. The rest of the time Cruise
runs, which 1s just as well; he's tense and will-driven
that he can't function as anything but a piston, The
plot 1s utterly trivial: the world is about to be blown
up by a “nuclear extremist.” (As opposed to a “nu-
clear moderate”?) With Jeremy Renner, Paula Patton,
and Simon Pege.—D.D: (1/2/12) (In wide release.)
PINA
A documentary about the German choreographer
Pina Bausch, who died in 2009, There areinterviews
with some of her dancers from Tanztheater Wupper-
tal, but the bulk of the film 1s consumed by their

of her work, both onstage—where soil
1s unloaded and raked over the floor for “The Rite
of Spring”—andoutside, in the surrounding town
and countryside. There 1s neither plot nor narration,
but the director, Wim Wenders, has conjured some

 

thing as breathless as a thnller; you wait in suspense
to discover what fraught or flamboyant gestures will
come next. These are granted a startling depth and
immediacy by being shot m 3-Ds dance, it appears,
1s ideally suited to the new advances in technology.
The performers themselves are of many nationakities
and, more important, ages, suggesting that, as in
“TheRed Shoes,” once youstart to dance, you never
stop.—A.L, (12/19 & 26/11) (In limited release.)
THE PRUITT-IGOE MYTH
This devastating documentary, about the St. Lows
Iugh-rise puble-housing development that went from
Great Urban Hope to international disgrace, 1s an
engulfing reaLhfehorror story as well as 8 testimony
to the dominance of the image in Americanpublic
discourse. The pictures of the thuty-three Pruite-Igoe
buildings imploding during a planned demolitionin
1972 have often been used to assert how govern-
ment subsidies for the urban poor have failed. But
the director, Chad Frerdrichs, employs evocativear-
chival footage and incisivefirsthand reportage to
brush away the clichéd and often prejudiced conver
tional wisdom that puts the blame for the project’s
demise on sts black residents. He lucidly and tena-
iously chronicles how government and business re-
nforced de-facto segregation anddid nothingto stop
the collapse of the metropohtan job base, and shows
that, once Pruit-Igoe was up and running, there was
litle public money available to mamtain st. Along
with this exposé of hopcless botches and compro-
mises, the movie contains surprising recollections of
a bneef paradise lost. The photographs of the brand-
new Pruite-Igoe buildings (they opened in 1954) sting
with an electric poignancy; we leam that the resi-
dents viewed them as wondrous havens before they
went hornbly awry—Michael Sragow(IFC Center)
A SEPARATION
A compact and forbidding drama,written and di-
rected by Asghar Farhad, We find ourselves in the
crack that has opened up in an Iranian marriages
Nader (Peyman Maadi) wants things to remain as
they are, while his wife, Simin (Leila Hatami), has
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‘The Roger Millerwho
sings andplays guitar for
Mission ofBurmaisn’t

exactly the king of the road.
‘The Boston-based group was
thunderously loud onstage
butnotoriously inconsistent;
alive album was named “The
Horrible Truth About
Burma.” Miller dissolved the
original group in 1983,partly
asa result ofhis severe
tinnitus, butin the past
decadehehas reunited with
the bassist and vocalist Clint
Conley and the drummer
Peter Prescottto release
three more albums,all
superblytitled (“OnoffOn,”
“TheObliterati,” “The
Soundthe Speedthe Light”)
andall strong arguments that
theability to produce a
beautiful rush ofnoise can
persist convincingly into
middle age. When Mission
of Burmaplays at the Music
Hall ofWilliamsburg on
Jan. 19, expect more recent
highlights, such as “1,2, 3,
Partyy!” and “Nancy
Reagan's Head” (“I'm
hauntedbythefreakish
size of ...”), along with the
songs that madethe band’s
namethefirst time around,
including “Academy Fight
Song,” “That's When I
Reachfor MyRevolver,” and
“That's How I Escaped My
Certain Fate.”

—Ben Greenman

Jans to move abroad, where the living is easter. Stuck:
etween them 1s their daughter, Termeh (Sarina Far-

hadi), the most perceptive presence in the film. This
volatile state of affaurs awaits detonation, and st ar-
rives in the form of Razich (Sareh Bayat), a devout
woman who comes to work for the feuding couple;
a string of errors and accidents sets off a shock wave
of class, gender, age,faith, and death. The movie,
though packed with loudmouths and other exasper-
ated souls, 1s itself a model of equability, paying due
attentionfo characters great and small. The cinema-
tography, by Mahmoud Kalari, makes cunning use
ofspace, insuring that the film’title reaches far be-
yond a question of law. In Farst.—A.L, (1/9/12) (Film
Forum and Lincoln Plaza Cinemas.)
SHERLOCK HOLMES: A GAME OF SHADOWS
Robert Downey, Jand Jude Lawreprise therr roles
as the great detective and hussleuthing partner, Dr.
Watson, in the director Guy Rutchic’s follow-up to his
2009 hit. The stars’ flinty byplay is intact, and, as
in the first film, any pleasure to be had depends on
one’s patience with msistent mugging. The plot pits
Holmes against his nemesis, Professor Monarty (played
by the game and underused Jared Harris), and has
him outwitting many assassins and untangling need-
lesslytwisted turns; 1's complete trash and makes a
mockery of Holmes’s vaunted deductwve reasoning.
Ritchie’ shooting style doesnt help: relying too heav-
ily on slow motion during scenes of blistering action,
he undercuts the momentum that the actors are try-
ing to give the film—Bruce Diones (In wide release.)
SHOW PEOPLE
King Vidor’s antic yet wise mside-Hollywood com-
edy—a late flowerof the silentera, from 1928—stars
Marion Davies as PeggyPepper, a naive Georgia
peach with dramatic ars whogoes tothe studios in
search of a carcer as a tragedian but makes her début
getting pies in the face. She falls in love with a slap-
stick glad-hander (William Haines), but, whenshe
ascends to thespian fame under the aegis of High
‘Arts Studio, she changes her name to Patricia Pepoire
and is wooed by her co-star (Paul Ralh), a nominal
count (and former waiter). In the resulting comphica-
tions, Vidor doesn’t knock grand romantic drama (of
which he was a master) but keeps its feet planted
firmlyon the ground with an infusion of natural pas-
sion. Meanwhile, he offers droll and tangy ghmpses
bchind the scenes, contrasting the threadbare produc-
tion ofknockaboutcomedies and the richly appointed
melodrama sets. Cameos abound: Davies takes a sec-
ond role, as herself; Vidor plays himself, too; Char-
hie Chaplin, slight and exquisite, brings a Shakespe:
cangrace to his selfportrayal as a humble moviegoers
and a longtracking shot of stars at a studio banquet
table plays like a cinematic death rovy displaying such
luminaries as Renée Adorée, William $. Hart, and
Mae Murray just before they were swept awayin
waves of sound,—R.B,(Film Forum; Jan. 23.)
TINKER TAILOR SOLDIER SPY
Tomas Alfredson, who made the masterly “Let the
Right One In”(2008), now turns to John le Carré’s
novel of 1974—a comphicated study, as dank and
dense as undergrowth, of betrayal in’the Brtan of
the Cold War. A treacherous mole, inserted deep into
the Sccret Intelligence Service by the Soviets, needs
diggingout, and so George Smiley (Gary Oldman),
a formerspy, is summoned from retirement tolead
the hunt. The tale required many hours to unfold
whenit screened ontelevision, in the nineteen-
seventies, and the cinematic version is, by definition,
a bnisker quest; perhaps, however, a certain patient
pedantry was essential t0 Smiley's task, because the
new adaptation seemsduller and less enthralling.
‘There are four main suspects, played byToby Jones,
Colin Firth, David Dencik, and Ciaran Hinds, but
we don't have a chance toassess them one byone:
hardly a great buildup to the final revelation.Sul,
the cast is expert and formidable, with roles for John
Hurt, Tom Hardy, and Mark Strong, and the set dec-
oration 1s a terrifying reminder of an entire era that
devoted itself to brown.—A.L.(In limited release.)
WE BOUGHT A ZOO
In this genial family entertamment, a widower (Matt
Damon) with two kids buys a dilapidated 200 1na
lush bit of country somewhere outside San Diego.
‘Theproperty comes with many animals, some of
them ill, and a group of oddball keepers—a kind of
secondary 700, although one garlanded with Scar-

  

lett Johansson, who, reheved of her usual role as a
mini Lana Turner, successfully plays a direct, tough-
talkang keeper who wears a plaid shurt and jeans and
carries a heavy set of keys around with hex. After his
misadventures with “Vanilla Sky” and “Elizabeth-
town,” the wnterdirector Cameron Crowehas re-
covered the sure commercial hand that he demon-
strated in“Jerry Maguire.” Nothing that happens in
the movie is in the least surprising, but it’alllikable
enough and even touching. The material 1s based
ona true story set in Devon,England. Ahne Brosh
McKenna coliaborated with ‘Crowe on the screen-
play-—D.D.(1/16/12) (In wide release.)

Also Playing
CONTRABAND: In widerelease. A DANGEROUS
METHOD: In widerelease. SING YOUR SONG:
IFC Center.

REVIVALS, CLASSICS, ETC.

Titles with a daggerare reviewed above.

ANTHOLOGY FILM ARCHIVES
32 Second Ave.,at 2nd St. (212-505-5181)—“The
Compilation Film.” Jan. 18 at 7:30 and Jan, 22
at 8:“The Autobiographyof Nicolae Ceausescu”
(2011, Andre Upica; in Romanian). ¢ Jan, 19 at
6:45 and Jan. 26 at 9:15: “The Schleyer Tape”
(1977-78, Klaus vom Brach; in German). ¢ Jan.
19 at 9:15: “The Fall of the Romanov Dynasty”
(1927, Shubs silent). # Jan. 20 at 7:30 and
Jan. 25 at 8:45: “Blockade” (2005, Sergei Loznitsas
in Russian). # Jan, 20 at 9 and Jan, 25 at 7:
“Revue”(2008, Loznitsa; in Russian). # Jan. 21
at 2:30: “Lithuanta andtheCollapse of the USSR”
(2008, Jonas Mekas). # Jan. 21 at 8 and Jan. 22
at 4:30: “A Grin Without a Cat” (t). # Jan. 22
at Short-film program, including “Perfect Film”
(1986, KenJacobs). # Jan, 23 at 7: Short films
by Santiago Alvarez, including “79 Springtumes
of Ho Chi Minh” (1970s in Spanish). # Jan. 23
at 9: “Point of Order” (1963, Emile de Anto-
nio). Jan. 24 at 7: “Strictly Propaganda” (1991,
Wolfgang Kissel and Cay Wesnigk; in Ger-
man). ¢ Jan, 24 at 9: “Hitler's Hit Parade” (2003,
Olver Axer and Susanne Benze; in German).
FILM FORUM
W. Houston St. west of Sixth Ave, (212-727-
8110)—Through Feb.6: “TheSilent Roar.” Jan.
23 at 7:45: “Show People” (t). ¢ The films of
Robert Bresson.All films are in French, Jan, 18
at 1, 2:50, 4:40, 6:30, 8:20, and 10:10 and Jan.
19 at 1, 2:50, and 4:40: “L’Argent” (t). # Jan.
19 at 7'and 8:40: “Four Nights of a Dreamer”
(1971). # Jan. 20-22 and Jan. 24-26 at 1,
5:30, 7:45, and 10 and Jan, 23 at 1, 3:15,
and ‘A ManFscaped”(1956).
FRENCH INSTITUTE ALLIANCE FRANCAISE
Florence Gould Hall, 55 E. 59th St. (212-355-
6160)—The films of Jacques Perrin. Jan. 24 at
7:30: “Special Section” (1975, Constantin Costa-
Gavras; in French).
IFC CENTER
323 Sixth Ave., at W. 3rd St. (212-924-7771)—
Through Feb. 26: The films of the Dardenne
Brothers. Jan. 20-22 at 11 A.M: “For the War to
End, the Walls Should Have Crumbled” (1982;
imFrench). # “Stranger ThanFiction.” Jan. 17 at
8: “Titicut Follies” (1967, Frederick Wiseman),
followed by a Q. & A. with the director.
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART
Royand Niuta Titus Theatres, 11 W. 53rd St.
(212-708-9480)—“AnAuteuristHistoryofFilm.”
Jan. 18-20 at 1:30: “The Flowers of St. Francis”
(1950, Roberto Rossellini; in Italian) and “The
Miracle” (1948, Rosselliny; in Italian). ¢ “Global
Lens.” Jan. 19 at 4: “Qarantina” (2010, Oday
Rasheed; in Arabic), followed by a Q. & A. with
the director. # Jan. 19 at 7, Jan. 20, Jan. 23, and
Jan. 25 at 4, jan, 21 at 7:30, and Jan. 22 at 5:
“Grey Matter”(t).
MUSEUM OF THE MOVING IMAGE
35th Ave. at 36th St., Astoria (718-784-0077)—
Through Feb. 12: The films of David Cronen-
berg. Jan. 21 at 2: A conversation with Cronen-
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berg, moderated bythe curator David Schwartz. +
Jan. 21 at 5: “A History of Violence” (2005). #
Jan. 21 at 7:30; “Dead Ringers” (1988). # Jan.
22 at 3: “Stereo” (1969) and “Crimes ofthe Fu-
ture” (1970).
92Y TRIBECA
200 Hudson St. (212-601-1000)—“The Cinema
Tropical Festival.” All films are in Spanish. Jan.
21 at 6:30: “Octubre”(2010, Dantela and Diego
Vega). ¢ Jan. 21 at “Leap Year” (2010, Mi-
chael Rowe). # Jan. 22 at 1: “Nostalgia for the
Light” (2010, Patricio Guzman), ¢ Jan, 22 at 3:
“The Timtest Place” (2010, Tatiana Huezo). +
Special screening. Jan. 19 at 7:30: “Broadway
DannyRose” (1984, WoodyAller

  

  

READINGS AND TALKS

“LIVE FROM THE NYPL™
‘The writer Tariq Ali mterviews the cirector Oh-
ver Stone. (New York PublLibrary, Fifth Ave. at
42ndSt. 212-930-0855.Jan. 19 at 7.)
92Y TRIBECA
Kenneth Slawenska, the author of“J. D. Saknger:
ALLife,” talks aboutthe reclusive writer. (200 Hud-
son St. 212-601-1000. Jan. 20 at noon.)
“THE MAKING OF AMERICANS
Incelebrationofthe opening of155 Freeman, an arts-
and-culture venue, the magazine Tnple Canopy has
organized a marathon reading of GertrudeSteir clas-
sic work. Thereadingis expectedto take aboutforty-
eight hours. LynneTillman,Anana Reines,Jim Fletcher,
AnySilman,Timothy Hull, and other writers, actors,
and artists have been enlisted to take part, but open
slots are beng set aside for walk-ins. (193 Freeman
St., Brooklyn, For more information, visit canopy-
canopycanopy.com. Jan. 20, starting at 7.)

 

ABOVE AND BEYOND

KIDS FOOD FESTIVAL
These days, children scem to start very young in
sports, music lessons, and other activities, so why
not cooking, too? This little gathering at Cit: Pond,
in Bryant Park, mcludes a James Beard Foundation
Future Foodies Pavilion, with presentations on
allergy-free cooking, making mango French toast,
andother subjects. There will also be musical per.
formances, a “balanced-plate” scavenger hunt, and
tasty treats. The writer and cooking-class entrepre-
neur Cricket Azima (a co-founder of the festival),
the nutritionist and FoodNetwork host Fllie Krieger,
andthe chefs Jchangr Mehta and Sam ‘Talbot are
all expected to participate. (Bryant Park, Sixth Ave.
at 42nd St. For more information, visit kidsfood-
festival.com. Jan. 21-22, from 10 to 6.)
“THE AFTERLIFE
Eachinstallment in this newweekly comedy show
case focusses on a death-related theme. Thepr
onJan. 24 at 9 is led by the performers Emily Heller
and Josh Gondelman, withhelp fromthe comedians
Zach Sums, Mark Normand, and Ashley Brooke Rob-
ents. Attendees should come prepared with handbas-
kets—the subect will be Hell. (Sidewalk Café, 94 Av-
enue A, 212-473-7373. No
AUCTIONS AND ANTIQUES
The WinterAntiques Show, a fixture of the New
York art and societycalendar, retums to the Park
Avenue Armoryfor its fifty-cighth edition, Jan, 20-
29. More than seventytop dealers from the US. and
Exrope will present their wares in elaborate, gallery-
like stalls, showing everything from seventcenth-
century NewEngland funiture toOld Master pai
ings, weathervanes, Afncan masks, and antiquities.
(ParkAve. at 66th St. 718-665-5250.) # After a short

  

 

    

 

 

break, the auction houses back to business with
a weekof austere, sensible sales of Americana.
Sotheby's combines silver, folk: art, porcelain,and far-
nishings in a two-daysale (jan. 20-21) featuring a
portrait of a comelyyoung girl m a bright-red dress
bythe Connecticut folk painter AmmiPhillips, as
well as a pair of silver goblets crafted for Governor
Wilham Stoughton,the colonial magistrate who pre-
sided over the Salem witch trials (buyers beware).
‘Thefinal sale (Jan. 22) is 5 a group of
seventeenth-cighteenth-, and ninetcenth-century em-
broideries created bywell-to-do young ladies, for
whomneedlepoint was the ultimate sign of a proper
education;the collectionfeatures several “mouming”
embroideries, including one memorializing President
Washington. (York Ave. at 72nd St. 212-606-7000.) #
As its wont, Christie's subdivides its Americana
sales into various smaller groupings, starting (on Jan,
19) with an offenngof silver—ed bya silver wine
cooler commissioned by George Washington and
subsequentlygiven to Alexander Harnilton—and fol-
lowed bya complete set of Audubon’s “Birds of
America” (Jan. 20), purchased bythe fourth Duke
of Portland and owned byhis family for several gen-
erations. (It is apparently one of onlythirteen sets
currently in private hands.) The Audubon sale will
take place on the same dayas two furniture auc-
‘tons (featurmga good numberofChippendale pieces,
a usual); then if on to Chinese export porcelain
(Jan. 23-24). (20 Rockefeller Plaza, at 49th St. 212-
636-2000.)
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ON THE HORIZON CLASSICAL MUSIC revival ofArthur Miller’s
ae. AFTER-PARTY 1949 masterpiece, “Death
MOVIES Feb, 4-March 28 ofa Salesman,”directed

THERE WILL BE MUD by Mike Nichols,at the
Feb. 3-8 For many young composers, Barrymore. Linda Emond

classical music has given co-stars as Linda Loman,
The Hungarian director wayto post-classical, a genre and Andrew Garfield,in
Béla Tarr—whoseseven- more open to the influences his Broadway début,plays
hour-long “Satantango,” set ofpop,electronic, and world Biff. (212-239-6200.)

in the ruins ofa communal music. The Ecstatic Music
farm,is one ofthe landmarks Festival, at Merkin Concert NIGHT LIFE
ofthe modern cinema—says Hall, includes performances UNPLUGGED
that his mostrecentfilm, by the Wordless Music Feb. 15
“The Turin Horse,” which Orchestra, Anonymous4,

openshere later this year, and others. (kaufman- ‘ThegreatIrish fiddler
will be his last. Film Society _center.org.) Kevin Burke inaugurates
ofLincoln Centeroffers the World Music
a complete retrospective THE THEATRE Institute’s “Acoustic
of Tar’s work, including FATHER FIGURE Wednesdays”series, at
his 1982 adaptation of Feb. 13 Symphony Space’s Thalia
“Macbeth,” which is done Theatre, which features a

in only twolong takes. Philip Seymour Hoffman concert and a chat.
(212-875-5610.) plays Willy Lomanina (worldmusicinstitute.org.)
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ART
GENERATION NEXT
Feb. 15-April22

The New Museum'sfirst
triennial, in 2009, was

cheekilytitled “Younger
ThanJesus.” This year, in
the wake ofthe Arab Spring
and Occupy Wall Street,
the curator Eungie Joo opts
for a more pointed—ifno
less irreverent—theme:
“The Ungovernables.”
‘Thirty-fourartists and
collectives, many ofwhom
have never shownbefore in
the U.S., will participate.
(212-219-1222.)
 

Philip SeymourHoffman in
“Death ofa Salesman,” at the
Barrymore,
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

COMMENT
RUNNING WILD

¥
oO: the second Tuesday in March

sixty years ago, Republican pri-
mary voters in New Hampshire had a
choice of two major candidates. One
wasthe former Supreme Commander of
the Allied forces in Europe, Dwight D.
Eisenhower, who was supported by a
cabal ofmoderate Easterners, including
the two-timePresidential nominee
Thomas E. Deweyandthe editorial
board ofthe New York Herald Tribune.

His opponent, Senator Robert A. Taft,
ofOhio—theoldersonofformer Pres-
ident William Howard Taft—was the
early favorite, and had the backing of
the Manchester Union-Leader and of
conservatives generally. Eisenhower
hadn’t campaignedin the state—he was
still headquartered in Europe—but,
whentheballots were counted, he had

forty-seven thousandvotes to Taft’s
thirty-six thousand. That didn’tsettle
the nomination,butit did move Eisen-

howerpersuasively forward.
ThePartydidn’t really like Ike. He

was a career soldier who had come outas
a Republican only that January, and
many in the G.O.P.believed that he
wasn't truly one of them,although they
couldsee that he was moreelectable than

is chiefopponent. (Many Republicans
today view Mitt Romney, who wonthe

 

New Hampshireprimary last week, and
is nowthe likely nomince, in much the
same way.) Theydid like thereliable,
somewhatisolationist Taft (he opposed
NATO), who favored old-age pensions
and public housing. But the Party, and
Taft, came to terms with Eisenhower.

His choice for Vice-President, Richard
M.Nixon,ofCalifornia, pleased the Old
Guard,who admired Nixon's Red-hunt-
ing prowess, andit satisfied the needfor
someonewho shared Eisenhower's out-
lookonforeign policy, whichwas deeply
internationalist.

The Republican Partyseemsto have
always beendivided between moderates
andconservatives, but until recently the

Party ofLincoln (as it likedtocall itself)
had never completely lost its bearings.
Even whenitwasbitterly divided—asit
was in 1964, when Barry Goldwater and
Nelson Rockefeller competed—ittoler-

 

ated loopy views, but not from its seri-
ousPresidential contenders. During the
1952 Convention,held during a steamy
July week in Chicago, General Douglas
MacArthur, having traded his cele-
brated military career for the tempta-
tionsofpolitics, gave a keynote address
in which hesaid that the Democratic
Party “has becomecaptive to the schem-
ers and planners whohaveinfiltratedits
ranks ofleadership to set the national
course unerringly toward thesocialistic
regimentation ofa totalitarian state.”
Senator Joe McCarthy, of Wisconsin,
declared that the Truman Administra-
tion had “built up Russia while tearing
downthe strength of America,” for
which he blamed a “combination of
abysmal stupidity and treason.” All this
goofy music had a sort of rhythm sec-
tion provided by people like Senator
William Ezra Jenner, of Indiana, who
believed thata “secretinvisible govern-
ment” was leading the United States to
destruction, and that the United Nations

had managedtoinfiltrate the American
educational system. Yet though the Mc-
Carthys andtheJenners were given time
on the podium,they knew their place—
andit was behind the Eisenhowers and
the Tafts.

‘The Party wasn’t one in whichlead-
ing Presidential candidates facing an
unprecedented deficit would promise
notto raise taxes, or would promote

“free enterprise,” as Rick Perry and
Newt Gingrich claim to do, while at-
tacking a competitorforenriching him-
self by practicing tooth-and-claw capi-
talism. (Supporters of Perry and Gin-
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grich produced anddistributed the “in-
dependent” documentary “When Mitt
Romney Came to Town,” which por-

trays him lurking in the shadows as a
sort of Ted Bundy-like serial killer of
thejob market.) The Party has long had
an attachmenttosocial issues, but no
serious Presidential candidate has been
quite so unsparing aboutthe private be-
haviorof others as the man Tony So-
pranocalled “Senator Sanitorium.”

Romneyseemsatfirst and second
glance to belong to a moresober tradi-
tion,ifonly because hebrings withhim
a penumbra ofpragmatism and a mod-
erate record as a one-term governor. But
little that he says today deviates from
the Party’s prevailing hard-line tenets:
no newtaxes,ablanketrepeal of“Obama-
care,” the appointment of Supreme
Court Justices committed to repealing
Roev. Wade,a pledgetocutbillions
ofdollars in unspecified spending for
entitlements,little sympathy for gays.
Latching on to these views seemsto
have beeneasy for Romney, which gave
rise to the complaintthathe is driven
less by personal beliefs than by the de-
mandsofhisparty's ideological outliers.
Perhaps he inherited a flip-flop gene
from his father, George, the Michigan

governor and Presidential candidate,
about whom,in 1967, General Eisen-

 

howersaid, “He has been on so many
sides ofso many questions that one be-
gins to wonderjustwhere he doesstand.
He soundslike a man in a panic. And a
man whopanics is not the best candi-
date for President.” Republicans have
left a little room for diverse views, such

as the neo-isolationism and currency
fixations of Ron Paul. Butthat’s about
it for the “big tent” that the late Repub-
lican strategist Lee Atwater once cele-
brated; today, the only tent that comes.
to mindis one that housesa circus.

1n1959, Vice-President Nixon, speak-
ing to membersof California’s Com-
monwealth Club,was asked if he'dlike
to sce the parties undergo an ideological
realignment—thesort that has since
taken place—andhereplied,“I think it
would be a great tragedy . . . if we had
our two majorpolitical parties divide on
whatwe wouldcall a conservative-liberal
line.” He continued, “I think oneofthe
attributes of our political system has
beenthatwe have avoided generally vio-
Jent swings in Administrations from one
extremeto the other. Andthe reason we
have avoidedthatis that in both parties
there has been room for a broad. spec-
trum ofopinion.” Therefore, “when your
Administrations come to power, they
will represent the whole people rather
than just one segmentofthe people.”

“But why not be happy aboutallthe diseasesyou don’t have?”

Ten monthsbefore the general election,
the increasingly angry, suspicious, and
divided party of Romney, Gingrich,
Santorum, and Perry seems ever more
immersedin its current orthodoxies.
Noneofthe candidates, though, seem
theleastbit interestedin even addressing
how they,or their party, mightactually
govern the “whole people”ofa fractious
nation.

—Jeffiey Frank

REBOOT
KNOW YOUR THATCHER

 

‘n election years, Margaret Thatcher,
whom Americans remember facing

down the Soviets and waltzing with
Ronald Reagan (hecalled her “the best
man in England”), makesa trusty refer-
ence. Hillary Clinton, smarting from
Barack Obama'sjibes at her personality
in 2008, invoked Thatcheras a feminist
role model. “Guess whostepped to the
plate in 1990? Margaret Thatcher,” she
said, before continuing, “I don’t know
howlikable she was.” Now Mitt Rom-
ney’s campaign has retooled Thatcher's
old slogan “Labour Isn't Working” as an
indictment of Obama's record on jobs.
Campaigning on January 6th in New
Hampshire, Romneycited Thatcher’s
maxim on socialism: “ ‘Sooner or later,
you run outofother people’s money.’”

But, in Britain, Thatcher remains a

singularly inflammatory figure,as evi-
denced bythe reception of “The Iron
Lady,” thefilm starring MerylStreep as
an aged, doddering Thatcher, watch-
ing homevideos in her housecoat and
drinking too much Scotch.In its open-
ing weekend, the film took in more

thanthree million dollars in the United
Kingdom. (Helen Mirren’s “The
Queen”earned abouta third as much,in
2006.) To manyBrits, this latestwave of
fixation on Thatcher, whois eighty-six
andsuffers from dementia, felt strange,
reviving an era, and arguments, that

they thought had long been puttorest.
“Tt is twenty-oneyears since Maggie's
Cabinetdrove a stake throughherpolit-
ical heart,” Lucy Thorntonwrote,in the

Daily Mirror. “But now she's back to



hauntus, a ghostly presence onthesil-
ver screen.” In Chesterfield, a group
of former female coal workerscalling
themselves the Real Iron Ladies pick-
eted the multiplex. Ata press screening,
someonestood up and shouted—just
after the scene in which Thatcherloses
leadership of the Party—“You're on
your own now,bitch!”In the States,
“The Iron Lady”is a movie, butin Brit-
ainit’s a litmustest.

So: Mrs. T or Margaret Thatcher,
Milk-Snatcher? In one corner was the
designer Anya Hindmarch, who had
decorated the windowsof her shop
on Pont Street—Tory heartland—with
mannequins dressed in cobalt suits,
pussy-bow blouses,andpearls, clutching
the sort of doughty pocketbooks with
which Thatcher was once said to have

 

Margaret Thatcher

“handbagged”her opponents. (Thatcher
lives in the neighborhoodand,last sum-

mer, Sarah Palinexpressed a wish to pay
her a visit, which Thatcher's advisers de-
clined, saying that Palin was “nuts.”) “I
am lifelong fan ofMargaret Thatcher,”
Hindmarchtold British Vogue. A two-
page spread in the Evening Standard
charted “the former PM's colour legacy,”
proclaiming that Streep’s outfit at the
“Tron Lady” premiére had established
Tory blue “as the hottest shade of the
moment.”

The Prime Minister, David Cam-
eron, however,praised Streep for “a re-
ally staggeringpieceofacting” but ques-
tioned the project’s timing, saying that

it was a film he wished “they could
have made another day.” Lord Hurd,
the Foreign Secretary under Thatcher,
called “The Iron Lady” a “ghoulish spec-
tacle,” and Lord Bell, her P.R. man,told
the Telegraph thatit was “rubbish.”

Presumably in the hope of neutraliz-
ing ambientskepticism toward Thatcher,
Streep, and/or Streep-as-Thatcher, the
film's P.R. team invited a dozenofBrit-
ain's mostinfluential female journalists
toa dinner,to be cooked by Streep. The
summonsprovoked both excitement
(‘Meryl Streepis 5ft 6in. Does that mean
flats for Islington kitchen table supper on
Saturday night?” the writer Liz Hoggard
tweeted) and puzzlement,as invitees

tried to figure out why they'd been sin-
ged outfor the charm offensive.“I think
the assumption was that we would all be
broadly sympathetic to the film,” the
writer India Knightsaid.

Afier a private screening in Soho,the
women were given gin-and-tonics
for the road and driven to the home of
Phyllida Lloyd,the film’s director. “Ev-
eryonesort ofpiled in the taxis and was
going, ‘Oh, my God,it’s so revisionist,

it’s disgraceful. Whatis she, Boudicca
now?” Knight recalled.

“But whatare we going to say?” the
columnist Suzanne Moore wondered.
She and someothers considered escap-
ingfor pizza.

Streep, barefoot and flanked by a

dog, greeted the women atthe door.
‘There were canapés andnice winein an
upstairs sitting room. Thekitchen had
an Aga stove. “It was a studentsupper,
but done in a much more swish way,”
Hoggardsaid. “There was no L.A. be-
havior. Meryl seemedto be drinking as
muchas anyoneelse.”

Streep plied the journalists with
chicken curry and an American apple pie;
she smokedin the garden, gossiped about
face-lifts, did the dishes, and, according to
Knight,“listened very thoughtfully and
carefully to people’s frankly dull domes-
tic anecdotes abouttheir children.” But
the evening had its awkward moments.
“Somebodywith massive,detailed knowl-
edge ofthe events in Thatcher’s time
would sort ofsniffily say, “Well, that’s not
the way things were,and then we'd kind
ofall stare at our chicken curry and some-
body would eventually defuse the ten-
sion,” Knightrecalled.

“Thefilm is beautifully shot, beauti-

   

fully acted, and it completely missed the
point,” Polly Toynbee, a columnist for
the Guardian,said later. “They're nice
people, and you don’t wanttotell them
their film’s terrible, so the dinner was
pretty excruciating.”

—Lauren Collins

BIG BROTHER DEPT.
LOOK OUT ABOVE

 

arking rules change. For example,
the New York Police Department

will sometimesalter the time parameters
ona reliable spot. You think your car is
goodthere after, say, 7 P.M., but now, un-

noted by you,a new signsays otherwise,
andso the morning brings an unexpected
summons—another sum unpaid. The
city parker mustbeevervigilant.

In recent weeks,in select locations
around town, newsigns have started

popping up. In red-and-white, in the
standard typeface, the signs, each of
them initialled “NYPD,”read: “ATTEN-
TION Drone Activity in Progress” or
“ATTENTION Local Statutes Enforced
by Drone”or “ATTENTION Authorized
DroneStrike Zone 8am-8pm Including
Sunday.”

Atfirst, the mind—the noticing
kind, anyway—reels. Drones? Strike
zone? Even on Sundays? What about
Martin Luther King,Jr., Day?Is there
such a thing as alternate-side-of-the-
street drone-striking? The robot wars:
here so soon? You mightfind yourself
glancing upatthe sky.

Then the mind—the medicated
kind—settles. The cops may have cam-
eras everywhere, and Segways and heli-

copters, and robots for defusing bombs,

buttheydo not, dothey, possess or deploy
unmanned drones. They probably will
someday, but for now there hasn't been
anything in the news, hasthere, about an

arsenal of dronesdrifting overhead, spy-
ing on usas wejaywalk or binge ontrans
fats or toss the Automobiles sectionofthe
Times without so much as glance.

Well, actually, there was something.
A year ago, the Gay City News made a
Freedom ofInformation request of the
Federal Aviation Administration about
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Unmanned Aerial Vehicles. It turned
up in an e-mail to the FLA.A. from an
N.Y.P.D. counterterrorism detective,

who was inquiring about permission to
fly drones.“Currently,we are in the basic
stagesofinvestigatingthe possible use of
UAV’sas a law enforcementtool,” he
wrote. In August, the Gay CityNewsran
a story aboutthepossibility of dronesin
NewYork. The implications were grand,
evenif the focus was narrow; the lead

read, “Headsup,park cruisers.”
This story, among manyothers that

describe more advanced drone opera-
tions aroundthe country, caught the eye
of a twenty-cight-year-old photogra-
pher in Manhattan, whose name, for

the purposesofthis account, mustbe re-
dacted. He had served twotours in Iraq
as a geospatial analyst for the Army.
He'd worked with satellite and drone
images to provide mapsfor troops on
the ground.It had beena disillusioning
experience. “WhenI joined up, I was
a run-of-the-mill Republican from
Maine,” hesaid last week. Afterhis dis-
charge, he becamea radical art-school
student in NewYork, one who was par-
ticularly dismayed when the Army
beganto use dronesto kill suspected
militants in Afghanistan and Pakistan,

and then when heheard that drones
were being tested on homesoil. “It
terrified me,” hesaid. So dida reference
that he found online,late last year, to a

bulletin advising New York-areapilots
to keepan eye openfor drones from De-
cember1st to February 29th.

Fear, he felt, was a useful tool. He

sought to sow some himself, in order to
stimulate discussion about the domestic
use ofdrones. He found a municipal sign
manufacturerin a state far from New
York, so as notto raise any alarm,and or-
dered a series ofdrone-alert parking signs
thathe'd designed to look as ifthey'd been
issued by the N.Y.P.D. Verylate on sev-
eral nights a fewweeks ago,he set out with
a.crew offive to install the signs in SoHo,
the WestVillage, Chelsea, Dumbo, and
Williamsburg. Two of them did the in-
stalling; the others were on lookout. They
had walkie-talkieand, since theywere on
an openfrequency, communicated in mil-
itary code.

They put upeleven suchsigns. Near
cach one, the geospatial analyst stencilled
a saying from a Founding Father. On a
red brick wall beside the one on Metro-
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politan Avenue,for example, heleft these
words ofBenjamin Franklin's: “They that
can giveupessential liberty to purchase a
little temporarysafety deserve neitherlib-
erty norsafety.” He returned during the
day to observe and photographthescene.
“A parkingsign is so monotonous,but,if
youre paying attention, holy crap!” he
said. He was planning to head back out
with a newbatchsoon.

Someoftheoriginals disappeared
within days. Others survived, such as

the one on MercerStreet,just south of
Houston—“Local Statutes Enforced
by Drone”—infrontof which, last
Thursday, a U.P.S.truck sat parked, a
ticket sprouting from its windshield
like a weed. The driver looked at the
sign but thought nothingofit. “I just
needto deliver these packages,” hesaid.
Hedisappeared for a while. When he
returned, he glanced atthe sign again
and then spent a momentlooking up at
the sky.

—WNick Paumgarten

UP LIFE’S LADDER
MOVING DAY

 

fter nearly eleven years in the East
Village, the actor and comedian

David Cross was moving on up to
Dumbo.As he headed outto take the
F train to his new crib, carrying a tape
measure to help him determine where
his stuffwouldgo,he explained,“I’m re-
ally not one of those whiny, annoying
people who complainaboutany change,
but there’s a 7-Eleven and an IHOPin
the EastVillage now.It could be a sub-
urban mall. Also, I was a younger man
whenI camehere, doing younger-man
things.” Helaughedat the obliqueness
ofhis implicit allusion to his impending
marriage to the actress Amber Tam-
blyn.“I'm tryingto be classy aboutsaying
‘T don't go out and getlaid anymore.”

Onthe subwayplatform,a teen-age
African-Americangirl with a pin pierc-
ing her cheek approached him. “You
know whoyoulooklike?”she said.

“I do,” he replied, commiserating.
‘Theintrusively bald head,the strangely
winning air of petulance—whoelse
could it be?

“Youkeepingit on the low, or can 1
scream?”

“Scream? Why would you scream?
It’s notthatbig a deal.”

“T can’t wait to see ‘Alvin and the
Chipmunks 3,”shesaid, referring to
the newestinstallmentofthe franchise,
in which Crossrepriseshis role as a pro-
foundlyinsincere record exec.

“Don't,” he warned.“It’s not very
good.”

“Yeah,I recognize that smile,” she
said. She crossed her arms expectantly:
Let's see something, funny man.

Cross began toriffsomedeliberately
lameideas: “Chocolate cheese. No,
chocolate-chocolate cheese, and fartsi-
cles—T'll flesh that outlater. A dwarf
clown with Tourette's has a congenital
heart condition,his father died in child-
birth—yougettingall this?”

Later, as he measured his new mar-

ble-topped kitchenisland, high above
the East River,hesaid, “Blacks, Puerto
Ricans, and Dominicans recognize
mefrom ‘Scary Movie 2’ and ‘Alvin,’
and with whitesit’s ‘Arrested Develop-
ment.” Yethis persona transcends de-
mographics:“I've heard ‘condescending’
so many times—well over a thousand
times—thatI haveto believeit applies.
I hear‘aloof’ a lot, and ‘smug,’ and ‘a
prick.’ There’s three hundred and ten
million Americans, and I don’t like
mostof them. They have noidea that
this latest one evenexists.”

This latest one is “Che Increasingly
PoorDecisions ofTodd Margaret,” a
scabroussitcom that Cross created and
co-wrote, which just began its second
andfinal six-episode season on IFC.
(Asa British co-production, it ad-

heresto their common twelve-and-out
model.) Cross stars as Todd Margaret,
a blustering boob from Portland who
arrives in LondontosellThunder Mus-
cle, a toxic North Korean energy drink.

The show hinges on Todd’s comeup-
pances: whenheasserts his kinship to
the Brits by claimingthat his father was
from Leeds,he then mustclosea deal in

Leedsandfeign local familiarity; when
he gains sympathybytelling everyone
that his fatherjust died, his father walks
in the door. Every lie is swiftly pun-
ished, and Todd ends upbeing charged
with crimes ranging from murderto es-
pionageto persistent public urination.

“Thisplace is ridiculouslybig,” Cross



said, standing uneasily onthe threshold
of his huge walk-in closet. “I have one
couch, but we need nineteen more.It’s

a rich person’s problem,I guess.” He
ambledover tothe living-roomwindow
and took in the view. “Ellis Island!” he
said, “Mydad went there with his fam-
ily when he cameover from England,
shortly after World WarTwo,I think.”
And hewasfrom Leeds?
“Yes,” Cross said, the animation

draining from his face. “I haven’t talked
to him since mylate teens.” The come-
dian grew up poorin the South, some-
timesliving with friends betweenevic-
tions after his father left the family,
when Cross was ten. “From what I’ve
heard, he’s on the Upper East Side—
whenI getclose to it on mybike, that

weird,tingly, Spidey Sense goesoff.
He'd be about, what, seventy-five now?
I'm forty-seven, and he supposedly had
mewhenhe was twenty-eight. I don't
know, the math may be wrong. Every-
thing hetold us wasa lie.” Hepicked up
his measuring tape and turned back to
the empty room.

—TadFriend

THE BOARDS
GROWN UP

"fhe
won't growup!”is the mantra of
manya grad studentand Botoxin-

jectee,but the line belongs to Peter Pan,

andspecifically to Cathy Rigby,the for-
mer Olympic gymnast whohasplayed
therole onstagesince 1990. Last month,

Rigby and her Lost Boys passed through
townfor an engagementat the Theatre
at Madison Square Garden. Two days
before opening,she celebrated herfifty-
ninth birthday at Bar Americain with
her husband, Tom McCoy, with whom
she runsthe tour’s production company.
She wore a chiffonscarf andbright lip-
stick, with earrings twinkling beneath
her blond bob, andlookedneither like a
little boy norlike a grandmotheroffour.

Rigbyestimates that she has played
more thanthree thousandperformances
as Peter Pan. Her last stop in NewYork
was in 2005, onher “farewell tour.”

Aftera special performance in Missouri

two years ago, she decided that she
missedtherole and longedto return to
Neverland. But she had doubts.“I didn’t
want age to bea factor,”shesaid, sip-
ping a glass of Pinot Grigio.“I didn’t
wantphysical abilities to be an issue. I
thought, O.K., how canI be a better

dancer,a betterflyer, a betterlittle boy,
and howcanJ notget injured?” She
hired a trainer, a brawny ex-marine,
whoputher on a routine of Pilates and
cardio. “When I’m on tour, the show
keeps mein amazing shape, because the
flying is all aboutcore,” she wenton.“In
thevery first scene thereare three songs,

an aerial ballet, ‘I Gotta Crow—you’re
running aroundlike a small child for the
entire first act.” By now, she is well

versedin therole’s physical demands,
which include handstands, tom-tom

playing, and sword fighting (tennis
elbow is a concern). “When you're
fighting Captain Hook, you don'tjust
swing wildly,” Rigbysaid. “There’s a lot
ofform toit.”

“Cathy's fifty-nine years old today,
and she’s neverbeenbetterin this role,”

McCoy,afolksy-dadtype, said.“It’s a lit-
tle frightening! I think shesold her soul
to the Devil. She did something bad.”

“Maybe I did something good,”
Rigbysaid.

“You mustbe sacrificing chickensin
the back yard.”

“Tm living with you, honey. That
keeps me young,” Rigbysaid, clutching
his hand. The couplelive in La Habra
Heights, California, with two dogs,
fourteen koi, twenty-twofinches, and a

cockatoo.
“We're goingto do anothertour in ten

years,” McCoyjoked. “She'll be flying in
with a walker! I’m telling you, AARP
should do a big thing aboutyou.”

Rigby,laughing this off, ruminated on
age: “It’s almost a competitive thing with
the twenty-year-olds, where youthink, If
you dotenpull-ups I’m going to do
twelve. Ifyou say I can't doit, I will any-
way, as Tom will tell you. Ifyoutell me I
shouldn't sit on the top of the Empire
State Building’—as she hadearlier that
day, at a photo shoot—‘I probablywill
anyway, and getin troubleforit.” She
said that she tookinspiration from Pan's
sense of mischief: “As we get older, we
tendtoputrestrictions on ourselves. But
I don't believe that anymore. I still be-
lieve that anythingis possible, and that’s

avery Peter Pan kind ofwishful thinking.”
‘They weresoonjoined by Rigby’s son

BuckMason(from herfirst marriage, to

the former N.F.L.runningbackTommy
Mason) andhis wife, Dana Solimando,
a dancer and choreographer. Buckis the
general managerof Rigby and McCoy's
production company. Hehad just been
working outthelogistics for the flying

 

Cathy Rigby

effects, which involved extra red tape,

thanks to “Spider-Man: Turn Off the
Dark.” “This time, there are a lot of
hoopstojump through with the Depart-
mentofLabor,”hesaid. Buck and Dana
met thirteen years ago, when both were
appearing with Rigby in “Peter Pan.” “I
‘wasa pirate and an Indian andalso the
dog andthecrocodile,” Buck said. “She

wasTiger Lily, but Tiger Lily is also the
maid. So our show tracks went together
the whole time. Itwas—

“Love atfirst sight,” Dana said.
“Tt really was. Wespenta year sort of

in the trenches together.”
Overthe years, all ofRigby’s children

have been involved with “Peter Pan.”
Herother son, Ryan,playeda pirate.
Herolder daughter, Theresa, who now
handles the contracts, was a Lost Boy
and Wendy's daughter,Jane. Heryoung-
est, Katie, played a mermaid andis cur-

rently the wig supervisor.
Rigby laughed. “So Peter Pan is

Tiger Lily's mother-in-law. I’m the
crocodile’s mom. And my daughter
playedJane,so she was thesister-in-law
to TigerLily.”

—MichaelSchulman
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THE POLITICAL SCENE

THE GOOD WIFE
CanCallista Gingrich save her husband?

BY ARIEL LEVY

 

“The womanisalways thegrownup,”Newt Gingrich says. ‘Ithink no matter what.”

ight days before Christmas, on the
last non-holiday weekend before

the Iowa caucuses, the Republican can-

didates for President darted across the
state, droppingin at factories and shop-
ping malls and pizza parlors,like birds
surveying a beach and swooping down
for food. But not Newt Gingrich. He
wassitting in front of a portrait of
George Washingtonandhishorsein the
gift shop at MountVernon,drinking a
Dict Cokenextto his wife and a man in
an elephantcostume. “I’m Callista, and
this is Ellis the Elephant,” Mrs. Gin-
grich told one person after another.

30 THE NEW YORKER, JANUARY 23, 2012

Abouttwo hundred people hadlined up
to have the wife ofthe former Speaker of
the Housesign a copyof“Sweet Land of
Liberty,” a children’s book she wrote
abouta patriotic elephant whotravels
through Americanhistory, delivering
lessons in rhyming couplets: “Indepen-
dence was notso easily won./It would
take years offighting andfighting’s not
fun.”

Even for Newt Gingrich, whothrives
on conflict, the fightingthis primary sea-
son hasnot been that much fun. In De-
cember, forty-five percentofthe politi-
cal ads in Iowa were Gingrich takedowns;

the Super PAC Restore Our Future,
which supports Mitt Romney, spent
nearlythree million dollars on such ads,
and in one month Gingrich went from
top horse to underdog. Until recently,
Gingrich was fond ofciting what he
called Ronald Reagan’s eleventh com-
mandment—“Thoushall notspeak ill of
fellow-Republicans’—andheoftentold
audiences, “Barack Obama is my only
opponent.” Butsince January 3rd, when
he cameina distant fourth in the Iowa
caucuses, he has found denigrating other
Republicans considerably more palat-
able. “If there’s a clear distinction with
Santorum,itis that I actually know how

to build a nationwide campaign,” Gin-
eich said,on his campaign’s press busin
New Hampshirelast week. Hereserves
his real disgust for Romney: at a debate
in Concord, Gingrich snarled, “Mitt,I
realize the red light doesn’t mean any-
thing to you because you're the front-
runner,” and then suggested that Rom-
ney “dropa little bit ofthe pious baloney.”
A videoreleased earlier this month by
the pro-Gingrich Super PAC Winning
OurFuture depicts Romneyas a heart-
less corporate raider, to whom “nothing
mattered but greed.”

At MountVernon,though, Gingrich
wasstill at the top ofthe polls, and his
smiling, grandfatherly aspect wasondis-
play. Newt, whois sixty-eight, wore a suit
with a redtie and a bluelapel pin depict-
ing Washington's Commander-in-Chief
flag. Callista, whois forty-five, was
dressed in a black skirt and a cherry-red
Armanijacket and wore a triple strand of
pearls around her neck. As a couple, the
Gingrichesare a bitlike Jack Sprat and
his wife in reverse: he is pudgy andsoft-
featured, with droopy jowls and hooded
eyes, while sheis slender, with a sharply

angled nose and bright-blueeyesthat are
always wide open. Her hairis platinum
blondandvery stiff, with one remarkable
lock styled into an immobile, upward
swoosh,

“Wheredoyouget your hair done?” a
red-haired woman asked as she got her
booksigned.

“At Sugar House in Old Town,” Mrs.
Gingrichsaid quietly, referringto a salon
in Alexandria. (Herstylist, Tatjana Bel-
ajic, told meshehas yet to get a request 2
for “theCallista,” though that would|
surely change if Mrs. Gingrich became §8
First Lady.) 8



“You and I have such beautiful natu-
ral color,” the redhead said, chuckling
conspiratorially. “Yeah, right!”

Mrs. Gingrich kept her face frozen ina
smile, but she did notreally look amused.
“Have you metEllis the Elephant?”

Calista Gingrich has a firm formality
that can be very effective in curtailing
conversations she does not wish to en-
gage in. In April, 2010, she appeared
with her husband on “Hannity”to pro-
mote a documentary they made about
PopeJohn PaulIL. (The twoofthem are
partners in a film company, Gingrich
Productions, but Callista holdsthetitle

ofpresident. “I'mjust talent—shedoesall
the hard work,” Newt told Sean Han-
nity.) At the endofthe interview, Han-

nity said to Mrs. Gingrich, who was
dressed in a crisp violet suit, “He won't
answerthis. How doyoufeel about him
runningfor President?”

Shereplied, “Wehaven'ttalked about
thatyet.”

“Not once? Noteven over dinner?”
Hannity persisted. “Are you planning on
a longdiscussion aboutit, maybe in the
near future?”

Calista Gingrich raised her eyebrows
slightly and replied in the implacable
tone ofa kindergarten teacherscolding a
six-year-old, “We'll discuss it early next
year.”

Gingrich announcedhis candidacy in
May,andhiswife's role in the campaign
has been controversial ever since. At the
end of the month, Gingrich outraged
his staffers by refusingto cancela cruise
through the Greek isles that he and Cal-
lista had planned. The campaign had
suffered a series of embarrassing re-
ports—that he and his wife had a half
million-dollar line of credit at Tiffany,

that he’d been paid nearly two million
dollars for consulting work with Freddie
Mac—andthestaffers were concerned
that a luxurycruise to Mykonos would
not help make Gingrich seem like a reg-
ular guy, orlike a serious candidate. Vir-
tuallyall of them quit. Gingrich has
called the monthsofJune andJuly “the
hardest in mycareer” and credited both
his wife and her elephant with keeping
him in the race. “Oneofthe things that
actually saved us, in addition to Callis-

ta’s stubbornness, was Ellis the Ele-
phant,” Gingrich recently told the
Times. He mighthave been speaking of
his wife when he described Ellis as

“happy,positive, interesting, creative.”

In the gift shop, a young woman
wearinga leatherjacket anda crosstold
the former Speaker, “P'm going to votefor
you—myfirst vote!”

Her mother, awomanwith longwhite

hair who was wearing a fisherman’s
sweater anda prairie skirt, nodded and
said, “Weraised them right.”

After they'd had their booksigned,I
asked why they supported Gingrich.
“Tve reada lot of his books, and he’s a
veryintelligent person,” the daughter, a
student at Northern Virginia Commu-
nity College, said. Her mother, who
went to work for the Navy after home-
schooling her four children, said she was
unaware that Callista Gingrich wasthe
former Speaker's third wife—and that
he'd had an affair with herfor six years
before divorcing his second wife, Mari-
anne, and that he’d had an affair with
Mariannebefore heleft his first wife,

Jacqueline Battley, the mother of his
children. The woman andher daughter
agreed that Gingrich’s committing adul-
tery was between him and God. “But,I
mean,” the mothersaid, “I'd prefer he
hadn't.”

wrMitt Romneyand Rick San-
torum hustled betweenevents in

Towa, Gingrich stayed homethatentire
weekendandacted ashis wife's date. On
the eveningafter her booksigning,he re-

ceived a roundofapplause as he entered
the Fairfax High School auditorium,
near their house in McLean, Virginia,
and tooka seatin the fourth row. Fairfax
is in one of the wealthiest counties in
America, and the thousand-seat audito-
rium looked morelike a well-kept theatre
than a place for teen-agers to put on
Christmas pageants. Thehall was nearly
full ofpeople who'd cometo hear a con-
cert by the City ofFairfax Band, in which
Callista Gingrich plays French horn, She
looked elegantin a long blackskirt, a

black jacket with a jewelled clasp, and
pearls, seated behind a row ofred poin-
settias at the edgeofthestage. Before the
lights went down,she gave her husband
a wave and a smile, and then the band
launchedinto the snappy suite from the
animated Christmas movie “The Polar

Express.” A boy in the row in front of
Gingrich looked back at the former
Speaker, turnedto his friend, and whis-

pered, “He might be the next Presi-
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dent!” As the band beganplaying “Si-
lent Night,” Gingrich drifted offto sleep.

‘The next morning,he attendedMass at
the Basilica of the National Shrineofthe
Immaculate Conception, the largest Cath-
olic church in the country, where Calista
sangwith the choir, awell-rchearsed group
ofpaid musicians in royal-blue robes. Gin-
gtich converted to Catholicism atsixty-five,
andhas said that his wife played a crucial
role. “When Newt became a Catholic, it

was one of the happiest moments of my
life,” Callista told me.

“Newt doesthings for her,” Rick
Tyler, a former Gingrich campaign
spokesman,told me. “He never played
golf before Callista was around, even
thoughthat’s what youdoas politician,
but heplays now, because she does. You
would never find him at the Kennedy
Center atthe opera, but now he’s amem-
ber.” In New Hampshire, Gingrich de-
scribed having his wife on the campaign
trail as “extraordinary—it’s like every-
thing else about hanging out with her.”
Headded,“If she wasn't with me, who
wouldfix myhair in the morning?”

Onthepress bus,he told methat Cal-
lista is “the grownup” in their relation-
ship. “Thewoman isalways the grownup,”
hesaid. “I think no matter what.”

Lasked Calista, who was sitting next
to him,if she agreed. “Most days,” she
said, and laughed.

Though Callista is central to Gin-
grich’slife, her public role in his cam-
paign has been largely ornamental. She
accompanies him onthetrail, smiling
behind him atevents; in December, she

appearedwith him in a Christmas video
toask, “Is there anything more inspiring
than American towns and neighbor-
hoods brightly lit for the holidays?” But
she does not have a stump speech, and
though she’s happy to exchangepleas-
antries with reporters, she has not been
granting interviews, with the exception
ofa brief on-camera conversation with
the Christian Broadcasting Network.
Theresultingstory, which also included
interviews with Rick Perry's wife, Anita,

and Jon Huntsman’s wife, Mary Kaye,
wascalled “A Tale of Three Wives.”
Until recently, the title appeared on the
homepage ofGingrich’s campaignWeb
site, leading manyvisitors to wonderif
they couldclick through to an explana-
tion ofthe candidate's complicated mar-
ital history.

But,ofcourse,this is not a topic Gin-
gtich wishesto highlight. His “personal
baggage,” as his opponents call it, is one
ofhis biggestliabilities with conservative
religious voters. Mitt Romney likes to
emphasize that he is a “manofsteadiness
and constancy,” married for forty-two
years to his high-schoolsweetheart, Ann,
Oneof Rick Santorum’s ads shows him
strolling through a garden with his arm
aroundhiswife, and explainsthatthey've
been married twenty-one years and
homeschooled seven children, Callista
Gingrich is a reminder of her husband's
wayward past, which may explain why
sheis the onlyoneofthe Republican can-
didates’ spouses to keep quiet.

Gingrich’s spokesman, R. C. Ham-
mond, tall, bald young man,told me
that it was just thefirst campaign team
whofelt that Callista ought to be kept
outofthe spotlight. The current opera-
tion, a handful ofmostly youngtrue be-
lievers, views her as “a very important
part of the campaign,” Hammondsaid.
“Tve referred to her many timesas our
chief morale officer.” I asked if it was
time to present her to the public, and
Hammondsaid, “People who think
we're running a normal campaign think
that, but that’s not what we’re about.”

‘Whatexactly is Gingrich running,then?
“I work here,” Hammondsaid,dryly,
“and still can’t figure it out.”

At the Al-Jon scrap-metal plantin
Ottumwa,Iowa, Gingrich,too,insisted
that the ordinary rules of campaigning
didn’t apply to him.“I am running the
mostinsurgent campaign since Ronald
Reagan!” he told the twenty reporters
who'd assembled in a back room,after
watching him give a speech in front of
a giant car-crushing machine. “Thees-
tablishment deeply wishes I would go
away, and I hateto tell them this, but
I’m notleaving.” Asked if he was
fighting for the survival of his cam-
paign, Gingrich replied, “No more than
Iwas everydayfor the last eight months.
It’s just a normal everyday business
for us.”

Callista, who had stood bysilently
through the speech, was seated to the
side of the room when I asked Gingrich
howheviewed therole of the poten-
tial next First Lady. “Sheis a very dis-
ciplined, professional person,” hesaid.
“She’s a classical pianist by training’—
she majored in music at Luther College,
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in Decorah, Iowa. “She’s helped make
seven documentaries. Just a verytalented,
competent person. She worksvery, very
hard,” I asked whenwe'd be hearing from
her, and Gingrich looked over athis wife
and said, “I don’t know. Whatdoyou
think?”
“When R.C. saysyes,” she said

brightly.
“We're waiting for R.C. to unleash

her,” Gingrich said with a smirk.
It is unlikely, however, that Ham-

mond has muchsay in whether Callista
Gingrich goes public. Accordingto cur-
rent andprevious staff members and
friends, Mrs. Gingrich wields a great
deal of decision-making power. Of
the notorious Greek cruise, one former
Gingrich strategist told me, “Shesaid,
‘Either go on this vacation or we're
done.” There wererules, he said, about
“how manynights he could be away and
whattime he had to be homefor din-
ner—whichled to a huge abuseofpri-
vate planes which wecould notafford.
‘There’s a sense that, Pm not gonna have
a third failed marriage.”

Will Rogers, Gingrich’s Lowa strategist
until last May,said heleft the campaign
because he could notget the candidate to
committhe requisite time to meeting vot-
ers. “I would send requests through chan-
nels, and they wouldlargely go unreplied
to. Whenpeople are providingreally good
opportunities to meetface to face with
county chairmen and you're notgetting a
response, it’s very frustrating.”

Matt Gunderson, a good friend of

Callista’s since junior high school, told
me, “Oneofthe sad parts oftheinitial
stages of the campaign is that she was
perceived as being an obstacle, perceived
as being cold andstiff.” Unlikethe other
candidates’ spouses,she has neverhad to
facethescrutiny ofa campaign,oroflife
with an elected official. “There's a level
ofcautiousness in her personality—not
the mostoverly ambitious personality
you're going to run into,” Gunderson
said. “So when youlookat the daunting
task of a Presidential campaign, you go,
Ugh,really?”

Her job as a campaign spouse is
largely arduous and dull. She spends
mostof the day onstage,staring at her
husbandas he makes the samespeechin
Manchester, then Bedford, then Con-
cord, then Merrimack, while photog-
raphers squat at herfeet, taking pic-

tures. With each iteration, she must look

freshly impressed. Asked whatshe thinks
about while she’s standing there, she re-
plied, “I think, if anything happensto
him,I could probably finish the speech.”
Thereis very little room to be anything
other than dutiful.

‘The formerstrategist had a different
assessment.“She’s the single most self-
centered person I’ve runinto in poli-
tics—it’s all about her. They do these
movies together, and she does a word

count: she has to have the same number
ofwords on cameraas he does or they
have to reshoot.” (A spokeswomanfor

Gingrich Productionsdenied this.)
Thestrategist allowed that the mar-
riage has been good for Newt: “Thisis
the most adult relationship the guy’s
ever had.” But he suggested that it
hasn’t been good for his campaign.
“Thecore problem wasthat he was not
willing to do the things he'd have to do
to run for President. And Callista did
not want him to run for President.
That's why he had to buy her so much
damnjewelry.”

Karen Olson, whosays shehas had a
“sibling-like”relationship with Callista
since the second grade, travelled with
the Gingrich campaign for several
monthsthis summer. “Newt is madlyin
love with Callista, and he would do any-
thing for her,” she said. “The disgrun-
tled people wholeft, they thought he
was supposed to drop everything and do
whatever they said. It waslike,no,it’s
not going to work that way!” Shefelt it
was“beyondtheir imagina-
tion” that a marriage could
be such an equal partner-
ship. “It’s easy to blame the
spouse,” Olson continued.
“T will tell you this: ifshe re-
ally hadn’t wanted him to
doit, he wouldn’t have run.”

  

n the unlikely event that
Callista Gingrich did be-

comeFirst Lady, she would be unusually
well suited for the position. She is good
with children, bending down to touch
their hands in Manchester, hoisting
them ontoher lap to meether elephant
at Mount Vernon.Shetold methatifshe
were First Lady she would focus on pro-
moting music education—precisely the
kind ofuncontroversial passion thatplays
well with everyone, like Laura Bush’s

acids
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crusadeagainstilliteracy. She has an old-
fashioned politeness that borders on
primness,and she ends manyinteractions
with the words “Godbless.” Throughout
his political career, Newt Gingrich has
tried to summonvoters’ nostalgia for a
bygoneand probably imaginaryAmerica;
he has spoken longingly ofthe kind of
small Midwestern town where “a lot of
Norman Rockwell still exists.” Calistais
from thatplace.

She does not seem likea forty-five-
year-old,oratleast notlike a forty-five-

year-old ofthis era. Shehasthe style and
smile of an astronaut’s wife, even in her

downtime. Once,in Cedar Rapids, I
happenedtorun into herin the women’s
bathroom attheairport. In her suit and
pearls, with herstiff coiffure, she looked

as ifshe hadjust exited a beauty parlorin.
1962. “I don’t think she ownsa pair of

jeans,” R. C. Hammondjoked. “Casual
Friday is not something that happens a
lot around Callista.” This is the wayshe
was brought up. Matt Gundersontold
methat Callista’s mother, Bernita Bisck,
“was probably the last woman to wear
slacks in public in our town.”

Bisekstill livesin the house where she
raised Callista, in Whitehall, Wisconsin,
population 1,589. “Thereare less stores

here now than when we movedhere,”
Bisck,who is seventy-nine,told me. “There
used to be ladies’ dress shop, and there
was whattheycalled the farmers’ store—
furniture, drygoods.” When her daughter
was born, in 1966, she named her Cal-
lista because “before I got married

I worked at the Merchants
Bank in Winona, Minne-
sota, and the president’s

wife's namewas Callista,
andshe wasthenicestlady,

avery pretty lady.” She gave
her the middle name Louise,
after her mother. “Wecall
her Cally Lou for short,”
Bisck said. “It started out
when she would do some-

thing wrong whenshe waslittle: she'd
look at me and I'dsay,‘Cally Lou!’ Later
on, Newt thought that was cute, so he
started calling her Cally Lou,too.”

Bisek wasa secretary, and her hus-
band,Allie, worked for twenty years ina

packing plant. “Thenitlocked up, and he
‘wentto workat a place where they made
car switches,” Bisck said.“Moneywas al-
ways tight.” WhenCallista took an inter-

w
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est in the piano,in the fourth grade,it
wasn't easy to buy her an instrument. “I
had oneofthoselittle electric organs, and
whenshe didstart taking lessonsshe prac-
ticed on thatfirst.” Byjunior high, she was
singing in the choir during theschool year
andplaying the organ in churchall sum-
mer, andshe had also taken up the French
horn. Her involvementinpolitics came
largely through music: sometimes she
would sing onparadefloats for Represen-
tative Steve Gunderson,herfriendMats
older brother.

She and Karen Olson, whoalso played
the piano, went to Luther College to-

gether, and Olson told me that Callista

practiced the piano six hours every day.
“Wewere in sorority called Delta Alpha
Delta—the anti-sorority sorority, in
that there was no such thing as hazing,
and anyone who wantedto bein gotin.
I wouldn't quite call us outcasts, but

strong-willed women who didn’t play a
normal game.” Olsonsaid that she and
Callista both decided to pursue careers
outside ofmusic. Callista was acceptedin
a graduate program in broadcastjournal-
ism at Emerson College, in Boston. But

before sheleft, Olson told me, “Matt
Gundersonsaid, ‘You should just go out
and do aninternship with Steve this
summer.” She decidedto go.

At home,Bisckhad hand-sewn all her
daughter’s clothes and “used to knit her
little vests’—even when,in junior high,
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“someofher friends were going into
namebrands.” It was notuntil Callista
went to work for Gunderson that she
started buying her own clothes. “When
she wentouteast, she said to me oneday,
‘Well, you know,I have to paya lotformy
clothes because I'm used to your home-
madeclothes, and if I want something

that’s going to wearlike yours does I have
a hard timefinding it, ” Bisck said. “We
thought she would work that internship
and then be back again, but it never hap-
pened.” Steve Gundersonindicated that
Callista was notpolitically ambitious; she
was“probablyjust morecurious aboutthe
process.” But, he said, Calista is a “very
determinedperson.”Atthe end ofthe in-
ternship,he asked her to stay on, and she

agreed. As Olsonputit, “You don’t look
a good job as gift horse in the mouth.”
Callista told me, “I sometimes wonder
how mylife would have beendifferent
had I goneto Boston.”

According to Olson,Calista “did not
really date” in college. “She was not so
skinny growing up. Notfat, but . . .” Ol-
son searched forthe right words. “She has
grown into her beauty.” Bisek told me
that Callista was always independent.
“She did go with this one man a few
years,” she said. “He also worked for one
of thepoliticians outthere, and he was a
nice person, her age—we liked him.I
think the deal was she had forgotten
somethingathis apartmentand she went

to getit, and he had anothergirlfriend

there, and that was the end ofthat.”
Callista met Newt Gingrich while she

was working for Gunderson, and,after
she took job as a clerk with the House
Agriculture Committee,theybegan their
affair. Her parents learned aboutit only
whenthey returned from a campingtrip
and found dozens of messages from re-
porters on their answering machine.“I
gota call from Callista saying, You prob-
ably will be getting questions asked,”
Bisck told me.“Shesaid thatshewas dat-
ing Newt then.Itwas shock, you know,
obviously.” At that time, Gingrich was
leading the charge against Bill Clinton
forhis dalliance with Monica Lewinsky,
an intern morethan twenty years his ju-
nior. Asit happened, Callista wasa con-
gressional staffer twenty-three years
Gingrich’s junior, the sameageas his
daughter Jackie. “There was an age
difference, and] said, ‘Maybe you should
give it somefurther thought,” Bisek told
me. “Shesaid, Tve thought aboutit” But
then, you know,the age differenceis ex-
actly whather grandma and grandpa
Bisck’s was.”

Olsontold me,“I certainly remember
saying, ‘Calista, please be careful—no-
bodywantsto see anybodygethurt.” But
she said thatshefelt concern rather than
disapproval. “We grew up where there
‘was a moral code, so I don’t think any-
bodythought, Oh,this doesn’t matter; it’s
nobig deal. But we're alsofairly nonjudg-
mental, because that would be presump-
tuous.” (When Olson came outas a les-

bian, she told me, Calista was similarly
open-minded.) Olson was surprised that
herfriend had fallen in love with the ar-
chitect of the Contract with America:
“Initially, you certainly go, ‘Wow,this
doesn’t make lot ofsense.’ But, as we've
gotten to knowhim,heis not only mar-
ried to myfriend, he is my friend.”

It is not lost on Bernita Bisek that
Gingrich left his two previous wives.
WhenI askedherif it worried her, she
said, “It does, some. But you can’t do any-
thing, anyway. You think aboutit, you
know,butyou don'tlet it overwhelm you.
Youonlyhave onechild.”

f Cally Lou Bisek marched through
childhood wearing hand-sewn trou-

sers, proudly playing her horn, the boy
who became her husbandwas, he has
said,“very lonely”and“pretty weird as a



kid.” His mother, Kathleen, married his
father, Newton McPherson, when she
wassixteen andleft him a fewdays after-
ward. Nine months later, on June 17,
1943, Newton Leroy was born. He was
three when his mother remarried, to a

man hehas described as “angry” and“to-
talitarian,” an Armyofficer named Rob-
ert Gingrich, with whom hehada vola-
tile relationship. Once, when Gingrich
was fifteen, he stayed out past curfew.
When Newt got home, Bob Gingrich
hassaid, he “grabbed him bythelapels,
and I smashed him against the wall.
Newt was bug-eyed. Then I dropped
him. There was no need to shout. He
didn’t do it again.”

Family life was unstable. They moved
often,andby the time Gingrich wassix-
teen he had lived in Pennsylvania, Kan-
sas, France, and Germany. Recently, at a
campaign event organized by a Website
called CafeMom,hetalked about living
with his mother’s depression and bipolar
disorder: “Mywhole emphasis on brain
science comes, indirectly, from dealing,
um...” He winced,andstarted crying.
“See how I’m becoming emotional?” he
said, with difficulty, then continued.
“From dealing with the real problems of
real people, in myfamily. So it’s not a
theory—it’s, in fact, my mother.”

Asa studentat Baker High School in
Columbus, Georgia, Gingrich fell in
love with his geometry teacher, Jacque-
line Battley. She taught him to drive.
“Fle was herlittle boy,” Gingrich’s
mother hassaid. They were married in
1962,after his freshman year at Emory,

when Gingrich was nineteenandBattley
was twenty-six. The couple had two
daughters, and after Gingrich got his
Ph.D.in history, from Tulane,they set-
tled in Carrollton, Georgia, where Gin-
grich taught at West Georgia College.
“Welived on a dead-endstreet across
from campus,” Jackie Gingrich Cush-
man,their daughter, told me. “Mysister

and I would wait for him infrontofthe
house, and you couldliterally hear him
whistling on the way home. You could
hear the happy tune before you saw the
happy man.” She whistled a fewbars of
“The Popcorn Song,” one ofhis favor-
ites. “It’s a real happy,lively tune.”

But Gingrich had broader ambitions.
A colleagueat the college said that even
then he wanted to be Speaker of the
House, and Gingrich has saidherealized

early that, for a man like him,“yourjobis
to spend your lifetime trying to change
the future of your people.” He ran for
Congress twice andlost before his suc-
cessful 1978 campaign, which he orga-
nized aroundthe slogan “Let Our Fam-
ily Represent Your Family.” After he was
elected, he moved the family to Fairfax,
Virginia. One yearlater, he met Mari-
anne Gintherat a political fund-raiser in
Ohio, and within weeks, she told the
journalistJohn Richardson,he asked her
to marryhim. It was “waytooearly, and
he wasn’t divorced yet,” she said. “I
should have known there wasa problem.”

Before the campaign, Jacqueline had
been treated for uterine cancer. “He
walked outin the spring of 1980,” she
told the WashingtonPost. That Septem-
ber,she was takento the hospital to have
atumor removed.“I wentinto the hospi-
tal for mythird surgery,” she said. “The
two girls cameto see me, andsaid, Daddy

is downstairs and could he come up?
Whenhegotthere, he wantedto discuss
the termsofthe divorce while I was re-
covering from the surgery.” (The tumor
turned outto be benign.) “TosayI gave
up lot for the marriage is the under-
statementoftheyear.”

Gingrich married Ginthersix months
after his divorce becamefinal. With her
at his side, he becamethepolitical success
he'dalways hopedto be, masterminding
theendofforty years ofDemocratic rule
in the House. Ashehasputit, “I founda
way to immerse myinsecurities in a cause
large enoughtojustifywhatever I wanted
it to.” Gingrich was grandiose enough to
warn therepresentativesin his party that
they had to advance a conservative
agendaas he defined it or he would have
them replaced by younger, more mallea-
ble politicians. The process worked, but

it was nota gentle one, and it made him
manyenemies. Gingrich, though, seems
to be impervioustootherpeople's anger.
At a campaign stop at the Hy-Vee gro-
cerystore in MountPleasant, Iowa, a
man with a gray beard, wearing a
camouflage shirt and cap, told me he'd
comefrom huntingjustto tell the former
Speaker what he thought of him. The
manstationed himself in frontofa dis-
playofdinnerrolls, and when Gingrich
strodepastheclasped the Speaker's hand
andsaid quietly, “You knowwhat? You're
a fuckingasshole.” Gingrich smirked and
replied, “It’s a free country, and you're en-

titled to your opinion.” Hepatted the
hunteronthe shoulderandthen reached
for the next hand.

Gingrich hassaid he identifies with
theScottish hero Robert the Bruce: “The
guy who would not,could not, avoid

fighting.” Withhisfirst marriage, he re-

belled againsthis parents, who never ap-
proved ofthe age difference between him
andBattley. (His stepfather boycotted
their wedding.) To pursue Marianne
Ginther, he had to abandonthe family
he'd put atthe center ofhis campaign, in-
furiating even his former partisans. And
with Callista he put himself in another
impossible situation that he’d need to
fight his wayout of. According to Gin-
ther, he asked Callista to marry him be-
fore he told Ginther he wanted a di-
vorce—while he was championing the
Personal Responsibility Act. “Hebelieves
that whathe says in public and how he
lives don't have to be connected,” Ginther
said. “Ifyou believe that, then, yeah, you
can run for President.”

Gree policy positions generally
accord withthose ofreligious vot-

ers, and,increasingly, so doeshis rheto-
tic; Gingrich Productions made a two-
part documentary called “Rediscovering
God in America,” which argues that
““our Creatoris the source ofour liberty,
prosperity, andsurvival as an exceptional
nation.” Yetin Iowahepolled nobetter
with evangelicals than he did with any-
bodyelse, and in New Hampshire he
lostthereligious vote by a wide margin.

At the CafeMomevent, a womanin

the audience whoidentified herself as
evangelical told Gingrich that she needed
to be convinced he'd undergonea “fun-
damental change ofthe heart” and that
his admissions of moral failings weren’t
justpolitically expedient.

Gingrich appeared sincere when he
replied,“I am a sadder andslower person

than J wastwenty-five years ago.”
Hissister, Candace Gingrich-Jones,

told methat she has seen difference in
Gingrich, whichsheattributesin part to
his marriage. “Callista is a very sweet per-
son, and shecan besilly,” she said. “T
don’t knowifyou can picture this, but
they make each other giggle.” Asked on
his campaign bus in New Hampshire if
he hadanyregrets about Iowa, Gingrich
said, “Well, I think I should probably
have ordered the pork tenderloin one
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morning,” and his wife indulged him
with a big laugh.

Manyconservative voters, particularly
evangelicals, do not wantto seejust evo-
lution or mellowing, though; they want
to see repentance for what they viewas
profound transgressions.“Initially, my
reaction to Newt Gingrich and to Cal-
lista is that the third wife doesn’t get to
be the First Lady,” Penny Nance, the
president of Concerned Womenfor
America, told me. “I cameatit completely
believing that evangelical women would
not evenconsider him, and F’ve beensur-
prised by their willingnesstolisten and
forgive. | attended an eventhe had here
with evangelicals, and there were some
pretty tough questions. The mostinter-
esting thing to me wasnot the answers
but howhe handled them. The old
Newt that I knew would not have han-
dledit very well, but this Newt did, He
really tried to divine what wasat the
heart of the question and didn’t come
across as rudeorarrogant.” Still, she cau-
tioned, “Wecannot allow Newt Gin-

grich or anyoneelse’s moral failure to be
used as an excuse byothers for their own
wrongdoing andsaying ‘Hey, I canstill
be President!”

Mike Huckabee, the former governor
ofArkansas, who won Iowa in the 2008
Presidential primaries with enormous
support fromreligious conservatives, told
methathebelieved Gingrich’s penitence
was real. But, hesaid,“I hear fromfriends
whoare conservative women whosay, T
will not vote for Newt Gingrich.’I say,
‘Why?’ He’s walked out on two wives.”
And these are hard-core Republican
‘women—conservative activists, women
whoputsigns up in their yards, make
phonecalls. And they have bluntly said,
‘Twill notvotefor him.’ Not‘I have ques-
tions aboutvoting for himbut ‘TI will not
vote for him. That sort of rocked me
back on myheels.” Huckabee added, “I
don’t hearthat ever from malevoters, by
the way. What doesthattell you? Men
are pigs.”

Infact, there has been an aggressive
response from religious men,too. Jason

(Molotov) Mitchell, a Christian televi-
sion producer whohas linked Obama to
Nazism,released a video in which heac-

cused Gingrich—“the Kim Kardashian
of the G.O.P.’—ofbeing “the walking,
talking definition of untrustworthy,”
sneered at Callista for being “quite the
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missionary,” andasserted that “Newt and

Callista are the last role models we want
oursons and daughters looking up to.”

TonyEvans,theseniorpastorofthe
Oak Cliff Bible Fellowship, a nine-
thousand-member,primarily African-
American church in Dallas, told me,“I

teach our congregation that we should
makeourpolitical decisions like we
makeall our other decisions: based on
howclosely aligned the candidates are
to the Bible.” 1 asked Evans how we
could assess the sincerity of Gingrich’s
reform. “You can look at how long they
have been marriedto their current mate,
you can look atthe supportoftheir cur-
rent mate, and youcan evenfind outin
a sense from past matesif they think
this person has changed and reformed—
because they knowthem better than
anybody else. See, you'vegotto do extra
credit because youfailed before.” In
Gingrich’s case, Evans suggested, that

extracredit oughtto entail a public dis-
cussion of his marital past, ideally one
that Callista would participate in. “It’s
not enoughto just say, ‘Yeah, I didit’
Herspeaking outwould accent what he
is saying and could be helpful—would
be helpful, probably.”

LT: NewHampshire, Gingrich seemed
surprisingly confidentfor a manatthe

bottomofthepolls. “Mygoal is to come
in first in South Carolina,” hesaid on the

day ofthe New Hampshireprimary,“and
I think that’s doable.” Several days earlier,
thecasinobillionaire Sheldon Adelson
hadgiven five milliondollars to the Super
PAC Winning Our Future, which will
spend $3.4 million deluging South Car-
olina with anti-Romney ads in the course
ofjust two weeks. “Thiselection is wide
open,” Gingrich said,

There were, however, many more

sign-wielding Ron Paul enthusiasts
than Newt supportersstandingin front
of Gingrich’s events. On the night be-
fore the primary, he had scheduled a
stop at his New Hampshire headquar-

ters, a storefront on Elm Street in Man-

chester. The building was packed with
volunteers and curiouslocals eager to
meet the candidate; strangely, though,
nobodywas makinglast-minute phone
calls to voters. One womanin hersev-
enties told me that she was voting for
Romney buthad driven forty minutes
to see Callista Gingrich: “I want to
know howshegets herhairto staylike
that.” Out on thestreet, several dozen
protesters had gathered, some holding
“WeAre the 99%”signs, others singing
“Ron Paul, Ron Paul” to the tune of
“New York, New York,” a few dressed

in pink pig costumes. Elm Street tem-
porarily had the giddyfeelofthe park-
ing lot outside a Grateful Dead concert.
Several hours after Gingrich was sup-
posed to materialize, his campaign
abruptly cancelled the event; the head of
“tisk management”told methat embar-
rassmentwasa bigger threat than phys-
ical harm.

In the primary, Gingrich took fourth
place, with nineper centofthe vote, but
he seemed undeterred. Karen Olson told
me,“I think they'restill hanging pretty
tightto the possibility” that Gingrich will
be the nominee. “Whether they'reletting
themselves see the chink in the armor,I

don’t know.”
Before heleft for South Carolina,

Gingrich gave a speech to supporters at
the Radisson in Manchester. Callista
was at his side, wearing a bright-red skirt
suit and pearls, nodding in approval as
her husbandsaid the same things he'd
beensayingall week: That he wanted to
give Americans“paychecks, not food

stamps.” That he would be the second
coming of Ronald Reagan. That he
would change “theentire pattern ofhow
Washingtonoperates.” Callista watched
and smiled andlistened, the things she
has to do the most these days. On the
campaign bus, asked if her mind ever
wanders atthese events,she hadreplied,
“No,” with a cheeky smile. “I hangonhis
every word.”

Asthe reporters laughed, Newt

stood to leave andsaid, “I think there
are moments when,like therest ofyou,

shesays, ‘Will he please quit, so we can
go home?’ a
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OUTSOURCE THIS!

BY GARY SHTEYNGART

@Shteyngart Like most busy mega-
celebrities, I've decided to outsource my
tweets.

#Outsourced2India Namaste, every-
one! This is the Real Gary Shteyngart
from NYC, USA!

#Outsourced2India Savoured some
excellentaloo parathasat the test match
against Pakistan.

#Outsourced2India I meantto say,
enjoyed a bang-up FilletO’Cheese at
the NJ Giants Sporting Centre. Go,
squadron!

#Outsourced2India Looking out my
windowI can see the No.6 train, pull-
ing out ofUnion Square Terminus.

#Outsourced2India So many people
clinging to the No. 6 train today! They
must be headingto their villages for Di-
wali holiday.

#Outsourced2India Just found out
they're out-outsourcing the Real Gary
to Italy because the rupee is strong &
euro aboutto collapse.

#Outsourced2Italy Ciao, tutti! I

am the Gari Autentico. I make the
tweet about myreal life in a new
york.

#Outsourced2Italy O Madonna! My
mistress and mymothershesfight about
where to make the ski, Cervinia or
Monte Bianco.

#Outsourced2Italy Brought laundry
to my mama, she also wash the shoe,
and weplan my 63rd birthday party
with the cake andthestripper.

«  #Outsource2Italy Oggi I go to the
3 bank but they say I have none the
2 money.I vote Berlusconi10 years, how
& this happen?

#Outsourced2Italy Porca miseria!
Mymistress is the Calabrese she make
a violence on myface and now mywife
shesee.

#Outsourced2Italy I buythelighter
from the Nigerian at the mercato and
give to myFilipina and nowsheis on
fire. Che disastro!

 

#Outsourced2Italy Autentico Gari
commencethe 6-weekski in Monte Bi-
anco.I out-out-outsource to Belarus.
Ciao, ragazze.

#Outsourced2Minsk Hello. It is
Real Gary. Iam depressed.

#Outsourced2MinskStill depressed.

#Outsourced2Minsk Drunk and
depressed.

#Outsourced2MinskJust drunk.

#Outsourced2Minsk Best friend
Oleg throw meoutofhis Lada. He beat
me. I beat him, Depressed.

#Outsourced2Minsk Drunk with

Oleg. Now heis Best Friend FOREVER.
Tam so happy. Depressed.

#Outsourced2Minsk Ice fishing
with BFF Oleg. He throw meinhole. I
beat him. Depressed.

#Outsourced2Minsk Wife leaving

for Moscowto be “hand model.” Very
depressed.

#Outsourced2Minsk Got10 years in
labor campfor wearing wrongshirt to
parade. Whatever. Outsourcing contin-
ues to Korea.

#Outsourced2Seoul Annyeonghaseyo!
‘Thisis the Real Gary Shteyngart, ranked
1,546th important American writer.

#Outsourced2Scoul Today Pastor
ChoisayJesus have 2.2 billionfollowers,
T have only 5,165. I feel a big shame in
frontofpastor.

#Outsourced2Seoul I must get Sci-
ence ofTweeting Ph.D. at Dongguk
University. This give me “leg up.”

#Outsourced2Seoul Stayed up 72
hours studying @AlecBaldwin tweets.
He¢eis top successful American, probably
wentto Harvard.

#Outsourced2Seoul Going outto
Lotte Worldwith prettyEwhagraduate
Hong, Eun-hee!

#Outsourced2Seoul Find out Hong,
Eun-heeparents wantonly Korea Tech
graduate for Eun-hee and also Method-
ist. I feel a big shame.

#Outsourced2Scoul Appa compare
mewith mycool younger brother Dong
Min (Dougie) who already tweet for
Jennifer Weiner. I feel a big shame.

#Outsourced2Seoul Ummasay I
mustmake tweet funnier. Today myleg
crushedby truck because I was thinking
abt work! HA HA Nowin hospital.

#Outsourced2Seoul Tweetbosssay]
am not A-team. I am maybe B-team or
C-team.I feel a big shamein front of
him.Also family.

#Outsourced2Seoul Standing on
MapoBridge over Han River. I have no
wife, no car, no top college degree, no
leg. Wish I could outsource myse

#Outsourced2Scoul Last tweet was
over 140 characters. Please accept my
sincere apologies for this horrible mis-
take. Goodbye, cruel wo #
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PERSONAL HISTORY

OUT THE WINDOW
The view in winter.

BY DONALD HALL

odayitisJanuary, midmonth, mid-
day, and mid-New Hampshire.I

sit in my blue armchairlooking out the
window. I amcighty-three, I teeter
when I walk, I no longerdrive, I look
out the window.Snowstarted before I
woke, and by nowit looks to be ten
inches; they say we might have a foot
and a half. There are three windows
beside me whereI sit, the
middle one deepand wide.
Outsideis a narrowporch
that provides shade in the
summer, in winter a bar-

rier againstdrifts. [look at 77>
the barn forty yards away,
which appears to heavelike
a frigate in a gale. I watch
birds come to my feeder,
hanging from clapboard D
in my line ofsight. All
winter, juncos and chicka-

dees take nourishment
here. Whensnowis as
thick as today, the feeder
bends under the weight
of a dozenbirds at once.
Theyswerve from their
tree perches, peck, and fly
back to bare branches.
Prettily theylight, snap
beaks into seed, and burst
away: nuthatches, evening
grosbeaks, American gold-
finches, sparrows . . .

Thefeeder used to dan-
gle from a maple branch
farther away. Always when
winter moved into March,
bears would wake and tear
the feeder down,crushingit in clumsy
hunger.Inspring thereis still bear scat
between house andbarn,butthe bears,

shy ofwhite clapboard and green shut-
ters, let my feeder be.

Most days, squirrels pilfer from the
birds. 'm happyto feed the squirrels—
tree ratswith the agilityofpointguards—
but in fair weather they frighten my
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finches. They leap from snowbankto
porch to feeder, and stuff their cheek
poucheswith chickadee feed. They
hangonto a rusty horseshoe, perma-
nently nailed to the doorjamb by my
grandparents, which provides a tochold
for their elongated bodies. Their weight
tilts the feeder sideways, scaring away
theflightier birds while the bravest con-

LIL al

 

Afier a life ofloving the old, by natural law Iturned old myself,

tinue to peck at a careening table. No
squirrels today. In thick snow,theyhide

in tunnels under snowdrifts, and a gag-
gle ofbirds feed at the sametime.

Asdaylight weakens, snowpersists.
In thetwilight of4 P.M., the birds have
gone,sleeping somewhere somehow.
No:a nuthatchlandsfor last seed. The
cow barnraises its dim shape. It was

built in 1865, and I gaze atit every day
ofthe year. A few years ago, when we
had anespecially snowy winter, I
thoughtI would lose the barn. A yard
of whiteness rose on the old shingles,
and I could find noonetoclearit off.
Theroofwasfrail andits angles danger-
ouslysteep. Finallyfriends came up
with friends whoshovelled it, despiteits

precariousness,and the following sum-

merI hired a roofer to nail metal over
the shingles. Shingle-colored tin dis-
poses of snowbysliding it off. Now 1
look at the sharp roofof the carriage
shed at the barn’s front, where a foot of

snowhas accumulated. The lower two-
thirds hasfallen ontodrifts below. The
snowat the shed’s metal top,irregular
as thecliff of a glacier, looks readyto

slide down.Inthebluingair
of afternoon,it is vanilla

icing that tops an enormous
cake. A Brobdingnagian
handwill scrapeit off.

Suddenly I heara crash,
as the snowplowstrikes the
end of my driveway. High
in the cab sits my cousin
Steve, who expertly backs
andlurches forward, backs
and lurches forward. The
drivewayis oval, with Route 4
flattening one end, and
Steve executes the top curve
with small motions ofsnow-
budging, building great
drifts back far enough from
the driveway so that there’s
room for cars—and for
Steve to pack away more
snowwhenheneedsto. It's
his first visit for this snow-
storm, and his plowingis
incomplete. He will return
with exactskill in the mid-
dle of the night, when the
snowstops, andtidy the
path amongthedrifts. When
he thuds into the driveway
at 3 AM., I will hear him in

mysleep and wake for a moment, tak-
ing pleasure from Steve's attack on drifts
in the black night.

y motherturned ninetyin the z
Connecticut house where she had 2

lived foralmostsixty years, and spent her &
last decadelooking out the window. (My 2
fatherdied atfifty-two.) For my moth- =



er’s birthday, mywife, Jane Kenyon, and
J arrived at her house early, and at
noon mychildren and grandchildren
surprised GrammaLucy with visit.
We hugged and laughed together, tak-
ingpictures, until I watched my moth-
e1’s gaiety collapse into exhaustion. I
shooed the young ones away, and my
motherleaned back in herfamiliar Bar-
calounger, closing hereyes until strength
returned. A few monthslater she had
oneofher attacks of congestive heart
failure only a week after her most re-
cent. An ambulancetook her to Yale-
New Haven Hospital. Jane and I drove
down from New Hampshiretocare for
her when she came home.Shetold us,
“T tried notto dial 911.” She knewshe
could nolongerlive alone, her plea-
sure and her pride. We movedherto a
nursing homenotfar from us in New
Hampshire.

She died a month short of ninety-
one. Her brain wasstill good.A week
beforeshe died,she read “MyAntonia”
for the tenth time. Willa Cather had
always beena favorite. Most of the
timein old age she read Agatha Chris-
tie. Shesaid that oneofthe advantages
ofbeing ninety wasthat she could read
a detective story again, only two weeks
after shefirst read it, without any no-

tion ofwhich characterwasthevillain.
Evenso, her last months were mostly
bleak. Her knees kept her to bed and
chair, and the food wasterrible. We
visited every day until she died. A year
later, Jane,at forty-seven, was dying of
leukemia, and showed me poems she
had been working on before she took
sick. One was “In the Nursing Home,”
about my motheratthe end. Jane used
the image ofa horse running in wide
circles,thecircles growing smaller until
they ceased.

Twentyyearslater, my circles nar-
row. Each season, my balancegets
worse, and sometimesI fall. I no longer
cookfor myselfbut microwave widower
food, mostly Stouffer's. My fingers are
clumsy and slow with buttons. This
winter I wear warm pullover shirts; my
motherspentherlast decadeincaftans.
Foryears, I drove slowly andcautiously,
but whenI was eighty I had twoacci-
dents. I stopped driving beforeI killed
somebody, and now whenI shoporsee
a doctor someonehas to drive me.If I
fly to do a poetry reading, my dear com-

panion Linda, wholives an hour away,
must wheelchair me through airport
andsecurity. I read my poemssitting
down. If I wantto look at paintings,
Linda wheelchairs me through muse-
ums. Newpoemsnolonger cometo me,

with their prodigies ofmetaphorand as-
sonance. Prose endures. feel thecircles
grow smaller, andold ageis a ceremony
oflosses, which is on the whole prefer-
ableto dyingatforty-sevenorfifty-two.
WhenI lamentand darken over mydi-
minishments, I accomplish nothing.It's
better to sit at the window all day,
pleased to watch birds, barns, and
flowers.It is a pleasure to write about
what I do.

eneration after generation, my
family’s old peoplesat at this win-

dow to watch the year. There are beds
inthis house where babies were born,
where the samebabiesdied cighty years
later. My grandmother Katelived to
be ninety-seven. Kate’s daughter, my
mother, owedherearly death to two
packs a day—unfiltered Chesterfields
first, then filtered Kents. My mother

wasgrateful to cigarettes; they allowed
her to avoid dementia. Before senes-
cence my grandmotherlooked out the
window at Mt. Kearsarge,five miles to

the south. As I gaze in the same direc-
tion, I see only a triangle offoothill, be-
cause softwood has grown sotall that it
gets in the way. WhenKate wasa child
here, elms blocked the foothill. They
grewtall on both sides of Route 4, some
of them high enough to meetoverthe
center of the road. When she was
ninety-four, she stumbled on the porch
outside the window. Herfractured shin
puther in the hospital—Kate, who had
never taken to bed except to bear chil-
dren. Her hospital stay affected her
mind. Threeyears later, in the Peabody
Home,I sat beside herlistening to
Cheyne-Stokes breathing. I was hold-
ing her hand whenshedied.

fter months of snow and snow-
birds, I look out the window at

flowers and a luxury ofgreen leaves
and always at the wooden ancienthill
of the barn. Forthelast ten years in
her house, my mothersatin her chair
looking out a window,butshe did not
see what I see. She was born in this
New Hampshire farmhouse, growing
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up whenthe barn was heavy with
Holsteins, but turned old in my fa-
ther’s territory, on a street corner in
the suburb of Hamden. She looked
notat a barn but at other six-room
houses built in the twenties. Twice a
day, she watched children walk by
with their backpacks, ambling to
school in the morning, returning in
the afternoon. They attended Spring
Glen Elementary School on Whitney
Avenue, to which I had trudged for
eight years. Midday in winter, she
watched it snow, and watched the
Connecticut birds, cousins to New
Hampshire's, fly to the feeder outside
her window.

Witharthritic knees she hobbled to
the kitchen to warm up canned clam
chowder. From April through Sep-
tember, sitting by her windowatnight,
shelistened to WTIC from Hartford,
carrying Boston Red Sox games. In
late middle age, she had been a substi-
tute teacher, and she was proud that a

Red Sox broadcaster had been her
pupil. Herfather, in New Hampshire,
followed the Red Sox by reading the
Boston Post, which arrived two days
after the games. My mother heard
baseball as it happened,from the small
radio beneath her ear, next to the ash-
tray. (In another room, an enormous

steam-poweredtelevision showed a
continual blank screen; she did not

want to movefrom her chair.) The
radio gamesreplaced her window of
schoolchildren and birds. During the
months between baseball seasons she
spent her nights reading the Reader’s
Digest, Henry David Thoreau, Time,
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Robert Frost—and Agatha Christie.
My summernights are NESN and

the Boston Red Sox.

hen I wasa child, I loved old
people. My New Hampshire

grandfather was my model human
being. He wasn’t old. Hewas in hissix-
ties and early seventies when I hayed
with him,only seventy-seven when he
died, butofcourse I thoughthewas old.
He wasa one-horse farmer—Rileywas
his horse—with an old-fashioned mul-
tiple farm. Heraised cattle and sheep
and chickens, withhivesfor bees and a
sugarhousefor boiling sap into maple
syrup. He worked every dayall year,
mostly from 5 A.M.tosevenoreight at
night—milking, lambing,fencing, log-
ging, spreading manure,planting,
weeding, haying, harvesting, each night
locking upchickens against foxes. Sum-
mers I helped with farmwork andlis-
tened to him reminisce. All year he
walked rapidly from onetask to another,
in his good nature smilinga private half
smile as he rememberedstories, or re-

cited to himselfthe poemshe had mem-
orizedfor school.

After a life ofloving theold, by nat-
ural law I turned old myself. Decades
followed each other—thirtywasterrify-
ing,forty I never noticed because I was
drunk, fifty was bestwith a total change
oflife,sixty extended thebliss offifty—
and then camemycancers, Jane’s death,
andovertheyears I travelled to another
universe. Howeveralertwe are, however

muchwe thinkwe knowwhatwill hap-
pen,antiquity remains an unknown,un-
anticipated galaxy. It is alien, and old
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peopleare a separate form oflife. They
have green skin, with two heads that

sprout antennae. They can bepleasant,

they can be annoying—in the super-
market, these old ladies won't get out of
my way—butmost importantthey are
permanently other. When we turn
eighty, we understandthat weare extra-
terrestrial. Ifwe forget for a moment
that weare old, we are reminded when
wetry to stand up, or when we en-
counter someone young, whoappears
to observe green skin, extra heads, and

protuberances.
People’s responseto our separateness

can be callous,can be good-hearted, and
is always condescending. When a
womanwrites to the newspaper, ap-
proving of somethingI have done, she
calls me “a nice old gentleman.” She
intends to praise me, with “nice” and

“gentleman.” “Old”is true enough, and
shelets us knowthat I am not a grumpy
oldfart, but “nice” and “gentleman” put
mein a box whereshe can rub my head
and hear mepurr. Or maybe she would
prefer me to wag mytail,lick her hand,
and makeingratiating dog noises. At a
family dinner, my children and grand-
children pay fondattention to me; I may
beperipheral, but I am notinvisible. A
grandchild’s college roommate, encoun-
teredforthe first time,pulls a chair tosit
with her back directly in front of me,
cutting meofffrom the family circle: 1
don'texist.

Whenkindnessto the old is conde-
scending,it is awareofitselfas benignity
whileit asserts its power. Sometimes,

thereaction to antiquity becomesfarce.
IT go to Washingtontoreceive the Na-
tional Medal of Arts, andarrive two

days earlyto look at paintings. At the
National Gallery of Art, Linda pushes
mein a wheelchair from painting to
painting. We stop by a Henry Moore
carving. A museum guard,a maninhis
sixties with a small pepper-and-salt
mustache, approaches us and helpfully
tells us the nameofthesculptor. I wrote
a book about Moore, and knew him
well. Linda and I separately think of
mentioning my connectionbut instantly
suppress the notion—egotistic, and
maybe embarrassing to the guard. A
couple of hours later, we emerge from
thecafeteria and sce the same man, who
asks Linda if she enjoyed her lunch.
Thenhe bends overto address me,wags



his finger, smiles a grotesque smile, and
raises his voice to ask, “Did we have a
nice din-din?”

T° spring when thefeeder is down,
stowed away in the toolshed until

October, I watch the fat robins come

back, blue jays that harass them, war-
blers, blackbirds, thrushes,orioles, red-
wings.Starlings strut in the grass pull-
ing worms. A robin returnsevery year to
refurbish her nestafter the wintry rav-
age. She addsnewstrawand mud. Soon
enoughshelays eggs,sets on them with
short excursionsfor food, then tends to

three or four small beaks that openfor
herscavenging. Beforelong,the infants
stand, spread andclench their wings,

peerat their surroundings, andfly away.
I cherish them, and look for farther
nests, small clots in branchesof oak or

Norway maplevisible from mywindow.
The blackest crows peck through my
grass. Most strange and wonderful are
the hummingbirdsthat helicopter by
the porch, wingsblurred with incessant
whirring. They enter the hornsofhol-
lyhocks, gobble some sweet, and zig off
to zag back again for anotherlick.

LateMarch or April onward, depend-
ing on theyear, I watchtheflowers erupt
and subside. Snowdrops crack the wintry
earth, crocuses, and dazzling daffodils.
‘Tulipsrise in extravagant crimsons and
golds,metallic fleshy shapesthat ask to be
filled. InJune, peonies bloom atthe edge
of myporch, a columnof them,as their
buds swell green until they burst into
white andfeathery soccer balls—and then
a thunderstorm shatters the blossoms.
‘There arelilies of the valley and, across
the yard,a patch ofold single roses that
someyears are few and someyears put
forth a hundred blossoms—first white
ones, then pink, thenred, lofting beside
the road’s gutter as twocenturies agothey
rose besidea trail for oxen.

Oneday, I look out the window to

see great machines at work. A farmer
neighbor comestoharvestthe grass that
has grown dark and thick in myfields.
Thefirst contraption cuts the hay. An-
other rakesit, and anothershapesit into

hugecircular bales, which a last ma-
chinelifts with great clamps onto a
truck thatreplaces the old hayrack. My
neighborcollects for his cows in winter,
andreturnsa secondtimeanda third as
newgrass rises. watch out the window.

‘Thesearethefields where my grandfa-
ther andI, seventy years ago, cut hay
with a horse-drawn mower,trimmed

the shaggy edges by hand with scythes,
pitched it onto a horse-drawn hayrack,
andstackedit in high lofts of the barn.
Cow manure,spread onthefields in
April, fed the grass for a century and a
half. Decadesafter mygrandfatherdied,
the goodness wore out, exposing New
Hampshire's sandy soil. My neighbor
spreads limelate in spring.

Flowers by turn rise andfall all sum-
mer—foxglove, sweet alyssum, bee balm.
I watch two wild turkeys gobble as they
strutstiffly up the slope toward the barn.
Behind them four small offspring hurry
to keep up. Daylilies ascend thehill be-
yond them,the same bright-orange
wildflowers that grow in ditches and in
clearings besidecellar holes. Indian
paintbrushraiselate flags. Cornflowers
bloom,andleaves ofswamp maplesflare
the first reds ofautumn.

  

hatever the season, I watch the
barn.I seeit through this snow

in January, and in AugustI will gaze at
trailing vinesofroses on trellis against
thevertical boards. I watchat the height
of summer and when darkness comes
early in November. From mychair I
look at the westside, a gorgeous amber
Javed bythesetting sun,asrich to the

eyes as the darkening sweet of bees’
honey. The unpainted boards are dark
at the bottom,and rise toward the top
in a brownishyellowthatholdslightthe
longest. At bam’sendis the horse’s win-
dow, where Riley stuck out his head to
countthe pickups and Fords on Route 4.
I studythe angles ofroof, a geometry of
tilting, symmetrical and importantly
asymmetrical, endlesslylosing and re-
capturingitself. Over eighty years,it has
changed from a working barn to a barn
for looking at. Down theroad,I sce the

ghosts ofelm trees, which met overhead
when Route 4 was the Grafton Turn-
pike. A hundred andfifty years trans-
formed them from green shoots to
blighted bark. Out the window,I watch
a white landscapethatturnspale green,
dark green,yellowandred, brown under
bare branches,until snow falls again. #
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MullahMohammadOmar, the leaderof Taliban,inthelate nineteen-nineties. Helostane} 



 

PROFILES

LOOKING FOR MULLAH OMAR
Will the UnitedStatesbe able to negotiate with a manit has huntedfor a decade?

uring his reign as the Amir of
Taliban-ruled Afghanistan, from

1994 to 2001, Mullah Mohammad
Omar made a mark onthearchitecture
of Kandahar,anirrigated desertcity of
abouthalfa million people in the south
ofthe country. He commissioneda tall
mosquefor Eid celebrations; the build-
ing, which is shaped like an egg,is
paintedlight blue, andisvisible from
miles around. Omaralso built tiled
palace with fountains and a swimming
pool. The Amir’s most ambitious proj-
ect, however, was a mosque and shop-
ping center downtown called the Jamia
Omar. Hechosetheformer location of
Kandahar’s main cinema, which had
been demolished by Taliban cadres
who denounced movies as blasphemy.
Construction was under waywhen the
UnitedStates invaded Afghanistan and
forced Omar into hiding. Eversince,
the site has been an eyesore—a jum-
ble ofunpainted arches and half-built
pillars withsteelpolessticking out.

Last year, American military com-
manders allocated fundsto help Presi-
dent Hamid Karzai’s government com-
plete the Jamia Omar. The decision
reflected recent American counterin-
surgency strategy in the war. In 2009,
President Obama orderedthirty thou-
sand additional troops to Afghanistan
in aneffort to break the Taliban’sreviv-
ing rebellion. Kandahar, the birthplace
of the Taliban,has beena focusofthe
campaign, andAmerican commanders
have soughtto visibly convey the au-
thority ofthe current government. Last
October, a senior NATO official, while

briefing reporters, explained that “re-
furbishing Mullah Omar’s mosque”
wasa sign of American progress, be-
cause it demonstrated“thelevel ofcon-
trol we have.”

One morning in December, I drove

= past the construction site and saw a
Z dozen turbaned men onscaffolds,
2 swinging hammers.In Kandahar’s mu-

BY STEVE COLL

nicipal compound,about half a mile
away,after crossing through barriers
mannedbyguards and bomb-detection
specialists, I found Mohammad Nasim
Ziayi, the city’s deputy mayor, who
oversees the redevelopment.

Ziayi wore a pressed gown with
pens protruding from vest pocket.
Mounted onawall behind his deskwas
a large black-and-white photograph of
a clean-shaven man with a mournful
gaze. This was Ghulam Haider Hamidi,
Ziayi explained; he had been the mayor
of Kandahar until one morninglast
July, when a Taliban assassin with a
bomb hiddenin his turban sneaked
into the building and detonated him-
self. Hamidi died on the way to the
hospital.

Ziayi told me that Mullah Omar's
original blueprint for the Jamia Omar
has beenrevised by the Karzai adminis-
tration. The newplan includes a mosque
forwomen,and althoughthecenterwill
still be called the Jamia Omar,it will
commemorate Omar bin al-Khattab, a
companionof the Prophet Muham-
mad, whois revered in the SunniIs-
lamictradition as the secondcaliph to
reign after the Prophet's death. As a
civic initiative, the mosque “is a good
thing,” Ziayi said. “The good work that
was done bythe Taliban—weshould
acceptthat.”
As he walked meto mycar, jumpy

young bodyguards holdingassaultrifles
accompaniedus.I askedifZiayi could
imagine sharing power with the Tal-
iban in Kandahar. Since 2010, the
Obama Administration has engaged in
exploratory peace and reconciliation
talks with senior Talibanleaders,in the

hope of reducing Afghanistan's vio-
lence while promotingpolitical stabil-
ity as American troops depart.It is con-
ceivable that Mullah Omar could be
coaxed outof hiding to participate in
the negotiations.

“Ifthe Taliban werewilling to work

shoulder to shoulder with other Af-
ghansfor the public, that would be
welcomed,” Ziayisaid. “But from what
T knowthey don’t wantthat. They
wanteverything for themselves.”

I: December, 2001, as Taliban con-
trol over Afghanistan collapsed,

MullahMohammad Omar left Kanda-
har and reportedly crossed into Paki-
stan, seventy miles away. There has
been no confirmed sighting of him
since, andhis success in eludingAmer-
ican andAfghan pursuers has deepened
the mystery that has long surrounded
him. Ofthe jihadi leaders who en-
tered into international consciousness
after 2001—including Osamabin
Laden, Aymanal-Zawahiri, and Kha-
lid Sheikh Mohammed—Omar'slife
remains the least well documented.
Hehasnotissuedvideotaped speeches
over the Internet, as Al Qaeda’s lead-

ers have done. Essential elements of
his biography, such as the year and
the place of his birth, remain uncer-

tain, and there are only two photo-
graphsofhim in circulation. In recent
years, the Taliban have issued bian-
nual, state-of-the-revolution essays

under Omar's name,butit is not clear

if he actually writes them.
The Taliban’s Amir maintains a

spectral presence amid Afghanistan's
violence and politics. His health, his
whereabouts, and his intentions are

subjects of continual rumorand argu-
mentin Kabul, the Afghan capital.
Last July, someone hackedinto the
Taliban’s Web site and announced
Omar’s death “after anillness of the
heart.” A Taliban spokesman quickly
issued assurances that Omarwas“alive
and nothing has happenedto him.”
Evenso,at least a few senior Afghan
officials harbor doubts abouthis well-
being. Arsala Rahmani, a former Tal-
iban minister and now a senior mem-

ber of the Karzai government's High
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Peace Council, which has conducted
talks with Taliban interlocutors, told

me,“Wedon't knowifhe’sstill alive or
whathis positionis.”

OtherformerTaliban, as well as inde-
pendentresearchers,believe that Omaris
living in Pakistan. Alex Strick van Lin-
schoten, a Dutch scholar who has been
based in Kandahar since 2007 and has
conducted extensive interviews with Tal-
ibanleaders and sympathizers, told me
thathebelieves Mullah Omaris “ina safe
house in Karachi,” the Pakistani port

city, and that Omar’s movements and
activities are closely monitored by Pa-
kistan’s Inter-Services Intelligence
agency. The Taliban-connected indi-
viduals with whom Strick van Lin-
schoten has spokenrecently described
Omar“asessentially a prisoner,” he
said. “All access to him is controlled by
the I.S.I. or some sub-versionofthat.”

Anand Gopal, a journalist who has
worked in Kandaharin recentyears,
and who has completed, with Bette

Dam,aninvestigation into Mullah

Omar’s biography, said that he, too,
has concluded from interviews that
the Taliban leaderis in Karachi and
effectively under house arrest. Similar
reports have circulated within the
American governmentsince at least
2007. At a counterterrorism meeting
between India and the United States
thatyear, thesenior Indianofficial in
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attendance reported, “We now know

that Mullah Omaris under Pakistani
protection,” according to a State De-
partmentcable released last year by
WikiLeaks.

Morethan half a dozen American
officials I spoke with concurred that
Omar is almostcertainly in Pakistan
andlikely under some form of moni-
toring by the [.S.I., although they
differed in their assessments ofthe ex-
tent of Pakistan’s control and influ-
ence. Their views range from belief’
that Omaris essentially under house
arrest to a judgmentthat he enjoys
considerable freedom of movement
and action within Pakistan. Omar has
been able to travel occasionally be-
tween Karachi and Quetta, a Paki-
stanicity in Baluchistan, near the Af
ghan border, according to theintelli-
gencereporting available to American
officials. The extentofI.S.I. influence
over Omar hasbeen a subject ofrecent
discussion within the Americanintel-
ligence community, the officials I
spoke with indicated.

There is no question thatthe L.S.I.
played a majorrole in funding and
arming the Taliban during the move-
ment’rise to powerin Afghanistan, in
the nineteen-nineties, and maintained
close contacts with Mullah Omar
throughoutthatperiod. Pakistan’s mil-
itary leaders saw the Taliban then as a
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meansofestablishing a regime in
Kabul that would be supportive of Pa-
kistan’s interests and hostile toits rival,
India. After September 11th, Pakistan

helped the United States overthrow
Omar’s regime, but Pakistan allowed
former Taliban leaders to take refuge
onits soil. More recently, Pakistan’s se-

curity services have seemedtoreinforce
their ties to the Afghan Taliban lead-
ershipin anticipation ofthe withdrawal
ofAmericantroopsfrom Afghanistan.
This could create a vacuum in the
country, ora civil war in which the Tal-
iban would bea party and Pakistan
would be seeking influence. The U.S.-
Pakistan relationship has so degener-
ated that it does not seem surprising
that the Pakistani Army maybeshel-
tering the commanderofa guerrilla
force that claimed thelives of more
than four hundred American soldiers
in Afghanistan in 2011, even as Paki-
stan accepted hundredsof millions of
dollars ofAmerican aid.

The Taliban are a diverse move-
ment. Thereare an estimated twenty-
five thousand armedinsurgents in Af-
ghanistan, with differing degrees of
loyalty to the Taliban. Mullah Omar is
notthe only influential leader. Last
year, a United Nations unit that mon-
itors sanctions on the Taliban, and is
led by Richard Barrett, a former Brit-
ish intelligence officer, concluded that

“while Mullah Omar remainsthetitu-
lar head ofthe movementand has more
authority than any other Taliban
leader, his orders no longer determine
the military campaign.” Jalaluddin
Haqqani, a former C.LA.ally turned
anti-American warlord, runs a power-
fal militia known as the Haqqani net-
work, based in North Waziristan;heis

oneofseveral importantregional Tal-
iban leaders whoseforces operate inde-
pendently ofOmar's authority. Mullah
Abdul Qayyum Zakir, the Afghan Tal-
iban’s over-all military commander,
also enjoys substantial influence. After
years of quietude andexile, Mullah
Omarhasless control over younger
‘Taliban fighters. Front-line command-
ers are “notsure ifhe’s a free man,” An-
tonio Giustozzi, an Italian scholarwho

has written extensively about the Tal-
iban’s evolution, said. “Ifheplays a role,
it's more like a moral figure overseeing
the movement.”



Still, over the last decade Mullah
Omar has issued voluminousinstruc-
tions to his followers, and no other

Taliban leader articulates the war's
cause as he does. That is why the
Obama Administration regards him as
a critical figure in its efforts to organize
peace talks between the Taliban and
the Karzai regime. “There was no
doubtin our mindthat, both symboli-
cally and pragmatically, he held all the
keys to unlocking the Taliban prob-
lem,” said Vali Nasr, whowas,until last
April, a senior adviser on Afghanistan
and Pakistan at the State Department.
“There is no legitimacy to a Taliban
decision without him... . He is the Ho
ChiMinh ofthe war.”

‘Thelate Presidential envoy Richard
Holbrooke, for whom Nasr worked,
started the Obama Administration’s
effort to forge a political settlement
with the Taliban. The work has con-
tinued under Holbrooke’s successor,
Mare Grossman.This winter, the Kar-
zai governmentand a Taliban spokes-
manpublicly endorsed plans to open a
newTalibanpolitical office in Qatar,to
aid negotiations. The hopeis that, in
addition to easing Afghanistan's vio-
lence, talks might draw the Taliban
away from Al Qaeda, diminishing the
chancethatit could ever reéstablish it-
selfin Afghanistan. Talks with Taliban
middlemen who claim to represent
Mullah Omarhave yet to produce a
significant achievement, such as a
ceasefire on the Afghanbattlefield.
Thetalks have, however, led Obama’s

advisers to focus again on a man who
disappeared from American foreign
policy for muchofthe past decade.
“T've cometo the conclusion that Mul-
lah Omaris still the big boss,” a senior
Administration official told me. “All
threadsstill lead back to him.”

‘he mostcredible sources on Omar's
biography date his birth to be-

tween 1959 and 1962, perhapsin a vil-
lage outside Kandahar.It is better es-
tablished that he spent his boyhood in
nearby Uruzganprovince,in the very
poordistrict of Dehrawut. Hisfather,
Maulvi Ghulam Nabi Akhund, was an
itinerant teacher whoinstructedvillage
boys in the Koran and received alms
from their families. He died when
Omar was very young,according to a

detailed biography published by a ji-
hadi magazine andto recentinterviews
with family members conducted by
Gopal and Dam.

Omar's widowed mother married
Akhund’s brother, a commonpractice
in rural Afghanistan. This uncle raised
Omar; he, too, workedas a rovingreli-

giousinstructor in Uruzgan. He was “a
domineeringfigure, by most accounts,”
according to Gopal. The
family owned no land or
property, the jihadi bi-
ography reports. Omar
grewinto a tall, lean,

dark-eyed young man
with bushy black eye-
brows anda thick beard.

Heattendedreligious
schools and then, by
someaccounts, moved to Kandaharas
a teen-ager, during the nineteen-sev-
enties. It was a periodofrelative tran-
quillity. The city's youth were divided
into “twostrains,” Gopal said. Delin-

quents from aristocratic tribes, known
as payluch, smoked hashish and acted
with “privileged idleness.” The other
strand ofkids, the ¢a/ibs, or religious

students, “were from second-rung
tribes who couldn'tafford to lollygag
around and smokehashish all day.
They would congregate at mosques.”
Omarbelongedto their world.

After the Soviet invasion of Af-
ghanistan in 1979, the payluch and the
talibs mobilized separately as anti-
Communistinsurgents. Omar and his
group foughtcredibly andpersistently,
but they did notrise to senior leader-
ship in the rebellion. They were part of
a network offighters and religious
judges whooperated Islamic courts in
rural areas ofsouthern and eastern Af-
ghanistan. The judges mediated dis-
putes among rebel commanders, in an
effort to keep everyonefocussed on the
Soviet enemy.
The Taliban tried to mark them-

selves off from other fighting groups.
In a new book, “An Enemy WeCre-
ated,” Strick van Linschoten and Felix

Kuehndrawoninterviews with Omar's
formercolleagues, writing, “Religious
classes were offered for those not
actively participating on the front
lines. . . . They cameacross to other
groups as more serious, more intense,

or almost bookish.”  

Kinship, friendship, and shared
battlefield experiences tightened the
bonds among Omar's group. He was re-
portedly woundedin battle threetimes,
thelastwhile he served as a commander
at Sangesar,avillage to the west ofKan-
dahar. “The Russians pushed forward
and soon wecould see them from our
trenches,”recalled Mullah Abdul Salam
Zacef, wholaterserved as the Taliban’s

ambassador to Pakistan,
ina memoir. The area was
“fittered with bodies. . . .
The battle turned into a
hand-to-handfight, with
grenadesflying over our
heads.” The Russians
lobbed inshells. Shrapnel
struck Omarin the face
and took outhisrighteye.

The Sovietforces pulled back. That
night, the comradesheld “a marvelous
party,” and Omar,his face bandaged,

sang a ghazal, or traditional poem, as

Zaeefrecalledit:

Myillness 1s untreatable, oh, my
flower-like friend

Mylife is difficult without you, my
flower-like friend.

Omarreceived medical treatmentin
Pakistan. He also may once have at-
tended a Pakistani training campfor
anti-Soviet rebels, but there are no

otherrecordsofhim travelling outside
Afghanistan duringthis time.

After the Soviet withdrawal, Omar
retired to Sangesarto serveas the imam
of a crumbling one-story mosque. He
preached,taught, andraised a family.

Hehadnopolitical profile and dis-
played no ambition to acquire one.
Kandaharwas sliding into chaos, how-
ever. By 1994, former commanders of

the anti-Soviet jihad had carved the
city and neighboringdistricts into
criminal fiefs. Theyruled through brig-
ands whooperated highway check-
points where they shook downcivil-
ians, and sometimes kidnapped them.

Taliban veterans formed a search
committee to choose a man whocould
lead a challenge to the offenders. Zaeef
argued for someone whohad nopoliti-
cal baggage. The committeearrived one
evening at Omar's home. One ofOmar's
wiveshadjustgiven birth to a son; fam-
ily and neighbors had gathered to recite
Koranicverses. Zaeefandhis colleagues
joinedin, stayed for dinner, and then
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The madrassa in Sangesar, Afghanistan, in 2000, where Mullah Omarstayed andstudied during the war with the Soviets.

asked for a momentwith Omar after the
other guests had departed.

“Wetold him that he had been pro-
posed as a leader whocould implement
our plan,” Zaeefrecalled. “He took a few
moments to think after we had spoken
and said nothing more for sometime.
This was one of Mullah Mohammad
Omar’s commonhabits. . . . Finally he
said that he agreed with our plan and
that something neededto be done.”

Aroundthis time, a warlord ab-

ducted and rapedseveralyoungwomen
near Sangesar. As thestory goes, Omar
and somefellow-veteransseized the ac-
cused man,executed him, and hung his
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corpse from a tank barrel. In a radio
broadcastattributed to Omar andtrans-
lated by a sympathetic Arab author, he
rememberedgathering someofhis re-
ligious students in a circle andtelling
them:

Thereligionof Allahis being stepped on.
The people are openly displayingevil. . . .
Theysteal the people's money, they attack
their honor on the mainstreet; they kill peo-
ple andput themagainst the rocks on the
side of the road, andthe cars pass byand see
the dead body .. and no one dares to bury
himintheearth.. It is not possible to con-
tinuestudying in thesesituations, and those
problemswill notbe solvedby slogans that
are notbacked up. We,the students, want to
stand upagainstthis corruption.

 

The Taliban extended their vigi-
lante campaign,and, by the end of
1994, Omar ruled Kandahar. The
movementultimatelytookpoweracross
Afghanistan with the aid of guns and
money from Pakistan’s spyservice,
butfrom thestart the promise of swift
justice was Omar’scalling card. His
relevance in Afghanistan todaystill
arises in significant measure from the
perceptionthatthe Talibancan deliver
justice where other Afghan leaders
havefailed.
The Taliban “wasthe creation ofa

group” of war veterans, “not of one
man,”said Maulvi Qalamuddin,a for- 6
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mer ministerfor the promotionofvir-
tue and the prevention ofvice in what
wascalled the Islamic Emirate ofAf
ghanistan. “But they admired Omar
and chose him. Nobody wasthinking
at the time that this would grow so
large.”

Oneofthe few public spectacles re-
corded in Mullah Omar’spoliticallife
tookplace in the spring of 1996, sev-
eral monthsbefore his movementtook
powerin Kabul. Omar had organized
a conference of aboutfifteen hundred
Afghan religious scholars in Kandahar,
to affirm thesanctity ofhis leadership.
‘The Amir arrived onedayat a small

mosque, downtown,surrounded by
rosebushes.Inside,sealed within three
boxes—one madeofgold, one ofwood,

and oneofsteel—was Kandahar’s most
famousreligiousrelic, a cloak reputedly
worn by the ProphetMuhammad. Po-
litical leaders displayed the cloak atrare
momentsofgrave danger, to encourage
prayers that might ward offdroughtor
disease. Omar asked to borrowthe gar-
ment. Hecarried it to a campaign-style
rally that his advisers had organized on
Kandahar’s outskirts.
“We helped Mullah Omarto take

the cloak out, but he did notuseit
the way we wanted,” recalled Mullah
Masood Akhundzada,thecleric who
is today charged with thecloak’s safe-
keeping. Attherally, from a rooftop,
Omar wavedtherelic in the air before
a large crowd ofmen. At onepoint, he
wrapped the cloak across his shoulders.
The convention ofscholars sealed his
coronation by declaring that hence-
forth he would be known as the Amir
ul-Momineen,the Leader ofthe Faith-
ful, a title assumed periodically by

powerful leaders in Islamic history.
Morethan fifteen years later, Omar
still signs his published statements as
the “ServantofIslam and Leader ofthe
Faithful.”

“Mullah Omar himselfis a simple
person,” Akhundzadasaid, when we
met oneafternoonata large madrassa
he runsnot far from the mosque. He
served green tea and cans ofRed Bull.
Akhundzada is a portlymanwith a quick
Jaugh andthe energy ofa natural entre-
preneur;his family has madea living

for centuries from endowmentsraised
to protect the Prophet's cloak. “Heis
nota deep religiousfigure. He is con-
trolled by others. They've made him
into a big figure, but he’s notreally a
hard-liner. He’s being used.”It irked
him that Omar had used the Prophet's
cloak, a pure symboloffaith, to attract

a big crowdtohisrally, in order to con-
solidatepolitical power. “If he had not
hadthecloak, he would not have had a
crowd,” hesaid.
Omar stagedhorrific spectacles of

public punishmentin Afghanistan
after the Taliban took national power.
The stoning ofadulterers, the ampu-

tation ofthieves’ hands, and the exe-
cutions before excited crowdsin stadi-
ums shocked the country’s traditional

political élites. Manyofthose families
and military leaders camefrom Afghan-
istan’s Persian- and Turkic-influenced,
north or were educated internation-
ally. The Taliban are mainly Pashtuns,
an ethnic group that makes up about
half ofAfghanistan’s population, who
live primarily in the south and east.
‘Thejustice that Omar enforced played
best in Pashtunagricultural villages
such as those dotting theriver valleys
around Kandahar. In manyof these
places,illiteracy has been entrenched
for decades; the education ofboys has
often taken place in small religious
schools; and girls have long been con-
signedto segregation and subjugation.
Omar “had a rural mind,” a former

seniorofficeholderin the Taliban gov-
ernmenttold me. The Amir and his
key advisers did notattend any of the
great international schools of Islamic
jurisprudence,such as Cairo’s Al-Azhar

University, where global Islamist move-
mentslike the Muslim Brotherhood
incubated. Theywere “cutoff, religiously
andpolitically,” the formerofficeholder

said. They were“traditionalist people,
notrevolutionary people.”

Oz bin Ladenarrived in Af-
ghanistan from Sudan in May of

1996. He met Omarforthefirst time
that autumn. Bin Laden movedhis
family to Kandahar, pledged loyalty to
the Amir, accepted Taliban hospitality,
and began to organize training camps.
Over the next several years, the Tal-
iban’s brutal punishments and Al Qae-

da’s international terrorist attacks trans-
formed Mullah Omar intoa role he
hadn't preparedfor: a global pariah.

‘The Amir was “a very calm man,”
recalled Habibullah Fouzi, a former
Taliban ambassador to Saudi Arabia,
buthe“insisted on solving every prob-
Jem inlightof Sharia,” or Islamic law.
“Te was very determined,” Fouzisaid,
but “he did not knowthe outside
world.”

Omarwas nevera self-denying zealot,
helistened to music occasionally, even
as his regime enforced bans on public
music concerts andthesale oftapes and
CDs.Asallowed by Islamictradition,
he had four wives and fathered many
children, some ofwhom are presumed
tostill live with him. Heheld meetings
in sparsely furnished roomsat the Gov-
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ernor’s House in Kandahar orat his
home, where he mightsit on the edge
of a cot while his visitors sat cross-
legged on the carpeted floor. Here-
fused to meet with almostall non-
Muslim emissaries, but he made ex-
ceptions; a Spanish-born envoyof the
United Nations met Omar once,as did
a Chinese ambassador. During hisrule,
the Taliban destroyed ancient Bud-
dhist statues in Afghanistan because
Omarregarded the stone imagery as
idolatry.

Pervez Musharraf, the Pakistani
Amnychiefwhoseized powerin 1999
andtried to coax the Taliban toward
moderation, found Omar to bea frus-
trating ally. “How doyou negotiate
with such a man?” Musharraf wrote
later in a memoir. “Hewas(andstill is)
caught in a time warp, detached from
reality.”

Omar's former colleagues describe
him as a good listener whorarely inter-
rupted others during meetings, but
when Prince Turki al-Faisal, then
Saudi Arabia's intelligence chief, flew
to Kandahar to plead with Omarto
turn in bin Laden,the Taliban leader
“stalked outin fury,” according to Mu-
sharraf’sversionofthe story; variations
of the meeting have been recounted by
others. The Amir cameback “a few
minuteslater, his hair dripping with
water, his shirt and sleeves drenched.”
Omar declared,“I wentintothe other
room andpoured cold water on my
headtocooloff. If you had not been
myguest I would have done something
dire to you.” Negotiating with the
Amir, Musharrafrecalled, was“like
banging one’s headagainsta wall.”

Deby two decades of war,
isolated by international economic

sanctions and indifference, the Afghan
state over which the Taliban ruled dur-
ing thelate nineteen-nineties was prime-
val. Omar rarelyleft Kandahar, and com-
municated by letter and courier. While
making andexplaining his decisions, he

sometimes mentioned his dreams. Mili-
tias under Omar's commandburnedvil-
lages and murderedcivilians during
campaigns in Bamiyan province, the
heartland of Afghanistan’s Shia popula-
tion,and on the Shomali Plains, north of
Kabul. Droughtled to famine in some
parts ofthe country. Taliban police con-
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scripted boys for war against northern
anti-Taliban militias and bannedgirls
from schools. Omar accepted interna-
tional food and medical aid and allowed
United Nations humanitarian-relief op-
erations, but he imposed strictures that
limited their effectiveness.

Omarlived for a time in a large
homeon a busy road in Kandahar. In
August of 1999, an unknown group

drove a truck bombtohis gate and set
offa massive explosion. Omarescaped,
but oneofhis sons died. It was after
this attack that bin Laden andother
Arab supporters funded Omar’s new
residential palace, with its less than as-

cetic decorative touches.
In Washington,intelligenceofficers

puzzled over Omar's relationship with
bin Laden.“Eventually, we cametobe-

lieve that Al Qaeda,if anything, had
coépted the Taliban leadership and
had taken advantage oftheir stunning
ignorance of world affairs,” Henry
Crumpton, who was an operations
officerat the C.I.A.’s counterterrorism
centerat the time, told me. Bin Laden

swore formal allegiance to the Amir;
the Saudi’s money andhis deferential
cultivation ofMullah Omarallowed Al
Qaedato use Talibanterritory as a base
for international violence, but Omar

did not necessarily understand howthe
United States and Europe mightreact.
“We foundhim tobe notvery charis-
matic, notvery smart, although he was
first amongequals,” Crumptonsaid.

Strick van Linschoten and Kuehn,
from theirinterviews with former Tal-
iban leaders, foundit difficult to arrive
“at anyfirm conclusion” about whether
Omar was informed in advance about
the September 11th attacks. The au-
thors couldn’t rule out the possibility,
but theyjudgedit “doubtful.”

Theyinterviewed a senior Tal-
ibanleader whosaid,referring to bin
Laden,“The Taliban advised him that
he should not misuse Afghansoil and
thathe should control himself; it would

 

make Mullah Mohammad Omar up-
set... . But he’d go aheadanddoit
anyway and then come and promise
notto doit again. But then it would
happen another time. Keeping bin Laden
was, for the Taliban,like tending to a
fire.”

After 9/11, the United States an-
nouncedits intention to destroy the
Taliban governmentif Omar did not
turn bin Laden over to America.“I told
him America would definitely attack,”
Zaeefrecalled. But, in the Amir’s as-
sessment, “there wasless than a ten-

per-centchance that Americawould re-
sort to anything beyondthreats.”

Whenit becameclear that he was
wrong, Omar told his colleagues, ac-

cording to a former Taliban leader,
“Youjust care about your posts and
your money, your ministries, but I
don’t care about mine. Mypositionis
bigger than yours, but I don’t care
aboutit... . | am readyto lose my lead-
ership, but not to hand over Osamato

the Americansor send him to another
country.”

American commanderstried tokill
Omar several timeslate in 2001. In one
case, the C.I.A.’s operations center re-
ported that it had tracked what “could
be” Omar's “personal vehicle”in a con-
voy outside Kandahar, according to

TommyFranks, the American gen-
eral who then Jed Central Command.
Franks wrote in a memoirthatat his
headquarters, near Tampa, while feel-
ing “rush ofadrenaline,” he took charge
of a dronecarrying Hellfire missiles
and two Navy F/A-18 Hornetjets
armed with five-hundred-pound
bombs. He tracked the Taliban con-
voy, hoping that the vehicles would

stop moving.Ifthey did, he calculated
the chancesofa successful strike would
rise from aboutthirty per centto ninety
per cent. The convoyhalted once, but

the attack planes weren't ready. Later,
the vehicles stopped again, and the
meninside,including at least one who
appearedtobea leader,entereda large
building. Franks prepared to bombit,
but a C.LA.officer declared, “Don’t
shoot. We think this building is a
mosque,” which would makeit a target
to avoid underrules of engagementis-
sued by President George W.Bush.

“T clenched myfists and sworesi-
lently,” Franks recalled. By the time he



ordered the attack, having concluded
that the building he had in his sights
was a permissible target, the men he
was after—whoever they were—had
already departed, and he hadlost the
trail.

Onanotheroccasion, Zacefbelieves,
American intelligence trackedhis satel-
lite phoneas hetravelled to a meeting
with Omar; bombsjust missed him. In
the final days of Taliban control over
Kandahar,a strike against Omar's resi-
dential palace killed anotherofhis sons,
butjust missed the Amir, according to

therecentresearch by Gopal and Dam.
Bythe endof2001,when anti-Taliban
militias supported by the C.I.A. had
takenfull control of Kabul and Kanda-
har, Omar had escaped.

   

ullah Omar’s whereabouts re-
mained anofficial “tasking” for

intelligencecollection after the fall of
the Taliban, but he was no longer a
pressing priority. American intelli-
gence agencies and Special Forces
teams in Afghanistan focussed mainly
on capturing and killing Al Qaeda's in-
ternational volunteers. “Yes, we were

very interested in him, and, yes, we
would haveliked to have found him,
but I don’t think we weregetting a lot
oftraction” after 2002,recalled John
McLaughlin, whowas then the C.L.A’s
deputy director. “The attraction of
going after Al Qaedawasjustso great.
The Taliban at that point did not ap-
pear to be a lethalthreat.”

“Sadly, in termsofour policy, I
don’t think we thought much about
thematall,” Crumpton, wholed the
C.LA.’s campaign in Afghanistan in
late 2001, recalled. “Wekilled a lot of
them, many thousandsof them, in-

cluding someofthe key leaders. They
were whipped. Whatwas left did melt
awaylocally. The senior guys wentinto
Pakistan.”

Omarkepta very low profile. By
some accounts, he appeared at a
mosque in Quetta, Pakistan, in 2003,
stirring local excitement. By then, the
Bush Administration was bogged
down in Iraq, andits “perspective on
Mullah Omarat that time was ‘He's
done. He gotbeat. He got run out of
town,’” recalled Tom Lynch,a retired
Armycolonel whoserved as a military
adviser at the U.S. Embassy in Kabulin 

“When Igrow up, Iwanttogo into medicine and

helppeople who canpay outofpocket.”

2004. “Even though he’s not dead and
buried, the Pakistanis said they're tak-
ingcareofit.”

Gradually,it becameclear that they
weren't. Afghanistan’s intelligenceser-
vice, the National Directorate ofSecu-
rity, placed agents inside Taliban-exile
circles in Pakistan;their reports,as well
as intelligence collected directly by the
United States, showed that, by 2004,
Omarhadreorganized the Taliban’s
military and political command from
inside Pakistan. Omar prepared annual
strategy documents to maphis plans
for a revived insurgency and to com-
municate those plansto followers. By
2006, aggressive Taliban units had
infiltrated Kandahar and Helmand.
There wasincreasing evidence that
Omarwasback in active command,
with LS.I. support.

Afghanistan’sintelligence service
reported to the United States that,
around 2005 or 2006, Omarhad re-
ceived “upto thirty million dollars

 

from Pakistan”to fund the Taliban's re-
furbishmentandrecruitmentoffighters,
according to a formerofficialwho read
the reporting. “Mullah Omar was
given money so that people could see
him in charge again,” the former
official recalled. “Omaris not Kho-
meini. Mullah Omaris not Che Gue-
vara. ... For Mullah Omar to bevalid,
to be relevant,” he neededto beable to
fund the Taliban's payroll. According
to research by Giustozzi, the Taliban
mayalso havereactivated private donor
networks of sympathetic businessmen
and religious charities in the Persian
Gulf.

In 2007, Vice-President DickCheney
visited Pakistan and pressured Mu-
sharraf’s governmentto crack down on
the Taliban. During thetrip, security
forces arrested Mullah Obaidullah, a
close adviser to Omar who had served
as the Islamic Emirate’s defense min-
ister. Obaidullah “had a location doc-
ument” with an addresslisting his
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house numberandcity district in
Quetta, another formerofficial said.
“Te'd obviously been issued that by
the L.S.1. or the Army” as a form of
identification.
Around this time, Secretary of

State Condoleezza Rice asked David
Kilcullen, an Australian specialist
in counterinsurgency, to assess the
Taliban’s resurgence. Kilcullen ini-
tially assumed that the Afghanintel-
ligence reports that the 1.8.1. was
“cunning the war” werejust “a conve-
nientexcuse,” hesaid, to deflect atten-
tion from the mounting problems
within Karzai’s government, such as

widespread corruption and weak
administration.

Kilcullen cameto concludethat Pa-
kistan was “actually on the other side”
of the war in Afghanistan, but he

foundthis was “an extremely unpopu-
lar pointofview”inside the Bush Ad-
ministration, which remained com-
mitted to counterterrorism andstrate-
gic military partnership with Paki-

  

stan’s security services. When Kilcullen
offered his opinionat one interagency
meeting, “people laughed at me,” he
recalled.

Pervez Musharrafdenied adamantly
that Pakistan had anything to do with
the Taliban's revitalization. The I.S.1.
is a “disciplined service staffed by sea-
soned military officers who follow my
orders,” Musharraf told Nancy Pelosi,
then the Speaker ofthe House,early in
2007,accordingto a cable published by
WikiLeaks. The accusation that the
LS.I. was sheltering Mullah Omar was
inaccurate, Musharrafadded.“I do not
believe Omar has ever been to Paki-
stan,” hesaid.

hen President Obamaordered
more troops to be deployed in

Afghanistan, his advisers analyzed
Mullah Omar's role in the war. On a
Saturday in February of 2010, I met
Richard Holbrookefor lunch atWash-
ington’s Four Seasons Hotel. I asked
him about the Taliban's leadership.

“T think Mullah Omar is incredibly
important,” Holbrooke replied. “The
moreI lookat this thing, the more I
think heis a driving,inspirational force
whose captureor elimination would
have a material effect.”

Jasked ifhe believed he could nego-
tiate a viable peace agreementwith
Omar.

“T don’t thinkwe can negotiate with
Mullah Omar, personally,” he said.
“That's why I think climinating Mul-
lah Omarissocritical. Right now, if
you could choose between Mullah
Omarand Osamabin Laden,I person-

ally would lean toward Mullah Omar.”
Holbrooke died ten monthslater.

Last spring, the Obama Administra-
tion located and killed Osama bin
Ladenat a compoundnear Pakistan's
leading military academy, in the town
of Abbottabad. The circumstances in
which bin Laden was found suggest
that he might have enjoyed support
from elements ofthe Pakistani security
services, although noproofofthis has
surfaced.

American officials tendtocredit re-
ports that Mullah Omar maybe under
I.S.L protection or monitoring,in part
because of the history of Pakistan’s
support for the Taliban. To Pakistan’s
nationalistic generals, Mullah Omar's
religious extremism maybedistasteful,
but Taliban influence in Pashtun areas
of Afghanistan has nonetheless served
Pakistan's cause against India. The
generals fear that India will use eco-
nomicaid andpolitical support forAf
ghanistan to encircle Pakistan, estab-

lish consulates and business outposts,
and use these to funnel aid to separat-
ist groups such as those fighting to
achieve independencefor the Pakistani
province of Baluchistan. The Taliban
offer a counterforce in this proxy strug-
gle. Since 2007, Pakistani Taliban have
beenin revolt against the Army and
have soughtto establish a revolution-
ary Islamic regimein the country, and
the situation has become more com-
plex. Influencing the Taliban, and di-
recting their attention away from Pa-
kistan and toward Afghanistan, has

also become,for the generals, a matter

ofself-preservation.
“With Mullah Omar, the Pakistanis

are in a better position to control the
Taliban,” Vali Nasr, Holbrooke’s for-



mer adviser,said. “He's such a pivot per-
son. If you have him,ifyou hold him,
you control the whole organization.”

D=* the past several years, in
exploratory peace talks with the

Karzai government and the Obama
Administration, a number of Taliban
figures have claimedto speak for Omar
and to have his blessing. During 2011,
the mostactive negotiator with the
United States and European govern-
ments was Tayyib Agha, who worked
as a translator andaide to Omarduring
the late Islamic Emirate period, and
whois now scenasa credible ifjunior
figure in the Taliban'spolitical councils
in Pakistan.

Obama’s advisers hold differing
opinionsabout the prospects for nego-
tiations. Somebelieve that the Taliban
remain committedto taking full power
andwill use the negotiations only to
win prisoner releases and buytime.
Others hope that negotiations might
produce ceasefires or divide Taliban
leaders. The most ambitiousvision is
ofa settlementeventuallyembraced by
Karzai’s government, Pakistan, and

NATOin whicha large section of the
Taliban would convert into a peaceful
political party, to standin elections,
take seats in parliament, and perhaps
share in regional administration of
‘Taliban strongholds in the south and
east.

Asfor Omar, although the most
hopeful advocates of the peace process
think he might eventually endorse a
settlement,it is very doubtful that the
Afghanpublic would accept Omar's re-
turn to majoroffice. A dignified retire-
mentorexile might entice him, how-
ever. “He is one person—heis not a
problem,” Arsala Rahmani, the former

Taliban official who now works in the
High Peace Council, said. “We could
send him to Mecca, and he could par-
ticipate each year in the hajj.” Nor does
it seemlikely that an outright Taliban
military victorywill restore Omar'srule,
certainly not until after 2014, when
American troops are scheduled to re-
duce their presence to an advisory role
in support of Afghan troops. Even
then, Afghan forces may be able to
keep the Taliban out of Kabul and
other majorcities.

Oneinterlocutor for Omarwhohas

attracted considerable attention from
the Karzai government and the Obama
Administration is Abdul Ghani Bara-
dar. He knew Omar when they were
boysin Uruzgan, and theyfought to-
gether during the ninetcen-cighties.
Baradar wasdeputychiefofthe armed
forces when the Taliban controlled
Afghanistan, and was regarded as one
of the movement’s more competent
leaders. Baradar has long been inside
the circles of personal trust that have
characterized the Taliban's leadership.

Baradar is from the royalty-tinged
Popalzaitribe, the sametribe as Kar-
zai. (Omar is a memberoftheless

prominent Hotaktribe.) Baradar en-
gaged in sporadic reconciliation talks
with Karzai’s governmentuntil 2010.
Early that year, Pakistan’s security ser-
vices arrested Baradar outside Karachi.
Since then, he has been held in a Paki-
stani prison,reportedly nearthe capital
ofIslamabad.
The Karzai governmentbelieves

that the I.S.I. detained Baradarin order
to stop him from negotiating indepen-
dentlyfor a possible political settlement,
onbehalfofMullah Omar. Someoffi-
cials in the Obama Administration share
this belief, and, at the request of the

Karzai regime,they havebeentrying to
help extract Baradar from Pakistani
detention. While pursuing this strat-
egy, the Obama Administration has

also tried to reassure Pakistan's Army
thatits interests would be addressed
during any negotiations.

In Pakistan, General Ashfaq Parvez
Kayani, the Armychief and a former
LS.1. director, is the key decision-
maker on matters involving Afghani-
stan, Last summer,in Islamabad, Kay-

ani met with Americanofficials and
posed a numberof questions about
howthey might carry out talks with
‘Taliban leadersliving in Pakistan, ac-
cordingto individualsfamiliar with the
exchange. Oneof Kayani’s questions
was: Who,exactly, among the Tal-
iban’s leaders, did the United States be-

lieve would be eligible to make a deal
with Kabul? Kayani’s other questions
concernedthe timing, sequencing, and
roles for different governments in any
full-blown peace process.

Lastfall, Tom Donilon, Obama’s
national-security adviser, and Marc
Grossman flew to Abu Dhabi, to meet

with Kayani. Grossman transmitted a
white paper that attempted to address
someofthe general’s questions, accord-
ingto officials familiar with the docu-
ment. Grossman and Donilon made
two requests: They asked that Pakistan
issue a public statementurging the Tal-
iban tojoin peace negotiations with the
Afghan government, and they asked
Kayanito release Mullah Baradar from
prison, so that Baradar could return to
Afghanistan.

Kayanihasso far declined the ap-
peals. The sinking relations between
the United States and Pakistan reached
another low in November,afterAmer-
ican aircraft mistakenly killed Paki-
stani soldiers in an incident along the
Pakistan-Afghan border.

‘The Obama Administration refers
to its own policyas “fight andtalk.”
The American governmentcurrently
offers a ten-million-dollar reward for
informationleading to the discovery
ofMullah Omar's location; Omar re-
mainssubjectto targeting by missile at-
tack or bombingunderthe laws ofwar,
Administrationofficials said.

Yet, at the sametime, the Admin-
istrationis urging Pakistan to propose
a system of safe passage and security
guarantees under which other senior
‘Taliban leaders presumedto beliving
in Pakistan might travel to the pro-
posed new Talibanpolitical office in
Qatar. Under such a system ofsafe pas-
sage, the Afghan government would
recommendspecific individuals for
special treatment; the United States
would agree not to target them as
enemy commanders. Another concern
is howthe Taliban leaders’ families
would be given guarantees of protec-
tion from Pakistaniretaliation if the
leaders took negotiating positions that
Pakistan did notlike. The families of
‘Taliban leaders living in Pakistan de-
pend onits governmentforsecurity,
travel documents, access to schools,

andlicensesto run businesses. Taliban,
leaders do not want to negotiate with
the United States and the Karzai gov-
ernment in circumstances where Pa-
kistan mightuse these dependenciesto
coerce their decision-making.

Kayani, for his part, has told his
American counterparts that he is con-
fused about whether the Obama Ad-
ministration wants Mullah Omar alive
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or dead. One former Administration
official said that, among President
Obama’s advisers, “there just wasn’t
agreementabout the answer.”

Or morning in Kandahar, I drove
to Sarposa Prison, which lies along

the Herat highway.It is a vast facility
with high, mud-brick walls topped by
razor wire. Shabby motorcycle-repair
shops andteastalls face its entrance.
When arrived, Afghan security forces
werehoistinga flag above a sandbagged
bunker on the roof of one shop. The
bunker, it turned out, guarded the en-

trance to an escape tunnelthat the
‘Taliban had duglast year under Sarpo-
sa’s walls. The conspirators chiselled
for five months and freed aboutfive
hundred Taliban commanders and
fighters.

Inside, I found the deputy warden,
Colonel Nawroz Rahmani,in a white-
washed buildingsituatedin a dirt court-
yard, Rahmaniis a career Armyofficer;
as wetalked, he sounded dispirited by
his assignment.

After the Taliban prisoners’ escape,
hesaid, the prison had quicklyfilled
up again. It nowheld more than twelve
hundredcriminals and Taliban sus-
pects, more than twice the number
it was intended to accommodate.
To sleep, prisoners pack themselves
side by side on concrete floors. The
overcrowding reflected Kandahar's re-
viving crime problem, Rahmanisaid,
butalso thefailures ofthe local court
system.“The judges and the
prosecutors can’t handle the
cases,” he said, and each
week more prisoners arrive
than are senttotrial or re-
leased on parole. “We have
sent our requests to the di-
rectorofprisons in Kanda-
har,listing the problems we
are facing,” he said. They
hadreceived noreply.

Cases clog Kandahar’s dockets be-
cause often the only way to resolve
themisto pay bribes; those who cannot
afford the payments languish at Sar-
posa. The Karzai-appointed judiciary in
Kandaharrecruits “people who have
master’s degrees in corruption,” a vet-
eran practitioner in the system told me.
“They don’t want professional prose-
cutors andjustices. They want people
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whowill send back income to Kabul.”
Since 2001, American military com-

manders andaid officials have often de-
clared that their goal is the establish-
mentof“therule oflaw” in Afghanistan.
‘Thereality in Kandahar has been that
“thejustice system either was too weak
to protect people from predatory be-
havior by the powerful, or was preda-
tory itself,” wrote Shafiullah Afghan, a
formeradviser to the United Nations,

in a recently publishedsurveyofthe re-
gion’scourts and prosecutors.

Thebiannual essays issued under
Mullah Omar's name emphasize cor-
ruption and injustice—problems that
echo the grievances that brought the
Taliban to power. Last year, the Amir

instructed Taliban commanders and
mediators:

If you receive any report about a given
person,first, make a meticulous investiga-
tion abouthim. Never harass people on the
basis of fake and biased reports. . ..When
you face a common man,think as if you
were a commonerin his place, and asif you
had no weapon. .. . No oneaffiliated with
the Islamic Emirate is allowed to extort
moneyfrom people byforce.. .. Protection
oflife and propertyis one of the main goals
ofthe jihad.

Taliban insurgents andsuicide
bombers are today responsible for
three-quarters ofthecivilian casualties
in Afghanistan’s war, and Taliban as-
sassins often strike their victims with
little due process, so Omar's injunc-

tions ring hollow to many ofhis Af-
ghan opponents. Yethiscalls retain

somecredibility in Kandahar
and surroundingdistricts.
The Taliban still operate
mobile courts in many rural
areas in the south andeast.
“Evennow,people whotake
their cases to them are afraid
of them,” the veteran of the
justice system told me. Yet
the Taliban’s proceedings to
resolve civil matters, such as

land disputes and inheritance claims,
are “cheaper,faster and stronger” than
anything provided by the Karzai gov-
ernment, Shafiullah Afghan wrote in
his recentsurvey:

In theTalibansystem,nobribes are ac-
cepted or needed. In the governmentsys-
tem, hundredsof sentences are pronounced
withoutever being executed;in the Taliban
system,decisionsare always enforced with-
out delay.

Mullah Akhundzada, the guardian of
the Prophet's cloak in Kandahar,told me,
“There are very fewwhojoin the Taliban
becauseofreligious ideas. Mostofthe
people whojoin are under pressure.
Wherethe Taliban take influence over
areas,the peoplein those areasreally have
no choice butto join. Also, people don’t
like the government.It’s not a trusted,

worthy government. Thereis corruption.
‘There is no governancehere.”

The surge ofAmerican troops into
Kandahar overthe lastyear has improved
local security. The Taliban arestill able
to mountspectacular attacks, but their
day-to-day influencein thecity is lim-
ited. Many Kandaharis are doubtful,
however, that these gainswill be sus-
tained once Americansoldiers pull back.
Thegainsin local security have been pe-
riodically undermined. Last week, the
Pentagon acknowledged that U.S. ma-
rines in southern Afghanistan were
shown in a video urinating on the corpses
ofTaliban fighters—another in a series
ofheavily publicizedallegationsofabuse
by NATOforces.

“People are afraid,” Akhundzada
told me. The Taliban “can kill you as
you are walking down thestreet, and
no onewill punish them.All these ex-
plosions—with children killed—and
no oneis everarrested,tried, or exe-
cuted. Forthelast ten years, the United

States, Canada, and other powers have

notbeenable to defeat the Taliban,” he
said. “People nowbelieve the Taliban
are unbeatable.”

If the Taliban outlast NATO’s pres-
ence in Afghanistan, their ambition to

rule again could engender a widercivil
conflictin the country, which wouldpit
ethnic militias from the north against
the Taliban ina revivalofthe devastat-
ing war ofthe nineteen-nineties. Such
a conflict wouldlikely spill into Paki-
stan, furtherdestabilizing that country.
Toprevent such an outcome, Obama

has been drawn into a seemingly near-
hopeless project—talking indirectly to
amanwith a ten-million-dollar bounty
onhis head, whoseintransigence dur-
ing negotiationsa decadeagoled to the
initial Americanintervention. The ob-

stacles are daunting: Pakistan seems
determinedto bideits time, and may
undermine the reconciliation process;
Karzai’s government has shown no
ability to fashion negotiating break-



throughs, despite several years of try-
ing; and the Taliban have yetto offer a
single compelling compromise.

‘The Administration has limited re-
sources and domestic political support
to expend on Afghanistan. One danger
is thatit will substitute the long-shotdi-
plomacy of reconciliation talks with
Omar andhisclosestaides for the step-
by-step, messiereffort to build more in-
clusive, less corrupt power sharing
amongthe many Afghans whooppose
the Taliban—workthatis already hard
enough.

Yet the Taliban are an indigenous
movement, andthe grievances they
exploit are widely held among Pash-
tuns. Even where negotiations to end
insurgencies don’t yield a decisive
agreement, they nonetheless can re-
duce violence, spur important defec-
tions, or favorably changethe contours
of a warbyaltering guerrilla align-
ments. The case of international talks
to reduce the Darfur conflict is an ex-
ample of sucha partial success. Even
the mostardentguerrilla leaders some-
timesreach a time in middle age when
hurtling intobattle in a pickup truck
while dodging enemy bombersloses
its appeal. Althoughit is difficult to
imagine Mullah Omar evertravelling
to five-star hotel in Qatar to negoti-
ate with American diplomats,thelures

oflegitimacy andpolitical influence
may eventually tempt others in the
‘Taliban’s aging leadership. In the Af-
ghan war, in any event, the United
States ran out ofattractive options a
longtimeago.

N& after night, raids by Ameri-
can Special Forces target mid-

level Taliban commandersfor death or
arrest. The raids have fragmented the
leadership. Theloss of veteran com-
manders and the imprisonmentofes-
tablished leaders such as Mullah Bara-
dar have contributedtodisunity in the
Taliban’s upper ranks, according to
Gopal and otherresearchers with ex-
tensive Taliban contacts.

Theculling of Taliban field com-
manders mayalsoreducethe oddsthat
a credible, unified Taliban leadership
could ever enter intoa political settle-
ment with the Kabul government.
With Omar andotherhistorical Tal-
ibanleadersin hiding, “today’s Taliban
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‘Tl havethe dressing on the side in a handblownglass container on a
bamboocloth with a sprigofsomething delicateplacedgently nearby.”

is immature youngpeople,” as Qal-
amuddin, the formerIslamic Emirate
minister, putit.

Oneafternoon, I drove outtoa Kanda-
har compoundthat has been used to
house Taliban field commanders who
have defected to the Karzai regime. In
a one-story house with dirt floors,
whereflies swirled in air perfumed by
hashish smoke, I found Haji Toorjan,
a young Taliban leader from Arghan-
dab,a district on Kandahar’s north-

western outskirts.
Toorjan told methat he hadjoined

the Taliban when he had no beard.
Hesaid he was now twenty-six. He
defected last year with about two
dozenother soldiers. Afghanistan’s
intelligenceservice publicized his de-
cision asan indicator that momentum
in the south was swinging Karzai’s
way.

‘Toorjansaid that he nowregrets his
choice. The Karzai administration has
notfulfilled promises to provide him
and his menwithsecurity, jobs, and in-
come. In the meantime, the Taliban
have targeted someofhis relatives in
Arghandabforrevengekillings. Amer-
ican forces have detained otherrela-
tives, he complained.

Tacked tothe mudwalls ofToorjan’s

hut were a dozencolorposters depicting
prosperouscity streets, pristine Swiss
chalets, and large suburban American

homes with mowedlawns. Fromwhere
‘wesat, the photographslooked like sci-
encefiction. “Myfriends put these up,
to raise our morale,” Toorjantold me.“I
don’t have any hope in mylife. [ don’t
knowhowmanydays I will bealive. ...
I don’t know whyI came. Maybe my
brain was not working.”

Aswe talked, Toorjan chain-smoked.
Laskedifhestill felt personal loyalty to
Mullah Omar. Hesaid thathe did. “He
is honest and hehas unblemishedfaith.
Whenhe makes promises to us, he
keeps his word. Mullah Mohammad
Omar is doing better with government
people whosurrender to the Taliban
than the governmenthere is doing with
people whosurrendertoit.”

I wonderedif he thought Omar
mightforgive him if he nowreturned
to fight again on the Taliban'sside.
Toorjan replied that he did not think
the Amir’s magnanimity would extend
thatfar. “If I gothere,” he said, “my
headwill be taken from me.” ¢
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Ox smuggler worea trilby, white
vith a black band. Another looked

like Little Richard. The third was the
mostworrisome. Hehad heavyshoulders
anda lidless, unsmiling gaze. Whena fly
landed onhis eyebrow,heflickedit off
with his eyebrow. We were in Maha-
janga, a dusty, sweltering port on the
northwestern coast of Madag:

staurant, Baobab,had eighttables, lime-
greenwalls, no other customers, and an

unlimited supplyofflies. They drowned
in the /imonade that the smugglers or-
dered for the table. Cell phones buzzed
andlit up. Negotiations in Malagasy. The
third smuggler, Mr. Tough,glared. Who
wasthis tall American an entourage
who had walkedinoff the street asking
for angonokas?
He was Eric Goode,a fi

year-old Manhattan hotel andrestaurant
owner. Theanimal he wantedto buy

oneof the world’s rarest tortois
chelys yniphora, knownlocallyas ang
andin Englishas the plowsharetortoise.
Its last remaining habitatwas ninetymiles
downthecoast,in scattered patchesofre-
motescrubland around Baly Bay. Poach-
ing, possessing, and selling plowshares are
all illegal under Madagascan law, and
tradinginthemis bannedbyinternational
treaty, which onlyincreasestheirvalue on
theglobal black market. Determinedcol-
lectors in Europe and the United States
are said to pay up to a hundred thousand
dollars for anadult plowshare.

Goodelookedlike a determined col-
lector—sweaty, single-minded,furtive,
withsmall, piercing blue eyes and several
days’ accumulationofsalt-and-pepper
stubble. Hehad three people with him: a
youngbiologist from California named
Andrea Currylow; a Malagasytranslator
namedRiana Rakotondrainy; and me. As
hespoke,he keptasking, with his hands,
aboutthesize of thetortoises that the
Baobab smugglers couldprocure. But the
smugglers didn’t trust him.

“T saw you on TV,” the manin the
trilby said. “AdocumentaryaboutW. 7

Goodeheld outhis arms. “Do I look
like a wrestler?”

‘Thedeliberate misunderstanding did
notfool them. Everybodyknewthat the
World Wildlife Fund was involved in
protecting endangeredspecies in Mada-
gascar. The smugglers expressed disdain

x foreign conservationists whotried to
tell Malagasies whattheycould and could
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notsell. The Americans were the worst,
they said. More phonecalls. When
Goodesaid that he was prepared to pay
two hundred dollars for a small plow-
share, the smugglers seemedtorelax.
Mr. Tough, who worea tight-fitting
navy polo shirt, had apparently decided
that Goode was harmless—just another
desperateturtle geck. Thetortoises were
coming,he said. Did Goode plan to
take the animals back to America? Yes?
Then he should wrap them in diapers,
which would absorb the urine. They
would pass uneventfully through bag-
gage screening. Did he have any idea
what these tortoises were worth in
America?If hepreferred, they could be
delivered to him “atJ.F.K.” Thatwould
cost much more,ofcourse. Did he ever

find himselfin Bangkok?
Hedid. In fact, Goodehadrecently

made a documentary about Bangkok—
the smugglers’ primary market—and
other hubs oftheillegal-wildlife trade, in-
cluding Hong Kong and Singapore. But
he didn’t mentionthat.

Mr. Tough wentoff ona red motor
scooter. Across the busy boulevard,
Goode could see his friend and em-
ployee Maurice Rodrigues secretly
filming from inside a café. Goode had
sent him away whenthis deal suddenly
started to cometogether,after a casual
inquiry. But Rodrigues had not gone
back to their hotel, as ordered. What
would these guys doif they discovered
they were beingfilmed?

‘The man in the trilbyestablished that
the white womanwith us was not
Goode’s wife, his daughter, or his girl-
friend. In that case, he announced, he

would like to buy her. How much? Ban-
ter along theselines followed. Goode
had brought Currylow, whom he had

 

metat a turtle conferencein Florida, to
Madagascar in the hope of persuading
her to do her Ph.D.field work in Baly
Bay on the plowshare. Little Richard
mentioned that plowshares were known
to relieve congested lungs. If you kept
one underyourbed, your breathing got
better. C'est vrai. They were good for
longevity generally. That was oneofthe
reasons they were so popular.

Mr. Tough returned. Heparked the
scooter next to the Baobab, on side

street, andlifted the seat so that Goode
could seeinto a bin below it. Two baby
plowshares satin a blueplastic bag. Their
shells seemed to glow, each scute deep
gold, hexagonal, in a dark-brown frame.
Their color enhances the plowshares’
price in China, where gold is considered
goodluck. Goodetookcach animal gen-
tly out of the scooter. They looked
healthy. They were, he estimated, be-

tween oneandtwoyears old. He set them
back and told the men he wanted more
tortoises, and would meet them again
laterin the day.

ack at the Hotel Piscine, on the
Mahajanga waterfront, a confer-

ence was in progress. Its topic: Mada-
gascar’s tortoises and turtles. Goode,
oneofthesponsors, had slipped out to
conducta surveyofthelocal black mar-
ket in plowshares. Now he approached
a senior governmentparticipant, the
minister ofenvironmentandforests,for

official permission to complete the
plowshare purchase. The minister,
General Herilanto Raveloharison, a

bearded former policeman, seemed
taken aback. Was this American trying
to embarrass him? He gave his permis-
sion,but decreedthatthe police had to

be involved. This would bea sting.

“In myyouth Iwas a libertarian.”

They would catch the smugglersin the
act.

‘When Goode andI returned to the
Baobab, the mood amongthe smugglers.
seemed darker. Where wasourtransla-
tor? (She had declined to return.) My
own view was certainly darker, knowing
thata police raid might be imminent. I
kept thinking abouta fiasco that had oc-
curred notfar from Mahajanga in the
nineteen-nineties. Four Germanson a
reptile-collecting expedition had beenac-
costed by gendarmes who suddenly
opened fire, killing two of the Germans
and fellow-cop, and shooting out the
eye of a third German.I did not wantto
be caughtin the middle ofa raid by the
local gendarmerie.

‘The smugglers were irritable. No, the
tortoises were not there. An old blue
Renault pulled up outside. We weretold
to get in. Three guys, includingLittle
Richard and the manin thetrilby,

squeezed in with us. As we drove off, I
saw a ministry official who had been
postedas surveillance looking carefully
past ourcar, a cell phoneto her ear. We
drove by a church.I tried to commitour
route to memory. Weturnedin to a de-
serted, dead-endstreet, stopping outside
a house with “Coifur” painted in red on
a wall. The house wasset back from the
street, behind heavy foliage. Mr. Tough
parked his scooter by the wall and
opened theseat.

‘There werefourplowshares in the bin,
but the two new animals were smaller.
Goode produceda fat wad of cash. The
smugglers seemed soothedbythesight of
it. Goode took only the two larger plow-
shares, wrapping them carefullyin a plas-
tic bag. Weall shook hands. Enchanté, en-
chanté, Goode and | hurried off on foot.

[* mostpeople, only more so, Eric
Goode operatesin several worlds.

Hestarted out in NewYork,in the sev-

entics, as an artist, constructingvitrines

a la Joseph Cornell. Keith Haring cu-
rated his first group show. In 1983,
Goodeandthree partners opened Area,
the art-house night club. Haring
painted the skate ramp. Andy Warhol
did the T-shirts. David Hockney did
thepool. Jean-Michel Basquiat painted
the windows. A recent Times story
about the heyday of Area included a
photographofayoung Goode vamping
with a young Madonna. He opened



other clubs with other partners. He
built and bought trendy hotels—the
Maritime, the Bowery,theJane, Lafay-
ette House—andrestaurants,including
Time Café, the Bowery Bar, and the
Waverly Inn. Thesechicestablishments
have made Goode a wealthy man. He
used to date Naomi Campbell.

Ina parallel life, where little or none of
the above is known,heis a herpetophile
ofutmostseriousness. Hetramps through
swampsanddeserts and mountains look-
ing forturtles, tortoises, snakes,lizards,

frogs, crocodilians. Mostofhis closest
friendsarescientists and other herpers.
Chelonians—turtles and tortoises—are
Goode's grand passion. Andthereis, it
must besaid, something chelonian about
him: retiring, preoccupied, self-effacing

air, genial but carapaced andsolitary. He
has no academictraining, and yet Peter
Pritchard, perhaps the world’s leading
turtle zoologist, told me, “Eric is a very,

very knowledgeable tortoise man.”
Pritchard added, “And he’s got a very
good touch with breedingrare animals in
captivity.”

Goodehas been collecting reptiles
since he wassix. His mother, Marilyn,
says that he andhisfour siblings “wereal-
lowedto be kindofferal” on the family’s
Jand, near Sonoma,California, and they

all grewup unafraid ofsnakes and spiders.
‘Their father, nowretired, was a school-
teacher. Eric got hooked on chelonians
young, Marilyn says, underthetutelage of
a herpetologist at Berkeley. “He wasal-
‘ways sort ofan obsessive personality.” He
used to board someofhis mosttreasured
tortoises with her in California: Geoche-
Jone sulcata, the African spurred tortoise;
Astrochelys radiata, the radiated tortoise,
nowconsideredcritically endangered,
from Madagascar.

These days, Goode ownsa five-acre
compoundin Ojai, California, devoted
to the care and breeding of endangered
turtles and tortoises. Called the Behler
Chelonian Center(the late John Behler
wasa reptile curator at the Bronx Zoo),
thefacility, which opened in 2005, does
not publishits address, Its inhabitants
are worth millions on the rare-wildlife
market. Inside the Spanish-style walls, a
mazeofelaborate, climate-controlled

greenhouses and carefully planted out-
door pens housefive hundred-plus ani-
mals of more than two dozenspecies,
with a swelling populationofhatchlings.

Galapagosgianttortoises crop the lawn.
Burmesestars, Egyptians, Chacos from
Argentina,all snooze, munch,estivate

underleafcover,bask, and breed, some-
timesnoisily, with males groaning and
shells clattering.
The micro-environmentsfor the

Mexican spotted woodturtle and the
Philippine pondturtle are intricately
different. A misting device triesto repli-
cate the clammy morning fog on the
northeastcoast of Libya. Bio-securityis
taken scriously—eachcleaning brushis
marked andkeptseparate ftom others,to
preventa transfer of microbes from one
continentto the penof an animal from
another. There’s a quarantine room for
newarrivals, a herpetologylibrary,a full-
timereptile veterinarian, and a rotation

of researchers and interns from India,

China, Madagascar, Burma, Cambodia.
In the kitchen, Latino workers whip up
quantities of a “chelonian carnivore gel-
atine,” devised by a German professor of

genetics, that containsfish, snails, beef
heart, low-fat milk, shrimpwithshells, a
bit ofclay.

Twenty closed-circuit cameras let
Goodewatchthe doings in Ojai from his
office on Bleecker Street. Hisgirlfriend,
Miye McCullough, works alongside him,
as a researchassistant at the Turtle Con-
servancy, his nonprofit.

Marilyn Goodeconsiders the center
in Ojai a folly. “You can’t be God,” she
told me. “You can’t mimic Madagascar.”
She wishes that Eric would concentrate
on protecting the Pacific pondturtle,
Actinemys marmorata, “the only native
freshwater turtle we have in Northern
California.” His mother’s objections to
his keeping animals, Eric says, are never

far from his mind.“She's in there telling
meto be good,” he says, with a rueful
smile.

ihe first plowshare I saw wasat the
Behler Center. It was an adult fe-

male, recently arrived from a rescue cen-
ter in Hong Kong. Shewas strikinglytall.
Perhapssixteen inches long, she seemed
neatly as high, like a walking Hussar hel-
met. She hada curvingspear ofshell jut-
ting out from betweenherfrontlegs,

underher chin. This spear, called the

gular scute, had once put someone in
mindofa plow. (SomeAsianscall the
plowsharethe samurai tortoise.) It looked
uncomfortable. Males, jousting for the

favoroffemales,use it to flip other males
onto their backs. Compared with the
youngsters that Goode bought in Maha-
janga, the adult in Ojai had a shell that
waspale anddull, but her marginal
scutes—thering ofplates closest to the
ground—were magnificent,flared and

overdrapedlike heavytheatre curtains.
‘The armor onherfrontlegs, designed to
fend off attackers when she closed up
shop, was similarly impressive. She was
busy chewing a mouthful of opuntia cac-
tus, but seemed also to be meeting my
gaze,in the seen-it-all, dinosaurian wayof
manytortoises, Cheloniansactually pre-
date many dinosaurs. They have been
lumbering aroundfor more than two
hundred million years, and have changed
very little in all that time. Nobodyknows
howlongindividual plowshareslive. Cap-
tainJames Cooktook awayaradiated tor-
toise, the plowshare’s closestrelative, and
gave it to the King ofTonga, in 1777.It
died in 1966.

The Behler Center got eight plow-
shares, all confiscated animals, from
Hong KonglastJune, and twofrom Tai-
wan in 2010.In the worldofturtle and
tortoise people, this was an astonishing
acquisition. There had been only two
legal plowshares in America. Onewas in
the Honolulu Zoo. Theother was a big
male being kept by a dentist in Atlanta
namedBill Zovickian. Both hadarrived
before the passage of the Endangered
Species Act, in 1973. Among Goode's
plowshares, the only adult was the fe-
male I saw. Goode hopesto breed her
with Zovickian’s male. The Asian facili-
ties had wantedto rid themselvesofthe
security headaches that keeping plow-
sharesentails. To receive them, Goode
hadto get special permission from the
USS.Fish and Wildlife Service, which
implements a multilateral treaty known
as the Convention on International
‘Trade in Endangered Species, or CITES.
‘Thetreaty forbids all cross-border com-
mercial trade in certain species, includ-
ing the plowshare.

Before he got his plowshares, Goode

beganinvestingin their protection in the
wild in Madagascar. His main partner
there was the Durrell Wildlife Conserva-
tion Trust, a British charity, founded by
the late author andnaturalist Gerald
Durrell, which has a zooinJersey,offthe
Normandycoast, and works in many
countriesto preventextinctions. Durrell’s
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plowshareproject, launchedin 1986, in-
cludesa breeding center aboutfifty miles
inland from Baly Bay, whereit has pro-
duced hundredsofhatchlings from ani-
mals confiscated mostlyfrom villagers,
who kept them aspets, and, in recent
years, from poachers and smugglers. In
1998, the Durrell Trust helped create a
national park in Baly Bay for plowshare
protection, and it has reintroducedsev-

eral dozen tortoises to the wild there.
Goode’s contributions have included a
patrol boat and the funds to pay a team
of forty guards to combat poaching.
These efforts in the “range country”
helped persuade U.S. Fish and Wildlife
to let Goode have the ten plowshares
from Asia.

orking in Madagascar naturally
requires working with the Mada-

gascar government. Thecurrentregime
seized powerin a coup in 2009, and is

notrecognized bythe United States.It is
led by a formerdiskjockey and mayor of
thecapital, Antananarivo, named Andry

Rajoelina, whois thirty-seven. His reign

has been marked by dizzying economic
decline—Madagascar, neverrich, is now
oneofthe world’s poorest countries—and
by rampantcorruption,including a great
upsurge in both wildlife smuggling and
illegal logging in the country's fewremain-
ing rainforests.

Goodehas tried nonetheless to build
a relationship with the government. He
‘wants to sign a lease agreement, remu-

nerating Madagascar in exchange forits
permission to keep animals thatlegally
belong to it—he nowhas specimens ofall
four endemic Madagascar tortoises in
Ojai. He even wrote a blank check to the
then minister ofenvironmentandforests,

to be hand-delivered by Russ Mitter-
meicr,the presidentofthe Virginia-based
nonprofit Conservation International, in-
viting the governmentto nameits terms.
The check was notaccepted. The gov-
ernment ofMadagascar isn’t necessar-
ily opposed to whatare known as “ex sit
assurance colonies” ofthe country’s criti-
cally endangeredspecies. It simply barely
functions.

Madagascar is famedforits “mega-
diversity.” It's the world’s fourth-largest
island, bigger than California, andsits
two hundred and fifty miles off the
southeast coast of Africa. Evolution
took its own course in Madagascar.
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Eighty percentofits animal and plant
species are endemic—they occur no-
whereelse. Humansarrived about two
thousandyears ago,longafter theearth's
major (nonfrozen) landmasses had been
settled. They found noneofthe usual
African megafauna—elephants, ante-
lopes, lions, giraffes—butthey did find
giant tortoises (Aldabrachelys abrupta,
Aldabrachelys grandidieri) andthe larg-
est bird thateverlived (Aepyornis maxi-
mus, the elephant bird, about ten fect
tall). These species are long vanished,
hunted and habitat-deprived into ex-
tinction,along withatleast sixteen spe-
cies oflemur, including onethe size ofa
gorilla.

‘Therate of extinctions in Madagas-
caris high, owing mainly tocatastrophic
deforestation—the country has lost
ninety per centofits forests to logging
and slash-and-burnagriculture. In-
creasing extinctions are a global phe-
nomenon—weare now embarked,ac-
cording to science, on what somecall a
“sixth wave” of massextinctions, with

perhapshalfofthe world’s estimated ten
million species of animals, plants, and

fish predictedto vanish in the next cen-
tury, andthis wave (thefifth happened
sixty-five million years ago and wiped
out the dinosaurs) is being driven pri-
marily by theactivities of one species:
us. Evolutionary hotspots like Mada-
gascar providea laboratory for the study
ofimperilled ecosystems, and a compel-
ling workplacefor conservationists from
all over.

‘Turtles andtortoises have beenpartic
ularly vulnerable to human depredation.
‘They move slowly. Theygrow slowly, and
are slow to reproduce. They're tasty, and
protein-rich. Turtle meat has been a cher-
ished item on Chinese menus for millen-
nia, and turtles are used in traditional
Asian medicine. Theincredible hardiness
of manyspecies—sometortoises can live
for a year without food or water—has
sometimes workedagainstthem. Onlong
sea voyages before the days of refrigera~
tion, a ship's hold might be filled with tor-
toises, all flipped on their backs and await-
ing thepot.

Madagascarwas amain stop on Arab
trade routes, andits tortoises left in

droves. Plowshares also lost much of
their habitatto agriculture. By the mid-
twentieth century, the plowshare was

believedto be possibly extinct. Then,in

1971,James Juvik, an American geog-
rapher, discovered small populationsin
the scrublands aroundBaly Bay. Subse-
quentstudies produced a rough estimate
ofsix hundred animals remainingin the
wild. Conservationists, notably Gerald
Durrell, wentinto action on the plow-

shares’ behalf. As theplightofthe plow-
share got someattention,andit received
the mostrestrictive CITESlisting, the

perverse economicsofrarity kicked in
amongcollectors, and theprice for a
plowshare wentthrough theroof.

here were twotortoise researchers
Goode hoped to meet during this

trip to Madagascar—Miguel Pedrono,
a French conservation ecologist, and
Lora Smith, an American herpetologist.
They had each spentyears studying the
plowsharein the wild, and Goode was
cager to get their advice. They were re-
portedlyin Baly Bay, Goode's next des-
tination. Hechartered a small plane
and, accompanied by Rodrigues, Curry-
low, and Angelo Ramy Mandimbiha-
sina, a field coérdinatorfor the Durrell

Wildlife Conservation Trust, we flew
southwest.

From theair, much of Madagascar is a
disturbing sight. Deforestation has led to
severe erosion ofa soil that was never
known forits fertility. Large rivers run
bright red through parched hills. “Mada-
gascar is bleeding,” people say.Itis also
burning,perpetually. Cattle herders light
bushfires to try to improve the grazing.
Farmers cutdown andbum trees to make
space forrice fields, which soon exhaust
the land. Homemadecharcoal is the pre-
ferred domestic fuel in a country where
seventy-five per cent of the population
lacks electricity. Thereis always, always
smokein theair.

The remoteness of Baly Bay, ninety
rough miles from a pavedroad, unreach-
able bylandin the wetseason,has been a
blessing for the plowshare, which has
foundrefuge in patchesofdense bamboo
scrub. But it alsoallows poachers, work-
ing for the smugglers whom we found in
the Baobabrestaurant, to plytheir trade
largely undetected.

Ontheflight, Mandimbihasina, who
wore a baseball cap and has a wide,lepre-
chaunishgrin, started pointing out what
hecalled “badvillages,’ where smugglers
lived, around Baly Bay. There seemed to
be quite a number. Hetranslated some of



thevillage names on mymap. Here was
“ManyTermites.” That godforsaken area
down there? He laughed. That was “Big
Dog Poop.”

Welandedata dirt airstrip, where a

Toyota Land Cruiser fetched us down
to Soalala,a dilapidated waterfrontset-
tlement. We tooka skiff acrossthe bay,
toa palm-shadedvillage on the western

a

bereleased to mix with thelocal angono-
has. There had beenfourtortoises, but
one had been stolen. Weset off on a
narrowtrail that got narrower, and soon

were in the dense bambooscrub that
had,in recent decades,saved the plow-
share. It was slow going. Suddenly,
while pushing throughthick brush, we
stumbled on two people who didn’t

lived outhere, studying plowshares,in
different parts of Baly Bay, for long
stretches—two years—in conditions
that would nothave beeneasy. She now
workedata research institute in Geor-
gia. Helived in Antananarivo. Theyhad
comeback, on their owninitiative, after

hearing that increased poaching was
causing the plowshare populationtofall.

   
Thetortoise-breedingcenter inAmpijoroa. Collectors are saidtopay up to a hundredthousanddollarsfor an adultplowshare.

shore. We were nowapproaching ango-
noka habitat. We hikedinland to a camp
called Beaboaly—“Big Termite,” Man-
dimbihasina said—where someof the
guards employed by Goode and the
Durrell Truststayed. It was just a clear-
ing with a few huts, a couple ofthatched
pavilions, and a well with a diesel pump.
‘There was no one around. Goode went
straight into the huts, searching, he

said,for “Miguel and Lora’s tracks.” He
wasstill hopingto consulttheelusive re-
searchers. There was no sign of them.
Mandimbihasina suggested that we

& hike to a quarantine pen where the Dur-
E rell Trustkept three angonokas that had
& been confiscated in the ComorosIs-
5 lands. Because ofthe exotic parasite load
2 they mightbecarrying, they could not

seem happyto see us. The tangle of
logs at our feet was the quarantine pen.
Goode had found Miguel Pedrono and
Lora Smith.

They were briskly polite but deter-
minedto leave. Goode was determined
to talk to them. After a brief téte-a-téte
with the three quarantinedtortoises,
which seemedhealthybut far too large
for the pens theywerein, Goode hurried
back to the camp at Beaboaly, where he
insisted that Pedrono and Smith, who
were boundfor Soalala, give him a few
minutes.

“What should we be doing?” Goode
asked. “What would be most useful?”

Pedronowas swarthy, unshaven,truc~
ulent. Smith was mild, maybefifty, and
seemedpreoccupied. Each ofthem had

“We're here to find out what's going
wrong,” Pedrono growled.

Goodepressed his question.
“Maybe armed guards,” Pedronosaid,

with a Gallic shrug. “Outsiders. Not more
ofthis, no.”
He noddedat a loose group of men

whowere quietly arriving in the gather-
ing shadows. These were the plowshare
guards Goode employed, unarmed. They
kept their distancefrom the conversation.
‘Theyearned twoand a halfdollars a day.
(The country’s medianincomeis roughly
adollara day.) Oneoftheir colleagues had
beenarrested in March,accused ofsmug-
gling plowshares. He was nowsitting in
jail in Mahajanga.

“T trust you above everybody,” Goode
said, using nakedflattery, almost plead-
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ing. Pedrono, whohas written a stan-
dard text, called “The Tortoises and
Turtles of Madagascar,” seemed to

softenslightly.
Would defacing shells discourage

smuggling?
“Marking them won't fix much,” Pe-

drono said. “Marked animals can be
bred.”

Goodeasked about the Durrell Trust.
“Theyshouldstick to captive breed-

ing,” Smith said, diplomatically. “They
have been having success with that.” Pe-
dronosaid that they really had to be get-
ting back to Soalala.

Goodesaid, “I know that the best

thing to do sometimesis nothing.” This
wasa core conservationist truth. But
Goodeisn’t really built to do nothing.

Wespent that night on the ground.
The next morning, we went looking for
plowshares, accompanied by a couple of
guards. Thetortoises were estivating,
hiding from the heat, waiting for the
rains and the mating season, and we
didn’t find any. Goode, with help from
Mandimbihasina, interviewedthe guards
about their work, asking what they
needed. More pay,cell phones, new mos-
quito nets, chairs, perhaps an observation
tower. Baly Bay National Parkis five
fragments of angonoka habitat scattered
aroundthebay.It's nearly a hundred and
fifty thousandacres, with no amenities
and many miles of uninhabited ocean
coast. A few teams of unarmed guards
with a single boat have no hope,really, of
defending the area against determined
poachers. Fortunatelyforthe plowshare,
the Sakalava people, who inhabit the
area, consider eating the tortoise fady
(taboo). But the temptation to pick one
up andsell it must befierce.

Wehiked out of Big Termite and
caughta boat to Cap Sada, another shard
ofthe national park. It was a long walk
through low-tide shallows to the shore.
There was less vegetation on Cap Sada,
and eight or nine of us—we had been
joined by several guards based there—
tried to walk in straightlines, ten metres

apart, peering under clumpsofscrub and
bamboo. The heat was brain-melting,
andthickets kept forcing meoffmy track,
into Goode’s line.

Off to our right, a guard called out,
“Angonoka!” Deepin a thicket, under
somebushes, he had founda large fe-
male, Wepulled herout. Shewas grand,
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GOING HOME

I love to speak with Leonard
He's a sportsman and a shepherd
He's lazy bastard
Livingina suit

Buthe does say whatI tell him
Even thoughit isn’t welcome
Hewill never have the freedom
Torefuse

Hewill speak these words ofwisdom
Likea sage, a man ofvision
Though he knows he’s really nothing
Butthebriefelaboration ofa tube

Goinghome
Without mysorrow
Goinghome
Sometime tomorrow
To whereit’s better
Thanbefore

Goinghome
Without my burden
Goinghome
Behindthe curtain
Goinghome
Without the costume
ThatIwore

Hewants to write a love song
An anthem offorgiving
A manual forlivingwith defeat

and had been marked byresearchersfor
identification with little notches in her
marginal scutes. She looked grumpy.
Picked up for inspection, she urinated,
which,in the height of the dry season,
was notgoodfor her health. A while
later, another guard found another plow-
share, evendeeperin a seemingly impen-
etrable thicket. This one was a big male,
also marked. Lora Smith hadlived in a
thatch hut at Cap Sadain the early nine-
ties, and marked a hundredand forty-five
plowshares. When Smith lived here, the
collecting boom had notbegun,and the
big worrywas habitat loss. Weretreated
to the guards’ base camp, where there
was a patchofshade.

Goodebelieves thatat least a thou-
sand plowshares have been smuggled
out of Baly Bayin recent years. Most

were babies, which are relatively easy to
transport. The wild population was
clearly in decline. To get an accurate
count, Goode wanted to mark every

wild plowshare with big numbers and
letters engraved into the carapace with a
Dremeltool. Buthadthespeciesalready
passed the point beyond whichit could
self-replicate?

Thebest wayto find wild tortoises
to mark was with trained dogs. But, if
Goode brought a team of dogs and
their handlers here, the poachers would
quicklysee the efficacy of dogs. For that
matter, it might not be doing the plow-
shares any favors to huntthem all down
for the sake of an accurate census and to
mark them—too manylocal onlookers
would also learn where they were. The
poachinghadbeenaccelerated by the In-



A ccty abovethe suffering
A sacrifice recovering
Butthatisn’t what I want him to complete

I wantto makehim certain
That he doesn’t have a burden
‘That he doesn’t need a vision

Thathe only has permission
To do myinstant bidding
‘Thatis to SAY whatI havetold him
To repeat

Goinghome
Without my sorrow
Goinghome
Sometime tomorrow
Going home
To where it’s better
Thanbefore

Goinghome
Without my burden
Goinghome
Behindthe curtain

Goinghome
Withoutthe costume
ThatIwore

Tlove to speakwith Leonard
He's a sportsman anda shepherd
He’s alazybastard
Livingin a suit

ternet, which connected the Asia market

with local suppliers. If the goal was to
help the plowshare survive,it really might
bebest to do nothing.

Backin Soalala, Goodewentto see the
director ofthe park, a genial man named
Jean Claude Rakotonirina. He acknow!-
edged that the park was not popular with
somelocal villagers. They resented being
told that they could notgraze their cattle
in the park, or huntthere, or setfires.

Theyhad beenliving onthis land for
countless generations.

Goode was discouraged. There was a
small but real chance that, by paying
guards to watch for plowshares, he was
financing a smuggling network. The
poaching situation was so bad that Dur-
rell had stopped reintroducing animals to
the wild for two years. In 2009,four plow-

—Leonard Cohen

shares, after being raised to the age of
fifteen in captivity, had been broughtto
Baly Bay and were immediately stolen,
before they were even released. (There
were no morereintroductionsuntil last
month.) Goodewasaco-authorona forth-
coming paper aboutthe state ofthe battle
to save the plowshare. As soonas he got
toaworking phone, hesaid,he was going
to call his fellow-authors.“Pm going to
cancel the paper,” he said. “We don’t know
what we're talking about.”

codeis adeptat talent recruitment.
‘He met Rodrigues whenthe Bronx

Zoo sent him to help with some Fly River
turtles in an aquarium at one of Goode's
restaurants. Rodrigues turnedoutto be a
serious turtle guy, a fellow-obsessive.
They hitit off, and Goode made Rod-

rigues both the food and beverage di-
rector at the Maritime Hotel and a co-
director ofthe Turtle Conservancy. In the
boondocks ofMadagascar, Rodrigueswas
trying to solve seafood-delivery problems
on Ninth Avenue. Hewas worrying about
Halloween.“It’s our biggest night of the
year,” he told me. “Weneed to be ready.”
Rodrigues is forty-one andthefather of
three,but, ifhe senses or spots a creature
ofinterest, he turnsinto a boyoffive. At
thehotel desk in Mahajanga, he suddenly
lunged past meto pluck a gecko from a
pillar. “Phelsuma madagascariensis,” he
said. “I think.”

Walkingwith herpers is not like walk-
ingwith other humans. A snake appeared
ina path onedayand,before I could re-
coil, Goodehad dived onit, seized it, and
lifted it, writhing, to his face for a close,
half-smilinginspection. “Thegreatthing
aboutsnakes,” he murmured,“is how
manystill haven't been identified.” One
night, wearing a miner's lamp, he cameto
showmea chameleonhehad found,say-
ing, as he arrived at my door, “Ow! God

damnit. Hejust bit me so hard. Look at
this guy.” Goodeis fearless with animals
andtireless on thetrail, but without the
least whiff of machismo. Whenhere-
laxes, the easy, manneredintimacyofthe
nocturnal player, the avant-gardist, the
grownupclub kid, comesinto focus.

Rodrigues wants to equip every plow-
share in the wild andin captivity with a
tracking device. “We should beabletosit
in theStates and watch onan iPad where
every animal is in real time.” This was uto-
pianfantasy, I thought—poachers would
strip offany radio transmitter they found,
and the microchips that it is possible to
insert require a scanner to read. There is
no chelonian LoJack.

oode found moretractable chal-
lenges at the Durrell Trust's Chelo-

nian Captive Breeding Centre, in Ampi-
joroa. Richard Lewis, a British ornithol-
ogist and Durrell’s chief in Madagascar,
showedusaround, There were more than
two hundred plowshares on the premises,
kept mostly in anarrayofred-dirt pens
with lowcementwalls. “Imagine the mar-
ket value,” Lewissaid, with a shudder.
There were motion sensors and an alarm
system, buttheelectricity supply, Lewis
said, was dodgy. Their backup was a car
battery.

Goodewalked into the sun-dappled

‘THE NEW YORKER, JANUARY 23, 2012 63



complex. Surrounded by so manyplow-
shares, he seemed both hyper-alert and
blissed out. Opuntia cactus, sprouting

brilliant, dark-pink flowers, lined the
pathways. “This is found onlyin the New
World,” Goodesaid quietly, indicating
thecactus.“Tortoises loveit.” He stepped
into a pen whereabig male angonokawas
chewing ona dry teak leaf. He knelt to
inspect the marginal scutes,inviting Curry-
lowto join him.“It looks like a feral
dog gotat this one, see? Maybefire.”
Goodelifted the tortoise, weighingit in
his hands,thenset it down gently. “Some
of these adults maybe over a hundred
yearsold.”

There were cages for the younger
plowshares, with overhead fencing against
airborne predators—harrier hawks, buz-

zards. Someofthe older tortoises had
leash holesdrilled in their lowershells;
they had probably once been used as
yard-cleaning pets. One waslacking a
gular scute—it had been sawedoff.
Clutches of eggs, buried shallowly by
their mothers, had been covered with lit-
tle wire cones. The cones were to mark
the spotandalso to fend off predators,
particularly hog-nosed snakes, which
camein the wet season. Goode studied
the shade and sunlight patterns around
theclutches. He asked Lewis, “Have you
figured outthe cutoff temperature?” He
meant the temperature above which,in
mostcases, incubating eggs producefe-
males, and below which they produce
males. The majority of chelonians don't
rely on chromosomesfor sex differen-
tiation but on incubating temperature.
Thereasonforthat is a standing question
in evolutionary biology. “We'restill try-
ingtofigureit out with radiata,’ Goode
said. “Wethink anything above eighty-
six Fahrenheit, you get a female. But
we've endoscoped dozens.” Endoscopic
sexing of hatchlings and juvenileslets
breeders knowwhether they're getting
malesor females withouthaving to wait
for them to mature—with plowshares,
the external differences may not appear
forfifteen years. Endoscopicturtle sex-
ing will not become commonpractice
in Madagascar any time soon. Mean-
while, climate change maywreak havoc
with wild turtles and tortoises, steadily

skewing the populations unsustainably
female.

The combatbetween male plowshares
in their mating season was supervised at
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Ampijoroa, with the losersre-righted and
the winners deliveredto penfilled with
females. The fightingis believed to be
necessary for successful breeding. With-
outit, male plowshares seem notto get in
the mood.

Thebreeding center had a quarantine
hut, which was crammedwith plastic
buckets full oftortoises confiscated in a
recent bust at the Mahajanga airport. A
Bangkok-bound local womanwith a pass-
port full of visa stamps from Thailand
had beenhiding ninety-three animals—
seventy-nineradiata and fourteen plow-
shares—wrappedin diapers in her lug-
gage. The quarantine hut was dim and
rather dank. Goode suggested that the
tortoises neededsun,“at least in the morn-
ing. Theyneedto thermoregulate.”

Goode was both learningand teaching
at Ampijoroa. This was the only plow-
share captive-breeding program in the
world, and he hopedto emulateits success

ex situ. At the sametime, he knew lot

aboutbreedingtortoises that the workers
atAmpijoroa,collectively, did not. Scien-
tists in impoverished Madagascar would
never have the resourcesto do high-tech
genetic or veterinarywork, Butthe proto-
cols and facility at Ampijoroa could be
improved. Oneofhis biggest concerns
was record-keeping. “In Ojai, we've be-
come maniacal abouttracking animals,”
hesaid. “Every year, we weigh every ani-
mal and measure and photographthe car-
apace and theplastron, and test them
constantly. . . . Ifwe lose a plowshare, Pll
be devastated. And so will ourcredibility.
You have to watch them.”

Ampijoroa suffered a grievous loss
in 1996, whenthieves broke in and stole
seventy-four tortoises. Nearly half of
thosetortoises later turned up in the
Netherlands, under murky circumstances,
and then were transferred, amid more

murk,to the care of the Bronx Zoo.

Madagascar demandedtheir return, The
Durrell Trust, afraid they mightbring in
disease,did not wantthem back atAmpi-

 

joroa, and so they were returned into the
care ofa Dutch commercial animal trader
in Antananarivo namedOlafPronk.

ronk, whohas beenbuying andselling
animals since his school days in Hol-

land, is nottrusted bythebig international
conservation organizations. When I visited
him in Antananarivo,hefaulted the orga-

nizationsfor pushing counterproductive
bansontrade. “The philosophy has been
‘Let's put it on CITES,and showour fund-

raisers we're doing something,”he said.
Weweresipping lemonadeata picnic
table in his red dirt compound. “Prohibi-
tion and enforcementdon’t go together
in the West,” he told me. “Lookatillegal
drugs. Andthey certainly don’t go to-
gether in Madagascar.” The smugglers
were deeplyentrenched. He employed a
full-timefixer just for airport work, so he
knewall the players. There were honest
cops and customsofficers—that was why
someseized plowshares ended up with
Durrell—buttheyweren't sufficient.

His point waswell illustrated by the
smuggling operation that Goodehad ex-
posed in Mahajanga. No arrestswere made.

“Plowsharesare perhaps the best ex-
ampleofthefailure oftraditional conser-
vation amongreptiles,” Pronk said. “And
it’s depressing to watch the potential ex-
tinction ofsuch an enigmatic species while
yourestill alive.” He sighed.“I have no
commercial interestin this species. But I
thinkthere is a commercial solution to the
plowshare situation. Make a legal market.
The best wayto reduce illegal trade is to
makea legal trade. Set conservative quota
limits,limits everyone can agree on,that
poseno risk to the wild population. Prices
will stay high. Butcollectors will always
take thelegal animal because they wantto
showit to other people. That's part ofthe
joy of reptile collecting. It’s not like a ca~
nary in a cage.”

Hetook sip of lemonade. “The de-
sire to own a plowshareissick,” he said.
“Butit won't go away. So the solution
must lie somewhere else.”

hen Goode returned to NewYork,
his businesses demandedhistime.

Hewasrenovating the BoweryBar—now
called the B Bar—andtrying to revive
the popularity of an aging Japanese res-
taurant at the Maritime Hotel. Buthis
head was still in Madagascar. One eve-
ning,hesatin a booth at the WaverlyInn,



intently considering, between brief visits

from the restaurant's chef, its manager,

andits maitre d’, Pronk’s “commercial so-

lution.” Goodeis a businessman, keen
to solve problems, not an “endangered-
tortoise technocrat’—ashis foundation's
chiefscientist, Ross Kiester, calls those

whofindtheir calling jealously adminis-
tering species-protection programs.

“Maybe a quota of plowshare hatch-
lings, bred at Ampijoroa,” Goodesaid.
“Maybe ten or twenty per centoftheir an-
nual births could be microchipped and
sold on the open market. That might slow
down theillegal trade. The funds gener-
ated could support morein situ conserva-
tion.” He knew that in the conservation
world the political headwinds against
such radical innovations would be fierce.
So what? Hehad recently suggested, half-
seriously, in an online forum among
turtle scientists, that “reverse poaching”
mightbeusefiil—smuggling captive-bred
cheloniansbackinto their range countries
forfreelance release into thewild.

For now, he was going to pourre-
sources into Durrell’s captive-breeding
program. Ampijoroa needed expansion,
modernization,a nursery for hatchlings, a
larger quarantinefacility, and much more
training. With Kiester and Paul Gibbons,
his veterinarianin Ojai, he wrotea detailed
proposal, which Durrell refined, Thework
would not be cheap,but funding was the
least of it. Goode would return in January
‘withtwo teamsofexperts. Hewouldwork
on the husbandry and record-keeping up-
grades, The second team wouldgo to Baly
Bay with radio transmitters and attach
them to as many angonokasas they could
find. Ifpoachers tore them off, that would
atleast be information. Goodewastalking
to Lora Smith, nowback in Georgia, and

copying reports to Miguel Pedrono, hop-
ing to draw the tworesearchers into his
networkofcollaborators.

Meanwhile, Goode had pressing busi-
ness in Ojai. The big male plowshare
from the Atlanta dentist, Bill Zovickian,
hadarrived. Goode and Zovickian, I had
cometo understand, went wayback. “In
the late sixties, I saw radiata upforsale for
thefirst time, andI really wanted to get
them,” Goodetold me.“ButBill Zovick-
ian got them.” Later, Goode heard about
a shipmentofPymis arachnoides—spider
tortoises, also from Madagascar, then
classified as vulnerable. (They're now crit-
ically endangered.) It was the first ship-
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‘Tfyou don’t hurry up, you're nevergoing
to bethefirst openlygay anything.”

mentofspidertortoises to reach the U.S.
in decades, and Goode pouncedfirst.
“Tm ashamedtosay,” hetold me,“I flew
to Oklahomaandpaid twenty thousand
dollars in cash in a paper bag for those
pyxis.” Today, he has specimensofall
threepyxis subspecies in Ojai. Goode,for
all his conservationist efforts and high-
mindedness—the Turtle Conservancy,
unlike most zoos, does no business with
wildlife dealers—has always beena fero-
cious collector. He hasthe sickness that
Pronk talked about—Pronk probably has
it, too—thesickness that drives much of
the globalreptile trade,ifnot the entire
wildlife trade. Of course, the collector's

passionis also whatbuilds great muse-
ums, andgreatlibraries. It helps drive art
andscience.

Andbreeding rare animals success-
fully is both a collector’s dream and
direct-action conservationism. On the
personal side, Goode’sgirlfriend, Miye
McCullough,believes that keeping tor-
toises is healthy for Goode. “You have
to bereally, really patient with them,
andvigilant,” shesaid. “It forces him to
slow down, whenhis otherlife”—she

.

meanthis business and social life in
New York—‘issofast.”

In California, the plowshare mating
‘was notgoing well, I got reports over the
phone.“He seemedinterestedatfirst,”
Goodesaid. “But then he didn’treally
know what to do. He’s been alone for
twenty-seven years. This female is not
very outgoing, andshe’s a lot smaller than
him.In fact, he’s huge, so we haveto be
careful.”

Whatabout combatforeplay?
“Ltried using a male radiated. I thought

‘we mightget someinterspeciesfighting.
But he wasn'tinto it. I tried using a pair of
matingradiateds. I put them next to him.
Somegood turtle porn. Thatdidn’t work.”

I could hear Marilyn Goodewhisper-
ing, “Youcan’t be God.”

Butthefate ofan ancient, marvellous

beast could be hangingin the balance.
“Tmgoing to be realpatientwith this,”

Goode said. “Maybethefemale is waiting
for the rainy season in Madagascar.” #

NEWYORKER.COM/VIDEO

‘Turtle smuggling in Madagascar.
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lhey’re seated. They're looking at
the camera. They are captioned,

from left to right: J. Henric,J.-J. Goux,
Ph.Sollers,J. Kristeva, M.-Th. Réveillé,
P. Guyotat, C. Devade, and M. Devade.

‘There’s no photo credit.
They'resitting arounda table.It's an

ordinary table, made ofwood, perhaps,
or plastic,it could even be a marbletable
on metal legs, but nothing could beless
germaneto my purpose than to give an
exhaustive description ofit. Thetableis
a table thatis large enoughto seat the
above-mentioned individuals andit’s in
a café. Or appears to be. Let's suppose,
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for the moment, thatit’s in a café.

The eight people who appear in the
photo, whoareposing for the photo,are

fannedoutaroundonesideofthe table in
acrescentora kind ofopened-out horse-
shoe, so that each of them can be seen
clearly and completely. In other words,
nooneis facing awayfrom the camera.In
front of them,or rather between them
and the photographer (andthis is slightly
strange),there are three plants—a rhodo-

dendron, a ficus, and aneverlasting—ris-
ing from a planter, which mayserve, but
this is speculation,as a barrier between
twodistinctsections ofthe café.

    

  

The photo was probably taken in
1977 orthereabouts.

But letusreturnto thefigures. On the
left-handside wehave, as I said,J. Hen-
tic, thatis, the writer Jacques Henric,
born in 1938 and the author of “Ar-
chées,” “Artaud Travaillé par la Chine,”
and “Chasses.” Henricis a solidly built
man, broad-shouldered, muscular- |
looking, probably notvery tall. He’s
wearing a plaid shirt with the sleeves g
rolled halfway up his forearms. He's not §
whatyouwould call a handsome man;he >
has the square face of a farmer or a con-
struction worker, thick eyebrows, and a ‘C

OU
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dark chin,oneofthose chins which need
to be shaved twicea day (orso somepeo-
ple claim). His legs are crossed and his
handsare clasped over his knee.

Next to him isJ.-J. Goux. AboutJ.-J.
Goux I know nothing. He's probably
called Jean-Jacques,butin this story, for
the sake of convenience,[ll continue to
use hisinitials. J.-J. Goux is young and
blond. He’s wearing glasses. There's
nothingespecially attractive abouthis
features (although, compared with Hen-

ric, he looks not only more handsome but
also more intelligent). Thelineofhisjaw
is symmetrical andhislipsare full, the

lower lip slightly thicker than the upper.
He's wearing turtleneck sweater and a

dark leatherjacket.
BesideJ.-J. is Ph. Sollers, Philippe

Sollers, born in 1936, the editor of Tel
Quel, author of“Drame,’ “Nombres,” and
“Paradis,” a public figure familiar toevery-
one.Sollers has his armscrossed, theleft
arm resting onthe surface ofthe table,the
right arm resting on theleft (and his right
handindolently cupping the elbow ofhis
left arm). His face is round. It would be an
exaggerationtosaythatit’s theface ofa fat
man, butit probablywill be ina few years?
time:it's the face of a man whoenjoys a
good meal. An ironic, intelligent smile is
hovering about his lips. His eyes, which
are much livelier than those of Henric or

J.-J, and smaller, too, remainfixed on the
camera, and the bags underneath them
helptogive his roundface a lookthatis at
once preoccupied, perky, and playful.
LikeJ.-J., he’s wearing a turtleneck
sweater, thoughthe sweaterthat Sollers is
wearing is white, dazzlingly white, while
J.-J’s is probablyyellow or light green.
Over the sweater Sollers is wearing a gar-
ment that appearsatfirst glance to be a
dark-colored leather jacket, though it
could be made ofa lighter material, pos-
sibly suéde. He’s the only one who's
smoking.

Beside Sollers is J. Kristeva, Julia
Kristeva, the Bulgarian semiologist, his
wife, She is the author of “La Traversée
des Signes,” “Pouvoirs de PHorreur,” and
“Le Langage, Cet Inconnu.” She's slim,
with prominent cheekbones, black hair
parted in the middle and gathered into a
bun at the back. Her eyes are dark and
lively, as lively as those ofSollers, although
thereare differences: in addition to being

larger, they transmita certain hospitable
warmth(thatis, a certain serenity) which

is absent from her husband’s eyes. She’s
wearing a turtleneck sweater, which is
very close-fitting, though thecollaris
loose, and a long V-shaped necklace that
accentuates theform ofhertorso. Atfirst
glance she could almost be Vietnamese.
Exceptthatherbreasts, it seems, are larger

than those of the average Vietnamese
woman.Hers is the only smile that allows
us a glimpseofteeth.

Besidela Kristeva is M.-Th, Réveillé.
Abouther, too, I know nothing. She’s

probablycalled Marie-Thérése. Let's sup-
pose thatsheis. Marie-Thérése, then, is

 

the first personso far not to be wearing a
turtleneck sweater. Henricisn’t, cither,
actually, but his neck is short (he barely
has oneatall), while Marie-Thérése
Réveillé, by contrast, has a neck thatis

long andentirelyrevealed bythe dark gar-
mentshe is wearing. Herhair is straight
andlong, with a centerpart, light brown
in color, or pethaps honey blond. Thanks
to theslight leftward turn ofherface, a
pearl can be seensuspendedfrom her ear,
like a straysatellite.

Next to Marie-Thérése Réveillé is
P. Guyotat,that is, Pierre Guyotat, bom
in 1940, the author of “Tombeaupour
Cing CentMille Soldats,’ “Eden, Eden,
Eden,” and “Prostitution.” Guyotatis
bald. That's his most striking characteris-
tic. He’s also the handsomest manin the
group. His bald head is radiant,his skull
capacious, and the black hair at his tem-
ples resembles nothing so much as the
laurel leaves that used to wreathe the
heads ofvictorious Romangenerals. Nei-
ther shrinking away norstrikingapose, he
has the expression ofamanwho travels by
night. He’s wearing leatherjacket, a
shirt, and a T-shirt. The T-shirt (but here
there must be some mistake)is white with
black horizontal stripes and a thicker
black stripe around the neck, like some-
thing child might wear,or a Soviet par-
achutist. His eyebrows are narrow and
definite. They mark the border between
his immenseforehead and a face thatis
wavering between concentration and
indifference. The eyesare inquisitive, but
perhaps they give a false impression. His
lips are pressed together in a waythatmay
notbe deliberate.

Next to Guyotat is C. Devade. Caro-
line? Carole? Carla? Colette? Claudine?
Well never know. Lets say, for the sake
of convenience,that she’s called Carla
Devade. She could well be the youngest
memberofthe group. Her hairis short,
without bangs, and althoughthe photois
in black-and-white,it’s reasonable to sup-
posethather skin has an olive tone, sug-
gesting a Mediterranean background.
Maybe Carla Devadeis from the South of
France,or Catalonia, or Italy. OnlyJulia
Kristeva is as dark, but Kristeva’s skin—
pethapsit’sa trick ofthelight—has a me-
tallic, bronzelike quality, while Carla
Devade'sis silky andyielding. She is wear-
ing a dark sweaterwith a round neck, and
a blouse. Her lips and her eyes betray
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morethan a hintofa smile: a sign ofrec-
cognition, perhaps.

Next to Carla Devade is M. Devade.
This is presumably the writer Marc
Devade, who wasstill a member of Te/
Quel’s editorial committee. His relation-
ship with Carla Devadeis obvious: man
and wife. Could theybe brother and sis-
ter? Possibly, but the physical dissimilari-
ties are numerous. Marc Devade (I findit
hardto call him Marc, I would have pre-
ferredto translate that“IM?”into Marcel or
Max)is blond, chubby-cheeked, and has
verylighteyes. Soit makes moresense to
presumethattheyare man andwife. Just
to be different, Devade is wearing a tur-

tleneck sweater,like J.-J. Goux, Sollers,
and Kristeva, and a dark jacket. His eyes
are large and beautiful, and his mouth is
decisive. His hair, as I said,is blond; it’s
long (longer than thatof the other men)
andelegantlycombed back. His forehead
is broad and perhapsslightly bulging.
Andhehas, althoughthis may bean illu-
sion produced by the graininess of the
image, a dimplein his chin. Howmanyof
themare lookingdirectly at the photogra-
pher? Onlya few: J.-J. Goux, Sollers, and
Marc Devade. Marie-Thérése Réveillé
and Carla Devadeare looking awayto the
left, past Henric. Guyotat’s gaze is angled
slightly to the right, fixed ona point a yard
or two from the photographer. And
Kristeva, whosegaze is the strangestofall,
appears to be lookingstraightat the cam-
era, but in fact she’s looking at the pho-
tographer’s stomach, or, to be more pre-
cise, into the empty spacebesidehis hip.

Thephoto was takenin winteror au-
tumn, or maybeat the beginning of
spring,but certainly not in summer. Who
are the most warmlydressed?J.-J. Goux,
Sollers, and Marc Devade, without ques-

tion: they're wearingjackets over their tur-
tleneck sweaters, and thick jackets, too,
from the look of them,especially J.-J.’s
and Devade's. Kristeva is a case apart: her
turtleneck sweateris light, more elegant
than practical, and she’s not wearing any-
thing over it. Then we have Guyotat. He
mightbe as warmly dressed as the four
Tve already mentioned. He doesn’t seem
to be, buthe's the only one wearing three
layers: the black leather jacket, the shirt,
andthestriped T-shirt. Youcould imag-
ine him wearing those clothes even if the
photo had been taken in summer.It’s
quite possible. All we can sayforsure is
that Guyotatis dressed as ifhe were on his

68 THE NEW YORKER, JANUARY 23, 2012

waysomewhere else. As for Carla Devade,
she’s in between. Her blouse, whose col-
lar is showingover the top ofher sweater,
looks soft and warm;the sweateritself is

casual, but of good quality, neither very
heavy norvery light. Finally, we have
Jacques Henric and Marie-Thérése
Réveillé. Henric is clearly not a manwho
feels the cold, although his Canadian
lumberjack’s shirt looks warm enough.
Andthe least warmlydressed ofallis
Marie-Thérése Réveillé. Underher light,
knitted V-neck sweater there are onlyher
breasts, cuppedby a black or white bra.

All of them, moreor less warmly
dressed, captured by the camera at that
moment in 1977 or thereabouts, are
friends, and someofthem are lovers, too.
Fora start, Sollers and Kristeva, obviously,
and the two Devades, Marc and Carla.
Those, we mightsay, are the stable cou-

ples. Andyetthere are certain features of
the photo (something aboutthe arrange-
mentofthe objects,thepetrified, musical
rhododendron,two ofits leaves invading

thespaceoftheficus like clouds within a
cloud, the grass growing in theplanter,
which looks morelike fire than grass, the
everlasting leaning whimsically to theleft,
theglasses in the center ofthetable, well
awayfromtheedges, exceptfor Kristeva’s,

as ifthe other members ofthe group were
worried they mightfall) that suggest a
more complex and subtle web ofrelations
amon les¢é Men and women,g th d

I: imagineJ.-J. Goux, for example,
whois looking out atus through his

thick submarinespectacles.
His space in the photo is momentarily

vacant andwe see him walking along Rue
de PEcole de Médecine, with books under
his arm,ofcourse, two books,till he comes

out onto Boulevard Saint-Germain. There
he turnshis steps toward the Mabillon
Métro station, but first he stops in front of

a bar, checksthe time, goesin, and orders

a cognac. After a while, J.-J. moves away
from the bar andsits down at a table near
the window. Whatdoes he do? He opens
a book. Wecan’t tell what bookit is, but
we do knowthathe’sfindingit difficult to
concentrate. Every twenty seconds or sohe
lifts his head and looks outonto Boulevard
Saint-Germain,his gaze little more
gloomyeach time. It's raining, and people
are walking hurriedly undertheir umbrel-
las. J.-J’s blond hair isn’t wet, from which
we can deducethatit beganto rain after he

entered thebar. It’s getting dark. J.-J. re-
mains seated, and now there are two co-
gnacs and two coffees on his tab. Coming
closer,we can see that the dark rings under

his eyes have the look ofawar zone. At no
point has he taken off his glasses, He's a
pitiful sight. After averylongwait, he goes
back out onto the street, where heis
gripped byashiver, perhaps because ofthe
cold. For a momenthestandsstill on the
sidewalk and looks both ways, then he
starts walking in the direction of the Ma-
billon Métro station. When hereaches the
entrance, he runs his handthroughhis hair
several times, as if he'd suddenly realized
that his hair was a mess, althoughit's not.
‘Then hegoes downthe steps, and the story
ends orfreezes in an empty space where
appearances graduallyfade away. Whowas
J.-J. Goux waiting for? For someone he’s
in love with? Someonehe was hoping to
sleep with that night? And how was his
delicate sensibility affected by that person’s
failure to show up?

Let’s suppose that the person who
didn’t come was Jacques Henric. While
J.-J. was waiting for him, Henric was rid-
ing a 250-cc Honda motorcycle to the en-
tranceof the apartmentbuilding where
the Devadeslive. But no. That's impossi-
ble. Let’s imagine that Henric simply
climbed ontohis Hondaandrodeoffinto
a vaguelyliterary, vaguely unstable Paris,
and that his absence on this occasion is
strategic, as amorousabsencesnearly al-

‘ways are.
So let's set up the couples again. Carla

Devade and Marc Devade.Sollers and
Kristeva. J.-J. Goux and Jacques Henric.
Marie-Thérése Réveillé and Pierre Guy-
otat. And let's set up thenight. J.-J. Goux
is sitting andreading a bookwhosetitle is
immaterial, in a bar on Boulevard Saint-
Germain;his turtleneck sweater won't let
his skin breathe, but he doesn’t yet feel

entirely ill at ease. Henric is stretched out
onhis bed, half undressed, smoking and

looking at the ceiling. Sollers is shut up
in his study, writing (pinkly snug and
warm inside his turtleneck sweater).

Julia Kristeva is at the university. Marie-
‘Thérése Réveillé is walking along Avenue
de Friedland near theintersection with
RueBalzac, the headlights of the cars
shining in her face. Guyotatis in a bar
on Rue Lacépéde, nearthe Jardin des
Plantes, drinking with somefriends. Carla
Devadeis in her apartment,sitting on a
chair in thekitchen, doing nothing. Marc



Devadeis at the Te! Queloffice, speaking
politely on the phoneto oneofthe poets
he most admires and hates. Soon Sollers
and Kristeva will be together, readingafter
dinner. They will not makelove tonight.
Soon Marie-Thérése Réveillé and Guyo-
tat will be together in bed, and hewill sod-
omize her. They will fall asleepat five in
the morning, after exchanging a fewwords
in the bathroom, Soon Carla Devade and
Mare Devadewill be together, and she
will shout, andhewill shout, and she will
go to the bedroom andpick up a novel,
anyoneofthe manythatare lying on her
bedside table, and he will sit at his desk
and try to write butfail. Carla will fall
asleepat one in the morning, Marcat half
past two, and they will try not to touch
each other. Soon Jacques Henric will go
down to the undergroundparking garage
andclimbontohis Honda andventure out
into the cold streets of Paris, becoming
cold himself, a man who shapes his own
destiny, and knows,or at least believes,

that he is lucky. He will be the only mem-
berofthe group to see the day dawning
and the disastrousretreat of the night
wanderers, each an enigmaticletter in an
imaginary alphabet. SoonJ.-J. Goux,who
wasthefirst to fall asleep, will have a
dream in which a photowill appear, and
he'll hear a voice warning him ofthe Dev-
i's presence and of hapless death. He'll
wakewith a start from this dream or audi-
tory nightmare and won'tbe able to get
back to sleepfortherest ofthe night.

D2 breaks and the photois illumi-
nated once again. Marie-Thérése

Réveillé and Carla Devadelook offto the
left, at an object beyond Henric’s mus-
cular shoulders. There is recognition or
acceptance in Carla’s gaze: that muchis
clear from herhalf smile and gentle eyes.
Marie-Thérése, however, has a penetrat-

ing gaze: herlipsare slightly open, as ifshe
were havingdifficulty breathing, and her
eyesare trying to fix on(trying, unsuccess-
fully, to nail) the object of her attention,
which is presumably moving. The women
are looking in the samedirection, but it’s

clear that they have quite different emo-
tional reactions to whatever it is they are
seeing. Carla’s gentleness may be condi-
tioned by ignorance. Marie-Thérése’s in-
security, her defensive yet inquisitorial

glare, may result from the suddenstrip-
ping awayofvariouslayers ofexperience.

Any momentnow,J.-J. Goux might

start to cry. Thevoice that warned him of
the Devil's presence is still ringing, though
faintly, in his ears. Heis not, however,

lookingto theleft, at the object that has

attracted the women’sattention, but di-
rectly at the camera, and aninfinitesimal
smileis creeping overhis lips, a would-be
ironic smile confined,for themoment, to

the safer domainofplacidity.
Whennightfalls over the photograph

again, J.-J. Goux will head straightfor his
apartment, make himself a sandwich,

watch televisionforexactly fifteen min-
utes, not one more,thensit inan armchair

in theliving room andcall Philippe
Sollers. The phonewill ring five times and

 

J.J. will hang up slowly, holding the re-
ceiver in his right hand,raisinghisleft
handto his lips, and touching them with
twofingers,as if to check that he’sstill
there,thatthe personthereis im,ina liv-

ing room that’s nottoo big, nottoo small,

crowded with books, and dark.
Asfor Carla Devade, havinglost her

acquiescentsmile, she'll call Marie-
Thérése Réveillé, who will pick up the
phoneafter three rings. In a roundabout
way, they'll talk about things theydon’t re-
ally wantto talk aboutat all, and arrange
to mectin three days’ time at a café on Rue
Galande. Tonight Marie-Thérése will go
out on her own,to nowherein particular,



 

“Allofourflow charts are backing up!”

and Carla will shut herself in her room as
soon as she hears the sound of Marc
Devade's keysliding into the lock. But
nothing tragic will happen for now. Marc
Devadewill read an essay by a Bulgarian
linguist; Guyotat will goto seea film by
JacquesRivette; Julia Kristeva will stay up
late reading; Philippe Sollers will stay up
late writing, and he and his wife will barely
exchange a word, shut awayin their re-
spective studies; Jacques Henric will sit
down athis typewriter, but nothingwill
occur to him, so after twenty minutes he'll

putonhis leatherjacket and his boots and
godown to the underground parking ga-
rage and lookfor his Honda; for somerea-
sonthe lights in the garage don’t seem to
be working, but Henric can remember
where heleft his bike, so he walks in the
dark, in thebelly ofthat whale-like garage,
withoutfear or apprehensionofanykind,
until abouthalfwaythere he hears an un-
usual noise (not a knocking in the pipes or
the soundofcardooropeningorclosing)
andhestops, withoutreallyunderstanding
why, andlistens, but the noise is not re-

peated, and nowthesilenceis absolute.
Andthen the night ends(or a small

part ofthenight, at least, a manageable
part) andlightwrapsthe photolike a ban-
dage onfire, and there he is again, Pierre
Guyotat, almosta familiar presence now,
with his powerful, shiny bald head andhis
leatherjacket, the jacket ofan anarchist or
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a commissar fromthe Spanish Civil War,
and his sidelong gaze, veering off to the
tight, as ifinto the space behind the pho-
tographer,as if directed at someone near

or atthe bar, perhaps, standingorsitting
ona stool, someone whoseback is turned

to Guyotat and whoseface is invisible to
him unless, and this is not unlikely, there
is a mirror behind the bar. It maybe a
woman. A young woman, perhaps. Guy-
otat looks at her reflection in the mirror
and looks at the back of her neck. His
gaze, however, is far less intense than the
gaze ofthiswoman,which is plumbing an
abyss. Here we can reasonably conclude
that, while Guyotatis looking ata stranger,
Marie-Thérése and Carla are lookingata
man theyknow,although,as is usually(or,

in fact, inevitably) the case, their percep-

tionsofhim are entirelydifferent.
Let's call these two beyondtheframeX

and Z. X is the woman atthe bar. is the
manwhois known to Marie-Thérése and
Carla. Theydon’t know him very well, of
course. From Carla’s gaze (which is not

onlygentle but protective)it could be in-
ferred that he is young, although from
Marie-Thérése’s gaze it could also be in-
ferred that heis a potentially dangerousin-
dividual. Whoelse knows Z? Noone, or
atleast there is nothingto suggestthat his
presence is of any concern to the others.
Maybehe’s a young writer whoat some
stage triedto get his work published in Te/

Quel; maybe he’s a young journalist from
South America, no, from Central Amer-
ica, whoat somepointtried to write an ar-

ticle about the group. He maywell be an
ambitious young man.If he’s a Central
American in Paris, in addition to being
ambitious he mayalsobebitter. Of the
peoplesitting aroundthetable, he knows
only Marie-Thérése, Carla, Sollers, and
Marc Devade.Let's say heoncevisited the
Tel Quel office and was introduced to
those four. (Healso once shook hands
with Marcelin Pleynet, but Pleynet’s not
in the photo.) Hehas neverseenthe oth-
ers in hislife, or only(in the cases ofGuy-
otat andJacques Henric)in authorphotos.
Wecan imaginetheyoung CentralAmer-
ican, hungry andbitter, in the Tel Quel

office, andwe can imaginePhilippeSollers
and Marc Devade, wavering between puz-
zlementandindifference as theylisten to
him, and we can even imaginethat Carla
Devadeis there by pure chance; she has
come to meet her husband, she has
brought somepapers that Marc forgot on
his desk, she’s there because she couldn’t
standbeingalonein the apartment a min-
ute longer, etc. Whatwe can’t imagine(or
justify) in anywayatall is Marie~Thérése’s
presencein the office. She is Guyotat’s
partner, she doesn'tworkfor Te/ Quel, and

she hasno reason to be there. And yet
there sheis, and that is where she meets
the young Central American.Is she there
onthatday becauseofCarla Devade? Has
Carla arranged to meet Marie-Thérése at
theoffice because she knows that Marc
will not be coming homewith her? Or has
Maric-Thérése come to meet someone
else? Let’s return, discreetly, to the after-
noonwhen the Central American cameto
theoffice on RueJacobtopayhis respects.

t's the endoftheworkday. The secretary
has already gone home, and when the

bell rings it's Mare Devade whoopensthe
doorandlets thevisitor in without meet-
ing his eye. The Central American crosses
thethresholdandfollowsMarc Devade to
an office at the endofthe corridor. He
leavesa trail ofdrops on the woodenfloor
behind him,althoughit stopped raining
quite sometimeago. Devadeis, ofcourse,
obliviousofthis detail; he walks ahead,
talking about something or other—the
weather, money, chores—with that ele-

gancethat onlycertain Frenchmen seem
to possess. In the office, which is spacious
and contains a desk, several chairs, two



armchairs, and shelvesfull of books and
magazines,Sollers is waiting, and as soon.

as the introductionsare over the Central
American hails him as a genius,oneofthe
century's mostbrilliant minds, a compli-
mentthat would bepar for the course in
certain tropical nations onthefar side of
the Atlantic but which, in the Te/ Quel
office and theears of Philippe Sollers,
verges on the preposterous. In fact, as soon
as the Central American makeshis decla-
ration, Sollers catches Devade’s eye and
both of them wonder whetherthey've let
a madmanin. Deep down, however,

Sollers is eighty per cent in agreement
with the Central American's appraisal, so
once hehasset aside the ideathatthe vis-
itor might be mocking them the conver-
sation proceeds in an amicablefashion,at

least for a while. The Central American
speaks ofJulia Kristeva (he winks atSollers
as he mentions that eminent Bulgarian),

hespeaks ofMarcelin Pleynet (whom he
has already met), and of Denis Roche
(whose workheclaimstobe translating).
Devadelistensto him with a slightly wry
smile. Sollers listens, nodding from time
to time,his boredomincreasingwith every
passing second. Suddenly,a soundoffoot-
steps in the corridor. The door opens.
Carla Devade appears, wearing tight cor-
duroytrousers, flat shoes, and a disconso-

late smile on her pretty Mediterranean
face. Marc Devadegets up fromhis chair;
for a momentthe couple whisper ques-
tions and answers. The Central American
hasfallen silent; Sollers is mechanically
flipping through a British magazine. Then
Carla and Mare walk across the room
(Carla takingtentativelittle steps, holding
her husband’s arm), and the Central
Americanstandsup,is introduced, obse-
quiously greets the newcomer. The con-
versation immediately resumes, but the

Central American's chatter veers off in a
newdirection, unfortunately for him (he
changesthe subject fromliterature to the
matchless beauty and grace of French
women), at which point Sollers com-

pletely losesinterest. Shortly afterward,
thevisit is broughtto a close: Sollers looks
at his watch,says it’s late; Devade shows.
the Central Americanto the door, shakes
his hand, andthevisitor, instead ofwait-

ing for the elevator, rushes downthestairs.
Onthe second-floorlanding herunsinto
Marie-Thérése Réveillé. The Central
American is talking to himselfin Spanish,
notunderhis breath but out loud.Astheir

 

pathscross, Marie-Thérése notices a fierce
look in his eyes. They bumpinto each
other. Both apologize. They look at each
otheragain (andthis is surprising, the way
their eyes meet again affer the apology),
and whatshesees, beneath the expedient
maskofbitterness, is a well ofunbearable
horrorandfear.

So the Central American, Z,is there in
the café when the photois taken, and
Carla and Marie-Thérése have recognized
him,they've remembered him;perhaps he
hasjust arrived, perhaps he walked past
thetable at whichthe groupis sitting and
greeted them,but, except for the two

women,theyhad no ideawhohewas;this
happensquite often, of course, butit’s
somethingthatthe Central Americanstill
can’t accept with equanimity. Thereheis,
to theleft ofthe group, with some Central
American friends, or waiting for them,
maybe, and deep within him there’s a
seething anger nourished by affronts and
grudges, fuelled bybitterness and thechill
of the City of Light. His appearance,
however, is equivocal: it makes Carla
Devadefeel like a protective oldersister or
a missionary nun in Africa, but it catches
at Marie-Thérése Réveillé like barbed
wire andtriggers a vagueerotic longing.

At then nightfalls again and the
photo empties out or disappears

undera scribble oflines traced by the
mechanism ofnight, and Sollers is writ-
ing in his study, and Kristeva is writing in
her study next door—soundproofedstud-
ies, so that theycan’t hear each other typ-
ing, for example, orgetting upto consult
a book, or coughingortalking to them-
selves—and Carla and Mare Devade are
leaving a cinema(they've been to see a

film by Rivette), nottalking toeach other,
althougha coupleoftimes Mare and then
Carla, who's more distracted, greet peo-
ple they know,andJ.-J. Goux is prepar-
ing his dinner, a frugal dinnerconsisting
ofbread,paté, cheese, and a glass ofwine,
and Guyotatis undressing Marie-Thérése
Réveillé and throwingher onto the sofa
with violent thrust that Marie-Thérése
intercepts in midair asif she were catch-
ing a butterfly oflucidity in a lucidity net,
and Henric is leaving his apartment,
goingdown to the parking garage,and he
stops again as the lights go out,first the
onesnearthe metal roller door that opens
onto thestreet, and then the others,till

there is onlythelight down at thefarend,

illuminating his multicolored Honda,

flickering helplessly, and thenit fails as
well. Anditoccurs to Henric that his mo-
torcycle is like an Assyrian god,but for
the momenthis legs refuse to walk on
into the darkness, and Marie-Thérése
shuts hereyes and opens her legs, onefoot
on the sofa, the other onthecarpet, while
Guyotat pushesintoher, the pantiesstill
around herthighs, andcalls her hislittle
whore,hislittle bitch, and asks her what

she did during the day, what happened to
her, what streets she wandered down, and
J.-J. Goux is sitting at the table and
spreading paté ona piece of bread and
lifting it to his mouth and chewing,first

ontheright side,thenontheleft, unhur-
riedly, with a bookby Robert Pinget open
beside him to page 2 andthetelevision
switchedoffbutthe screen reflecting his
image, a man onhis own with his mouth
closed and his cheeksfull, looking
thoughtful and absent, and Carla Devade
and Marc Devadeare makinglove, Carla
ontop,illuminated only by the lightin
thecorridor, a light they usually leave on,
and Carla is groaning and trying not to
lookat her husband'sface,his blond hair
a mess now,his lighteyes, his broad and
placid face, his delicate, elegant hands,
devoid of the fire she’s longing for,
ineffectually holding herhips, as if he
weretrying to keep her there with him,
but hehas no real sense ofwhat she might
be fleeing from or whatherflight might
mean,a flight that goes on andonlike
torture, and Kristeva andSollers are going
to bed,first her, she has to lecture early
thenext day,then him,and both ofthem
take books that they will leave on their
bedside tables whensleep comesto close
their eyes, and Philippe Sollers will dream
thatheis walking along a beach in Brit-
tany with a scientist whohas discovered a
wayto destroy the world; theywill be
walking westward along this long, de-
serted beach, boundedby rocks and black
cliffs, and suddenly Sollers will realize
that the scientist (whois talking and ex-

plaining) is himself and that the man
walking beside him is a murderer; this will

dawn on him whenhe looks down at the
wetsand (with its souplike consistency)
andthecrabsskittering awayto hide and
theprints the two of themareleaving on
the beach (there is a certain logic to this:
identifying the murderer by his foot-
prints), and Julia Kristeva will dream ofa
little village in Germany whereyears ago
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sheparticipated in a seminar, andshe'll
see thestreets of the village, clean and
empty,andsitdown in a square that's tiny
butfull ofplants andtrees, and close her
eyesandlisten to the distant cheeping of
a single bird and wonderifthebird is in a
cage orfree, and she'll feel a breeze on her

neck andher face,neither cold norwarm,
a perfect breeze, perfumed with lavender
and orange blossom, and thenshe'll re-
memberher seminar and look at her
watch,butit will have stopped.

So the Central American is outside the
frame of the photograph, sharing that
pristine and deceptive territory with the
object of Guyotat’s gaze: an unknown
woman armedonly, for the moment,with
herbeauty. Theireyes will not meet. They
will pass each other bylike shadows,
briefly sharing the same hazardous ambit:
theitineranttheatre ofParis. The Central
American could quite easily become a
murderer. Perhaps, back in his country, he

will, but not here, wheretheonlyblood he
could possibly shed is his own. This Pol
Pot won't kill anyonein Paris. And actu-
ally, back in Tegucigalpa or SanSalvador,
he'll probablyendup teaching in a univer-
sity. Asfor the unknown woman, shewill
notbe captured by Guyotat’s asbestosnets.
She's at the bar, waiting for the boyfriend
she'll marry before long (himor the next

one), and their marriage will bedisastrous,
though not withoutits moments ofcom-
fort. Literature brushespastthese literary
creatures and kisses them onthe lips, but
theydon’t even notice.

Thesection ofrestaurantor café that
containsthe photo's nest ofsmoke contin-
ues imperturbablyonits voyage through
nothingness. Behind Sollers, forinstance,
we can make outthe fragmentary figures
of three men. Noneoftheir faces can be
seen in their entirety. The manontheleft,

in profile: a forehead, one eyebrow, the
back part of his ear, the top ofhis head.
‘The manontheright: a little piece ofhis
forehead, his cheekbone,strands of dark
hair. The man in the middle, who seems
to becalling the shots: mostofhis fore-
head,traversed by two clearlyvisible wrin-
Kes, his eyebrows, the bridgeofhis nose,
anda discreetquiff. Behind them,there is
a paneofglass and behindthe glass many
people walking about curiously among
stalls or exhibition stands, bookstandsper-

haps, mostly facing awayfrom our charac-
ters (whohave their backs to them in

turn), exceptfor a child with a roundface
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and straight bangs, wearinga jacket that
maybetoo small for him, looking side-
ways toward thecafé,as if from that dis-

tance he could observe everything going
oninside, which,ontheface ofit, seems
ratherunlikely.

Andin a corner,to theright: the wait-
ing man, thelistening man. His face ap-
pearsjust above Marc Devade's blondhair.
Hishair is dark and abundant, his eye-
brows are thick, he is thin. In one hand (a
handrestinglistlessly againsthis right
temple) heis holdinga cigarette. A spiral
of smoke is rising from the cigarette to-
ward theceiling, and the camera has cap-
turedit almostas ifit were the image ofa
ghost. Telekinesis. An expert could iden-
tify the brandofcigarette that he’s smok-
ing in half'a secondjust bythe solid look
ofthat smoke. Gauloises, no doubt. He’s
gazing off toward the photo's right-hand
side—thatis, he’s pretending notto notice
thatthe photois being taken,but in a way
he,too,is posing.

Andthere is yet another person: care-
ful examination reveals something pro-
truding from Guyotat’s necklike a cancer-
ous growth, which turns out to be made
upofa nose,awithered forehead, the out-
line of an upperlip,the profile of a man
whois looking, with certain gravity, in

the samedirection as the smoking man,
although their gazes could not be more
different.

Andthenthe photois occluded andall
thatis left is the smoke of a Gauloise
floating in the air, as ifthe viewfinder had
suddenlyswungto theright, toward the
black hole ofchance, and Sollers comes to

a suddenhalt in thestreet, a street near

Place Wagram,andfeels in his pockets as
if he hadleft his address book behind or
lostit, and Marie-Thérése Réveillé is driv-
ing on Boulevard Malesherbes,near Place
Wagram,andJ.-J. Goux is talking on the
phone with Marc Devade(J.-J.’s voice is
unsteady, Devade isn’t saying a word), and

Guyotat and Henric are walking on Rue
Saint-André des Arts, heading for Rue
Dauphine, and bychance theyrun into

  

Carla Devade, whosays hello andjoins
them,andJulia Kristeva is comingoutof
class surrounded by a retinueofstudents,
quite a few of whom areforeign (two
Spaniards, a Mexican,an Italian, two Ger-
mans), and once more the photo dissolves
into nothingness.

Aurora borealis. Terrible dawn. As
theyopen their eyes, theyare almosttrans-
parent. Marc Devade,alonein bed, snug

in graypajamas, dreamingofthe Acadé-
mie Goncourt. J.-J. Goux at his window,
watching clouds float throughthe sky over
Paris and comparing them unfavorably
with certain clouds in paintings by Pis-
sarro ortheclouds in his nightmare.Julia
Kristeva is sleeping and her calm face
seemsan Assyrian maskuntil, with a very
slight wince of discomfort, she wakes.
Philippe Sollers is in the kitchen, leaning
onthe edge ofthesink,and bloodis drip-
ping from his right index finger. Carla
Devadeis climbingthe stairs to her apart-
mentafter having spentthe night with
Guyotat. Marie-Thérése Réveillé is mak-
ing coffee and reading a book. Jacques
Henric is walking through a dark parking
garage, which echoesto the soundofhis
boots onthe concrete.
A world of formsis unfolding before

his eyes, a world ofdistantnoises. The
possibility offear is approaching, the way
wind approaches a provincial capital.
Henrie stops, his heart speedsup,he tries
to orient himself. Before, he could atleast

glimpse shadows andsilhouettesatthefar
endofthe garage; nowit seems hermeti-

cally black,like the darkness in an empty
coffin at the bottom ofa crypt. So he de-
cides to keepstill. In thatstillness his
heartbeat gradually slows and memory
brings back imagesofthe day. He remem-
bers Guyotat, whom hesecretly admires,
openly pursuing little Carla. Onceagain,
he sees them smiling and then he sees
them walking away down street where
yellowlights scatter and regroup sporadi-
cally, without anyobvious pattern, al-

though Henric knows deep down that ev-
erything is determined in someway,
everything is causallylinked to something
else, and humannatureleaves very little
room forthetruly gratuitous. He touches
his crotch. Heisstartled by this move-
ment, thefirst he has madefor sometime.
Hehasan erection andyet he doesn't feel
sexually aroused in any way. #

(Translated,from the Spanish,
by ChrisAndrews.)
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HORSEY SET
The upscale temptationsof“Luck”and“DowntonAbbey.”

BY EMILY NUSSBAUM

Hx are a few things I knowlittle
about: gambling, horses, the manly

bondsofcareerdrinkers, the lonelyhotel
roomsofbusinessmen,andthe sly math-
ematical ecstasyofstatistics. In other
words, I'm almostcertainly notthecritic
to determinethe authenticity of “Luck,”

the new HBOseries by David Milch,
whois himself a horse owner and has
wagered at the track for nearly half a
century.

Still, I can say that the show has a

musky, appealing sensualitytoit, a stink
ofleather and aged Scotch.Starting with
thepilot,filmed at the Santa Anita race-
track anddirected by Michael Mann,the
show's camera noses into everything,
lapping upthedirty allure ofthestables,
the twitchy degeneratesfilling the
bleachers, the championsgloating for
the cameras, andparticularly the races
themselves, sequencesinwhich the cam-
era gets so close that it mightas well be a
horse itself, Whenit comesto story, un-
fortunately, “Luck” is a drag. Like David
Simon’s “Treme,” “Luck”has lofty, lov-
ing aims:it yearnstocelebrate an exotic
subculture, one whose argot can feel as
impenetrable as Klingon. At Milch’s
Santa Anita, rich men wageron poorer,
younger bodies(those ofboth the horses
andthejockeys)—a themeso fascinating
that I kept placing my ownbetsthatit
would pay off. But, starting with the
pilot, the drama makes a bad gamble: it
takes for granted that we'll care about the
fates ofits shutoff, curmudgeonlypower
brokers, yet never gives us much reason
to do so, Like so manyloveletters,it’s
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hard to decipherifyou haven't already
madetheleap.

I take no pleasure as I type these words.
Tothecontrary, I feel the ghastlycritical
chill ofadmitting thatIwas bored by such
obviousprestigetelevision, created by
people whose work I admire. Milch was
behind “NYPD Blue” and “Deadwood”;
as a risk-takerin a world ofeasybets, he’s
venerated for good reason. Theseries
gleams with HBO handsomeness.It stars
Dustin Hoffman and Nick Nolte (and
Dennis Farina andJoan Allen: the castis
soimpressive that I giggled when Alan
Rosenberg showed up). Andyet I couldn’t
helpfeeling that I was missing something.

Muchofthe problemis the machoen-
semble, which barks insults like comics at
a roast. There’s the muttering codger
Walter Smith (Nolte), theirascible trainer
Turo Escalante (John Ortiz), and the
stuttering rageaholic jockey-agent Jocy
Rathburn (Richard Kind). Thenthere's
Dustin Hoffman’s Chester (Ace) Bern-
stein, an ex-con financier whospendsthe
bulk of his timeseethinginlavish hotel
suites,rattling ice in a glass. Like Emily
Thorneon “Revenge,” Bernstein is work-
ing a long scam against the men who
wreckedhislife, a scheme that welearn

aboutthrough Socratic dialogues with his
chauffeur-consigliere, Gus Demitriou

(Farina).Visually, the showframes Bern-
stein as a weighty cable antihero: the
Tony, the Walter, the Don. But he never

evolvesinto more than a constipated rich
guywhocommunicatesin painedglances,
curt demands, and other signifiers of

manliness. In one negotiation, Bernstein

name-checks Miles Davisin order to tele-
graph his worth to another man.In an-
other, Bernstein's decadent antagonist

(British accent, check; flowery Biblical
references, check) offers him anal sex with
hisstable ofslave girls. When Bernstein
declines,the scene seemsintendedto sug-

gest that he’s a restrained romantic—a
low standard,evenfor an antihero. (Let's
simplyskirt the subjectofthe other female
characters, who are angelic and/ordull,

except for the cable-nudity contribution
oftwopissed-offcougars.)

Milch is famousfor his aggressively
stylized, arcane dialogue, andthescripts
overflow with faintly “Guys and Dolls”
ish exchanges, whichleanheavily on con-
structions like “How long mytime in Si-
beria?” and “Noicingerror,this.” That

oddnesscan be effective. But,just as often,

it feels affected or expositional—once you
slash through the verbal kudzu,there’s
surprisingly little subtext. Someperfor-
mancesdokick in (especially the charis-
matic, roosterish Ortiz, and Kerry Con-
don, who makes the most ofher thinly

written Irish jockey), but the show's air of
menace eventually fizzles, despite propul-
sive synth chords insisting thattrouble is
on the way.

Milch has more success with the
show's quartet oflovable “railbirds”: the
cranky cripple, Marcus (Kevin Dunn); the
cocky Lonnie(Ian Hart); the goofy Renzo
(Ritchie Coster); and the handsomeJerry

(Jason Gedrick), who is hooked on gam-
bling in awaythatthe showatonce glam-
orizes andfinds sickening. While their ca-
maraderieisn’t always as funnyasit’s
meanttobe,it’s a reliefto root for these
bickering small-timers, whoshare an in-
nocentfantasyofthe big time.Inthefirst
episode—althoughthis is a spoiler, and
Tm making this aside as lengthy as possi-
ble, in order to warn anyone whodoesn’t
wantto know anythingabouttheplot,it’s
thebasic premise of the show—thefour
win ajackpot. Theyjoin forces, aiming to ¥
step into the winner’s circle among the
track’s storied owners, a place they've

ogledfrom afar.
But the sweetest momentsfeature §

horses, not humans. At one point, a ¢
trainergives a newowner carrot, advis- §
ing him, “Keep your hands open.”A gor- $
gcouscloseupofthe horse follows, with #
its huge liquid alien eyes. Mannfilms the Z
races with affection, capturingthestalls
from above, then diving right onto the 2

 

   

B
g

Ur



 
Dustin Hoffman,as an ex-confinancier, andDennis Farina, as his chauffeur, in DavidMilch’s new series, “Luck.”
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track, where wesee the jockeys play ag-
gressive games with one another, and
then back out to the audience, whose

faces crack open with fear and excite-
ment. In the mostthrilling of these se-
quences, the camera capturestheripple
offlesh and theflaring red nostril of a
horse in motion. Thejockey is ecstatic,
bondedwith her steed. The owner’s eyes
tear up. Asclassical music plays, we enter
slow motion, the lens alighting on face
after face. There’s a cut to a stack of
money knocked againsta table with an
exaggerated soundeffect,like a jail door
bangedshut. Thesceneis so portentous,
so monumental, that I nearly switched

sides—thesheerboldness wasseductive.
Butthen yet anotherscene featured a
long, mumbling monologueto a horse.I
wantedtotakeit seriously, butall I could
think was: Mister Ed.

ike “Luck,” “Downton Abbey” arrives
wrappedin the shinyfoil of cachet

TV (PBS, WWI,tea andcorsets!), But
the British series, about the aristocratic
Crawley family andtheirtitular home,
goes down soeasily thatit’s a bitlike
scarfing handfuls of caramel corn while
swigging champagne. Tolet us know that
we're safely in the Masterpiece zone,
Laura Linney, clad in a black cocktail
dress, introduces each episode with a
tense grin,as ifwelcoming us to a PBS.

fund-raiser, which I suppose sheis.

I could pick at small elements of the
show,especially the extraordinary obsta-
cles placed in the way ofaboutfifteen sep-
arate couples. (There’s enough unrequited
love to make “The Remainsof the Day”
look like “Caligula.”) A few villains have
hearts as blackas coal; a few ofthe decent
people could use a good noogie. A threat
ofblackmail is overheard through a heat-
ing duct. And,despite the show's reason-
ably nuanced examination ofsocial class,
there’s a suspicious ping of nos that
onedetects overtime. But I can’t lie: when
I reached the final DVDin mypreview
package andrealized thatit was missing
the Christmasfinale,I let out an animal
howl. With its perfectly crafted zingers,
wavesof pure heartbreak, and visual
thread countso denseit may actually
qualify as a controlled substance, “Down-
ton Abbey”is situated precisely on the
Venn diagram where“prestige” meets
“guilty pleasure”:it’s as much cake as it is
bread. And, sue me,I like cake.

 

Thefirst season began with the Ti-
tanic disaster; the second plunges usinto
thetrenchesofthe First WorldWar, em-
phasizing the ways in which battle causes
class distinctionsto at once dissolve and
become more starkly apparent. As veter-
ansreturn from the front, Downton be-

comesan auxiliary hospital, an event that

confrontsits wealthier inhabitants with
theuselessness oftheir lives, (Well, most
ofthem; Maggie Smith’s fabulously
haughty dowager isn’t having any mourn-
ful breakthroughs.) The season begins
slowly, but with each episode the pace
intensifies, andjust whenyoufeel thatyou
can’t take another dignified refusal there’s
a resonantinsight. “‘Flattered’ is a word
posh people use when they're getting
readyto say ‘no,’” onesuitor in a cross-

class flirtation says.
WhileI loved plenty of the “down-

stairs”plots (particularly a dark turn in-
volving the innocent chambermaid
Daisy), the meatiestbits feature the three
wealthy Crawley daughters, reared like
veal, though sharp asvipers. (O.K., not

Sybil, the youngest; she’s a sweetie.) I've
always adored Edith, a homely gossip,
whohas a few oddball adventures, but my
favorite is Mary, whobegan the show as
acold snob, then unfoldedlike a fan as
she fell in love and faced ruin, without

everaltering her essential nature. Every-
onein theseries has an opinion about
Mary: one character mocks her as “the
cold andcareful Mary Crawley”; another
disdains her as “an uppityminxwhois the
authorofher own misfortunes.” For me,

thesight of Mary’s beautiful white mask
ofa face as shedrifts into analliance with
a newspapermanwith shades of Rupert
Murdochinspires bothpityand fascina-
tion. AndthefateofMatthew,the middle-

class heir to Downton,has the sweep of

the best melodrama—helped along by
theelegantperformanceofDan Stevens.
There's no denying the showhas aspira-
tional fantasy as its hook: I've even heard
the Crawleys compared to the Kardashi-
ans. ButI prefer to think of “Downton”
as an experimental take on “Fiddler on
the Roof.” Just think of the Earl of
Grantham as Tevye,with his three rebel
daughters, plus a muchbetter roof.
Lichaim, mlord. #
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More on “Downton Abbey.”



 

BRIEFLY NOTED

Perlmann’sSilence, by Pascal Mercier
(Grove). At an academic conference in

Italy, Philipp Perlmann,a recently wid-
owedlinguistics professor, haslostfaith
in academic work. He contemplates
passing off as his own a paper that he’s
beentranslating by a Russian colleague,
Vassily Leskov, but Leskov himself ar-
rives unexpectedly, and Perlmann makes
panicked plansfor a coverup,going sofar
as to consider murderorsuicide. The
premisecalls to mind Patricia High-
smith, but Mercier’s novel dwells less
on suspense than on existential crises.
Occasionally, the need to convey Perl-
mann’sstasis slows things down too
much,but the bookis absorbing. Mer-
cier, himself a professor, understands

the soft sniping thatsustains academic
rivalries and draws wry comedyfrom
them.

The QualityofMercy, byBarry Unsworth
(Nan A. Talese). This sequel to Uns-
worth’s Booker Prize-winning novel
“Sacred Hunger,” much ofwhich was
set on an eighteenth-century slave ship,
tradesthe high seasfor the courtroom,
where a series of cases bearing on the
legal status of black menin British so-
ciety plays out. At the center of these
casesis Frederick Ashton,an abolition-
ist whose youngersisterfalls in love
with a ruthless industrialist, “a man
whobelieved so strongly in his own
purposes as to appearstricken by
them.” Othercharacters, including an
Irish fiddler and a youngnortherncoal
miner, are characterized with equal
penetration. Unsworth directs our
sympathytoward workers andslaves,
“whoselives wereall toil,” and attri-

butesthe social ills arising from capital-
ism to a failure of compassion on the
part ofthose with moneyandproperty.
Gradually, though, this theme comes
to control the novel’s action, andits

characters seem increasingly like vessels
for Unsworth’s message.

Haiti, by Laurent Dubois (Metropolitan).
“There are tonsofidiots who have never
used their ten fingers for anything, and
who wander around constantly repeat-
ing, inanely: ‘Haitiansare very lazy, ”
the Haitian writer Louis-Joseph Janvier
wrote in 1882,in a long and passionate
rejoinder to his nation’s critics. Written
very much in Janvier’s spirit, this excel-
lent, engaging history seeks to strip
awaycenturies of mocking and reduc-
tive bias. Dubois’s Haiti is a land of
ceaselessactivity, a fermentofsuppres-
sion andinsurrection exacerbatedbythe
mercenary intrusions of foreign pow-
ers—in the past century, chiefly the
United States. Duboisalso traces a par-
allel history of bold social experiments
on the part ofeverydayHaitians, such as
Jakou, an inventive system ofcommunal
living and farming. Throughout, he
makesclear how economic pressures
andpolitical crises have left even the
country’s better leaders hamstrung,
without downplaying their failures in
falfilling Haiti's great promise.

A Train in Winter, by Caroline Moore-
head (Harper). In January, 1943, two
hundred and thirty women ofthe
French Resistance, imprisoned under
the Vichy regimefor offenses ranging
from pamphleteering to violent sabo-
tage, were loadedintocattle cars bound

for the Birkenau concentration camp,

in Poland.Just forty-ninelived to see
the end ofthe war, enduringstarvation,
disease, physical abuse, and exposure.
‘Thesurvivors owed theirlives to acom-
bination ofluck and bondsof friend-
ship so strong,as one ofthe womenre-
membered it, “thatto die oneselfwould
be no worsethanto see oneofthe oth-
ers die.” Moorehead’s accountstresses
the women’s persistence and moral
courage,butshealso capturesthe chill-
ing ambivalence that manyfelt in the
“flat, empty” years that followed the
war: “Having so badly wantedtolive,
theyfound theyno longercared whether
they did so or not.”
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OFF THE MAP
MichelHouellebecq’s naked nomads.

BY JAMES WOOD

‘here is a beautiful short story by
D. H.Lawrencecalled “The Man

WhoLovedIslands.” Its protagonist is
a wealthy scholar, whoprefers to work
andlive alone. Tofacilitatehis isolation,
he acquires a small island and becomes
lord and masterofits few inhabitants.
Eventually, the landownerstarts quar-
relling with his workers, and decides to
move toa smaller, even less populous is-
land.In time, he movesagain,to an un-
inhabited island somewherein the
north,andisfinally completely solitary.
Butin his alienationhe beginsto dwin-
dle, and the cold climate gradually hunts
him down:“In thesilence,it seemed he
could hear the panther-like dropping
ofinfinite snow.” This is pretty much
where Lawrence ends his tale, with his
selfish islander almost buried alive by
snow,terminal and defeated.

Thecharacters in the French novel-
ist Michel Houellebecq's fictional uni-
verse are, in Lawrence's sense, men who
loveislands. Theyare isolated, dam-
aged,and alone. In Houellebecq's best-
knownnovel, “The Elementary Parti-
cles” (2000), Bruno and Michel, half
brothers abandonedbytheir careless
parents, seem incapable of ordinary

human relations: Michel quits hisjob as
a microbiologist and goes for weeks
withoutseeing anyone;at theend ofthe
novel, he abandons the only woman
who has ever loved him and leaves
Francefor the unpeopled Atlantic daz-
ale ofthe westcoast ofIreland. Brunois
even more tormented,a flasher, a per-
vert, and racist, with pedophilic ten-

dencies; he, too,finally spurns the love
ofa sympathetic woman,and endsup in
a mental hospital. Daniel, the protago-
nist of “he Possibility of an Island”
(2006),is a well-known comedian but a
privatefailure, who cannotsustain rela-

tionships with women.
So it is business as usual that Jed

Martin,the hero of Houellebecq's new
novel, “The Map and the Territory”

(Knopf, translated from the French by
Gavin Bowd),spent his boyhood with-
out “a single close friend, and didn’t seek
thefriendship ofothers.” Jed’s mother
committed suicide when he was six; he
is sent away to boardingschool, though
his motherlessness protects him from.
the bullying that usually befalls the
Houellebecquian male. Hesurvives his
childhood, and goesto art schoolin
Paris. On the morning ofthe opening
ofan exhibition ofstudent work,“he re-
alized that he hadn’t said a wordfor al-
most a month, except the ‘No’ he re-
peated every day to the cashier (rarely
the same one,it has to be said) who
asked him if he had the Club Casino
loyalty card.” At this exhibition, his
workcatchesthe eye ofOlga Sheremoy-
ova, a beautiful and worldly Russian
woman. The two begin what seems a
happyrelationship, but within thirty
pagesor soitis all over, andJed returns

to his customary alienation. He spends
seven years workingona series ofpaint-
ings: “During these years, he didn’t
meetmany people, and formed no new
relationship—whether sentimental or
simply friendly.”

Houellebecq’s men are unattractive,

unsociable,frigid,sexually unconfident,

physically underequipped,erotically
bored (or some combination of these
negatives); they are panhandlers in the

sexual souk, and spend muchoftheir
timetrying to grab what waresthey can,
by wayofporn,prostitutes, or swingers’
clubs. The new novelhasless sex in it
than Houellebecq’s previous works—
whichis probably onereasonthatit was
awardedthe Prix Goncourt in 2010,the
relieved judges eager to encourage the
author's newfound“respectability’—but
even Jed Martin, whoselibidocertainly
has a lowerpilot light thanhis fictional
coevals,uses prostitutes. (Houellebecq

mentions “a Lebanese escort whose sex-
ualperformances amplyjustified the ec-
static reviews she received on thesite



Niamodel.com.”)Jed’s first girlfriend,
Genevieve, financed her studies by
turningtricks for two hundredandfifty
euros an hour, “with a supplement of
one hundredeurosfor anal sex.”Jed, we
are told, didn’t mind bit. Of course
not. After all, this is the kind of world
where an unattractive woman—a pub-
licist whohelps to make Jed’s reputation

vy
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unillusioned truth-telling of moments
like these:

Anothercouple cameover andsat beside
them; the woman,a redhead ofabout 20, was
wearing a black PVC mini-skirt. She watched
as Christiane licked his cock; Christiane
smiled at her andpulled up hertee shirt to
showoffher breasts. The other woman hiked
up her skirt revealingher cunt, herpubic hair
wasalso red. Christiane took her hand and
guided it to Bruno’s penis. The woman began

  

       Ls

heard of any treatment; yet she licked these
balls, and caressed them, without seeming at
all bothered.

Houellebecqis not always humorless
aboutall this dirty striving. Thereis a
funnyscenein “Platform” (2003) when
the protagonist reads John Grisham’s
“The Firm” in bed, and laments how
uneroticit is. At last, he masturbates to
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Houellebecq hasbecomefamousfor both thepornographicfervorofhisprose andthe theorizing he likes to do around his sex scenes.

as an artist—is described bythe novelist
as “this poorlittle runt ofa woman,with
her unexplored vagina.” In Houelle-
becq’s world, the unexplored vaginais
not worth having.

Houellebecq’s misogynyis related to
the cynical brutality and cheerless lucid-
ity with whichhe writes aboutsex. His
fiction seems motivated bya need to ex-
poseall that is mechanical, alienated,

onanistic, and disembodied about male

§ desire. When Houellebecqfictionfirst
# became widelyknown in English, about

a decade ago, there was something ex-
citing and seemingly daring about the
unlovely nudity ofhis writing: here was
a (gentler) heterosexual counterpart to

2 Dennis Cooper's gay snuff fiction. Per-
8 hapsthere was evena sad nobility to the
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to masturbate him while Christiane contin-
uedto lick the glans.In a matterof seconds he
shuddered with a spasm of pleasure and
cameall over herface. “I’msorry,” he said,
“really sorry.” She kissed him andpulled him
close to her, he could smell the spunk on her
cheeks.“It doesn’t matter,shesaid gently,“it
really doesn’t matter. Do you wantto 202”
shesaid little later. He nodded sadly, his
excitement had completely dissipated. They
dressed quickly andleft immediately.

Thesexuallife of a man can be broken
downinto twophases:thefirst whenhe pre-
maturely ejaculates, and the second when he
can nolonger manageto get a hard-on. Dur-
ingthefirst weeks of myrelationship with
Esther, I noticed that I had returned to the
first phase—despite believing, for a long
time,that I had begunthe second. . .. On the
whole, however, my body wasn’t that badly
preserved, I didn’t have a trace of fat, I even
had a few muscles; but my ass sagged, and
especially myballs, they sagged more and
more, and it was irrevocable, I had never

the only sex scene he canfind: “I was
jerking off in earnest now,trying to vi-
sualize mixed-race girls wearing tiny
swimsuits in the dark. J ejaculated be-
tween twopages with a groanofsatis-
faction. They were goingtostick to-
gether; didn’t matter, it wasn’t the kind

ofbookyouread twice.” And he can be
aphoristic and tart: “Orgasm is a matter
ofcustom,as Pascal would undoubtedly
havesaid if he had beeninterested in
such things”; “Anything can happenin
life, especially nothing.”

 

ouellebecq has become famous
both for the pornographic fervor

ofhis writing andforthe theorizing he
likes to doaroundhissex scenes. Essen-
tially, he argues that contemporary sex-
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uality, thoughit sails underthe colors of
liberation andleft-ish utopia,is just a
continuationofthecapitalist, neoliberal
market,in which there are always win-
ners and Josers. His male characters, by
andlarge, are the losers. (They are los-

ers either because they aren’t getting any
sex or becausethey are getting the
wrongkindofsex, piggishly overeating
at the trough.) Sex is an extension ofthe
domain ofthe struggle, tousethetitle
of his first novel (translated into En-

glish, in 1998, as “Whatever’). As the
narratorofthat novelexplains:

It’s fact, I mused to myself, thatin societ-
ies like ours sex truly represents a second
system of differentiation, completely inde-
pendent of money;and asa system ofdiffer-
entiation, it functions just as mercilessly. . . .
Just like unrestrained economic liberalism,
and for similar reasons, sexual liberalism
produces phenomenaofabsolute pauperiza-
tion. Some men makelove every day; others
five or six timesin therlife, or never... It’s
what’s known as“the lawof the market.” In
an economicsystem where unfair dismissal is
prolubited, every person more or less man-
ages to find their place. In a sexual system
where adultery is prohibited, every person
moreorless managesto find their bed mate.
Ina totallyliberal economic system certain.
people accumulate considerable fortunes;
others stagnate in unemployment and misery.
Ina totally liberal sexual systemcertain peo-
ple havea variedand excitingeroticlifes oth-
ersare reduced to masturbationandsolitude.

 

Putaside,for the moment,the question.
ofwhetherthis analysis is really plausi-
ble onits own terms.(In the nineteenth

century,to take an examplerichly doc-
umented bynovelists, did the prohibi-

tion against adultery mean that people
managedto find their bed mates—or
did it mean that somepeople simply
suffered the wrongbed mates?) Whatis
interesting is that it allows Houellebecq
tooffera critique ofcontemporary soci-
ety that is both progressive and conser-
vative: neoliberal individualism is in-

dicted from the left, and the sins of
contemporary sexuality are indicted
from the right, because Houellebecq
likes to blametheselfish alternative ex-
perimentation ofthe nineteen-sixties
and seventies for the sexual tyranny he
findsin the present.

Heoftengiveshis characters absent or
ctuelly careless parents; the monstrously
unmaternal mother ofMichel and Bruno,

in “The ElementaryParticles,” whocasts
off her children and keepsa sexual open
housefor drive-by hippies, can be seen as
a vengeful portrait of Houellebecq's own
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I mustquitsleeping in the afternoon.
I doit for myheart,but all too soon
myheart hascalledit off. It does not love me.
Ifit downedtools,there'd soon be nothing of me.
Its hammerbeatsays You are, not Iam.

It prints me offherelike a telegram.
Whatdo Isay? How can the lonely word
know whohas sentit out, or who has heard?
Longyears since I came roundin her womb
enough myselfto know I was not home,
mydearsea up in armsat the wrong shore
and herloud heart like a landlord at the door.
Where are we now? What misdemeanorsealed
mytransfer? Mother, whysofarafield?

mother, whose neglect of him he has
never forgiven. It seemsthatwhen hewas
five monthsold, in the nineteen-fifties,
his mother sent him offto Algeria, to live

with his grandparents. Then she appar-
ently spent many years trying outvarious
philosophies and religions—whather
son, in the book“Public Enemies,” an ex-
changeofletters with Bernard-Henri
Lévy,disdainsas “spiritual channel-
hopping.” Hetells Lévythathefinds, in
“the chaotic, absurdlife” ofhis mother—
whom hehas seen no more than fifteen
timesin his life—“somethingterribly, ap-
pallingly contemporary.” In Denis De-
monpion’s biography of Houellebecq,
“Touellebecq Non Autorisé” (which
Houellebecq has bitterly denounced),the
novelist says that his parents’ grotesque
self-centeredness “was one ofthe precur-
sors ofthe vast movementoffamilial dis-
solution which was going tofollow.” His
parents,to hear him tell it, practically gave
birth tothesixties.

‘The power of Houellebecq'scritique
has less to do with its persuasiveness as
social theory than with the spectacle it
offers ofthe author's bared wounds. His
relentless prosecution of his parental
abandonmentandhiswild historicizing
ofwhatis onlya personal fate give him li-
cense to decoct an uneasy mixture of
Rousseau and Schopenhauer. From
Rousseau,he gets the conviction that the

selfis constituted by mendacity and ego-
tism. In the Second Discourse, Rousseau

talks of the amour-propre that corrupts

—Don Paterson

theselfincivil society—the tendencywe
have to look around us and measure our
worth competitively against that ofoth-
ers. In his natural state, man was without

this urge forhierarchy, Rousseausays. As
Michel complains in “The Elementary
Particles,” “Individualism givesrise to
freedom,the senseofself, the need to
distinguish oneself andto be superior to
others.” Sex, stripped ofits link with re-
production,“still exists—not as a plea-
sureprinciple, but as a form ofnarcissis-
tic differentiation.” In the samepassage,
Michel switches, tacitly, to Schopen-

hauer. Desire “is a source ofsuffering,
pain and hatred.” Michelsays that the
“atopian solution—from Plato to Hux-
ley bywayofFourier—istodo awaywith
desire and the suffering it causesbysatis-
fying it immediately.”

Houellebecq seemsto suggest that
this “utopian” solution only increases
suffering, by encouraging a universal in-
dulgence ofdesire. Eating creates more
hunger. It is notdifficult to see Houelle-
becg, in this scheme,as a counter-utopian,

a revolutionary who wants to do away
with desire properly, and who almost
succeeds—by makingsex so repulsivein
his books that no one would wantto
practice it anymore. (Thelogical prob-
Jem hereis that, for a man who wants to

get beyondthe tyrannyofsex, Houelle-
becq seems unable to avoid endlessly
representingit.) Certainly, there is a

consistent sentimentality in Houelle-
becq’s novels aroundlove as the great



sexless desideratum. Love will not have
muchto do with sex, largely because
Houellebecq cannotimaginea loving,
sexuallyactive couple of long standing.
Indeed,forall his vaunted atheism, he
brushesratherclosetotraditional reli-
gious preachments: thesolace of sex is
as nothing compared with the trans-
ports oflove. It is just that his male
characters, damaged in the sexual wars,
lack the emotional nerve necessary for
the prolongedlittle daily battles oflove.
Assoonas theyare offered a real rela-
tionship,theyrun awayfromit. In “The
Mapandthe Territory,” Jed actslike
every other Houellebecquian manat the
momentofdecision. WhenOlga tells
him that sheis returning to Moscow
and suggests that he come withher, he

flits away.

IMiche! Houellebecq really a novelist,
oris hejust a novelizing propagandist?

Thoughhis thoughtcanbe slapdash and
hasty,it is at least earnest, intenselyar-
gued, and occasionallythrilling in its

leaps andtransitions. (At times, he re-

semblesthe theorist Slavoj Zizek, whois
all wattage and not enoughlight.) But
the formal structures that are asked to
dramatize these ideas—thescenes,char-
acters, dialogue, and so on—are generally
flimsy and diagrammatic. Characters,
usually women,are killed off with flip-
pantdispatch, backstories pencilled in
with bald strokes, scenes cursorilysketched,
conversation often ludicrously implau-
sible or monotonously self-therapeutic.
(Excited, five years ago, by “The Ele-
mentary Particles,” I reread it recently
with stolid boredom:great chunks ofit
sound the way one imaginesthe droning
monologuesofa sex-addiction meeting.)
In thisrespect, “The MapandtheTerri-
tory” is undeniably richer than any of
Houellebecq's previous works. The new
novel is essentially a novelistic biography
of a contemporary painter, from child-
hood to death. WefollowJed Martinto
art school, to hisfirst exhibition, to his
relationship with Olga, and through the
extraordinary success ofhis career.

Pretty quickly, one cantell what in-
terests Houellebecq and what doesn’t.
Jed’s sad andisolated childhood is half-
heartedly thrownatus, as if Houelle-
becq didn’t quite believeinit, either,
and were merelyslotting in the mother-
board from his previous work:

Anne, Jed’s mother, was from a lower-
middle-class Jewish family—her father the
local jeweler. At twenty-five she married
Jean-Pierre Martin,then a youngarchitect.It
wasa marriage oflove, anda few years later
she gave birth to a son they named Jed in
homageto her uncle, whomshe had loved.
Then, a few days before her son’s seventh
birthday, she committed suicide—Jed only
learned aboutthis manyyearslater, through
theindiscretionofhis paternal grandmother.
‘Anne wasforty, her husbandforty-seven.

Likewise,Jed’s relationship with Olga
generateslittle heat, but someatrocious
prose (afaithful copy, by Gavin Bowd, of
the original shopworn French): “Then
they lookedatone another,for a few sec-
onds,speechless, and Jed had no doubt:
the look she plunged into his own was
well and truly oneofdesire. And from his
expression, she couldtell immediately
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that he knew this.” But Houellebecqis
fruitfully detained bywhatis entirely new
in this book: Jed’s work andhis life as an
artist. The best writing here occurs when
Houellebecq is describing the three
phasesofJed’s artistic production; the
prose slows to inhabit and animate rival
art form.

Jed makes his name by photograph-
ing Michelin road maps and superim-
posing concrete images from theterri-
tory covered by the mapsonto the
photographs:

Forthe exhibition he had chosena part of
the Michelin map of the Creuse that con-
tained his grandmother’svillage. He had used
a very low camera angle, at thirty degrees
from the horizontal, while setting thetilt to
the maximum inorder to obtain a very high
depthoffield. It was then, by using Photoshop
layers, that he hadintroduced the background
blurring and the bluisheffect on the horizon.
In the foregroundwerethe pondat Breuil and
the village at Chatelus-le-Marcherx.

It is at this exhibition that he meets
Olga, who works in public relations for
Michelin, andis naturally fascinated by
an artist who mainly photographs
Michelin maps. Before long, Michelin
starts promoting andsellingJed’s work.
Affectless and apparently unperturbed,
Jed hasnopurist objection. Besides, his
work both sells and impresses thecrit-
ics. Marylin, the runtypublicist (she of
the dismally unexplored vagina), ar-
ranges a tremendous show,and theart

critics quiver with adulation; Houelle-
becq doesa funny parodyofthe kind of
exquisite exclamatoryverbiage that you
can find any dayin the Frenchpress.

Jed’s next phaseis a series of forty-
twopaintings depicting typical contem-
porary professions, from a horse butcher
and a bar-tabac managerto Steve Jobs
andBill Gates(this canvasis called “Bill
Gates and Steve Jobs Discussing the
Future of Information Technology”).
Jed's gallery ownerhasthe brightidea of
getting the world-famous novelist Mi-
chel Houellebecq to write a long cata-
logueessay for this exhibition, and Jed
goesto Ireland to woothereclusive
writer. There are playful scenes in which
Houellebecqteases his readers and crit-
ics bypresenting a writer who seems to
have been dreamed up by his mostsav-
age enemies: Jed finds a solitary, aimless
misanthrope in an Irish housefull of
unopenedboxes. This smelly, red-faced
drunkshuffles aboutinhis pajamas and

says thingslike “I spend most of my
days in bed; I most often eat in bed,
watching cartoons on Fox TV.”Forall
that, the painter is drawn to the writer,
andproposesto painthis portrait.

“The Map and the Territory” can’t
quite decide what kind of novelit is
going to be, and movesaroundrestlessly,
picking up subjects andbriefly favoring
them,before returning them to their

lightly disturbed corners. Nothing is sys~
tematically or rigorously examined—
whichis to say that nothingis subjected
to the longevity ofnarrative. Despite the
fine descriptions of someofJed’s work,
hisartistic career has nopersuasive inner
logic, and seems merely the intermittent
emanation of a detached andisolated
soul; one couldn't say thatthis is a deep
orrevealing book about the making of
art. Nor could you argue that the book
has anything very interesting to say about
the contemporary art scene,despite its
obvious satirical ambition. There are ro-
bust and sometimes amusing descrip-
tions of mediacelebrities (most ofthem
giventheir real-world names) and ofPa-
risian parties: “He found himselfin front
of Pierre Bellemare, dressed in Tergal
petrol-blue trousers and a white shirt
with ajabot covered ingrease stains—his
trousers were held up by widebraces in
the colors of the American flag. Jed
warmlyheld his handoutto the French
king ofteleshopping.” But,ifthis sort of

thing is what you're after, there are nov-
lists who do it more sharply than Houelle-
becq. Hisportraitoftheartworld appears
to fill the space in his fiction usually oc-
cupiedby sex, and the art market works
muchlike the sex market, with winners
andlosers.

Jedis oneofthe winners,both artisti-

cally significant andfinancially rewarded:
his pictures start sellingfor halfa million
euros apiece. As soonas Jedis officially
hot,offers come from businessmen and
industrialists, as you knew they would,

for himtopainttheir portraits. “We're at
a point where success in market terms
justifies and validates everything, replac-
ing all the theories,” Jed’s gallery owner
says, notvery originally. Near the end
of the book, Jed’s painting of Michel
Houellebecq is sold to “a Hinducell-
phone magnate”forsix million euros.
Likewise, the scenes with Jed and the

character named Michel Houellebecq
don’trise to anything much; they are



funny, butthe reader would be wrong to

assumethat, just because the author ap-

pears in his own novel, postmodern pres-

sure is being broughtto bear on the
book’s formal procedures.

Thereis one themethat the book al-
most makes something of: over a long
dinner on ChristmasEve,Jed’s aging and
ailing father, who madea lotofmoneyas
the head ofa construction business, con-
fesses to his sonthathe, too, once had ar-

tistic ambitions. Hetells Jed about his
student days in Paris, when “everything
seemedpossible,’ and whenhe belonged
to a groupofstudents committedto vio-
lent attacks on the reputation of Mies
van der Rohe. Thisis a revelation to Jed,
who hadneverimaginedhis father as a
youngcreator: “He'd never heard him
speak like this, even as a child—and
never again, he immediately thought,
would heever hear him speaklike this.”
Itis a touching moment,but, like many
ofthe scenesin this book, is not sugges-

tively developed,pressedon,or reprised;
instead,it dissolves in the dead air of

  

Jed Martin’s nullity. And, like most of
Houellebecq's novelistic scenes,it is not
a dialogue but blocks of monologue.
WhenJed’s fatherdies, Jed’s grief for a
neglectful father he never knew is dis-
tractingly overshadowed by Jean-Pierre
Martin’s decision to commitsuicide in

Zurich, and Houellebecq's slightly ob-
sessive hatredfor the :d-suicide or-
ganization, which he namesKoestler.
Standingonthestreet in Zurich,Jed re-

alizes that Koestleris close to a brothel.
Henotices that no oneis going in to the
brothel, whereas Koestler seems to be

doinggreat business: men keep on load-
ing coffins into a van: “The market
valueofsuffering and death had become
superiorto thatofpleasure andsex, Jed
thought.” Weare, alas, back in the

Houellebecquian world of dubious
conclusion-mongering.

It is instructive to compare D. H.
Lawrence and Michel Houellebecq. Both
writers make sex take the freight of a
larger visionoflife. Both inveigh power-
fully against the damage that modernity

 

has doneto sex’s healthy centrality. Both
have a passionately puritanical side, and
are caught between a somewhat contra-
dictorydesire to representsex andto ide-
alize it. But Lawrence's largervision of
life is rich andsubstantial and ramify-
ing, whereas, until the publicationofthis
latest novel, Houellebecq has had no
vision ofordinarylife at all—indeed, he
has often seemed to wantto get beyond
life entirely, to wish it away in a Scho-
penhauerian mass suicide, to conjure a
post-humanfuture ofsexless cloning.
(‘The Mapandthe Territory” ends with
Jed,like Lawrence’s man wholovedis-

lands, locked awayin splendid and deathly
isolation, on a uselesslyvast rural estate.)
And while Lawrencehad a limitless faith
in the novel’s explanatory powers, in
fiction’s enormous capacityto be what he
called “the bright bookoflife,” Houelle-
becq, despite the occasional successes of
this newbook, is still an unconvincing and
incoherent novelist, who seems afraid to
trust imaginary dramawiththefull weight
ofactual crisis.
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THE ART WORLD

SPOT ON
Damien Hirst’sglobalshow.

BY PETER SCHJELDAHL

he art ofDamien Hirst puts me in
mind of a New Yorker cartoon by

Peter Steiner, from 1997. One of two

vultures on a bare branch argues,“Sure,
dead is important. Butit has to taste
good.” Thatfinicky gourmand speaks to
mysense of“The Complete Spot Paint-
ings, 1986-2011,” an archipelago of
shows in all eleven spaces of Larry Ga-
gosian’s empireofgalleries, upon which
the sun neversets: three in New York;
two in London;and oneeach in Paris,

Geneva, Rome, Athens, Hong Kong,
and Beverly Hills. (Ifyouvisit all ofthem
before the shows close, you will be
awarded a signedspotprint. I'm not
makingthis up.) Deliberate deadness
distinguishes Hirst's art, not onlyin the
famous pickled shark butin everything
he makes, includingthe three hundred
andthirty-onepaintings now globally on
display: grid arrangements of colored
disks, in householdgloss paint, on white
grounds,all buttheearliest few ofthem
executed by theartist's employees. Their
formulaic concept amounts to intellec-
tual formaldehyde. Buttastiness applies,
too,in the pleasantly disorientingeffects
ofcolors that appear to be distributed at
random:bright or muted or warm or
cool, all ajumble. If there’s no harmony,
there’s also no monotony. No two can-
vases are the same, Hirst says. They
range in size from tiny to immense, and

in numberofspots from one to more
than twenty-five thousand.I can enjoy
looking at one for a while, butto like

them would entail identifying with the
artist's cynicism, as herds ofcollectors,

worldwide, evidently do. Hirst will go
downin history as a peculiarly cold-
blooded petofmillennial excess wealth.
That’s notOld Masterstatus, butit’s im-
mortalityofa sort.

Hirst was born in Bristol in 1965,
and grew upin Leeds. His supposedfa-
ther, a car salesman,left the family

when Hirst was twelve. His mother,
whoinformed him thathis truesire was

another man,hassaid thatshetried in

vainto controlher son. He was arrested
three timesfor shoplifting. But he per-
severedat schooland,afteran initial re-

jection, entered Jacob KramerCollege,
in Leeds. While there, he drew cadavers

in the anatomy departmentofthe Uni-
versity ofLeeds; they madea lasting im-
pression. Hethen spent two years as a
construction workerin London. Having
been turned down by Central Saint
Martins, he was admitted, in 1986, to

Goldsmiths,at the time an incubator of
Conceptualist japery, and stayed for
threeyears. In 1988,he organized a
showofstudentand alumniwork, enti-
tled “Freeze,” in a disused London
warehouse, initiating a cohort that
would becomethe Young British Art-
ists. The Y.B.A.s combined conceptual-
art savvywith a will to bedazzle and pro-
voke the widestpossible audience. Their
keynote was elegantlycrafted effrontery.
definitive work in “Freeze,” by Mat
Collishaw, presented, aglow ona light

box, a photograph ofan apparentbullet
wound. Lookingratherpainterly,it split
anaesthetic difference between “Yuck!”
and “Wow!” When not milking death,
Y.B.A.art savored sex andsqualor, ide-

ally in combination. A later work by
Tracey Emin, “MyBed” (1998), incor-
porating rumpled andstained sheets
and detritus including condoms and
dirty underwear,is a touchstone of the

movementsecondonly to Hirst’s shark.
Hirst and his peers—thetricky but

relatively dignified sculptor Rachel
Whiteread andthepainter Gary Hume,

among them—were embracedby the
mega-collector Charles Saatchi and
promoted bythe prestigious curators
Nicholas Serota, of the Tate, and Nor-

man Rosenthal, of the Royal Academy
of Arts. Storms ofpublic outrage were
music totheartists’ ears, and theavidity

ofcollectors, as the art market recovered

from a steeprecessionin the early nine-
teen-nineties and commencedtosoar,



swelled their purses. Theirvulgarity and
their strength are identical: conceiving
ofcontemporary art as a gameandplay-
ing it to win. (In this regard, there's

mythic bite to Hirst’s career: the work-
ing-class lad whogulls the toffs and
makes them likeit.) They constituted a
racy cultural export for Britain like
nothing since the Sex Pistols. In 1999,
a show at the Brooklyn Museum of
works owned bySaatchi,
“Sensation,” briefly roiled
New York. Mayor Rudolph
Giuliani madeheadlines by
denouncing Chris Ofil’s
painting ofthe Virgin Mary
festooned with lumpsofel-
ephantdung. Hirst’s con-
tribution included a huge
glass enclosure, within
which houseflies continu-
ally hatched from mag-
gots and were extermi-
nated by a zapper. The
showso blatantly courted
hatred that amusementwas
the only sane response.Its
impact evanesced. In gen-
eral, Y.B.A.art made scant
headwayonthisside ofthe
Atlantic,in the art world or
in public notice. It was too
transparently desperate—
unlike the pricey frivolity,
backed byreal artistic com-
mand, of our own Jeff
Koons. Thepleasuresofin-
dignationtendtobe spoiled,
for Americans, by obvious

intentionsto incurit, given
the native abundance of

2 spontancousoccasions.
Certainlynoself-regard-

2 ing sophisticate around here
2 will likelyrise to the bait
é of Hirst’ spotpaintings as
8 David Hockneyseeminglyhas. Heis ad-
§§ vertising an upcoming show ofhis own,
= at the Royal Academy,with a poster that
é reads,in part, “All the works here were
8 madebytheartist himself, personally.”
=Oh, please. AndyWarholwould seem to
& have mootedtheissueofauthorial touch
§ half a century ago, with his workshop-
ig silk-screened Marilyns and other mass-
& cultural icons and phenomena. Since
& then,artists by the hundredshave culti-
& vated the appearance ofno-hands proce-
& dure,either by using mechanical means

ab
a

or,like Roy Lichtenstein or Photo-Real-
ist painters, byfeigning them. Color-
chart paintings by Gerhard Richter—
onephasein the great German'sphiloso-
phical and spectacular excavation of the
medium—areoften plausibly cited as
precedents for Hirst’s spots.
Come to that, nothing that Hirst

doeslacks an art-historical pedigree. He
hasrecycled tropes from Marcel Du-

“Moxisylyte” (2011), one ofthe hundredsofspotpaintings.

champ,Surrealism, Francis Bacon,
Minimalism, and numerous near-con-
temporaries. His immersed animal
corpses stem directly from Koons’s
basketball-flotation tanks. Hirstis orig-
inally unoriginal, to putit positively: a
master of supererogation. His work
comprehendsall manner ofthings
aboutpreviousart except,crucially, why
it was created. It smacks less of muse-
umsthan ofart-schooltextbooks. What
maypass for meaningin the spot paint-
ings is the sum oftheir associations in

the history ofabstraction. The more you
know ofthat,the cleverer the paintings
might make youfeel. Buying one, you
can hangit on your wall like a framed
diplomafrom Smartypants U.

Duchamp remarkedthatartis cre-
ated partly by its maker andpartly byits
audience. Hirst dumpspretty much the
entire transaction into the audience's
lap. The result is art in the way that

some exotic financial deal-
ings are legal: bya whisker.
Just as no law forbids the
sale of bundled credit-
default swaps on bundled
subprime mortgages, no
agreed-on aesthetic princi-
ple invalidates paintings
that are churned out by
proxy and thenbid up at
auction as fungible com-

4 modities. The “Why?” in
such matters comes down to
ahistoric, all-purpose, great
“Whynot?”A senseoffric-
tionless impunity must be
exciting ifyou're on the sup-
ply side ofthe economyand
the culture. If you aren't,it
feels wrong. The deadness
of Hirst’s product lines—
flipping the bird to anyone
whonaively craves more and
better from art—upsets a lot
of people. I deem their ire
misdirected. Don’t shoot
the messenger. Hirst hon-
estly vivifies a situation in
which the power of money
celebratesitselfby shedding
all pretext of supporting il-
liquid values. When, in
2007, Hirst made a media
eventof fashioning and
marketing a diamond-en-
crustedskull, “For the Love

of God,” he as muchas shouted the
awful truth. (Whetheror notthe bibe-

lotsold and, ifso,fetched its asking price
offifty million pounds—somehave
doubted Hirst’s word on it—isan inter-
esting but tangential question.) In the
course ofonefair and square tauntafter
another, Hirst surely marvels at what he
is abetted in getting awaywith. “The
Complete Spot Paintings,”to his credit,
makes no bones about whata certain
precinct ofthe world has cometo. What
it comes to next is somebody else’s move. +
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THE CURRENT CINEMA

LOYALTY OATHS
Ralph Fiennes’s “Coriolanus.”

BY ANTHONY LANE

needition of“Coriolanus,”issued to

German schools in 1934, likened
Shakespeare’s hero, the Romangeneral
Caius Martius Coriolanus, to the Fithrer.
Coriolanus wishesto lead the people back
to health, pupils were told,“just as Adolf
Hitler in our days wishes to lead our be-
loved German fatherland.”Little wonder
that, after the end of the Second World

“Coriolanus” to the screen. He himself
plays the general, and directs the film;
the dialogueis all Shakespeare’s, pared
andpeeled back byJohn Logan,whois
best known as the writer of“Gladiator.”
Fiennes and Loganwill be hoping to
lure admirers ofthat movieto theirown
project, though it won’t be easy. At no
point did we relinquish our sympathy

 

Fiennesas the Romangeneralin the most oppressive ofShakespeare's great tragedies.

War,theplaywas included ona blacklist,
for use byAmerican officers, ofworks that
should not be performed in occupied
Germany. “Coriolanus” was not staged
there again until 1952. In later years,
though, when Bertolt Brecht reconfigured
theplay, he sided, as you would expect,
with the righteous demandsofthat same
throng,against their trampling overlord.
All of whichis a tribute to the original
work, written around 1608—to the mys-
tery ofits author’s own tastes, to the clash-
ing reactionsthatit continuesto provoke,
andto the undimmed fire and danger of
its verse.

Ralph Fiennes has now brought
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for Russell Crowe,even as he scissored

offthe heads ofhis opponents, whereas
Coriolanus would neverstoop to court-
ingour affection. Notsince “Schindler's
List” has Fiennes’sicy stare been putto
better use; his eyes seem all the colder
for beingset in a razored skull, which
wears morebloodthan hair. Weget the
impressionofaflesh machine, trimmed
notjust of flab butofspiritual fat, and
at ease only whenbeingtorn andtested
in action. I half expected, when he
showedhis cuts, to see the subcutane-

ous rods andvalves thatAmold Schwarze-
negger exposed whenhesliced his arm
in “Terminator2.” Fiennes’s film is

rich in gore, and heis in the thick
ofit.

‘Theplotis fuelled by loyalty,and,as in
“Troilus and Cressida,” by the shocking
speed with whichit can be transferred.
(Fienneshasplayed both Troilus and Co-
riolanus onstage.) The general, as a ser-
vantofthestate, earns plaudits for the

battle that he wages—attimessingle-
handed—against the Volscians, sworn,

foes of Rome. There is a deafening fight
in the city of Corioles, which is where
Caius Martius acquires his honorary
name, and confronts Aufidius (Gerard
Butler), his opposite number in the Vol-

scian ranks—“a lion that I am proud to
hunt.” The twowarriors, grappled in mu-
tual hatred, crash through a window in
each other’s brutal embrace; neither here
norin the nighttimerevellingoftattooed
troopsdoes Fiennes seek to masktheglint
ofthe homoerotic.

Certainly, our herohaslittle timefor
his wife, Virgilia (Jessica Chastain),
whowaits with fragile patience for his
return from the front. Whenhedoes
comeback, she can barely speak (hecalls

her “Mygracioussilence”), notleast be-
cause Volumnia (Vanessa Redgrave),
Coriolanus’s terrifying mother, gets
there first, greeting him as he kneels be-
fore her and, later, bandaginghis
wounds. Every mother-in-law joke
you'veever heard,alongwith every Oc-
dipal fantasy,is distilled into this formi-
dablefigure, and Redgrave,herselfboth
the productand the matriarch ofan act-
ing dynasty, makesthe freakishness of
parental fervor sound entirely natural.
‘That low andthroaty tone ofhers, never
quite unseductive (listen to herflirt with

Tom Cruise,ofall people,in thefirst
“Mission: Impossible”), compounded
bya lifetime of schooling in Shake-
spearean cadences, means that, when

Volumnia says she would rather lose
eleven sons in combat than have one
“voluptuouslysurfeit out ofaction’—in
other words, stay homeand slob out—
webelieve her.

Yet Coriolanus is expelled from Rome.
‘This happensbecause,despite his valor in
thefield, he cannot get his head, or his

tongue, around thepolitics of peace.
(Shakespeare saw how profoundly un- 9
comfortable soldiers can be with all thatis §
unsoldierly. Hence thelack of soliloquy ¢
here; onlycivilians with too much time on %
their hands would botherto talk to them- 2
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selves.) The general is put up for consul-
ship and,worse still, is asked to make the
kind ofsoothing rhetorical noises that go
with the job. Even when calmedbyhis
diplomatic colleague Menenius (Brian
Cox), however, and advised by Volumnia
to attempt“the soft way,” he hardensup,

andlashesout:

You commoncryofcurs! whose breath I
hate,
_As reek 0° the rotten fens, whose loves I

prize
Asthe deadcarcasses of unburied men.

Youcannotread “Coriolanus,” or see
it at the theatre, withoutnoticing the
stench ofanimal word-muckthatwafts
across it. So rank does it become,in
Fiennes’s version, that you wantto hold
your nose. Whyshould this be? Largely
because the camera can pull us near to
human mouths, andto the foulness that
issues forth, the movie, scruffy and un-
focussedin its first minutes, gets going
as wefollow a hungry rabble toward a
grain depot, guardedby a lineoflaw en-
forcement. Suddenly,the lineparts, and
out comes Coriolanus, with a brisk
stride. Wefeela real thrill, and a shaft
of panic, at such an entrance,as if we
ourselves were in the throng. Heis in
our face, calling his fellow-Romans
scabs, curs, hares, geese, and,as a polite

valediction,fragments.In closeup,these
sneers no longer seem like deliberate
verbal patterning, as they do on the
page, but morelike the spittle ofa foam-
ingsoul. They alsoprepareusfor the as-
tonishing betrayal, two-thirds through
the tale, when Coriolanus, in lonely

exile, and brimming with resentment,

switches to the Volscian side. From
there, in league with Aufidius, he pre-

pares to march on his motherland.
Whenyouhave venom tounleash,
there’s no place like Rome.

The movie unfolds in a modern set-
ting, and in moderndress. This will obvi-
ouslybe disappointing to any Gerard But-
ler fans who hoped tosee their man
reprise his majestic outfit from “300,”
which consisted of helmet, cloak, and
pull-up Spartan diaper, but therest ofus
will be mightily relieved. Fiennes shot
much of“Coriolanus”in Belgrade,aplace
thatrang,all too recently, to the rousing
ofpartisan crowds. Indeed, he splicesin
existing news footage of chaotic crushes
outside the Serbian parliament, and of
tanks on the move. NotthatSerbia itself
is named;weare asked tothink, rather, of
anytinderbox that houses discontent.It is
the boast ofevery democracythatit could
neverallow,let alonesponsor, the upsurge
of a Coriolanus; andit is the voices of

Shakespeare thathiss in our ears andtell
us notto be sosure.

If Fiennes’s “Coriolanus’”falters,it is
less in its sense ofhistorical possibility
than inits desire to parceloutthestory in
modish, media-saturated scraps. The
gunplayhas thejitters, as ifCorioles were
location option in “Call of Duty: Black
Ops.” Thatseemsfitting enough, but we
also get panel discussions in TV studios,
video feeds, and a genuine British news
anchordeclaiming iambic pentameters as
if from an autocue—all a trifle forced, as

ifFiennes were concerned that we might
be embarrassed,or bored, by the spectacle
ofthe bare play. He need not worry; the
sinew of Shakespeare’s late verse is so
flexible and accommodating thatit
sounds more urgent than any headline.
“There is no more mercy in him than

there is milk in a male tiger,” Menenius
says ofCoriolanus, and, when Brian Cox
utters theline, four hundredyears after it

‘was written,it still earns a horrified laugh.
‘The scene around him could not be sim-
pler: a cold morning, anda checkpoint on
a desolate road.Justtheplace for another
mention ofbeasts.

Ofcourse, you need theright speaker.
As Aufidius, Butler makes a suitably
shaggy lout,but he swallows someofthe
poetry, as does John Kani in the role of
Cominius, the hero’s superior, whereas

Coxis in his element. He doesn't get to
deliver the famous fable in which Mene-
nius comparesthestate, at wearisome

length, to a body; Fiennes and Logan am-
putate the whole thing,rightly judging
thatit wouldstall the headlong narrative,

but,in compensation,they dogive Cox a
fine,ingratiating chat with Volumniaand
Virgilia that belongs,in the text, to an-

other female character. Fiennes’s “Corio-
lanus,” bristling with chops and changes
such as these, has precisely the drive and
the desperation thattheplayinvites, It is
the most oppressive ofthe great tragedies,
and, “Macbeth” aside,the leanest, and the
task that Fienneshas set himselfis tolib-
erate it from thetheatrical while preserv-
ing the dramaticbite.In that, he succeeds,

with brio, and, if you don't find yourself’
warmingtothis “Coriolanus,” that may
notbe the fault ofthe film, but because
the man atits heart does not wantus,let

alone our warmth. Heturns his back on
civilization, and walks out: “Thereis a
world elsewhere.” +
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CARTOON CAPTION CONTEST

Each week, weprovidea cartoon in needofa caption. You, the reader, submit a caption, we choosethreefinalists, andyou votefor
yourfavorite. Caption submissionsfor this week's cartoon, byDanny Shanahan, mustbe receivedby Sunday, January 22nd. The
Jinalists in theJanuary 9th contest appear below. We willannounce the winner, andthefinalists in this week's contest, in the
February 6th issue. The winnerreceives a signedprintofthe cartoon. Any residentofthe U.S. or Canada (except Quebec) age

eighteen or over can enter or vote. To do so, andto readthe complete rules, visit newyorker.com/captioncontest.

THE WINNING CAPTION

 

THE FINALISTS

“Haveyou alwaysfelt like a victim?”
Lee Wilkof, Terryville, Conn.

“Sorry, Ldriftedoffthere. What didyou
say after Tve beenshot?”

ToddPettigrew, Glace Bay, Nova Scotia

 

“They sayjolliness skips ageneration.”

Jotham Burrello, Ashford, Conn. “Unfortunately, your time is up, butLthink we
haveageneraloutline oftheproblem.”
Heather Lee, Walnut Creek, Calif.   

THIS WEEK'S CONTEST
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Nolate fees. No penalty rate. No worries.
Because sometimes,life happens.

BO)NAMMlace)

TTao Colaedonea

Citi can help you write it. 
Introductory rate of 0% for 21 monthsfrom date of account opening on purchasesand balancetransfers. After the introductory period ends, the standard purchase
APR will be applied to unpaid promotional balances. The standardvariable APR for purchases and cash advancesis 16.99%. Minimuminterest charge $0.50. Fee
for foreign purchases 3% of the U.S. dollar amount of each purchase made outside the U.S. Cashadvance fee 5% of cash advance amount. $10 minimum. Balance
transfer fee 3% of batance transfer amount. $5 minimum.
©2012Citigroup inc. Citibank, N.A. Member FDIC. Citi, Citi with Arc Design and Citi Simplicity are registered service marks of Citigroup Inc


