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A balanced portfolio starts with stocks and bonds

BUT SHOULDN’T END THERE.

Investors are discovering they’re a lot less diversified

than they thought.

In today’s interconnected world, portfolios may benefit

from assets that don’t always move with stocks

and bonds:

Currencies. Commodities. Gold. Real Estate.

The timeis right for ideas beyond just stocks and bonds.

And we're ready for this moment.

GLOBALIZE yourthinking.com

OppenheimerFunds’
The Right Way to Invest
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How coolis this?

 
The new Rabbit Wine-Chilling

Carafe keeps your white wine cool
for 90 minutes or more

1. Poura full bottle of chilled wine
into the carafe. 2. Fill the stainless
ice chamber with cubes from your
freezer. 3. Serve chilled white wine
or rosé at your leisure. Ahh, cool

summerwine!

Bon Ton, CarsonPirie Scott, Macy's,
Kitchen Couture, World Market, ABC
Fine Wine & Spirits, Sherry Lehmann,
bedbathandbeyond.com, Bevmo!

metrekane
metrokane.com
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CONTRIBUTORS

Ryan Lizza (“Fussbudget,” p. 24) is a
staff writer and the magazine’s Wash-
ington correspondent.

Steve Coll (Comment, p. 19)is the
president ofthe New America Founda-
tion. His book “Private Empire: Exxon-
Mobil and American Power” was pub-
lished in May.

Lauren Collins (The Talkofthe Town,
p. 21; “The Question Artist,” p. 34), a
staff writer, reports from London for
the magazine.

Susanna Wolff (Shouts & Murmurs,

p- 33) is the managingeditor ofCollege-

THumor.com.

Rebecca Mead (The Talk ofthe Town,
p- 22) has been writing for the magazine
since 1997,

Ruth Padel (Poem,p. 48) has published

eight poetry collections, including “Dar-
win—ALife in Poems” and “The Mara

Crossing.”

Frank Viva (Cover), an illustrator and
graphicdesigner,is the author of“Along
a Long Road,” a NewYork Times Best
Illustrated Children’s Book of2011, and
“A Trip to the Bottom of the World

with Mouse,” which will be published
in September.

Mark Singer (“Marathon Man,” p. 40)

is a longtime contributor to the maga-
zine and the author of several books,

including “Character Studies.”

Peter Arkle (Illustration, p. 40) is an
illustrator wholives in New York City.

Evan Osnos (“The Burmese Spring,”
p- 52), a staffwriter, lives in Beijing. His

New Yorker article “Angry Youth,” about
young nationalists in China, is included
in “Chinese Characters,” a book ofes-

says, which is due out in September.

F. Scott Fitzgerald (Fiction, p. 62) was
first published in The New Yorker in
1929. ‘This story, written in 1936, was

recently found amonghis papers.

Louis Menand (A Critic at Large,
p. 64) is a professor of English at Har-

vard. His books include “The Meta-

physical Club” and “The Marketplace of
Ideas: Reform and Resistance in the
American University.”

Kay Ryan (Poem,p. 68), a former U.S.
Poet Laureate, won the 2011 Pulitzer

Prize for poetry for “The Best of It:
NewandSelected Poems.”

Peter Schjeldah! (The ArtWorld, p. 74)

is the magazine’s art critic and the au-
thor of “Let's See,” a book ofessays.

 

THIS WEEK ON
NEWYORKER.COM

The New Yorker Out Loud: Mark Singer and

David Grann on the art ofwriting about

mysterious characters, and Deborah Treisman on

discovering a previously unpublished story by

F. Scott Fitzgerald. / The Political Scene podcast,
hosted by Dorathy Wickenden. Plus analysis,
cartoons, video, and more about the 2012

campaign, at newyorker.com/politics. / Blogs:

John Cassidy on politics; Ben McGrath and Lauren

Collins in London; the Borowitz Report; Daily

Shouts; Page-Turner; and more. / Animated

cartoons, the caption contest, and coverjigsaw

puzzles. / Our complete archive, back to 1925.
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THE MAIL

WAR'S LEGACY

It was with profound sadness that I read
Dexter Filkins’s article about the state of
Afghanistan today (“After America,”July
9th & 16th). I served in the Peace Corps
between 1965 and 1967, teaching English
at the high school in Khanabad,oneofthe
places that Filkins reports from. During
my stay, the village and the country were

at peace, and Afghanistan was in the pro-
cess ofmodernizing its economy and po-
litical institutions. But the Daud coup,the

Afghan Communistrule, and the Soviet
invasion set in motion a downwardspiral

characterized bywar,destruction,and eth-
nic conflict which has lasted for four de-

cades, with no end in sight. American
efforts face serious obstacles in Afghani-

stan because ofthe negative history offor-
eign involvementin the country,as well as
the near-impossibility of outsiders taking

responsibility for nation building. Filkins’s
reporting underscores the lack of a clear

path to end thefighting. For me,the trag-
edyofAfghanistan is the loss oflife and

the vast destruction that have occurred
over the years. I often think about the Af
ghansI knew and worked with, and con-
tinue to wonderwhat has becomeofthem.
Martin Dicker

Seattle, Wash.

 

ON THE NEWS

Louis Menand,in his piece on thelife of

Walter Cronkite, writes, “When people
talk aboutthe corporatization ofnetwork

news, theymean that something thatwas
once runin the service of truth and the

public interest is now being run accord-
ing to the principles ofthe marketplace”
(A Critic at Large,July 9th&16th). Per-

haps, but whatis ofgreater concernis the
conglomeration of the news business in
the face of decreasing governmental
oversight. Title 3 of the 1996 Telecom-

munications Act permits media cross-
ownership. Critics understand that de-
regulationfacilitates the concentration

of media ownership, which reduces
the quality and diversity ofinformation.

This results in the censorship of a range
of critical thought. The news business

has always been corporate, butit is fast
becoming a single corporation.

Charlene LaVoie

Winsted, Conn.

Louis Menand’s discussion ofwhyPresi-

dentJohnson announcedthathe would not
run for reélection mentionshis reaction to

Cronkite's CBS News special “Report from
Vietnam,” and Robert Kennedy'sentry into

the Presidential primaries, but includes no
mention of what, I believe, was the most
probable cause ofJohnson's decision. An
anti-Vietnam War platform,especially one

opposing a sitting President, was not con-
sidered aviable pursuit. In stepped Senator
Eugene McCarthy, whose campaignat-
tracted the enthusiasm ofcountless young

“Clean for Gene” volunteers. He made an

astounding showing in the New Hamp-
shire primary. Thepolls in the next primary
state, Wisconsin, showed McCarthy far

ahead ofJohnson.‘Thus, as Newsweek put
it, in September, 1968, occurred “the great
McCarthy youthquake that shook Mr.
Johnsonout ofthe Presidency.”
Jere B. Stern

Baltimore, Md.

Menanderrs whenhe says ofmygrand-
father’s coverage of the liberation of Eu-

rope that “he was notnear thefrontlines.”
Menand acknowledges that my grandfa-

ther flew on a bombingraid over Ger-

many, but does not mention that during
that flight, which took place in 1943, he
manneda .50-calibre machine gun against

German fighter planes, In September of
the following year, he crash-landed in a
glider behind enemylines with the 101st

Airborne onthefirst day of Operation
Market Garden, and was underheavy ar-

tillery fire and bombs near Eindhovenfor

days afterward. You can’t get much closer
to the front lines than that.

Walter Cronkite IV
Washington, D.C.

Letters should be sent with the writer’s name,
address, and daytime phone member via e-mail
to themail@newyorker.com. Letters may be
edited for length and clarity, and may be pub-
lished in any medium, All letters become the
property of The New Yorker and will not be
returned; we regret that owing to the volume of
correspondence we cannot reply to everyletter.
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“A heartstring-tugger

with an adrenaline-
fueled plot from the

bestsellingauthor
ofLittle Bee.”

—People

 
CHRIS CLEAVE 

“Breathless portrayals
ofsport andspirit.”

—Klle

“Cleave kick-starts his

stories from thefirst

breath and never takes

his feet offthe pedals.”

—The Washington Post

“Arresting.”
—Sports Illustrated

“Gold is areal winner.”

—USA TODAY

Also available in eBook and

audiobook editions.

Asats &
SCHUSTER

www.chriscleavebooks.com
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DARK MATTER

Sam Shepard'slatest play,

“Heartless,” has its world

premiére at Signature
Theatre Company's Irene

Diamond Stage. The cast
includes Julianne

Nicholson, Lois Smith, and
GaryCole. Daniel Aukin

directs. (See page 8.)

SAY DO RE MI

Olivia B. Merilahti, a
Finnish vocalist whosings

in English, and Dan Levy,

a French composer and
multi-instrumentalist,

perform as the De, and
together they make

propulsive and jagged pop
music that’s cinematic in

scope. The two, whorarely
appear in NewYork City,

playa pair of concerts at the

Knitting Factory and
the Mercury Lounge.

(See page 9.)

FEAR FACTOR

‘The Canadian artists Janet
Cardiff and George Bures

Miller, who currentlylive
and workin Berlin, bring

their new soundpiece,
“The Murder ofCrows,” to

the Drill Hall at the Park

Avenue Armory.In the
work, ninety-eight speakers

6 THE NEW YORKER, AUGUST G, 2012

plungevisitors into an
intricate aural environment

that borrowsits structure
from atrio of nightmares

Cardiff had while the pair
wereliving in Kathmandu.

(See page 11.)

FOUR GUV’NORS

‘The “Rite ofSummer’ arts
festival, at Governors

Island,presents the dashing

gentlemen of the New
York-basedJACK Quartet,

whowill perform pieces
both medieval (by

Guillaume de Machaut)
and modern (byIves, Ken

‘Thomson, and others) in a

relaxed outdoorsetting.
(See page 12.)

SAUTET AND SIZZLE

‘The Frenchdirector Claude

Sautet, a former music
critic, made an acclaimed

drama aboutclassical

musicians, “Un Coeur en
Hiver,”featuring

performances of Ravel's
chamber music. Film

Society ofLincoln Center
presents a nearly complete

retrospective of Sautet’s

films, including the gangster
film “Classe ‘Tous Risques,”

starring Lino Ventura, from
1960. (See page 16.)
 

“The MusicMan,” at the

Glimmerglass Festival, in

Cooperstown. Photograph by
Landon Nordeman.
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CRITIC’S NOTEBOOK
PLAY ACTOR

In his wonderful preface to
David Greenspan's “The
Myopia and OtherPlays,”
Marc Robinson writes that
it may beperverse to
approach Greenspan as a
“mannerist actor and often
baroquewriter.” That's
certainly how I approached

 

the fifty-six-year-old’s
acting, without knowing
muchabouthis plays. A
ubiquitous presence on the
NewYorkstage for more
than thirty years now,
Greenspan has sometimes
seemed moreinterested in
calling attention to himself
than in being part of
anyone's ensemble. But after
readinghis writing, I can see
that those performances
were attempts to curve his
imagination toward
someoneelse’s, the better to
learn about where language
and the body connect.In his
plays, Greenspanleavesair
betweenthelines so that
actors can find their way
through the thicket ofhis
sadness and whimsy. In
September, Greenspan will
play the knowing Sheep in
David Adjmi’s “Marie
Antoinette,” at the A.R.T.,

in Cambridge. I wouldn't
call it typecasting so much as
Greenspan the playwright’s
understanding ofwhat
Greenspan the actor can do.

—HiltonAls

 

THE THEATRE
OPENINGS AND PREVIEWS

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

BRING IT ON: THE MUSICAL

Lin-Manuel Miranda, Tom Kitt, Jeff Whitty, and
Amanda Green wrote this musical inspired by the
2000 film, set in the world of competitive cheer-
leading. Directed and choreographed by Andy
Blankenbuehler. Opens Aug. 1. (St. James, 246
W. 44th Se. 212-239-6200.)
BULLET FOR ADOLF

A budding friendship between two Midwestern-
ers and a slick NewYorker is complicated by the
disappearance of a Second World Warartifact, in
this comedy written by Woody Harrelson and
Frankie Hyman. Harrelson directs, In previews.
(New World Stages, 340 W. 50th St. 212-239-
6200.)
FORBIDDEN BROADWAY: ALIVE AND KICKING

The Broadway shows spoofed in the latest in-
stallment of this musical satire include “Porgy
and Bess,” “Evita,” “Death of a Salesman,” and
“Book of Mormon.” Created and written by Ge-
rard Alessandrini, who co-directs with Phillip
George. In previews. (47th Street Theatre, 304
W. 47th St. 212-239-6200.)
HARRISON, TX: THREE PLAYS BY

HORTON FOOTE

Primary Stages begins its season with a trio of
short plays that depict the residents of one Texas
town. Pam MacKinnondirects. In previews.
(S9ES9, at 59 E. 59th St. 212-279-4200.)
HEARTLESS

Signature Theatre Company presents the world
premiére of a new play by Sam Shepard, about
the dark secrets of a Los Angeles woman. Dan-
iel Aukin directs a cast that includes Julianne
Nicholson, Jenny Bacon, Gary Cole, Betty Gil-
pin, and Lots Smith. Previews ee Aug. 7. (Per-
shing Square Signature Center, 480 W. 42nd St.
213-244-7529.)
IN PARIS

Mikhail Baryshnikov and Anna Sinyakina star in
a Dmitry Krymov Laboratory production. Dmi-
try Krymov, whodirects, adapted the 1940 story
by Ivan Bunin, in which two Russian immigrants
fall in love in Paris during the nineteen-thirties.
Part of the Lincoln Center Festival. Aug. 1-5.
(Gerald W. Lynch Theatre, John Jay College, 524
W. 59th St. 212-721-6500.)
INTO THE WOODS

The Public’s Shakespeare in the Park season con-
cludes with Stephen Sondheim and James Lapine’s
dark fairy-tale musical, starring Donna Murphy,
AmyAdams, and Denis O’Hare. Directed by Tim-
othy Sheader, with co-direction by Liam Steel. In
previews. (Delacorte, Central Park. Enter at 81st
St. at Central Park W, 212-539-8750.)
THE LAST SMOKER IN AMERICA

A new musical comedy by Bill Russell and Peter
Melnick, about a family trying to cope in a world
where smoking is illegal. Andy Sandberg directs.
In previews. Opens Aug. 2. (Westside, 407 W. 43rd
St. 212-239-6200.)
MY MIND IS LIKE AN OPEN MEADOW

Erin Leddy wrote and performs inthis play, based
on interviews with her grandmother about herlife
as a theatre actress. Jonathan Walters directs. In
previews. Opens Aug. 7. (S59E59, at 59 E. 59th Se.
212-279-4200.)
RICHARDIll

Amanda Dehnert directs this show, which kicks off
the Public Theatre’s Mobile Shakespeare Unit. Previews
begin Aug. 6. (Public, 425 Lafayette St. 212-967-7555.)

 

NOW PLAYING

BLACK MILK

In Vassily Sigarev’s dark comedy, Poppet(Liba Vayn-
berg) and Lyovchik (Josh Marcantel), two angry
young grifters, find the existence of “the bump”—

Poppet’s pregnancy—less than convenient; for the
foulmouthed husband and wife, who spend their
days schlepping around rural Russia with several
bags of toasters, a baby is as appealing as an anvil.
If the pair aren’t bickering, they’re fending off poor
country folk who’ve been conned into taking free
toasters, only to find themselves overcharged for
“shipping.” There’s not much to this play besides a
lot of snide and vulgar dialogue, but there’s a par-
ticularly nice performance: under Michel Hausmann’s
direction, Anna Wilson plays her role, as a railroad-
station clerk who moonlights as a bootlegger, with
fun, easy humor. (East 13th Street Theatre, 136
E. 13th St. 212-352-3101. Through Aug. 4.)
ICE FACTORY 2012

The festival of experimental works concludes with
“The Girl of the Golden West,” presented by
Rady&Bloom (Aug. 1-4). (New Ohio Theatre, 154
Christopher St. 212-868-4444. Through Aug.4.)
THE MATERIAL WORLD

Dan Fishback wrote the music, lyrics, and book
for this musical, about a group of Jewish revo-
lutionaries who live in a boarding house with
Madonnain 1921. Stephen Brackett directs. Part
of the HOT! Festival. (Dixon Place, 161A Chrys-
tie St. 866-811-4111. Through Aug.2.)
MIKE TYSON: UNDISPUTED TRUTH

Spike Lee directs this biographical one-man show,
starring Iron Mike himself. (Longacre, 220 W. 48th
St. 212-239-6200.)
NEW GIRL IN TOWN

Irish Rep presents Bob Merrill and George Ab-
bott’s 1957 musical, based on Eugene O’Neill’s
“Anna Christie,” directed by Charlotte Moore.
(132 W. 22nd St. 212-727-2737.)
SUMMER SHORTS 2012

A festival of short plays includes works by Paul
Rudnick, Wendy Kesselman, and Neil LaBute.
(S9ES9, at 59 E. 59th St. 212-279-4200.)
WARRIOR CLASS

A campaign adviser (David Rasche) seeks out the
college girlfriend (Katharine Powell) of an assembly-
man runningfor Congress (Louis Ozawa Changchien}
and offers her a house, a law degree, and a great
job after graduationif she will keep quiet about the
relationship. In Kenneth Lin’s drama, presented by
SecondStage Uptown, while the playwright lays out
the gritty details of an old, failed romance, he’s re-
ally making a statement about the vile and amoral
nature of the political machine: it preys on every-
one, including its own, Under the direction of Evan
Cabnet, the acting is fine, but the characters are cli-
chés: good, bad, and bitchy. It’s hard to care, by the
time the ending rolls around, that it’s not what you
might have expected. (McGinn/Cazale, 2162 Broad-
way, at 76th St. 212-246-4422.)

 

OUT OF TOWN

HUDSON VALLEY SHAKESPEARE FESTIVAL

The summer's offerings include “Love’s Labour's
Lost,” “Romeo and Juliet,” and the Hitchcock par-
ody “The 39 Steps.” For more information, visit
hvshakespeare.org.(Garrison, N.Y. 845-265-9575.)
SHAKESPEARE & COMPANY

Olympia Dukakis plays Prospero in “The Tem-
pest,” directed by Tony Simotes. For more infor-
mation, visit shakespeare.org. (70 Kemble St.,
Lenox, Mass. 413-637-3353.)
WILLIAMSTOWN THEATRE FESTIVAL

Scott Ellis directs Bradley Cooper, Patricia Clark-
son, Shuler Hensley, and Alessandro Nivola in
Bernard Pomerance’s “The Elephant Man,” through
Aug. 5. Beginning Aug. 1, Richard Nelson directs
Ivan Turgenev’s “A Month in the Country.” For
more information, visit wtfestival.org. (William-
stown, Mass. 413-597-3400.)

Also Playing

CLOSER THAN EVER: York Theatre at St. Peter's,
Lexington Ave. at 54th Se. 212-935-5820. CLy-
BOURNE PARK: Walter Kerr, 219 W. 48th St. 212-
239-6200. cock: The Duke on 42nd Street, 229
W. 42nd St. 646-223-3010. EMPIRE: Spiegelworld,
265 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200, END OF THE RAIN- A

N
T
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Bow: Belasco, 111 W. 44th St. 212-239-6200.
FELA!: Hirschfeld, 302 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200.
Through Aug. 4. THE GERSHWINS' PORGY AND
BESS: Richard Rodgers, 226 W. 46th St. 800-745-
3000. GORE VIDAL'S THE BEST MAN: Schoen-

feld, 236 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200, HARVEY: Stu-
dio 54, at 254 W. 54th St. 212-719-1300. Through
Aug. 5. NEWSIES: Nederlander, 208 W. 41st St.
866-870-2717, ONCE: Jacobs, 242 W. 45th St, 212-
239-6200, ONE MAN, TWO GUVNORS: Music Box,
239 W. 45th St. 212-239-6200. PETER AND THE
STARCATCHER: Brooks Atkinson, 256 W. 47th St.
$77-250-2929, SLOWGIRL:Claire Tow, 150 W. 65th
St. 212-239-6200. Through Aug. 5. UNCLE VANYA:
SoHo Rep, 46 Walker St. 212-352-3101.

NIGHT LIFE
ROCK AND POP

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

B. B. KING BLUES CLUB & GRILL

237 W. 42nd St. (212-997-4144)—Aug. 7-8:
George Thorogood was a semi-pro ballplayer in
his native Delaware before deciding to trade in
his glove for a guitar strap. Since 1977, he and
his band, the Destroyers, have been throwin’ that
speedball by ya on a consistent basis, pretty much
ignoring the curve and the change-up altogether.
His arsenal of blues scorchers includes his own
“Bad to the Bone,” Hank Williams’s “Move It
On Over,” and John Lee Hooker’s “One Bour-
bon, One Scotch, One Beer.”
BEACON THEATRE

Broadwayat 74th St. (212-465-6500)—Aug.3-4:
Since the beginning of his career, in the sixties,
Jackson Browne has been recognized for his song-
writing, abilities, with acts like the Byrds, Nico,
Joan Baez, and Linda Ronstadt recording his early
material. Ultimately, though, Browne’s own dis-
tinctive voice established him as an American soft-
rock icon.
BROOKLYN BOWL

61 Wythe Ave., Williamsburg (718-963-3369)—
Aug. 2: Sponge, Detroit’s self-proclaimed “hard-
est working band.” hit it big in 1994 with the
single “Plowed,” on which the singer Vinnie Dom-
browski intoned “in a world of human wreck-
age” over a revved-up sonic assault. The track
was as good an anthem as anyradio hit of its
time; nearly twenty yearslater, Sponge continues
to tour and release records. Dombrowski is the
only original member, but the band’s recent re-
leases still pack a punch.
CELEBRATE BROOKLYN!

Prospect Park Bandshell, Prospect Park W. at 9th
St. (718-683-5600)—Aug. 3: Wild Flag, Mission
of Burma, and Ted Leo, seasoned indie rockers
all. Wild Flag’s fuzzy sound is crafted by ex-
members of the nineties favorites Sleater-Kinney
and Helium. Mission of Burma was formed in
1979, took a long hiatus from 1983 to 2002,
and is back with a new LP, “Unsound.” Their
guitar rock is every bit as energetic and uncon-
ventional as when they first appeared. With more
than twenty years of experience as an indie-rock
recording and touring machine, Ted Leo is ubig-
uitous in N.Y¥.C.’s outdoor-festival circuit and a
solid pop songwriter with hardcore roots.
FULTON STALL MARKET

Fulton Market Building, South Street Seaport
(212-732-7678)—Aug. 5: Habibi, an all-female
garage-rock quartet that’s been making waves on
the Brooklyn loft-partycircuit, performs at South
Street Seaport’s weekend food market. (For more
information, visit fultonstallmarket.com.)
HIGHLINE BALLROOM

431 W. 16th St. (212-414-5994)—Aug. 5-6: The
Zombies and the Left Banke are a dream pairing
of two of the sixties’ most compositionally sophis-
ticated bands, each of which still boasts twoorig-
inal members. Led, then and now, by the ethereal
vocalist Colin Blunstone and the nimble keyboard-
ist Rod Argent, the Zombies scored back-to-back

hits with “She’s Not There” and “Tell Her No,”
then cemented their reputation with the brilliant
album “Odysseyand Oracle,” which included “Time
of the Season.” Tom Finn and George Cameron,
founding members of Left Banke (“Walk Away
Renee,” “Pretty Ballerina”), have put together a
great baroque-and-roll band, featuring one of the
city’s most precise and entertaining pop singers:
Mike Fornatale. His solo rendition of Sonny and
Cher’s “I Got You Babe” at a recent “Loser’s
Lounge” show was impeccable and hilarious.
HOUSE OF VANS

25 Franklin St., Brooklyn (No phone)—Aug. 2: Er-
nest Greene’s lo-fi act Washed Out was onthe van-

DANCE NOTES
WHAT A GLORIOUS FEELING

Anniversaries are boxed-set occasions, and though
a sixtieth birthday seems an unimpressive milestone,
it may be that in 2002, on the fiftieth birthday of
“Singin” in the Rain,” Warner Home Videos wasn’t
yet able to do a “4k scan of the Technicolor 3-strip
negatives and a new DTS-MASTER(uncompressed
audio},” as the press release describes the Blu-ray
version of that widely beloved movie. The compa-
ny’s just-released Ultimate Collector’s Edition con-
tains three disks—the Blu-ray, a regular DVD, and
a special-features disk (they include commentaryby
Stanley Donen, the co-director; the stars Debbie
Reynolds, Donald O’Connor, Cyd Charisse; and
others}—and a substantial book on the making of
the movie and an umbrella printed with raindrops.

It is good tosee the film again. Donald O’Connor,
with his rubber face and vaudeville virtuosity, is
heaven. Debbie Reynolds, in the potentially annoy-
ing, role of the pert virgin, is actually charming. (She
was nineteen and very pretty. She had been Miss
Burbank of 1948.) Gene Kelly, as always, seems
fake—he can’t stop selling—and, as in “An Amer-
ican in Paris,” he gives us a big, bloated, preten-
tious dance number—*The Broadway Melody,”
thirteen and half minutes long—that makes you
want to cry. But as a tapper he is simply astonish-
ing, and he covers more space, and, it seems, lays

guard of the chill-wave movement in 2009, coat-
ing, hazy, eighties-inspired pop in layers of tape hiss
and reverb. He has since moved on, though his
2009 hit single, “Feel It All Around,” has been fea-
tured as the theme for “Portlandia,” Fred Armisen
and Carrie Brownstein’s hipster-baiting television
sitcom, and remains a slae pacan to the heady
days of the summer of 2010, Washed Our performs
here with Chairlift, an atmospheric synth-pop duo.
(For more information, visit vans.com.)
IRVING PLAZA

17 Irving Pl. (212-777-6800)—Aug. 3: The raspy-
voiced San Francisco underground hip-hop virtuoso
Aesop Rock returns to the city in support ofhis sixth
studio album,“Skelethon.” Double and triple enten-
dres are the order of the day in his compositions,
where a noteworthy vocabulary dehes mainstream
rap’s current trend of lazily crafted rhymes. The
Bronx m.c. Rob Sonic lends his own powerful lyr-
ics to the fold, along with the turntablist DJ Big Wiz
and the Monome master Edison.
JOE'S PUB

425 Lafayette St. (212-539-8778)—Aug.4: The Ma-
lian guitarist and singer Sidi Touré celebrates the
release of “Koima,” his secondfull-length albumfor
the Chicago post-rock label Thrill Jockey. The fifty-
two-year-old Touré, whohails from Gao, an ancient
city some two hundred miles southeast ofTimbuktu,
won several prestigious Malian music awards be-
fore garnering international notice. Unlike his spare

and moving American début, “Sahel Folk,” which
was comprised of ducts with other Malian musi-
cians and recorded at his sister’s house, *Koima”
was tracked in a studio in Bamako, the capital, and
orchestrated with soko# (one-stringed violin), bass,
electric guitar, and calabash. Despite the plusher
sound, the new record, highlighted by Touré’s un-
hurried and gentle voice,still retains the engrossing
intimacy that made his last album so appealing.
JONES BEACH THEATRE

Wantagh, N.Y. (866-558-8468}—Aug. 2: A sum-
merycelebration of young hip-hop stars featuring
the Pittsburgh m.c. Wiz Khalifa, who, after years
of honing his rap skills, has broken through to the

 

 

down more weight, than most of the other splen-
did tappers of the period. Finally, the movie's story,
of howHollywood's transition fon silents to talk-
ies ruined some careers, is sophisticated—good
enough to have been appropriated last year by “The
Artist,” which also borrows, forits star, Kelly’s fro-
zen prin.

Those who like the movie will also like the
book’s backstage stories. In the role of Lina, the
screechy-voiced dumb blonde whom the Debbie
Reynolds character, Kathy, has to dub, M-G-M.
wanted JudyHolliday, but after her success in “Born
Yesterday,” she was not to be had, and the studio
cast Jean Hageninstead. Ironically, the higher-ups
eventually decided that the voice Reynolds gave
Hagen in the movie-within-the-movie wasn't good
enough, and so they had it dubbed. Her singing
wasreplaced bythat of a professional, Betry Noyes,
and her talking voice was replaced by... Hagen’s.

As with other anniversary sects, the company
doesn’t expect all of us to buy the Ultimate Collec-
tor’s Edition, at $84.99. There is also a single-disk
Blu-ray for $19.98 and a rwo-disk DVD edition for
$14.96, In the latter, you get the documentary, but
not the book or the umbrella.

—JoanAcocella

mainstream. He'll be performing material fromhis
forthcoming second LP, “O.N.LEC.” (Only Nigga
in First Class), whose lead single, “Work Hard,
Play Hard,” showcases Khalifa’s confident flow.
The Compton rapper Kendrick Lamar has often
been compared to Tupac Shakur in both cadence
and subject matter—his powerful vocal sound-offs
deal with ladies, marijuana, and a general love of
California. With Schoolboy Q.
KNITTING FACTORY

361 Metropolitan Ave., Brooklyn (347-529-
6696)—July 31: The French and Finnish guy-girl
duo the De serve up delicious pop with orches-
tral arrangements and esoteric instruments,“Slip-
pery Slope,” the lead single off the band’s soph-
omore album, “Both Ways Open Jaws,”is driven
by tribal drums and a hypnotic chorus that sounds
like a forbidden make-out session between Feist
and M.LA.
LINCOLN CENTER OUT OF DOORS

Aug. 1: A triple bill of international grooves kicks
off with the U.S. début of uKanDan¥, an “Ethi-
opian crunch” band that mixes the beat of Addis
Ababa with jazz, noise, and even a hint of French
rock. Next up is the Malian singer Oumar Konate,
followed by Yemen Blues, a nonet incorporating
Middle Eastern and North African rhythmsthat’s
led by the Israeli-Yemeni singer Ravid Kahalani
and the bassist Omer Avital. (For more informa-
tion, visit lcoutofdoors.org. Through Aug. 12.)
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MERCURY LOUNGE
217 E. Houston St. (212-260-4700}—Aug. 1: The
French and Finnish guy-girl duo the De. (See the
Knitting Factory.)
(LE) POISSON ROUGE
158 BleeckerSt, (212-505-3474)—Aug, 4;The house
producer John ‘Talabot, perhaps Barcelona’s most
exciting export oflate, is an alter ego of the Span-
ish d.j.and producer Oriol Riverola. Talabot’s début
long-player, “Fin,” finds progressive dance music in
a highly modern form: seemingly disparate genres
like disco, Midwestern technoand house, and Afro-
beat all find their way into the hazy, mid-tempo
mix. Riverola is in the Village this week for a d.j.
set, alongside Jamie xx, a British producer and remix
artist best known as a member of the xx.
SIDEWALK CAFE
94 Avenue A (212-473-7373)—Aug. 5: An acous-
tic performance by the Brooklyn musician and lo-fi
recording artist Lance Romance and his band the
Federal Roosters, known for quirky pop songwrit-
ing and goofy performances that border on sham-
bolic. There’s more to this band than meetsthe eye;
their keen melodies are often veiled by sloppy gui-
tar lines but are ever-present and engaging. Lucky

TABLES FOR TWO
SUPER LINDA

109 W. Broadway (212-227-8998)Cf you like
humiliation and habaneros, then Super Linda,in
Tribeca, is for you. It is not enough to merely
secure a reservation at Mart Abramcyk’s newest
establishment. (His other clubby spots include
Warren 77, Smith & Mills, and Tiny’s, and he
ran the Beatrice Inn before it closed, in 2009.)
One must arrive ready for abasement, whichis
served with considerable creativity. There is, of
course, an intimidating bouncer stationed out-
side the front door, and a beautiful young host-
ess inside who manages to make the question
“May I help you?” sound truly cruel. But that’s
nothing new. One Friday night, a pair of diners
found themselves staring longingly at an open
two-top for thirty minutes after the appointed
hour of their reservation when a chic host with
tiny dreadlocks approached the couple, not to
offer consolation or a round of drinks but to re-
mark, “You really should check that,” pointing
to their insufficiently glamorous gym bag.

Diners are rewarded for their fortitude with
food and beverages of a pan-Latin bent, a fusion
of Argentine and Uruguayan from Abrameyk’s
partners, Serge Becker and Richard Ampudia, of
La Esquina. A forty-dollar rib eye accompanied
by braised kale and roasted fingerling potatoes
was nothing special; ditto for prawns served with
smoked tomato, avocado, and rice. The best of
Super Linda’s offerings are the bar-snack-style
starters, like the perky tostada de esquites, a lit.

WEBSTER HALL
125 E. 11th St. (212-353-1600)—Aug. 6: The
Boston act the Mighty Mighty Bosstones have
been around since the early eighties, and during
the ska-punk revival of the mid-nineties the band
hit mainstream glory. Still skanking strong, the
brass-boasting ensemble released its ninth album,
“The Magic of Youth,” late last year.

 

JAZZ AND STANDARDS

BIRDLAND

315 W. 44th St. (212-581-3080)—July 31-Aug.4:
The Masters Quartet. Truth in advertising, as the
pianist Steve Kuhn, the electric bassist Steve Swal-
low, the saxophonist Dave Liebman, and the drum-
mer Billy Drummond, each an unquestioned cham-
pion on his instrument, unite.
BLUE NOTE

131 W. 3rd St. (212-475-8592}—July 31-Aug. 5:
Jane Monheit. A decade after her initial appear-
ance on the jazz scene, and an ensuing tsunami
of hype andcritical controversy, the singer has rid-

wu var

0°     
tle pile of corn and cotija cheese topped with
lime-spiked house-made mayonnaise on tiny
crunchytortillas, and the shrimp balls, with chile
de aérbol and cilantro. Inexplicably, an Italian en-
trée—chicken Milanese—has migrated onto the
menu, and many of the vegetable sides seem sim-
ilarly not quite South American. Regardless of
their origin, the sweet and nicelycrisp fried Brus-
sels sprouts with toasted almonds and chile pep-
pers are an excellent and unexpected addition.

But food is not really the point here. Super
Linda is a place to watchrich men flirt with young
women and buy themtasty drinks with funny
names, like the Alex Comfort (rum, sloe gin, or-
ange juice, and bitters) and Blue Skies, No Candy
(tequila, gin, apricot liqueur, and Cocchi Ameri-
cano). The space is fetching, with glowing lanterns
illuminating a diner-like décor of glearning green
tiles and comfortable maroon booths, Once you
are finally seated, the place offers a certain prepos-
terous charm. Just don’t arrive hungry, and leave
any frumpy totes—or friends—behind, and you
may enjoy the novelty of a Savage Detective (a
mezcal Old Fashioned with sherry, maple syrup,
and charred pineapple) amidst the buzzy blend of
flirting, texting, and social climbing that is Abram-

‘k’s signature dish. (Open Mondays through Fri-
ays for lunch and dinner and weekends for brunch

and dinner. Entrées $18-$40.)

—ArielLevy

 

show-goers may be treated to songs from Lance’s
self-released second album from 2000, “Titty Titty
Yum Yur.”
TERMINAL 5
610 W. 56th St. (212-582-6600}—Aug. 2: The xx,
a ate British band that specializes in hushed,
fragile pop songs that are as emotionally confessional
as they are sonically understated,is playing six dates
in North America this summer. They'll be back shortly
with a newalbum (“Coexist,” their second release,
is due Sept. 11) and a more elaborate fall tour. Aug.
7-8: After a brief hiatus, the British rockers Bloc
Party are set to release their fourth album, “Four,”
later this month, Thefirst single, “Octopus,” suggests
a strong return for these indie disco darlings.
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den out the storm. On her current alburn, “Home,”
she displays a ripening voice and a refined taste
in standards. .
CORNELIA STREET CAFE
29 Cornelia St. (212-989-9319)—Aug. 2-4: Ira-
bagon Fest. Jon Irabagon, a rampaging saxophon-
ist who releases torrents of sound at the drop of
a hat, gets three nights to flaunt his stamina and
imagination. Opening night finds him with two
stalwarts of newjazz: the bassist Mark Helias and
the drummer Barry Altschul.
DIZZY'S CLUB COCA-COLA
Broadwayat 60th St. (212-258-9595)—Aug. 1-5:
Randy Weston’s African Rhythms. The celebrated
pianist and composer is driven by rhythms, both

homegrown andinternational. He gains even more
propulsive assurance from the great drummer
Lewis Nash.
54 BELOW

254 W. 54thSt. (646-476-3551}—Mondays through
Aug. 6: Lea DeLaria may be about as subtle as a
thunderstorm, but behind the bluster lies a skilled
performer.
IRIDIUM

1650 Broadway, at 51st St. (212-582-2121)—
Aug. 5-6: The guitarist Larry Coryell, an authen-
tic pioneer of jazz-rock, shares the stage with an-
other guitarist, his son, Murali.
RUBIN MUSEUM OF ART
150 W. 17th St. (212-620-5000)—Aug. 3: Brian
Lynch, a formidable trumpeter long associated
with both Phil Woods and Eddie Palmieri, fronts
his own quartet in the museum’s splendidly un-
amplified performance space.
$.0.B.'S

204 Varick St., at W. Houston St. (212-243-4940)—
Aug. 3: Eddie Palmieri. The pianist, composer,
bandleader,and patriarch ofcontemporary Latin jazz,
who recently won a Jazz Masters award from the
National Endowment for the Arts, brings his sea-
soned unit to town.
VILLAGE VANGUARD

178 Seventh Ave. S., at 11th St. (212-255-4037)—
July 31-Aug. 5: Brian Blade, an in-demand, genre-
crossing drummer, may be the best known member
of the Fellowship Band, but his role never overshad-
ows his bandmates, who include the pianist Jon
Cowherd and the saxophonists Myron Walden and
Melvin Butler, vividly atmospheric players all.

 

ART
MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

METROPOLITAN MUSEUM

Fifth Ave. at 82nd St. (212-535-7710}—“Tomas
Saraceno: Cloud City.” Through Nov. 4. ¢ “Schia-
parelli and Prada: Impossible Conversation.”
Through Aug. 19. ¢ “Bellini, Titian, and Lotto:
North Italian Paintings from the Accademia Car-
rara, Bergamo.” Through Sept. 3. ¢ “The Dawn
of Egyptian Art.” Through Aug. 5. ¢ “Naked Be-
fore the Camera.” Through Sept. 9. ¢ “Ellsworth
Kelly: Plants.” Through Sept. 3. (Open Tuesdays
through Sundays, 9:30 to 5:30, and Friday and
Saturday evenings until 9.)
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART

11 W. 53rd St. (212-708-9400)}—*Alighiero Bo-
ett: Game Plan.” Through Oct. 1. ¢ “Ecstatic
Alphabets/Heaps of Language.” Through Aug.
27. ¢ “Taryn Simon: A Living Man Declared
Dead and Other Chapters.” Through Sept. 3. #
“Century of the Child: Growing by Design,
1900-2000.” Through Nov. 5. (Open Wednes-
days through Mondays, 10:30 to 5:30, and Fri-
day evenings until 8.)
MOMA P51

22-25 Jackson Ave., Queens (718-784-2084)—
“Lara Favaretto: Just Knocked Out.” Through
Sept. 10. ¢ “Esther Klas—Better Energy.” Through
Sept. 17. ¢ “Solo Projects by Rey Akdogan, Ed-
gardo Aragon,Ilja Karilampi, and Caitlin Keogh.”
Through Sept. 17. (Open Thursdays through
Mondays, noon to 6.)
GUGGENHEIM MUSEUM

Fifth Ave, at 89th St. (212-423-3587}—“Rineke
Dikstra: A Retrospective.” Through Oct. 3. ¢#

“Art of Another Kind: International Abstraction
and the Guggenheim, 1949-1960.” Through Sept.
12. (Open Fridays through Wednesdays, 10 to
5:45, and Saturday evenings until 7:45.)
WHITNEY MUSEUM OF AMERICAN ART

Madison Ave. at 75th St. (212-570-3600)—*Yayoi
Kusama.” Through Sept. 30. # “Sharon Hayes:
There’s So Much T Want to Say to You.” Through
Sept. 9. ¢ “Oskar Fischinger: Space Light Art—A
Film Environment.” Through Oct. 28. (OpenWednes-
days, Thursdays, and weekends, 11 to 6, and Fri-
days, 1 to 9.)
BROOKLYN MUSEUM

200 Eastern Parkway (718-638-5000}—*Rachel
Kneebone: Regarding Rodin.” Through Aug. 12. # B
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“Playing House.” Through Aug. 26. # *Ulrike Mul-
ler: Herstory Inventory.” Through Sept. 9. (Open
Wednesdays through Sundays, 11 to 6, and Thurs-
day evenings until 10.)
AMERICAN MUSEUM OF NATURAL HISTORY

Central Park W, at 79th St. (212-769-5100)Be-
yond Planet Earth: The Future of Space Explo-
ration.” Through Aug. 12. # “Creatures of Light:
Nature’s Bioluminescence.” Through Jan. 6. ¢

“Spiders Alive!” Through Dec. 2. (Open daily,
10 to 5:45.)
BRONX MUSEUM OF THE ARTS

1040 Grand Concourse (718-68 1-6000)}—*Urban
Archives: The Rituals of Chaos.” Through Jan.
6. ¢ “Revolution Not Televised.” Through Oct.
17. (Open Thursdays through Sun
days, 11 to 6, and Friday evenings
until 8.)
FRICK COLLECTION

1 E. 70th St. (212-288-0700)—*Gold,
Jasper, and Carnelian: Johann Chris-
tian Neuber at the Saxon Court.”
Through Aug. 19. (Open Tuesdays
through Saturdays, 10 to 6, and Sun-
days, 11 to 5.)
JEWISH MUSEUM

Fifth Ave, at 92nd St, (212-423-
3200)—“Edouard Vuillard: A Painter
and His Muses, 1890-1940.” Through
Sept. 23. ¢ “Sanford Biggers and
Jennifer Zackin: A Small World.”
Through Oct. 14. (Open Saturdays
through Tuesdays, 11 to 5:45, Thurs-
days, 11 to 8, and Fridays, 11 to 4.)
MORGAN LIBRARY & MUSEUM

225 Madison Ave., at 36th St. (212-
685-0008)—“RenaissanceVenice: Draw-
ings from the Morgan.” ThroughSept.
23. ¢ “Ellsworth Kelly: Sculpture.”
Through Sept. 9. # “Robert Wilson/
Philip Glass: Einstein on the Beach.”
Through Nov. 4. ¢ “Josef Albers in
America: Painting on Paper.” Through
Oct. 14. (Open Tuesdays through
Thursdays, 10:30 to 5, Fridays, 10:30
to 9, Saturdays, 10 to 6, and Sundays,
11 to 6.)
MUSEO DEL BARRIO

Fifth Ave. at 104th St. (212-831
7272)—*Caribbean: Crossroads of
the World.” In a valiant effort to con-
vey the cultural diversity of a region
that encompasses more than seven
thousandislands andat least six lan-
guages, the museum errs on the side
of over-inclusion in a crowded salon-
style installation that ranges across
four hundred years and allows very
few works to stand out. Those that
do run the gamut from the modern-
ist (a hazy landscape from 1940 by
the Venezuelan painter Armando
Rever6n) to the conceptual (a print-
out of Magellan's itinerary by Paul
Ramirez Jonas, an American artist who was born
in Honduras) and from sculpture (an upholstered
bench that suggests a contortionist by the Nicara
puan Patricia Belli) to performance (a riveting pho-
tograph of the collaborative Venezuelans Yeni y
Nan posing nudeonsalt crystals in the surf). The
exhibition continues at the Queens Museum and
the Studio Museum in Harlem. Through Jan. 6.
(Open Tuesdays through Saturdays, 11 to 6, and
Sundays, 1 to 5.)
MUSEUM OF ARTS AND DESIGN

2 Columbus Circle (212-299-7777}—*SweptAway:
Dust, Ashes, and Dirt in Contemporary Art and
Design.” Through Aug. 12. ¢ “Changing Hands:
Art Without Reservation, Contemporary Native
North AmericanArt from the Northeast and South-
east.” Through Oct. 21. ¢ “Space-Light-Structure:
The Jewelry of Margaret De Patta.” Through Sept.
23. (Open Tuesdays through Sundays, 11 to 6, and
Thursday and Friday evenings until 9.)
MUSEUM OF THE CITY OF NEW YORK

Fifth Ave. at 103rd St. (212-534-1672)—*Capi-
tal of Capital: New York’s Banks and the Cre-
ation of a Global Economy.” Through Oct. 21. @

“Activist New York.” Through Dec. 31. (Open
daily, 10 to 6, and Saturday evenings until 8:30.)
NEW MUSEUM

235 Bowery, at Prince St. (212-2 19-1222}—*Ghosts
in the Machine.” Through Sept. 20. ¢ “Pictures
from the Moon: Artists’ Holograms 1969-2008.”
ThroughSept. 30. (Open Wednesdays through Sun
days, 11 to 6, and Thursday evenings until 9.)
NEW YORK BOTANICAL GARDEN

Bronx River Parkwayat Fordham Rd., the Bronx
(718-817-8700}—*Monet's Garden.” Through May
18. (Open Tuesdays through Sundays, 10 to 6.)
QUEENS MUSEUM OF ART

Flushing Meadows-Corona Park (718-592-
9700)—*Caribbean: Crossroads of the World.”

 
The xx bring their hushedandwhispery songs to Terminal5.

Through Jan. 6. (Open Wednesdays through Fri-
days, 10 to 5, and weekends, noon to 5.)
SCHOMBURG CENTER

Malcolm % Blvd. at 135th St. (212-491-2200)—
“The Works of Gordon Parks.” Through Dec.
31. (Open Mondays through Saturdays, 10 to 6,
and Sundays, 1 to 5.)

STUDIO MUSEUM IN HARLEM

144 W. 125th St. (212-864-4500)—*Caribbean:
Crossroads of the World.” Through Oct. 21.
(Open Thursdays and Fridays, noon to 9, Satur-
days, 10 to 6, and Sundays, noon to 6.)

 

 

GALLERIES—UPTOWN

DIANA KINGSLEY

It’s hard to know what Kingsley is up to with
this new group of photographs, but she’s obvi-
ously having fun. Some of her still-life images
look like parodies of Elad Lassry’s, with similarly
oddball arrangements of tomatoes, cheese wedges,
and melons and balloons on brightly colored

backdrops. Roe Etheridge might have shot the
ikebana-style flower arrangement with a partly
eaten foil-wrapped candybarleft at its base. But
Kingsley’s off on her own wonderfully weirdtrip
with much of this work, including a picture of
a forest floor withlittle stacks of coins among
the pine needles.Through Aug. 3. (Castelli, 18
E. 77th St. 212-249-4470.)

Short List

JAMES LEE BYARS: Werner, 4 EF. 77th St. 212-

988-1623. Through Aug. 31. MARK FLOOD: Lux
embourg & Dayan, 64 E. 77th St. 212-452-4646.
Through Sept. 29. ANNETTE MESSAGER: Marian

Goodman, 24 W. 57th St. 212-977.
7160. Through Aug. 24. BRUCE NAU-
MAN / ROBERT RYMAN: Gagosian,
980 Madison Ave., at 76th St. 21?-
744-2313. Through Aug. 24. "JANET
CARDIFF AND GEORGE BURES MILLER:

THE MURDER OF CROWS": Park Av
enue Armory, Park Ave. at 66th St.
212-933-5812. Opens Aug. 3.

 

GALLERIES—CHELSEA

JIM MARSHALL

It takes a combination of access and
audacity to be a great rock-and-roll
photographer, and Marshall has them
both. This sprawling exhibition fo
cusses on his photographsof the Roll-
ing Stones on their 1972 American
tour but backs that up with a slewof
work with other musicians, including
Jimi Hendrix, Howlin’ Wolf, Bob
Dylan, and John Coltrane. Marshall
has a broad range of subjects and ap-
proaches, but his strength is intimate
photojournalism—the position of a
very lucky fly on the wall. Onstage
and off, the Stones might look like
the ultimate rock gods, but other pic
tures here hint at the dark side of suc-
cess, and one of Janis Joplin back-
stage, cradling a bottle of Southern
Comfort, is heartbreaking. Through
Sept. 8. (Kasher, 521 W. 23rd St. 212-
966-3978.)
"MARXISM"
The best thing about this showis
the design of its brochure, a spoof
on the influential, Marxist-leaning
art journal October. But the Marx
in question here isn’t Karl, it’s the
brothers Groucho, Chico, Harpo,
Gummo, and Zeppo, and “the so-
ciopolitical impact” of their subver
sive humor. Is it a stretch to con-
nect Duchamp’s iconic image of the
MonaLisa defaced by a mustache

(first conceived in 1919 and seen here in a later
print) to the trademark greasepaint on Groucho’s
upper lip? Probably, butit’s still the best piece
of art in the show. Other works, variously slap-
stick and deadpan, by Jack Goldstein, Rodney
Graham, Tim Lee, and Richard Prince, pale in
comparison with the excerpts of Marx Broth-
ers films projected onto one wall. To paraphrase
Groucho, you mayleave feeling as if you've seen
a perfectly wonderful show. But this wasn’t it.
Through Aug. 3. (303 Gallery, 547 W. 21st St.
212-255-1121.)
“REQUIEM FOR THE SUN: THE ART

OF MONO-HA”™

lf you thought minimalism was a Western phe-
nomenon, meet Mono-ha, which roughly trans-
lates as “the school of things.” The short-lived
Japanese art movement, whichflourished in the
late sixties and early seventies, championed in-
dustrial materials, often in site-specific instal-
lations. In a stunning 1970 piece (re-created in
1994) by Nobuo Sekine, stretched canvasis gath-
ered into a ball and held in place bya stone.
Light and shadowmanifest as form in works by
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Jiro Takamatsu and Koji Enokura. Lee Ufan—
Mono-ha’s best-known member and the subject
of a recent Guggenheim retrospective—wraps
electrical cords around boulders and wooden
boards in visual koans reflecting on contrasts be-
tween the man-made and the natural, the imper-
manent and the enduring. Through Aug.3. (Glad-
stone, 530 W. 21st St. 212-206-7606.)
“STRETCHING PAINTING"

Forgive the show’s bad pun of title and admire
the experimental range of the ten painters here.
Standouts include Alex Kwartler’s pale acrylic-
and-plaster brushwork on large plywood boards
that lean casually against the wall; Sarah Cain’s
witty paean to surface and void in a painting em-
bellished with circles cut out of its canvas; Ga-
briel Pionkowski’s painstakingly dismantled tex-
tiles, from which individual strands droop in
elegant catenaries; James Hyde’s wall-mounted
porcelains incorporating photographic images of
vegetation; and Hilary Harnischteger’s mixed-
media reliefs, which suggest hybrids of the geo-
logical and the confectionary. Through Aug. 3.
(GalerieLelong, 528 W. 26th St. 212-315-0470.)
“TETE-A-TETE"

Mickalene Thomas organized this exhibition of
African and African-American photographers
who, like her, treat issues of race, gender, and
identity with wit, nerve, and a minimum ofac-
ademic attitude. Although South Africa’s Zanele
Muholi stands out with her frank portraits of
black lesbians, Deana Lawson, Clifford Owens,
and LaToya RubyFrazier contribute equally strik-
ing images of sexual ambiguity and erotic dis-
play. Photographs bythe reliable standbys Hank
Willis Thomas and Malick Sidibe look a bit tame
next to more challenging and idiosyncratic work
by Owens, Derrick Adams, and Xaviera Sim-
mons, but ‘the only disappointmentiis Thomas
herself, who contributes eight repetitive grids of
tiny Polaroid studies for larger works when one
knockout piece would have satisfied. Through
Aug. 24. (Richardson, 535 W. 22nd St. 646-230-
9610.)

Short List

ALWAR BALASUBRAMANIAM: Talwar, 108
E. 16th St. 212-673-3096. Through Aug. 31.
“B-OUT": Edlin, 134 Tenth Ave., at 18th St. 212-
206-9723. Thiough Aug, 18, "BEASTS OF REVELA-
TION": DC Moore, 535 W. 22nd St. 212-247-
2111. Through Aug. 3. "CLAXONS": Haunch of
Venison, 550 W. 21st St. 212-259-0000. Through
Aug. 17. "IM PLAIN SIGHT": Mitchell-Innes &
Nash, 534 W. 26th St. 212-744-7400. Through
Aug. 17.

 

GALLERIES—DOWNTOWN

SCOTT B. DAVIS / TARA BOGART

Davis’s black-and-white photographs were made
at night in San Diego, where he lives, and in neigh-
boring towns, buthis sites are deliberately anon-
ymous: a wooden shed, a water tank, a row of
shuttered shops. The better part of these pictures
remains in darkness, leaving us to peer into dimly
lit streetscapes like a lost and anxious traveller.
Have we stumbled onto a film-noir crime scene?
If so, it’s a perversely gorgeous one: Davis's plat-
inum-palladium prints look like vintage velvet.
Bogart’s lovely, oval-shaped photographs of pale
young womenseen from behind recall classic an-
thropological studies, only here the subjects were
chosen for their distinctive hair styles and their
very contemporary take on feminine beauty.
Through Aug. 31. (Hous Projects, 31 Howard St.
212-941-5801.)

Short List

DAVID KORTY: Kimmerich, 50 WhiteSt. 212-226-
0070. Through Aug. 23. DOUGLAS MELINI: Fea-
ture, 131 Allen St. 212-675-7772. Through Aug.
11. STAN VANDERBEEK: American Contemporary,
4 E. 2nd St. 347-789-7072. Through Aug, 17. "BUY

12 THE NEW YORKER, AUGUST G, 2012

John Ca

MY BANANAS": Werble, 83 VandamSt. 212-352-
9700. Through Aug. 10. "INSIDE THE BANANA™:
Algus Greenspon, 71 Morton St. 212-255-7872.
Through Sept. 22.

 

DANCE

LINCOLN CENTER OUT OF DOORS

Instead of the YouTube mash-up thatthe title might
suggest, “Accordion Wrestling”is a revival of a de-
funct Finnish tradition. The punkish Kimmo Poh-
jonen stars, playing electronically enhanced accor-
dion and even entering the fray as wrestlers stretch
and grapple in an unusual multimedia event. On
Saturday, dancers with hyper-extended joints or
crooked or missing limbs challenge conventional
notions of dancerly beauty in Heidi Latsky’s on-
going “Gimp” project. And on Sunday afternoon
Haiti comes to Hearst Plaza, as the Feet of Rhythm
Afro-Haitian Dance Company, La Troupe Makan-
dal, and Peniel Guerrier summon vodou gods and
carnival spirits. (Lincoln Center, 70 Lincoln Cen-
ter Plaza. 212-721-6500. “Accordion Wrestling”:
Aug. 3-4 at 8:30. “Gimp”: Aug. 4 at 7. “Ayiti Rasan-
ble!”: Aug. 5 at 1.)
“HIP HOP GENERATION NEXT 2012"

A free block party in the South Bronx celebrates
the local roots of hip-hop as well as the genre’s Af-
rican and Latin origins. The star-packed lineup in-
cludes Emilio (Buddha Stretch) Austin, Jr, Gabriel
(Kwikstep) Dionisio, Ana (Rokafella) Garcia, and
Valeria (Ms. Vee) Ho. Brandon (Peace) Albright
and the venerable Jorge (Popmaster Fabel) Pabon
host. (Simpson St. between 163rd St. and Baretto
St., the Bronx. 718-589-2230, Aug. 4 at 2,)
“BALLET IN CINEMA™ / “LA BAYADERE™

As a bonus after the recent American tour, fans of
the Paris Opera Ballet can further explore the com-
pany’s style in this rebroadcast of a March, 2012,
performance ofits sumptuous “La Bayadeére,” filmed
at the Opéra Bastille. ‘This 1877 ballet, staged for
P.O.B. by Nureyev shortly before his death, is an
epic tale of love and betrayal set in India, as imag-
ined by a nineteenth-century Frenchman (Marius
Petipa) living in Imperial Russia. At this perfor-
mance, the heroine, Nikiya, is danced by the regal
Aurélie Dupont; her swain, by the young Josua
Hoffalt, a model of Gallic restraint. (Big Cinemas,
239 E. 59th St. 212-371-6682. Aug, 5 at 11 A.M.)

 

OUT OF TOWN

JACOB'S PILLOW

The Royal Winnipeg Ballet takes up residence at
the Ted Shawn Theatre, with a mixed bill of con-
temporary ballet. Mauricio Wainrot’s “Carmina
Burana”—a sleek, large-scale production set to
Carl Orff’s clamorous song cycle—has become
something of a companycalling card. The chore-
ography, highly charged and churning, like choppy
seas, leaves little space for stillness. The look is
urbane, with an industrial backdrop and volumi-
nous skirts for both men and women, later re-
placed by corsets and briefs. “Carmina” shares
the program with a pas de deux (by Mark God-
den) set to Beethoven’s “Moonlight Sonata” and
Peter Quanz’s quietly sophisticated “In Tandem,”
an intimate work set to Steve Reich’s “Double
Sextet.” ¢ Because of an injury, a work that was
meant to be a duet for the former Cunningham
dancer Jonah Bokaer and David Hallberg, of
American Ballet Theatre, has now become a solo
for Bokaer, entitled “Curtain.” He will work around
site-specific stage installations created by the imag-
inative young sculptor Daniel Arsham. The eve-
ning, which features music by Chris Garneau and
Bernhard Gunter (integrating a 1984 lecture by

e), will also include a trio for Bokaer
and two frequent collaborators, the dancers James
McGinn and Adam H. Weinert. (Doris Duke).
(Becket, Mass. 413-243-0745. Aug. 1-5.)
MT. TREMPER ARTS

The Catskills festival combines barns, barbecues,
and campfires with photography exhibitions and

some of the most sophisticated voices in con-
temporary dance. This week, the idiosyncratic
and peripatetic choreographer Kota Yamazaki
brings “Iruka,” a slinky snake-charmer solo from
2007 with disconcerting bursts of speed. For his
work-in-progress duet, “July 13, 1987,” he as-
signs violent tasks to two men. The title com-
memorates the date of the choreographer’s first
visit to New York. (647 South Plank Rd., Mt.
Tremper, N.Y. 845-688-9893. Aug. 4 at 8.)

 

CLASSICAL MUSIC
CONCERTS IN TOWN

MOSTLY MOZART FESTIVAL

The annualseries, as we’ve come to expect, blends
the Salzburg wonder’s music with a broad range
ofworks by bothhistorical and contemporary com-
posers of note. July 31 and Aug. 1 at 8: Louis Lan-
erée, the festival’s music director, and the Mostly
Mozart Festival Orchestra start things off with an
all-Mozart program(including the Piano Concerto
No. 20 in D Minor,“Un’aura amorosa,” from “Cosi
Fan Tutte,” and the “Prague” Symphony) that fea-
tures both a lauded veteran artist, the pianist Nel-
son Freire, and a relative newcomer, the young Met
tenor Lawrence Brownlee. (Avery Fisher Hall.) +
Aug, 2 at 7:30 and Aug. 5 at 3: Yannick Nézet-
Séguin, the Canadian phenom who takes over the
music directorship of the Philadelphia Orchestra
this fall, made his New York début at Mostly Mo-
zart. Returning in triumph, he offers three concerts
this time; two are given with the exciting violinist
Lisa Batiashvili and the impeccable Chamber Or-
chestra of Europe. The first programoffers Beetho-
ven’s Violin Concerto and Symphony No.3, “Ero-
ica”; the second features music by Mozart, Bach
(the Concerto in C Minor for Violin and Oboe},
and Mendelssohn(the “Scotch” Symphony). (Alice
Tully Hall.) # Aug. 3-4 at 8: Nézet-Séguin’s third
concert finds him getung areage with thefes-
tival orchestra in a program that highlights one of
his areas of expertise—choral music. With the so-
loists Christiane Karg,Julie Boulianne, Toby Spence,
and AndrewFoster-Williams and the Concert Cho-
rale of New York onstage, he leads Haydn’s “Lord
Nelson Mass,” with Beethoven’s Symphony No. 2
in D Major as a prelude. (Avery Fisher Hall.) #
Aug. 5 at 5: The magic of birdsong is a central
theme in this year’s festival; helping to illuminate
it is the International Contemporary Ensemble,
whichin a short time has become a vital force for
musical modernism.Its first concert, with the con-
ductor Susanna Malkki and the pianist Nicolas
Hodges as guests, offers music by Luca Francesconi
(“Islands”), Jukka Tiensuu, the Columbia Univer-
sity doyen Tristan Murail, and by the twentieth
century's great lover of birdsong Messiaen (includ-
ing “Oiseaux Exotiques”). (Rose Theatre, Broad-
way at 60th St.) (For tickets and full schedule, see
mostlymozart.org.)
RITE OF SUMMER MUSIC FESTIVAL

The laid-back vibe of downtown contemporary
music performance nowextends to Governors Is-
land, where this enterprising outfit, co-directed
by Blair McMillen and Pam Goldberg, presents
free, high-quality concerts in a relaxed outdoor
setting. The accomplished gentlemen of the JACK
Quartet, who excel at the fringes of the string-
quartet repertory, offer a concert that combines
the medieval world of Guillaume de Machaut
with the modern sounds of such composers as
Ken Thomson (selections from “Thaw”), David
Crowell, and Charles Ives. (Colonels Row, Aug.
4 at 1 and 3. No tickets required. For a hed
ule of free ferry service, see govisland.com.)

 

OUT OF TOWN

BARD SUMMERSCAPE

Chabrier’s “Le Roi Malgré Lui” (“The King in
Spite of Himself”) is not only a masterpiece of
comic opera but also one of the most stylistically
influential pieces of late-nineteenth-century France—
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as one of his successors, Maurice Ravel, admitted.
Liam Bonner takes the title role, singing Henri de Va-
lois, in a production by Thaddeus Strassberger that
also features Michele Angelini and Andriana Chuch-
man; Leon Botstein conducts. (Richard B. Fisher
Center, Annandale-on-Hudson,N.Y. 845-758-7900,
Aug. 1 and Aug. 5 at 3 and Aug. 3 at 7. These are
the final performances.)
GLIMMERGLASS FESTIVAL

Aug. 2 at 7:30 and Aug. 4 and Aug. 6 at 1:30:
Francesca Zambello, the adventuresome director
of the Northeast’s paramount summer opera fes-
tival, has madeit her mission to stage great Amer-
ican musicals in the Alice Busch Theatre, heard
in their original, unamplified sonic ambience.
“The Music Man”is her current project, a pro-
duction directed and choreographed by Marcia
Milgrom Dodge, with a cast headed by Dwayne
Croft and Elizabeth Futral (as Marian, the librar-
ian); John DeMain conducts. ¢ Aug. 3 at 7:30
and Aug. 7 at 1:30: Kurt Weill, working with the
Broadway playwright Maxwell Anderson, de-
voted great care to his last completed show, “Lost
in the Stars” (1949), a “musical tragedy” inspired
by Alan Paton’s novel “Cry, the Beloved Coun-
try,” a vivid protest against the racist structure
of South African society. Eric Owens heads the
cast, joined by the tenor Sean Panikkar and the
actor Wynn Harmon; DeMain. # Aug. 5 at 1:30:
The festival makes its first plunge into the French
Baroque in a big way, with a lavish production
of Lully’s “Armide,” a supernatural tragédie en
musique (suggested to the composer by Louis
XIV, of course) set against the backdrop of Chris-
tian-Muslim conflict in the Holy band. Marshall
Pynkoski’s staging, a collaboration with Toron-
to’s Opera Atelier, features the singers Peggy Kriha
Dye, Colin Ainsworth, Joao Fernandes, and Cur-
tis Sullivan, along with a full corps de ballet;
David Fallis. (Cooperstown, N.Y. 607-547-2255.)
TANGLEWOOD

Aug, 2 at 8; Gerald Finley, the thoughtful yet po-
tent Met baritone, teams up with the pianist Ju-
lius Drake to give what should be a persuasive eve-
ning of songs and lieder by Loewe, Schubert,
Britten, and Ravel. #¢ Aug. 3 at 8:30: Finley returns
as the guest star in the fe of twoconcerts given
by Lorin Maazel and the Boston Symphony Or
chestra, with a program combining music by Mo-
zart (the “Prague” Symphony and arias from the
three Da Ponte operas) and Ravel (“Alborada del
Gracioso,”the orchestral song cycle “Don Quichotte
a Dulcinée,” and the Suite No. 2 from “Daphnis
et Chloé”), ¢ Aug. 4 at 8:30: At the center of a
week of blockbuster concerts is an ultra~Germanic
program courtesy of the venerable Christoph von
Dohnanyi—Schumann’s Fourth Symphonyand
Brahms’s Second Piano Concerto (with the formi-
dable Yefim Bronfman). # Aug. 5 at 2:30: Lorin
Maazel returns to the podium to lead the B.S.O.
in another concert featuring the colorful repertory
he favors—Saint-Saéns’s Piano Concerto No. 5,
“Egyptian” (with the graceful Jean-Yves Thibau-
det), Berlioz’s “Symphonie Fantastique,” and a pre-
miére by Michael Gandolfi, “Night Train to Peru-
gia.” (Lenox, Mass. For tickets and full schedule,
see bso.org.)
MARLBORO MUSIC

Every summer, a gathering of the world’s finest
classical musicians—andtheir very talented pro-
tégés—takes place in Vermont at a chamber-
music festival and school founded six decades
ago by (among others) the great pianist Rudolf
Serkin. Now under the guidance of Mitsuko
Uchida and Richard Goode, Marlboro continues
its scheme of study and concerts; programs are
announced a week in advance at marlboromu-
sic.org. (Marlboro, Wt. 802-254-2394, Aug. 3-4
at 8:30 and Aug. 5 at 2:30.)
BRIDGEHAMPTON CHAMBER MUSIC

FESTIVAL

Theflutist Marya Martin maintainsthis longtime
festival, which combines an easygoing spirit with
an ethic of polished professionalism. The second
of three concerts this week at Bridgehampton
Presbyterian Churchis a “Baroque Banquet” that
features music by Bach and Vivaldi; the musi-
cians include the violist Cynthia Phelps and the

harpsichordist Paolo Bordignon. (Aug. 4 at 6:30.
For tickets and full schedule, see bemf.org.)
NORFOLK CHAMBER MUSIC FESTIVAL

The ‘Tokyo String Quartet, which has taught and
concertized at Norfolk for decades, offers its final
concert of the season—Beethoven’s Quartet in
A Minor, Op. 132, and Brahms’s Clarinet Quintet
(with David Shifrin). (Norfolk, Conn. Aug. 4 at 8.
Fortickets andfull schedule, see norfolkmusic.org.)
MUSIC MOUNTAIN

Northwest Connecticut’s string-quartet shrine wel-
comes the up-and-coming Hausmann Quartet to
the fold; it appears with the pianist Lydia Artymiw,
a seasoned andlyrically insistent chamber-music
player, in a concert offering music by Haydn,
Beethoven (the “Razumovsky” Quartet No. 2 in
E Minor), and Schumann(the Piano Quartet). (Falls
Village, Conn. Aug. 5 at 3. For tickets and full
schedule, see musicmountain.org.)
MAVERICK CONCERTS

The Amernet String Quartet has been bringing
its hearty sound and robust expressivity, well-
tuned to late-Romantic repertory, to the Maver-
ick’s serene music chapel for several years. The
group collaborates with the soprano Nancy Allen
Lundy, the violist Yizhak Schotten, and the cel-
list Robert deMaine in a concert featuring music
by Debussy, Russell Platt (“Transport to Sum-
mer,” a song cycle for soprano andstring sextet),
and Tchatkovsky (the vibrant sextet “Souvenir
de Florence”). (Woodstock, N.Y. maverickconcerts.
org. Aug. 5 at 4.)

 

MOVIES
OPENINGS

THE BABYMAKERS

In this comedy, a man whofears that he’s ster-
ile (Paul Schneider) robs a sperm bank. Directed
by Jay Chandrasekhar; co-starring Olivia Munn.
Opening Aug. 3. (In limited release.)
CELESTE AND JESSE FOREVER

A romantic comedy, starring Rashida Jones (who
co-wrote the script with Will McCormack) and
Andy Samberg as lovers who attempt to stay
friends after divorcing. Directed by Lee Toland
Krieger; co-starring Chris Messina and Emma
Roberts. Opening Aug. 3. (In limited release.)
DREAMS OF A LIFE

In this documentary, the director Carol Morley
portrays, through interviews and staged scenes,
a woman whose body was found in her London
apartment three years after her death. Opening
Aug. 3. (IFC Center.)
FREE RADICALS

A documentary, directed by Pip Chodorov, about
the history of experimental film andits makers.
Opening Aug. 3. (Anthology Film Archives.)
360
Fernando Meirelles directed this adaptation of
Arthur Schnitzler’s play “La Ronde,” about a
linked series of erotic encounters. Starring Ra-
chel Weisz, Anthony Hopkins, Jude Law, Ben Fos-
ter, Jamel Debbouze, and Moritz Bleibtreu. Open-
ing Aug. 3. (In limited release.)
TOTAL RECALL

Another take on Philip K. Dick’s science-fiction
story “I Can Remember It for You Wholesale,”
about a laborer (Colin Farrell) whose dreams of
being a spy are turned into memories and get
him into real trouble. Directed by Len Wiseman;
co-starring Kate Beckinsale and Bill Nighy. Open-
ing Aug. 3. (In wide release.)
YOU'VE BEEN TRUMPED
Anthony Baxter directed this documentary, about
local opposition to Donald Trump’s plans to con-
struct a golf course in Scotland. Opening Aug. 3.
(In limited release.)

 

NOW PLAYING

THE AMAZING SPIDER-MAN

Does film criticism become redundant when a movie
reviews itself in its own tite? Or should we take

 

CRITIC'S NOTEBOOK
SCREEN FRIGHT

Deanna Durbin was one of
Hollywood's most popular
actresses before she retired,
in 1949,at the age of
twenty-eight. Her apparent
unease with performance
folds poignantlyinto her
starring role in “Christmas
Holiday,” Robert Siodmak’s

 

film noir ofromantic
degradation, from 1944
(playing at Film Forum

Aug. 2). She plays a singer/
prostitute in a sleazy New

Orleans dance hall who
takes the stage with her
arms pinned limply to her
sides and hereyes asking in
despair, “What am I doing
here?” The rest ofthe
movie,told largely in

flashbacks, provides the
reason:fallout from her
marriageto a fast-talking,
glad-handingheel (played
with unctuous charm by
Gene Kelly). Siodmak
makes performance his
subject, with scenes ofan
orchestra playing Wagner
(her ecstasy) and Beethoven
(her fate), lovers singing

at a piano in parlor, and a
society band at a swank café,
where, in a cunning crane
shot ofa saunter down a
staircase—with Kelly's
leonine grace and Durbin’s
homely footfalls—he
condenses the drama to a
thwarted dance.

—RichardBrody



that preémptive assessmentas a challenge? Certainly,
there are things that amaze in Marc Webb’s addi-
tion to the comic-book franchise: the scene, for in-
stance, where Peter Parker (AndrewGarfield), freshly
enhanced with arachnoid powers, destroys the in-
side of a subwaycar without even trying, and with
no hint of malice. Garfield looks charmingly help-
less at such times, and audiences will swoon
accordingly; far more uncomfortable, though, are
his moments of mush, when the whole business of
becoming web-based seems to prey upon his soul.
The film recycles a lot of material from previous
projects: Peter still has vanished parents, and he still
lives with his Uncle Ben and Aunt May, now played
by Martin Sheen and Sally Field, respectively. New
to the game are Gwen Stacy (EmmaStone), a school-
mate with whom he falls in love, and Dr Curt Con-
nors (Rhys Ifans}, a one-armed scientist who, in an
effort to while away those dull days, turns himself
into a lizard the size of a plow horse. His battle with
our hero, tracked by a cop (Denis Leary) whoalso
happens to be Gwen's father, is noisy and extensive,
yet little seems to be at stake beyonda slight wors-
ening of New York traffic conditions, and the whole
enterprise grows ominously heavy onits feet.
Spider-manis at his best, his happiest, and his most
entertaining when he follows the example of Sina-
tra: Swing easy. (Reviewed in our issue of 7/9 &
16/12.)—Anthory Lane(In wide release.)
BEASTS OF THE SOUTHERN WILD

Startlingly fresh and powerful. In the Gulf of Mex-
ico, on the “wrong side of the levee,” an ethni-
cally mixed communityof raffish survivors live in
rubbishy shacks and cling to a damp bit of turf
that they affectionately call the Bathtub. The six-
year-old heroine, Hushpuppy, played by an aston-
ishing local schoolchild, Quvenzhané Wallis, has
an exuberant, vertical thatch of hair and a small
mouth that expresses both amusement and the
fiercest determination. Hushpuppy’s father, Wink,
played by Dwight Henry, another local non-
actor—a baker, with an acetylene voice—is drink-
ing hard, fighting against illness. The two regard
each other warily, furiously, like characters in a
Faulkner novel trapped in each other’s compul-
sions and needs. As eco-clisaster threatens, Hush-
puppysees ice fields melting; she has a vision of
frozen prehistoric beasts breaking free and men-
acing her muckyhabitat. The young director, Benh
Zeitlin, launches the fantastic from aninitial mode
of crowded poetic realism; from the middle of the
movie to the end, reality and fantasy flow into
cach other seamlessly. The moods hang together,
and much of the picture is savagely happy and
wild. Based on a play by Lucy Alibar, who wrote
the screenplay with Zeitlin. The cinematography
is by Ben Richardson. (7/23/12)—David Denby
(In wide release.)
THE DARK KNIGHT RISES

After the events of July 20 in Aurora, Colorado,
Christopher Nolan’s new film can never be seen in
quite the sare way. Unjustly or otherwise, its fic-
tional mayhem will always be tinged, or tainted,
with thoughts of the genuine suffering that was
borne that night. In the face of impassioned argu-
ments—over gun control, the effect of screen vio-
lence, and the possible mimicking of comic-book
villains—anyidea of simple fun has been drained
away. But how much fun was the movie in the first
place? The story is dense, overlong, and studded
with references that will make sense only to those
intimate with Nolan’s previous excursions into Bat-
manhood. This time, Bruce Wayne (Christian Bale),
dragged from a wasteful retirement, takes on a brute
named Bane (Tom Hardy),whois masked and barely
comprehensible. Running alongsidethis battle is the
tale of Selina Kyle (Anne Hathaway), a jewel thief
with feline overtones, and the emergence of Blake
(Joseph Gordon-Levitt), a youthful cop, as a fresh
force for unswayable good in Gotham. Fans will
hail the return of Gary Oldman, Michael Caine, and
Morgan Freemanto thefray, together with the trusty
Bat-pod, which gives perhaps the sleekest perfor-
mance of all. Whether Bale has done enough with
our hero to make him interesting, as opposed to
joyless and reclusive, over the course of three films
is open to debate; whether Bane, however, is a match
for Heath Ledger’s Joker, in “The Dark Knight,” is
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a comparative exercise that should now be laid qui-
etly aside. (7/30/12)—A.L. (In wide release.)
MAGIC MIKE

As Dallas, the master of revels at a male strip club
in Tampa, Matthew McConaughey, now in his early
forties, lookslike a muscular Peking duck—his flesh
still has that golden-orange glow. Yet McConaughey
is as much the essence of show-business sleaze as
Joel Grey was as master of ceremonies in “Cabaret,”
forty years ago. He’s wonderful; the rest of the movie
is a pleasant, tawdry, undistinguished fable about
easy times in the strange world of stripping. Chan-
ning Tatum, who worked as a stripper when he was
eighteen, stars as the club’s star performer; he needs

     

a buildup of operatic passion that never bursts into
song and endows everydaygestures and inflections
with grandeur and nobility—Richard Brody (Film
Forum; Aug. 4.)
MIKEY AND NICKY
Nicky (John Cassavetes), a small-time gangster, is
holed up in a Philadelphia flophouse, hiding from
a contract hit. His lifelong friend and Mob com-
panion, Mikey (Peter Falk), shows up to help him
out—ortosell him out. In the course of their apoc-
alyptic overnight ramble, the two menact outa life-
time of unresolved passions, from the death of par-
ents to tense and blundering relations with wives
and lovers to their own petty grievances and bur-

 
Spike Lee directs the one-man show “Mike Tyson: UndisputedTruth,”at the Longacre.

to be redeemed by a virtuous woman (Cody Horn)
whodisapproves ofhis life. The movie turns into a
morality tale and a conventional romance. Directed
by Steven Soderbergh.—D.D, (In wide release.)
MAGNIFICENT OBSESSION

This implausible, extravagant, coincidence-riddled
romantic drama, from 1954, made Rock Hudson
a star and Douglas Sirk a specialist in “women’s
pictures,” a mawkish genre that he infused with a
philosophical import all his own. The plot, famil-
iar from a 1935 version, astonishes: Bob Merrick
(Hudson) is an arrogant playboy in a small town
in upstate NewYork, whose mischief contributes
to the death of a beloved doctor, Wayne Phillips.
Merrick meets and falls for Phillips’s widow (Jane
Wyman), gets her into an accident that blinds her,
and becomes a brain surgeon whowill ultimately
attempt to restore her sight. Phillips turns out to
have been something of a religious philosopher,
whose metaphysics of charity unlocked the talent
of his best friend (Otto Kruger), an artist, who, in
turn, imparts the wisdom to Merrick—and Sirk,
who immigrated from Germany in 1937, locates
the source of this New World gospel in the lovingly
depicted American landscape. Besides treating the
ridiculous story with the utmost dramatic precision
and visual coherence, the director lends it surpris-
ing thematic depth. Every step depends on stifled
emotions and closely guarded secrets, resulting in

ied aggressions. Amazingly, this genre masterpiece,
from 1976, was written and directed by the doy-
enne of loopy comedy, Elaine May, who makes what
is in effect a Cassavetes film, with its scarily intense
and spontaneous performances, the better to lay
bare the cruelty of(Cassavetes-style male bravado.
Cassavetes’s Nicky, with his perpetual sneering smile,
spends the whole film trying to flee his fate in fran-
tic terror and comic wrath, and Falk’s Mikey suf-
fers savagely fromhis conflicting loyalties. The film’s
wildly lurching emotional extravagance and unpre-
dictability render the inevitable conclusionall the
more shattering, as the film lays bare the price of
friendship andthe gall of betrayal, what men do to
women and what women take from men. A real
man, in May’s view, is one whostops being one of
the guys.—R.B, (Museum of Modern Art; Aug. 3.)
MOONRISE KINGDOM
The new Wes Anderson film takes place in 1965,
on a fictional island off New England. At Camp
Ivanhoe, Scout Master Ward (Edward Norton) runs
a disciplined troop—atleast, until one member, Sam
Shakusky (Jared Gilman), goes missing. Sam meets
up withhis beloved, the twelve-year-old Suzy Bishop
(Kara Hayward), and togethertheyflee into the wild,
as matching outcasts; he has no parents, and she
feels estranged fromhers, who in turn seem estranged
from one another, Such is the leitmotif that courses
through the tale, echoing worries from earlier An- E
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derson films: a sharp sense of orphanhood, aftect-
ing young and old alike, and redeemed only by the
chance to belong—to a choir, to a clan, or to the
heart of a fellow-loner. Fine use is mace of Benja-
min Britten, whose music so often conjoins the voices
of children in a commoneffort; it sets the tone for
the movie's gusto, crisp and quirky, while its sadness
belongs to those who feel marooned and beyond
the reach of harmony—the honors goingto Bill Mur-
ray, as Suzy’s despairing father, and Bruce Willis, in
the role of the island’s police chief. The result is as
bookish and as brightly hued as you might expect,
but there is a newstrain of tenderness here, and,
more surprising still, a touch of old-fashioned mad-
cap in the climax. With Tilda Swinton, resplendently
costumed, as a busybody by the name of Social Ser-
vices. (6/4/12)—A.L. (In widerelease.)
THE QUEEN OF VERSAILLES

In the meltdown, both financial and personal, of
David and Jacqueline Siegel—a Florida-based time-
share baron and his wife, who started building a
house that would have been the country’s largest,
and which, following the 2008 financialcrisis, they
couldn’t complete—the documentary filmmaker
Lauren Greenheld found a perfect storm of over-
leveraging and its vulgar excrescences. David’s com-
pany, Westgate, mastered the hardsell (a process
that Greenfield records), getting, middle-class peo-
ple to buy what they could often ill afford; the
company packaged its mortgages to banks, and
when the music stopped it was left without cash
flow. At the film’s outset, Jacqueline, thirty years
younger than her husband and his third wife, is
living large, hosting charity events and filling a
house with children (seven of them), nannies, ser-
vants, pets, and the excesses of her relentless lux-
ury shopping—and, when her husband’s business
runs into trouble, her life style suddenlyshifts to
home cooking and Kmart. In the downward eco-
nomic spiral, David admits that his wife is more
like “another child”; she is kept in the dark about
his finances andtells Greenfield that, with the film,
she will finally learn about her true situation. The
paradox of wealth without refinement remains un-
examined but emerges as a metaphorfor the Amer-
ican Dream itself. Indeed, the movie’s bombshell
revelation is political: David asserts that he “per-
sonally” engineered George W. Bush’s victory in
Florida in 2000 through means that “may not nec-
essarily have been legal.”—R.B.(In limited release.)
SAVAGES

If you're in the right mood, you can luxuriate in
the cruddiness of the new Oliver Stone film—the
sex and drugs and extravagantcruelty, the sunshiny
indolence, the scummy ethos in which everyone but
a few beautiful people betrays everyone else. The
“good” people include Ben (Aaron Johnson), a young,
botanist who grows terrific pot; his pal and bust-
ness partner, Chon (Taylor Kitsch), a former Navy
SEAL; and O(Blake Lively), a wealthy, sweet-
tempered blonde who hangs with the two men in
Laguna Beach. They run afoul of Mexican thugs,
headed by Elena (Salma Hayek), a tiny, deep-
cleavaged cartellista who reigns over her empire from
a sumptuous hacienda, and Lado (Benicio del Toro),
her sadistic and lascivious henchman. Most of the
scenes of negotiating and intimidation are telecon-
ferenced to someone else—often someone meant to
be frightened by what he sees. Stone devotes con-
siderable ingenuity to making atrocity appearas a
terrifying kind of home movie, but “Savages” is no
more than a summertime debauch. With an ener-
getic performance by John Travolta, as a joyously
crooieet federal agent—D.D. (In wide release.)
TAKE THIS WALTZ

Sarah Polley’s new film stars Michelle Williams as
Margot, wholives in Toronto with her husband,
Lou (Seth Rogen). Both are writers; he produces
books of chicken recipes, a small but crispy field
of human endeavor, and she produces almost noth-
ing. Nonetheless, their home is an upmarket haven
of warm colors and delicious smells, which Polley
conveys with such heady expertise that some view-
ers may experience involuntary drooling. Needless
to say, other lives cut in. Lou has a sister (Sarah
Silverman) with a drinking problem, and Margot
meets a neighbor, Daniel (Luke Kirby), whorides
a rickshaw and sweet-talks her into half-reluctant
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desires. That sweetness is well caught, and Polley
has fewpeers in the devout attention that she pays
to body language and the tales it can tell. Her cli-
alogue, by contrast, lets her down, often dragging
into the open what the camera can show ina glance.
The movie's highlight, somewhat unexpectedly, con-
sists oftwoheartbreakingscenes set to “Video Killed
the Radio Star,” by the Buggles. Is nothing beyond
redemption? (7/9/12)}—A.L. (In limited release.)
TED

The début feature by Seth MacFarlane (“Family
Guy”) stars Mark Wahlberg as John, a Boston man
whohas spent his life coping with a wish come
true. As a lonely eight-year-old boy, he dreamed
that his Teddy bear would cometolife and be his
friend; by some miracle, it did so, and becamefa-
mous—and now,at thirty-five, Johnis still living
with the consequences, The formerly sweet and cud-
dly bear (voiced by MacFarlane) has matured into
a perpetually adolescent, loutish party animal and
dragged the sharp-witted and capable man into a
clissSe adulthood of bong hits and bad TV. John
has a girlfriend nonetheless—Lori (Mila Kunis), a
successful young executive whose patience with his
behavior and Ted’s antics is wearing, thin—and, to
keep her, he needs to help his dependent find his
own place in the world. The best thing in the movie
is MacFarlane’s clever underpinning of the talking
plush toy’s snarky-motormouth personality: with a
shrewd and encyclopedic outpouring of pop-culture
references, he renders the absurd conceit reasonable
and funnels Ted’s story into the universal drama of
a Hollywood has-been.It’s the comedy that never
comes to life—the heavy-handed gags all but invite
a laugh track—and a sentimental dénouement at
FenwayPark is done by number. The movie's stuff-
ing of creative smarts is still lifeless—R.B. (In wide
release.)
TO ROME WITH LOVE

Woody Allen’s new movie, a Romanidyll, gently
but surely moves back and forth between romantic
comedy and satirical farce. We're in the realm of
miraculous transformation—transformation through
sex, through ambition, through chance, through il-
lusion, through fame suddenly and unaccountably
falling on someone’s shoulders like a ton of baked
lasagna. There are thirteen major characters and
several minor ones—Americans andItalians mixing
it up on the streets and in hotel beds. The stories
never overlap, nor are they set in the same time
frame. But the movie is held together visually by
the many shades, indoors and out, of the glorious
Roman gold ochre and thematically by the idea of
seizing, the moment—the magic you make for your-
self by not being afraid. With Ellen Page, as a mem-
orably dishonest actress; Allen, as a retired opera
director whoseizes a chance for entrepreneurial
glory; Judy Davis, as his skeptical but loving wife;
Fabio Armiliato, as the mortician with a genius for
singing, Puccini in the shower; Penélope Cruz, as a
knowing call girl; and Alec Baldwin, Jesse Eisen-
berg, Alessandro Tiberi, and Alessandra Mastro-
nardi. The cinematography is by Darius Khondji.
(7/2/12)—D.D.(In limited release.)
TWO-LANE BLACKTOP

An “On the Road”with drag racers, starring James
Taylor and the Beach Boys’ Dennis Wilson as a
laconic team known only as, respectively, “the
Driver” and “the Mechanic.” Laurie Bird is a ram-
bling gal known only as “the Girl” and Warren
Oates is the enigmatic “G.T.O.,” who, of course,
drives a GTO. He’s on a quest to gain some ex-
istential traction after a crackup in hislife. When
G.T.O. crosses paths once too often with Taylor
and Wilson’s customized 1955 Chevy, his para-
noia and competitiveness lead him to race the Tay-
lor-Wilson team from New Mexico to D.C., with
the winner getting the losing car. The director,
Monte Hellman, shot this 1971 movie in bracing
natural light in wide-open Techniscope.It’s essen-
tially a mood piece, about menin the grip of a
narrow obsession that allows them to pass un-
scathed through a small-town, pre-mall America,
which Hellman catches with an eye and an ear
for sloth, distrust, and parochialallegiances. Oates’s
performance is whatlifts the film above just being
a lyric ramble: his Beat and beat-up aura is per-
fect for the character, and no one could stumble

along or pass out better than he.—Michael Sragou
(Film Forum; Aug. 7.)
THE VIRGIN SUICIDES

Forherfirstfeature, from 1999, Sofia Coppola adapted
Jeffrey Eugenides’s novel, about the desperate escape
of five teen-age girls from their repressive family, as
a surprisingly intricate struggle with absence, grief,
and memory. The story (set in suburban Michigan
in 1974 and told mainly in flashbacks) is anchored
by the charismatic Lux (Kirsten Dunst), the most
daring of the Lisbonsisters, whose golden dreams
appear fleetingly onscreen. But she, like the other
girls, remains alluringly elusive as Coppola evokes,
with poised and precise images, the dream-like frus-
tration of the boys—now men—whoare still trying
to read the pages that were torn from their lives. She
joins a deliciously evocative batchof periodTop Forty
tunes to flashes of backlit cinematography to sum-
mon the characters’ lost world, with its stifled expe-
rience and receding, fantasies. For Coppola, what re-
mains, for the girls—as for the boys who have lost
them—tantalizingly out of reach is ordinarylife. Al-
ready, with her first film, she was a master at ren-
dering inner depths startlingly, straightforwardly vi-
sual. With James Woods and Kathleen Turner, as the
parents.—R.B. (Museum of Modern Art; Aug. 3.)

Also Playing

Al WEIWEL: NEVER SORRY: IFC Center and
Linceln Plaza Cinemas. RUBY SPARKS: In lim-
ited release. SEARCHING FOR SUGAR MAN: In
limited release. THE WATCH: In wide release.

 

REVIVALS, CLASSICS, ETC.

Titles with a dagger are reviewed above.

ANTHOLOGY FILM ARCHIVES

32 Second Ave., at 2nd St. (212-505-5181)—The
films of Milton Moses Ginsberg. Aug. 2 at 7:15:
“Kron Along the Avenue of Time” (2012) and
“Dark Matter” (2012). # Aug. 2 at 9:15: *Com-
ing Apart” (1969).
BAM CINEMATEK

30 Lafayette Ave., Brooklyn (718-636-4100}—*Do
the Reggae.” Aug. 2 at 4:30, 6:50, and 9:15: “Rack-
ers” (1978, Ted Bafaloukos). # Aug. 3 at 2 and
6:50: “Land of Look Behind” (1982, Alan Green-
berg). # Aug. 3 at 4:30 and 9:15: “The Harder
They Come” (1972, Perry Henzell). ¢ Aug. 4 at 2:
“Buck and the Preacher” (1972, Sidney Poitier). ¢
Aug. 4 at 4:30: “Regeae” (1971, Horace Ove). #
Aug. 5 at 6:50: “Roots Rock Reggae” (1977, Jer-
emy Marre). ¢ Aug. 5 at 9:30: “Heartland Reg-
gae” (1980, James Lewis). # Aug. 6 at 7 and 9:15:
“OnePeople” (2012, Justine Henzell).
FILM FORUM

W. Houston St. west of Sixth Ave. (212-727-
8110)—*Universal 100.” Aug, 1 at 1, 4:50, and 9:
“Puzzle of a Downfall Child” (1970, Jerry Schatz-
berg). # Aug. 1 at 3 and 6:50: Eling f” (1971,
Milos Forman). # Aug, 2 at 1, 4:25, and 8: “Christ-
mas Holiday” (1944, Robert Siodmak). ¢ Aug. 2
at 2:45, 6:15, and 9:45: “The Dark Mirror” (1946,
Siodmak). ¢ Aug, 3 at 1:30, 5:10, and 8:50: “The
Sleeping City” (1950, George Sherman). ¢ Aug. 3
at 3:20 and 7: “The Naked City” (1948, Jules Das-
sin). @ Aug. 3 at 10:30: “Son of Dracula” (1943,
Siodmak). # Aug. 4 at 1 and 5:10: “Magnificent
Obsession”(+). # Aug. 4 at 3:10 and 7:20: “Writ-
ten on the Wind” (1956, Douglas Sirk), ¢ Aug. 4
at 9:30: “Jurassic Park” (1993, Steven Spielberg). ¢
Aug. 5 at 1: “Babe” (1995, Chris Noonan). # Aug.
5 at 3 and 7:10: “Charade” (1963, Stanley Donen). ¢
Aug. § at §:10 and 9:20: “Pillow Talk” (1959, Mi-
chael Gordon). # Aug. 6 at 1:30, 4:40, and 8:15:
“Ladies Must Love” (1933, E. A. Dupont}, # Aug.
6 at 2:55 and 9:40: “Little Man, What Now?”
(1934, Frank Borzage). # Aug. 7 at 1, 4:45, and
8:30: “Two-Lane Blacktop” (Tt). # Aug. 7 at 2:55,
6:40, and 10:25: “Duel” (1971, Spielberg).
FILM SOCIETY OF LINCOLN CENTER

Walter Reade Theatre, Lincoln Center (212-875-
5610)}—“Indie Night.” Aug. 1 at 8: “Francine”



(2012, Brian M. Cassidy and Melanie Shatzky). ¢
“50 Years of the New York Film Festival.” Aug.
7 at 6: “Topsy Turvy” (1999, Mike Leigh). ¢ The
films of Claude Sautet. All films are in French
unless otherwise noted. Aug, 1 at 6:15 and Aug.
7 at 9: “The Things of Life” (1970). # Aug. 2 at
8:45: “Classe Tous Risques” (1960). # Aug. 3 at
6:15 and Aug. 4 at 3:45: “César and Rosalie”
(1972). # Aug. 3 at 8:30 and Aug. 4 at 1:30:
“The Dictator’s Guns” (1965; in English, French,
and Spanish). # Aug. 4 at 6: “Vincent, Francois,
Paul and the Others” (1974). ¢ Aug. 4 at 8:30:
“A Simple Story” (1978). ¢ Aug. 5 at 1:45: “Un
Coeur en Hiver” (1992). ¢ Aug. 5 at 4: “Nelly
and Monsieur Arnaud” (1995). ¢ Aug. 5 at 6:15:
“The Bad Son” (1980). # Aug. 5 at 8:30: “Mado”
(1976).
IFG CENTER

323 Sixth Ave., at W. 3rd St. (212-924-7771)—
“Staff Picks.” Aug. 3-4 at midnight: “Paris Is
Burning” (1990, Jennie Livingston).
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART

Roy and Niuta Titus Theatres, 11 W. 53rd St.
(212-708-9480)—*An Auteurist History of Film.”
Aug. 1-3 at 1:30: “To Catch a Thief” (1955, Al-
fred Hitchcock). ¢ “A View from the Vaults,
2012: Recent Acquisitions.” Aug. 1 at 7 and Aug.
5 at 2: “Meek’s Cutoff” (2010, Kelly Reichardt).
Aug. 2 at 7 and Aug. 6 at 4: “Sugar Cane Alley”
(1983, Euzhan Palcy; in French). #¢ Aug. 3 at 4:
“Mikey and Nicky” (+). # Aug. 3 at 7: “Moving
Midway” (2007, Godfrey Cheshire). ¢ Aug. 4 at
4: “Kansas City Princess” (1934, William Keigh-
ley). ¢ Aug. 4 at 7:30: “Alice’s House” (2007,
Chico Teixeira; in Portuguese). ¢ Aug. 7 at 7:
“Black Swan” (2010, Darren Aronofsky). “Un-
accompanied Minors.” Aug. 1 at 8: “The 400
Blows” (1959, Francois Truffaut; in French) +

Aug. 2 at 4:30: “The Little Girl Who Sold the
Sun” (1998, Djibril Diop Mambéty; in Wolof and
French). ¢ Aug. 2 at 8 and Aug. 6 at 4:30: “Sons,
Mothers, and a General” (1955, Laslo Benedek;
in German) # Aug. 3 at 8: “The Virgin Suicides”
(+). # Aug. 4 at 5: “Walkabout” (1971, Nicolas
Roeg). ¢ Aug. 4 at 8: “Palindromes” (2004, Todd
Solondz). ¢ Aug. 5 at 5:30: “Les Mistons” (1957,
Truffaut; in French) and “The Quiet One” (1949,
Sidney Meyers).
MUSEUM OF THE MOVING IMAGE

35th Ave. at 36th St., Astoria (718-784-0077)—
“See It Big!” Aug. 4-5 at 3: “Rio Bravo” (1959,
Howard Hawks). ¢ Aug. 4-5 at 6: “The Wild
Bunch” (1969, Sam Peckinpah).
92Y TRIBECA

200 Hudson St. (212-601-1000)}—*Bastards of
Hitch.” Aug. 3 at 7: “Last Embrace” (1979, Jon-
athan Demme). ¢ Aug. 3 at 9: “Magic” (1978,
Richard Attenborough). ¢ Aug. 7 at 7:30: “Don’t
Look Now”(1973, Nicolas Roeg).

 

READINGS AND TALKS

UPSTAIRS AT THE SQUARE
The journalist Katherine Lanpherinterviews
Cheryl Strayed about her new book, “Tiny Beau-
tiful Things: Advice on Love and Life from Dear
Sugar.” The singer and composer Theo Bleck-
mann will also be on hand to perform selections
from his latest CD, “Hello Earth! The Music of
Kate Bush.”(Barnes & Noble, 33 E. 17th St. 212-
253-0810. Aug. 2 at 7.)
“BOOKS BENEATH THE BRIDGE”
The alfresco Monday-night reading series in
Brooklyn Bridge Park continues with Patti Smith.
(Pier 1’s Granite Prospect, Old Fulton and Fur-

man Sts. For more information, visit brooklyn-
bridgepark.org. Aug. 6 at 7.)
WORD
The novelist Katie Kitamura reads from and dis-
cusses her new book, “Gone to the Forest,” with
Sarah Weinman, the news editor for the Website
Publishers Marketplace. (126 Franklin St., Brook-
lyn. 718-383-0096, Aug. 7 at 7.)

 

ABOVE AND BEYOND

"“COLLEGEHUMOR OFFLINE”

The mega-popular, long-running Web site College-
Humor.com presents a night of comedyin real
time on a real stage. This might be a disappoint-
ment for those who prefer to enjoy College-
Humor.com while in their underpants eating ice
cream, but fear not, everyone in the audience will
be provided with a Choco Taco—ice cream in a
taco-shaped shell covered in chocolate. (Pants are
required, however.) Streeter Seidell, the site’s edi-
tor-in-chief, who also happens to be a comedian,
is the host, and the troupe, which includes Vari-
ety’s 2012 Comics to Watch Jake & Amir, per-
forms standup, sketch comedy, and musical rou-
tines. There will also be special guests and the
premiére live performance of Elaine Carroll’s “Very
Mary-Kate.” (Gramercy Theatre, 127 E. 23rd St.
800-745-3000. Aug. 2; doors open at 7, and the
show starts at 8.)

 

GOINGS ONDIGITAL
Download the Goings On app for Apple and An-
droid, visit our blog (newyorker.com/go/goingson),
and followus on Twitter (@mygoingson).

 

ON THE HORIZON
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CLASSICAL MUSIC
VOYAGE A PARIS

Aug. 18-19

The Ebéne Quartet, a
stylish French ensemble,is

so welcome at Woodstock’s

Maverick Hall that it’s been
given carte blanche for a

whole weekend.Its first

concert celebrates /ejazz

hot; the secondoffers string
quartets by Mozart, Fauré,

and Tchaikovsky.

(maverickconcerts.org.)

NIGHT LIFE
EVIL URGES

Aug. 19

MyMorningJacket, a rock
band from Louisville,
Kentucky, brings its  

cesta
arena-tested sound to the
Williamsburg Waterfront,

with the adventurous
hip-hop group Shabazz

Palaces—led byPalaceer
Lazaro, formerly ofthe

Digable Planets—in tow.

(ticketmaster.com.)

THE THEATRE
LOST AND FOUND

Aug. 24

Jake Gyllenhaal makes
his New Yorkstage
début in “If There

Is I Haven’t Found It
Yet,” by the British

playwright Nick Payne.
‘The drama follows an

overweightfifteen-year-old

girl as she transfers to the
school where her mother

teaches and forms a
relationship with her

estranged uncle. Michael
Longhurstdirects, at the

Laura Pels. (212-719-1300.)

MOVIES

A. NOVEL PURSUIT

Sept. 6-18

Thelatest installment of

Anthology Film Archives’
series “From the Penof .. .”

looks at moviesscripted by

well-known novelists,
including a pair byJoan

Didion and John Gregory
Dunne (“The Panic in

Needle Park,” based on a
book byJames Mills,

and an adaptation ofher

own “PlayIt as It Lays”)
and two by Elmore Leonard

(“Joe Kidd,” from 1972,
and “Mr. Majestyk,” from

1974), (212-505-5181.)

ART

FACTORY FRESH

Sept. 18-Dec. 31

“Regarding Warhol: Sixty

Artists, Fifty Years,”at the
Met,juxtaposes several

dozen works by Andy
Warhol with some hundred

others byartists influenced

byhim overthe years,
ranging from thelate

German painter Sigmar
Polke to the young

Americanvideo artist Ryan
Trecartin. (212-535-7710.)

“Regarding Warhol,” at
the Met.
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exotic meridians. Bon voyage, indeed.
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

COMMENT
AN AMERICAN ABROAD
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he humid lull between the party pri-

maries and the party conventionsis

the traditional momentfor a Presidential

challenger to peacock abroad as a pro-
spective Commander-in-Chief. Four
years ago, Barack Obamacruised the
Iraqi war zonein a helicopter, dazzled

throngs in Europe with his then fresh

rhetoric ofchange, and charmed Amer-
ican soldiers in a Kuwaiti gymnasium,

where, with preternatural nonchalance,
he lofted a three-point shot towarda dis-

tant rim. He drained the three, the sol-

diers roared, and, somewhere backhome,
John McCain slumped deeper into
gloom.

In 2008, Obama’s itinerary was as

effective as his performance. He visited
Europe to signal a renewedrelationship

with traditional allies and the Middle
Eastto signal his intense disagreements
with George W. Bush and McCain.

Obamahad promised to end the war in

Mitt Romney, the Republican Party's
presumptive nominee,lacks a defining

foreign-policy disagreement with the
President, which makes an overseas cam-

paign trip more problematic. Romney
has criticized Obama’s approach to mis-
sile-defense negotiations with Russia
and the timing of troop withdrawals
from Afghanistan,but those dissents are
very nuanced. More pointedly, Romney
hascriticized Obamaforfailing to speak

out quickly and ardently enough when
pro-democracy demonstrators in Iran
took to the streets three years ago; simi-

larly, he has accused the Presidentofti-
midity in the face of Syria’s popular up-

rising against President Basharal-Assad.
‘Thesecritiques suggested exotic pos-

sibilities: Romney might have visited
wounded Syrian refugees in Turkey; he

might have goneto southern Tunisia,
where the fruit seller Mohamed Bouazizi

set himselfablaze two years ago this De-
cember,initiating the Arab Spring.

But such boldness does not seem to

be part ofRomney's makeup. Last week,
he embarked on a far more conventional

tour,visiting some ofAmerica’s mostre-
liable allies: Great Britain, Israel, and
Poland. From thestart, there weresigns

ofhis tin ear. Throughout the campaign,
Romney hasalluded with pride to his
leadership of the 2002 Winter Olym-
pics, which had been mired in corrup-

tion and chaosbefore hearrived in Salt
Lake City to sort out the mess. He un-
settled his British hosts by suggesting

that their preparations for the Games
were, in certain ways, lacking. David

Cameron, the Prime Minister, anda fel-
low-conservative, responded to Rom-

ney’s remarks by noting, Britishly, that
running the Olympic Gamesis a great

deal easierifthey are held “in the middle
ofnowhere.”

Still in London, Romneyattended a
campaign fund-raiser in Mayfair, one of
the city’s posher precincts. Presidential

candidates are allowed to raise money
=, lraq—a warthat Bushhadinitiated and
= McCain had championed—andthe tour
® madeclearthat he,a lightly credentialed

senator, fully intended to bring the

troops home,butalso that he would lead
whennecessary at the frontlines. In fac-
ing McCain, a former P.O.W., Obama

= established both difference and resolve.

overseas, as long as the donors are Amer-
ican citizens; Obama and McCain both
held fund-raisers abroad four years ago.
Tickets to the Mayfair event wentfor
fifty thousanddollars or more. The orig-
inal host, Bob Diamond, the former

chief executive of Barclays, had to step
aside after resigning from the bank,
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which was underinvestigation for ma-

nipulating international interest rates to

boost its profits. Other Barclays execu-
tives, however, reportedly wrote checks
to Romney. If Romneyis elected Presi-
dent, the regulators he appoints will

oversee the examination ofBarclays’role
in the interest-rate scandal.

The candidate’s next scheduled stop
wasIsrael. Prime Minister Benjamin
Netanyahu has been blunt abouthis

lack of enthusiasm for the current Ad-
ministration, in general, and President

Obama,personally. Netanyahu has ar-
guably poked around in American do-
mestic politics more conspicuously than
any foreign leader in memory, using
his influence in Washingtonto bolster

lobbying and campaign-finance groups
that mainly support Republican candi-

dates. Romney has dutifully accused
Obamaof meting out “shabby treat-
ment’to Israel.

‘The nature ofAmerica’s alliance with
Israel has generated emotional debate in

the United States for decades, and there
is nothing wrong with a Presidential
challenger airing provocative opinions.
But Romney's statements about Obama

and Israel have verged on demagoguery.
Obamahas been staunchly supportive of

Israel, providing robust military aid and
intelligence codperation, particularly on
the vexed and dangerous issue of Iran’s
nuclear program. Romneyis intent on
ignoring those facts and trashing the
President.

Romney’s rhetoric is aligned with

that of Sheldon Adelson,thebillionaire

casino magnate and oneofthe Repub-
lican Party’s leading financial backers.
During the Republican primary season,

Adelson gave copiously to Newt Gin-
grich, and hehas since donated ten mil-

lion dollars to Restore Our Future, the

Super PAC committed to Romney's de-
feat of Obama. Adelson is a fierce sup-
porter of Israel, and particularly ofits
mostright-wing politicians. He has ad-

amantly opposedthe creation ofa Pales-
tinian state as part of a comprehensive

peace with Israel, a goal that has been a
mainstay of American Presidents, Re-

publican and Democratic, dating back to
George H. W. Bush. Adelson reportedly
once referred to Salam Fayyad, a former

I.M.F. economist who has woninterna-

tional respect while serving as Prime
Minister ofthe Palestinian Authority, as
a “terrorist.”

Romney's approachto Israel so far in-

dicates a willingness to make common

cause with such partners. Even at John
McCain’s lowest moments in 2008,it
was hard to imagine him tailoring his
views on the Middle East to curry favor
with a well-heeled contributor.

In any event, Romneyislikely to
have some trouble undermining the
President's record on national-security
issues and foreign policy. Last week, in
Colorado, Admiral William McRaven,

a Navy SEAL who overseesall Ameri-
can Special Forces, and who supervised
the raid that killed Osama bin Laden,
was asked to evaluate Obama as a

 

   
  

    
“To be honest, I'm getting tired ofstaging ‘Hamlet.’”

Commander-in-Chief. “I’m nota polit-
ical guy,” McRavenstipulated. Still, he
offered a crisp judgment of Obama’s
performance: “Fantastic.” He went on

to say that the President and his advis-

ers value facts, take professional advice,
and make careful judgments, adding,
“Tm very impressed.”

Romneymayyetwin the White House.
Not surprisingly, he has centered his cam-
paign almost solely on the economy and

the high unemploymentrate. Still, thereis
a growing perception, even among some

of Romney's own supporters, that, al-
thoughtheslackeconomyfavors his pros-

pects, the character he projects—unfo-
cussed and unmoored to any developed
principles—undermines him. ByNovem-

ber, the particulars of his summer tour

may have faded from voters’ memories,
but the questions he has presented about
his constancy and independence ofmind

could persist and defeat him.
—Steve Coll
 

WAIT FORIT DEPT.
TICK-TOCK

 

N= York used to be a city of
queues—movies, concerttickets,

the Department of Motor Vehicles.
Now technology sorts you out. A good
line is hard to find. Even somenice old-
fashionedlines, such as the one for

Shakespeare in the Park, have been cor-
rupted bythe practice of people paying
other people to wait in their place. That's
nota line, That's a caste system.
The best honest line in town, these

past few wecks, has been the one for
gaining entry to “The Clock,” Christian
Marclay’s video installation at Lincoln
Center. “The Clock” is a twenty-four-
hour montage of movie scenes contain-
ing references to the time of day. Last
Wednesday, at 11:07 A.M., sixty-four
people were waiting to getin to seeit.
Theline doubled back on itself, along
Broadway, just north of Sixty-second
Street. A sign near its tail estimated that
the wait, from that point, would be an
hour and a half, but you could never

predict when space would open up in-
side. The average viewing time was an



hour, but, if you wanted to, you could
sit in there all day, watching the time
go by.

11:14 A.M.

A woman stepped outof the line.
This was her secondvisit to “The Clock.”

Thefirst time, she waited forty-five min-

utes, andwatched for an hour and a half.
“Tve been waiting thirty minutes,” she

said. “If they're accurate in their predic-
tions—and I know they're not, because

 
they underestimated it the week before
last and then they overestimatedit last

week—but, anyway, if they're accurate,

then I'd end up getting in at the same
time I did last week, and so would see
the same part of the piece again. How
stupid is that?” She'd spentfifteen min-

utes making this calculation and had de-
cided to bail. Her name was Robin
Lynn. She teaches English to immi-

grants. While waiting, she’d thought

about how the students in her 4 P.M.
class, who hadfled troubled placeslike

Burmaand Ivory Coast, mightreact to
“The Clock.” “My time does not have

the seriousness ofintent that theirs has,”
she said. “I consider myself lucky to be

able to waste my time waitinginline.
“Here’s the mostinteresting thing

about me,” she went on. Whenthe Bea-
tles madetheir first appearance on “The
Ed Sullivan Show,” in 1964, the first
closeup of an audience member was of

her. “They held the camera on my face
for four or five seconds. You'd have
thought that the show was about me.”

11:36 A.M.

“We're waiting for my mother.”
“She’s the catalyst.”
Josh and Annie Gosfield, brother and

sister, had beenin line for fifteen min-

utes, and estimated that they faced an-
other seventy-five. They were picking at
a corn muffin. Their mother, en route

from Philadelphia, was stuck in traffic

on Tenth Avenue. The plan had been
for herto arrive as they reached thefront

ofthe line. (They'd arranged to haveher
wheelchaired in.) Annie, a composer,
said, “I’m up against a deadline, and !m
having a breakthrough. If not for my
mother, I would have only intended to

comehere.” Her piece, featuring violins
andjammedradio signals, is supposed to
premiére next month, in Utrecht. Still,
she expected to watch “The Clock” for

at least two hours. Her brotheresti-
mated that he’d last no more than an

hour.“I've got cultural A.D.D.,” hesaid.

Heis a writer and an artist. He and his

wife, Camille, who was also in line, had
just finished a book, “The Art ofDoing:
How Superachievers Do What They
Do and HowThey Do It So Well,” fea-

turing interviews with Alec Baldwin,

Yogi Berra, Philippe Petit, George
Clinton, and others. “We did a meta-
analysis,” he said. “If there’s any com-

monality, it’s self-awareness.” Another
commonality, you'd think, would be an
intolerance oflonglines.

12:17 PM.

A few places behind them, Kevin, a

twenty-one-year-old student at Brown,
wasreading a library copy of“The Myth

of Sisyphus.” It was his day off from an
internship. His to-do list for the day,
which he’d written on a Post-it and
stuck to his Mac, had read, “Breakfast.

Coffee. The Clock.” He'd skipped the
coffee.

12:38 P.M.
A man wearing a mustard-colored

sports coat joined the queue. “Mark De

Palma, like Brian De Palma,” hesaid,
introducing himself. This was his fourth
time in the “Clock”line. “I don't plan.I
live two blocks away. When I’m on my
way by, if I have time, I get in line. I

gamble onit. Ifit doesn’t go fast enough,
I leave. I’ve gotten in twice, and quit
once. Myschedule’s flexible.” Heis a re-
search scientist and an engineer, and

part of a group that has invented some-
thing,he said, “that could be bigger than
the Internet.” Healso said, “Talking,

thinking, and writing can be destruc-
tive.” Hard to argue. The clock at Co-
lumbusCircle read 12:41.

—Nick Paumgarten

LONDON POSTCARD
BUSTED

 

f all the improvements made
in Londonin anticipation of the

2012 Games—talking trash cans, a ten-
billion-dollar overhaul ofthe transit sys-

tem—perhaps the one that best em-
bodies the original Olympic ideal of

amateurism is a one-man crusadeto rid
the city’s sidewalks of dog excrement.
The Roger Bannister ofthe gameis Paul

Goodlad, an accountant from South
Kensington, who has been plastering

lampposts with signs made on his home
computer. “Tired ofthis?” they ask. The
question is superimposed on a picture
of a rubber-soled hiking boot hover-
ing millimetres from disaster. The sign

advises you to take out your cell phone,
use its video-camera function to re-

cord the misdeeds of dog-owning
scoffaws, and upload the footage to a
Website that Goodlad has set up
called NoDogDo.com. (Motto: “Re-
porting Foul Play.”) A sort of canine
Crime Stoppers, NoDogDo.com com-
binesthe surveillance aspect ofthe com-
munitywatchwith the immediacy ofso-

cial media. It aspires to be what Twitter
might be, ifTwitter had a sense of smell
and a brand-newpair ofwhite sneakers.
A few weeks ago, Goodlad inter-

rupted his afternoon postering for coffee
at a local café. He said that he had been
moved to action after walking his daugh-
ter, whois seven, to school, “One morn-

ing, we must have passed about eight
turds, andit’s a short walk,” hesaid. “I'm
not a dog-hater—wehave a springer
spaniel, Inca. She’s mental! But weal-
ways pick up after her. You wouldn't
want to change someoneelse’s child’s
nappy, would you?”

Around the same time that Goodlad

started noticing the mess in London,
forty-five-year-old Mary Bale, from

Coventry, threwanother resident's tabby
cat into a dumpster. She becamethe sub-
ject of an investigation by an animal-
rights groupafter the cat's owners posted
a closed-circuit tape of the incident on
Facebook, inspiring such comments as“I
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think we should spray her with BBQ_
sauce and throw herinto a denoflions.”
Goodlad,inspired, asked the designer of
his accounting firm’s Web site to set up
NoDogDo.com.“I thought, Well, we all
know each other around here. So when
one Kensington lady asks another,
‘How’s Wolfie?,’ suddenly Maude will
say, ‘Well, Wolfie’s on shatsite.”

Outside the café, a car was being
parked. Goodlad, squinting, suggested

that the town council hadn't painted the
yellow lines the correct distance from

the curb, “I'm bit of a jobsworth,” he
said. “Aboutseven years ago, I wrote an-

othersite, called Ticketbusters, about
the ins and outs ofparking restrictions.”
(Motto: “The Parking Ticket Appeal

Site.”)
NeoDogDo.com is a strictly not-for-

profit service. Only five videos—blurry
and tree-dominated,they are notexactly
“Trainspotting”—have been posted so
far. “Mostly by me,” Goodlad admitted.
Fora vigilante,heis pretty relaxed.“I did
alittle bit ofpostering near where Hugh
Grantlives,” he said. “Anyway,ifpeople

were submitting, like, hours of film,I
couldn't be bothered to watch it. Huge
aircraft hangars of people in Morocco
having to look at stuff before we put it

online—I don’t want it to get to that
level.” Heis, perhaps, theJamaican bob-
sledding team of communityactivism.

“Butif kids get dog poointheir eyes
it can cause blindness!”he said. (Dog
feces can carry a parasite that, if in-
gested, can lead to a loss ofvision.)
“O.K., that’s probably never happened,”
he added.

Still, Goodlad remains convinced that
“society needs to do something more
about dog poo.” Michael Brandow,the

author of“NewYork’s Poop Scoop Law:
Dogs, the Dirt, and Due Process,” wrote,
in an e-mail, “I have Google send me up-

dates on all matters poop-related, and so
I follow these crazy goings onwith much
interest anddisbelief. So far, apart from
the recent DNAtesting schemes,thisis

about the mostelaborate (and I imagine
controversial) effort I've seen.” He said
that “the English are famous for their
politeness,” but he cautioned that, in
NewYork, if you started “following in-

nocentcitizens around to makesure they
followed a law that has nearly perfect
compliance anyway, youd be asking for
a black eye.”
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After coffee, Goodlad, walking with
the slow intensity ofa detective, surveyed
the sidewalks.

“Look,”hesaid, pointingto a bulging

maroon plastic bag that someone had
stashed near a mailbox. “This is obvi-
ously a hot spot.”

Nearby, oneofhis signs was hanging

from a lamppost,its letters smeared. “So
much bloodyrain.” He rounded a cor-
ner, and suddenly bolted down the

street.
The call reverberated through the

neighborhood: “Turd!”
—Lauren Collins
 

NEVER TOO YOUNG
WORK!

 

Isummer, Lucianna Amato, who
turns twelve this month andlives in

Sayville, on Long Island, went to a sci-

ence camp, where she spenta lot oftime
outside, lookingat plants and birds. This

summer, Lucianna wanted to try some-
thing different, which is why onerecent

afternoon she was onthe deckofa pho-
tography studio in Chelsea wearing a
pair of black lace shorts and a short-
sleeved blue poncho, leaning against a
wall with one ankle crossed artfully over
the other, a lovely if slightly nervous
smile on her pink-glossed lips. She was
one of forty-nine campers attending
Modeling Camp NYC,a four-day
course that instructs girls aged twelve to
eighteen in the arts of runway walking,
makeup application, and camera engage-
ment. Fierceness is commended. Lan-
yards are notinvolved.

Lucianna was the youngest camper,

andthe shortest. “I’m five-four,” shesaid,
then reconsidered. “I mean, four-five.I
always get that mixed up.” There are no
height or weightrestrictions for campers,
although a disproportionate number of
them might have fit in equally well at

basketball campor volleyball camp.“It's
modelling camp, not modelling school,”
Heather Cole, the camp’s founder, a
former model from Surrey, England,
explained. “To me, this camp is about
life skills, and just walking away with

confidence.”

Warnings aboutthe darker side of
modelling—eating disorders, drug
abuse, photographers whourge girls to

take their clothes off—are not included
in the curriculum.In onesession, a nu-

tritionist gave advice on healthyeating.
“We learned aboutthe four parts ofthe
plate: a protein, dairy from a drink, veg-
etables and fruits, and grain,” a camper
named Amanda Anderson (fourteen;

five-seven) explained. Anderson had
comeall the way from South Burling-
ton, Vermont, to attend. “There’s not
anything in Vermont for modelling,”
she said, feelingly. Like many of the

campers, Anderson said that she had
acquired useful knowledge, such as how
to make an entrance on a fashion-show

runway. “You've got to go 6am! when
you come out,” she explained, plant-
ing a hand on onehip andjuttingit out
dramatically.

Sashaying, strutting, and twirling

techniques were taught in a conference

 
room at the NewYork Helmsley Hotel,
which was where mostofthe camp’s ac-
tivities took place, includingvisits from
agency scouts and editors from Seven-
teen. (The girls did get outside every
day; they walked a block to get lunch
at a pizzeria on Second Avenue.) Run-
way instruction was provided by Dean
Modah,a young manin ultra-skinny

jeans and a topknot, who stood at the
foot of the runwayas girls descended
to thumping dance music, calling out
exhortations like “Eye contact!” and
“Doyour thing!” and “Work!” During a
water-and-bathroom break, Modah

said, “It’s my responsibility to take girls
like this, to build their confidence. Prac-
tice makesperfect.”



Several of the campers already had
modelling experience. Sixteen-year-old
Ellexia Hill’s résumé included a com-

mercial for a car dealership in Columbia,

South Carolina, where shelives, and she
had mastered the ambulatoryart oflead-
ing with both her pelvis and her chin.
Brigit Ferry, a fourteen-year-old camper

from Deerfield, Massachusetts, was
working on developing a signature run-
waystyle: as she made her entrance, she
poppedthe collar of the sleeveless naval
jacket that she was wearing over a floral
romper; whensheturned at the runway’s
end, she placed a hand behind herhair,

which was adorned with a fake flower. “T
like to think of myself as one of the

bolder and more daring of myfriends,”

Ferry explained.
At the photo shoot, expressions of

boldness and daring (wearing a skintight,
gold-sequinned dress from BabyPhat,
in the case of fifteen-year-old Mari-
bel Martinez, from White Plains) were
interspersed with moments ofself-con-
sciousness andcaution(folding one’s arms
defensively across the front ofsaid dress,

while tugging its plunging neckline up-
ward). Margaret Rix, sixteen, from Rye,
New York, looked ready for Milan, with
honey-colored hair tumbling over sharp

shoulder blades, an eggplant-colored
minidress, and heels that put her well over
six feet. She showed offhowModah had

taught her to extend her legs—which

were the same tan color as thestripes on
the extremely abbreviated skirt of her
dress. “I feel like my walk has improved
tenfold,”shesaid.

—Rebecca Mead

 

D.I-Y. DEPT.
NIGHT SCHOOL

 

na Tuesday evening not long ago,
Ajay Singh Chaudhary,the founder

of the Brooklyn Institute for Social Re-
search, and Abby Kluchin, whoteaches
Freud at the institute, were in the back
room of Building on Bond,a bistro

in Boerum Hill. The space, which has a

recycled-wood décor, had been reimag-
ined as a classroom, with a whiteboard
on the wall and chairs arranged in a semi-

circle. Kluchin, whorecently completed
her Ph.D, at Columbia, and Chaudhary,
whois still working on his, unpacked
boxes fromAmazon(“The Interpretation

ofDreams,” complimentarywith tuition)
and passed out books to fourteen stu-
dents—ofwhom halfwere bespectacled
and most were underforty. “Welcometo
‘Dreams and Hysteria: An Introduction
to Freud,” Kluchinsaid. “ “The Interpre-
tation of Dreams’is this cultural touch-

stone, but we don’t read it all that often,

perhaps becauseit's seven hundred pages
long andpretty repetitive.” She took a sip
ofher bitters-and-soda. “Now,this is not

a therapysession, I wantto be so veryclear
aboutthat.” This caveat wasprinted on

the syllabus, but she repeated it for anyone
whohad repressedit.

American students took out approxi-
mately a hundredand twelvebillion dol-
lars in loans in 2010-11, and the Chron-

icle ofHigherEducation recently reported
that in the past few years “the percentage

of graduate-degree holders whoreceive
food stamps or someother aid more than
doubled.”

“This is sometimes called thecrisis in

the academy—so manyfantastic scholars
withoutreally any good job prospects,”
Chaudhary said. Last year, at Columbia,
Chaudhary taught a survey course in
Western humanities. “I'd tell people
around here”—helives in Boerum Hill—
“what I was teaching, and theyd say, ‘I

wish I could take that class!’ And I

thought, Well, I've read Adam Smith.”
The people demanded inquiries into
human understanding, and Chaudhary

was trained to supply them. Solast De-

cember he founded the Brooklyn Insti-

tute for Social Research, a locavore ped-
agogy shop. So far, the institute has

offered courses in political philosophy,
Walter Benjamin, and the history of

communication, “from the telegraph to
Twitter.” Courses cost a few hundred

dollars and consist of six weekly discus-
sions, held at night. The institute does
not grant degrees, and faculty members
earn eighty per cent oftuition, which

usually works out to more than they

would make at a major university.
Kluchin called for introductions:

“Your name, why youreinterested in
Freud, and maybe a cultural object you
have recently consumed.”

One student, who works in publish-
ing, said, “I’m interested in Freud be-

cause I’ve been in therapy a long time. |

love therapy.”
“Tl one-up her,” a designer said. “I

started in psychoanalysis when I was
three.”

“Tve been watching ‘Mad Men’re-

cently, which has psychologyin it,” an-
other student, whois a filmmaker, said.

Kluchin began tolecture, but she was
interrupted by a waiter delivering a cho-
rizo burger and two carafes of wine.

“Sorry, this is one of the hazards of the
space,” she said. Discussion turnedto the

case ofAnna O.A studentwho works at
“a sort of transdisciplinary architecture
studio” said, “Can I ask, at the risk of
jumping the gun, about sublimation and
perversion?”

“T think I'd rather stick to the text for

now,” Kluchin said.

Christine Smallwood, a faculty mem-
ber who wassitting in on theclass,said,
“Myfirst question is about abreaction;
my second question is about catharsis;
mythird question is about cathexis.”

Kluchin, attempting to answer the
third question, said, “Later in Freud,it

will becomeclear that there is a spec-
trum from neurotic to normal, and we're

all kind ofon it. But here Anna O.’s cre-
ativity and her extremeintelligence
make her more likely to be hysterical.
People are more likely to be hysterical
whentheyhave to do boring shit, espe-
cially the shit women had to do at the
time, like needlework—"

“Needlework is not boring!” Small-
wood protested,

After two hours, Kluchin said, “This

concludes the official class portion. But
we usually just stay here, order more

drinks, and hang out.” Somestudents left;
others continued discussing Anna O.

Kluchinordered a glass ofwine. “Can
you live in New York, be an adjunct, be

a faculty memberhere, and makeit
work?” she asked. “The hopeis that this

is a sustainable model. Andit’s exciting,
because this is a truly shared intellectual
project, and that’s something you can’t
get in any other—” Sheinterruptedher-
self, acting as her own superego.“I was
going tosay‘arena, but that sounds too
“Thunderdome’-ish.”

““Two menenter. One manleaves,”
Chaudhary quoted.

“Here,” Kluchin said, “weall get to
leave.”

—Andrew Marantz
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THE POLITICAL SCENE

FUSSBUDGET
HowPaulRyan captured the G.O.P.

BY RYAN LIZZA

 
ne day in March, 2009, two months

after the Inauguration of President
Obama, Representative Paul Ryan, of
Wisconsin, sat behind a small table in a
cramped meeting space in his Capitol
Hill office. Hunched forwardinhis chair,

he rattled offwell-rehearsedcritiques of

the new President's policies and Ameri-
ca’s lurch toward a “European”style of

government. Ryan’s father, grandfather,
and great-grandfather all died before

their sixtieth birthdays, so Ryan, whois
now forty-two, could be forgiven if he
seemed like a man in a hurry. Tall and

wiry, with a puff ofwavydark hair, he is
nearly as well known in Washington for

his punishing early-morning workouts
as heis for his mastery ofthe federal bud-

get. Asked to explain his opposition to
Obama’s newly released budget, he re-

plied, “I don’t have that muchtime.”
Ryan wonhisseat in 1998, at the age

of twenty-eight. Like many young con-
servatives, he is embarrassed by the Bush
years. At the time, as a junior member

withlittle clout, Ryan wasa reliable Re-
publican voteforpolicies that were key in

causing enormousfederal budget deficits:
sweeping tax cuts, a costly prescription-

drug entitlement for Medicare, two wars,
the multibillion-dollar bank-bailoutleg-
islation known as TARP.Inall,fivetrillion

‘Tfyou'regoing to criticize, you shouldpropose,”Ryan says ofhis budgetplan.
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dollars was added to the national debt. In

2006 and 2008, many ofRyan’s older Re-
publican colleagues were thrown out of

office as a result oflobbying scandals and
overspending. Ryan told merecentlythat,
as a fiscal conservative, hewas “miserable

during the last majority” and is deter-
mined “to do everything I can to make

sure I don't feel that misery again.”
In 2009, Ryan wasstriving to rein-

troduce himself as someonetrue to his

ideological roots and capable of revers-
ing his party’s reputation for fiscal

profligacy. A generation of Republican

leaders was gone. Ryan had already

jumpedahead ofmoreseniorcolleagues
to become the top Republican on the

House Budget Committee, and it was

his job to pick apart Obama’s tax and
spendingplans. Atthe tablein his office,

Ryan pointed out the gimmicks that
Presidents use to hide costs and conceal

policy details. He deconstructed Oba-
ma’s early health-care proposal and at-

tacked his climate-change plan. Oba-

ma’s budget “makes our tax code much
less competitive,” he said, as if reading

from a script. “It makes it harder for
businesses to survive in the global econ-

omy,for people to save for their own re-
tirement,anditgrows our debt tremen-

dously.” He added, “It just takes the
poortrajectory our country’sfiscal state
is on and exacerbatesit.”

As muchasherelished the battle

against Obama—“European,” he re-

peated, with some gusto—hisreal fight
wasforthe ideological identity ofthe Re-

publican Party, and with colleagues who
were content to simply criticize the

White House. “If you're goingto criti-

cize, then you should propose,” he told
me. A fault line divided the older and
more cautious Republican leaders from
the younger, more ideological members.

Ryanwas,and remains, the leader ofthe
attack-and-propose faction.

“I think you're obligated to do that,”
he said. “Peoplelike me who are reform-
minded ignore the people whosay, ‘Just
criticize and don't do anything andlet's
win by default.’ That's ridiculous.” He

said he was “moving ahead without them.
They don’t want to producealternatives?
That's not goingto stop me from produc-

ing an alternative.”
Ryan’s long-range plan was straight-

forward: to create a detailed alternative to
Obama’s budget and persuade his party
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Where's Your Opportunity Hiding?
Uncovering the Investment Opportunities—and Hidden Risks—that Others Miss

A portfolio that’s not thoughtfully managedis like a neglected old house. Without the right vision and
experience you may notrealizeits full potential—or sidestep its hiddenrisks.

Looking Beyond the Obvious

It's impossible to answer the knock of opportunity when you

don't know wherethe dooris. Positioning your portfolio for

successin today's landscape requires not only vision, but the

ability to see beyond the obvious.

For example, the current low rates and yields of traditional

fixed income sources are prompting a move toward non-

traditional income generators, such as certain emerging

markets that offer greater stability and incomeat better

values, as well as dividend-paying stocks.

Meanwhile, the fundamental strengths of select domestic

companiesin sectors such as industrials, energy and

healthcare are being overlooked, as well as undervalued.

Additionally, some emerging markets hold more promise

than international developed markets challenged bypolitical

and growth pressures.

New opportunities are also being generated by today’s low
interest rates and relatively low asset valuations, particularly

for wealth transfer. In addition, today’s tax rules are creating

favorable circumstancesfor retirement planning, total return

strategies, intrafamily loans and gifting.

The catch? You need to act now. Because every opportunity

has an expiration date.

Understanding the Risks of “Safety”

Ina market rife with unpredictability, investors naturally

choose wealth preservation over investment growth. Why

willingly assume risk when you are already involuntarily

exposedto the hazards of market volatility?

Yet, there is a downsideto this “safe” approach,particularly

over the long term.It's not unlike clinging to a piece of

driftwood in the middle of a shifting sea. The strategy is

initially effective, but soonerorlater, a wave is bound to

renderit useless. In short, what was safe yesterday may

not be safe today.

When crowdsrush toward safe investments, the value

increases, sometimesto a price level that makesit virtually

impossible to receive adequate compensation overtime.

Additionally, the desire for security may lead to a portfolio

overweighted with “safe” investments, creating a harmful lack

of diversification. In each case, the result is unintendedrisk,

which defeats the original purpose.

Adopting a Level-Headed Mindset

Opportunities are morelikely to be spotted by those who
maintain a balance of optimism and realism. It is important

to separate the truth from the chatter, particularly when the

word on TheStreetis often full of doom and gloom.

For someinvestors,it’s fashionable to be pessimistic—bleak

is the new black. For many others, volatile, unpredictable

markets have left them paralyzed, exposing them to the

significant risks of standingstill. Still others are somewhat
optimistic, but not about today.

In fact, in a recent survey of investors by BNY Mellon Wealth

Management, 59%said they are waiting for conditions to

improve before taking action. Equally telling, 48% are worried

that they will run out of money over the course of their lifetime.

Clearly, many investors arestill grappling with a crisis of

confidence. Yet, those who remain inactive or wallow in

gloom are missing out on opportunities—and will continue to

do so.

Navigating the Decade Successfully

The first step toward successin this critical decadeis

understanding what you need to do. The secondis having the
fortitude to do it.

Start by implementing an investment approach based on

knowledge, not information overload. Be certain it combines

flexibility with ongoing discipline. Keep your diversification

strategy nimble to act on short-term market swings and

disconnects. Your plan should also seamlessly integrate

investments, tax strategies and estate concerns. And you

should plan to keep planning, because thefacts in this decade

and emerging opportunities and risks, will keep changing. Most

importantofall, believe in your strategy and stick withit.

What Are You Not Seeing?

Mark Twain said, “| was seldom able to see an opportunity

until it had ceased to be one.” Find out if you've been missing

opportunities or inadvertently creating risk. Contact BNY

Mellon Wealth Managementtoday for our complimentary,

confidential 2020 Risk Audit™.

For more information, please contact:

Tracy C. Nickl

(877) 267-0198
tracy.c.nickl@bnymellon.com
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to embraceit. Hewould start in 2009 and
2010 with House Republicans, the most
conservative bloc in the Party. Then, in
the months before the Presidential pri-
maries, he would focus on the G.O.P.
candidates. Ifthe plan worked,by thefall

of 2012 Obama’s opponent would be
running on Paul Ryan’s ideas, and in

2013 a new Republican President would
be signing them into law.

Sitting in his office more than three
years ago, Ryan could not have foreseen
howsuccessful his crusade to reinvent the
Republican Party would be. Nearly every
important conservative opinion-maker

and think tank has rallied aroundhispoli-
cies. Nearlyevery Republican in the House
and the Senate has voted in favor ofsome

version ofhis budget plan. Earlier this year,

the G.O.P. Presidential candidates lav-
ished praise on Ryan and his ideas. “P'm
very supportive ofthe Ryan budget plan,”

Mitt Romney said onMarch 20th,in Chi-
cago. The following week, while cam-
paigning in Wisconsin, he added,“I think

itd be marvellousifthe Senate were to pick
up Paul Ryan’s budget and adoptit and
pass it along to the President.”

‘To envisage what Republicans would

do if theywin in November, the person
to understandis not necessarily Rom-

ney, who hasbeena policy cipherall his

public life. The person to understandis
Paul Ryan.

anesville, Wisconsin, where Ryan was

born andstill lives, is a riverfrontcity of
sixty-four thousand people in the south-
east cornerofthe state, between Madi-
son and Chicago. Three families, the
Ryans, the Fitzgeralds, and the Cullens,

sometimes called the Irish Mafia, helped
develop the town,especially in the post-
war era. The Ryans were major road
builders, and today Ryan,Inc., started in

1884 by Paul's great-grandfather,is a na-
tional construction firm. The historic

Courthouse section ofJanesvilleis still
thickwith members ofthe Ryanclan. At
last count, there were eight other Ryan

households within a six-block radius of
his house,a large Georgian Revival with

six bedroomsand eight bathroomsthat
is on the National Register of Historic

Places.

“I grew up onthe block I nowlive on,”
Ryan told merecently. We were sitting

in his new, more spacious Capitol Hill
office, one of the spoils of being in the

majority after the 2010 elections. “My
aunt and unclelive across the street from
me,’ he said. “Mycousin is next door, my

brotheris a block away.” Ryan’s line ofthe
family strayed from the construction
business, which is now run byhis cousin

Adam. His grandfather and father be-
camelawyers instead.

Unlike most members of Congress
these days, Ryanis relatively accessible to
reporters, “The key to understanding me
is really simple,” he said. “I am nottrying
to be anybody other than whoI actually
am.” Even his ideological foes comment
on his friendliness and good nature. After

his sophomore year in high school, back
in 1986, he worked the grill at McDon-
ald’s, “The manager didn’t think I had the
social skills to work the counter,” he said.
“And now I'm in Congress!”

But the summerof1986 broughta life-
changing event. Onenight in August, he
camehomefromworkwell past midnight,
andheslept late the following morning,
His mother was in Colorado visiting his
sister, and his brother, who had a summer
job with the Janesville parks department,
hadleft early. Paul answered a frantic
phonecall from his father’s secretary.

“Your dad’s gotclients in here,” she said.
“Where is he?” Paul walked into his par-

ents’ bedroom and thoughthis father was
sleeping. “I went to wake him up,” he told
me, “and he was dead.”

“Tt was just a big punch in the gut,”
Ryan said. “I concludedI’ve got to either
sink or swim inlife.” His mother went
back to school, in Madison, and studied
interior design; his grand-
mother, who suffered from
Alzheimer’s, moved into
their home, and Ryan
helped care for her. “T grew
up really fast,” he said.
He took both school-

work and extracurricular ac-
tivities more seriously, he

‘yy

eatIN told me. In his junior year,
he waselected class presi-
dent, which made him prom king and
gave him a seat representing the high
school on Janesville’s school board,his
first political position. He played soccer
andwas onthe ski team. Hejoined nearly
every school club: Latin Club, History
Club, the Letterman’s Club, for varsity

athletes, and the International Geo-
graphic Society, which was open to stu-
dents who received an A in geography,

 

and which met monthlyto learn about a
different country. At the endofhis senior
year, he was elected Biggest Brown-
Noser. (“Atleast I didn’t have a mullet,”

he said.)
Tis father’s death also provoked the

kind ofexistential soul-searching that
most kids don’t undertake until college.“I

was, like, “What is the meaning?’ ” he

said. “I just did lots of reading,lots ofin-
trospection, I read everything I could get
my hands on.” Like many conservatives,
he claims to have been profoundly

affected by Ayn Rand. After reading
“Atlas Shrugged,” he told me,“I said,
“Wow,I’ve gotto check outthis econom-
ics thing.’ WhatI liked about her novels

was their devastating indictment of the
fatal conceit of socialism, of too much

government.” He dived into Friedrich
Hayek, Ludwig von Mises, and Milton
Friedman.

In a 2005 speech to a group of Rand
devotees called the Atlas Society, Ryan
said that Rand was required reading for
his office staff andinterns. “The reason I

got involved in public service, by and
large, if I had to credit one thinker, one

person, it would be Ayn Rand,” hetold

the group. “The fight weare in here,
make no mistake aboutit,is a fight ofin-

dividualism versuscollectivism.” To me
he wascareful to point outthat herejects
Rand's atheism.

In 1988, Ryanwent to Miami Univer-

sity, in Ohio, where he got to knowan

economics professor named William R.
Hart, a fierce and outspoken libertarian in

a facultydominated byliber-
als. ‘The two quickly discov-

ered their shared fascination
with Rand and Hayek Ryan
gothisfirst introduction to
movement conservatism

when Hart handed him an

issue of National Review.
“Take this magazine—I

think you'll like it,” he said.

In 1991, Hart recom-
mended Ryan for an internship in the

office of Senator Bob Kasten, a Wiscon-
sin Republican. Twoyears later, Ryan

went to work as a speechwriter andpol-
icy analyst for Jack Kemp, who led Em-
power America, an organization then in
the vanguard ofmaking policy for supply-
side conservatives whowere pushing Re-
publicans rightward in their views on
taxes and thesize of government.“Jack
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Kempiswhat sucked meinto public pol-

icy, public service, and politics,” Ryan

said. “Hecalled it the battle of ideas, and
I just really got intoit.”

Hart told me, “He thought the world

ofJack Kemp. I got the impression that
Jack Kemp became something of a sec-
ondfather.”

n 1997, MarkNeumann, the congress-
man from Ryan’s district in Wiscon-

sin, who was running for the Senate,

called Ryan, whowas just twenty-seven,
and suggested that he run for the House
seat. Neumann knew that the popular

Ryan name couldn't hurt. Ryanwentback
to Wisconsin, workedbriefly for the fam-
ily business as a “marketing consultant’—
a bit ofrésumé paddingthat gave him his
onlyprivate-sector experience—and de-
cided to run. One ad showed him walk-
ing through a Janesville cemetery among
the gravestones ofhis ancestors. He won
the election, becoming the second-
youngest memberofthe House, and he
has been reélected easily ever since.

Ryan’s first significant policyfight

came in 2004. As President George W.
Bush campaigned for a second term,

largely emphasizing counter-terrorism
and national-security policies, Ryan laid
the groundworkfor the Republican

agenda should Bushbe elected. For the
first time, Ryan had the chance to pursue
someofthe more daring libertarian ideas
that had captivated him. As a thirty-four-
year-old representative, he set out to
privatize Social Security.

For decades, policy wonks on the
Republican fringes had talked about

turning Social Security, the government
safety-net program for retirees, into a
system of private investment accounts.
The architect of the movement was
Peter Ferrara, a former Harvard Law

School student, who,calling it “the cra-
ziest idea in the world,”soldit, in 1979,
to the small-government fundamental-
ists at the Cato Institute. (Ferrara is
nowat the Heartland Institute, best

known forits denial ofclimate change.)
They evangelized on behalf of the idea
for more than two decades, before push-
ing it into mainstream Republican pol-

itics. Bush was the first Republican
Presidential nominee to embrace the
idea, but it wasn't a priority in his first

term, which was dominated bythere-
sponse to 9/11 and the warin Iraq.
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Ryan and other conservativeleaders,
among them Senator John Sununu, of
New Hampshire, wanted to be sure that
Bush returnedto the plan in 2005. Under
Ryan’s initial version, American workers
would be able to invest about half of

their payroll taxes, which fund Social
Security, in private accounts. As a plan
to reduce governmentdebt, it made no
sense. It simply took moneyfrom one
part ofthe budgetandspentit on private
accounts, at a cost of twotrillion dollars
in transition expenses. But, as an ideolog-
ical statement about the proper relation-
ship between individuals and thefederal
government, Ryan’s plan wasclear.

Therelease ofthe Social Security pro-
posalwasaturning point in Ryan’s career.

Bush could have chosen to pusha bipar-

tisan idea, such as immigration reform, as

the first domestic proposal of his second
term. But, during the 2004 campaign,

Ryan, with such allies as Kemp and Fer-
rara, kept up pressure from the rightto

force the White House to make a deci-
sion on Social Security. Many Republi-

cans werestill wary. ‘Two weeksafter
Bush's Inauguration, Ryan gave a speech
at Cato asserting that Social Security was
nolonger the third rail ofAmerican pol-
itics. He toured his districtwith a Power-

Point presentation and invited news

crews to document how Republicans
could challenge Democrats on a sacro-
sanct policy issue andlive to tell aboutit.

Conservativeeditorialists and activists
cheered him on. “What Ryan and Su-
nunu have proposed is historic,” Newt

Gingrich wrote in an op-ed piece. “They
have fashioned a plan that makes the idea
of a personal-account option for Social
Security not onlypoliticallyviable but, in-
deed, politicallyirresistible.” Jack Kemp
lauded his formeraide: “It will be proven
the most efficaciousofall the reforms.”
For the first time, Ryan enjoyed a round
of worshipful media coverage. “THAT
HAIR, THOSE EYES, THAT PLAN,” pro-
claimed the headline of a long home-
state magazine profile in 2005.

But Ryan’s assurances proved to be
wildly optimistic. Bush, urged by Karl

Rove to keep his distance from Ryan’s
plan, released a far more cautious pro-
posal, with smaller accounts and less ex-

pensive transition costs. He spent months
on a national tour promoting it, as Ryan
had in Wisconsin. Democrats savaged
the plan. Bush’s poll numbers sank, and

the plan waseffectively dead bythefall.
The following year, the Republicanslost
thirty House seats and the Democrats
took over Congress. Other factors con-

tributed to Bush’s failures in 2005 and
2006—Hurricane Katrina, escalating vi-

olence in [rag—buthis pushfor a version

of the Ryan Social Security plan marked
the start ofthe decline. Bush,in his mem-
oir, writes that he regretted pursuing the
issue when hedid.

What some mightinterpret as thefail-
ure of an unpopular idea Ryan insisted

was mostly a communications problem.
“The Administration did a badjobofsell-

ingit,” he told me. Bush had campaigned
on national-securityissues, only to pitch
Social Security reform after reélection.
“And. .. éhud,” Ryan said. “You've got to
prepare the country for these things. You

can'tjust spring iton them after you win.”
Thelesson: “Don't let the engineers run
the marketing department.”

ACthe ranks of House Repub-
licans were thinner after the 2006

elections, Ryan was sent back to Wash-

ington and won the top Republican spot

on the Budget Committee. Nowhe had a
large staffofeconomists working for him
and access to the resources of the Con-

eressional Budget Office, which could
provide detailed analyses ofhis proposals.
Once again, he set about testing the
bounds ofconservative ideology within
the Party. It was his job todraftan alter-
native to the new Democratic majority's
budget. Even for the smaller, more con-
servative G.O.P. caucus of 2007, Ryan’s
draft was so extremethat forty out oftwo
hundred and two Republicans voted

againstit.

Hereturned the following year with
something more polished and more am-
bitious. In May, 2008, working with two

other young Republicans, Kevin McCar-
thy, of California, and Eric Cantor, of

Virginia, who had watched the immola-
tion of the congressional wing oftheir
party during the Bush years, Ryan remade
his budget into something hecalled the
Roadmap for America’s Future. Rather

than just build support inside Congress,
he promoted the Roadmap through the

rich network of conservative media and
think tanks that helped influence Repub-
lican members. “I thoughtfiscal policy

was on the wrong path,” he told me.
Ryan had witnessed three periods



when conservatism was ascendant: dur-

ing the Reaganrevolution of the nine-

teen-cighties; after the 1994 Republican
takeover of Congress; and after Bush’s
election in 2000. Notably, the federal
government's size and responsibilities
grew through all three political epochs.
Ryan’s Roadmap soon cameto define a
fourth conservative surge. Unlike the
1994 Contract with America, which in
substance was not nearly as ideologi-

cal as people thought,and unlike Bush’s
compassionate conservatism, which was
sold as a rejection of anti-government
philosophy, the Roadmapwas a com-

prehensive plan to reduce the welfare
state and radically curtail the govern-
ment's role in protecting citizens from
life's misfortunes.

Ryan recommended ending Medi-
care, the governmenthealth-insurance
program forretirees, and replacing it with

a system of direct paymentsto seniors,
whocould then buy private insurance.

(The change would notaffect current
beneficiaries or the next decade of new
ones.) He proposed ending Medicaid,
the health-care program for the poor, and
replacingitwith a lump sum forstates to
use as they saw fit. Ryan also called for an
end to the special tax break given to em-
ployers who provide insurance; instead,
that money would pay for twenty-five-
hundred-dollar credits for uninsured tax-
payers to buy their own plans. As for

Social Security, Ryan modestly scaled
back his original proposal by reducing
the amountinvested inprivate accounts,
from one-half to one-third ofpayroll
taxes. Ryan’s Roadmapalso promised to
cut other governmentspending, though
it didn’t specify how. Likewise,it prom-
ised to lower income-tax rates and sim-
plify the tax code, butit didn’t detail
which popular deductions—mortgage
interest? retirement contributions?—it
would eliminate.

Conservative intellectuals at National
Review and the Heritage Foundation
loved the Roadmap, and Ryan became
an icon withinthe insular world ofright-
wing pundits. In Congress, things
were different. In 2008, with midterm
and Presidential elections looming, the
Roadmapattracted just eight co-spon-
sors. Only the most astute observers of
G.O.P. internal politics noticed what
was happening.In a celebratory column
about the Ryan plan in the Washington

Post, titled “Fiscal Medicine Man,” Rob-
ert Novak, the late conservative writer,
predicted, “After whatis expected to be
another bad G.O.P. defeat in the 2008
congressional elections, Ryan, McCar-
thy, and Cantor could constitute the
party's new Elouse leadership.”

Byearly 2009, when | first met Ryan

in his office, he was caught between the
demands of the Republican leaders, who
wanted nothing to do with his Roadmap,

and his own belief that the Party had
to offer a sweeping alternative vision to
Obama’s. Ryan soon had an unlikely ally,
in Obamahimself. Throughoutthatyear,

the Administration struggled to defend its
ambitious agenda,in part because there
was no Republican alternative for the
Presidentto attack. Ryan, deferring to the
Partyleadership, didn’t aggressively push

his plan again. Butin lateJanuary of2010,
a weekafter the victory ofthe Republican
Scott Brown in the contest for Ted Ken-
nedy’s Senate seat in Massachusetts—the
first election fuelled by the newTea Party
movement—Ryan offered the Roadmap
as an alternative to Obama's budget.

He presented it not as a drypolicy
plan, with just numbers and actuarial ta-
bles, but as a manifesto that drew on the
canon ofWestern political philosophy as

interpreted by conservative intellectuals.
The document's introduction referred to
the Declaration of Independence, the
Constitution, the Federalist Papers,
Hayek, Friedman, Adam Smith, Max

Weber, Emile Durkheim, John Locke,
Alexis de Tocqueville, Georges-Eugéne

Sorel, Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn, Charles
Murray, and Niall Ferguson. Ryan himself
seemed intent on entering the canon.
“Only by taking responsibility for oneself,
to the greatest extentpossible, can one ever
be free,” he wrote, “and only a free person
can make responsible choices—between
right and wrong, saving and spending,

giving or taking.”

Obama saw an opening. Invited to
speak before the House Republicans at
their retreat in Baltimore, onJanuary29th,

he seemed to extend an olive branch to
Ryan. “I think Paul, for example, the
head of the Budget Committee, has
looked at the budget and has made a
serious proposal,” Obamasaid. “T've read
it. I can tell you what's in it. And there’s
some ideas in there that I would agree
with, but there’s some ideas that we
should have a healthy debate about,
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because I don’t agree with them.” After-
ward, Obama madea point of shaking

Ryan’s hand and signing an autographfor

his seven-year-old daughter, Liza. There
was talk in Washington that the two
young, wonky Midwesterners might be

able to build a workingrelationship.
‘Three dayslater, the White House

started a livelier debate with Ryan. In a
press briefing, Peter Orszag, the budget
director at the time, dismantled Ryan’s

plan, point by point. Ryan’s proposal

would turn Medicare “into avoucherpro-
gram,so thatindividuals are on their own
in the health-care market,” he said. Over

time, the program wouldn’t keep pace
with rising medical costs, so seniors

would have to pay thousands of dollars

more a year for health care. The Road-
mapwouldrevive Bush’s plan to privatize

Social Security and “provide large tax
benefits to upper-incomehouseholds . .

while shifting the burden onto middle-

and lower-incomehouseholds.It is a dra-
matically different approach in which
much more risk is loaded onto individ-
uals.” Ryan, who had always had a good

relationship with Orszag,later described
the briefing as the moment when “the
budget director took that olive branch
and hit mein the face withit.”

But the confrontation enhanced Ry-
an’s credibility among conservatives. He
becamethe face ofthe opposition, some-
one who could attack the President's pol-
icies with facts and figures. Indeed, at
the retreat, Obama had mischaracter-
ized Ryan’s Medicare plan, and Ryan po-
litely corrected him. The two men sparred

again the next month, at a summitat
Blair House, over the President’s health-
care plan. The details ofRyan's proposals

andhis critiques ofObama's matteredless

than the fact that he was taking on the
President. House SpeakerJohn Boehner
and other Republican leaders started to
feel pressure to take a position on the

Ryan budget.
In July, Boehner distanced himself

from the plan. But Ryan’s outside-in

strategy, of building support among

conservatives who would pressure Re-
publican leaders to embrace his ideas,

started to payoff. An editorial in the
Weekly Standard stated that “Republi-

cans should embrace Ryan's Road Map.”
Dick Armey, the former congressional

leader, who had becomeaTea Party or-
ganizer, demanded that Republicans
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have the “courage” to back Ryan’s plan.

Bochner’s position insured that most
Republican candidates didn’t listen to
Armey’s advice, and in 2010 they cam-

paigned against Obama's alleged cuts to
Medicare rather than for Ryan’s plan to
end the program.

Still, after the election, with the Re-
publican Party racing rightward, Ryan
provided an intellectual blueprint: there
were cighty-seven Republican freshmen

who wanted to starve the government
but had no clear idea how to do so. In

December, in a WallStreetJournalop-ed
piece, Sarah Palin endorsed the Road-

map, and everypotential Republican
Presidential candidate knewthat he or

she, too, would have to take a position

on it. InJanuary, 2011, Ryan was chosen
to give the official Republican response

to the President's State of the Union

speech. “We hold to a couple of simple
convictions,” he said. “Endless borrow-
ing is not a strategy; spending cuts have

to comefirst.”
During the next four months, Ryan

and McCarthy, the third-ranking Re-

publican in the House, conveneda series
oflistening sessions for their colleagues,
placing special emphasis on the Republi-
can freshmen. Wielding a PowerPoint
presentation that included photographs
of chaos in Greece, which wassliding
into its debt crisis, the two led the new
members of Congress through the perils

of the government's fiscaltrajectory, and

patiently explained how Ryan’s plan was
both the onlysolution and a politicalwin-
ner. In April, after months ofthis educa-

 

tion campaign, Ryan formally unveiled a

third version of the Roadmap, renamed

the Path to Prosperity.
Afterthe listening sessions, Ryan had

removed some of the most controversial

ideas, including the manifesto-like intro-
duction, and even the Social Security

privatizationplan. Thecredit for taxpay-
ers to buy health insurance was scrapped

as well, but Ryan added a new plank: to
repeal Obama’s health-care law and to
effectively cut Medicaid by a third.
(Underthe plan, Medicaidwould no lon-
ger keep up with rising medical costs.)
Ryan conceded that he couldn’t gethis
colleagues to go along with everything in

the old plan. “I had to pass a bill—I had

to get two hundred andeighteenpeople,”
he told me. His original Roadmap “was
just me, unplugged,” hesaid. “But when

youre writing a budget you're represent-
ing an entire conference, and so you have

to get consensus.”
Conservative opinion-writers again

celebrated his bravery. But there was
one noteofcaution. The ornery Charles
Krauthammer doubted that Ryan's ideas

could survive a Democratic onslaught

in the 2012 campaign. “House Budget

Committee Chairman Paul Ryan hasjust
released a recklessly bold, 73-page, 10-
year budgetplan,” he wrote. “At 37 foot-

notes, it mightbe the most annotated sui-

cide note in history.”

T° mid-April of 2011, in a speech

at George Washington University,
Obama once again decided to make

an example of Ryan. Republicans were
finally aboutto vote on the Path to Pros-

perity, and the President was eager to
offer his opinion. Obama, for nearly the
first time in his Presidency, emphasized

the ideological divide between the two
parties rather than offering bromides
about what they shared. The White
House invited Ryan to the speech and

reserved a V.I.P. seat for him, Obama
hadpersonally called Ryan after Repub-

licans won the majorityin the House the

previous November, and Ryan thought
the two mighthave a rapport. Theyboth

liked sports and, because Ryan’s district
runs along the Illinois border close to

Chicago, knew manyof the same peo-
ple. “He’s a cerebral guy wholikes pol-
icy, and he’s from mypart of the coun-

try,” Ryan said. “At the beginning,I did
have some hope.”

Ryan sat in the front rowas the
President shreddedhis plan. “I believe

it paints a vision of our future that’s
deeply pessimistic,” Obamasaid. “There's
nothingserious about a plan that claims
to reduce the deficit by spending tril-
lion dollars on tax cuts for millionaires
andbillionaires. And I don’t think there’s
anything courageous about asking for



sacrifice from those whocanleast afford
it and don’t have any clout on Capitol

Hill.”
Ryan seemed genuinely shocked.

Duringa radio interviewlater in the day,
he complained that Obamahad called

him “un-American,” and he objected to
the charge that he was “pitting children
with autism or Down syndromeagainst

millionaires and billionaires” and “ending
America as we knowit.” Ryan told me,“I

was expecting some counteroffer ofsome
kind. What we got was the gauntlet of

demagoguery.”
‘Two days after the speech, despite

some desperate appeals by Republican

pollsters, Ryan's plan passed the House of
Representatives, 235 to 193. Only four
Republicans voted againstit. Ryan told
methat the class of Republicans elected

in 2010 was transformational. “Usually,
you getlocal career politicians who want

to be national career politicians,” he said.
“They're more cautious. ‘They're more
risk-averse. They're more focussed onjust
reélection.” He went on, “This crop of
peoplewho cameupare doctors and den-

tists and small-business people and roof-
ers and D.A.s. They're not here for ca-

reers—they're here for causes.”
Whatever benefit the White House

had seenin raising Ryan’s profile, his in-
creasing power, andhis credibility as the
leading authority on conservative fiscal

policy, soon made his imprimatur essen-

tial for any Republican trying to reach a
compromise with Democrats. Ryan
helped scuttle three deals on the budget.
Hehad served on the Simpson-Bowles

deficit commission but refused to endorse
its final proposal, in December, 2010.

Whendeficit negotiations moved from
the failed commission to Congress, Ryan

stuck with the extremefaction of the
G.O.P. caucus, which withheld support
from any of the leading bipartisan plans.
In the summerof2011, when a group of

Democratic and Republican senators,
known as the Gang ofSix, producedtheir
own agreement, Ryan’s detailed criticism
helped sink it. And, also that summer,

during high-level talks between the

White House and Republicanleaders,
Cantor and Ryanreportedly pressured
Boehnerto reject a potential deal with
President Obama.

Ryanhad aligned himselfwith Can-

tor andtheself-proclaimed Young Guns,
who madelife miserable for Bochner,

 

 
bentEtc

‘Ithink I'dlook better withoutyou.”

their nominal leader. Theywere the most
enthusiastic supporters ofthe Ryan plan,

while Boehner had publicly criticizedit.
Cantor's aides quietly promoted stories
about Boehner’s alleged squishiness onis-

sues dear to conservatives, and encour-

aged Capitol Hill newspapers to consider
the idea that Cantor would one day re-
place Boehner. As the Republican nego-
tiations with the White House fizzled in

the summer of 2011, Barry Jackson,
Boehner’s chief of staff and a veteran of
the Bush White House and Republican
politics, blamed not just Cantor, who in
media accounts of the failed deal often
plays the role ofvillain, but Ryanas well.

“That's what Cantor and Ryan want,”
Jackson told a group of Republican con-
gressmen, according to Robert Draper's
recent book, “Do Not Ask What Good
We Do.” “They see a world where it’s
Mitch McConnell’—as Senate Majority

Leader—‘Speaker Cantor, a Republican
President, and then Paul Ryan can do
whatever he wants to do. It's not about
this year. It’s about getting us to 2012,

defeating the President, and Boehner

being disgraced.”

ne afternoon in mid-July, John
Beckord, a Ryan supporter and the

head of ForwardJanesville, a pro-busi-
ness economic-developmentgroup,
took me on a tour ofRyan’s home town.

As the years went by, the successful
small businesses of the old Irish Mafia

came to be overshadowed by one em-
ployer, General Motors; at its peak, in

1978,the automakeremployed seventy-
one hundred people and later produced
more than a thousandsport-utility vehi-
cles a day. Janesville has often served as
a backdrop for Presidents and Presiden-

tial candidates. During a campaign stop
there in 2008, Obamasaid, “he prom-
ise ofJanesville has been the promise of
America.” Later that year, the plant an-

nounced that it would close, causing the
loss of some five thousand jobs in the

area. Mitt Romney gave his standard

stumpspeechinJanesville recently, with
Ryanathisside.

Beckord drove along the perimeter of
the abandonedplant, which stretched
across more than two hundredacres. He
pointed out a wide plain ofasphalt, now

sprouting weeds,that had once servedas

a parking lot for thousandsofcars.
Through 2007, Ryan regularly requested

government moneyfor special projects
backhome. Earmarks grew out ofcontrol

during the Bush years, but most ofwhat
Ryanasked for, and got, wasdefensible:
four hundred thousanddollars for a

water-treatmentplant; three hundred
thousand for a technical college where
G.M.workers could be retrained; seven
hundred and thirty-five thousand for
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Janesville’s bus system; and $3.3 million
for highway projects throughout Wis-
consin. In 2008, however, Ryan vowed
not to request earmarks anymore;helater
helped push through an outright ban. |
asked Beckord whether Ryan’s libertari-
anism ever clashed with the needs ofhis
constituents. He hesitated, then said,
finally, “I suppose there could have been
a full-court press to just cobble together
as muchfederal money aspossible on our

behalf to make it irresistible for G.M.to

keepthis plant open.”
When we got beyond the auto plant,

Beckord pointed out some of the prom-
ising initiatives in town. “We'refinding a
newidentity,” he said. Since the plant
closed,Janesville, which sits almost at the
center ofa ring ofmajorcities, including

Milwaukee, Chicago, St. Louis, Des

Moines, and Minneapolis, has partly re-
inventeditself as a distribution hub for
major companies.“heydon’t make any-
thing here,” Beckord explained. “But they
distribute their products from here.” We
passed a John Deere facility where hun-
dreds of lawn tractors and mowers were

stacked on pallets. Janesville is a major
distribution center for John Deere lawn-
care products. Several other national
companies, including Grainger, which

sells various industrial products, and Le-
Mans, whichsells parts for motocross
and snowmobiling equipment, useJanes-
ville for the same purpose.

As Janesville increasingly becomes a
base for the business ofdistribution lo-
gistics, its single most pressing economic
concern is good roads. Beckord pointed
toward Interstate 90, which runs south-

east a hundred miles to Chicago. “From
an economic-vitality and economic-
developmentperspective, transportation

infrastructure is huge,” he said. Next
year, I-90 around Janesville will begin
expansion from four lanes to eight. The
project, the top issue for the local busi-

ness community since the G.M.plant
closed, will be financed as part of a
billion-dollar federal and state highway
project. “Paul has been as helpful as he

can be to encourage that development,”
Beckordsaid. “But, as you know,he also
has a philosophical disconnect with the
idea ofearmarks,”

Wepassed a warehouse-like building
under construction where several men
in hard hats were at work. Beckord ex-
plained that it would soon house the
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Janesville Innovation Center, providing
entrepreneurs with commercial space in
which to launch their ideas. The money

came from a $1.2-million government
grant through the Economic Develop-
ment Administration, one of Obama’s
major stimulus programs,

Therewas one more successstory that
Beckord wanted to share. A fewyears
ago, he had a melanomathatwas treated
with a radioactive isotope; this isotope

is administered to fifty-five thousand
patients a daybuthas a half-life ofsixty-
six hours after manufacture, so it must
be delivered quickly. The isotope, known

as a medical tracer, is made outside the
United States by a complicated pro-
cess requiring highly enriched uranium
from nuclear reactors. The government

offered twenty-five-million-dollar match-
ing grants to companies that could devise
a way to produce the material domesti-

cally, without using enriched uranium.
“Two of the four companies that won

that competition, incredibly, are going to
build plants in our county, and one of
them is going to be in Janesville,” Beck-
ord said. In May,the federal government
announced that it would contribute
more than ten million dollars to the new
facility,which could employ some hun-

dred andfifty people.

he current Presidential campaign

centers on the debate about the
government’role in the economy. Ryan,
by forcing Republicans to embrace his
budget plan, has helped shape this de-
bate. Obama, onJuly 13th, told a crowd
in Virginia, “If you were successful,
somebody along the line gave you some
help. There was a great teacher some-
wherein yourlife. Somebodyhelped to

create this unbelievable American system
that we havethat allowed you to thrive.
Somebodyinvested in roads andbridges.
Ifyou've got a business, you didn’t build
that. Somebodyelse made that happen.”
He added, “When wesucceed, we suc-

ceed because ofour individual initiative,
but also because we do things together.”
To Ryan, Obama’s words were anath-

ema. In a conversation three days later
with James Pethokoukis, a conservative
blogger for the American Enterprise In-
stitute, he had harsh criticisms for the
President. “Flis comments seem to derive
from a naive vision,” Ryan said, thatis
based on “an idea that the nucleus ofso-

ciety and the economyis government,not
the people.” Obama’s “big-government

spending programsfail to restorejobs and

growth,” he said, and amountto “astatist
attack on free communities.”

WhenI pointed out to Ryan that
government spending programs were

at the heart ofhis home town’s recovery,
he didn’t disagree. But he insisted that
he has been misunderstood. “Obama

is trying to paintus as a caricature,” he

said. “As ifwe're somebizarre individu-

alists who are hardcore libertarians. It’s
a false dichotomyandintellectually
lazy.” He added, “Of course we believe

in government. Wethink government

should do what it doesreally well, but
that it has limits, and obviouslywithin

those limits are things like infrastruc-

ture, interstate highways, andairports.”
But independent assessments make
clear that Ryan’s budget plan,in order to
achieve its goals, would drastically re-

duce the parts of the budget that fund
exactly the kinds ofprojects and research

nowhelping Janesville.
As in 2009, Republicans are divided

between those who think they can win by
pointing out Obama’s failures and those
who want to run on a Ryan-like set of
ideas. Romneyseemstowantto be in the

first camp, but during the primaries he
championed the ideas in Ryan’s budget.
Ryan is frequently talked aboutas a future

leader of the House Republicans and
even as a long shot to be Romney's run-

ning mate, He surely would take either
job, but he seemsbetter suited to con-

tinuing whathe’s been doing since 2008:
remaking the Republican Party in his

image. You can't “run onvagueplatitudes

and generalities,” he told me earlier this
month. He was speaking about Bush in

2004 and Obamafouryears ago. But he
clearly believes that the same holds true

for Romney in November.
“Te’s already endorsed these things,”

Ryan said.“T wanta full-throated defense

for an alternative agenda thatfixes the
country’s problems. I want to show the
countrythat wehave a solution to get us
outofthe ditch we're in, and to be proud

aboutit.”
Ryan seemed unconcerned thatpush-

ing his policy agenda on Romney might

damage the candidate. “I think life is
short,” Ryan said at the end of our final
conversation. “You'd better take advan-
tage ofit while youhaveit.” ¢



 

SHOUTS & MURMURS

DEARLY BELOVED

BY SUSANNA WOLFF

MMand Mrs. Prescott invite you to
travel an uncomfortable distance

to drink alcohol they have paid for in
honor of their daughter Willoughby
Ashleigh Sarah Prescott’s marriage to

Jared Elliot Weiner on the One Sum-
mer Weekend You Didn't Think You
Had a Wedding to Attend This Year,

Spelled Out Instead ofWritten Numer-

ically Like a Human Would Write a
Year.

Please join an array ofstrangers, un-
clesinill-fitting suits, and high-school
friends you never see for a reason to

celebrate the subtle wealth competi-

tion between the parents ofthe groom
and the parents of the bride. (They
hope you enjoy the yarmulkes embroi-
dered with a fictional family crest and

the authentic Japanese pour-over-
coffee bar.)

The ceremony will be held at a non-

religious venuebutwill be officiated by
a damp-nostrilled minister and a plump

female rabbi, whom the bride’s grandfa-
ther will call a lesbian in a bad try at a

whisper. The bride and groom are writ-
ing their own vowsand will make them

even more generic than the traditional

marriage vows. The ceremonywill start
late, last at least forty-five minutes, and
be completely inaudible to anyone be-
yondthe first row.

Afterward, please help us welcome
Mr. Weiner and Ms.Prescott to their
new life of weddedbliss, which will be
made possible by the fact that Ms.
Prescott is not taking the name Weiner.
The senior Prescotts and Weiners will

address this point of contention while
making humorless, borderline insulting

toasts about each other’s children.
Insufficiently shrouded synonymsfor
“settling” will be used, before a slide
show of the couple that features

with the help ofnot-actually-Champagne
champagne, attempts at dancing will
follow, as the best man—who,heas-

sured the bride via MySpacelink, is a
d.j—uses his 2006 PowerBook G4 to

blast a barely mashed mashup of “At
Last” and “Single Ladies” at least four

times before the open bar runs out.

There will be a brief intermission, dur-

 
ing which the sweating groom will re-

unite with his college a-cappella group
for a rendition of half of “The Lion

Sleeps Tonight” and somestabsatlight
break dancing.

Barely discounted accommodations
have been arranged for guests at the

DoubleTree, whichis a thirty-dollar cab
ride from both the nearest train station
and the location of the wedding. How-

ever, an insufficient number of rooms
have been reserved, so, if you agree to

attend, you will probably haveto stay at
the “rustic” B. and B. where the groom’s
incontinent great-auntis also staying.

There, you may breakfast on a compli-
mentary bowlofcereal in the presence

ofmiddle-aged couples trying to rekin-
dle their marriages and an extensive col-

lection ofwater-damagedissues ofFast-

Company.
The bride and groom have registered

at Crate& Barrelfor an outrageous num-

ber ofuseless items, including corn hold-
ers, egg cups, those little stirrers that are

used only for mint juleps, a pizza stone,
and thirty-eightslightlydifferent spatulas,
even though the bride and groom have
lived together with a perfectly satisfactory
number of spatulas for more than three
years. Every item on the registrywill ei-
ther be too inexpensive to be a sufficient
gift in itself or cost more than two hun-
dred dollars, for a goddam pizza stone.

R.S.V.P. using the tiny card thatis
wedged somewhere betweenthe fourth

and seventh layers oftissue paper on this
invitation.

Please indicate your choice of wet
fish, wet chicken, or dry eggplant. The
bride’s parents wantedtoservescallops,

butlet’s not get into it. After the cere-
mony, the motherof the bride will

freely talk about the limitations of a

“Jewish-ish”reception while having an-
other glass of Chardonnay.

Youhave not been given permission
to bring a plus-one because this wed-
ding will be for just an affordable num-

ber offamily membersandclose friends.
You have been invited because the groom

has more close friends than the bride,
and the Prescotts aren't paying to throw

a reunion party for Jared’s bunkmates
from Camp Haggai. It would be one
thing if the Weiners wantedto chip in
for someofthebar tab,butit’s fine. The

Prescotts can manage, so we needn't
discussit any further.

Ifyou attend, youwill be seated with

the bride’s in-the-closet cousin and var-
ious fifth-tier friends, including a grad-

school roommate—itis unclearwhose—

and someone who won't remember
having metyou at the bride's sixteenth-

birthday party. She threw upatthat,
and she'll throw up atthis.

Theentire affair will cost you noless
than three hundred andfifty dollars and
makeit so that there is really no way
that before the summeris over you can
manage that trip to IKEA which would

revolutionize your homestorage system.
You, the bride, and her parentsall

knowthatit will be preferable for every-
one involvedifyou say that you “regret-
fully cannotattend,” and just send the
pizza stone instead. ¢
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PROFILES

THE QUESTION ARTIST
Tino Sehgal‘Sprovocative encounters.

BY LAUREN COLLINS

 
Tino Sehgal makes whathecalls “con-

structed situations.” He uses the raw

materials of voice, language, and move-
ment to build pieces of art. For “This
Progress” (2010), he filled the rotunda of

the Guggenheim with a corps of “in-
terpreters’—children, teen-agers, baby
boomers, octogenarians—who,according
to a set of rules devised by Sehgal, en-
gaged each visitor in a conversation,deliv-
ering him to progressively olderinterloc-

utors as he spiralled up the museum’s
ramp. The piece, which madeintimates
of strangers, was exhilarating. Visitors
shared such confidences as “The smaller
the diamond,the better the marriage” and
“Mr. Hitler ruined my childhood.” Some

ofthem left in tears. (‘ThecriticJerry Saltz
pointed out that it was the only work of
art he'd ever encountered that could cry
back.) “This Progress” reflected Sehgal’s
desire to redefineart as the transformation
of actions rather than of things. “What
myworkis aboutis, Can somethingthat
is not an inanimate object be considered
valuable?” Sehgal said recently. Heis, in
a sense, an architect of interaction. His
worksare collaborations, new builds on

human turf.
Before going further, I should ac-

knowledge that there’s a verygood chance
that Sehgal would quarrel with everything
Ive just said. Talking to him can be like
trying to work out a proof. One day, he

Sehgal outside Tate Modern, in London, Photograph by Gareth McConnell.
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mentioned that he'd like to know more
about novels, which he normally is “not
thatinterested in.” “Summerreadinglist?”
I said, just trying to fill the beat. “No,” he

replied. “That's not what I meant.” Inter-
estingnessis the categorical imperative of
Sehgal’s world. I sometimespictured him
as a Roman emperor,sitting in a box at
the Colosseum and pronouncing a blood-
ied idea“interesting”(it lives!) or “not in-

teresting”(it dies!). The word “thorough”
is interesting to Sehgal, as is soccer and
telling the truth;less so acting,cell phones,
the discourse ofreification, and talking
about one’s children too much.

Sehgal, whois thirty-six, lives in Berlin
with theart historian Dorotheavon Han-

telmann and their two young sons. The
family shuttles betweenvon Hantelmann’s

apartment and a shared house that Sehgal
has lived in for seventeen years. “I need a
little bit ofnoise around,”hesaid. “I don’t

like this kind of apartment shoebox feel-
ing. It makes me nervous.” His finickiness

partly derives from his personality—delib-
erate, cerebral, goofy yet aloof—butitis
also a consequence of the nature ofhis

practice. Like manyartists, he is sensitive
about the way heis represented in the
press; unlike manyartists, he is heavily de-
pendentupon the press to represent him.
First ofall, his art is ephemeral. Moreover,

he forbids the creation of anyof the
by-products—photographs, videos, cata-
logues, wall text—that normally derive
from a work. Elis pieces leave no physical

residue, T'o see one, you have to either visit
the museum orconsult a tertiary report. In
2010,the Times ran an illicit iPhone photo

of“The Kiss,” in which a couple lay en-
twined on the floor of the Guggenheim,

reénacting romantic postures from the
works ofsuch artists as Rodin and Koons.

Sehgal accused the paper ofbeing “ungen-
tlemanly, very crass.”

This elusiveness of Sehgal’s work has
raised suspicion in some quarters. Mem-

bers ofthe art worldwonderifthey are the
dupes of a marketing ploy, while mem-
bers of the public worry that theyare

the butts of a complicated joke. At the
Venice Biennale in 2005, when Sehgal

showed “This Is So Contemporary,” in
which a group of guards chant, “Ooooh.

This is so contemporary!,” the Harvard

art historian Benjamin H. D. Buchloh
called bullshit. “Sehgal is the kind ofart-
istwho—hadhe encountered Duchamp’s
urinal in 1917—would have proposed to



exhibit a kitchen sink the next year, fully
convinced that he had become radical
artist overnight,” he wrote. But Sehgal ex-

plains his insistence on making art with-
out artifact convincingly, as a “cleaner”it-
eration ofthe efforts of such forebears as
Yves Klein (who sold empty space for

gold), Joseph Kosuth (who reproduced
entries from a dictionary), and Robert
Barry (whoreleased krypton and xenon
into the atmosphere, and once claimed to
have transmitted a piece telepathically).
He believes that mementos of his work
would threatenits purity, which could
weaken its effect. “There’s something

deeply optimistic in his work,” Hans Ul-
rich Obrist, the co-director ofthe Serpen-
tine Gallery, in London,andaclose friend
of Sehgal’s, said recently. “Tt believes in
change, in the productionofreality, and

that engagement produces consequences.”
Although he is often mistaken for an

ironist, Sehgal is an idealist, who haswed-
ded the anti-materialist impulses ofenvi-
ronmentalism to the immatcrialist ones
of conceptual art. He thinks there is too
much stuff in the world. In keeping with

his principles, he declines to travel by air.
(Whenhevisits America, he takes a boat.)

This is akin, in the hyper-peripatetic art
world, to a professional skier refusing to
use lift. “I think it’s obvious why, in

the twenty-first century,” he said, when I
asked him whyhe avoided planes. Heis
not against the market—rather, he wants
to work withinit, to explore the notion of

whether it might be ableto traffic in some-
thing other than material goods. Howcan
we continue to make things, heis asking,
once we've reached thelimits of growth?

Sehgal is trained in political economy
(Technical University of Berlin, Univer-
sity ofEssen) and dance (FolkwangUni-

versity ofthe Arts, in Essen), a biograph-
ical Googlewhack that has yielded a
freakish career. “DANCING ECONOMIST
SEHGAL EMPTIES GUGGENHEIM WITH

WEIRD NEW SHOW,” a 2010 Bloomberg
headline read. His ambitions are more
multinational than mom-and-pop. “He’s
the biggest ego I've ever seen,” his long-

time friend Jens Hoffmann, the director
ofthe Wattis Institute for Contemporary
Arts, in San Francisco, told me. “He

doesn’t want to be famous, he doesn’t
want to make money. I think Tino’s real
goal is to be known as someone who has
changed the course of art, or maybe
something beyond that.”

Sehgal redeems his pretensionsby ex-

ceeding his ambitions. He was the young-
est artist ever to be granted a solo showin
the Guggenheim’s rotunda. Last week,
“These Associations,” his most complex
piece to date, opened at Tate Modern,in

London, At any given moment,the piece
requires seventy interpreters—somecivil-

ians, some professional dancers—who
will engage, over the next three months,
each of the museum’s estimated million
visitors who take them up ontheoffer.
Perhapsit is best thoughtofas interroga-

tive art, a series of stylized dialogues that
cut through theniceties of social interac-
tion, prompting a concentrated exchange
ofthoughts. It is the thirteenth commis-
sion in the Unilever Series, which hasal-

lowed suchartists as Olafur Eliasson and
Ai Weiwei to realize someoftheir grand-

est schemes in the museum’s Turbine
Hall. “Tt is one ofthe most radical works
wehave ever showed at Tate,” Chris Der-
con, the museum’s director,said.

Meanwhile, Schgal is showing an oce-

anic new workcalled “This Variation”at
Documenta (13), which runsuntil Sep-

tember 16th in Kassel, Germany. Boot-
legs ofthe piece, which amountsto a sort
of sensory fun house, have been popping
up on YouTube. Sehgal seemeduncowed
by the prospect of following, in the Tur-

bine Fall, a blockbuster exhibition ofDa-
mien Hirst. When I asked him what he

thought of that show, he mentioned a
Hirst-designed cup-and-saucer set that

was available in the Tate Modern gift
shop. He said, “I was more interested in

the mug.”

he quality of Schgal’s pieces depends

on vast amountsofinvisible labor. A
year before the Tate opening, Asad Raza,
Sehgal’s producer, had moved to London;
Sehgal was commuting from Berlin. For

months, Raza had prospected amid the
film clubs and docent groups and faculty

lounges ofLondon,trying to find poten-

tial interpreters. “The hardest thingis

getting a cross-sectionofsociety,” Jessica
Morgan, the curator of the Tate show,

said. “The ideais that the piece has a sense

ofthecity. It's supposed to have this tex-
ture, so that you don'tfeel, ifyou're in your
fifties, ‘Oh, this is just a bunch ofhipsters

mucking aboutin the Turbine Hall’””
ByearlyMay, they had enlisted around

fifty candidates whofulfilled the criterion
of being “profound and measured’—

“You wantdepth, but you don’t wantthe
person to becomea spectacle,” Sehgal ex-
plained.‘They were overwhelmingly well
educated, and well off. (A truer picture of
London might include some under-
achievers and convenience-storeclerks.)
One afternoon,agroup ofthem convened
in a gray, concrete room at Tate Modern
for a rehearsal, People sat in rapt pairs at a
series ofwhite tables with low benches.It
could have been a speed-dating mixer.

“O.K., you guys. Talkers stand up,”
Sehgal said, speaking over the din. He
stood like a pregnant woman, back
arched, with his hands on his haunches.

At his command, the group members
who had been designated to practice
speaking switched partners. After several
rounds, Sehgal summonedthe group to-
gether. They had been workingwith four
“prompts,”whichwere meantto call forth
anecdotes that they would deploy in
the conversational part ofthe piece. ‘The

prompts required thetalkers to discuss
moments whenthey had experienced ei-
ther a sense ofarrival, a sense ofbelong-
ing, a sense ofsatisfaction, or a sense of

dissatisfaction with themselves.

“ ‘Satisfied,’ that’s probably the most
difficult, yes?” Sehgal began.
A woman replied that she had found

“dissatisfaction” problematic, because
“you feel like you're lumbering someone
with this issue youre struggling with.”

“The more detailed it is, the better,”

Sehgal said.
Anotherwoman chimedin. “Conver-

sations with people you don’t knoware
like a little present that you proffer,” she
said. “ “Dissatisfaction’ is a gift I don’t

want to give.”

Sehgal met the mutiny with patience.
Rather than asserting his authority as the
artist, he just kept making his argument.

“Tt’s harder now than it will be when
we'rereally doingit,” he told the woman.
“For instance, | know who youare, so

there are social consequences.”
Another interpreter wanted to know

whether the stories had to bestrictly true.
“There's no way I can controlifyou're

going to put in something false, butit’s
kind oflike this classic thing, that some-
thing empirical is always more interest-
ing,” Sehgal said.

Next, the group prepared to practice
a module of the piece that would re-
quire them to sing in unison. “Doyoure-
memberit?” Sehgal said, as the interpreters
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began tuning up a strange, mechanical
ditty. It went, “Even if the old, the old,
rootedness, rootedness, is being lost.”

Therewas something mesmerizing about

the chorus. It had the feel of ritual—a

post-industrial psalm. Sehgal inquired,
“Whoare the more confident singers?”

A womanwith bicycles on her blouse

replied, “Not me, whenit’s Heidegger.”
Therehearsal was surprisingly impro-

visational. Sehgal doesn’t transcribe the

texts, lyrics, and steps that make up his
pieces,soit is up to him and hisinterpret-

ers to remember how to dothem.“I have
this beliefthat ifyou have an idea, and you
have to write it down to remember it, then
it can't be a great idea,” he said. As nit-
picky ashe can be,he is open toserendip-

ity. He is aware that the mutationshis
work undergoes endow it with a sort of

sedimentary thickness, “The loss of con-
trol is a psychological necessity for me, as
an artist,” Sehgal said. I asked Louise
Hejer, who is managingthe piecein Kas-

sel, whether Sehgal’s Socratic approach
risked authorlessness. “That's the reason

I'm here,” she said. “WhenI install a

work, I often talk about it in terms of a

culture. We have tointerpret the rules
that ‘Tino gives us and be human within
them.”

Because it draws from manydisci-

plines, Schgal’s workis difficult to define.
His term “constructed situations” comes
from the French theorist Guy Debord’s
1957 manifesto “Report on the Construc-

tion of Situations,” which called for the
artist to generate moments thatwouldjolt
the spectator out of passivity, rendering

him the co-creator ofa less mediocre life.

Hans Ulrich Obrist, borrowing from the

artists Gilbert&George,offered the term
“living sculpture.” WhenI spoke to Chris

Dercon, he referred to Sehgal as a “ques-
tion artist.” He said, “Tino’s asking very

precise questions, and if you ask precise
questionsyouget precise answers. That's

the reason you cannotescape his art.”
Schgal’s work is a proposition, not a po-

lemic. “The thing aboutTino’s workis the
wayit continues to echoafterward,” Jes-
sica Morgan said. “You kindof think to
yourself, Should I have said thank you?”
Schgal’s art demands engagement. What-
everit is, it is art during which youcan't

check your e-mail.
Sehgalis insistent that his work—even

thoughit is as often heard and feltas it is
seen—be categorizedasvisual art. It riles
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himwhenhis piecesare referred toas per-
formance; he arguesthat, unlike tradi-
tional theatre and dance, they are shown
ina museum, throughout opening hours,

and they relyupontheparticipation ofthe
individual, rather than the passive atten-

tion ofa crowd. “Theconcert, the church,
the theatre don’t really seem to me to be
adequate to contemporary society,” he
said. “In the theatre, you do something
onetime for eight hundred people, butwe
might do something eight hundredtimes
for one person.”

With their regional accents and bad
breath, Sehgal’s pieces defy the vogue for

monumentalism. “His work brings life

back to more human proportion,” Marian
Goodman,his gallerist, told me. “Thisis

a work by ‘Tino Sehgal,” the child who
grects a visitor in “This Progress” begins.
“May I ask you a question? Whatis prog-
ress?” Schgal’s art resides in the second
person. You choose your own adventure.

Schgal is also aware that the perform-
ing arts commandless prestige than those
which we considervisual art. His aban-
donmentof the theatre has caused, ac-

cordingto the performance critic Claudia
La Rocco,“someeye-rolling” in the world
ofcontemporary dance and performance.
“T think it’s a little disingenuous,ifyou're

relying often on trained dancers and cho-
reographers, to distance yourself from
that,” La Rocco said. When I mentioned
such criticisms to Sehgal, he affirmed
without apology his strategic desire to
benefit from the clout of the museum.
“You send your children to the museum,

and that’s the official version ofwho we
are, as a society,” he said. “It has that

power.” He continued, “Lady Gaga, she’s
the most visible human being on the
planet, but she wants tobe an artist. She

asked Klaus”—Klaus Biesenbach,thedi-
rector ofMOMA PS1—“‘Ts this art, what
Pm doing? And he waslike, ‘No,’ Putting
myworkin the museum,it’s alsoa politi-

cal move. Because ofthis high status of

the object in our culture, something has to
be a thing. Live efforts are almost mar-
ginal. I think dance,for example,isjust as

much a thing, and I wantfor it to have the

samestatus. I don’t wantit to be the thing
that comesin the evening andis,like, the
happy music.”

Thegroupat the Tate proceeded into
the Turbine Hall, where Sehgal instructed
them to assemble against the far wall.
Over the course of twenty-five minutes,

theywere to walk back and forth from one

end ofthe room to theother, as an accel-
erating mass. “The Turbine Hall was a

place for turningfossil fuel intoelectricity,
a place that epitomizes industrialization,”
Sehgal said. “I'm hoping for the piece to
be a kind of meditation on the changes
this process has brought aboutin terms of

interpersonalrelations.” Schgal’s mode of
thoughtis relentlessly teleological. He is a
fiend for tectonic shifts in human behav-

ior, sweeping theories that explain the
world in several-hundred-year chunks,

Ages of. He gave the signal. For almost
half an hour, the group moved through

the hall, zombiclike. Afterward, Schgal
recalled them to the wall, mocking the
theatrical stiffness in theirmovement.

“Nobodyeversaid youhadtobelike a
total eighties dancer from France or

something,” he said. He continued, “The
ultimate ambition is to make our group

grow. Thatis the piece.”

iE 1987, when Schgal was eleven, he
cancelled Christmas. “I wrote mypar-

ents a letter and said, I don’t want to be a

part ofthis Christmas thing,”he recalled.
“T rejected my presents. This whole kind
ofChristian colonizing ofwhatwas col-
lective, pagan ritual—T’ve mellowed out a
bit, but I was enraged, somehow,bythat.”

Sehgal was born in London, wherehis
father, Surin, a native ofwhat is nowPak-
istan, worked for I.B.M. His mother,

Therese, who is German, stayed home

with Tinoand his younger sister, Mela-
nie. After a stint in Paris, the family

moved to Diisseldorf, and then to Béblin-
gen, a comfortable suburb ofStuttgart. In

addition to having a large I.B.M.plant,
Béblingen was home to Hewlett-Pack-

ard, Mercedes, and Philips. It was a land-

scape ofconcrete. Any threat from nature
had been subdued. Sehgal found the
scrubbed industriousness ofhis surround-
ings oppressive; his upbringing, hesays,

was“totally uncultural.” Herecalled, “My
father came out of India, where he had a
tough childhood in Partition.” Having

lost his material wealth, Sehgal says, his

father applied himself to acquiring the
trappings of a middle-class life. “I knew
thatjust wasn’t going to work, psycholog-
ically,as life, or sustainably,as a society.”

Like all adolescents nurturing a sense
of injustice, Sehgal searched for a source
of power. [Te became a skateboarder—
Airwalks and baggypants. The landscape



began to morph.“I think a lot of Tino’s
stuffcomesfrom skateboarders looking at
railings and concrete, and thinking, How

can I use that in a different way?” Asad
Raza, Sehgal’s producer, said. At sixteen,
Sehgal spoke in favor of a public-trans-
portation project at a city-council meeting
in Stuttgart. “I remember seeing the min-

ister oftransportationdive and dodge,” he
told Arthur Lubow, of the Times Maga-

zine. “All he could do was administer

what the public opinion was, or else he
would be voted out in the next election.”

Sehgal recalls this momentas an epiph-
any. Hewould register his rebuke through

culture rather than politics.
Sehgal is fluent in any number ofeso-

teric disciplines. Charlotte Higgins, a
Guardianreporter whowassentto inter-
view him on the eve of the Tate show,

wrote that Sehgal, upon hearing that she
had studied classics, held forth on the pol-
itics of prostration in Procopius. Still,

what doesn’t interest him doesn’t interest
him: “There are huge blank areas in his

history ofart,”Jessica Morgan said. It is a
wonderthat Sehgal did not becomeapro-

fessor, like his sister, who teaches philos-

ophy andliterature in Frankfurt. “This
idea of an embodied knowledge, versus
writing things down, somehow to me
seemed more of a challenge than main-
taining this kind ofcritical distance,’ Seh-
gal explained, of his choice to pursue
dance. When he was nineteen, he saw a

performance by the experimental chore-

ographer Xavier Le Roy. Soon afterward,
he showed up on Le Roy’s doorstep.I
asked Le Roy what Sehgal waslike as a
dancer. “Wild and intelligent,” he said.

Sehgal met Dorothea von Hantel-

mann when he was twenty-three, at a
party after a dance performance. After

thirteen years together, their life andwork
have become deeply enmeshed. WhenI

asked von Hantelmann how they had
influenced each other, she replied, “Oh,
God.” Sehgal said, “Especially when we
first met, Dorothea was formative. As

somebody whowas not from a sophisti-
cated cultural background—even just her
books andstuff, it was all there. [ profited

from thata lot.” Sehgal lives modestly, but
the conditions that govern his domestic
life are less rigid than those he imposes on

his art. His boys have a Christmas. One
day, I asked Sehgal whatthelast thing he
bought was. “My work comesout ofa
deep psychological place,so it’s not like

’m Object Man at home. Theoretically,
I'm not against objects, but, personally,

Pm not comfortable attaching myself to
them—I don’t seek them out. What you
can say about myhomeis thatit’s not very
ambitious. ‘The last time we wentinto a
department store—Dorothea wanted to

have some curtains—that was already a

year ago.”
During his twenties, Schgal steeped

himselfin the European avant-garde. For

a time, he worked as a choreographer with
Les Ballets C de la B, a dance company

in Ghent. (A recent performance was
inspired by a transvestite cabaret.) Even-

tually, in the early nineties, he began
making pieces for himself. The first of

these was “I'wenty Minutes for the
Twentieth Century,” in which Sehgal,
naked, danced a series of movernents in

twenty different styles, including those of
Isadora Duncan and George Balanchine.
Jens Hoffmann, the curator, suggested to
Sehgal that he show the piece in muse-
ums, as it amounted to something like a
“museum of dance.” Hoffmannrecalled,
“We were probably twenty-three, at that
point, and we were like, ‘Yeah, let'sjust do

it. It worked because we knew it would
workand there was absolutely no doubt in

our minds,”

Someobservers were skeptical, be-
cause of the hype, and the audacity of
Sehgal’s maneuver. “It felt a little glib,”
Jessica Morgan recalled, ofseeing Sehgal’s
“This Is So Contemporary” for the first
time. But, as the work evolved, Sehgal
made converts ofhis critics. Each piece
solved the problemsofthelast. “The in-

teresting thing with Tino’s workis it’sg 8
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completely hermetic,” Hoffmannsaid.
“There's no way offinding any loop-
holes—it’s completely thought through.”

n the morning ofJune 22nd, I met
Sehgal aboard the 7:01 A.M. Euro-

star from London’s St. PancrasStation to
the Gare du Nord,in Paris. ‘Tall and
mussed, he had materialized just before
the train pulled out. He was wearing a
gray wool cardigan and a white T-shirt
that sagged around the neck, giving it a
little frill. Mis blackjeans puddled around
white sneakers that looked like they were
cut from blocks of foam. I don’t remem-

ber muchofa hello.

ARTIST: It happens at a table—it’s a work
for a couple, and they’ve invited somefriends
over for dinner. The first course starts, and
one of the partners stands up and leaves the
table. Then,forty-five secondslater, the other
personof the couple also leaves the table... .
The hosts stay away fourorfive minutes, and
then they come back and they sit down at
each other’s place. They eat the other’s food.
So then, if the guests ask what’s up, theysay,
“This is a work by Tino Sehgal entitled
‘Those Thoughts.’ ” The work is actually the
thoughts, and the prejudices, of the guests.
And I’ve never scenit, but I’ve heard aboutit.

REPORTER: You’ve never seenit?
ARTIST: Well, ?'ve rehearsed it, in a restau-

rant in Venice, but P’'ve never seenit.
Reporter: Why don’t you just orches-

trate one?
ARTIST: It would seem a bit self-centered,

somehow.
Reporter: If I were to doit tonight, why

would it not be a work by Tino Sehgal?
ARTIST: It probably would be, actually.

But that’s a more theoretical question. Be-
cause, for example, if you build a mirrored
cube, which you could, why would it not be
a work by Robert Morris?

Sehgal wastravelling to Paris to sell some

art. Nothing concrete would actually change

SUPLESS



hands, Instead, Sehgal and Vincent Worms,
whohad agreed to buy twopiecesfor his Ka-
dist Art Foundation, would discuss the
terms of sale. When a person buys one of
Sehgal’s works, that person acquires theright
to have people enact it in the future. There
would be no contract, no certificate of au-

thenticity. To complete the transaction, a

notary would orally validate the agreement,
circumventing the paper trail.

Sehgal hadn’tfigured out how to get
from thetrain station to the notary’s office.
Since all we had was the address, he as-
sented to my suggestion that we take a
cab. There was a wait, which made him

antsy. He had some crumbson his face,
from a croissant he'd just eaten. That

made me think to ask why, as someone

whobelieves the world is overstuffed, he
had decided to have children. Sehgal

didn’t seem to mind myrudeness, Fle said
that von Hantelmannis seven years older

than he,and thatit was time. “I’m anart-

ist, and I have a big ego, but I hope I can

at least sometimes pull back little bit—
or, at least, I can think that thought,” he
said, Soon, though,theartist resurfaced.“I

never stand in such a queue,” hesaid.
“That's not a ‘methingto do.”

Wereached thenotary’s offices. Seh-
gal, Worms, and the notary took seats

around a longwoodentable. I wasto serve
as thewitness. Sehgal began bydescribing
the pieces. In “This Is About” (2003), a
museum employeegives a tour ofthe col-

lection to a group ofvisitors and thenasks,
“What do you think this is about?” In
“kWh” (2002), whichalso takesplace ina

museum, someoneturns off the electric-

ity, and a group of employees, moving

around in the darkness, sing how many
kilowatt-hours of energy are being con-
served, The latter struck measa little ob-

vious. Some of Sehgal’s moreinteractive
work runstherisk ofplaying too ingrati-
atingly to the crowd—a little too much
pizzazz and his interpreters are Jellicle
hoofers, pawing the family in the third
rowat the Winter Garden theatre. But, as
playful as Sehgal’s pieces are, theyare
pocked with danger zones and darkspots.
Schgal is refreshingly explicit, for an art-
ist, abouthis political motivations, but his
work is too mysterious to be relegated to
the ghetto of“eco-art.”

Next, the notary went over somestip-
ulations regarding opening hours (the

pieces had to go on as long as the venue
showing them was open), installation (by
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Sehgal or a designated representative),
photography(none), and resale (only by
oral contract). Atleast, this is what I think
he said, as Sehgal didn’t allow me,or any-
one else, to take notes. “One day, if we
have a conflict with Vincent, we'll call you
and say, “You werethere,” hesaid.

Nearly a hundred thousand dollars was
at stake, but owning a Sehgal piece is a
notional concept. “Somehowit exists in
my mind, in my body, and in the bodies

ofthe peoplewho know howto doit, and

 

it also exists in their memories, and of

those of the people who sawit,” Sehgal
has said of his work. The Guggenheim,
for instance, bought one of four editions
of“This Progress.” | asked Sehgal where

the others had gone.“They didn'tsell,” he
said. “That often happens.” In 2008,the
Walker Art Center, in Minneapolis,
bought a Sehgal piece called “This Objec-
tive ofThat Object” (2004). Yasmil Ray-
mond, a former curator at the Walker,

told the Times Magazine that it was the
most contentious acquisition during her

five years there. “It was the only time

someone on the acquisitions committee
voted against an acquisition,” shesaid.
“There was a small insurrection.”

‘The sale continued in a pro-forma
manner until the notary touched on the

fifth point of the agreement, which cov-
ered the wages the guards would be paid.

Sehgal was adamantthat they be remuner-
ated above their usual salaries. ‘This wasn’t
a humanitarian intervention. Increased
pay was necessary for “psychological rea-

sons,” he said, so that the guards would
treat the project as real work. Eventually,
Sehgal and Worms agreed on a bonus of
twenty per cent. Sehgalsaid later, “T

wanted toreiterate, for mysake, that they
don'tjust tell the guards, “Oh, you can do
this in addition to your regular duties.”
Sehgal said that once, inJapan, some em-
ployees had not been properlytrained, and
“thework totallydisintegrated,” (The piece
was “This Is New,” in which they quoted
headlines from the day’s newspapers; they

chickened out and just stopped talking.)
People agree to appear in Sehgal’s works

for various reasons. For some ofthem, es-

pecially those whoare performers by trade,
it's a decent job. (Tate Modern is paying
the interpreters in “These Associations”a
little more than the London Living

Wage, whichis about thirteen dollars an
hour.) Others are too intriguedto say no,
or they hope to glean something person-
ally or professionally enlightening from

the experience. One day during a break,
two interpreters, Tim Wright and Mat-

thew Engelke, were standing around,eat-
ing oranges,

“T work on the Internet and don't re-
ally talk to anyone, so that’s largely what
appeals to me,” Wright, a digital writer,
said, “There's some therapy going on.”

“I see it as, like, my yoga,” Engelke,

wholectures at the London School of
Economics, replied. “Also, as an anthro-

pologist, I kind ofwant to do mini-exper-
iments and target English people.”

Oneofthe thrilling things about Seh-
gal’s workis thatit can go rogue. In a time
whentheairplane-seat meet cute strains

credulity, Sehgal’s pieces are the rare pub-
lic events that can yield unscripted possi-
bilities. ‘This makes them seem new, even
in comparison with earlier performance

art, whose creators tended to perform it
themselves, insuring fidelity to their vi-
sion. Sehgal’s pieces are like urban leg-

ends. ‘They can change, become embel-
lished, acquire patina. Imagine if paint

could rearrangeitself into smudges and
whorls the painter hadn't considered. At
the Guggenheim, the museum’s ramp,

stocked with several dozen ofthetristate
area's mostinteresting, articulate citizens,
turned into something of a pickup spot.
“Tino Sehgal performer. Pink yellow blue
striped sweater,” a notice on Craigslist, in
the Missed Connectionssection, read. “T

know this is really insane but I thought
you were really cute.”

Anirony of Sehgal'’s collaborative ap-
proachis that he has created a sort ofart

factory—an enterprise that at times pro-
vides work for several hundred people

and pays by the hour. Sehgal is the over-

seer, not theartisan, deriving hisliveli-
hood from thelabors ofothers. “There's a
sense in which you think, at first, Well,

what does he do?” Alexander Nehamas,
the Princeton philosopher, who was an

interpreter in “This Progress,” told me.
“Hetells people a few things, he leaves



them to themselves, to improvise. But, at
the same time, the instructions, the sug-
gestions, the hints that he gives are not
onlyvery subtle but veryparticular.” Fault-
ing Sehgal for not physically making

his art would belike blaming SteveJobs
for not assembling iPods. The sorts ofen-
counters that occurred at the Guggen-
heim are his innovation. They wouldn't
happen over a couple ofbeers.

InJuly, I travelled to Kassel to see “This
Variation.” Myfirst reaction was one of
intense physical panic. Myheart pounded;
instinctively, I held my arms in front of
me, as though to fendoff an attack. ‘The

room, which I had entered secondsearlier,
was pitch-dark. “Bump,” someone was
saying, faster and faster. “Bump. Bump,

bump, bump ba da.” More voices joined
in. Myeyesstarted to adjust. Fifteen or so

people were dancing manically, thrusting
up and down like pistonsto the beatofthe
chant. Near me,an interpreter beckoned a
manwith a backpack into the center ofthe
room. People nudged and slalomedlike
bumper cars. At some point, a light
flashed. Thesyllables cohered into mel-
ody, and sound enveloped the room. One
part ofthe groupsang,“Thugit outtillwe
getit right, I like youjust the wayyou are,”
while another kept the rhythmic under-

tone alive: “Bump, bump, bump.” ‘The

songwas Timbaland's “The WayI Are’—
electronic music rendered,in a sort ofre-
verse Auto-Tune, by purely humanin-

struments. | stayed for hours. When the
day was over, the interpreters formed an
undulating conga line. Its tail whipped
around to herd any stragglers toward the

doorway. “Sha-wow-wow,’ people were
singing. As I walked back into thelight,
could feel someone's breath on myearlobe.

wo weeks before “These Associa-

tions” was set to open at ‘Tate Mod-
ern, Sehgal held another series ofrehears-
als. ‘The atmosphere wasintense. In a

corner of the Turbine Hall, he imparted
last-minute tips to a group ofinterpreters
on “rhetorical strategies’—how to ap-
proach strangers, tell them a personal story,
and not bore them. (Whena conversation

goes awry, Sehgal refers to it as “getting
lost.”) “What's importanton a basiclevelis
that you don’t segue in,” Sehgal said. He

was sitting cross-legged on thefloor, re-
vealing a large hole in the crotch ofhis
pants. “Even though it may seem like an
everydaysituation, it's not. You're here in

the main hall ofone ofthe biggest muse-
umsin the country, and people have come
here to experience something.”

“O.K., canwe cometogether?” Sehgal
said, after his group hadtalked for awhile.
Fragmentsoflives had wafted through

the hall: emigrating from Senegal, gam-
bling, bus stops, the Great Wall ofChina.
Others would speak ofthe satisfaction of
having a mantra, and the sense ofbelong-
ing elicited by being offered the cheeks of

a roasted goat.
The aim ofthe exercise was not mem-

orization but conversational dexterity.
Sehgal didn’t want the interpreters to
sound like audio guides.“There's this the-
ory of ethics that it comes from this en-
counter with the face ofthe other,” Asad
Raza explained. “You say something to

this person that comes from them,rather

than something you repeat andpolish.”
The conceit is capacious, but Sehgal ob-

jected to one gambit—a woman's confes-
sion that she had wantedto be an actress.

“Thedirectness ofit is good, but there's a
slight problem with anything that veers
into self-reflexiveness,” he said. “The one

thing you cannottalk aboutis visual art.
There’s a self-referential play which can

produce somestatic.”
Sehgal was worried that the people

whowere supposed to be talking had
been too quick to cede the floor, out of
politeness, to interlocutors who had not
proved themselves deserving. “You just

have to,like, quality-control whatthevis-

itors say,’ he said. “Ifthey're saying some-
thing great and going for it on the same
level you are, then that'sfine, but if they
moveinto chitchat you have to beware,

because theyare co-creating the work.” A

dull or recalcitrant visitor could ruin the
piece. “The visitor has power—like in the

Spinozan sense!”he said. “They are the
same kind ofentity as you. If they start

talking about the next bar, it goes flat. If
they start asking about the toilets, then

you know your approach was either too
strong or too weak.”

“Atthe endofthe day,” he concluded,

“even if they produce more banal mo-
ments thanwe do,theywill stilljudge that

as the banality ofthe work!”

n the morning ofJuly 23rd, “These
Associations” opened, without

fanfare. Visitors walked in. ‘There was
nothing for them to read. Theyreceived
no instructions. Depending on the mo-

mentatwhich theyentered the Turbine
Hall, they encounteredsilence, singing,
running, humming, walking, or a chatty
new friend. London was jubilating in a
rare blast of sunshine, so the museum

was not mobbed.A fewtourists, tugging
rolling bags behind them, seemednotto

realize—evenas a corpsofseventy inter-
preters sprinted up the ramp—thatany-
thing was going on. But the incidental
flourishes that animate a Sehgal piece
had already begun transforming “These
Associations” from anidea into a thing.

A little girl sat on the chilly concrete
floorwith her sundress, pink andpleated,
spread outlike a parasol. The interpret-
ers were sweaty, breathing hard. “The
other, uh,day, uh, I lent some moneyto

a friend,” one, gasping for breath,said to
a visitor. “I was, uhhhnhh,disappointed
in myself.”

Sehgal, who looked freshlyscrubbed,
was striding the floor, an incognito in-
spector in a gray sweater. For him,

watching the piece evoked a strange
mixture of pride and puzzlement. He
was a pyromaniac, standing unnoticed
on the marginsof the fire he'd set. “I’m
happy,” hesaid. “You kindofforgetyour

vision, and it comesbackto you asthis,

this thing you encounter.”
A pedestrianbridgebisects the width

of the Turbine Hall. It was proving to
be a popular place for onlookers to
gather. Halfa story above mortification
or enlightenment, they gawked,and re-
corded the proceedings belowwith their
phones and cameras. (Sehgal has ac-
knowledged the impossibility, at this

point, ofpreventing people from taking
pictures.)

Just after noon, the crowdbelowbegan
to move as a swarm, Like birds on the
wind, the interpreters cut vectors across
the museum’s floor. Once in a while, as
thoughthe flock had hit a patch ofturbu-
lence, someone would veer off and coast
ona different current. From the bridge, |
watched a middle-aged manin a blue
short-sleeved shirt and his companion,a

sensible-looking woman with a leopard-
print carry-all, trying to pick their way
through the scrum. They bobbed and
hesitated, progressed a few steps and
pulled back. They were rickshaws,trying
to cross the world’s most bewildering in-
tersection. Finally, theygave up. ‘The man
took the woman'shand,touched it to his
shoulder, andled her in a waltz. ¢
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A REPORTER AT LARGE

MARATHON MAN
AMichigan dentist's improbable transformation.

I’ July, 2010, Kyle Strode, a forty-six-

year-old chemistry professor from
Helena, Montana, ran the Missoula

Marathon, Completing the 26.2-mile
distance in two hours and forty-seven
minutes, he placed fourth outofthirteen
hundred and twenty-twofinishers, and
won the masters division, for entrants
forty and older. Strode is among the most
accomplished masters marathoners in
Montana, with a personal best of two

hours and thirty-two minutes. When he
toes a starting line in his homestate, he
knows whois among theclassofthefield,
and he’s particularly aware ofother mas-
ters competitors. The Missoula course,
which is mostly flat, passes through
rangeland andforest, crosses two rivers,

andin its final miles offers a tour of the
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BY MARK SINGER

city’s tree-lined neighborhoods. Early in

the race, Strode broke ahead ofhis usual
rivals, and never sawthem again.‘Thesec-
ond masters runnerto cross the finishline,
Mike Telling, from Dillon, Montana,

trailed Strode by nearly four minutes. At
the awards ceremony, however, they
learned that Telling had actually placed
third. Theofficial runner-up was Kip Lit-
ton, age forty-eight, ofClarkston, Michi-
gan. Litton, whohad beenat the back of
the pack when the race started, began his
run two minutesafter the gun was fired.
He had apparently madeupforlost time.

Sincethe early nineties, technology has
madeitpossible to clock runners with pre-
cision and to track them at measured in-
tervals, yielding point-to-point“split” times.
Runners attach to their shoelace orracing

bib a transponder tag that marks how
much time has elapsedwhen a checkpoint
is reached. Often, sensor-equipped check-

point mats span the running lanes. USA
Track & Field, the governing body for

major running competitions, mandates
that “gun,” rather than “chip,” times deter-
mine the official results in sanctioned
races. But, as a practical matter, this rule
generally applies solely to élite lead run-

ners. In a field ofthousands,it might take

an entrantseveral minutesjust to reach the

starting line, so it seems only fair that the
diligent middle- or back-of-the-packers’
order offinish is adjusted to reflect the
chip time. In Missoula, the marathon’s or-
ganizers made this allowance.

Strode didn’t have to teach that sum-
mer, and so he had timetoscrutinize the
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race results. Because Litton came from
out of state, he hadn't been on Strode’s

radar, and Litton hadn't stuck around to
claim his award. Strode learned from
Telling that he hadn't paid Litton any
mindas he passed him in the home-
stretch, and that he had no memory of

being passed byLitton earlier in the race.
A wealth of online data about com-

petitive running makespost-race analyses
relatively easy. Several days after the mar-
athon,Strode visited a Website that dis-

played photographsofrunners along the
Missoula route. Most participants ap-
peared in several shots, each ofwhich in-
dicated, downto the second, whenitwas
snapped. Strode noticed something curi-
ous: although Litton had posted a half-
marathonsplit time, and there were four

images ofhim taken at or near the finish

line, Strode couldn't locate him anywhere

in the preceding twenty-six miles.

I the Missoula photographs, Litton
wore sunglasses and a black baseball

cap, so Strode had onlya general sense of
whathe looked like: white, clean-shaven,
and aboutfive feet ten, with an athletic

build but not the classic lean and loose-
limbed runner's physique. Athlinks, a
popular online database for endurance
races, sharpened the picture somewhat:
in 2000, shortly before turning forty, Lit-

ton ran his first race,afive-kilometre event
in Flint, halfan hour from his home. His

average pace was seven and halfmin-
utes per mile: a good novice result. He
ran the samerace a year later and im-
proved his pace by almost forty seconds
per mile, and a yearafter that he whittled
off fourteen more seconds, to a respect-
able six minutes and thirty-five seconds
per mile. In 2003, he finished eleven
races, including his first marathon, in

Jacksonville, Florida.
In all, during the previous decade Lit-

ton had run in more than a hundred
races, including twenty-five marathons.
His time in Jacksonville, 3:19:57, qual-
ified him for the Boston Marathon, the
following April, where he covered the
course in 3:25:06—a 7:50-per-mile
pace. He returned to Jacksonville in
2006 and, for the first time, recorded a
sub-three-hour marathon, winningin his
age group. Four monthslater, he broke

the three-hour barrier again, in Boston.
For a man or a woman ofanyage, a

marathon performance of under three

hours is considered a mark ofdistinction.
(Typically, aboutsix per centofthe field

at the Boston Marathonrunsthisfast.)
In the year before Missoula, Litton

had averaged a marathon a month, with
sub-three-hour clockings in each. He'd
travelled to New Mexico, Idaho, New
Hampshire, Arizona, Florida, Virginia,
Missouri, Massachusetts, Rhode Island,

Delaware, Vermont, and South Dakota.
Fight times, he'd comein first in his age

group, and in the West Wyoming Mar-

athon, aweek before Missoula, hewas the
over-all winner.

xploring the Websites for each of
Litton’s marathons occupied Strode

for several days. Not every race was as well
documented as Missoula’s, but wherever
professional race photographers hadbeen
present he hunted for shots of Litton
among: other runners. He found images
ofhim at the end ofa course, only twice
at the beginning, and never in between.
Andthere was the chip-gundifferential:
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“Pass me anothergray.”

*

with rare exceptions, Litton started two
to five minutes behind the leaders. In a
crowded field, wouldn't a swift runner
wantto avoid weaving throughclusters of

slower runners?
A Google searchled Strode to a Web

site for the dental practice of Kip Litton,
D.D.S., in Davison, Michigan.It also led

to Worldrecordrun,a site, conceived and
maintainedbyLitton, that chronicled his
peripatetic habits. “World record” appar-
ently referred to his goal ofrunning sub-
three-hour marathonsin all fifty states.
The quest had formally begun at a mara-
thon in Traverse City, Michigan, in May,
2009, and Montana was his fourteenth

destination. Onthesite, Litton had posted
his finishing times and a recap of each
race. He explained that his training regi-
men and diet, alongwith nutritional sup-
plements, had “allowed me to maintain
myrigorous schedule and even improve
myrecent performances.” His tone was
alternately hortatory (“Imagine Inspire
Impact!”) and emotional (“I have been
blessed with the greatest wife and kids a
guy could ever ask for’).

“Whois Kip Litton?” he asked. “I am
a lifelong resident ofMichigan and an
alumnus ofbothThe University ofMich-
igan and UM Dental School. Currently
] live in the town ofClarkston and have
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an office in Davison. I began running in
the year 2000 to lose weight. I am an or-
dinary guy with an extraordinary desire
to makeadifference. At the onset ofthis
mission I had run 11 marathons,all in
the range of 3:35 down to 2:55.... After
superficially committing to this mission,
I soon discovered the devil was in the de-
tails.... Was I born to do this? Hardly.
Asa highschooler, J did play tennis, but
HATED to run. My teammates and |
neverran as far as the coach told usto or

thought we had.”
‘There was another, poignant motiva-

tion behind “the mission.” Litton and his
wife, Lisa, an attorney, were the parents

oftwo boys and a girl. The youngest, Mi-
chael, was born, in 2001, with cystic
fibrosis. A congenitalillness, it most
commonly clogs airways in the lungs,
making breathing difficult. The average
life expectancy for cystic-fibrosis patients
is about thirty-eightyears. Litton wrote,
“The goal is to raise a QUARTERMILLION
DOLLARS forCFduring the course ofthe
mission.” His site featured the logo ofthe
Cystic Fibrosis Foundation, and people
were invited to make donationsbyclick-
ing on a link to the organization's Web
site, bywriting a personal check to World-
recordrun,orbysending money to a Pay-
Pal account.

“Myhopeis that I can inspire others
to take inventory oftheir talents, find
their passion andpursueit relentlessly to

effect a cause or impact their commu-
nity,” Litton wrote. “This is MY mission.
It is the only thing I feel passionately
about enoughto ask you to PLEASE con-
sider a donation to this worthy cause. |
will also be bold enoughto ask you to
please alert others to this site or send a
link to your e-maillist. Whenall is said

and done,no one will care about the end-
less hours oftraining, my detailed work-

out logs or fancy awards.”
The compassionthat Strode naturally

felt upon learning of a child’s illness,
along with admirationfor Litton’s read-
iness to put his body on theline toraise
funds for Michael's future and for medi-

cal research, was tempered, he told me,
by his belief that Litton “had cheated in
almostall ofhis 2010 marathons.”

(yr24, 2010, Strode received an
unexpected inquiry from Jennifer

Straughan, the Missoula race director,
whoasked him to look at a photograph

of a runner wearing bib No. 759. It was
Litton. “There is some question as to

whether he was seen along the course,”
Straughan wrote. “Fe finished in a time

similar to you so theoretically you would
have noticed him.”

While Strode had been immersed in

what he'd assumed was his own private
Kip Litton obsession, the official timer

at Missoula had been contacted by his
counterpart at the Deadwood Mickelson
Trail Marathon, in Deadwood, South

Dakota, where Litton had turned upthe
previous month. Photographs taken in

Deadwood showed him crossing the
starting line fifth from last and finishing

in 2:55:50, putting him first in his age
group and in third place over all. The

fourth-place finisher protested: he’d been
running third at the halfway mark and

said that no one had passed him after

that, an assertion bolstered by the fact
that most ofthe remaining course was a
trail only six feet wide. Litton had regis-

tered a half-marathon split, and the
Deadwood timer was skeptical of the
protest against him—‘I wastrying to

prove Litton waslegit,” he told me—but
he changed his mind after determining
that Litton had, improbably,run the sec-
ond half eleven minutes faster than the
first. In addition, he found photographs



ofLitton only at the start and the end

of the course. Deadwooddisqualified
Litton, and Straughan followed suit in
Missoula.

Strode, whoin a later Web post de-
scribed his mind-set as “sucked in, fas-
cinated and pissed off,” broadened
his investigation. He sent an e-mail to
Richard Rodriguez, who on the Web

site of the West Wyoming Marathon
was identified asits race director; Litton
had a listed winning time there of

2:56:12.

“Tm writing to ask about the winner
ofyour marathon a few weeks ago, Kip

Litton,” Strode wrote. “He was recently
disqualified from the Deadwood Mick-

elson ‘Trail Marathon for cheating (not

running the whole course)....I don’t
know the guy—Ijust hate cheating in

running. I wonder whether he mayhave
had a legitimate performance atyour race

or whether he may also have cheated in
Wyoming.”

‘Twodays later, Strode received a re-
sponse: “Wow,that’s quite a scenario! It
would have been veryunlikely for the

samething to have happenedatour race,
as there were only 30 participants and the
lead 2 runners ran almost the entire race
together. I have not received any com-

plaints. I will keep my ears open though.

If there is an update, send it my way.
Take care, Richard.”

Strode began to wonderif his suspi-

cions were misplaced, but he kept inves-
tigating. At the Providence Marathon,
in Rhode Island, where Litton had

finishedfirst in his age group, photo-

graphs showed him wearing shoes and
shorts at the end ofthe course that were

different from those he was wearing at
the beginning. (A costume changeat
Deadwood hadinvolved shoes, a hat,
and a T-shirt.) In the Delaware Mara-
thon,Litton had finished first in his age
group. After being prompted by Strode,

the race's director, Wayne Kursh, found
that, among the finishers, Litton alone
had failed to register split times. On an

out-and-back portion of the course,
Kursh had taken photographs ofthe top

runners at the turnaround point—but
Litton was not among them. Healso
failed to find imagesofLitton elsewhere

on the course.
Kursh had a blog, and on August6,

2010, he posted a blind item about Lit-
ton titled “Another Rosie Ruiz?”—a ref-

erence to the scammer who was briefly

heralded as the winner of the women’s
division of the 1980 Boston Marathon,

before it was determined that she'd

jumped onto the courseless than a mile
from thefinish. Kursh wrotein a follow-

up that he hadbeen exchanging concerns
with otherrace directors, adding, “I smell
arat,

In an e-mail exchange initiated by
Kursh, Litton claimed that photographs

ofhim would be hardto find, because his
shirt had covered his racing bib. He

added, “Wasn't there a timing matat the
turnaround?” Kursh ultimately decided

to disqualify him,explaining, “Fromyour
commenthere it is pretty obvious that

you have NO idea where the timing mats
were on route. They definitely were not
at this turn-aroundpoint.”

Onoccasionswhen Litton responded
to such pointed challenges, he never did

so in a hostile or nakedly defensive man-
ner. After a disqualification, he simply
deleted the result and the recap from his
Website,as ifhe had neverregistered for
the race. His default demeanorwas equa-

ble mystification.

larkston, Michigan, is an exurban
townwithin commutingdistance of

both Detroit and Flint, which ranked
first and fourth, respectively,in the latest
Forbes survey of America’s most dan-

gerouscities. Those grim statistics don’t
seem to impinge on Clarkston. The sub-
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division where Kip and Lisa Litton live
with their three children—large brick
and stone houses on oversized lots, with

expansive lawns and $.U.V.s parked in
circular driveways—is threaded with un-
developed woodlands and streams. In
Davison, twenty-two miles north, Lit-

ton’s dental practice occupies a one-story
brown brick building on a commercial
strip, tucked behind an auto-repair shop,
next door to a drive-through bank, anda
short sprint from the requisite conve-

niences (McDonald's, Jiffy Lube, ‘Taco
Bell). A few miles south of Flintis the

comfortable suburb of Grand Blanc,
where Litton grewup. In 1979, he grad-
uated from Grand Blanc High School.
A strong tennis player—as a junior, he

won a state championship—heisre-
membered as bright and charismatic,
with smart-aleck tendencies. “The first
party I had after I bought a house,I in-
vited him,” a high-schoolfriend told me.
“Part of his way of getting attention at
the partywas to eatall the food. Kip does
odd, silly things for attention, But they're
harmless.”

In 1990, two years after graduating
from dental school, Litton started work-
ing in Davison with a dentist who was
nearing retirement, and in 2001 he ac-
quired the practice. ‘Today, Litton’s of-

fice has a Website, which notes that,
“when the General Motors Company

cut benefits for retirees, Dr. Litton de-

vised a cost-sharing plan that allowed
patients withoutbenefits to continue re-
ceiving quality dental care.” One day a
year, Litton says, he provides free dental
care to underprivileged children; each
Halloween, he offers to buy back pa-

tients’ candy for a dollar a pound, then
has it “shipped overseas to the troops,

along with toothbrushes.” A Google re-
view of Litton’s practice, posted earlier
this year, said, “After trying several other

dentists in the area, I was so delighted to
find Dr, Litton....Great friendly staff,
painless, lowest costs, no interest pay-
mentplans and Dr.Litton is SO funny! I
finally have my fantastic Hollywood
smile. ] have already convinced several of

myfriends andrelatives to cometo this

office, despite almost an hourdrive. My
search is now YOURgain.”

Litton had attracted local media at-
tention for his running achievements.
After the 2010 Boston Marathon, the
Davison Index noted that Litton was

“the first finisher from mid-Michigan
and the first over 40 from Michigan.”

Aroundthe sametime,the FlintJournal
ran a story with the headline “DAVISON
DENTIST HAS TRANSFORMED HIMSELF

FROM SEDENTARY MIDDLE-AGER TO

SUCCESSFUL MARATHONER.” ‘Thearti-
cle traced stirring trajectory: One day,
about a decade earlier, Litton, fifty
pounds overweight, got on a treadmill,

hoping to run three miles. “T made it a
little over a third ofa mile before I got so
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dizzy that | started tofall off the tread-
mill,” he told the reporter, Bill Khan. “T

was completely out of shape. It was just
ridiculous.” Fast-forward: “Litton now

regularly races marathons, not content to
merely finish 26.2 miles but to post times
that few runners his age can match.”

(Khanlearned of Litton, he told me,
when a stranger sent him an e-mail say-
ing that “this guy has gotten himselfin
shape andis trying to raise money for
charity.”)

Litton told Khan, “I’m starting to

know every crack and pot hole on that
route from Hopkinton to Boston. Once

you go to Boston, there's somethingspe-
cial about it. Having all 26 miles with
people lined up onboth sides of the
road, screaming their lungs outfor six

hours, is such an unusual experience and

super cool.”

\ K Jayne Kursh’s “I smell a rat” blog

post drew the attention of Mi-

chael McGrath, a former assistant track
and cross-country coach at Haverford
College. McGrath had competed at
Boston nine times—including the year
Rosie Ruiz cheated—andhis bestfinish
was 2:49:19. Although Kursh hadn’t
mentioned Litton by name, McGrath

   

Che.
“ButI thought onceyou were inyou were in!”

soon identified him, by comparing the
lists of finishers at Missoula and Dela-
ware. Like Strode, he found Litton a
more compelling impostor than Ruiz, in

no small part because his methodology
was so tantalizingly elusive. Somehow,
he had exploited the running communi-
ty’s faith in the very systems—transpon-

ders, chip times—that hadbeen adopted
to prevent cheating.

“T am like a dogwho cannotlet go of

a bone,” McGrath wrote to Kursh. He

spent days anatomizing Litton’s races,
dissecting first his 2010 showing at Bos-
ton. Litton had hitall the splits, at five-

kilometre intervals. ‘This suggested that
running a sub-three-hour marathon was
theoretically within his capacity. Unless,
McGrath argued, the microscope was

broughtinto tighter focus.
The Boston course has a reputation

for toughness: the Newtonhills, which
runners encounter between miles sixteen

and twenty-one, owetheir notoriety to
the fact that they must be climbed when
the energy reserves ofrunners are greatly
depleted. How was it, McGrath asked,
that on the mostleisurely stretch—just
before the halfway mark, near Wellesley
College—Litton’s pace wasa full min-
ute slower than it was in thehills? Lit-

 

ton’s Boston race in 2009 had the same

incongruities.

McGrath learned that, in February,

2009, Litton had run a fifteen-kilometre
race in Florida. According to thesplit
times, his pace during the second half—
five minutes and twenty-four seconds

per mile—was almost two minutesfaster
than during thefirst half: Such a diver-
genceis called a “negative split,” and a
variance of that magnitude is as com-

mon as snowinMiami. Nordid Litton’s

past performancesindicate an ability to
run a five-and-a-half-minute pace. The
official timer of the Deadwood Mickel-

son Trail Marathon, reflecting upon Lit-
ton’s purported acceleration, told me,
“I don’t know any Kenyans who could

do that.”
Not long after McGrath began his re-

search, he decided to go public, sort of.
His medium was LetsRun, a Website

devoted to news aboutélite track and
distance running. One of LetsRun’ssa-
lient featuresis its “World Famous Mes-
sage Boards,” where most participants
use pseudonyms,and the contentquality

runs the expected gamut(factual, analyt-
ical, sophomoric, inanely combative).
McGrath, using the handle Anony-

mous.4, posted an item under the head-
ing “Kip Litton,” referred to Litton’s dis-

qualification at Missoula, and solicited
feedback from anyone who might have
more information.

Oneresponderwas Scott Hubbard, a
formercollegiate runner and high-school
coach who wasa familiar figure on the
central Michigan running scene. Hub-
bard measured andcertified courses,
often worked as a race announcer, and
wrote for running publications. His

awareness of Litton dated to October,

2009, when Litton’s five-memberrelay
team was disqualified from winning the
Detroit Free Press Marathon Relay. Lit-
ton had recruited four topnotch masters

runners, only two ofwhom he'd known
previously, paid everyone's entry fee, and
assigned himself the second leg of the
relay. The members of the second-place
team were stunned bythe race result—
especially their second-leg runner, who
had received his batonin firstplace, knew
that no one had passed him, yet learned
after handing off to his third-leg team-
mate that they no longer heldthe lead.

With encouragement from Litton’s
mortified teammates, who felt poten-



tially implicated, the second-place team
protested,leadingto the disqualification,
Afterward, Hubbard told me, heiniti-

ated a correspondencewith Litton, try-

ing to “pin him down on howhecutthe

course.”
Litton was initially evasive. But after

about a week ofquestioning he oftered
an explanation: “Finally, he came down
to ‘Yeah, I must have cutit short some-
where to comein with that time.’ I asked

him where that might have happened.
I knewthe course, because I’d mea-
sured it. He named the place and said,‘I
must have followed someone.’ And I

said, ‘No, you didn’t follow anyone. You
cheated.”
A fewweekslater, Hubbard came

across the following item in the online
newsletter of Michigan Runner, a bi-

monthly publication:

Reader Brian Smith passes along several
great performances by Kip Litton:

“T wanted to relay some info about a cou-
ple of recent performances that | would con-
sider great. I see a dentist in Davison who’s
name is Dr. Kip Litton. We often talk running
when I am there. Recently he had told me
about a couple of marathons he was planning
to run. When I asked about them afterwards,
he just said things like, ‘I was just glad to finish’
and ‘Well, I didn’t injure myself!’ I know that
he is a good runner, so | looked up therace re-
sults. Now I also know howhumbleheis.

“Tt turns out that he finished 3 marathons
in less than 2 months, all under 3 hours. He
placed 2nd overall & 1st master in The New
Mexico Marathon Sept 6 in 2:57:54, Sth
overall & ist master in The City of Trees
Marathon Oct 4 in 2:55:45 and 14th overall
and 1st in the division in The Manchester City
Marathon Nov1 in 2:54:06.

“T think that could be considered worthy
of a mention.I didn’t see them listed in your
newsletter so | thought 1 would pass them
along.”

Hubbard sent another e-mail to Lit-

ton, on the pretext that he wanted to get
in touch with Brian Smith. WhenLitton
responded that he couldn’t recall all his
patients, Hubbard pressed harder. “The

question was posed to him pointedly:
“Who's Brian Smith?” Hubbard later
wrote on LetsRun. “He didn’t say hewas
a patientofhis. He didn’t put up much

ofa fight when told it was felt he wrote

the note.”

Dsthe fall of 2010, Litton en-
tered marathons in Rochester, New

York; Portland, Maine; Huntington,

West Virginia; and Charlotte, North
Carolina. In Rochester, he posted a chip

  
 

“Lazy?I've been social-networking my ass off.”

time under two hours andfifty-eight
minutes, winning the masters division.
Photographs at Rochester showed him
wearing a gray-green sweatshirt, a cap
with a bright-yellow logo, and novisi-
ble racing bib. At the finish, he wore a

different shirt and hat. ‘This proved too
much for Hubbard, who issued an ulti-
matum to Litton: take down the World-
recordrunsite or risk an exposé in Michi-
gan Runner, for which Hubbard wrote
a column.

Worldrecordrun was gone within
days. (According to Litton, the site had
become more trouble than it was worth,
and Hubbard’s threat wasn’t a factor.)

Cathy Zell, who at the time was the ex-
ecutive director ofthe local chapter ofthe
Cystic Fibrosis Foundation,told methat
she didn’t knowofany donationsthat
had been obtained through the link on
Litton’s Web page. “Westarted getting
phonecalls saying, ‘I don’t knowifhe’s

legit, ” she said. “I never had proof one
wayor the other.” Litton, she added, “ba-
sically is the one whosaid,“Thisisn’t giv-
ingyou guys a good name.” Laurie Fink,

a spokesperson for the Cystic Fibrosis
Foundation, says that since 2004 the Lit-
ton household has contributed twenty
dollars to the organization.

Even after Litton dismantled thesite,
he continuedto enter races. On Decem-
ber 11, 2010, at theThunder Road Mar-

athon, in Charlotte, his split times sug-
gested to the race director that he had
cut the course and not been overly clever
about it; within forty-eight hours, he'd
been provisionally disqualified. Just as
swiftly, Litton responded with a pious
defense, portraying himselfas the victim
of “a witch hunt” and “a smear cam-
paign ... ridiculous things which are ALL
completely un-true.” He confessed only
to a failure to be remarkable: “I have le-
gally practiced dentistry for over20 years
and have 3 kids. I have never been ar-
rested. I have never even been sued. I
have never cheated in a race. I am not
perfect, but probably the worst thing I
have ever done is get a parking ticket. |
know,boring.”

Meanwhile, the mockery on Lets-

Run’s message boards,as Litton pointed
out, was “taking ona life ofits own.” In
late December, he wrote to Weldon
Johnson, one of the founders of Lets-
Run, complaining about his treatment.
He acknowledgedhis disqualifications
at Detroit, Missoula, and Delaware, and
floated fuzzy explanations for each. (“T
inadvertently turned too soon &cutpart
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of the course....1 was dq'd as I should
have been, but only accidentally.”) He
added,“I have served on my Dental Eth-

ics Board’—infact, he had not—‘soI re-

alize that people should take cheating se-
riously.” But thesituation had got out of

control. “If these accusations held any

water,it would have certainly forced me
to stop racing. As you know,I have not.
I have nothing to hide.”

‘The connoisseurs ofLitton’s audacity

were galvanized. They stared at course
maps: Hecouldhave cut it there—or there.

Rich Heller, a formercollegiate runner,
collated findings on an ancillary site,

Study ofKip Litton Running, including
links to videos, such as one of Litton
walking acrossthe finish line at the P. F.
Chang’s Rock'n’ Roll Arizona Marathon,
in January, 2010. (Chip time: 2:51:21.)
“For some races the evidence is circum-
stantial,” Heller wrote. “For others it’s [a]
SLAM DUNK.”Fortheconspiracy-minded,
it was a juicy peach, and LetsRun con-
tributors adopted handles like Lone
Gunman and Zapruder. The paramount
question was “How?” Did hehave an ac-
complice? Did he drive from point to
point? Ride a bicycle? Devise digital
subversions?

Jennifer Straughan, the Missoula race
director, was as mystified as anyone.“It’s
expensive,” she told me. “Hefliesall over
the country, rents cars, plans in advance,
has to figure out how many chip mats
there are, how you deal with those.

Think about how hard you have to work
to mof run a race.”

he debunkers zeroed in on theWest
Wyoming Marathon, the one race

that Litton had supposedly won out-
right. One of them came across a Web

cache ofthe race's defunct home page,
which included this caveat: “With a low
entryfee, there will be no goodie bags, no
shirts, no photographer and no finishers

medals.”
On January 11, 2011, a poster called

Liptodakip wrote, “Still curious about
the west Wyoming marathon. 29 run-
ners total. And he won it. Anyone know

anything aboutit? Is it a real race? The
main page is down and nowtheresults

are gone.(was up last week). did he make
up an entire race? That would be bold!”

Yes, it would. And, yes, he did. Lets-
Run exploded: WestWyomingwasLit-
ton’s piéce de résistance, and even his
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most indignant accusers had to concede

their perverse admiration, In this race,
the key to winning was ingeniously un-

complicated: Make the whole thing up!
Forhis fabricated marathon, Litton had
assembled notonly a Website butalso a
list of finishers and their times (plus

name, age, gender, and home town), and
created a phantom race director, whore-
sponded to e-mail queries. It occurred to
Kyle Strode that six monthsearlier,

whenhe had raised questions aboutLit-
ton to “Richard Rodriguez,” the reply
(“Wow,that’s quite a scenario!”) had
omitted a crucial detail. When Richard

Rodriguez looked in the mirror, Litton
looked back.

In concocting the fantasy, someone

had gonesofar as to create a post-race

testimonial for the Web site Marathon
Guide. “Small race, with only a couple
dozen runners,” a post there said. “Bring

your own gels; only wateris available on

course. Out-and-backroute. No specta-
tors to speak of. Soundslike a downer,
but the view and the town are so worth
it! Cross Wyoming off of yourlist and

visit one of the most beautiful towns in
the USat the sametime.”

This was attributed to “G.S. from
Nebraska,” which matchedonelisted en-

trant, Greg Sanchez, of Lincoln, age
fifty-four. “Cross Wyoming off of your
list” referred to running marathonsin all

fifty states. More people summit Mt.
Everest each year than celebrate running

a marathonin fiftieth state. LetsRun’s
forensic beavers established that it made
no sense for Sanchez to refer to crossing

states off a list, because, according to a
database at Marathon Guide, this was his
one and only marathon. ‘The same was
true ofthe other finishers besides Litton:

twenty-eight men and women,from
twelve states, with tellingly unimagina-
tive names (Joseph Smith, Kevin Scott,
Sue Johnson, Karen Nelson). This lapse
notwithstanding, someonehad invested
considerable time and effort to create
Athlinks profiles for several of the
fictional runners.

The next day, two more imaginary

races, in Orlando and Atlanta, were
identified among Litton’s Athlinks per-

formances. Inspection of the race Web
sites revealed that they were hosted by
the same Internetserveras the sites for

the West Wyoming race, for World-
recordrun, and for Litton’s dentalpractice.

Along with outrage andstupefaction,
the LetsRun communityexpressed grat-
itude: “This is the craziest thing I have

ever read in mylife. Ever.... WOW....
Better than porn....Is it possible that Kip
Litton doesn’t actually exist, anditis all

an incredible ruse?”

itton certainly existed, but his bizarre
story posed a conundrum: Was he

just a guywith Olympic-calibre chutzpah,

or did he suffer the certitude ofself-delu-

sion? After his provisional disqualification
at the Charlotte marathon, in December,
2010, his appeal to the race director, Tim

Rhodes, brimmed with woundedresent-
ment. He invoked the tragedy ofhis son’s
illness. (“I have a 9-year old son with ter-

minal Cystic Fibrosis. | run to raise funds

to help cure this vicious disease.”) As

Rhodes explained to Scott Hubbard,
without definitive proof of a deception
“our handsare tied.” In the absence of

witnesses who had seen Litton leave and

reenter the course, Rhodes reversed the
disqualification.

Once Litton had insinuated a few
dubious times into the top running da-
tabases, he must have convinced himself

that he could celebrate his sham suc-

cesses on his Website withoutattract-
ing hostile scrutiny. But the closecall at
Charlotte seemed to change his game.
Forthe time being, it would be Litton’s
final race appearance. Pressed via e-mail

by Hubbard and others, he denied that

he had cheated or had intended to de-

ceive—andofferedjustifications thatleft
one in awe ofhis gift forjust making shit

up. He provided this account ofwhat
happened at West Wyoming:

The West Wyoming Marathondidactually
exist. It was set up to accommodate our family
trip to that area. In planning our vacation, I
launched the website for the race, which was
set up with race day registration. Over a dozen
people indicated that they would likely come
& run. I had a local resident lined up to help
out. Race morning | got quite a surprise when
no one showed up. I ran anyway. As the only
entrant | placed both first and last. The first
issue of the results contained only my name.A
tech savvy friend convinced me this would
look ridiculous & he could add some addi-
tional names. After thinking that this would in
no way harm any other actual person, I
agreed. So yes I am absolutely responsible for
that. I regret making this snap decision and I
realize I should not have ruined something
that was meantto be legitimate.

Ben Millefoglie, a Web designer in
Michigan, set up Litton’s varioussites



and entered all updates to them. Hetold
me that Litton had misled him into
thinking that the West Wyoming Mar-

athon waslegitimate, adding that the
racing data had been provided to him, via
e-mail, by “Richard Rodriguez.”

InJanuary, 2011, Litton was disquali-
fied from yetanotherrace: the 2009 City

ofTrees Marathon, in Idaho. The fol-

lowing month, Hubbard extracted
from Litton a promise to disclose in ad-
vance any races he entered, so that he

could be monitored.
“l look forward to being monitored,”

he wrote, in an e-mail to Hubbard.“I re-

alize that this isn’t absolute vindication,
butit is certainly a good first step....l am

committed to continue my goal of run-

ning marathonsin every state andraising

funds for my charity. In time, I believe
the questions will disappear. I welcome
any and all that wish to join me.”

Later that month, he said, he would

run the Cowtown Marathon,in Fort
Worth. When the date arrived, he was
missing. The afternoon before the race,
he sent race officials this e-mail: “] was

in a car accident and am unable to run
the marathon. Could I please have my

packet and shirt sent to me? Thanks.”

VWsor not a car accident oc-
curred was of no consequence.

For a few months, at least, Litton

wouldn't be going anywhere in the real-
ity-based running community. The
LetsRun message board continued to
simmer with sarcasm about Litton’s ex-
ploits, though the ad-hominem attacks

were occasionally counterbalanced by

sympathetic posts. (“He is intelligent,
selfless, witty, charitable, modest, car-
ing, generousto a fault.... Loved by his

patients and adored by his friends and
family.”) One poster purported to be a
runner as well as a nurse “at the hospital
where Dr. Litton’s child has been given

just a short time tolive.” Another de-
scribed a predawn encounter, in which
Litton had put himselfthrough a gruel-

ling speed workout at a high-school
track. “Quite a Story’ was the handle of
someone claiming to be ajournalist. After
interviewing “dozensofpeople,” thejour-
nalist had “discovered a shocking new
side to this tale’—the implication being
that Litton was innocent—and wel-
comed information from all comers. An
e-mail address was given, I wrote imme-

diately, and I’m still waiting for a reply.
Over a period of months, | did ex-

change many e-mails with Litton, but he
refused to speak or meet in person. My
questions were mainly biographical or
running-related. Fis responses were ver-

bose, well written, and cleverly obfusca-
tory in a waythatleft little room for

doubt.

Lastfall, a message, posted by some-
one using the handle ActuallyThisls-
TheWayltls, appeared on LetsRun:

Someofus are runners, and wefully un-
derstand how races operate. Kip has been
very open about addressing accusations with
us. They have all been discussed and he has
provided logical and credible explanations,
in many cases backedby evidence and/orwit-
nesses. He has shared with us email corre-
spondences with reporters and race directors
that contradict posts here that pass for gos-
pel. We are quite satishied. We don’t want to
put words in his mouth but the chances are
less than zero that hewill personally respond
ona forum where people are anonymous.

——,

=

 

1 wrote to Litton, asking whether he'd
seen the post and suggesting that we “help
each other.” I wanted to speak with this

blogger, I said, and was eager to read ex-

cerpts from the correspondence cited in
the post.

Litton replied:

No I didn’t see it. How long ago wasit
from? I actually don’t know whoitis yet, but
it certainly narrows it down—I'll have to
check around. I will not be able to disclose
any namesunlessit is ok with them.I will say
you have piqued my curiosity—butI will not
make the mistake I made many months ago
when I checked out LetsRun. Engaging in
negative rhetorical sparring with anonymous
strangers may be entertaining for some, but
it is not where I choose to spend mytime.

“TJ am running Boston,” Litton wrote to
me, on March 7, 2012.“Training has

been hit &miss. I have had nearlyPR’—

personal record—‘“runs mixed with times
when I was unable to run atall.” I assumed

that “unable to run”referred to the auto-



accident injury that had beenhis pretext
for not running the CowtownMarathon.

His only race within the 2012 Boston

qualifying calendar had been the Char-
lotte marathon, in 2010, and attached to

that performance was a boldasterisk.
Nevertheless, the Boston Athletic Asso-

ciation, aware ofLitton’s problematichis-

tory, had checked with Tim Rhodes, the
Charlotte race director, and beentoldthat
the result stood.

‘Two weeks before Boston, I asked Lit-

ton to give his expectedfinishing time. “If
all goes well, 2:47,” he wrote. “If not, a
bit slower.”

[ planned to be in Boston, I said—two

ofmy sons would be running—and sug-
gested meeting. Given Litton’s prior elu-
siveness, I was surprised when he said,

“Howaboutafter, thatway] can introduce

you to a few peoplealso.” The odds ofthat
happening, I suspected, were roughly zero.

Still, J appreciated his gamesmanship.
Race day was Monday, April 16th.

For weeks, the prevailing sentiment on
LetsRun had been that Litton would not
showup. Yet, at some point over the

weekend, either he or someone autho-
rized by him had picked uphis racing bib

at the marathon’s headquarters. I gleaned
this from LetsRun—a runnerin Boston

had volunteered the information—rather

than from Litton, whofor several days
had ignored my e-mails.

As with most major marathons, the
size ofthe Boston field—more than twenty-
two thousand runners—required a stag-
gered start. Some two hundred wheelchair
and élite female runners were first out of
the gate, with the rest of the participants

organized in “waves” and “corrals,” accord-
ing to their qualifying times. There were
three waves, each with nine corrals of
roughly a thousand runners, and Litton
had been seeded in wave one, corral two.
By coincidence, so had my son Reid anda

couple ofother runners I knew.

Monday morning was cloudless and
unseasonably hot, heading to the upper
eighties. I found a seat in a shaded section

ofthe grandstandatthefinish line, andfelt
open to possibilities.| might be on the
brink ofmyfirst live Kip Litton sighting; a
flock ofgreen flamingos might happenby.

Myanticipation lasted less than an hour

into the men’s race. ['dsignedup fora mobile-
phoneservice that offered text-messaged
ten-kilometre, half-marathon, and thirty-
kilometre split times. After receiving 10K
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THE CELLO

I met him in the courtyard at dusk, where they weave the tents
at Sukkoth—a wanderer who had comeinto his own.
Theolive tree had been hard-prunedalongits central branch
and only thetips werein leaf, gray fingers stretchingto light,
but you could see the new growth,a haze ofturquoise rust. Roots
had blistered the sea-pebble paving into a moundlike a verruca.
I thoughtofthe black ceramic bird my mother notched
in the center ofher pies, whose yellow beak cracked the crust.

Hehad a cello in his hand. The grain glowed peat-swirl
brown of a mountain tarn, but plum-maroon underthe f-holes
as if someone had beenat it with mammothblood.
The spike glittered between one round stone
and the next. ‘Take this, he said. I'm givingit to you.

results for my sons and another runner in
Litton’s corral, but nothing for Litton
himself, I allowed a decentinterval before
concluding that he was mostlikely in Da-

vison, Michigan, drilling teeth. A phone
call to Litton’s office confirmed this.

Myoldestson,Jeb, whois thirty, some-
howmadefriends with the heat and ran his

best marathon: just underthree hours and
four minutes. Reid, the faster qualifier,
finished a couple of minutes behind him.

Post-race, I found them in a designated
meeting area across the street from the
John HancockTower. We hung outthere
for an hourorso, as runners in varying

states ofelation and walking-woundedness

wandered past, wearing ribboned medal-
lions. This was what Litton was missing:

the bonhomie andcollective uplift of one

ofthe world’s great athletic events, and the

rewards that come to anyone whogoes the

ro. {Op

SX

full distance and crosses the finish line—
never mind howlong it takes.

Eventually,Jeb and Reid's perspiration
dried sufficientlyto allowfor an exchange
ofmanly hugs, and then | went to catch

a plane,

hortly before eight o'clock the next
morning, Litton parked his metallic-

blue GMC sport-utility vehicle (vanity
license plate: DDLOVER)outside his den-
tal office. I was standing at the building

entrance, and as he turned a cornerI in-
troduced myself. “No, no!” he said, and
moved past me into the building. I fol-

lowed him, through a glass vestibule and
past the reception desk. He wentinside
his office and closed the door. As I was
about to knock, he opened it andsaid to
his receptionist, “Call the police. It’s a

trespasser.” J said that I was leaving, and
retreated to the Flag City Diner, down
the street, whereI ordered scrambled eggs
and began drafting an e-mail to Litton.

He was in a jam of his own devising,
I wrote, and I wanted him to have the

opportunity to explain how it had come
about. He did notreplythat day, but the

next evening he offered to meet with me
the following day, after work.

Litton chose a Wendy’s a few miles
from his home. Arriving before J did, he
tookseat at a corner table, with his back

to the wall. Hanging above the table was
a framed photograph of Dave Thomas,

the departed founder of Wendy's, bear-
ing the caption “When it comes to VAL-

UES,I've never been one to cut corners.”
Litton wore a blue windbreaker over

his work uniform: a black V-neck tunic,
a red T-shirt, loose-fitting gray cotton
pants. ‘Tanned and clean-shaven, he had
fluffy sandy-blond hairthatfell across his

forehead, brown eyes, and generically
handsome Nordic features. Across the
table,at last, was the man at the center of
one ofthe strangest controversies in am-
ateur sports history. Our commonaspi-
ration, I] assumed, was that this conversa-
tion would yield a counter-narrative to

the caricature ofthe heinously unscrupu-



I looked away, at marble grooves framing the half-dome
niche where a tap hangs over the copper cup chained

to the wall. I ran my finger downthe neckandscroll.

I imaginedlifting a handle stuck to the lip ofa broken amphora
face down underthetree,like history keepinga lid onrising
roots. Every choice is a loss. Thepast is not where youleft it.
Thatcorridor you didn’t follow, the gate to unknown
woods, shadowgrin ofa windingstair, the door you never
found time to open—they whirl within, cracking the floor.
I met him attwilight where they put upthe tents at Sukkoth,
a wanderer who had comeinto her own.

lous Kip Litton suggested by the less
genteel posters on LetsRun. In addition

to “Why?,” the question I most hoped
Litton would answer was “How?”

Hetold methat he was born in 1961,
the third offour children, in Royal Oak,
a Detroit suburb, and moved to Grand

Blane when he was seven. His father, an

engineer, worked for General. Motors,

and his mother was a homemaker. They
were frequent churchgoers, but not de-
vout. Summervacations were station-
wagon excursions,typically to historic
sites. His adolescent cohort had not been

earnest strivers—Therewere a lot ofkids
in my neighborhood that were delin-

quents, normal delinquents’”—butthat
changed after his father introduced him

to tennis. (“We went out and hesaid,

‘Hey, why don’t you try this?” And he
probably let mebeat him, and that got me
interested,like, Hey, ’m good... . That

took me away from the crowd | was
with.”) Academically, he was “a decent
student, but I really had no direction.”

When a high-school guidance counsellor
suggested dentistry, he responded thatit

was “the one occupation for sure that I

caneliminate.”
Litton arrived at the University of

Michigan in 1979, planning to major
in engineering. His most enduring im-

pression was of fecling daunted by the
ambitions of his dorm neighbors. “Just
hanging around those people,I felt like
if I wasn't going to be a neurosurgeonI
would be a complete failure,” he said. “T

would be the least successful person—I
probably still az the least successful per-

—Ruth Padel

son—wholived on myhall. So that in-
spired me to do somethingmore with my
life.” Engineering, he said, had too few

women majoringin it, so at the end ofhis
sophomoreyear he switched to pre-dental.
(If other factors had guided this career
turn, he didn’t mention them.)

In 1983, he matriculated at the Univer-

sity ofMichigan Dental School, and five

years later he completed his degree. At
twenty-eight, he married Lisa Hoscila,

whom he'd met on a blind date nineyears
earlier. She had a law degree and job ata
firm notfarfrom Davison, After commut-
ing for a fewyears to a dental office in Sag-
inaw, Michigan,hejoined the practice in

Davison thathe eventually took over. The
older dentist who had started the practice

supplemented his income byworking as a
salesman anddistributor for Amway, the
multi-level marketing company, and he

recruited Litton. During the next several
years, Litton said, his Amway income—

from direct sales to consumers or to his
own “thirty or forty” new recruits—at
times reachedinto thesix figures, surpass-
ing his professional income.

Amwaystill generated a lot of in-

comefor him,hesaid: “I don’t wantto say
exactly, but in the thousands every
month. Andthat's waydownfrom where
it was.”

Throughoutits existence, the com-

pany has defended itself against allega-
tions that its marketing program is essen-
tially a pyramid scheme; in 2010,it
agreedto a fifty-six-million-dollar settle-
mentin a class-action suit accusing it of
exactly that, along with fraud and racke-

teering. WhenI asked Litton whether

he'd everbeendisillusioned with Amway,
he said, “No. And I knowa ton of peo-
ple gave it a bad rap.” His wife hadjoined

him in Amway,hesaid, and it made for

“a nice diversion—something we could
do together. She made friends in the
business, I made friendsin the business.”

Their first child, a son, was born in
1995, followed by a daughter in 1997,
Whentheir younger son, Michael, ar-
rived, in 2001, he immediately received a

diagnosis ofcystic fibrosis and remained
in the hospital for weeks.

“He knows exactly what’s going on
with him,” Littonsaid. “But he can’t pos-
sibly understandthescope ofit.... He has

to take tonsofpills every day. He won't
take pills in front of other people except
family members. He has a feeding tube.
There’s a lot ofbreathing apparatuses he
uses, And hewill not do whathe is sup-
posed todoifthere are people other than
our family members over at the house.
He just desperately wants to fit in.”
To sidestep questions about various

running performances, Litton often in-

vokedhis personal tribulations. Some of
the indignities that he said he'd recently
suffered seemed straight out of high
school, circa 1977: his tires had been

deflated on several occasions, his house
and his mailbox had been egged,threat-
ening and profane messages had been
left in the mailbox. His family felt unsafe.

These stories reminded meofa series

ofmessages that had been posted anon-
ymously on LetsRun. Onesaid:

Mywife’s friend worked at Dr. Litton’s
office and was recently let go. She wastell-
ing my wife about all the things that have
been happening recently due to the cheating
scandal...

In addition to his business failing, Dr. Lit-
ton’s wife was so embarrassed andit caused
so muchstrife that they have separated, His
one kidgotin a fight at school in response to
the other kids taunting about the cheating
and was suspended.

And another:

Perfect—we have him just where we want
him.

Personal life destroyed—check. Business
destroyed—check. Family destroyed—check.
Kids—check. Just think what could happen
if we keep the pressure on even more.

In fact, Litton and his wife were still

together. And the dental practice was
doing fine.

] asked Litton, “What happened in
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your life to get youinto this situation?”
“Can you be a little more specific?”
His credibility was being seriously

questioned, and the underlying facts
were troubling.

“I don’tknowwhatfacts youre talking

about,” he replied. “But the facts I’ve

heard and seen, mostofthem are inaccu-

rate.”
As Lady Gaga's “Poker Face” played

on the Wendy’s stereo system, he elabo-

rated: he had never deliberately done
anything wrong,neverleft a race course

and reéntered at a different point, never
received moneythrough Worldrecord-
run, and neverposted anything on Lets-
Run; had no idea who the anonymous
people might be who posted in his de-
fense, and no cluewho mighthave posed
as a nurse claiming that “Dr. Litton’s

child has been given just a short time to
live.” His delayed starts, he later added,
were merelypart of “a marketing gim-
mick,” on his Website, to entice poten-
tial donors, who could pledge a particu-
lar sum for every runnerhe passedin a
race. It was “a friend”who had posed on-

line as “Richard Rodriguez’—despite the
fact that Litton had used thatalias in a
previous race. Regarding his mid-race
shoe change at Deadwood: “I was doing

mywarmup,and I got too far awayfrom
the starting line. As I was running back
toward thestarting line . . . I still had on
mytrainers. I couldn’t get back to where

myshoes were, and then back to the start
of the race, so I just started the race in
those shoes. And,as I ran down the race

course, whenI passed myshoesI stopped
and swapped them out.”

Throughoutour discussion, his tone

remained steady and uninflected. He
neither frowned nor smiled, and made
no attemptto ingratiate. For a teller of
tales, he was oddly unbeguiling.
He acknowledged that he had been

disqualified from several races, but only
for unintentional infractions. He con-
ceded only to having “been careless, not
paying attention.” When it came to
specific disqualifications—say, the 2009

Detroit Free Press Marathon Relay,
where he had cut the course so mal-

adroitly that he woundupin frontofthe
pace car—heoffered deflection, not ex-
planation. In a follow-up e-mail, he said
that he had taken a wrong turn, adding,

“How mentally handicapped would
someonehave to be to think that cartoon-
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like scenario would work? Did your re-

search reveal this absurdity? It’s an excel-
lent anecdote that could be reenacted for

a scene in a top Hollywood comedyfilm.”
Usually, when you interview a fabu-

list, there comes a momentwhenyou can
visualize his or her mental gears churn-
ing. It took a long time with Litton, but

hefinallyrose to the challenge, and began
expanding his alternate universe on the
fly. Early on, when Scott Hubbard had

challenged Litton about the identity of
“Brian Smith’>—who had written to

Michigan Runner to extoll his dentist's
achievements—Litton had claimed ig-

norance. But when I pressed him about
it he paused,then said, “Now I remem-
ber more about that! I think that guy
turned out to be someone who owed me

money, and was hoping I didn’t pursue

him, by buttering meup.”
Litton told methathe had protested

several disqualifications that he felt

were unjust. And at Missoula in 2010,
rather than being disqualified by race

officials, he had disqualified himselfat
the finish line, informing a race official

that a leg injury had forced him to take
a shortcut.

“So there's no way you would have
been in contention for an award at Mis-

soula, right?” I asked.
“Right,” he said. “O.K., what about

it?”
I handed him copies of two e-mails.

‘Thefirst, from him toJennifer Straughan,

the race director, was sent six days after
the marathon: “Hello, Very nice race. |

enjoyed it immensely. I was wondering
if there was any award that I missed? I

had to catch a flight right after the race.
Thanks. Kip Litton,M 45-49.” Thesec-

ond was Straughan’s reply, whichsaid,in

part, “In reviewing our records for the top
finishers of the 2010 Missoula Mara-
thon, we notice thatyou do not appear in
photos along the course.... I regret that

we had to remove you from thefinishers
listing.”

Alla misunderstanding, Litton said.

‘The e-mail had been sent to the di-

rector ofthe Missoula Marathon—what

was the misunderstanding?
“O.K,” he said. “But I probablygotit

from an e-mail address that— | probably
clicked on the wrong one or something.
I don’t know. BecauseI disqualified my-

self. I told them at therace that I did not
run the whole race.”

“Whywould someone whodisquali-
fied himselfask about an award?”

“Tt was probablyanotherrace.”
“But this was the week after Mis-

soula.”
“There were other, smaller races that

T ran.”

(In subsequent e-mails, Litton told
me that he had witnesses to his self-
disqualification—but none, unfortu-
nately, whoweren't members ofhis fam-

ily, and he couldn’t provide the name ofa
race official who would confirm his

finish-line story.)
Litton never removed his jacket. At

first, this made me apprehensive,as it
seemed that he mightat anytime stand
up andbolt for the exit. As the conversa-
tion dragged on, though, I became the
interlocutor eager to be on his way. Lit-
ton’s story could have been a small but
admirable one: an out-of-shape Mid-
western dentistwho, onthe cusp ofmid-

dle age, had transformed himself into a
competitive marathoner. But he had in-
sisted on transforming himself further,
inventing a heroic avatar, “Kip Litton,”

that couldn’t be sustained. The ruse,
quite possibly, had begun with a noble
intention:a father’s desire to be an inspi-
ration to his youngest child, or perhaps to

his entire family. (Litton’s friends told
me that he was a devoted husband and
father.) But whatever glory he felt was
surely short-lived. Not only had he be-
come a consuming object ofcontemptin

one ofthe blogosphere’s more obsessive
neighborhoods;his family and neighbors
had learned that the online tribunal had
judged him fraud. A scenario that once
might have been explained away, with

self-deprecating contrition, as a foolish
prank had become something much
darker: the story of a man running away
from himself.

ne of the LetsRun sleuths’ most
impressive unearthings was a pho-

tograph taken near the thirty-kilometre
checkpoint of the 2010 Boston Mara-

thon. It depicted six runners wearing sin-
glets or short-sleeved shirts, their racing

bibs attached,on pace for sub-three-hour
performances. At the left edge of the
frame,slightly cropped, was Litton. The

others were clearly in brisk mid-stride.
Litton appeared to be walking, or slowly
jogging, along the shoulder of the road,
and he wore a long-sleeved black shirt,



black sweatpants, a black baseball cap,
and shades. He had no racing bib show-
ing. He was credited that year with a
time of2:52:12.

At Wendy’s, we did not discuss the
photograph. But, a few weeks later,I at-

tached it to an e-mail and told him,in so

many words, “Gotcha.” No non-élite
runnerin his late forties could run a
2:52:12 marathon—an average pace of
6:34 per mile—in mild weather wearing
that kind of clothing. (Before the finish
line, the long-sleeved shirt and sweat-

pants had been swapped for a ‘T-shirt,
shorts, and a different hat.) Bynotshow-

ing a bib mid-race, Litton was counting

on not being photographed,oratleast
not being recognized as a race entrant.
Sticking to the shoulder allowed him to
get close enough for his chip to register
at the thirty-kilometre checkpoint.

Based upon his own track record and
my interviews with Michigan runners

who had competed against him, I told
him,it seemed unlikely that he'd ever run

a marathon in under three hours, with
the possible exception of a 2:58:08 at

Jacksonville in 2006. His other probably
kosher performances, I figured, were

Jacksonville in 2003 (3:19:57), Rich-
mondin 2004 (3:08:14), and Boston in

2004 (3:25:06) and 2005 (3:23:23)—all
entirely creditable.

Mysmoking gun turned out to be no
such thing. In his response, Litton di-

rected me to photographsthat I'd over-
looked: images of him at the fifteen-
kilometre split.

“The bib is still underneath but I am
in the middleofthe road,” he wrote, tri-
umphantly and accurately. “If 1 was try-
ing to ‘avoid photos’or‘notbe recognized
as a race entrant’ why would | be in the
middle of the road this time between
other runners?”

The online accumulationofstill pho-
tographs and video footage of Litton—
walking up to starting lines when the
field has already taken off, his racing
bib obscured, or crossing finish lines

differently attired—documented the
bookends ofan elaborate deception. Un-
documented was what happened in be-
tween. For a year and a half, Litton’s
scourges on LetsRun hadstruggled to
pinpoint the specifics of his methodol-
ogy. Ifhe travelled between checkpoints
by car, he must have had an accom-
plice—perhaps more than one. But how
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did they negotiate the inevitable street
closings that kepttraffic far from the race
course? Flad Litton figured out how to
hack the timing system? According to
professional race timers, this was impos-
sible. Moreover, whatever category ofab-
normal psychology Litton might belong

to, it didn’t seem to be “evil genius.”
Litton’s profile on Athlinks listed

several completed duathlons: races that
combined running and biking. While
Worldrecordrun wasstill extant, it had
a page where hereported his annual
mileage totals for both running and bik-
ing. (Fle owned Felt bike.) So a bicy-

cle it surely was. But where were ¢Aose
photographs? No matter what Litton’s

connection might have been to the
anonymousposters who defended him
online, his pursuers were confounded
and exasperated most bywhat remained
unsaid. It came down to this: at the Bos-
ton Marathon, the oldest, most presti-
gious, and mostprofessionally managed

 

event on the American racing calendar,
Litton had hit every split, changed his
clothes along the way, and broken three
hours. No one butLitton could say how
hedid it.

The marathon, no matter whereit

takes place, remains, as ever, a solitary
pursuit in which every runnerultimately

competes against himself or herself.
Whatever drove Kip Litton was an en-

tirely different battle with himself, one
that quite possibly escaped his under-

standing. Onething, though,he grasped
perfectly. Like the most dazzling ofma-
gicians or the mostartful of art forgers,
by withholding the secret ofhow theil-
lusion worked he retained a power

uniquely his own:the spoils ofhis humil-

iation, perhaps, but a knowledge that no
one was aboutto take away. ¢

 ——
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A conversation with Mark Singer.



 
n the evening ofJanuary 12th, Chit-
min Laywasinhiscell, in Moulmein

Prison,in the lush tropical hills of south-

ern Burma, when guards informed him
that he was a free man. Hehadreasonsnot

to believe them. Burmese prisons are ex-
ceptionally isolated, and Chitmin Lay had
picked up only scattered news, froma hid-

den radio that he shared with other in-
mates, about a rush of political changes

thatwere beginning to unwind the world’s
longest-running military dictatorship. He
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LETTER FROM RANGOON

THE BURMESE SPRING
Abrutal regime’s shift towarddemocracy surprised nearly everyone. How did it happen 2

BY EVAN OSNOS

wasthirty-eight, and had been arrested in
1998for taking part in a campus demon-

stration at Rangoon University, where he
was a literature major. Under interroga-
tion, he was beaten and starved. Put in
front ofajudge in a masstrial, he was con-
victed of making pamphlets without ap-

proval, breaking the Emergency Provi-

sions Act and the Unlawful Associations
Act, and sentencedto thirty-oneyears. He

had expected to resumehislife in 2029.
Less than twenty-four hourslater,

Chitmin Laywalkedoutofprison amid a
clamorous crowd of fellow-inmates, re-
leased as part ofthe government's attempt
to pull itselffrom the ranks of the world’s

most reviled regimes. There was nobody
there to greet him. Chitmin Layis notfa-
mous, and Burma had so manypolitical

prisoners that the inmatelists maintained

byactivists could not even agree on the
English spelling of his name. He was
healthy, though his left eye was failing

after so manyyears of reading in half-
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light. He had full cheeks around a broad
smile that gave him an oddlychildlike as-
pect, as if his body had paused the year he
went away. He had no moneyto getto his
mother’s house in Rangoon, a daylong
trip. Finally, somelocal opposition activ-

ists gave him the equivalent of about
twelve dollars for the bus.

Onthe road, Chitmin Lay noticed that
the traditional thatch-roofed bamboo vil-
lages were nowdotted with concrete-block
houses with metal roofs. “And cell phones,
those were a surprise,” he told me. “And
the cars. We neverused to see shiny cars.”
He was eagerto try the Internet. “I'd only
heard aboutit, how essential the Internet

was, and I decided that I must learn about
itas soon I'm out.” Once he had greeted his

startled mother and begunto consider the
tasks before him—“marriage, family,

job’—hesigned upfor a Gmail account.
Wedgedlike an arrowhead between

India and China, Burma has been ruled

bydictators so ineptly and forso long that
it can feel, these days,as ifthe countryit-
selfwere stepping warily outofjail. Since
taking office in March, 2011, the former

generals who make up Burma’s first civil-
ian governmentin forty-nine years have

released almost seven hundred activists

and monksandartists, and taken more
steps in the direction of democracy than
Burmahas seen in four decades. They

have relaxed media censorship,legalized
the right to unionize, and allowed mem-
bers ofthe main opposition party to com-

pete for office; they have also distanced
themselves from Burma’s longtime pa-
tron, China.

In June, Australia took the symbolic
step of abandoning the name Burma,
which has been the choice ofexiles and of

Washington,in favor of the name pre-
ferred by the government: Myanmar. ‘The

United States and other nations suspended
many of the economicsanctions that, for
years, had soughtto cripple the regime.
The sudden access to a new market on

China’s southern border has inspired
flights of extraordinary optimism.“If I

could put all my money into Myanmar, |

would,” Jim Rogers, the Singapore-based
American investor, declared recently.

Evenby the standards ofauthoritarian

When the regimefinally releasedthe NobellaureateAung San Suu Kyi, in November, 2010, she begana long-awaited entry into
politics. This spring, she wascheered by crowds ofsupporters as she campaignedfor theparliamentary elections, which seem to herald a

new era in Burmese history. Opposite:photographs by Chien-Chi Chang.Above:photograph by Pietro Masturzo.



regimes, Burmalives in an epochuntoit-
self, a relic ofthe prosperous country that

was once the world’s largest exporter of
rice. Rangoon—or Yangon, asit is now
known—which wassoalive with diversity
and immigration that it had a Jewish
mayorin the nineteen-thirties, is today a

place ofdeprivation and haunting beauty.

The banyan trees reach out from the
moldering remainsofvillas and colonial
offices. Ancient buses, cast off by Japan,

and now absurdly overloaded, wheeze
through canyons on the broken macadam.
Outside the law courts, menin crisp white
shirts and longyis, Burma’s traditional

ankle-length sarong, hunch over ancient
typewriters, feeding the mawofthe bu-
reaucracy. Gaping sinkholes in the side-
walk reveal the sewer beneath, exhaling
intothe tropical air. Book venders, notfar

from where Pablo Nerudalived in the
nineteen-twenties, display on their blan-

kets books with suchtitles as “Essentials of
Selling,” “Radio and Line Transmission,”
and the LM.F’’s “Seventh Annual Report:
Exchange Restrictions, 1956.”

In the countryside, Burmalives by

candlelight. Three-quarters of the popu-
lation get noelectricity, though the nation

has abundantoil, gas, and hydropowerre-
sources. The numberofcell phones per
capita is the lowest in the world, behind
North Korea. Less than one per cent of
the population is connected to the Web.
In eastern Shan state, where I chatted
with a woman whohad never heard the

nameofthe sitting President, cars are
vastly outnumberedbyhorse-drawn carts.

Burma's opening hasso far defied the

narrative logic we've cometoassociate

with political transformation: there is, as
yet, no crowd picking through a ruined
palace, no dictator in the dock. Theworld
has witnessed more than a hundredat-
tempts to end authoritarianism in the past
twenty-five years, but the top-down,
bloodless variety is rare. More often, as

‘Thomas Carothers, a specialist on de-
mocratization at the Carnegie Endow-
mentfor International Peace, said ofdic-
tators, “It has to be taken away from them,

usually by angry citizens.”
In Burma,unlike the street revolutions

of Egypt and ‘Tunisia or the civil wars in
Libya or Syria, many membersofthe for-

mer dictatorship have retained power.
When top generals retired their commis-
sions a year ago, they removed their uni-
forms, but one adviser told me that they
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still salute one anotherin private. Manyof
the reformscan bereversed ifthe govern-
ment declares a state of emergency, and
hundreds ofpolitical prisoners remain be-
hind bars. And in the countryside the re-
gime is embroiled in a brutal war against

ethnic rebels, which has gone on for de-
cades. Forall the transformations Burma
is undergoing, its people still find them-
selves strangely captive to men who were,
until recently, someofhistory's most ded-
icated enemies ofdemocracy.

arrived in Rangoon in March, on
ArmedForces Day. ‘Traditionally, this

had been an opportunityfor generals to
speechify and goose-step their men

through the city. (The opposition once

renamedit Fascist Resistance Day.) ‘The
country was preparing for the first major
test ofthe newera: a special election, on
April 1st. Although less than seven per

cent ofthe parliamentary seats were being
contested, it was the first time that the

dissident Aung San Suu Kyi had en-
dorsed the legitimacy of an election since
1990, when herparty's victory was ig-

nored by the government,a signal event
in Burma's descent into misery. In that
election, Aung San Suu Kyi hadalready
been placed under housearrest, where she
remainedforfifteen of the next twenty-
one years, as she was awarded the Nobel
Peace Prize (in absentia) and became one

ofthe world’s most famouspolitical pris-
oners. When the regime finally released
her, in November, 2010, she was met at
her front gate bya frenzy ofadmirers, who

seemed to be heralding not only her long-
awaited entry into politics but also the

prospect ofa newera in Burmese history.
Activists abroad were dubious, but Suu

Kyi declared that the country was “on the
verge of a breakthrough to democracy.”
Suu Kyi was running for the seat in Parlia-
ment representing Kawhmu, a township

with vaststretches ofland that had no elec-

tricity or running water. She campaigned
for weeks, waving from the open sunroof
ofan $.U.V., shaded fromthetropical sun
bya parasol, as guards kept at bay tens of
thousands ofher supporters wholinedthe

roads, desperate and reaching, and shout-
ing, “A’mae Suu’—MotherSuu.

The daughter ofAung San, the mar-

tyred national herowho negotiated inde-
pendence from the British Empire, Suu
Kyileft the countryin 1960 as a teen-ager,
graduated from Oxford, and worked at

the United Nations. Thoughshetalkedof

starting public libraries in Burma, and of
helping students to go abroad, in 1972 she
married Michael Aris, a Tibet scholar,

and settled fitfully into British suburbia
with him and their two children. She

didn’t return to Burmauntil 1988, for a
visit with her sick mother. Before long,

she wassweptupin politics, and emerged
as the leader of the opposition. “It’s very
different from living in academia in Ox-
ford,” she oncesaid ofthe turn in herfor-

tunes. “Wecalled someoneviciousina re-
viewfor the Times Literary Supplement.
We didn’t know whatvicious was.”
A couple of days before the election

this spring, Suu Kyi invited reporters over
to the backyard ofherhouse. It was a two-
story colonial villa, stately but threadbare,
and in the darkest days she had roamed
listlessly from room to room.In the gar-
den, she looked pale. “I'm feeling little
delicate,” she said. The campaign hadbeen
gruelling, and her doctor had urged herto

rest during the final days. “Any tough
questions,I shall faint straight away,” she
said, and smiled. Over the years, the re-

gimehad tried to kill her at least once (in

2003), labelled her a “genocidal prostitute,”

and denied her husband's desperate re-
quests to visit her before his death, from

prostate cancer, in 1999, But she was tak-
ing a chance onthis race, because, shesaid,
“this is what our people want.”

For years, Suu Kyi had called for a
“revolution of the spirit,” but, over the

years, the poetry had been leeched from
the phrase and, as one writer put it de-
spairingly, it began to smack of “obscu-
rantism and sheer metaphysics.” In the
gardenthat day, she reclaimed theidea. It
must be “a revolution that will help our
people to overcome fear, to overcome
poverty, to overcome indifference, and to
take the fate of their country into their
own hands,”she said. “Anelection alone
is not going to change our country.It's the

people, the change in the spirit ofthe peo-
ple, which will change our nation.”

To foreign reporters, who recalled
Burma as a nation ofwhispers—whereyou
never uttered a name on a phoneline and,

in somecases, carried a wig to help shake
off the intelligence officers in a crowd—
even a simple open-air meeting with Suu
Kyi was bewildering. “Was it really only
five years ago that soldiers were shooting

protesters andbeating monks?” Andrew R.
C. Marshall, ofReuters, wrote afterwatch-



ing Suu Kyi in front ofa crowd.Foryears,

the countrywas so inaccessible that outsid-
ers resorted to readingthe aspirations of

fifty-five million people throughthe strug-
gle between Suu Kyi and the generals—
between “Beauty” and “the Beast,” as head-
line writers often described it. Suddenly,
the narrative seemed to have eclipsed the
fable andspilled outinto a raucous ensem-
ble. At least thirty other former prisoners
were running for office as well, giving

themselves a crash course in politics.

he Burmese people have been sub-
jected to the whimsofdespotic lead-

ers for so long that “government” has been
included in a traditional lamentabout the
“five evils” in life, along with fire, water,
thieves, and enemies.‘Their history has
not been without glory: the first major

Burmese kingdom, which flourished at
Pagan, in the eleventh century, created

spectacular Buddhist temples and pago-
das more than a centurybefore compara-
ble cathedrals appeared in Europe. The
Burmese went on to conquer present-day

Laos and Thailand. But in 1885 a British

general arrived with enough pith-helmeted
troops to force the final king out ofhis
palace on an oxcart, and declared Burma
a minorprovince ofIndia.

In 1942,whenJapan invaded, the Bur-
mese, including the fiercely single-
minded young revolutionary Aung San,

Suu Kyi’s father,joined in the fight against
the Allies. Three years later, Aung San

turnedhis troopsagainst theJapanese and
helpedliberate the country alongside the
British, signing an agreementto guaran-

tee Burma’s independence within a year.
The achievement made him a secular
saint—the lone Burmese leader who had

gained the trust of a range of ethnic
groups. His face appeared on the cur-
rency, but he neverlived to see it. On

July 19, 1947, when Suu Kyi was two, he
was assassinated by a disaffected Burmese

politician. Suu Kyi’s mother was named
Ambassadorto India and Nepal, and Suu
Kyi joined her in Delhi, where she ac-

quired the diction of the Indianélite and

the upright posture,still visible to this day,
that came from never being permitted to
lean against the back of a dining chair.

Forthe next decade, Burmaenjoyed
relative peace. But in Rangoonthecivilian
governmentwasfailing, and,after years of
invasion and war, the military stepped into
the vacuum. Vowing to prevent “chaos,”

General Ne Winled a coup in 1962,evict-
ing students and aid workers and banning
the teaching of English, while nationaliz-
ing timber companies, newspapers, and
the Boy Scouts. As the economybegan its
half-century implosion, the General con-
soled himselfat Europeanspas and at the
races at Ascot, and with a string ofwives,
despite a capacity for violence that drove
one ofhis companions awayafter he threw
an ashtrayat her throat.

By 1992, power had migrated to the
manwhoruled Burmauntil 2010: Senior
General ‘Than Shwe,a postal clerk turned
psy-opsspecialist, who was described by

those around him, in a biography by
Benedict Rogers, with telling consis-

tency—‘“Ourleader is a very uneducated
man” and “There were manyintelligent
soldiers, but he was not one ofthem.”The

poverty ofhis people did nothing to curb
‘Than Shwe’s ambitions. He once consid-

ered spendinga billion dollars to buy
Manchester Unitedas a gift to his grand-
son, a soccerfan, In 2007, Burmawas tied
with Somalia as the mostcorrupt country
in the world, according to Transparency
International. In July, 2010, Than Shwe

had been in powerfor eighteen years. He
had a bullfrog frown and a chest cov-
ered with medals, Foreign Policy named
him the world’s third-worst dictator,

Si
I 

behind KimJong [Land Robert Mugabe.
His aides shielded himfrom unwanted

information, and the culture of isolation

permeated his government. Nay Phone
Latt, a blogger who wasarrested in 2008
for coérdinating anti-regimeprotests, dis-
covered, during histrial, that the judge
and the prosecutors had a tenuous grip on

twenty-first-century technology: “They
knew that I was a blogger, but they
thought the wordwas‘blocker,’ that I was

creating economic‘blocks’ against the
country or something. I could see from

their faces that they weren't joking. They
had never heard the word ‘blog.’” (Hewas

sentenced to twentyyears and six months
in prison, but wasreleased in January.)
Self-righteous seclusion extended to the
highest ranks. Hla Maung Shwe, a busi-
nessman whose brother is commandantof

the National Defense University, told me,
“In the Armyfor twenty-nine years, my

brother had one chance at exposure—a
trip to Thailand for three days.” Describ-

ing the nation’s élite, Hla Maung Shwe

said, “Our mind-setis in the Stone Age.”
For years, the regime was able to over-

look its people’s contempt, but that be-
came impossible in September, 2007,
when tens ofthousands ofmonks streamed
into Rangoontolead protests that became

known as the Saffron Revolution. The

ed
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“Andnow Warren Kellogg, with the dystopian side ofthe news.”



 
“Whaddya wantfor nineteen mil?”

Armyopened fire, killing monks andcivil-
ians andarresting thousands.

As Than Shweaged, he and his
compatriots confronted growing worries
abouttheir future. By 2010, the U.N. had
escalated its accusationsto the level ofsus-
pected war crimes, and Than Shwe told
visitors that he had what the U.S. Em-
bassy, in a cable released by Wiki-
Leaks, called a “strong desire not to ap-

pear before an international tribunal.”
Moreover, it was beginning to seem likely

that if a prosecution materialized the top
man would notbe the only target; the

U.N. had concluded that state violence
originated in the “executive, military and
judiciary atall levels.” Ifchange was going
to happen,time was runningout.

T° January, 2011, Than Shwe, who

was seventy-seven, anointed a succes-
sor, General Thein Sein, who hadall the
makings of a Burmese Medvedev. Gen-

erally regardedas a nonentity, Thein Sein
had been the acting Prime Minister
when the government opened fire on the
monks,in 2007. Ifhe showed anyevident

virtue,it was that, in a kleptocratic regime,

he was relatively uncorrupt. “He carried
out the orders like everybodyelse,” a
prominent Burmese entrepreneur told

me.“But every businessman in the coun-
try knows he’s clean—and that’s why he
was never that powerful.” The dictator
may have had another reason for choos-
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ing a cipheras his successor. When Bur-

ma’s last king took the throne, he ordered
his advisers to kill seventyrivals and their

families in three days. Oncea king lost his
palace, as a Burmese saying held, “he is
left with nothing buthis umbrella.” ‘Than
Shwe was acquainted with thetradition,
because he had helped insure thathis
predecessor died under housearrest,
with three grandsons and a son-in-lawon

death row. Choosing the pallid heir was
“the best insurance policy,” the business-
mansaid, adding, “And, sure enough, he

announced, right after his inauguration,
thatwe are notinterested in pursuing the

past. Translation: amnesty.”
And yet, in ways that are only now

becomingclear, ‘Thein Sein was not en-
tirely who he appeared to be. As Prime

Minister to a dictator, he had few duties,

and had used his trips abroad to slip out
and walk aroundin foreigncities. In
May, 2008, as Cyclone Nargis devas-
tated the Irrawaddy Delta, where he'd
grown up,he found himselfin charge of
the state’s breathtakingly inept response.
(Amongotherfailures, the generals ini-

tially turned down foreign aid, fearing
an invasion.) More than a hundred and
thirty-eight thousand people died.

Thein Sein was hardly the only onein

the military who was awakening to the
magnitude ofthe nation’s failure. The fe-
rocity of the assault on the monks—an
unprecedented use ofviolenceagainst the

country’s most revered institution—had

drawn lines within the military. A source
close to the military told the U.S. Em-
bassythat “Than Shwe and MaungAye’—
his second-in-command—“gave the or-
ders to crack down on the monks,
including shooting them ifnecessary,” ac-
cording to a November, 2007, cable. Asa
result, the source said, there was “growing
daylight betweenthe top twoleaders and
the regime’s second-tier commanders.”
The following summer, the Embassy
noted, “Someofthe regional command-

ers are reform-minded and aware of the
need for political and economic reform.”

On March 31, 2011, in Thein Sein’s
inauguration speech, he called for work-
ers’ rights and for an end to corruption;he
welcomed international expertise; and,
most startling, he said that Burma’s nu-
merousethnic groups had been subjected
to a “hell of untold miseries,” suggesting

his intention to end the conflicts that have
made Burmahost to the world’s longest-

running civil war.
“When Burmese listened to that

speech,” the entrepreneur told me, “they
said, “This is so unusual, so alien to what

we have been hearing for the past four de-
cades!’” The Burmese merchantclass had
been pushing for political change that
could boost trade, but, to many,it was im-
possible to imagine the old strongman al-
lowing this. Than Shwe’s imprint on gov-

ernmentwasfading faster than people had
predicted, andhis step back had embold-

ened younger generals. “They were in a
positionwhere they could start fighting for

reform,” Priscilla Clapp, a former Chiefof

Mission of the American Embassy,said.
“If they had done this during the earlier

years, they would have been purged.”
What's more,ifthey needed any addedin-

centive to forge ahead on reforms, the
Arab Spring was toppling dictators one

after another, and as the Presidential ad-
viser NayZin Latt told a reporter, “We do

not want an Arab Spring here.”
A group ofBurmese businessmen,jour-

nalists, and academics who had developed

ties to the military were eager to exploit
the growingdesire for a path out of Bur-

ma'sisolation, They'd formed an N.G.O,
called Myanmar Egress—away out—and
though it attracted considerable suspicion

from activists abroad, who feared that the
group was moreinterested in controlling

reform than in unleashingit, the business-
men were pushing the younger generals to



confront howlittle they truly understood.
‘To provide a glimpse ofa functioning ex-
ecutive branch, the group gave the new
President DVDsof“The West Wing.”
ThantMyint-U,a historian and an author
who advises President Thein Sein, also
urgedtop leaders to consider reform. “Ab-

stract moral arguments weren't going to

cut much ice,” he told me. “And theywere
deeply cynical ofWestern rhetoric on hu-
man rights. The argument we made that

got the mosttractionwas: “We'refalling so
far behind our neighbors economically—
China and India—that,unless we change,
politicallyas well as economically,it’s going

to be disastrous.’” Thomas Carothers calls
it the “neighborhood effect,” and ex-
plained, “When Laosovertakes youinper-

capita G.D.P., it’s time to rethink your
basic nationalstrategy.”

Oneofthe generals the businessmen
spoke to was a formerintelligence officer

named Aung Min. He'd beentherailway

minister since 2003, and thoughhe
retains the title, he now has sweeping
responsibilities for brokering peace with
ethnic rebels and shaping the reform

agenda. When Aung Mintravelled to
Bangkokto deliver a talk, Egress took the

opportunityto show him around a mod-
ern city. “We took him to the food court,

and on the Skytrain,” one of the men on
the tour told me. “Onthecar ride, he ob-
served how the farms worked, howthe

roads worked, how the tolls worked.”
Routine details of governmentrespon-

siveness seemed to impress him. Whenhe
flew to Europe, he commented onthe fact
that Westerners scheduled fewerflights at

nightin orderto reduce the noise for peo-

ple wholive near the airport.
When I met Aung Minthis spring in

Rangoon, he had about him a Brylcreem

crispness that evoked an Asian Robert
McNamara. He and the President had

been young officers together, and I asked
him whyThein Sein was making these

changes. “He understands that he can’t run
the government the wayit used to be run
bythe previous government,that this gov-

ernmentis elected by the people,” he said,

adding, “Ifyou don’t do what the people
want, you won't survive.”

Talking withAungMin wasa peculiar
experience, not only because approaching

a Burmese minister could have got a jour-
nalist deported a year ago but also because
I couldn't figure outhow much ofwhathe
said was pabulum, for international con-

sumption, or how a man who had spent
eight years in the Cabinet ofone of the
world’s mostvicious dictators could think
that his people had forgotten. “This is only

the beginning,” he said. “There will be
manythings to doin this country. But step

by step, one at a time.”
‘That tension—between vowing change

and calling for patience—reflects thefact
that, among former generals, the idea of
reform remains so intensely polarizing

that even someofits standard-bearers
flinch at the term. When I met the indus-
try minister, Soe Thane, a small, hyper-

alert former Navy man, and oneofthe
few membersofthe Cabinet who speak
English, he was in a buoyant mood. “We
feel good. We have to move,”hesaid. I
asked if he knew when the remaining po-

litical prisoners would be released, and a
pained expression creased his face. “My
dutyis apart from that,” he said. When an
Australian reporter approached with a
question that described the minister as part

ofthe “reform group,” Soe Thanelet out
a nervous bark of a laugh and said, “No,
no, no, no, no.” A momentlater, he an-

nounced, “Time's up!,” and marchedoff.

WhenI encountered him again, he ex-
plainedthathe worries aboutinflaming his
conservative peers. “We mustbe patient,

and give favor to the otherparty,” hesaid.
But no amountofrhetoric would earn

the governmentcredibility in Burma or

abroad unless it could secure the blessing
of Suu Kyi. Less obvious was just how
much Suu Kyi stood to gain from analli-
ance. After more than two decadesofdis-

 

 

sent, she was internationally renowned
but not yet an active participant in the
proposed reforms. In boycotting the 2010
election, her party, the National League

for Democracy, hadfrustrated young ac-
tivists, and she wasat risk ofbecoming

sainted but peripheral. For the first time
in decades,all sides had a reason to finda

wayoutofthe impasse. After an exchange
ofsecret messages, the President met Suu
Kyi for dinner last August, and when she

returned homeshe told Tin Oo, the dep-

uty leader ofthe N.L.D., “I have thefeel-
ing that I can work with him.” Her en-

dorsementwas a turning point. Theworld

took notice, and the President cleared the
way for Suu Kyi's supportersto register as
a political party and for formerpolitical
prisoners to runforoffice.

ne ofthe first things the new Presi-

dent did was hire an assortment of

academics and formerofficers as advisers.
Amongthose whose aid he enlisted was
Nay Zin Latt, a businessman who,since

retiring from the Army, had become a po-
litical commentator. “I was asked to pre-

pare a report for the government about
the next fifty years for the United States

and the next fiftyyears for China,” he told
me, as he chain-smokedin his office. His

conclusion? “Let's put it this way: In the
long run, the United Statesis still strong!”

For two decades, American policy was

designed to choke the regime into submis-

sion. After Burma’s crackdown in 1988,
the United States had reduced its presence

there to a low-key embassy, with no am-
bassador, and in Washington, apart from

a small communityof activists and law-
makers, the country was ignored. Ameri-

cans had been barred from investing since
1997, and, among additional measures, in

2007 and 2008 Washington moved
against individuals—leaders and well-con-
nected tycoons—by freezing assets and is-
suing travel bans. But by the summer of

2009 diplomats from Malaysia, Indonesia,
and others in the region were funnelling
signals that Burma wantedtotalk.

President Obama cameinto office

vowing to seek engagement with hostile
regimes, and several people in Burma

quoted to me a phrase from his Inaugura-
tion speech: “We will extend a hand ifyou

are willing to unclench yourfist.” The Ad-
ministration saw the prospect ofgrowing

dissatisfaction within the military as pow-

erful leverage. An Embassy source close to
the military “recommended the U.S.ex-

ploit the emerging differences within the
top levels of the regime by tightening our

sanctions againstthe seniorgenerals.” Les-

lie Hayden, the Embassy's political officer

at the time, cabled Washingtonthat “the
generals despise the sanctions and want
them removed because they challenge the
regime’s legitimacy. Ifwe really want to
see the generals makeprogress, we need to
show them whatthey will get in return.”
Whatcould the United States offer? Larry
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Dinger, another diplomat, signed a cable
that laid out options, including “dangle

World Bank and I.M.F. technical assis-

tance” or “consider accepting the country
a9

name ‘Myanmar.
The Administration decided to keep

sanctions in place but also to open negoti-
ations. Kurt Campbell, the Assistant Sec-
retary of State for Kast Asian and Pacific
Affairs, met U Thaung, then Burma’s
minister for science and technology,at the
Waldorf-Astoria in Manhattan, butleft

largely bafied by the Burmese negotiator’s
long digressions aboutthe toll ofimperi-
alism andwar. “Wehadtofigure out, How
were these people communicating?”

Campbell told me. “What we would tend
to think ofas basically killing the clock,
theywouldinterpretas an essential expres-
sion oftheir historical legacy and trajec-
tory.” At one point, Campbell flew to
Burmato pressforelections, the release of

prisoners, and talkswith ethnic groups. He
metwith Suu Kyi, but he made“absolutely
no progress whatsoever” with the govern-

ment, he said. A second trip was even less
productive, and the Administration re-

turnedto a hostile posture, declaring sup-
port for establishing a U.N. commission of
inquiry to investigate war crimes in Burma.

But last November, encouraged by Suu
Kyis meeting with Thein Sein, President
Obamaphonedherto discuss the next
steps.“Ifshe’s supportive ofthis, then we're
going to go,” he told aides, and thefollow-
ing day he announcedthatHillary Clinton

would visit Burma—the first Secretary of
State to do so since John Foster Dulles, in
1955. Thevisit was highly choreographed
even by diplomatic standards: to under-
score American support for the opposition,
Clinton and Suu Kyi were photographed
in matching white jackets. Over dinner,

according to an Administration official,
Suu Kyi told Clinton, “I don’t want to be
an icon,I wantto beapolitician,” and Clin-
ton replied, “Getreadyto get attacked.” As

a gift to Suu Kyi, Clinton brought books
on Eisenhower and George Marshall, to
help her understand the mind-setofsol-

diers who go intopolitics.
Nobody was more baffled bythe turn

ofevents in Burmathan the Chinese. For
years, Beijing had been Burma’s most
ardent defender in the U.N. Security
Council, the supplier of arms and loans,
and a customerfor timber, gold, and

other resources. But last September
Thein Sein,citing “the will of the peo-
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ple,” suspended construction of the
$3.6-billion Myitsone dam, which had
been financed by Chinato provide elec-
tricity across the border in Yunnan Prov-
ince. Chinese analysts hinted at a conspir-
acy—they noted WikiLeaks cables that
indicate that the U.S. Embassyhad given

grants to anti-dam groups—anddebated

whether the opposition would spread to
North Korea or elsewhere.

In Burma, however, people talk about

howtheir country had felt subsumed and
taken for granted. The dam was designed
to flood an area four times the size of
Manhattan, but when Burmaasked for a

more thorough environmental-impactas-
sessment “the Chinese completely shut

them off, saying, We've already doneit
and see no reason to repeat the process,”
Yun Sun, aChina analyst based in Wash-

ington, told me. On another occasion,a
delegation visited Beijing to discuss debt

obligations at the Export-Import Bank of

China,only to discoverthat the debt had
been sold, The representatives were
shunted aside and diverted to officials at a
state-owned insurance company. Perhaps
most damaging, Burmese senior military
leaders concluded that Chinese military

hardware wasn't worth the billion or so

dollars that had been spent. “Armyofficers
are saying to me,“he Chinese cheated us.
They've given usall this crap and taken our
resources, ” Maung Zarni, a visiting Bur-

mese academic at the London School of
Economics, said.

A the parliamentary election ap-
proached, it was unclear whether

the old generals could stomach an honest-

to-goodness vote, and whether ordinary
Burmese trusted them enough to showup
at the polls.

OnElection Day, I rode the ferry across
the brown waters of the Irrawaddy and
then took a rattletrap taxi to the river-delta
township of Kawhmu, to watch Suu Kyi

visit polling booths in herdistrict. The heat
shimmered above a pan-flat landscape of
meandering rivers and thatch-roofed
homes. Farmers drove ox-drawn plows

through rice paddies. A few minutesafter
nine, Suu Kyi arrived at a high school in
the village ofNat Sin Kong, striding gin-

gerly across the yard, “armsswinginglike a
soldier,” as her biographer, Peter Popham,
had put it in his recently published book

“The Lady and the Peacock.”
Inatenth-grade classroom, with “Dis-

cipline, Education,Attitude”stencilled on
the wall, she surveyed a lineupofplastic
boxes, waved to the crowd, and was on to

the next stop,trailed by a swarm ofstu-
dents and reporters. I stayed behind to
have tea with someofthe voters, and met
KhinMaMaChit, a farmer and a mother
oftwo, whowas still giddy with the expe-
rience ofvoting for the opposition. “Our
parents and grandparents waited forthis,
but never saw it,” she said.

A formerdiplomattold methat,ifthe

opposition could win half the votes, it

would be “a howling success.” But it
swiftly became clear that something far
moredecisive was underway. “We had so
manyfeelings, so much hatred, but we
keptit all inside,” another mother whom
I spoke with said. “The governmental-
ways oppressed us. Every rainy season,

when wefinally had a crop, they would
take it for half the price on the market,
andsay,‘It's for the government.”

The ruling party had held out the
promise ofnewschools and roads to those
whofell in line, and the people had smiled
and handed them a humiliation. The op-

position took forty-three ofthe forty-five
contested seats, even winning neighbor-
hoodsin thecapital that are hometo civil
servants. In Rangoon that night, thou-

sands of supporters swarmed the ram-
shackle headquarters of Suu Kyi’s Na-
tional League for Democracy, a building
that is a cross between a storefront and a

garage, wallpapered in yellowed news
clippings andlittered with the mega-
phones, speakers, and other flotsam of

perpetual opposition. They danced and
sang and mocked the generals. Foryears,
the dilapidated office had symbolized
how long Burma's democrats toiled in
vain; that night,it struck me as a symbol,

as well, ofhow unprepared they were for
the sudden arrival ofsuccess.

WhenI stopped bythe local head-
quarters the next morning, Aung Thein
Linn, a militaryman and former mayorof

Rangoon with a thick black comb-over,
veered between indignation and victim-
hood as he hailed the process that his
partyvowed would be fairwhile fulminat-

ing over the outcome. Heaccusedhis op-
ponents of “intimidation” for sending
many people to watch the counting of

ballots. “There may be some kind ofpsy-
chological pressure,” he said, “some mis-
takes as a result.” Despite thevitriol, Aung
Thein Linn knewthat he had lost. He



gestured toward his torso and declared, “I
have so many scars on my body from

fighting for the good ofmy country.”

hree days after the election, Secretary
of State Clinton announcedthat the

United States was suspending sanctions
against Burma and would be appointing

an ambassadortothe country for thefirst
time in twenty-two years. Human-rights
groups urged the State Departmentto

relax restrictions sector by sector, to pre-
vent the military from exploiting a rush

into the energy business. Suu Kyi warned
against the “reckless optimism” of allow-

ing firmsto deal with a state-owned en-
ergy companythatlacks “transparency and

accountability.” But American oil compa-
nies, among others, said that they were
losing business to international competi-

tors, and in July the Obama Administra-
tion suspendedsanctionsacrossallsectors.
Activists assailed the decision for going
too far. Even though the Administration

has expanded asset freezes andtravel bans
on individuals, and will require companies
to report on their Burmainvestments, sus-
pending sanctions,critics contend, “looks
like it caved to industrypressure and un-

dercutAung San Suu Kyi,” Arvind Gane-

san, the director ofthe human-rights divi-

sion ofHuman Rights Watch, told me.
Burmahas added a new dimensionto

the debate about the handling of rogues:
Did the sanctions work? Does Burmatell
us anything about how weshould ap-

proach Syria or Iran? Inside the country,
the consensus has not changed. “It didn’t
hurt the rulingjunta oneiota,” Serge Pun,

a prominent Burmese businessman, told
me.“It actually hurt all the normal people,

the poor people. ‘Thousandsoffactories

hadto close down,becausetheir products

could not be sold to the West. Honestly,
when you have China and India on both

sides, who did notparticipate in the sanc-
tions, and you had nine other ASEAN

countries whoalso didn't participate, the
sanctions, in effect, couldn’t work.”

Curiously, that was also the consensus
in Washington for manyyears. Tom Ma-

linowksi, a Burma expert and an advocate
of sanctions who worked in the Clinton
White House whenthe first round of
sanctions were imposed, said, “They im-

posed sanctions not because they genu-
inely believed that they would work but

because they wanted to do something.” As
the generals endured and enriched them-

selves, the measures were declared fail-
ure. “They were only strong enough to

weaken the country, not strong enough to
remove the leaders,” Nay Zin Latt, the

Burmese Presidential adviser, told me.
Butthat verdict may have been prema-

ture. Forall the suffering they produced,
sanctionsandscorn did narrow thejunta’s

options. Sanctions drove the leaders
deeper into China’s embrace than they
could tolerate and piquedtheir fears of
falling behind their neighbors. The gen-
erals were denied access to the World
Bank and otherfacilities that they be-
lieved had been indispensable to the rise

of China and Vietnam. “Theyrealized
they had no choice butto bringAung San
Suu Kyi on board,” Maung Zari said.

“Thatis not a values shift, where they say
we need to treat our people like human

beings. It's a technical, strategic move.”

he struggle to bring democracy to

Burmahas been so tortuous thatit’s

easy to overlook the uncomfortable fact
that the greatest challenge confronting the
country’s future now lies hundreds ofmiles

from Rangoon,in borderlands where eth-

 

nic minorities are demanding their share
of power. Burmais blessed with and be-
devilled by diversity—hometo an esti-
mated hundred and thirty-five ethnic
groups—and, in the year since reforms
began, government negotiators have suc-

ceededin striking agreementswith ten out
of eleven main ethnic groups. But the

conflicts that persist are bitter. In a remote
expanse ofemerald hills andjagged ridges
in Burma’s northern reaches,a seventeen-

year ceasefire collapsed a year ago,pitting
governmentforces against the Kachin In-
dependence Army,a rebel insurgency that
has demanded greater political autonomy

and control over the country’s natural re-
sources, The Kachinwar had proved espe-
cially difficult to resolve, because the land
is rich with gold and gems and other

things worth fighting about. Each side
blamed the other for the resumption of
hostilities. In December, the Presidentor-

dered the commander-in-chiefto halt at-
tacks andfire only in self-defense, but the
war raged on—suggesting that the Presi-
dent lacked the poweror the resolve to
make his commanders carryouthis orders.

Byspring, when I reached the site of
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‘Vo, no, the wayyou're shiftingyourpapers—it's all wrong. °

the Kachin conflict, the fighting had up-

rooted seventy-five thousand people, ac-
cording to a report by Human Rights
Watch, which accused the Burmese mili-

tary, since lastJune, of having “threatened
and torturedcivilians during interrogations
for information about KIA insurgents, and
raped women.” The Armyalso, according
to the report, “used antipersonnel land-
mines and conscripted forcedlabor.” [t ac-
cused the K.LA.of “using child soldiers
and antipersonnel landmines.”

T arrived a few days ahead ofthe mon-
soon, andthefighting had intensified.
The rebels, who augmenttheir supply
train with the use of pack elephants, had

steadily lost ground in recent months and
were regrouping in the remote town of

Laiza, beside the Chinese border. The

townwas awash in soldiers on motorbikes

and in pickup trucks, and people were ar-
riving from villages already gripped by
fighting. “This is the most intense period
in our revolutionary journey,’ Kumhtat
La Nan, the Joint General Secretary of
the political wing of the rebel army, told
me, when I stopped bythe headquarters,
a small hotel that had been fortified with
gun positions and adorned with a banner

that read, “God Is Our Victory.” China

had reportedly turned refugees awayat the
border, but the rebel commanders ex-
pected an exodusin the event ofan attack,
because people had nowhere else to go.

Recently, President Thein Sein had
announced a renewed commitmentto ne-

gotiations, but nobody I met in Kachin
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expected a swift conclusion: not the father
ofseven,entrenchedin an outpostoftun-
nels and foxholes, who was fighting be-
cause “the Burmese Armytook every-
thing (land, fields, prosperity)”; not the

Baptist pastor who feared that violence
was radicalizing a new generation of

youths; and notthe farmer who had been
burned out of his house, and was now in
a bambooshelter for displaced persons,
and told me, “The new governmenttalks
aboutpeace, but if it doesn’t give us our

rights, then the war will take a long time.”
Therisk that withdrawing the military

from Burma's politics could lead to flashes
of unrest became vivid in June, when sec-
tarian clashes exploded near the border
with Bangladesh, between a Muslim eth-
nic group, the Rohingya, and local Bud-
dhists. The President declared a state of

emergency in the region—hisfirst exercise

of that powersince taking office—and by
the time calm had been restored more than
two dozen people were dead andthirty
thousand hadbeendisplaced. This did not

bode well for ethnic harmony. On Burma's
newly uncensored Internet forums, blog-
gers poured rage on the Rohingya—a
stateless people who are persecuted in

Asia, much like the Roma in Europe—

calling them terrorists, bandits, and dogs.

ven at the epicenter ofBurma's trans-
formation—Rangoon, the city that

stands to benefit most from the deluge of
new ideas and investment—the changes
have been so disorienting that the domi-

nant sensation in the teahouses and the
moldering office blocks is not so muchjoy

as vertigo. For Khin MaungSwe, whospent

sixteen years in prison, the reformsceased to
be abstract when he looked out his front

door one morning in January. “he man
from military intelligence who had been
waiting there everydaywas no longerthere,”
he told me.“I have no idea where he went.”

Thingsare no less unsettled for the
spooks and minders who have spent their
lives eavesdropping on the nation. At a
campaign rally, Swe Win,a localjournalist,

was taking noteswhen ayoungplainclothes
officer from thesecret police, known as the

Special Branch, mistook him for a fellow-
agent and sidled up to him. “Hesaid,
‘We're like fish out of water here. Who
knows what we're supposed to do?’ Under
the old law, he should have detained any-

one holding a meeting that consisted of
more thanfive people.I told him to go and
take a seat. He obeyed myorder and went
and took a seat, and waited for his col-
leagues.” Telling the story, Swe Win, who
spentsixyears in prison, shookhis head and
said, “I almostfelt sorry for him.” Clapp,

the former diplomat, compares the disor-
der ofthe security apparatus to “a creature
that has lostits central nervous system. The
legs are flailing, and it doesn’t knowwhich
way to turn,” she said.

One afternoon in May, when I met
Chitmin Lay, the newly released prisoner
with an interest in the Internet, he'd been

out ofjail for four months. Bythen, the

thrill had ebbed to reveal an acute aware-
ness ofloss. “Fourteen years,”he said, and
flashed a large bitter smile. We were in
a booth at a candy-colored café called
Jdonuts, in an air-conditioned mall; a
young couple were canoodlingin a corner
booth. Chitmin Lay wanted to be a
teacher, but he was over the age limit for
entry-level positions. “Right now, I'll take

anything I can find,” he said. Burma's
prison culture had been designed to pro-
mote maximum feelings offutility—at one
jail, a newarrival was given a shardofa clay
pot and orderedto “polish the mudoutside
until it shines like a mirror.”

One afternoon,I visited leaders ofthe’88

Generation,the activists who have been in
and outofjail since the uprising that took

place that year. They now workfrom a two-
story house previously occupied bya brothel.
When arrived, they were in the back yard,
in aconcrete shed, crowded around a Power-
Point presentation on the environment, as



theytried to make sense of SOQ2 and NOx
and heavy metals. The shack held a pantheon
of Burmese heroes—the charismatic poet
Min Ko Naing, the strategist Ko Ko Gyi—

all comically wedged into school chairs with
plastic desks on the arms.Jailed as college
students, they are nowpushingfifty, and they
pose an uncertain new political force: not in

the street, and not in Parliament.
After the presentation broke up, Ko Ko

Gyi said, “We're ready to codperate with

the new government.” He thoughtfor
a moment, and revised his sentence:

“cooperate and compete.” Former prisoners
drifted back into the house to smoke and
eat in a kitchen cluttered with sacks ofrice
and shallots. After eighteen years of being
away, Ko Ko Gyiis gaunt but healthy, with

a receding wave of black curls. “I don’t
countthe years ofprisonlife, so ’mtwenty-

eightyears old,” he said with a smile. When
hewas released, onJanuary 13th, he was in
solitary confinement, in a cell that mea-

sured seven paces across, serving a sixty-

five-year sentence. Heleft behind every-

thing except a few books: two volumes by
Barack Obama, one by Nelson Mandela,

and a textbook called “Learn French in
Three Months.”

Ko Ko Gyi is consideredoneofthe for-
merprisoners whohave thegreatest poten-

tial in politics, but for him, and for many

others in Burma, the path from dissidentto
politicianis fraught; for every Nelson Man-

dela, there is a Lech Walesa, whose fiery

persistence, the very quality that allowed

him to survive, failed him in government.
But Ko Ko Gyi thinks that the focus on in-

dividuals is precisely the problem:“People

here don’t know theycan stand up them-

selves. Again and again, we must sayit: Pol-

itics is your job;it’s not only for the politi-
cians.” He went on, “For such a long time

underdictatorship, each and everycitizen
lost a role in society. Trust disappeared.

‘Theytried to escape thecrisis, to find their

own way. They couldn't care who suffers or
wholoses. Theyhadto focus onlyon them-
selves.” IfBurma is to recover, hesaid, peo-
ple will need to begin to trust the system
again. “The most importantthingis insti-

tutionalization,” he said. “We cannot de-
pend on anyoneperson.”

y carly summer, the Burmese people

were becoming acclimated to radi-
callyaltered roles both at home and in the
world. Suu Kyi, after winningher seat in
Parliament, travelled abroad for the first

time in more than two decades, includ-
ing a seventeen-day European tourfit for
a head ofstate. On a stop in Thailand,
she drew such frantic crowds that Presi-

dent Thein Sein cancelled his own visit

there a few days later, apparentlyto avoid
being upstaged—an episode that indi-

cated howhard it may be for the regime
to accommodate the freshman lawmaker

from Kawhmu, who happensto be a
Nobel laureate. She used herfirst short

speech in Parliamenttocall for “equal
rights” for ethnic minorities, beyond

simply protecting their languages and
culture. “The flames ofwar are not com-
pletely extinguished,” shesaid.

Onthestreet, ordinary Burmese
tested their new political freedoms. In

May,in theairless pre-monsoon days, a
wave ofpower outagesleft people stew-
ingwithout fans or water pumpsfor their
toilets, and more than a thousand pro-
testers took to the streets ofMandalay,

raging aboutthe shortageofelectricity. It

was thenation’s largest demonstration in

five years, andwhen I drove intoManda-
lay on the night after the protests,

through a countrysideas black as the sea,
police officers occupied every corner

downtown. It was becoming clear that
the issue hadfar less to do with electric-
ity than with the dawningrealization that

so much ofthe nation’s wealth had been
salted away over the years byso few. A

man in his twenties, showing me around

a darkened neighborhoodin the sidecar

of his bicycle, pointed to a private clinic,
whoselights had been provided byagen-

erator, and said, bitterly, “The rich man’s
hospital.” The streets were tense but, so

far, peaceful. The police held theirfire.

In the West, Burma’s efforts toward
openness and democratization had
touched off that rare thing in diplo-
macy: a race to declare not who had
lost a country but who had wonit. In
the Administration, there was a sense
that Burmais a risky source of pride: a
successful test of President Obama's
commitmentto engagement, anda vast
new market for American business, but

also a high-profile bet on men of im-
mense moral flexibility. “A lot of the

stuffthat Thein Sein has doneis smart,
wise, and bold,” an Administration
official said. “The question is about the
local official ten levels below—will he

follow through? The local commander,
will he follow through? Andthat’s going

to need to be a systemic change over
years, not months.”

Forall the uncertainty about Burma’s
future, the facts of the present are as-
tounding: a nation roundly described as

irredeemable has stepped back from the
brink. The former generals are not with-
out vanity, and, after decades of being
mockedand scorned, theyare savoring

the trappings of statesmanship. More-
over, the oppositionis, at last, free enough
to make an impact, and itis loath to

squander its freedom on infighting. But
the real test of the twosides’ ability to
forge an open society together maynot
comeuntil Burma’s next general election,
in 2015.

The Burmese people today would
not tolerate a return to the eccentric se-
clusion of the past, and, month by
month, reforms become more difficult

to undo. Butif it was cynical to assume
that Burmacould not change,it is naive

to predict a smoothandpeaceful future.
Forty-nine years of brutality and suspi-

cion have distorted the body and soul of
the nation, and the greatest threat may
tise from within. Freedom, circum-

scribed, is an unstable state of nature,
and the generals maynotbeable to con-

trol the forces theyhave unleashed. That
fact—thevolatility of rising expecta-
tions—reminded meofa story that Swe
Win, the journalist, once mentioned in
connection with his six years in prison.

“For a long time, theydidn’t let us have

anything to read or write,” he said. “And
then, one day, theygave usreligious
books, After a while, wesaid, ‘Since you

gave us religious books, you must allow

us to have non-religious books.’ And
they said no. But wepersisted, and even-

tually they said O.K. Then wesaid,
‘Nowthatwe have non-religious books,

you mustlet us read state newspapers,
because you control them anyway.’ And
theysaid no. But we persisted.” By the
time he left prison, the inmates had
nudged andnegotiated their wayto ob-
taining not only state newspapers but
also local journals and, at last, foreign

publications. “Tt took three years,” Swe
Winsaid. “But we got them.” ¢
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THANK YOU FOR THE LIGHT

BY F SCOTT FITZGERALD 



rs. Hanson wasa pretty, some-

whatfaded womanof forty, who
sold corsets and girdles,travelling out of

Chicago. For many years herterritory
had swung around through Toledo,
Lima, Springfield, Columbus, Indianap-

olis, and FortWayne, and hertransfer to
the lowa-Kansas-Missouri district was a

promotion, for her firm was more
strongly entrenched west ofthe Ohio.

Eastward, she had known herclien-

tele chattily and had often been offered
a drink or a cigarette in the buyer's office

after business was concluded. But she
soon found that in her newdistrict

things weredifferent. Not only was she
never asked if she would like to smoke

but several times her own inquiry as to
whether anyone would mind was an-

swered halfapologetically with “Tt's not
that J mind, but it has a bad influence
on the employees.”

“Oh,ofcourse, I understand.”
Smoking meanta lot to her some-

times. She worked veryhard andit had

someability to rest and relax her psycho-
logically. She was a widow and she had

no close relatives to write to in the eve-
nings, and more than one moving pic-

ture a week hurt her eyes, so smoking
had come to be an important punctua-

tion mark in the long sentence of a day
on the road.

Thelast weekofherfirst trip on the

new circuit found her in Kansas City. It

was mid-August and she felt somewhat

lonelyamong all her newcontacts, so she
wasdelighted to find at the outer desk of

one firm a woman she had knownin
Chicago. She sat down before having
herself announced and in the course of

the conversation found outa little about
the man she wasgoingto see.

“Will he mind ifI smoke?”

“What? My God, yes!” her friend

said, “He's given money to support the
law againstit.”

“Oh. Well, ['m grateful for the ad-
vice—more than grateful.”

“You better watch it everywhere
aroundhere,” herfriendsaid. “Especially
with the menoverfifty. The ones who

weren't in the war. A man told me that
nobody who was in the war would ever

object to anyone smoking.”

=  Butat her very next stop Mrs. Han-
# son ran into the exception. He seemed
Z% a pleasant young manbuthiseyesfixed
6 with so much fascination on the ciga-

rette that shewas tappingon herthumb-
nail that she put it away. She wasre-

warded when he asked her to lunch and

during the hour she obtained a consid-
erable order.

Afterward, heinsisted on driving her

to her next appointment, though she had
intended to spot a hotel in the vicinity

and take a few pufis in the washroom.
It was oneofthose days full ofwait-

ing—everyone was busy, was late, and

it seemed that whenthe clients did ap-
pear they were the sort of hatchet-faced
men whodid notlike other people’sself-
indulgence, or they were women will-

ingly or unwillingly committed to the
ideas ofthese men.

She hadn’t smoked since breakfast
and she suddenly realized that that was
whyshefelt a vaguedissatisfaction at the

end ofeachcall, no matter how success-
ful it had been in a business way.

She would say, “We thinkwe cover a
ditferentfield. It’s all rubber and canvas,
ofcourse, butwe do manage to put them
togetherin a differentway. A thirty-per-
cent increase in national advertising in

one year tells its own story.”
And to herself she was thinking, If

I could just get three puffs [ could sell
old-fashioned whalebone.

She had one morestore to visit now
but her appointment was not for halfan
hour. ‘That was just time to go to her

hotel but, as there was notaxi in sight,

she walked along the street, thinking,
Perhaps I oughtto give up cigarettes. I’m
getting to be a drugfiend.

Before her, she saw the Catholic ca-

thedral. It seemed verytall, and suddenly
she had an inspiration: if so much in-

cense had gone up in the spires to God,
a little smoke in the vestibule would
make no difference. How could the

Good Lordcare ifa tired woman took a
few puffs in the vestibule?

Nevertheless, though she was not a

Catholic, the thoughtoffended her. Was
it so important that she have her ciga-
rette, when it might offend a lot ofother

people, too?
Still. He wouldn't mind, she thought

persistently. In His days, they hadn't
even discovered tobacco....

She wentinto the church; the vesti-
bule was dark, andshe felt for a match in

the bag shecarried butthere weren't any.
[ll go and geta light from one oftheir

candles, she thought.

The darkness ofthe nave was broken

only bya splash oflight in one corner,
She walked uptheaisle toward the white
blur, and found that it was not made by
candles and, in any case, it was about to
go out—an old man was on the point of

extinguishinga last oil lamp.
“These are votive offerings,” he said.

“We put them out at night, Wethink it
means more to the peoplewhogive them
to save them for next day than it would
to keep them burning all night.”

“T see.”
Hestruck out the last one. There

was nolight left in the cathedral now,

save an electric chandelier high over-
head and the ever-burning lamp in

front of the Sacrament.

“Goodnight,” the sextonsaid.

“Good night.”

“T guess you camehereto pray.”
“Yes, I did.”

He wentout into the sacristy. Mrs,
Hanson knelt down and prayed.

It had been a long time since she had
prayed. She scarcely knew what to pray
for, so she prayed for her employer, and
for the clients in Des Moines and Kan-

sas City. Whenshehadfinishedpraying,

she knelt up. An image ofthe Madonna
gazed down uponher from niche,six
feet above her head.

Vaguely she regardedit. Then she got
up from her knees and sank back wearily
in the corner ofthe pew. In her imagina-

tion, the Virgin came down,like in the

play “The Miracle,” and took her place
and sold corsets and girdles for her and
was tired,just as she was. Then for a few
minutes Mrs. Hanson must have slept.

She awoke at the realization that
something had changed, and gradually
she perceived that there was a familiar

scent that was not incensein the air and
that her fingers smarted. Thenshereal-
ized that the cigarette she held in her
hand was alight—was burning.

Still too drowsy to think, she took a
puff to keep the flamealive. Then she

looked up at the Madonna’s vague niche
in the half-darkness.

“Thankyouforthelight,” she said.

Thatdidn’tseem quite enough, so she

got down onher knees, the smoke twist-
ing up from the cigarette between her

fingers.
“Thank you very muchforthelight,”

she said. ¢

—1936
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A CRITIC AT LARGE

GLORY DAYS
What we watch when we watch the Olympics.

BY LOUIS MENAND

had a grandfather who played the
horses. ‘That was about as close as

anyonein myfamily got to competitive
sports, unless you count mixed doubles.
Sports, or, as myrelatives usedto putit,
“that damnfool athletic stuff,” were not
among our household enthusiasms. In

general, we did not genuflect much be-
fore the temple of the body. Just the
conceptof exercise, the notion that a
person should “work out” in order to

“stay in shape,” would have beengreeted
with incomprehension. In shape to do
what? Health we understood. We knew

what made a person healthy: sleeping

with the windows open and drinking
three glasses ofwhole milk a day. It was
pretty simple.
A more principled reason for this

indifference was an aversion to the be-

lief, popular when I was growing up,
that the ability to run faster or throw
farther than other people is a contribu-
tion to the common good, and that we
ought to honorthe athlete in the same
way that we honorthe artist and the
statesman. Games, in my house, were

O.K., because games are fun. Sports are
games taken much tooseriously. Orga-
nized sports are an attempt, through

regimentation (uniforms and trophies)

and rhetoric (rah-rah boosterism and
coachtalk), to give an inherently point-

less activity some kindofpoint, to inject
a purpose into play.

In this flock, I was the unlikely black
sheep. I didn’t play Little League, which,

along with the Boy Scouts, my father
regarded as a paramilitary organization.
But I didn’t thinkthatsports were silly,

or for blockheads and Neanderthals. I
thoughtthatsports were sublime, and I
set my boyish heart on playing a part in

what “ABC’s Wide World of Sports”
called “the human dramaof athletic

competition.”To be worthyofthose words
someday, I was prepared to endure a
great deal ofsarcasm.

‘These hopes were cruelly shattered.It
turns out—something they don’ttell you
when they're urging you to go for the
gold, follow your dream, etc.—that, in
mostsports, size and strength are kind of

important. | had imagined that all I
needed was brains and the will to win.

Thougha strapping five-nine today—

closer to five-nine anda half, really—in
the prepubescent days ofmy love affair
with sports I was a shrimp. One of my
idols was Bob Cousy, the playmaking

guard ofthe Boston Celtics, regularly de-
scribed as undersized for his sport. As I
diligently heaved basketballs in the gen-
eral direction of distant rims, I pictured
myself a future Houdini of the Hard-
wood (one of Cousy’s nicknames), swift
and savvy, executing the behind-the-
back pass or finishing off the fast break
with a supercool underhand layup. One
daywhen I wasinjunior high, the Cooz,
now retired, came to town to direct a
clinic at the local high school, and our
gym class was invited to watch.It was an
experience I'll neverforget. Cousywalked

onto the court, and my heart sank. Bob

Cousy was tall.
A lot ofkids get hooked onsports by

television. ‘Television—anotheraltarwe

didn’t worshipat in my house. ButI did
get to watch “Wide World of Sports.”
‘The show,which wasontheairfor thirty-

seven years, was created and produced
by Edgar Scherick and Roone Arledge,
telecommunicationsvisionaries who
grasped a basic ingredient ofmale psy-

chology, which is that, no matter what
kind of contest you put on the screen,

menwill say, “Wait a second.Ijustwant
to see howthis comes out.”

“Wide World of Sports” was sig-
nificant for two reasons. First, it lived up

to its promise of “spanning the globe to
bring you the constantvarietyofsport” (a
classy touch, the singular noun). It was the
first program to broadcast Wimbledonin
the U.S., and to cover exotic and far-flung

sports like surfing, curling, and jai alai.
The producers were right: people who
knewlittle and cared nothing aboutcurl-
ing still wanted to see how it cameout.

Second, and more important, the

show established an intonation, a ca-

dence, a discourse for high-level athletic

competition. This was not the hopped-
up staccato of ordinary play-by-play. It

was weightier, more momentous, more

world-historical. “The thrill . . . the
agony...” It was Churchillian.

Thatvoice is the voice of the Olym-

pics, a competition where contestants

pursue not “victory” but “glory.” The
London SummerGames are being broad-

cast from July 25th to August 12th, and
although one can complain about the

commercialization (Visa, which has a
longtimeassociation with the Olympics,
has an app that Facebook users can de-
ploy to cheer on athletes who are spon-
sored by Visa) and the cost (upward of
fourteen billion dollars, in a country un-

dergoing drastic cutbacks in social ser-

vices and with an unemploymentrate
above eight per cent) and the draconian
security precautions (anti-aircraft mis-
siles have been mountedonthe rooftops
of apartment buildings near the sports
venues, over the owners’ objections), the
Gameswill be good to have.

Andprobablybetter to have in your

own house, rather than over there,
because showing people performing

The runner Billy Mills; the gymnast Larysa Latynina; the weight lifter Naim Siileymanoglu; the highjumper Dick Fosbury.
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amazing feats with their bodies is one
thing thattelevision doesreallywell. Yes,
television organizes the perceptual
field—it “tells” you whatto look at—but,

unless you know the sport and the com-
petitors pretty well beforehand, you are

not going to make muchsense ofwhat
youre looking at otherwise. The Olym-
pics present themselves as pure specta-
cle—as Audensaid ofpoetry, the Games
appear to make nothing happen—and
television loves a spectacle. Even more,
television loves a spectacle that has a
script, a live event for which every cam-
era angle can be plotted—thatis,a ritual.

fsomeonedescribed to you an ancient

civilization in which,every four years,
at great expense, citizens convened to

watch a carefully selected group perform

a series of meticulously preset routines,
and in which the watching was thought
of not as a duty but as a hugely antici-

pated and unambiguously pleasurable
experience, you would guess that, so-
cially, this ritual was doing lot ofwork.
You would assumethatit wasinstilling,

or reinforcing, or rebooting attitudes and
beliefs that this hypothetical civilization

regarded—maybe correctly, maybe just
superstitiously—asvital to its function-

ing. You would say that the spectacle
had a content. Do these Summer Games
have a content? Whatare wereally

watchingwhen we watch the Olympics?

A little history is always useful. ‘The
Gameshave a history, but so does every
event. Topping thelist of helpful com-
panionsto this year’s Games is David
Wallechinsky’s “Complete Book of the
Olympics: 2012 Edition’ (Aurum),pre-
pared with Jaime Loucky, a 1,334-page
record of every event—results plus, in

most cases, detailed highlights—at
every Summer Olympicssince thefirst
modern Games were held, in Athens,

in 1896.
Wallechinsky’s marvellous book re-

mindsus that the issues that have sur-
rounded the Gamesin our time have
been present almost since the start—
from politics (nations were banned from

or boycotted the Olympics regularly
starting in 1920, when Germanyandits
allies were not allowedtoparticipate) to

performance enhancement(long-dis-
tance runners once consumed brandy

and strychnineas stimulants, sometimes
with calamitous results) and prosthetic
limbs. Oscar Pistorius, a.k.a. the Blade
Runner, the South African sprinterwho
runs on two carbon-fibre lowerlegs,will
compete this year in London;in the
1904 Games, the American gymnast

George Eyser won six medals in one
day, including a gold in the vault, with
a woodenleg.

Alsoentertaining are the capsule sto-
ries ofthe athletes themselves. Someare
paragonsin sports history, legends from

 
Just soyou know, Ilikeflowers, too.”

a time before specialization, like Jim
Thorpe, who, in the 1912 Stockholm

Games, won, by huge margins, both the
classic pentathlon and the decathlon,

even thoughitwas the first decathlon he
had ever competed in; and Babe Didrik-

son, whowasallowed to compete in

only three events in the 1932 Games,in
Los Angeles, She finished first in two,
the javelin throw and the eighty-metre
hurdles (a world record), and tied for

first in the highjump (anotherworld rec-
ord). Thorpe was retroactively stripped
of his amateur status and his medals
when it was discovered, well after the

official deadline for filing a challenge,
that he had played minor-leagueprofes-
sional baseball for two summers before
the Olympics. Didrikson, after touring
briefly as the only female memberofthe
House of David baseball team, became
one of the greatest professional golfers
in history.

There are also, in Wallechinsky’s
book, many profiles of huge stars in
sports that the average American fan
doesn’t follow. The Bulgarian-born

Turkish weight lifter Naim Stleyma-
noglu, for example, won gold medals in

three Olympics, from 1988 to 1996. By
the time ofthe 1996 Games, in Atlanta,
he was one of the most famous men in

‘Turkey, where he owned twenty-one
houses. It was said that the Turkish
governmenthad promised to give him a
twenty-second houseplus ten kilograms

ofgold ifhe wonagain.
In Atlanta, Suleymano#lu defeated

the Greek lifter Valerios Leonidis for
the gold medal in an intensefinal
round,in which both athletes broke the
world record, and withthe spectators in
a frenzy because of the long history of

hatred betweenthe two nationsthat the
athletes represented. Sileymanoélu was
said to be, pound for pound,the stron-
gest man in the world. To win the

medal, he had to clean-and-jerk four
hundred and thirteen pounds, almost
three times his body weight. He was
knownas the Pocket Hercules, and

lifted in the featherweightdivision. He
was underfive feet tall, and smoked
fifty cigarettes a day.

“The Complete Book ofthe Olym-
pics”is for fans, people whoneed to know
whowonthe mostconsecutive goldmed-
als in Olympic history (Aladér Gerevich,

of Hungary, wona gold in team sabre in
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six straight Games), or who was the old-
est medalist (Oscar Swahn, of Sweden,
was seventy-two when he wonthesilver

in team double-shot running deer shoot-
ing—whatever that is, ll have what
he’s having—in the 1920 Games). For

grownups whohavea life, “How to
Watch the Olympics” (Penguin), by
David Goldblatt andJohnny Acton,will
suffice. The authors offer information
from the ground up aboutevery sport in

the Summer Games—theyexplain why
it's worth watching canoeing andfield
hockey—along with loads offacts about
therules, the scoring, and eventhe equip-

ment specs.

The width of the women’s balance
beam,for example, is ten centimetres, a

hair under four inches, a measurement

thereby associated with more than one
female athletic event. In the 2000 Games,
women’s beach-volleyball players were
required to wear bikini suits with a max-

imum size for the bottom half. (The
rule has since been modified.) The di-
ameter of the table-tennis ball has been
increased from thirty-eight millimetres

to forty, so that spectators have a better
chance to sce it whenitis in play. (A

bigger ball also slows down the game.)
The authors advise, when watching

water polo, to look out for groin grab-
bing, whichisillegal. And so on. Some-
thing to browse through during the
Visa commercials, which will feature

plenty of your favorite Visa-sponsored
athletes.

John D. Barrow’s “Mathletics: A Sci-
entist Explains 100 Amazing Things

About the World of Sports” (Norton) is
aboutsports in general, notjust Olympic

sports, and maysometimes seem to flyfar
overthe head ofthe ordinary math slob.
Welearn, for instance, that the maxi-
mum speed, V, possible for a racewalker
is given by the formula V’ = 1/2gL [3v (4

— S*/L7) — 4], where g is the acceleration
caused by gravity, L is the length of the
walker’s leg, and S is the length of the
stride.

Thereis a payoff, though. First, the

formula explains why racewalkers make
that windup-toy hip movement: they're
trying to increase V byeffectively in-

creasing L,the length oftheir legs. Sec-

ond,it turns out thatworld-record speeds
in racewalking are mathematically im-

possible, unless bothfeet are losing con-
tact with the ground, whichis a viola-
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tion of the rules ofthe sport. It’s time to
clean up racewalking!

Barrow’s larger pointis that achieve-

mentin sports must comply with the
laws of physics. This was, minus the

math, my ownyouthful realization. You

can dedicate your life to the sport, but,
if you are under six feet tall and weigh

less than two hundred pounds, you are
never going to throwthe discusseventy
metres. The motto ofathletic competi-
tion should notbe “Follow your dream.”

It should be “Follow your reality.”
Innovative techniques are therefore

basically efforts to tweak one of the
coefficients in the equation governing
speed, height, or distance in a sport.

When you jump, you are exerting en-
ergy, by running and pushing off the

ground,toraise as high as possible not
simply your body but your center of

gravity. Ifyou curl into a U shape at the

top ofyour leap, as high jumpers and

pole vaulters do, you will be able to clear
a bar while your centerofgravity passes
underneath it. The curvier you become,
the greater the height you can achieve.
In the 1968 Games, in Mexico City, the

American high jumper Dick Fosbury

wonthe gold medal by flipping himself

over the bar head first and backward—
a technique now knownasthe Fosbury
Flop. He set an Olympicrecord, which

madeit a lot easier for people to forget
that his leap looked like something out

ofthe Ministry of SillyJumps, and now
every high jumperdoesit.

Innovations in equipment are some-

what less noble. Forty-three world ree-
ords were broken at the 2009 World

Swimming Championships, in Rome.
Barrow thinks that one reason for this
was the use of seamless whole-body

polyurethane swimsuits. He says that
these suits not only reduce drag in the
water; the fabric also traps tiny pockets

ofair, which raise the swimmer higher
out of the water. Since the drag on a
human body is approximately seven
hundred and eighty times as great in

water as in air, swimmers wearing the
suits were able to postfaster times. In the
London Games, polyurethane swim-

suits are banned. Michael Phelps, who
has won more Olympic gold medals

than anyone, in any sport, threatened,
through his coach, to boycott competi-

tions in which the suits were permitted,

Bs can't adequately reproduce
“the human dramaofathletic com-

petition,’ of course. You need toseeit.
There are the great races: the Czech
runner Emil Zatopek, in Helsinki, in

1952, winning the men’sfive thousand
and ten thousand metres, and then en-

tering the marathon, which he had
never competed in before, and break-

ing the Olympicrecord; the Ethiopian
runner Abebe Bikila winning the mar-

athon running barefoot through the
streets of Rome, in 1960; Billy Mills

breaking out of the pack and sprinting
past Mohamed Gammoudi and Ron
Clarke, the world-record holder, as
though they were standingstill, in the

last twenty metres ofthe ten-thousand-
metrerace in Tokyo, in 1964; the stork-

like Dave Wottle passing seven runners
with less than a lap to go to win the eight
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hundred metres by three one-hun-
dredths ofa second in Munich,in 1972.

Andthe otherworldlygymnasts, who
have a different relation to gravity from
the rest ofus: Larysa Latynina, whowon
eighteen medals, the most ofanyathlete

ever; Nadia Comaneci, who scored the
first perfect ten in gymnastics competi-
tion (undera scoring system that has,
sadly, been abandoned); the charismatic

seventeen-year-old Olga Korbut, whose
backward somersaults on the balance
beam and the uneven bars, in the 1972
Games, stunned the crowd; sixteen-
year-old, four-foot-nine MaryLou Ret-
ton, a human beach ball, who came from
behind with two perfect scores to win
the all-around in Los Angeles, in 1984,
herfirst international competition; and
Kerri Strug, who, despite a sprained

ankle, stuck her landing in the vault in
Atlanta, in 1996, where the United

States won the team gold medal.
There are few more courageous

Olympicperformances than Strug’s. The
Japanese gymnast Shun Fujimoto, who,
in the 1976 Games, in Montreal, stuck

his dismountfrom therings on a broken
leg and helped his team win the all-
around gold medal, gave another. Strug
and Fujimoto neverfully recovered from

their injuries, and Wallechinsky says
that, contrary to legend, the U.S. team
did not even need Strug’s score. It was
virtually guaranteedthe gold already.
The best resource for moments

like these would be the documentary
archive ofBud Greenspan, whofilmed
many Olympics, from the Los Angeles
Games, in 1984, to Beijing (he died in
2010)—except that almost none ofhis
work has been issued on DVD.Green-
span also produced compilations and
Olympics histories using old footage,
and you can get someofthese, notably

the eight-cassette “Olympiad: Greatest
Moments,” in VHS format from online

remainderstores.
Greenspan’s workis the consumma-

tion of the old “Wide World” style. It’s
unashamedly monumental andoratori-
cal, a combination of Leni Riefenstahl

andTed Baxter. The voice is not merely
Churchillian;it’s the voice ofGod. (Ac-
tually, up until 1992,it was the voice of

David Perry, né Greenspan, brother of
Bud.) The campy solemnity—there are
a lot of“On this day”s, and so forth—is

just right for the old “thrill ofvictory”

sensation. The downsideis that, since
God already knows how everything
turns out, He never gets too excited
about any particular event. You miss the
animationoflive play-by-play. Still, for
people who have seen these documen-

taries on television, where they often

turn up, many Olympic momentsare
really Bud Greenspan moments.

ust about any contemporary sport has
corollaries in competitions in the an-

cient world,or a pedigree in folkgames
or aristocratic recreations. Competition
is natural and spontaneous. Once there
were boats, people would race them.
Givenfists, people will box. Kids con-
trive all sorts ofad-hoc “sports” based on
the shape of their garage roof or the
length ofthe hallwayin their apartment
or the number ofmanhole covers on the
street outside.
Wecall these ad-hoc contests games,

and one of the ways games get turned
into sports is standardization. A sport is
a game that, no matter whereit takes
place, is always playedby the samerules.
This is not a prerequisite for competi-
tion. When someonesays,“I'll race you

to thattree,” the person whoreaches the
tree first is the winner. The loser does
not complain that the race was not run
at regulation distance. Regulation and
standardization insure that, when com-

petitors meet, everyonewill have trained
tor the same event, and the results can

be compared across competitions. Stan-
dardization is what makesit possible to
have world records.
The place where most modern sports

were standardized was nineteenth-century
Britain. ‘The Duke ofWellington prob-
ably did notreally say, “Che Battle of
Waterloo waswonontheplaying fields
ofEton” (for one thing, he hated Eton),

but athletic competition was a promi-
nent feature of British public-school
life. Before the nineteenth century,

school games were often idiosyncratic,
because of local traditions and condi-
tions. A classic case is the Eton Wall
Game, whichdates to the eighteenth

century, and which can be played only

at Eton, since that is where the epony-
mouswall is. Butwhen schoolboyswent
on to university theywanted to play the
same gamesthey had enjoyed in school,
and this was one of the things behind
the movement to standardize. Soon,



men were not simply competing in

games with their classmates according

to whatever rules came to hand; they
weretraining themselvesin a sport that

was transportable.

And the great means of transporta-
tion wasthe British Navy. Everywhere

Englishmenwent, they tooktheir games
along and taught them to thelocals.

The British brought modern tennis to
the French. Table tennis, a sport now

commonlyassociated with East Asia,is
supposed to have started when British
officials shaved the corks oftheir cham-
pagnebottles into balls and played the

game on the dinnertable. It is because
ofBritain that WestIndians play cricket,
South Africans play rugby, and Paki-

stanis play squash.It is because of Brit-
ain that the world plays soccer.

The other thing necessary for creat-
ing a sport out of a gameis organiza-

tion. Sports have bureaucratic structures:
national and international associations,

which have police powers to insure stan-
dardization, andwhich organize compe-

titions and tournaments in order to pro-
duce No. 1 teams and world champions.
Britain was also the leader in this area.

Leagues and tournaments draw larger

audiences to a sport, as athletes and teams

start to be imagined as representing cit-
ies and, on a bigger stage, nations. The

Olympics are the biggest stage, and have
the largest audience of anysporting

event in the world,including the World

Cup. According to “How to Watch the
Olympics,” 4.7 billion people, or seventy
per cent of humanity, watched some
portion ofthe Beijing Games. Thatfig-
ure seems hyperbolic, but the Olympics
do commanda gigantic audience.

It was from Victorian Britain that the

founderofthe modern Olympics,Pierre

de Coubertin, took his inspiration. Cou-

bertin was a French aristocratwith a pas-

sionate interest in education. Hewanted
the French to be more manly, meaning

moredisciplined andself-reliant (he was
reacting partly to the country’s defeat, in
1870, in the Franco-Prussian War), and

he believed that introducing sports into

education could be thebasis for this trans-
formation in the national character. In

other words, he wanted the French to be
more like the British. He madehis first

trip to England in 1883, when he was

twenty, after reading aboutBritish pub-
lic schools in Hippolyte Taine’s “Notes

on England” (1872), and he returned
frequently.

Around 1890, he heard about an an-
nual event in the town ofMuch Wen-

lock, in Shropshire, called the Wenlock

Olympian Games. These had been es-

tablished, in 1850, bya physician named
William Penny Brookes, as a means of
fortifying British manhood. Coubertin

arranged a visit, and Brookes mounted a
special Wenlock Games for his guest.
Theydiscussed Brookes’s efforts to per-
suade the government of Greece to re-

vive the ancient Games, whichwere held
in Greece from 776 B.C.E.to 393 CLE.

or thereabouts—something that Cou-
bertin had also been contemplating.

When Coubertin returned to France,
he publishedanarticle about the Wen-
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lock Games. If the Olympicidea still

survives, he wrote, “it is due not to a
Hellene but to Dr. W. P. Brookes.”

Britain’s culture ofsports, he explained,
is the reason forits empire, and he quoted
from a speech that Brookes had deliv-

ered: “Ifthe time should evercomewhen
the youth of this country once again

abandonsthefortifying exercises ofthe
gymnasium, the manly games, the out-
door sports that give health andlife, in
favor of effeminate and pacific amuse-
ments, know that that will mean the

end offreedom,influence,strength, and
prosperity for the whole empire.”

Brookes died in 1895,at the age of

eighty-six; less than a year later, Cou-
bertin was finally able to launch, in

Athens, the modern Games. Herarely
referred to Brookes and his Olym-

pian Games again, but the mascotfor
this years London Games is named
Wenlock.

‘The modern Games could be inter-

national from the start because the Brit-

ish had spread standardized versions of
most of the Olympic sports around the

world. And the Olympics themselves
became agents of standardization. In
the first modern Olympiads,for exam-
ple, the length ofthe marathon wasin-

consistent. Each marathon course was
approximately twenty-five miles, be-
lieved to be the length ofthe route from

Marathon to Athens run by Pheidip-

pides in 490 B.C.E. As long as every
competitor ran the same distance, it
didn’t matterwhat the precise measure-
ment was. Those first Olympic mara-
thons were essentially “I'll race you to

that tree” events. But, at the 1908

Games, held in London, the coursewas

designed to start at Queen Victoria’s
statue at Windsor Castle and to finish
in front of the Royal Box in the Olym-
pic stadium. This turned outto bea dis-
tance of twenty-six miles three hun-

dred and eighty-five yards. In 1921, that
becamethe regulation length of the
marathon.

Standardization wasalso a wayofre-

programming life elsewhere in the de-

fault settings ofthe metropole. In 1896,
the European imperial powers governed

a large portion of the planet, and the

Gameswere a tribute to their success in

spreading their way of life—from the
idea thatlife is essentially competition
right down to the unit of measure-

72 THE NEW YORKER, AUGUST G, 2012

ment—throughoutthe world. For the

first sixtyyears ofthe modern Olympics,
people from around the globe came to
mostly European capitals (two Summer

Games were held in the United States)
to play European games. You can see

residues ofthe imperial reprogramming
in the anomalous-seeming distances in

track. The four-hundred-metrerace is a
descendant of the 440—four hundred
and fortyyards, or two furlongs—which

was run at almost every Olympics until
1952. Fifteen hundred metres is the
“metric equivalent” of the mile.

Today, the agents of standardization

are not empires but industries, like fi-
nancial services and telecommunications,

that need everyone everywhere to be on

the same frequency, so that they can use
their products. These businesses are
happy to have the old nationalisms as a
beard. ‘That'swhywe have TeamU.S.A.,
and not Team Visa—even though,in

certain respects, [eam Visais whatitis.

‘Twenty-six sports will be played in
London this summer, with medals

awarded in three hundred and two

events. The majority ofthose medals will
be givenin sports thatoriginated,in their

modern form,in Britain: archery, athlet-
ics (track and field), boxing, badminton,

field hockey, football (soccer), rowing,
sailing, swimming, waterpolo, table ten-
nis, and tennis. Britain is also the birth-
place of curling, cross-country, cricket,

croquet, golf, squash, and ruagby—which
is scheduled to become an Olympicsport
in 2016. No other country comesclose.

Three Olympic sports originated in the

United States: basketball, volleyball, and
thetriathlon, whichwas invented in 1974,
Two originated in Germany: handball

and gymnastics.

he modern Olympics are a model

example ofwhatthe historians Eric
Hobsbawm and Terence Ranger have

called invented traditions—ritualized
official or quasi-official events, often
presented asrevivals ofancient practices

or in other ways designed to imply con-

tinuity with the distant past. In the
Wenlock Games,for example, the win-
ners knelt and a wreath was placed on

their head by a lady.

Thelate nineteenth century was an
inventive time for tradition-making.

That's when many national holidays

were created: Independence Day (1870),

Bastille Day (1880), May Day (1890),

Columbus Day(1892), Labor Day
(1894). Manyannual sports champion-

ships date from that period, too. The
British Open Championship in golf
began in 1860, Association football

championships in 1871, cricket cham-
pionships in 1873. Lawn tennis wasin-

vented in 1873; Wimbledonstarted in
1877. The practice ofcommemorating
the fiftieth and hundredth anniversa-

ries of notable persons and eventsalso
dates from thelate nineteenth century.
The celebration throughout the Em-
pire of Queen Victoria’s Golden Jubi-
lee, in 1887, the fiftieth year of her

reign, was so successful thatit inspired
similar anniversary celebrations in other

monarchies, and led the British to cel-

ebrate, in 1897, her DiamondJubilee.
Modern societies arestill obsessed

with thesesecular rituals, in part because
almostall ofthem have becomesuccess-

fully commercialized. Maybetheyoffer

anillusion ofpermanence and continu-
ity in a world characterized mainly by
mobility, change, and uncertainty. No
matter what happensto us next year,
there will be a Super Bowl. Or maybe

they feed ourtribal instincts, stimulate
the irrational basis ofloyalty to our com-

munity or our country. Even the most

cosmopolitan American viewer of the
Olympics has a hard time not rooting for
the American. If you watch, you don’t
just want to see how it comes out. You
care who wins.

And,despite the virtuous talk about
the honorofcompeting and the comity
of sport—andthe talk is virtuous, and
fine as far as it goes—winningreally is

whatthe spectacleis all about. Athletes
settle for silver; they win the gold. Is

there a hope (thoughwhose hope would
it be, exactly?) that watching the Games
will recharge our competitive energies,

and that we will go back and “win” at

ourjobs? And are we meantto bereas-
sured, by the closing ceremony, where
the athletes commingle without regard
to who won medals or what nations
they represent, that those we have “de-

feated” in the Game of Life have no
hard feelings? Are we supposed to be-
lieve that the reasonwe honorwinners is

that competitionis the lifeblood ofcom-
munity? Probably. So what? We have
the Games, however we got them,

whatever they mean. Let them begin! @



 

BRIEFLY NOTED

True Believers, by Kurt Andersen (Ran-

dom House). Set in the very near future,
this novel doublesas a social history ofthe
nineteen-sixties. Its narrator, Karen Hol-

lander, is a high-profile lawyer whore-
cently removed her name from consider-

ation for an open spot on the Supreme

Court. She has a long-held secret—“the
demented thingwe did in 1968”—butfor
much of the book it is unclear whether

this is real or imagined. In unravelling
that mystery, Andersen spins out a di-
verting political thriller, which also serves
as a vehicle for keen cultural criticism.

Weare invited to ponder howtherise of

rebellious youth culture fed a generation's
“adolescent monomania,” and how even

the era’s weightiest moments—from the
assassination ofJ.F.K. to the public out-
cry against the Vietnam War—have been
absorbed into a “canon of slick universal
media memories.”

The Age ofMiracles, 6y Karen Thomp-

son Walker(Random House). (n this début
novel, Julia, the eleven-year-old narra-

tor, learns that the earth’s rotation has
begun to slow, with potentially cata-
strophic consequences. Asdays and nights
lengthen, a contentious divide opens be-
tween those on government-mandated
“clock time” and the “real-timers,” who
follow a new diurnal routine. Julia, of
course, is just as concerned with the so-
cial politics of sixth grade and thein-
scrutable behavior of her parents as she
is with the potential end of the world.
Walker creates lovely, low-key scenes

to dramatize her premise: a trip Julia
takes to a whale-strewn beach with her
big-time crush, Seth; an archetypal un-
supervised party made uncannyby the
presence ofsteel blackout shutters. ‘The
spirit ofRayBradbury hovers in the mix-
ture ofthe portentous andthe quotidian,
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and it just so happensthatJulia is read-
ing him in English class.

America the Philosophical, dy Carlin

Romano (Knopf). Does America take
philosophy seriously? Romano, while

conceding the apparent unlikeliness of
his conclusion,hails contemporary Amer-
ica as the “most philosophical culture in
the history of the world.” He provides a

comprehensive intellectual history from
Emerson to Rawls, with particular em-
phasis on American pragmatism, but his

claimsat times seem whimsical: philos-
ophy in America is likened to “a big-

budget Transformers-type special effects
movie”; the ancient Greek rhetorician
Isocrates is judged to be the equal ofhis
younger contemporary Socrates. The au-

thor presents a survey of the respective
philosophical contributions of African-
Americans, gays, and women(there is a

chapter on each), but his highest compli-

mentis reserved for oursitting President,

or the “philosopher-in-chief.” “Critics
may mock Obamaas ‘professorial,’ ” Ro-

manonotes, “but they've got the wrong
p word.”

City, 6y P. D. Smith (Bloomsbury). This
“guidebook for the urban age” ranges
from the Mesopotamiancities of Eridu
and Urto the unbuilt cities ofthe future,

which mayor may notfeature smart elec-
tricity grids, rent-by-the-hour “love ho-
tels,” and “skyscraper farms” housing
chicken andfish that feed on the waste
from hydroponic crops. Short chapters
cover such subjects as parks, train sta-
tions, departmentstores, hotels, grafhti,

gentrification, parking meters, street
food, cemeteries, and ruins. Smith’s en-
thusiasm forcities sometimeslapses into
a generic boosterism that whitewashes
their more pernicious aspects. But the
book's hodgepodge structure excitingly
mirrors the improvised orderofcities
themselves, and Smith encourageshis
readers to “wander anddrift,” a strategy
liable to generate surprising juxtaposi-
tions—as between urban birds, which

sing at a higher pitch than birds in the
country, and the police drones thatfly
above thestreets ofLiverpool.
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THE ART WORLD

MACHINE DREAMS
A cabinet ofcuriosities at theNew Museum.

BY PETER SCHJELDAHL

“f Nhosts in the Machine,” at the New

Museum,is a big, busy historical

show ofwonky art, rummaging in old ro-

mances with the technological sublime.
‘There are hundreds ofworks, ranging from

early-twentieth-century drawings by asy-
luminmates whofelt invaded by machin-

ery to relics of utopian movements that

flared and faded in the nineteen-fifties and

sixties. Clusters of retina-jangling Op and
motorized kinetic art revisit brief fashions
ofthe sixties that somewhat reward second
looks, Rube Goldberg drawingsadd popu-
list garnish. ‘Tours de force include an un-

attributed, handsomely nasty materializa-
tion of the lethal torture apparatus in
Kafka’sstory “In the Penal Colony”(1919),

with a rackoftattoo needles that are poised
to riddle the condemned. (The piece was
commissionedfora showin Switzerlandin
1975.) Anotherreconstructs the filmmaker

Stan VanDerBeek’s “Movie-Drome”
(1963-66), the top, domedpart of a farm

silo that has been outfitted as a chamber of

flashing film andslide projections and re-

corded sounds andmusic—a labor-intensive,
breakdown-prone generatorof engulfing
eftects, ofa kind that computers and video
gear have since made a snap. Poignant
tones ofobsolete invention and naive opti-

mism suffuse the show. Nothing spoils

faster than the future. But there’s much to
ponder, looking back from a present in

which whiz-bang technologyis no longer
a wave but an ocean.

There should be more showslike this
raid on the attic of modern culture.

“Ghosts” bypasses canonical modernism,
mostly ignoring the familiar machine-
inspired stylings of Futurists, Dadaists,
Russian Constructivists, and adherents of

the Bauhaus. The curators, Massimiliano
Gioni and Gary Carrion-Murayari, con-
centrate on things that were true to their
moments butbarelyoutlasted them,ifat

all. The result is a field of sputtering
dreams. Gioni terms the show a Wun-
derkammer, or cabinet of curiosities—on
a model, dating fromthe sixteenth cen-

tury, that prefigured museumsofnatural

history. Collections of stunningly odd
phenomena—a unicorn horn (actually, a

narwhal tusk), say, or a two-headedfetus,
along with stuffed exotic animals and rare

plant and mineral specimens—beggared
comprehension, pending the triumph of
scientific study. “Ghosts” brings a similar

spirit to unsorted art and artifacts of
machinery-dizzied modernity, each item

strange in its own way.
It's a wordy show,packed with lengthy

wall texts that, exceptionally, are worth

reading for the cumulativehighofintellec-

tual adventure they generate. The writers
invoked, besides Kafka, include Raymond
Roussel (1877-1933), the eccentric French

author who devised quasi-mechanical
methods for composing his outlandish

tales; Fritz Kahn (1888-1968), a German
gynecologist who, in words and elaborate

drawings, conceived ofthe human body as
a machine; the psychoanalyst Viktor
Tausk, a student of Freud who wrote of
“qnfluencing machines” in the pathology of

schizophrenics; andtheicilybrilliantJ. G.
Ballard, whosescience fiction foresees no
happy outcomes for hookups of technol-
ogy with humannature. Alan Turing—a
father ofcomputerscience, who diedatthe
age offorty-one, in 1954, perhapsby sui-

cide (he was persecutedfor his homosexu-
ality)}—is the subject of a recent informa-

tive, graceful suite ofcollages abouthislife,
achievements, and ordeals by a Danish art-

ist, Henrik Olesen. The “Turingtest,” de-
signed to gauge the capacity ofcomputers

to fake humanintelligence, provides a
pretty good over-all metaphor for the
brainy poetics of“Ghosts in the Machine.”
“Can machines think?” Turing asked. It
depends on what you meanby “think,” he
remarked.

Inevitably, the show’s spectral doyenis

Marcel Duchamp. A small re-creation of
his “Large Glass” (1915-23)—alsotitled
“The Bride Stripped Bare byHer Bache-
lors, Even’—presidesas an icon for rene-
gade urges to complicate, ifnotto destroy,



conventional notions ofwhatart is andis
not. Duchampneverstops intoxicating

youngartists with his games oflogic,
which tantalize by falling just short of

making ultimate sense. What the work
means, in what way, seems within reach

butsafely beyond grasp,like a dangled cat
toy. Your response depends on how

much—torbest results, obsessively—you

 

what survives from the movements is te-
dious gimmickry.

Another disappointment in “Ghosts”

is the re-creation, which I had beeneager

to see, of a 1955 show, “Man, Machine

and Motion,” by Richard Hamilton, a
leading artist in the British Independent

Group, a sociology-minded project that
involved Ballard and the architecture

 

day ofomnipresent technology, which op-
erates invisibly and can be understood only

in terms ofwhat we do with it. The old
analogies between machines and human

bodies are defunct. Most of our new in-
struments feel bodiless, unless as com-

pacted brain stuff. They don’t even seem

quite real as manufactured devices, at least
until they break. This disconnection

 
RichardHamilton's “Man, Machine andMotion,” of1955, re-createdfor the exhibition. Photograph by Sylvia Plachy.

like to think. Duchampis, as well, an av-
atar ofever-popular sex in the head. The
assorted mechanical forms, the bachelors,
at the bottom of the “Glass” supposedly
yearn toward the more sinuous doodads

ofthe bride, above. This arcanefiction has
transfixed generations of followers who
glory in feeling libidinous while proving

themselves super-smart.

A couple ofthe show’sexcavated avant-

gardes demonstrate pitfalls, for art, ofchas-

ing technocratic chimeras. An Italian co-
hort called Arte Programmata, which was
supplied with theory by the young Um-
berto Eco and sponsored byOlivetti, and
an international group, Nouvelle ‘Ten-

dance, that exhibited in Zagreb, Yugosla-
via, flung themselves into engineering ki-
netic and optical devices, meant to improve

the world in ways that were never exactly
clear. A few substantial artists grazed those
force fields. Oneis Francois Morellet, the
author of a mural, from 1963, that is the
inspiration for a new work created for the
museum's groundfloor: thousandsoflittle
red and blue squares, arranged according

to the sequence ofeven and odd numbers
in pi. It’s funny and gorgeous. Most of

critic Reyner Banham,and which coined
the rubric “Popart.” The Hamilton show
is a dull maze of archival photographs
documenting progress in the design of
cars, planes, and whatnot. Atthe time, for

an artist to care about such things had a
certain frisson, butit soon fizzled out.

Aesthetic relief arrives with beautiful
installations, in darkened rooms, by the
GermanOtto Piene, whose arrangement

of light-emitting sculptures suggests a
disco for angels, and bythe Italian Gianni
Colombo. Colombo’s “Elastic Space”
(1967-68) consists ofa 3-D grid ofwhite

elastic cords, underultraviolet light. Some
of the cords are slowly pulled out ofand
back into plumbbyan unseen motor. The
work imposes an amazingly peaceable
state of mind. You'll wantto linger with
it. Colombo wasa participant in Arte
Programmata whoanticipated the better
kinds of installational art that would be-
comestandard fare ofbiennial exhibitions
worldwide. Suchwork doesn’tparticularly
comefromorgo anywhere,in the unfold-
ing history ofart or of anything else. But
so what? It’s nice.

The future has come a cropper in our

doesn't end our deep desire to humanize
things that relate us to the world. It just
sets the desire to wandering, abstractly,

amid images of images—seeking some
thatwill stop and ground us, even unpleas-

antly. I found one in “Ghosts.” It is a cirea-
1952 black-and-white picture by the great
stop-motion photographer Harold Edger-

ton: an atom-bombtest, in Nevada. Det-
onating atop a steel tower, the embryonic
fireball is a livid, dimpled, fleshy shape, no

bigger than a house.It is beautiful in a way

thattheartistJack Goldstein—who,in the
eighties, phlegmatically painted spectacles
ofwar and storm, and whoisalso in the
show—oncedescribed: “An explosive is

beauty beforeits consequences.”
Every technological advance is violent,

altering the world in a flash. “Ghosts”is

about the pleasures and the dreads that
artists, the most excitable ofpeople, have
taken in such onsets before their never
predictable consequences. ‘The showis a

Wunderkammer, indeed,ofinspired mis-

apprehensions, which saylittle about ma-
chines and a lot about the foolish, now

and then adorable creatures who make
and use them. ¢
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THE THEATRE

FOOLS OF FORTUNE
Theprescient “Timon ofAthens.”

BY JOHN LAHR

 
Rich man, poor man: Simon Russell Beale as Shakespeare’s ruined, rage-filled hero.

nevery strapped cornerofBritain these
days, when twoorthree people are

gathered together, thetalk is of banks,

bailouts, and bonuses. Moneyis short;
tales ofgreed are long. Nicholas Hytner’s
splendid, modern-dress production of
“Timon of Athens” (at London’s Na-
tional Theatre until November1st, and
then shown,as part ofthe NT Livepro-
gram, at more than a hundred movie

theatres across the UnitedStates)is a fe-
rocious fable about money andits cor-
rupting power, which is as up-to-the-
minute as the collapse of the mortgage
markets, The cover of the program an-
nounces Hytner’s mischievous game:
look-alikes of Madonna, Tony Blair,

David Beckham, and London’s mayor,
BorisJohnson, fawn overTimon (Simon
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Russell Beale), a saturnine, white-haired,
deep-pocketed sugar daddy, who stares
straight ahead, unsmiling, amid the hub-

bub offlattery.
“Timon of Athens,” whichis rarely

staged, was written around 1607 but never
performed in Shakespeare’s lifetime.

(Thomas Middletonis credited as a co-
author.) A curious, unfinished hybrid,it
made its wayinto the 1623 Folio edition

only after “Troilus and Cressida” was

pulled for copyright reasons.It’s not hard
to see why Shakespeare put “Timon” in
his trunk: the play, in which the well-

heeledTimongives away so much money
to his so-called friends that he ruins him-
self, can't decideifit’s a comedy ora trag-
edy; its characters have humors butlack
depth; the plot is thin, with few dramatic

reversals, and Timon’strajectory from

philanthropy to misanthropyis a precipi-
tous straight line. Hate—the white heat

of confounding disgust—is whatthrills
andliberates the audience, whose mem-
bers feel as impotent and outraged as
Timonat his economic meltdown.

Hytner’s deft production begins not
with Timon’s “magic ofbounty” but with

what that bounty keeps at arm’s length:
the poor. Asthe audience arrives, onstage
is a tent encampment ofOccupyLondon
protesters, who are symbolically erased

from view at curtain rise, whenthelights
dim andthe elegant, high-ceilinged
“Timon Room” descends—a museum

gallery dedicated to its benefactor, where
waiters stand with canapés and cham-

pagneand therich rub elbows beneath El
Greco’s enormous painting “Christ Driv-
ing the Money Changers from the Tem-
ple.” (The cunning setis by'Tim Hatley.)

In this gala scrum, Timonskitters among

clusters ofgrovelling glitterati like a lumpy

water bug. While people vie for Timon’s
patronage, Fl Greco's image ofroughjus-
tice hangs over them—and him—insi-

lent comment. “Poor honestlord, brought
low by his own heart,” Flavia (Deborah

Findlay), Timon’s steward, says whenhis
lavish spendingfinally ruins him. Butis

‘Timonbighearted, or even honest?
Timonisunique among Shakespeare's

characters in having no origins—nopar-
ents, no wife, no children, but only his

chosen family of friends, whom he binds
to himselfwith the power ofhis extraor-
dinary generosity. His compulsive giving

can be explained byhis lack of a past—
andall the trauma andfragility that im-

plies. Giving makes him feel strong; it

also magnifies the distance between him
and others. “I have often wished myself

poorer, that I might come nearerto you,”
he says. Beale is one of the outstanding

Shakespearean actors ofhis era; with his
brilliant choices, he takes Timon well be-

yond the parameters of a “vivid cartoon,”
as Harold Bloom hascalled him. Beale’s
‘Timonis a wary bundle ofsexless conge-
niality, lurching away from one gold-dig-
ger whotries to smooch him and wiping

his hands fastidiously after another’s ex-
cessive greeting. Even as the sea ofbig fish

churns around him, heexists in a palpa- :
ble, awful isolation. Moneyis his erotic #
connection.Forall his palaver about “true g
friendship” and the heroics oflargesse 3
(“Tis not enough to help the feeble &



up,/But to support him after”), the gifts
that he hands outlike nuts at Christmas
are his way of seducing, possessing, and

controlling the world.
Timongiveshis servant Lucilius (Stav-

ros Demetraki) a sort of matching grant

that allows him to marry his better-off
fiancée; he stands bail for the indebted
Ventidius (the drollTom Robertson); he
buys art from the Painter (Penny Layden),
and he even gives awayhis horse to a
friend who admires it. Ifsomeonetries to
give him a gift, however, he feels com-

pelled to trump it. When Ventidius re-
pays his generosity twice over with in-

terest, for instance, Timontears up the
check. “There's none/Cantruly say he
gives,ifhereceives,” he says.In fact, Timon

can't receive; to feel gratitude would be to
feel dependent, and to feel dependent
wouldbeto feel helpless, something that
his whole pathological performanceis set
up to avoid. WhenTimonhas a mortgage
crisis of his own, and his beloved friends
won't lend money back to him,his loss
is an existential as well as a fiscal blow;
true to form,he repays the humiliation in
spades. He throws onelast feast. As his
servants wait to place the covered dishes
before the seated guests, Timon ends a
toast by saying, “For these my present

friends, as they are to me nothing, so
in nothing bless them, and to nothing
are they welcome. Uncover, dogs, and
lap.” Timonserves up shit, daubing their
faces with it and, as they run for cover,
throwingfilth, notfilthy lucre, at them.
It's a sensational, satisfying scene, full of

Shakespearean music. “Live loathed and
long, / Most smiling, smooth detested
parasites,” Timon bellows as they scarper.
This is a social suicide that prefigures
‘Timon’sactual one.

Wealth allowed Timontolive the teen-
age fantasy of having everythingall the
time; he had “the world as myconfection-
ary.” Inevitably, when he loses everything,

hestill behaves like an adolescent. The vi-
olent innocence ofAct flips, in Act II, to
innocentviolence, and ‘Timon’s roaring,

nearly insane rage against society and the

rich is probably the longest sustained tem-
per tantrum in theatrical history. “Bank-
rupts, hold fast; / Rather than render back,
out with your knives / And cutyour trust-
ers’ throats! Boundservants, steal: / Your
solemn masters are large-handed rob-
bers / And filch by law,” he says, in the
first of many intemperate curses. Al-

though Timon’s tone and his circum-
stances change dramatically,his passion for
ignorance remains the same. ByAct II, he
is a tramp sleeping on the Londonstreets.
“Destruction fang mankind!”hesays,
neveronce acknowledging his own part in
his downfall. (The absence of nuanceis

what makes ‘Timona satiric, rather than a
tragic, figure.) Shakespeare, the most par-
adoxical ofplaywrights, has created a char-
acter for whom everything is black or

white, never straying into ambiguity’s
realm of gray. “The middle ofhumanity
thou never knewest, but the extremity of
both ends,” the cynical philosopher Ape-
mantus(the excellent Hilton McRae)tells
him.‘Timon presents himselftoApeman-

tus as the scourgeofthe hypocritical. “I am
sick ofthis false world,” he says, adding, to
himself, “Then, Timon,presently prepare

thy grave.” Behind his suicidal wish,it
seems to me,is the knowledge that on
some level he, too, is counterfeit. Drawn to
the purification of the sea, Timon, a man
without an anchorto his past or to his
present, drowns himself.

Before he dies, while scrounging amid

garbage, Timon finds sometreasure,
whichhe nowsees as an expression ofan-
archic magic that can turn “black white,
foul fair, wrong right.” When thedispos-
sessed surface out ofthe darkness to shake
him down for the money, he rains coins
and prescriptive curses on them (“Do vil-
lainy,” “Rob one another,” “Cut throats,”
“Break open shops”). Even the rabble-
rousing revolutionary Alcibiades (Ciaran
McMenamin), whois leading thecitizens

against the governmentofAthens,gets his
wedge from Timonto payfor soldiers and
“make confusion.” Atthefinale, the rebels,

sitting across from thesenators at a long
desk—whose green baize surface makes it
look like a craps table—make peace and
join the establishment. “Now we go in

contentto Liberty,” Alcibiades says, in the
production'sironiclast Jine, imported, by
Hytner, from “As You Like It.” Behind
him,through a window,we can see Canary

Wharf and the logo of HSBC,the bank
that, just a fewweeks ago, was caught laun-
dering money for Middle Eastern terror-
ists and Mexican drug cartels. Hytner’s
limpid, exhilarating show aboutfinancial
corruptionhits a real and raw nerve.Inits
gaudy shadows, ‘Timon’stale ofcollapse
catchesnotonly thefragility ofthe British
economy but the unnerving immanence
of the collapseofits ruling élite. ¢
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THE CURRENT CINEMA

HOME TURF
“KillerJoe”and “Klown.”

BY ANTHONY LANE

 
Matthew McConaughey, Emile Hirsch, andJuno Temple in Wiliam Friedkin’sfilm.

he new William Friedkin movie,
“Killer Joe,” starts with thunder and

lightning, pelting rain, the yaps ofa teth-
ered dog, a down-at-heel ‘Texas trailer
park, and thestatic fuzz on a TV screen

whenthere’s nothingleft to watch. All of
which suggests that Friedkin, now sev-

enty-six, haslostlittle of his gift for mild
restraint. At an agewhen many men con-
siderit a trial of strength to carry their

ownpitching wedge,hestill devotes him-
self to finding the optimum angle at
which a young man, sprawled in a vacant
lot, can be filmed having his head kicked
in bya coupleofbikers. Whetherthis sig-
nals an enviablezest, on Friedkin’s part, or
whetherit’s just a bit sad, every viewer

must decide.
The young manis Chris (Emile

Hirsch), whois six thousand dollars in
debt. He bangs ona trailer door, which
opens to reveal his stepmother, Sharla

(Gina Gershon)—or, to beprecise, the

unclothed lower half of his stepmother.
Forall I know,this maybe Friedkin’s idea
ofa formal introduction. Sharla is married
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to Ansel (Thomas Haden Church), who

is devoid of both energy and cunning.“I

ain't had a thousand dollars in my whole
life,” he says. But Chris—a major con-
tender, in an admittedly strong field, for

the dumbest personin the film—has a
plan. He will do away with his mother,
whoselife is insured, Chris believes, for

fifty thousand bucks. This unusual course
of action meets with general approval.

Sharla thinks it's a good idea. Ansel thinks
it’s a good idea. So does Dottie (Juno
Temple), Chris's younger sister. “I heard
yall talkin’ about killin’ Momma,” she
says. “I thinkit’s a good idea.” Theymight
as well be discussing a mortgage.

Thecleverest thing in “Killer Joe,”
which was adapted by Tracy Letts from

his stage play, is that we neversee the
mother—except once,verybriefly, when
she is not looking her best. Nor do we

catch more than a glimpse of her current
beau, though both of them, like Hitch-

cock’s Rebecca, loom large in the movie,
and in the imagination ofother folk. That
narrative slyness is especially welcome in

Friedkin, acting as a palliative to the sen-
sory overdose in which he habitually deals;
such a contrast was nowhereto be seenin
“Bug” (2006), a film that sent mestraight
from the cinema to the pharmacyin
search ofanti-itch cream, butwe find it in
the first half of“KillerJoe,” thanks to the
title character. Joe (Matthew McCon-
aughey)is a police detective with, as Chris
says, “a little business on theside.” For a
fee, Joe will commit murder. Chris can’t
pay him up front, but they cometo an al-

ternative agreement: Joe can have Dottie
as a retainer.

All the performers nerve themselves

for this gothic task. Juno Temple, doll-
frail, allows Dottie to teeter between the
ingenuous and the knowing, while
Church shows us a big man renderedpli-
able and powerless. But this is McCon-
aughey's movie. Texas-born, he is always
at his best on hometurf, whetheras the

hazy Wooderson, in “Dazed and Con-
fused” (1993), or as the lawman in “Lone
Star’ (1996), whereas, whenhe wandered
offinto “Sahara” (2005), the whole world
giggled behindhis back. In the new film,

he gives one fond and musing speech—‘T
grew up lookin’ at Oklahoma, from the
south bank ofthe Red River’—that may
be the mostplacid interlude in anyFried-

kinfilm, and the cinematographer, Caleb
Deschanel, backs it up with sometack-
sharp images of busypizza parlors and

emptypoolhalls, wherelife clatters on or

comes to a lonely halt.

WhatMcConaugheyis doinghere, as
he doesin “Magic Mike,” is clambering

outofa rut. In the past dozen years, he has

mostly got stuck in a loop of romantic
comedies, deploying that low, indolent
drawl of his as a tool of come-hither

charm,it’s no less effective in “KillerJoe,”
but the snares in his voice are now baited
with moneyandlust. If only the film

didn’t let him down with such a thump.
WhatFriedkinfails to realize is that Mc-

Conaughey is mostfrightening when he
is mostpolite; as he praises Dottie for her
tunacasserole, or gets the family to hold
hands for grace before dinner, the shim-

mer of threat beneath that courteous

croonis so overpowering that you can feel
the foodsticking intheir throats. Nothing
more is required, but the movie,as it nears

its spasmodic finale, insists on giving us
everything we feared, and more: pro-
longed sexual indignity, gunshots to the
stomach,and closeups ofmen andwomen
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alike being punched so hard that their
faces fracture. Why? Whatdoes this add
to the brewofwhat wentbefore? First we
dreaded, and nowwe simplywince. Even

ifyou like your movies sick and black, as
many people do,it’s hard to miss the
irony: in the very act oftrying tointensify
his Southern tale, Friedkin dilutes the im-
pact.Just because screen violence shows—
or purports to show—thescarification of
flesh does not tighten a film’s clutch upon

our feelings,let aloneits claim totruthful-
ness. On the contrary; sticks and stones

can break fake bones, but, as McCon-
aughey proves, in his quieter moments,
words can really hurt us.

=ofa different kind runs through

“Klown.” Thefirst thing to say about
Mikkel Norgaard’s film is: Relax, nobody
wearsface paint and a red noseorrides
a tricycle. ‘The second thingis: If you
thought Chris and Ansel were a confed-
eracyofdunces, get a load ofFrank (Frank
Hvam) and his friend Casper (Casper
Christensen), the least great Danes ever
whelped.Justwhen you think that oneis
the more outstanding cretin, the other
stakes his claim. Frank has a squashed
face, with too much nose and chin, plus
eyes that blink at the world through

chunky spectacles;it’s been a while since
[ve witnessed anyone quite so expressively
blank. Like most men overthirty, he

looks even dafter with the addition of a
baseball cap. Casper is more dapper, more
suave, and more appealing to women, ex-
cept that he’s not. He just thinks heis. In
truth, these harassed, middle-class guys

are a perfect match, perhaps because the
movie is the culmination of “Klovn,” a
Danish TV show that ran from 2005 to

2009. Hvam and Christensencreated it,
and starred in all sixty episodes, and so
they arrive at Norgaard’s film with their

interplay—their effortless capacity to send
each other on the wrongtrack—refined to
a catastrophic T’.

Theplot makes “Borat” looklike “L.A.

Confidential.” Frank and Casper go on a
canoeing trip through the Danish wil-
derness, although, given that they keep
rounding a bend and finding a rock festi-
val or a country house, where an orgy is
in full swing, the humanactivity seems

wilder than anything nature can supply.
‘The pair were meantto go alone, but, in a

burst of misguided inspiration, Frank—
whois soon to have a child, with his girl-
friend, Mia (Mia Lyhne), and needs to

prove his worth—takes along his nephew,
a glum and chubbythirteen-year-old
named Bo (MarcuzJess Petersen). Ifwe
were watching a Hollywood comedy,this
would be a cue forcareful bonding, with
the kid gradually drawn outofhimselfand
the feckless adult impelled to take respon-
sibility. Norgaard does nudge things in

that direction, with an arcadian sequence
in which Bois taught to swim and our
wearyadventurers, rescued by a motherly

cottage dweller (Marie Mondrup), are
given a stack ofpancakes and a bedforthe
night. Theidyll sooncollapses, however,
thanks to an unfortunate threesome, and
from here pretty much anything is swept

through the floodgates: stoner gags,
muddywhite underpants, drunken teen-

agers, armed holdups, a slew of penile-
measuring jokes, a prison term, a near-
drowning, and a vivid demonstration of
whatCasper calls “man-flirting,” complete
with its logical conclusion.

Whetherall the above reaches your

cinemais hardto say; I like the sound of
a preview that took place at the Alamo
Drafthouse, in Austin, Texas, where

viewers were warned that they would

shortly be seeing things that they could
“never unsee.” Indeed, early reports sug-
gested little more than a steaming gumbo

of the gross and the embarrassing—two
strains ofcomedy that have scored well
everywhere,inrecent years, and that leave
mesadlyunmoved, But “Klown” is some-
thingelse; its closing scene maybe a nod
to “The Hangover,” and it’s sure to be

targeted at the same audience, yet the
impression that lingers is not merely of

raunchiness, or shocktactics, or jovial

humiliation. Rather, under cover ofthat
chaos, thefilm inserts a coruscating por-
trait of men; their folly is all-consuming,

whetherthey are passive fools,like Frank,

or proactive fools, like Casper. The awful
thing aboutan early mishap in the bed-
room,involving Mia’s mother (don't ask),
is that Frank was urged in thatdirection
byhis peers at a local book club, including
one older gentleman who should know
better. But that’s the point; no man ever

knows better. Even when the male ofthe
speciestries to do better, he doeshis worst;
and the most merciless verdict in “Klown”
is delivered notby the law,or by fate, but
bythe eyes ofwomen, Now and then, the
camera cuts away to Mia,or to Frank's
wife, and the lookon their faces—steady,
pragmatic, resigned,yet essentially disbe-
lieving—tells you everything. You can

read their silent prayer: Dear God, send
awaythe clowns. ¢
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CARTOON CAPTION CONTEST

Each week, weprovide a cartoon in needofa caption. You, the reader, submit a caption, we choose threefinalists,
andyou voteforyourfavorite. Caption submissionsfor this week's cartoon, by Corey Pandolph, must be receivedby Sunday,
August 5th. Thefinalists in theJuly23rdcontest appearbelow. We willannounce the winner, andthefinalists in this week's

contest, in theAugust27th issue. The winner receives a signedprint ofthe cartoon. Any resident ofthe UnitedStates,
Canada (except Quebec), Australia, the UnitedKingdom, or the Republic ofIrelandage eighteen or over can

enter or vote. To do so, andto readthe complete rules, visit newyorker.com/captioncontest,

THE WINNING CAPTION }=——————
[comPLAINTS|

 

 

THE FINALISTS

“The hairs on my chinny chin chingot caught

inyour damnescalator.”

Claudia McGoldrick, Cape May Court House, NJ.

 

“Couldyou go back to thefront desk? The receptionist
has someformsforyou tofillout.” “WheneverIeat an apple, everyone assumes that I'm dead.”

Adam Hackbarth, O'Fallon, Mo. Bill Kessler, Los Angeles, Calif.

“Stop sending mespam!”

Sean Lynch, Brooklyn, N.Y.  
  THIS WEEK'S CONTEST
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