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The future of healthcare is one in which doctors are empowered
by technology. Roman, a digital health clinic, improves the
lives of men and their partners by making quality care more
accessible and convenient than ever before. Doctors can help
more people, and patients can get the treatment they need
from the comfort of home—from erectile dysfunction and
herpes, to smoking cessation, hair loss, and more. Roman is a
complement to in-person care, where treatment starts with a
comprehensive online visit that enables a doctor to carefully and
effectively determine if medication is recommended. Patients
also receive personalized, ongoing care with unlimited doctor
follow-ups. Roman’s technology is built to support responsible
medicine; if medication isn't appropriate, the doctor won't
prescribe it. The health and safety of patients are our top priorities

Digital healthcare should be transparent, high-quality, and put
the patient first. We're working to make this a reality every day.

—— % B

Zachariah Reitano, Dr. Tzvi Doron, DO
CEO and Co-Founder Clinical Director at Ro
Powered by

Learn how Roman is building the future e
of healthcare at getroman.com/learn
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Robin Wright on Syria and its aftermath;

the avocado whisperer; traces of Robert Moses;

etiquette on the Great White Way; Dear Yaddbo.

MODERN LIFE
Starstruck
Why we're crazy for astrology.

SHOUTS & MURMURS
Your Immortality Application

AMERICAN CHRONICLES
You're Fired

The origins of impeachment.

A REPORTER AT LARGE
The Afghan Way of Death

A war-torn country longs for peace.

PROFILES
Original Man

Adam Driver on the stage and screen.

FICTION
“The Bunty Club”

THE CRITICS

BOOKS

The life of Thomas Edison.
Briefly Noted

The paradoxes of urban renewal.

Is it possible to change bad habits?

THE THEATRE
“The Rose Tattoo,” “Soft Power.”

THE CURRENT CINEMA
“The Lighthouse,” ‘Jojo Rabbit.”

POEMS
“On the Fly”
“The Poets Are Dying”

COVER
“Leaf Peepers”

DRAVINGS Barbara Smaller, Pia Guerra and lan Boothby, Paul Karasik,
Dawvid Sipress, Joe Dator, Lars Kenseth, Maggie Larson, Elisabeth McNair,

Liana Finck, Tom Toro, Edward Steed, Roz, Chast, Michael Maslin, Frank Cotham,

Colin Tom, Julia Bernhard SPOTS Marie Assénat
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1. Plot device sometimes
used in thrillers.

2. Bad stuff to microwave.

3. N.Y.C. club said to
have catalyzed the punk
movement.

4. Apt to snoop.

Find a new puzzle every
Monday and Friday at
newyorker.com/crossword
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CONTRIBUTORS

Luke Mogelson (“The Afghan Way of
Death,”p. 32) is the author of the short-
story collection “These Heroic, Happy
Dead.” In 2017, he wrote for the mag-
azine about Kurdish efforts against I1SIS
in Syria. His piece in this issue was

supported by the Pulitzer Center.

Christine Smallwood (“Starstruck,”
- 20) is a contributing writer for the
Times Magazine and a fellow at the New
York Institute for the Humanities.

Michael Schulman (“Original Man,”
p- 54), a staft writer, is the author of
“Her Again: Becoming Meryl Streep.”

Tessa Hadley (Fiction, p. 64) has con-
tributed short stories to the magazine
since 2002. Her most recent novel is

“Late in the Day.”

Liniers (Cover) is an Argentinean car-
toonist based in Vermont. His work in-

cludes the daily comic strip “Macanudo”
and the book “Good Night, Planet.”

Nick Paumgarten (7he Talk of the Town,
- 17) has been a staff writer since 2005.

Jill Lepore (“You're Fired,” p. 26) is a
professor of history at Harvard. Her
books include “This America” and

“These Truths.”

Adam Ferguson (Photographs, pp. 32-51)
is the recipient of two World Press
Photo awards and multiple Photo Dis-
trict News awards. He has worked in
Afghanistan since 2008.

Rachel Felder (The Talk of the Town,
p- 16) is a writer based in New York.
Her latest book is “Red Lipstick: An
Ode to a Beauty Icon.”

Casey Cep (Books, p. 72) is a staft writer
and the author of “Furious Hours:

Murder, Fraud, and the Last Trial of
Harper Lee.”

James Richardson (Poem, p. 58) pub-
lished “During,” a collection of poetry
and aphorisms, in 2016. A new book,
“For Now,” is due out next year.

Alexandra Schwartz (The Theatre,
p. 86),a theatre critic for the magazine,
has been a staff writer since 2016.

THIS WEEK ON NEW YORKER.COM

ANNALS OF TECHNOLOGY

Anna Louie Sussman on a Polish
law that allows the government to
seize single women’s frozen embryos.

PAGE-TURNER

Diary entries by Allen Ginsberg upon
Jack Kerouac’s death, fifty years ago,
annotated by a Ginsberg biographer.

Download the New Yorker Today app for the latest news, commentary, criticism,
and humor, plus this week’s magazine and all issues back to 2008.

LEFT: HOLLY STAPLETON; RIGHT: ALLEN GINSBERG COLLECTION
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MACHINE OPERATIONS

I was delighted to read D.'T. Max’s ar-
ticle about my own discipline, general
surgery (“Dr. Robot,” September 30th).
Max is not wrong to be captivated by
the elegance of the da Vinci robotic-
surgery system, which is a triumph of
engineering. But, as Max acknowledges,
the question that must guide the anal-
ysis of any medical breakthrough has
still not been fully answered: Does it
help patients? Minimally invasive sur-
gery offers clear benefits—including
less postoperative pain and fewer com-
plications—and robotic surgery allows
for greater precision than laparoscopic
surgery. But, in most cases, robotic sur-
gery takes significantly longer to per-
form than open or laparoscopic surgery,
and time under anesthesia in the oper-
ating room is incredibly expensive. Thus,
robotic surgery costs patients and the
health-care system much more money—
and there have been no demonstrated
improvements in meaningful patient
outcomes. The gallbladder removal that
Max describes likely cost significantly
more than a standard laparoscopic cho-
lecystectomy, and the patient would
have gone home two hours after the
operation in either case.

Isaac Howley

Memphis, Tenn.

CLIMBING THE LADDER

In an otherwise characteristically astute
piece about the meritocracy debate in
higher education, Louis Menand offers
an unconvincing defense of Ivy League
universities, and of legacy admissions
in particular (Books, September 30th).
He is right that Ivy Plus schools and
their admissions policies are a small fac-
tor in American socioeconomic inequal-
ity over all. However, legacies represent
between ten and twenty-five per cent
of the student body at some institutions.
No argument can make this statistic
consistent with the rhetoric that Ivy
League schools broadcast about their
progressive role in society.

Menand also rightly takes exception

to the anti-intellectual sentiment that
universities are “bad for America,” and
his defense of the good work of aca-
demics is welcome. But surely he affects
talse naiveté when he pretends that élite
schools function innocently to “pro-
duce knowledge,” and that it is only
the market that perverts the degrees
from such colleges by treating them as
tickets for entry into a higher income
bracket. Disproportionate endowments
are not accidents: these schools are fun-
damentally implicated in an unfair sys-
tem, and they benefit from it.
William Dingee

Princeton, N.J.

FALSE ADVERTISING

Andrew Marantz, in writing about mis-
information on social-media platforms,
attributes many failures of Big Tech to
the unchecked optimism of people like
Mark Zuckerberg (A Critic at Large,
September 30th). But blaming tech
founders’ dorm-room inventiveness is
misguided. Point the finger instead at
unchecked capitalism—the greed fu-
elling a growth-at-all-costs approach
to product monetization. Facebook’s
misinformation and privacy scandals
have often originated in the company’s
deliberate prioritization of advertising
revenue above everything else. The more
unmoderated content, the more users
on the platform; the more data shared
by users, the more fine-tuned the ad
targeting. The greater the number of
targeted users, the farther an advertis-
er’s reach. When I worked at Facebook,
between 2013 and 2015, Sheryl Sand-
berg used to say that there is no higher-
margin business than online advertising.
If Marantz is looking for a culprit, he
should start there.

Julie Kim

Oakland, Calif.

Letters should be sent with the writer’s name,
addpress, and daytime phone number via e-mail to
themail@newyorker.com. Letters may be edited
for length and clarity, and may be published in
any medium. We regret that owing to the volume
of correspondence we cannot reply to every letter.

ONCEAND FUTURE C iV

THOMAS JICAMPANELLA

“Easily the best book on
the history of Brooklyn.”
—MIKE WALLACE,

coauthor of Gotham

“Essential reading for
anyone with an appetite
for New York history.”

—JENNIFER EGAN,
author of 4 Visit from
the Goon Squad

“Illuminating.”

—NEW YORK TIMES
BOOK REVIEW

“A meticulously researched

and information-filled
chronicle of a place that,
In its own way,
defines New York City.”
—WASHINGTON POST
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How is futures margin different
from equities margin?

When you trade futures, you often wind up with a lot of questions. That’s why, at TD Ameritrade, we have
on-demand education, futures specialists ready to talk day and night, and an intuitive trading platform.
So whatever the question, you’ll have all the answers you need.

= ®
E Ameritrade Learn more at tdameritrade.com/tradefutures

Futures trading is speculative, and is not suitable for all investors. Futures trading services provided by TD Ameritrade Futures and Forex LLC. Trading
privileges subject to review and approval. Not all clients will qualify. Futures accounts are not protected by SIPC. All investments involve risk, including
risk of loss. TD Ameritrade, Inc., member FINRA/SIPC. © 2018 TD Ameritrade.
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One man, standing on another man’s shoulders, serves as a third man’s perch. When this human tower topples,
all three hit the ground in perfect rolls. The Australian troupe Circa (above, in “Humans”) tilts acrobatic
daring toward thematic dance theatre, often with canonical classical music. In “En Masse,” in Lincoln Center’s
White Light Festival, at the Gerald W. Lynch, Oct. 23-25, the music is Schubert lieder and “The Rite of
Spring.” The performers climb upon and hurl one another through the end—and the beginning—of humanity.

PHOTOGRAPH BY CARLOTA GUERRERO



SOUL FUSION

Four years have passed since the Australian soul-fusion outfit Hiatus Kaiyote
released its latest album, “Choose Your Weapon,”and it still sounds like the
future. Anchored by the gorgeous, athletic voice of its front woman, Nai
Palm, the band absorbs influences from disparate genres—the free-form
textures of jazz, the swinging grooves of funk, and the occasional dash of
fantastical electronic music—and whips them into magic. On wax, the
music is an exercise in technique and in idea-building, but onstage it’s sheer
dynamism. Hiatus Kaiyote offers old fare and, perhaps, a sample of the new
during its stop at Brooklyn Steel, on Oct. 28. The following evening, at
Brooklyn Bowl, Nai Palm, whose 2017 solo effort, “Needle Paw,” thrust her

soaring vocals against acoustic backdrops, performs alone.—Briana Younger

NIGHT LIFE

Musicians and night-club proprietors lead
complicated lives; it’s advisable to check in
advance to confirm engagements.

Billy Hart Quartet

Village Vanguard

What the Billy Hart Quartet has going for it,
besides a veteran drummer whose C.V. is as rich
in mainstream work (Stan Getz) as it is in left-
of-center endeavors (Herbie Hancock’s Mwan-
dishi outfit), is a triumvirate of compelling play-
ers—the pianist Ethan Iverson, the saxophonist
Mark Turner, and the bassist Ben Street—who
take cues from the ecumenical leanings of their
leader. This is an exemplary post-bop band whose
excellent recordings offer only a taste of what
it achieves live.—Steve Futterman (Oct. 22-27.)

Auntie Flo
Good Room

It can be a tricky undertaking for non-Afri-
can dance d.j.s and producers to utilize the
continent’s music for their own aims. But the
Glasgow-born, London-based Brian d’Souza,
who works as Auntie Flo, commingles Nigerian
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highlife, Afrobeat, and South African Kwaito
in his house and techno constructs, subtly ren-
dering the joins imperceptible. He can be a
mild-mannered producer, but on the decks—as

with this appearance—his slow-burning style
takes off.—Michaelangelo Matos (Oct. 24.)

Songhoy Blues
Baby’s All Right

Songhoy Blues coalesced in Bamako, Mali,
where its members fled after Islamic jihadists
seized their native Timbuktu. The Islamists vi-
olently opposed cigarettes, alcohol, and music;
the world’s rock and rollers, duly affronted,
rallied around Songhoy Blues. The band’s rec-
ords have featured contributions from Will
Oldham and Nick Zinner, but its contemporary
lilt and empathetic aspect come courtesy of its
young members. The evening before this show,
Baby’s All Right also welcomes Good Morning,
a Melbourne indie duo whose songs travel a dif-
ferent path to like-minded consciousness.—Jay
Ruttenberg (Oct. 24.)

BRIC JazzFest Marathon
BRIC House

The annual BRIC JazzFest marathon lives
up to its name by offering no less than full

immersion in the genre’s inclusive, boundary-
less waters. Among the throng of open-eared
performers who take the fusion of jazz and
contemporary R. & B. as a given are Kneebody,
Joel Ross’s Good Vibes, and Tia Fuller; Myra
Melford’s Snowy Egret speaks for today’s
avant-garde ethos, and Makaya McCraven
juxtaposes hard-edged grooves with spacey
sonics. Enter with any musical prejudices and
preconceptions at your own risk.—S.F. (Oct.
24-26.)

El Alfa
LLa Boom

Dembow, a rhythm that hails from Jamaica, is
the pulsing heart of reggaetén, and, during the
past few years, the Dominican artist E1 Alfa
has been working to make sure that those roots
aren't forgotten. He’s far from a purist—the
rapper has contorted strands of dembow into
a blend of blustery hip-hop and serrated elec-
tronic sounds—but his rise has put a spotlight
back on the Afro-diasporic style, reminding
listeners of its foundational place in today’s
urbano genres.—Julyssa Lopez (Oct. 25.)

Jay Som
Elsewhere

Melina Mae Duterte, an artist who goes by Jay
Som, has always made quiet dream pop with
a measured intensity. On her latest album,
“Anak Ko,” she pulls from her emotional
depths and faded memories to shape a stunning
sonic tapestry coated in eighties nostalgia and
shoegaze-inspired levity. Gauzy but endlessly
catchy songs—such as “If You Want It” and
“Superbike” —gleam under layers of reverb and
jagged guitars, showing off Duterte’s delicacy
as a producer and also the ethereal power of

her voice.—/.L. (Oct. 25.)

Christian Sands Highwire Trio
Jazz Standard

“Facing Dragons,” Christian Sands’s latest
album, has a version of the Beatles standard
“Yesterday” that, in its daring and near-hys-
terical strength, epitomizes the power that
this fully charged pianist can generate. His
aptly named trio includes the bassist Luques
Curtis and the drummer Ulysses Owens, Jr.,
a dashing rhythm team that is as willing to
bravely follow its stout-hearted leader as it is
able to accommodate Sands’s more contained
effusions.—S.F. (Oct. 25-27.)

“Live from Here”
Town Hall

Paul Simon has flourished in many roles;
retiree is not one of them. After signing off
with a farewell tour last year, the songwriter
has cropped up with a refreshing regularity
that now extends to a broadcast of “Live from
Here,” the public-radio program hosted by
the mandolinist Chris Thile. Since migrating
from Minnesota to midtown’s Town Hall, in
September, Thile’s variety show is turning
into an indispensable promotional stop for
musicians in New York—even those artists
seemingly destined for the golf course.—J.R.
(Oct. 26.)

ILLUSTRATION BY HALEY TIPPMANN
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“ANOTHER
GORGEOUS
TEARJERKER from

a rising master of them.”
—Entertainment Weekly

“IT"BLEW ME AWAY.”

—JODI PICOULT, #1 New York Times
bestselling author of 4 Spark of Light

“One of those

MONUMENTAL
BOOKS

that can draw you across

space and time.”
—The Wasbington Post

“DEVASTATING, DEMANDING
AND DEEPLY MOVING.”

—The Wall Street Journal

AVAILABLE WHEREVER BOOKS ARE SOLD




Prince Language
The Sultan Room

Each month, the Brooklyn d.j. Prince Language
plays a two-hour slot on the Lot Radio, a local
online station, that he fills with spacious, ac-
tive grooves that reflect a globalist approach
to disco. His sets radiate outward, even as
his tempos tend toward the ruminative. It’s
a technique he began cultivating in the early
two-thousands; he made his name spinning at
NegroClash, held at the cozy West Side club
APT, alongside Duane Harriott and D] Lind-
sey. Here, the trio reunites at a similarly sized
Brooklyn boite.—M.M. (Oct. 26.)

ART

“A New MOMA”
Museum of Modern Art

The Vatican, Kremlin, and Valhalla of modern-
ism has reopened, after an expansion that adds
forty-seven thousand square feet and many
new galleries. Far more, though still a frac-
tion, of MOMA'’s nonpareil collection is now

on display, arranged roughly chronologically
but studded with such mutually provoking
juxtapositions as a 1967 painting that fantasizes
a race riot, by the African-American artist
Faith Ringgold, with Picasso’s gospel “Les
Demoiselles d’Avignon” (1907). Some of the
rehangs electrify, notably in the first room of
the permanent collection, where a sequence
of Symbolist work—by the likes of Redon,
Vuillard, Ensor, Munch, Gauguin, and Henri
Rousseau—Ileaps, after a de-rigueur pause for
van Gogh, to Cézanne, who comes off more
than ever as revolutionary. (The room also
has six lyrical ceramics by George E. Ohr, the
nineteenth-century “Mad Potter of Biloxi”—
one of several invigorating nods to formerly
scanted outsiders.) Piet Mondrian’s “Broadway
Boogie-Woogie” (1942-43) is freshly recontex-
tualized, as an outrigger to an eye-opening
historical show of Latin-American art, which
includes work by the ingenious Brazilians
Lygia Pape and Hélio Oiticica. The best time
to visit the revamped MOMA is your first,
punctuated with reintroductions to old ar-
tistic companions. Masterpieces dulled by
overfamiliarity in an account that had become
as rote as a college textbook spring to second
lives by being repositioned.—Peter Schjeldahl

(Ongoing.)

AT THE GALLERIES

Jeangeun Lee's 6-under
N 1 ot 115 Women's Onen

Lw .- . AGAIN

W= ™ yle Busch claims fourth win

of year in Pacona hilks

The
ek e proersiad of
araier garw e whh el

Photography is indiscriminate: a picture is a picture whether it lands on your
phone, in a magazine, or on the wall. Few photographers working today
understand the fickle nature of their medium better than Roe Ethridge,
whose strong ninth show with the Andrew Kreps gallery (on view through
Nov. 2) inaugurates its handsome new Tribeca digs. The subjects of these
big color images—the soap-opera vixen Susan Lucci, a school bus, the
nonbinary model Oslo Grace, wilting carnations, the Verrazzano Bridge,
writhing snakes, a bottle of ketchup—are diftuse, but collectively they con-
vey the inundation and the randomness of today’s image world. Ethridge
is not only an artist; he also shoots editorial and commercial campaigns,
a dual identity with a rich history reaching back to Man Ray. Here, as in
his past exhibitions, outtakes from his for-hire projects, including a peppy
group portrait for the streetwear label Telfar, of all-American youth, are
indistinguishable from the work he shoots for himself.—Andrea K. Scott
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“Embodiment”

Mitchell-Innes & Nash

cHeLsEA The Chicago-based adept Pope.L is a tri-
ple threat in New York this fall, with concurrent
shows at the Whitney and MOMA and a recent
Public Art Fund performance for which some
hundred and fifty participants put their bodies
through punishing paces, re-creating one of his
legendary mile-long crawls. Pope.L's Manhattan
gallery pays homage to his body-centric concerns
in this dynamic exhibition, which combines text
works from his series “Skin Sets” with paintings
by a trio of young rising stars: Jonathan Lyndon
Chase, Cheyenne Julien, and Tschabalala Self.
Chase’s bristling language-and-image assem-
blages of spray paint, acrylic, marker, glitter,
and oil stick on canvas are the closest in spirit
to Pope.L’s politically pointed capers—and not
simply because both artists goof around with
green skin to invoke ideas of racial difference.
Julien is a deft portraitist whose five-foot-high
canvas “Can’t Go Out, Can’t Stay In” captures
the FOMO tensions between meditative se-
clusion and alienation as beautifully as its Bon-
nard-esque interior contrasts a magenta rug and
a pistachio bedspread. Self’s striking female
figures integrate painted canvas and collaged
fabrics with a pictorial logic that suggests a col-
laboration between Hannah Hoch and Jacob
Lawrence.—Andrea K. Scott (Through Oct. 26.)

Dalton Gata
Chapter

DOWNTOWN A series of small, close-cropped
paintings portray outré visages (some, super-
naturally so), styled per the edgy look of luxu-
ry-good ads and magazine editorials. “You Know
What I Mean” features a glaring New Romantic
in velvet whose sunglasses suggest sharpened bat
wings; “Elena” depicts a runway-ready version
of Snow White’s enemy queen, her signature
severe makeup offset by a mouthful of uneven
teeth. Gata, who was born in Cuba and now lives
in Puerto Rico, affects a beguilingly juvenile
style of thinly painted acrylic color for his can-
vases; his mural-size, ink-on-paper “Bathroom
Line” ups the ante with a delightfully lewd ab-
surdism. This show, a collaboration with Mexico
City’s Galeria Agustina Ferreyra, marks his
promising New York début.—Johanna Fateman
(Through Oct. 27.)

“Modernisms”

Grey Art Gallery

powNTOWN The globe-trotting American collec-
tor Abby Weed Grey established the gallery at
New York University in 1974. This bustling ex-
hibition showcases works from the nineteen-six-
ties and early seventies, which she acquired on
her travels to India, Iran, and Turkey. Grey was
drawn to artists who, as she put it, “were break-
ing with the past to cope with the present” while
maintaining their ties to tradition, whether this
meant bridging local and global aesthetics or
resisting Western influences. The many stand-
outs here include the Indian artist Prabhakar
Barwe’s fiery cosmograms, inspired by both
Tantric painting and Paul Klee; the entrancing
calligraphic abstractions of the Iranian modern-
ist Charles Hossein Zenderoudi; and the prints
of Mustafa Aslier, whose flat geometries incor-
porate Turkish folk motifs. The show is as edify-
ing as it is eye-catching.—J.F. (Through Dec. 7.)

COURTESY THE ARTIST AND ANDREW KREPS GALLERY, NEW YORK
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Jill Mulleady
Swiss Institute

DOWNTOWN Apocalypse looms in “Fight-or-
Flight,” this Uruguayan born, Los Ange-
les-based artist’s exhibition. Its ambitious cen-
terpiece is a surreal allegoric painting, which
alludes to Bruegel’s “Land of Cockaigne,” with
its satirical depiction of sloth in a land of plenty.
In Mulleady’s twilit scene, a dazed giant embod-
ies gluttony (for the Earth’s resources), his body
splayed across a fenced-in vista. A length of
pipeline on the floor below makes the target of
Mulleady’s climate-crisis allegory clear, as does
her forbidding installation in the back room,
where the glowing inner workings of an A.T.M.
are seen through the bars of a bank-vault gate.
Upstairs, a suite of colorful woodcuts suggest
outsized tarot cards, each of which features a rat
demon riding a horse against a city skyline—
harbingers of doom.—/J.F. (Through Dec. 29.)

DANCE

American Ballet Theatre
David H. Koch

The Argentine-born Herman Cornejo has long
been one of the world’s top male dancers, a par-
agon of both form and artistic integrity. On the
evening of Oct. 26, the company celebrates his
twentieth season with a dedicated program that
opens with his long-overdue New York début in
George Balanchine’s “Apollo.” Expect musicality,
purity of execution, and warmth of manner—all
Cornejo signatures. (He will also dance a tango,
by Ana Maria Stekelman, with his sister, the
recently retired Boston Ballet principal Erica
Cornejo, and a premieére by Twyla Tharp.) And
two new works will be introduced into the rep-
ertory: “A Time There Was,” by the rising cho-
reographer Gemma Bond, and “New American
Romance,” by James Whiteside, a current mem-
ber of the company.—Marina Harss (Oct. 23-27.)

Armitage Gone! Dance
New York Live Arts

Since her days, decades ago, as the “punk bal-
lerina,” Karole Armitage has been fascinated
and influenced by Noh theatre. “You Took a
Part of Me,” which débuted at Japan Society in
April, and is now being reprised at New York
Live Arts, is her most direct engagement yet
with the conventions of Noh and its expression
of deep and intense emotion through strict
formality. On a Noh-like set, to a Noh-like
score by Reiko Yamada, a ghost (the longtime
Armitage muse Megumi Eda) gets erotically
entangled with her lover, her double, and her
past.—Brian Seibert (Oct. 23-26.)

BalletCollective
Gelsey Kirkland Arts Center

Troy Schumacher’s BalletCollective presents
two new ballets, by Schumacher and by Preston
Chamblee, inspired by the “overview effect,” a
radical change of perspective experienced by
astronauts when they gaze down at our planet
from outer space. Schumacher, Chamblee,
and the dancers are all members of New York
City Ballet. (Keep an eye out for the luminous

AT THE BALLET

New Yorkers like to think that they have the best ballet companies, but
Houston Ballet gives them a run for their money. Since 2003, the Australian
choreographer Stanton Welch has led its stable of exemplary dancers with a
varied repertory. It’s one of the few ballet companies that the choreographer
Mark Morris, who is picky, is willing to work with. This is lucky for us, because
the company is bringing one of Morris’s recent works to City Center for a
short run, Oct. 24-26, its first New York engagement in six years. Morris’s
“The Letter V,” set to a Haydn symphony, is witty, lucid, and formal—he
describes it as “pastoral.” The other two dances on the program are Aszure
Barton’s “Come In”and “Reflections,” by Justin Peck, a choreographer usually
associated with New York City Ballet. The Peck work, which he created for
Houston this year, is quiet and full of clean geometries, a meditation on order
and symmetry set to a piece for two pianos by Sufjan Stevens. Musical ac-
companiment will be provided by the Orchestra of St. Luke’s.—Marina Harss

Mira Nadon and the powerhouse Emilie Ger-
rity.) The music, which includes new works
by Judd Greenstein and Paul Moravec, will
be played by the Brooklyn-based ensemble
the Knights.—M.H. (Oct. 23 and Oct. 25-26.)

Charles Atlas
Baryshnikov Arts Center

The career of this veteran filmmaker has always
been tied up with dancers and choreographers,
most fruitfully with Merce Cunningham. But
never before has Atlas drawn his collaborators
from the world of ballet. Now, characteristi-
cally, he’s teamed up with some of the best: Sara
Mearns and Taylor Stanley, both of New York
City Ballet. This work-in-progress showing also
includes footage from an experimental film he
is making with the hyper-subtle choreographer
Jodi Melnick.—B.S. (Oct. 25.)

Mette Ingvartsen
N.Y.U. Skirball

Ingvartsen, a Danish choreographer, is a spe-
cialist in sex. “To come (extended),” now re-
ceiving its U.S. début, is an expansion of a 2005

work that grew into a whole series of public art
orgies. In this one, fifteen performers, covered
head to toe in blue body socks, shift from one
pornographic tableau vivant to another, swap-
ping partners and positions, speeding up and
slowing down. The climax, when it arrives, may
not be what you expect.—B.S. (Oct. 25-26.)

Sara Mearns/Isadora Duncan

92nd Street Y

Isadora Duncan’s physically liberated, musical,
and spontaneous-seeming dancing influenced
everyone from the Russian turn-of-the-century
choreographer Michel Fokine to Mark Mor-
ris. But, as with all things shrouded in myth,
it is difficult to get a sense of what Duncan’s
performances really looked like. Lori Belilove,
a dancer and a Duncan expert, has devoted
her life to reviving and preserving Duncan’s
work; she recently passed several solos on to
Sara Mearns, a New York City Ballet princi-
pal, who performed them electrifyingly at Fall
for Dance, accompanied by the pianist Cam-
eron Grant. In this program, both Belilove and
Mearns will dance, and Belilove will reveal
new information that she has uncovered about
Duncan’s training methods.—M.H. (Oct. 28.)
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RECITALS

No more joyous chamber-music collection has arrived this year than “Fanm
d’Ayiti,” the exuberant, expressive song cycle that Nathalie Joachim recorded
with Spektral Quartet, a brilliant Chicago-based string outfit. The flutist
and composer, best known for her work in the ensembles Eighth Blackbird
and Flutronix, dug deeply into her Haitian heritage for this work, which she
and Spektral perform at Merkin Concert Hall, on Oct. 26, as part of the
Ecstatic Music series. Over soaring flute figurations, crystalline string tex-
tures, a recorded girls’ choir, and electronic beats, Joachim sings sweetly and
strongly in praise of Haitian women—some of whom, including Joachim’s
grandmother, speak for themselves in pre-captured testimony.—Szeve Smith

CLASSICAL MUSIC

Pianists at 92Y
92nd Street Y

Two artists of superlative technique and illu-
minating insights sound off on the Upper East
Side this week. Paul Lewis offers an idiosyn-
cratic mix of pieces from an ongoing project
in which he links Haydn sonatas and Brahms
piano works, using Beethoven’s music (here the
“Diabelli” Variations) to bridge them. Later,
Shai Wosner joins the East Coast Chamber
Orchestra in Mozart’s Piano Concerto No. 14
in E-Flat Major and in Christopher Cerrone’s
“The Air Suspended,” alocal premiére.—Steve
Smith (Oct. 24 at 7:30; Oct. 27 at 3.)

Vijay Iyer
Miller Theatre

Vijay Iyer, a pianist, composer, and bandleader
of striking originality, is most closely asso-
ciated with the jazz world. But his work as
a composer of concert pieces, many of them
animated by socially conscious themes, makes
up a substantial part of his creative portfolio.
This “Composer Portrait” concert, for which
the versatile Brooklyn orchestra the Knights
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serves as the house band, offers the New York
débuts of several works, including the exuber-
ant violin concerto “Trouble,” with Jennifer
Koh as the soloist, and the world premiére of
“Song for Flint."—8.S. (Oct. 24 at 8.)

“Orfeo ed Euridice”

Metropolitan Opera House

The story of Orpheus, who travels to the
underworld to rescue his beloved Eurydice,
still resonates with audiences today. Look
no further than Anais Mitchell’s folk musi-
cal “Hadestown,” which swept the Tonys, in
June, with its soaring melodies and cheeky
narrative that turns the titular villain into
an industrialist tycoon. Mark Morris, the
director and choreographer of the Met’s 2007
production of Gluck’s poignant “Orfeo ed
Euridice,” has a different way of exploring
the story’s impact, making it timeless instead
of timely. In Morris’s staging, Orpheus, a
legendary musician, performs for an equally
legendary audience: choristers costumed
as famous people throughout history, such
as Cleopatra, Napoleon, and John Lennon,
gather to hear his heartbroken song. The Met
revival stars Jamie Barton, Hei-Kyung Hong,
and Hera Hyesang Park; Mark Wigglesworth
conducts.—OQussama Zahr (Oct. 24 and Oct.
29at 8.)

Munich Philharmonic
Carnegie Hall

Valery Gergiev, the Moscow-born music di-
rector of the Munich Philharmonic, delivers
reliable pleasures in large-scale Russian reper-
toire, and he launches the orchestra’s two-day
stopover at Carnegie with the irresistible dra-
matics of Tchaikovsky’s Piano Concerto No. 1,
featuring the soloist Behzod Abduraimov. The
startling, consuming sounds of Shostakovich’s
Symphony No. 5 anchor the second evening’s
program, which also includes Jorg Widmann’s
“Con Brio” and Brahms’s Violin Concerto,
with Leonidas Kavakos.—O.Z. (Oct. 25 at §8;
Oct. 26 at 8.)

“The Turn of the Screw”

Wave Hill

As in Stanley Kubrick’s “The Shining,” the
creeping anxiety of Benjamin Britten’s chamber
opera “The Turn of the Screw” stems from its
setting’s relative isolation. A governess tends to
her charges at a remote country estate, and the
prologue quickly establishes that she is not to
bother the children’s guardian in London under
any circumstances. On Site Opera, which has a
knack for dialling in to a work’s subtext, stages
Britten’s nerve-jangling masterpiece at Wave
Hill, a twenty-eight-acre public garden in the
Bronx that was originally built, in 1843, as a
private country home. Eric Einhorn’s immersive
staging takes the audience and the cast—led
by the soprano Jennifer Check and the tenor
Dominic Armstrong—to indoor and outdoor
locations throughout the grounds; Geoffrey
McDonald conducts.—O.Z. (Oct. 25-26 at 7:30
and Oct. 27 at 5.)

“The Dither Extravaganza!”
17 Frost

Dither, a resourceful and imaginative quartet
comprising the electric guitarists Taylor Levine,
Joshua Lopes, James Moore, and Gyan Riley, is
about to drop a rich new album titled “Potential
Differences.” But this seven-hour houseparty—
the seventh the group has hosted—is all about
uncovering the common threads that bind the
disparate factions within New York’s indie-mu-
sic community. Appearing alongside Dither
are the singers Alicia Hall Moran and Ryan
Power, the Mivos Quartet, and the Italian-cine-
ma-besotted pop orchestra Tredici Bacci, among
others.—S.S. (Oct. 27 at 2.)

“Zauberland”
Gerald W. Lynch Theatre

The Syrian civil war and the subsequent ref-
ugee crisis provide the backdrop for “Zau-
berland”—a stage adaptation of Schumann’s
song cycle “Dichterliebe” —one of the principal
offerings at this year’s White Light Festival. In
a program note for the production’s premiére,
in Paris, this past April, the director Katie
Mitchell decries “how our Western European
society tries to insulate itself from the bigger
world events, like mass migration, and fails
to.” She works with the composer Bernard Foc-
croulle and the writer Martin Crimp to crack
open the self-contained world of Schumann’s
wistful protagonist with nineteen new songs.
The result is meant to express the trauma of
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a Syrian refugee (the soprano Julia Bullock)
caught between her new home in Germany
and the life she was forced to leave behind.
Also playing: The baritone Christian Gerha-
her, an arresting lieder interpreter, makes his
contribution to the festival with an evening
of Mahler songs at Alice Tully Hall (Oct. 29
at 7:30), accompanied by the pianist Gerold
Huber.—0.Z. (Oct. 29-30 at 7:30.)

THE THEATRE

Forbidden Broadway
Triad

Have you been jonesing for Beth Leavel
jokes? Aching for a satirical takedown of “Ha-
destown”? Fortunately, Gerard Alessandrini
has returned with “Forbidden Broadway: The
Next Generation,” the latest edition of his de-
cades-long Broadway spoof, taking on “Harry
Potter and the Cursed Child,” the Yiddish
“Fiddler on the Roof,” and “Woke-lahoma!”
Alessandrini casts a cynical eye on Broadway’s
irksome trends, whether clueless tourists or
endless film-to-stage adaptations. (“Toot,
toot, Tootsie, you're hexed. / Mrs. Doubtfire’s
next!”) A bewigged cast of six—including a
thirteen-year-old boy, Joshua Turchin, earning
his keep as Evan Hansen—cycles through im-
personations of Bernadette Peters, Lin-Man-
uel Miranda, André De Shields, and dozens
more, with Aline Mayagoitia seeming to have
the most fun. As always, the numbers are hit
and miss, but the show’s schlocky charm and
Alessandrini’s obvious love of his targets win
the day.—Michael Schulman (Through Nov. 30.)

Heroes of the Fourth Turning

Playwrights Horizons

In this new play by Will Arbery, directed by
Danya Taymor, a group of young conservative
college friends—the gentle but fearful Jus-
tin (Jeb Kreager); the sick, empathetic Emily
(Julia McDermott); the self-hating, religious
Kevin (John Zdrojeski); and the Brooklyn
Bannonite Teresa (Zoé Winters)—meet in a
town in western Wyoming, in honor of Emily’s
mother, Gina (Michele Pawk), their Catholic
alma mater’s newly inaugurated president.
Much of the thrill of the play comes in hearing
ultraconservative ideas discussed in earnest
and carried to their most ominous conclu-
sions. Winters plays Teresa with unnerving
precision, carefully walking the line between
naturalism and a kind of stentorian, hysterical
Fox News presentation. There’s just enough
ideological and attitudinal space between the
characters to make for revealing arguments in
each direction—Can one be pro-choice and,
in any meaningful way, also be a good per-
son?—and to reveal the despair lurking behind
their rhetorical and emotional poses.—Vinson
Cunningham (Reviewed in our issue of 10/21/19.)
(Through Nowv. 10.)

The Lightning Thief
Longacre

“You never listen to me!” So sing a group of
half-blood tweens (played by adult actors) in
this goofy new Broadway musical—because

having a Greek god as a parent doesn’t mean
you don’t have relatable issues. Based on a
novel by Rick Riordan, “The Lightning Thief:
The Percy Jackson Musical” aims for daffy fun
on a budget—it has been expanded from its
hour-long beginnings, for the family-friendly
company TheaterWorksUSA, while retaining
the original’s scrappy aesthetics. Rob Rokic-
ki’s pop score is largely unmemorable, but
the book writer, Joe Tracz, and the director,
Stephen Brackett (both alumni of “Be More
Chill”), confirm that they have a sure touch
with adolescent confusion in this quest to
retrieve Zeus’ missing lightning bolt. The
likable cast makes the most of the material,
especially Chris McCarrell, as Percy Jackson,
and the rubber-limbed, vocally dexterous Ryan
Knowles, in multiple roles, a scene-stealer
of the highest order.—Elisabeth Vincentelli
(Through Jan. 5.)

Little Shop of Horrors

Westside

The director Michael Mayer has a straight-
forward mission in this Off Broadway revival
of Howard Ashman’s demented and beloved
musical comedy (with music by Alan Men-
ken), about a bloodthirsty plant in a Skid Row
flower shop, circa 1960: to reclaim it from the
nation’s high-school theatre departments and
give it an impeccably faithful and professional
production, as close as possible in spirit to the
original Off Broadway show that Ashman di-
rected, in 1982. The show succeeds beautifully,
and everyone watching it and performing in
it—including Jonathan Groff, as Seymour;
Tammy Blanchard, as Audrey; and Christian
Borle, as Orin and many others—seems to be
having a blast. The script’s handful of domes-
tic-abuse jokes strike a discordant note, but
over all its pitch-dark Faustian shtick feels
delightfully appropriate to these miserably
venal times.—Rollo Romig (Through Jan. 19.)

Notes on My Mother’s Decline

Fourth Street Theatre

The dual protagonists of Andy Bragen’s new
play, about the final days of his mother’s life,
are bound together in their billing as Mother
and Son. But the pair exist on separate planes,
leaving onlookers with only one side of every
interaction: Mother (Caroline Lagerfelt) mono-
logues about her childhood memories and her
present needs while Son (Ari Fliakos) remains
intent on narrativizing her end. Fliakos’s tone
is matter-of-fact as he recounts the grim reali-
ties of Mother’s post-cancer decline, reducing
the act of care to a litany of costs, doctors, and
co-morbidities. This distancing is deliberate,
but the lack of physical or verbal contact proves
more frustrating than affecting. “Notes” is at its
best when the boundaries that Bragen and the
director, Knud Adams, have painstakingly drawn
begin to collapse; only then does the quiet, com-
plicated affection at the heart of the piece shine
through.—Alexander Barasch (Through Oct. 27.)

Terra Firma
Baruch Performing Arts Center

In 1967, a British war veteran and his family
seized a tiny, disused military platform off
the coast of Suffolk, eventually declaring it a
sovereign constitutional monarchy called the
Principality of Sealand. Barbara Hammond’s
absurdist comic drama, directed by Shana
Cooper, takes these basic facts and transplants
them into a highly Beckettian post-apocalyp-
tic future. The characters’ eyes glow with de-
lusion as they squabble over a cornucopia of
urgent contemporary themes—nationalism,
migration, border security, climate calamity,
resource scarcity—but the ideas never con-
vincingly coalesce, and the play’s promising
premise, though anchored by Andrew Boyce’s
stunning set, goes adrift. It’s the first produc-
tion by the Coop, a breakaway republic of its

OFF BROADWAY

Late in the summer of 1991, Crown
Heights, Brooklyn, erupted into race
riots after a seven-year-old black boy
was run over by a Hasidic leader’s mo-
torcade; a group of young black men re-
taliated by fatally stabbing an Orthodox
Jewish student from Australia. In the
wake of the tumult, the playwright and
performer Anna Deavere Smith inter-
viewed more than fifty people, from the
Reverend Al Sharpton to a local Jewish
matron. The resulting piece, “Fires in the
Mirror,” premiéred in 1992, with Smith
playing every role. A breakthrough in
documentary theatre, it returns in our
own era of racial conflagration as the
first entry in Smith’s season-long resi-
dency at the Signature. Michael Ben-
jamin Washington performs the piece

(starting previews on Oct. 22), directed
by Saheem Ali.—Michael Schulman
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own: its artistic director, Andrus Nichols (who
plays the Queen), recently split from the cele-
brated company Bedlam, which she co-founded
with Eric Tucker.—R.R. (Through Nov. 10.)

MOVIES

Gemini Man

To what extent will fans of Ang Lee, and of his
delicate work in “The Ice Storm” (1997) and
“Brokeback Mountain” (2005), be able to detect
his hand in this latest venture? Will Smith stars
as Henry Brogan, an assassin of high repute
who, on the verge of retirement, finds himself
the target of a hit. His nemesis turns out to be
his younger self—also played by Smith, with a
helping hand from digital effects. A clash be-
tween the two Henrys sounds rich in promise,
yet the result is curiously glum, and Smith at
times seems almost disengaged. The liveliest
presence is that of Mary Elizabeth Winstead,
as the hero’s sidekick, and the brightest patch
of the plot is a chase through Cartagena; there,
at least, Lee’s eye for color and composition
proves as sharp as ever. With Clive Owen,

as Henry’s moody boss.—Anthony Lane (Re-
viewed in our issue of 10/21/19.) (In wide release.)

Ghosts of Sugar Land

This twenty-minute documentary, by Bassam
Tariq, unfolds a personal drama with a geopo-
litical scope. Tariq returns to the Texas town of
Sugar Land, where he grew up, and interviews
nine of his high-school friends about a tenth one.
They refer to the friend by a pseudonym, Mark,
and they wear toy-store masks for a serious rea-
son: they fear discussing him on camera because
they are Muslims of South Asian descent and
Mark, who is black, converted to Islam and then
became radicalized. In social-media postings
and personal communications, Mark exhorted
them to commit acts of violence in the name of
Islam, and he claims to have gone to Syria and
joined ISIS. Mark’s friends cannot tell, however,
whether he is a militant or an F.B.I. informant
seeking to entrap them. Tariq’s interviews aren’t
talking heads but, rather, spacious compositions
that feature the participants in a variety of pri-
vate and public settings; their experiences as
Muslims under suspicion and surveillance fill
the frame to evoke a national disgrace.—Richard
Brody (Netflix.)

IN REVIVAL

As part of its reopening, MOMA celebrates the groundbreaking work of
Iris Barry (above), the curator who founded the museum’s Film Library,
in 1935. Barry was a crucial early film critic who, writing in the nine-
teen-twenties, discerned the pre€éminence of directorial artistry and was a
leading advocate for the recognition of movies—including popular ones
made in commercial contexts—as modern art. The Film Library pro-
grams that she assembled for circulation to colleges and other museums,
along with her accompanying “Film Notes,” are the basis of the series
“Iris Barry’s History of Film,” running through Dec. 31. Barry collected
and presented silent movies, such as F. W. Murnau’s “Sunrise” (screening
Oct. 25), not with nostalgia for a lost golden age but, rather, with a vision
of the medium’s continuity. Her programs, drawing on the MOMA archive,
also offered talking pictures of enduring power, including Ernst Lubitsch’s
musical comedy “The Love Parade,” from 1929 (Dec. 5 and Dec. 30),
starring Maurice Chevalier and Jeanette MacDonald.—Richard Brody
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Parasite

Bong Joon-ho'’s new film is a tale of two fami-
lies. Park Dong-ik (Lee Sun-kyun) is smooth
and serene, with a home to match. He has two
children, an anxious wife, and a housekeeper.
Meanwhile, in a lowlier part of town, Kim Ki-
taek (Song Kang-ho) and his loved ones strug-
gle to survive. An opportunity arises: one of
the Kim children is hired as a private tutor to
the Parks’ privileged daughter, and before long
the rest of the Kim family has, in a fine display
of initiative, found employment in the Park
family home. The joke, in a story shaded with
dark humor, is that the rich don’t know that
the poor have all but taken over their lives. Not
only is Bong alert to the volatile state of social
injustice, he is wily enough to keep us guessing
as to whether, and when, it will explode. In
Korean.—A.L. (10/21/19) (In limited release.)

Pickpocket (Xiao Wu)

From the modest yet precise opening sequence
of this drama, from 1997—his first feature
film—the Chinese director Jia Zhangke dis-
plays an incisive mastery of political symbol-
ism. As the title character, Xiao Wu (Wang
Hongwei), boards a bus and slips his fingers
around a stranger’s wallet, he observes a por-
trait of Mao dangling from the rearview mir-
ror; minutes later, he hears a loudspeaker blare
an official call for “self-denunciation.” Crime,
in Jia’s view, starts at the top and spreads
through Chinese society with a blankly ordi-
nary enormity, at the price of nothing less than
its citizens’ souls. Xiao Wu’s quietly arrogant
marginality contrasts with the government-rat-
ified success of his nouveau-riche brother, Xiao
Yong, whose wedding makes the local news.
Despairing of his solitude, the pickpocket
pursues a relationship with a call girl (Hao
Hongjian) who is practicing her own defiant
deceptions. Jia’s restrained yet fierce X-ray of
the ills of modern China also evokes a calm,
intimate tenderness for its struggling survi-
vors. In Mandarin.—R.B. (MOMA, Oct. 28.)

Synonyms

The Israeli director Nadav Lapid delivers a
deeply personal rant in the form of a wild and
reckless drama, starring Tom Mercier—in
his first movie role—as Yoav, a young Israeli
man who arrives in Paris in order to shed his
Israeli identity. Yoav nearly dies of cold in an
empty, palatial apartment, but is rescued by a
young couple, Emile (Quentin Dolmaire), a
writer, and Caroline (Louise Chevillotte), an
oboist, whose wealth and culture both attract
and repel him. Raised on tales of martial glory
and having just completed his military service,
Yoav plays the Jewish bull in the French china
shop; he learns French with frantic discipline
but repudiates the country’s refinements, seek-
ing a secret of Frenchness that he discovers
only through the rigid laws, norms, and prej-
udices lurking behind its stylish facades—and
that he tests with his own furious violence,
both physical and emotional. Lapid’s sense
of form is more modest than his impulses; his
direction falls short of Mercier’s clenched in-
tensity and unhinged energy. In French.—R.B.
(In limited release.)

For more reviews, visit
newyorker.com/goings-on-about-town
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TABLES FOR TWO

Golden Diner
123 Madison St.

On a recent Thursday at Golden Diner,
two patrons took three-hundred-and-
sixty-degree spins, in perfect unison, on
their swivelling stools. They looked glee-
ful. And who could blame them? It was
a gorgeous fall morning. Warm light
flooded the room on the Lower East
Side, just south of Chinatown. They
were drinking Yuzu Palmers, a cocktail
that cleverly replaces an Arnold Palmer’s
lemonade with yuzu-ade and iced tea
with Darjeeling-flavored soju. On the
other side of the counter, Samuel Yoo, a
pedigreed chef masquerading as a
short-order cook, was making them
something delicious to eat.

In New York, the classic diner is an
endangered species, mostly owing to
rising costs of rent, food, and labor, and
one that’s unlikely to be protected from
extinction. When, after thirty years in
business, the Cup & Saucer, on Canal
Street, packed up shop,in 2017, it seemed
as if that would be it for greasy spoons
in the area. But then, this past spring,
Yoo, who once cooked at Momofuku Ko,
opened Golden Diner, which does an

excellent job of upholding the archetype
while meeting modern standards.
Take, for example, Yoo’s grilled
cheese. It’s a perfectly unpretentious,
tamiliar-looking specimen: yellow goo
melting between buttery slices of white
bread, branded by the griddle and sliced
on the diagonal. It arrives alone on a
plate unless you upgrade to deluxe, which
gets you a pile of medium-cut fries and
a wedge of sour pickle for three dollars
and fifty cents. The fact that the sandwich
is vegan—made with coconut-oil-based
Gouda and pepper Jack from Follow
Your Heart, the company behind Vege-
naise, and griddled in garlic oil instead of
butter—is negligible from a flavor per-
spective, especially when you compare
the ingredients in the dairy-free cheese
with those in, say, Kraft Singles. Both are
highly processed. Both taste of fat and
salt. What the imitation lacks in stretch-
iness, it makes up for in buoyant ooze.
The fact that the sandwich is vegan is
crucial and exciting if you beli