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How Obama Came to Plan for ‘Surge’ in Afghanistan




[image: ]
Luke Sharrett/The New York Times


On Veterans Day, President Obama visited a section of Arlington National Cemetery reserved for service members killed in Iraq and Afghanistan.





By PETER BAKER


Published: December 5, 2009 




WASHINGTON — On the afternoon he held the eighth meeting of his Afghanistan review, President Obama arrived in the White House Situation Room ruminating about war. He had come from Arlington National Cemetery, where he had wandered among the chalky white tombstones of those who had fallen in the rugged mountains of Central Asia.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
How much their sacrifice weighed on him that Veterans Day last month, he did not say. But his advisers say he was haunted by the human toll as he wrestled with what to do about the eight-year-old war. Just a month earlier, he had mentioned to them his visits to wounded soldiers at the Army hospital in Washington. “I don’t want to be going to Walter Reed for another eight years,” he said then.
The economic cost was troubling him as well after he received a private budget memo estimating that an expanded presence would cost $1 trillion over 10 years, roughly the same as his health care plan. 
Now as his top military adviser ran through a slide show of options, Mr. Obama expressed frustration. He held up a chart showing how reinforcements would flow into Afghanistan over 18 months and eventually begin to pull out, a bell curve that meant American forces would be there for years to come.
 “I want this pushed to the left,” he told advisers, pointing to the bell curve. In other words, the troops should be in sooner, then out sooner.
When the history of the Obama presidency is written, that day with the chart may prove to be a  turning point, the moment a young commander in chief set in motion a high-stakes gamble to turn around a losing war. By moving the bell curve to the left, Mr. Obama decided to send 30,000 troops mostly in the next six months and then begin pulling them out  a year after that, betting that a quick jolt of extra forces could knock the enemy back on its heels enough for the Afghans to take over the fight.
The three-month review that led to the escalate-then-exit strategy is a case study in decision making in the Obama White House — intense, methodical, rigorous, earnest and at times deeply frustrating for nearly all involved. It was a virtual seminar in Afghanistan and Pakistan, led by a president described by one participant as something “between a college professor and a gentle cross-examiner.”
 Mr. Obama peppered advisers with questions and showed an insatiable demand for information, taxing analysts who prepared three dozen intelligence reports for him and Pentagon staff members who churned out thousands of pages of documents.
This account of how the president reached his decision is based on dozens of interviews with participants as well as a review of notes some of them took during Mr. Obama’s 10 meetings with his national security team. Most of those interviewed spoke on the condition of anonymity to discuss internal deliberations, but their accounts have been matched against those of other participants wherever possible.
Mr. Obama devoted so much time to the Afghan issue — nearly 11 hours on the day after Thanksgiving alone — that he joked, “I’ve got more deeply in the weeds than a president should, and now you guys need to solve this.” He invited competing voices to debate in front of him, while guarding his own thoughts. Even David Axelrod, arguably his closest adviser, did not know where Mr. Obama would come out until just before Thanksgiving. 
With the result uncertain, the outsize personalities on his team vied for his favor, sometimes sharply disagreeing as they made their arguments. The White House suspected the military of leaking details of the review to put pressure on the president. The military and the State Department suspected the White House of leaking to undercut the case for more troops. The president erupted at the leaks with an anger advisers had rarely seen, but he did little to shut down the public clash within his own government. 
“The president welcomed a full range of opinions and invited contrary points of view,” Secretary of State Hillary Rodham Clinton said in an interview last month. “And I thought it was a very healthy experience because people took him up on it. And one thing we didn’t want — to have a decision made and then have somebody say, ‘Oh, by the way.’ No, come forward now or forever hold your peace.”
The decision represents a complicated evolution in Mr. Obama’s thinking. He began the process clearly skeptical of Gen. Stanley A. McChrystal’s request for 40,000 more troops, but the more he learned about the consequences of failure, and the more he narrowed the mission, the more he gravitated toward a robust if temporary buildup, guided in particular by Defense Secretary Robert M. Gates.
Yet even now, he appears ambivalent about what some call “Obama’s war.” Just two weeks before General McChrystal warned of failure at the end of August, Mr. Obama described Afghanistan as a “war of necessity.” When he announced his new strategy last week, those words were nowhere to be found. Instead, while recommitting to the war on Al Qaeda, he made clear that the larger struggle for Afghanistan had to be balanced against the cost in blood and treasure and brought to an end.
Aides, though, said the arduous review gave Mr. Obama comfort that he had found the best course he could. “The process was exhaustive, but any time you get the president of the United States to devote 25 hours, anytime you get that kind of commitment, you know it was serious business,” said Gen. James L. Jones, the president’s national security adviser. “From the very first meeting, everyone started with set opinions. And no opinion was the same by the end of the process.”
Taking Control of a War
Mr. Obama ran for president supportive of the so-called good war in Afghanistan and vowing to send more troops, but he talked about it primarily as a way of attacking Republicans for diverting resources to Iraq, which he described as a war of choice. Only after taking office, as casualties mounted and the Taliban gained momentum, did Mr. Obama really begin to confront what to do.
Even before completing a review of the war, he ordered the military to send 21,000 more troops there, bringing the force to 68,000. But tension between the White House and the military soon emerged when General Jones, a retired Marine four-star general, traveled to Afghanistan in the summer and was surprised to hear officers already talking about more troops. He made it clear that no more troops were in the offing.
With the approach of Afghanistan’s presidential election in August, Mr. Obama’s two new envoys — Richard C. Holbrooke, the president’s special representative to the region, and Lt. Gen. Karl W. Eikenberry, a retired commander of troops in Afghanistan now serving as ambassador — warned of trouble, including the possibility of angry Afghans marching on the American Embassy or outright civil war.
“There are 10 ways this can turn out,” one administration official said, summing up the envoys’ presentation, “and 9 of them are messy.”
The worst did not happen, but widespread fraud tainted the election and shocked some in the White House as they realized that their partner in Kabul, President Hamid Karzai, was hopelessly compromised in terms of public credibility.
At the same time, the Taliban kept making gains. The Central Intelligence Agency drew up detailed maps in August charting the steady progression of the Taliban’s takeover of Afghanistan, maps that would later be used extensively during the president’s review. General McChrystal submitted his own dire assessment of the situation, warning of “mission failure” without a fresh infusion of troops.
While General McChrystal did not submit a specific troop request at that point, the White House knew it was coming and set out to figure out what to do. General Jones organized a series of meetings that he envisioned lasting a few weeks. Before each one, he convened a rehearsal session to impose discipline — “get rid of the chaff,” one official put it — that included Vice President Joseph R. Biden Jr., Mrs. Clinton, Mr. Gates and other cabinet-level officials. Mr. Biden made a practice of writing a separate private memo to Mr. Obama before each meeting, outlining his thoughts.
The first meeting with the president took place on Sept. 13, a Sunday, and was not disclosed to the public that day. For hours, Mr. Obama and his top advisers pored through intelligence reports.
 Unsatisfied, the president posed a series of questions: Does America need to defeat the Taliban to defeat Al Qaeda? Can a counterinsurgency strategy work in Afghanistan given the problems with its government? If the Taliban regained control of Afghanistan, would nuclear-armed Pakistan be next? 
The deep skepticism he expressed at that opening session was reinforced by Mr. Biden, who rushed back overnight from a California trip to participate. Just as he had done in the spring, Mr. Biden expressed opposition to an expansive strategy requiring a big troop influx. Instead, he put an alternative on the table — rather than focus on nation building and population protection, do more to disrupt the Taliban, improve the quality of the training of Afghan forces and expand reconciliation efforts to peel off some Taliban fighters.
Mr. Biden quickly became the most outspoken critic of the expected McChrystal troop request, arguing that Pakistan was the bigger priority, since that is where Al Qaeda is mainly based. “He was the bull in the china shop,” said one admiring administration official. 
But others were nodding their heads at some of what he was saying, too, including General Jones and Rahm Emanuel, the White House chief of staff.
A Review Becomes News
The quiet review burst into public view when General McChrystal’s secret report was leaked to Bob Woodward of The Washington Post a week after the first meeting. The general’s grim assessment jolted Washington and lent urgency to the question of what to do to avoid defeat in Afghanistan.
 Adm. Mike Mullen, the chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, and Gen. David H. Petraeus, the regional commander, secretly flew to an American air base in Germany for a four-hour meeting with General McChrystal on Sept. 25. He handed them his troop request on paper — there were no electronic versions and barely 20 copies in all.
The request outlined three options for different missions: sending 80,000 more troops to conduct a robust counterinsurgency campaign throughout the country; 40,000 troops to reinforce the southern and eastern areas where the Taliban are strongest; or 10,000 to 15,000 troops mainly to train Afghan forces.
General Petraeus took one copy, while Admiral Mullen took two back to Washington and dropped one off at Mr. Gates’s home next to his in a small military compound in Washington. But no one sent the document to the White House, intending to process it through the Pentagon review first.
Mr. Obama was focused on another report. At 10 p.m. on Sept. 29, he called over from the White House residence to the West Wing to ask for a copy of the first Afghanistan strategy he approved in March to ramp up the fight against Al Qaeda and the Taliban while increasing civilian assistance. A deputy national security adviser, Denis McDonough, brought him a copy to reread overnight. When his national security team met the next day, Mr. Obama complained that elements of that plan had never been enacted.
The group went over the McChrystal assessment and drilled in on what the core goal should be. Some thought that General McChrystal interpreted the March strategy more ambitiously than it was intended to be. Mr. Biden asked tough questions about whether there was any intelligence showing that the Taliban posed a threat to American territory. But Mr. Obama also firmly closed the door on any withdrawal. “I just want to say right now, I want to take off the table that we’re leaving Afghanistan,” he told his advisers.
Tension with the military had been simmering since the leak of the McChrystal report, which some in the White House took as an attempt to box in the president. The friction intensified on Oct. 1 when the general was asked after a speech in London whether a narrower mission, like the one Mr. Biden proposed, would succeed. “The short answer is no,” he said.
 White House officials were furious, and Mr. Gates publicly scolded advisers who did not keep their advice to the president private. The furor rattled General McChrystal, who, unlike General Petraeus, was not a savvy Washington operator. And it stunned others in the military, who were at first “bewildered by how over the top the reaction was from the White House,” as one military official put it. 
It also proved to be what one review participant called a “head-snapping” moment of revelation for the military. The president, they suddenly realized, was not simply updating his previous strategy but essentially starting over from scratch.
 The episode underscored the uneasy relationship between the military and a new president who, aides said, was determined not to be as deferential as he believed his predecessor, George W. Bush, was for years in Iraq. And the military needed to adjust to a less experienced but more skeptical commander in chief. “We’d been chugging along for eight years under an administration that had become very adept at managing war in a certain way,” said another military official.
Moreover, Mr. Obama had read “Lessons in Disaster,” Gordon M. Goldstein’s book on the Vietnam War. The book had become a must read in the West Wing after Mr. Emanuel had dinner over the summer at the house of another deputy national security adviser, Thomas E. Donilon, and wandered into his library to ask what he should be reading. 
Among the conclusions that Mr. Donilon and the White House team drew from the book was that both President John F. Kennedy and President Lyndon B. Johnson failed to question the underlying assumption about monolithic Communism and the domino theory — clearly driving the Obama advisers to rethink the nature of Al Qaeda and the Taliban.
The Pakistan Question
While public attention focused on Afghanistan, some of the most intensive discussion focused on the country where Mr. Obama could send no troops — Pakistan. Pushed in particular by Mrs. Clinton, the president’s team explored the links between the Afghan Taliban, the Pakistani Taliban and Al Qaeda, and Mr. Obama told aides that it did not matter how many troops were sent to Afghanistan if Pakistan remained a haven.
 Many of the intelligence reports ordered by the White House during the review dealt with Pakistan’s stability and whether its military and intelligence services were now committed to the fight or secretly still supporting Taliban factions. According to two officials, there was a study of the potential vulnerability of Pakistan’s nuclear weapons, posing questions about potential insider threats and control of the warheads if the Pakistani government fell. 
Mr. Obama and his advisers also considered options for stepping up the pursuit of extremists in Pakistan’s  border areas. He eventually approved a C.I.A. request to expand the areas where remotely piloted aircraft could strike, and other covert action. The trick would be getting Pakistani consent, which still has not been granted.
On Oct. 9, Mr. Obama and his team reviewed General McChrystal’s troop proposals for the first time. Some in the White House were surprised by the numbers, assuming there would be a middle ground between 10,000 and 40,000.
 “Why wasn’t there a 25 number?” one senior administration official asked in an interview. He then answered his own question: “It would have been too tempting.” 
Mr. Gates and others talked about the limits of the American ability to actually defeat the Taliban; they were an indigenous force in Afghan society, part of the political fabric. This was a view shared by others around the table, including Leon E. Panetta, the director of the C.I.A., who argued that the Taliban could not be defeated as such and so the goal should be to drive wedges between those who could be reconciled with the Afghan government and those who could not be.
With Mr. Biden leading the skeptics, Mrs. Clinton, Mr. Gates and Admiral Mullen increasingly aligned behind a more robust force. Mrs. Clinton wanted to make sure she was a formidable player in the process. “She was determined that her briefing books would be just as thick and just as meticulous as those of the Pentagon,” said one senior adviser. She asked hard questions about Afghan troop training, unafraid of wading into Pentagon territory.
 After a meeting where the Pentagon made a presentation with impressive color-coded maps, Mrs. Clinton returned to the State Department and told her aides, “We need maps,” as one recalled. She was overseas during the next meeting on Oct. 14, when aides used her new maps to show civilian efforts but she participated with headphones on from her government plane flying back from Russia.
 Mr. Gates was a seasoned hand at such reviews, having served eight  presidents and cycled in and out of the Situation Room since the days when it was served by a battery of fax machines. Like Mrs. Clinton, he was sympathetic to General McChrystal’s request, having resolved his initial concern that a buildup would fuel resentment the way the disastrous Soviet occupation of Afghanistan did in the 1980s.
 But Mr. Gates’s low-wattage exterior masks a wily inside player, and he knew enough to keep his counsel early in the process to let it play out more first. “When to speak is important to him; when to signal is important to him,” said a senior Defense Department official. 
 On Oct. 22, the National Security Council produced what one official called a “consensus memo,” much of which originated out of the defense secretary’s office, concluding that the United States should focus on diminishing the Taliban insurgency but not destroying it; building up certain critical ministries; and transferring authority to Afghan security forces.
 There was no consensus yet on troop numbers, however, so Mr. Obama called a smaller group of advisers together on Oct. 26 to finally press Mrs. Clinton and Mr. Gates. Mrs. Clinton made it clear that she was comfortable with General McChrystal’s request for 40,000 troops or something close to it; Mr. Gates also favored a big force.
 Mr. Obama was leery. He had received a memo the day before from the Office of Management and Budget projecting that General McChrystal’s full 40,000-troop request on top of the existing deployment and reconstruction efforts would cost $1 trillion from 2010 to 2020, an adviser said. The president seemed in sticker shock, watching his domestic agenda vanishing in front of him. “This is a 10-year, trillion-dollar effort and does not match up with our interests,” he said.
 Still, for the first time, he made it clear that he was ready to send more troops if a strategy could be found to ensure that it was not an endless war. He indicated that the Taliban had to be beaten back. “What do we need to break their momentum?” he asked. 
 Four days later, at a meeting with the Joint Chiefs of Staff on Oct. 30, he emphasized the need for speed. “Why can’t I get the troops in faster?” he asked. If they were going to do this, he concluded, it only made sense to do this quickly, to have impact and keep the war from dragging on forever. “This is America’s war,” he said. “But I don’t want to make an open-ended commitment.”
Bridging the Differences
 Now that he had a sense of where Mr. Obama was heading, Mr. Gates began shaping a plan that would bridge the differences. He developed a 30,000-troop option that would give General McChrystal the bulk of his request, reasoning that NATO could make up most of the difference.
“If people are having trouble swallowing 40, let’s see if we can make this smaller and easier to swallow and still give the commander what he needs,” a senior Defense official said, summarizing the secretary’s thinking.
  The plan, called Option 2A, was presented to the president on Nov. 11. Mr. Obama complained that the bell curve would take 18 months to get all the troops in place. 
 He turned to General Petraeus and asked him how long it took to get the so-called surge troops he commanded in Iraq in 2007. That was six months.
 “What I’m looking for is a surge,” Mr. Obama said. “This has to be a surge.”
 That represented a contrast  from when Mr. Obama, as a presidential candidate, staunchly opposed President Bush’s buildup in Iraq. But unlike Mr. Bush, Mr. Obama wanted from the start to speed up a withdrawal as well. The military was told to come up with a plan to send troops quickly and then begin bringing them home quickly.
 And in another twist, Mr. Obama, who campaigned as an apostle of transparency and had been announcing each Situation Room meeting publicly and even releasing pictures, was livid that details of the discussions were leaking out.
 “What I’m not going to tolerate is you talking to the press outside of this room,” he scolded his advisers. “It’s a disservice to the process, to the country and to the men and women of the military.”
 His advisers sat in uncomfortable silence. That very afternoon, someone leaked word of a cable sent by Ambassador Eikenberry from Kabul expressing reservations about a large buildup of forces as long as the Karzai government remained unreformed. At one of their meetings, General Petraeus had told Mr. Obama to think of elements of the Karzai government like “a crime syndicate.” Ambassador Eikenberry was suggesting, in effect, that America could not get in bed with the mob.
 The leak of Ambassador Eikenberry’s Nov. 6 cable stirred another storm within the administration because the cable had been requested by the White House. The National Security Council had told the ambassador to put his views in writing. But someone else then passed word of the cable to reporters in what some in the process took to be a calculated attempt to head off a big troop buildup.
The cable stunned some in the military. The reaction at the Pentagon, said one official, was “Whiskey Tango Foxtrot” — military slang for an expression of shock. Among the officers caught off guard were General McChrystal and his staff, for whom the cable was “a complete surprise,” said another official, even though the commander and the ambassador meet three times a week. 
A Presidential Order
By this point, the idea of some sort of time frame was taking on momentum. Mrs. Clinton talked to Mr. Karzai before the Afghan leader’s inauguration to a second term. She suggested that he use his speech to outline a schedule for taking over security of the country.
 Mr. Karzai did just that, declaring that Afghan forces directed by Kabul would take charge of securing population centers in three years and the whole country in five. His pronouncement, orchestrated partly by Mrs. Clinton and diplomats in Kabul, provided a predicate for Mr. Obama to set out his own time frame.
 The president gathered his team in the Situation Room at 8:15 p.m. on Nov. 23, the unusual nighttime hour adding to what one participant called a momentous wartime feeling. The room was strewn with coffee cups and soda cans. 
 Mr. Obama presented a revised version of Option 2A, this one titled “Max Leverage,” pushing 30,000 troops into Afghanistan by mid-2010 and beginning to pull them out by July 2011. Admiral Mullen came up with the date at the direction of Mr. Obama, despite some misgivings from the Pentagon about setting a time frame for a withdrawal. The date was two years from the arrival of the first reinforcements Mr. Obama sent shortly after taking office. Mr. Biden had written a memo before the meeting talking about the need for “proof of concept” — in other words, two years ought to be enough for extra troops to demonstrate whether a buildup would work.
 The president went around the room asking for opinions. Mr. Biden again expressed skepticism, even at this late hour when the tide had turned against him in terms of the troop number. But he had succeeded in narrowing the scope of the mission to protect population centers and setting the date to begin withdrawal. Others around the table concurred with the plan. Mr. Obama spoke last, but still somewhat elliptically. Some advisers said they walked out into the night after 10 p.m., uncertain whether the president had actually endorsed the Max Leverage option or was just testing for reaction. 
 Two days later, Mr. Obama met with  Nancy Pelosi, the House speaker and a critic of the Afghan war. The president outlined his plans for the buildup without disclosing specific numbers. Ms. Pelosi was unenthusiastic and pointedly told the president that he could not rely on Democrats alone to pass financing for the war. 
 The White House had spent little time courting Congress to this point. Even though it would need Republican support, the White House had made no overtures to the party leaders.
 But there was back-channel contact. Mr. Emanuel was talking with Senator Lindsey Graham, Republican of South Carolina, who urged him to settle on a troop number “that began with 3” to win Republican support. “I said as long as the generals are O.K. and there is a meaningful number, you will be O.K.,” Mr. Graham recalled.
 The day after Thanksgiving, Mr. Obama huddled with aides from 10:30 a.m. to 9:15 p.m. refining parameters for the plan and mapping out his announcement. He told his speechwriter, Ben Rhodes, that he wanted to directly rebut the comparison with Vietnam. 
 On the following Sunday, Nov. 29, he summoned his national security team to the Oval Office. He had made his decision. He would send 30,000 troops as quickly as possible, then begin the withdrawal in July 2011. In deference to Mr. Gates’s concerns, the pace and endpoint of the withdrawal would be determined by conditions at the time.
“I’m not asking you to change what you believe,” the president told his advisers. “But if you do not agree with me, say so now.” There was a pause and no one said anything.
“Tell me now,” he repeated.
 Mr. Biden asked only if this constituted a presidential order. Mr. Gates and others signaled agreement.
 “Fully support, sir,” Admiral Mullen said.
 “Ditto,” General Petraeus said.
 Mr. Obama then went to the Situation Room to call General McChrystal and Ambassador Eikenberry. The president made it clear that in the next assessment in December 2010 he would not contemplate more troops. “It will only be about the flexibility in how we draw down, not if we draw down,” he said.
 Two days later, Mr. Obama flew to West Point to give his speech. After three months of agonizing review, he seemed surprisingly serene. “He was,” said one adviser, “totally at peace.”
Reporting was contributed by Elisabeth Bumiller, Helene Cooper, Carlotta Gall, Carl Hulse, Mark Landler, Mark Mazzetti, David E. Sanger, Eric Schmitt, Scott Shane and Thom Shanker. 
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Aid Gives Alternative to African Orphanages




By CELIA W. DUGGER


Published: December 5, 2009 




MCHINJI DISTRICT, Malawi — The Home of Hope orphanage provides Chikodano Lupanga, 15, with three nutritious meals a day, new school uniforms, sensible black shoes and a decent education. 
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Her orphaned cousin Jean, 11, who balked at entering the orphanage and lives with her grown sister, has no shoes, raggedy clothes and an often-empty belly. Repeating third grade for the third time, Jean said she bitterly regretted that she did not grow up in the orphanage where Madonna adopted a boy. Had she stayed, she whispered, “I would have learned to read.”
 In a country as desperately poor as Malawi, children placed in institutions are often seen as the lucky ones. But even as orphanages have sprung up across Africa with donations from Western churches and charities, the families who care for the vast majority of the continent’s orphans have gotten no help at all, household surveys show. 
Researchers now say a far better way to assist these bereft children is with simple allocations of cash — $4 to $20 a month in an experimental program under way here in Malawi — given directly to the destitute extended families who take them in. That program could provide grants to eight families looking after some two dozen children for the $1,500 a year it costs to sponsor one child at the Home of Hope, estimated Candace M. Miller, a Boston University professor and a lead researcher in the project. 
Experts and child advocates maintain that orphanages are expensive and often harm children’s development by separating them from their families. Most of the children living in institutions around the world have a surviving parent or close relative, and they most commonly entered orphanages because of poverty, according to new reports by Unicef and Save the Children. 
“Because there’s money in orphanages, people are creating them and getting children in them,” said Dr. Biziwick Mwale, executive director of Malawi’s National AIDS Commission. 
The Home of Hope’s founder, the Rev. Thomson Chipeta, 80, said children needed the orphanage because their families were so poor. “If the children can be given the privilege of a home like this one, it’s much better,” he said.
 Madonna’s charity, Raising Malawi, pays for most of Home of Hope’s operating budget and also supports community centers where orphans who remain with their families can go for food and services, said the charity’s executive director, Philippe van den Bossche. He said orphanages were not the best solution but were needed when families could not or would not care for children. 
In Madonna’s video on AIDS orphans in Malawi, “I Am Because We Are,” she says she was drawn to the country when she was told such children “were everywhere, living on the streets, sleeping under bridges, hiding in abandoned buildings, being abducted, kidnapped, raped.” 
But across Africa, demographic data shows that even the poorest extended families usually take in children whose parents have died. And while AIDS has worsened the orphan crisis in Africa, the United Nations recently estimated that of 55.3 million children in sub-Saharan Africa who have lost at least one parent, AIDS accounted for 14.7 million of them. 
The Joint Learning Initiative on Children and H.I.V./AIDS, which brought together dozens of international experts to review hundreds of studies, this year strongly endorsed programs that give the poorest families modest financial support, including cash transfer programs like Malawi’s. 
More than a billion dollars in foreign aid has been spent over the past five years for orphans and vulnerable children, but some major donors cannot break down how their contributions were spent. Researchers say donors need to weed out ineffective, misconceived programs, scrutinizing those that are managed by international nongovernmental organizations or governments but reliant on volunteers in villages to do the work. 
“An enormous amount of money is going into these efforts with very little return,” said Linda Richter, who runs the children’s programs at South Africa’s Human Sciences Research Council. 
Here in Malawi, hundreds of community groups have won small grants to start small labor-intensive businesses and are expected to donate all the profits to orphans. Pauline Peters, a Harvard University anthropologist, and Susan Watkins, a sociologist at the University of Pennsylvania, who have independently done years of field work in Malawian villages, say orphans have received few benefits from the millions spent. 
“The donors have fantasies of the way things work — that you can mobilize villagers to care for children who aren’t theirs without paying them to do it,” Professor Watkins said. 
In Kandikiti, where Jean Lupanga’s family lives, a group of 20 villagers won a $4,000 grant last year to start a pig farm to help orphans. The group bought nine pure-bred hogs, built them a residence nicer than those of most people and posted volunteers to guard it round the clock. They also bought 10 bicycles, vaccines for the pigs and paid their members to attend training sessions.
More than a year later, they have not sold a single one of the white, floppy-eared, European-bred pigs. In a village where scruffy local pigs trot freely among the huts, the group’s leader fell silent when asked who could afford such expensive pork.
“We’ve never done this before,” said Selina Sakala, 47, chairwoman of Mmasomuyere Orphan Care.
Malawi’s cash transfer experiment, financed by the Global Fund to Fight AIDS, Tuberculosis and Malaria and supported by Unicef, directly helps destitute families who care for many children or have no able-bodied adult to earn a living. Children whose families got the grants were healthier, better fed and clothed and more likely to be in school than children in families that got none, according to a randomized community trial conducted by Boston University and the University of Malawi and paid for by Unicef and the United States government. 
Professor Miller said the program had yielded “fabulous benefits” but cautioned that the country needed better safeguards to prevent corruption and fraud in the future.
Throngs of Malawians gathered one recent day under shade trees to collect the cash. Many grandparents had walked miles on bare feet as cracked and parched as the earth. Officials in plastic chairs checked photo identity cards. Recipients unable to read or write left an inky thumb print, then twisted the precious bills into the hem of a skirt or tucked them in a pocket.
Families who have been collecting the grants for a year or two say they have made a difference. Velenasi Jackson spends the $20 she gets each month on staple foods and clothes for the 10 orphaned grandchildren who share her two-room mud hut in the village of Nyoka. They no longer go whole days with nothing to eat, she said.
“A gift is never too small,” she said.
Here in the Mchinji District, the Home of Hope looks after 653 children, from infants to teenagers. Its founder, Mr. Chipeta, leaning on a hand-carved wooden staff, gestured to each building on a tour of the grounds and proudly named the donor who paid for it. Among them were churches and individuals from the United States, Canada, Britain, the Netherlands, South Korea and Germany.
In a letter Mr. Chipeta gives visitors, he says the home needs their prayers, love and support — with the phrase “See Our Budget” in parentheses. 
Chikodano Lupanga has lived at the home since she was 6. Her house mother, Enelesi Chiduka, 59, said she was responsible for looking after 80 girls, making sure they showered twice a day, attended daily prayer sessions and did their chores. 
Quiet and serious, Chikodano said her family could never have afforded to send her to high school or to give her a diet that included chicken and fish. “I have lots of friends, and the other needs not met at home are met here — school fees, clothes, shoes,” she said. 
Nine years ago, Chikodano’s cousin Alice, now 31, took her and Jean to the Home of Hope. Chikodano went quietly, but Jean, only 2 or 3 years old and deeply attached to her big sister Alice, sobbed inconsolably and remained with Alice. The family has recently started getting the monthly cash grant, but it is too soon for it to have made much impact.
 Jean, a shy, expressive girl with a heart-shaped face, lives the arduous life common to poor rural children across Africa. She fetches water, pounds maize and cooks over smoky fires. At last glance, she was scrubbing Alice’s little boy with soapy well water sloshed from a plastic bucket.
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4 Ex-Governors Craving Jobs of Yore




By JENNIFER STEINHAUER


Published: December 5, 2009 




PORTLAND, Ore. — Over the course of the summer, four men of a certain age looked around their respective states and registered displeasure. They concluded that they could do things better — yet again.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The four are former governors who have grown old enough since leaving office to qualify for senior citizen discounts at the movies. Now they want their old jobs back.
One of them, Roy E. Barnes of Georgia, has added a passel of grandchildren — six to be exact — since he sat in the governor’s chair. Another, Terry E. Branstad of Iowa, was the state’s youngest governor ever when first elected — in 1982. A third, Jerry Brown of California, has traded in his groovy blue Valiant that he drove as governor for a Toyota Camry hybrid, which thieves recently removed the wheels from.
“I love Oregon,” said the fourth, John A. Kitzhaber, governor of this state for eight years. “It’s a state that’s not baked yet.” 
Running again is “liberating,” Mr. Kitzhaber said. “I’m not afraid to lose. I don’t want to. But I’m not afraid.”
In terms of the fun factor, being a governor right now may fall somewhere between having blood drawn and scaling fish. Budgets are in turmoil, housing markets remain rocky and high unemployment has hobbled nearly every state. California’s economy is one of the hardest hit in the country, with nearly $20 billion in budget gaps looming, and Georgia, Iowa and Oregon are like the rest of the nation, reeling from joblessness and debt.
But all that has not stopped these men — and maybe a fifth. A former Maryland governor, Robert L. Ehrlich Jr., a Republican, has made noises about throwing his hat in the ring again, too. 
While no group keeps official statistics, experts in both parties said they could not recall a time when so many individuals sought to recapture the governor’s seat in one election year. With 37 seats up for grabs in 2010, these old newcomers have introduced an unusual dynamic as both parties scramble to pick up new states.
The four former governors — all Democrats except Mr. Branstad, and with 10 terms of experience among them — say that they have no larger political goal beyond the return to the governor’s office, and that they were inspired by what each felt was an opportunity for a seasoned hand to steer his state through troubled times. In some cases, there was also a desire to right what they believe had been wronged in their absence. 
 “I’ve already lived in the governor’s mansion,” said Mr. Barnes, 61, who was ousted in 2002 after one term. “I don’t need another line on my résumé. I’m not seeking any higher office, and I don’t like flying in helicopters — I never understood how those things got off the ground anyway. I am running for one reason and one reason only, and that is to change a state headed in the wrong direction and to come back here and raise grandchildren. When you get to that point in political life, it is really comfortable.”
In the very nascent campaigns, all four men find themselves in fairly comfortable spots, with name recognition giving them a fund-raising edge over primary competitors. All are largely ahead in opinion polls.
Opponents say the comeback candidates demonstrate their state parties’ lack of a political bench. But the calculation that these former governors could win, coupled with the warm reception they often find on the trail, also reflects a desperation among constituents both for the go-go years of the past and for tested hands. 
“It is the political version of comfort food,” said David A. Yepsen, the director of the Paul Simon Public Policy Institute, who covered decades of political races for The Des Moines Register. “At the time those people had their last outing there was a lot of unhappiness with them, but people tend to look at the past through sepia-toned glasses.”
The tenures of each candidate, as well as the political climate they now enter, varies. Mr. Barnes was defeated by the current governor, Sonny Perdue, in large part over his move to remove a Confederate symbol from the state flag, which alienated white rural voters. The Georgia legislature, dominated for decades by Democrats, fell firmly in the hands of Republicans in 2004.
“He has considerable political skills and is still a forceful speaker,” said Merle Black, a professor of politics at Emory University. “Part of his problems was he did more talking than listening when he was governor.”
Mr. Branstad, 63, first elected in 1982, went on to be Iowa’s longest serving governor, ending his tenure in 1999. Until recently the president of Des Moines University, Mr. Branstad said he had become increasingly miffed over the state’s large budget deficits and scandals in its economic development office. 
“The economy now is not as bad as it was in the early ’80s when we closed 38 banks and farm land values dropped 63 percent,” he said. “Today interest rates are low, farm commodity prices are not bad and Iowa has a more diversified economy, but we have a governor and Legislature that went on a spending spree.”
Mr. Kitzhaber, who was an emergency room doctor before entering politics and for a while after, served as Oregon’s governor from 1995 to 2003, when he was barred by term limits from running again. With his signature boots and jeans, Mr. Kitzhaber looks somewhat locked in time, the way that river-rafting, fly-fishing, trail-hiking men seem to keep their youthful appearance. 
“I’m 62 years old,” he said, “and I’ve got a house and a job I love and a 12-year-old son I am parenting.”
Mr. Kitzhaber was the most specific and most confident in his delivery of policy ideas among two Republican rivals and one Democrat before the Oregon Rural Electric Cooperative Association meeting here last week. 
“The funny thing about him is that he’s still got enthusiasm, he’s still energized and he’s not washed up,” said Lonny Sheffield, an electric supply company representative who attended the meeting.
Those old enough to remember Mr. Brown’s two terms as governor of California beginning in 1975 may recall a suave bachelor with a thick mane of hair who was famous for traipsing to Africa with the singer Linda Ronstadt, his onetime girlfriend. Now 71, he is bald, married and decidedly more law and order in his political thinking.
 Currently the state’s attorney general, Mr. Brown has yet to formally announce his candidacy and has no declared competitor within his party. As experience teaches in such circumstances, he has kept his campaign infrastructure minimal and his words, as it comes to the governor’s job, also minimal. 
Mr. Yepsen, of the Paul Simon Institute in Illinois, said Mr. Brown and the other former governors share at least one challenge: to benefit politically from being experienced (old) without seeming too experienced (old). 
 “If candidates are not careful,” he said, “the campaigns will rapidly turn into an argument about the past and not the future.”
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Charities Rise, Costing U.S. Billions in Tax Breaks




By STEPHANIE STROM


Published: December 5, 2009 



The number of organizations that can offer their donors a tax break in the name of charity has grown more than 60 percent in the United States, to 1.1 million, in just a decade.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Experts say nonprofits are skillfully exploiting the tax code’s broad and elastic definition of what constitutes such a charity, making it difficult for the Internal Revenue Service, which must bless them, to say no. The agency approved 99 percent of the applications for public charity status last year, according to a new study by students at Stanford University — or more than one every 10 to 15 minutes.
Take the Woohoo Sistahs, a social club that won approval last year. Its 50 or so members meet regularly over drinks and dinner in the Hampton Roads area of Virginia and raise money for cancer research and other causes through walkathons and sales held in retailers’ parking lots.
What the Sistahs do is not so different from what the Shriners have done for decades to raise money for their hospitals — except that the Sistahs can offer their donors a tax break that the Shriners cannot because decades ago they registered as  a different type of charity with the I.R.S. (Direct donation to Shriners hospitals are deductible.)
The $300 billion donated to charities last year cost the federal government more than $50 billion in lost tax revenue.
 “Especially during these tough economic times, it’s troubling to hear we are increasing the number of these organizations at such a rapid pace,” said Representative Xavier Becerra, a California Democrat who is one of the few members of Congress to pay attention to the nonprofit sector.
“It’s not free,” Mr. Becerra said, “and so we need to do something to make sure taxpayers are getting a big enough benefit in return.” 
Timothy Delaney, chief executive of the National Council of Nonprofits, agreed that the rapid increase in charities was an issue but said that addressing it would be extremely complicated. 
“What are we going to do?” Mr. Delaney asked. “Have some bureaucrat establish a quota for arts organizations? Or after-school programs?”
Jacki Gerber, a member of the Woohoo Sistahs, said her group believed it needed to register as a public charity. “You can’t say the Woohoo Sistahs are going to have this big party and go around to corporate folks and ask for financial sponsorship and donated raffle items without becoming a 501(c)(3),” she said.
Last year, the I.R.S. approved such groups as a charity formed to ensure a “chemical free” graduation party at a high school in Monticello, Minn.; two donkey rescue organizations; and two new chapters of the Sisters of Perpetual Indulgence, a group of cross-dressing “nuns” who recently raised more than $25,000 for AIDS treatment and other causes with an event featuring a live S-and-M show.
Founders of new charities defend their value.
 “There’s a real need for us,” said Ann Firestone, co-founder of Save Your Ass Long-Ear Rescue, a donkey and mule refuge in Vermont. “These days, people just can’t afford to keep these animals, and we take care of them until they find a new home. So I think we’re pretty worthwhile — though I can’t say that everyone who runs a nonprofit is.”
The tax code defines public charities as organizations that are “religious, educational, charitable, scientific, literary, testing for public safety, to foster national or international amateur sports competition or prevention of cruelty to animals.” Almost any type of activity fits that definition, and most applicants seek that status because — unlike the more than 25 other categories of tax-exempt organizations — it allows their donors to take a tax deduction for their gifts. 
Organizations in the other categories include groups like chambers of commerce, the National Rifle Association and private golf clubs. The I.R.S. received some 3,600 applications from those types of organizations last year, compared with more than 40,000 applications from those seeking designation as a public charity.
In most years, less than 5 percent of the applications for public charity status were turned down.
 While no one contends that even a small portion of the new charities are fraudulent, critics argue that the I.R.S. and state regulators cannot keep up with the growth of charities — and therefore cannot possibly determine whether the applicants are adhering to state and federal regulations and laws. 
Indeed, the students at Stanford found that while the I.R.S.’s electronic database records more than 40,000 new charities, its much more widely circulated annual Data Book puts the figure at more than 50,000, a discrepancy of more than 20 percent.
“It just seems utterly implausible that anyone can be doing due diligence in any way that constitutes a serious review of the applicant, let alone keeping an eye on them after they are approved,” said Rob Reich, an associate professor of political science at Stanford, whose students did the study on the growth of charities, titled “Anything Goes: Approval of Nonprofit Status by the I.R.S.” 
“Why bother to have a review at all if you only reject 0.5 percent of the applicants?” he   said.
Dean Zerbe, who in his former job as tax counsel to the Senate Finance Committee tried to curb expansion in the sector, shares that view. Mr. Zerbe says organizations seeking tax exemption should be urged to make sure they are not duplicating something others are already doing or to work through a charitable giving fund.
The I.R.S. sees things differently and is proud of its work toward streamlining the process of obtaining exemption as a public charity, which had been criticized by the agency’s own national taxpayer advocate, Nina E. Olson.
Lois G. Lerner, director of the I.R.S.’s exempt organizations division, said that when she came to the agency in 2001, “there was one approval process.” 
“You submitted your application, it sat and sat on a shelf until someone was ready to take it up, and all the applications were worked in-depth, regardless of what kind of organization was seeking exemption,” she said.
“What we’ve learned,” Ms. Lerner added, “is that we don’t need to take the same kind of look at a large hospital and at a local soccer group.”
She said the agency had built scrutiny into its approval process. “We’re asking them questions and looking at things like whether they seem to be able to go forward as a compliant charity at the same time we’re educating them so they know what responsibilities they have if they’re approved,” she said.
Most new charities are more akin to the soccer group than the hospital.
The Red Nose Institute, a charity approved last year, needed donations to cover postage on the red clown noses it sends to American troops serving abroad. “We wanted to put smiles on their faces and relieve a little stress,” said Cheryl Herrington, a founder of the group and a psychiatric nurse who also works as a professional clown.
Ms. Herrington said the group  considered working with established charities but “decided that we didn’t want to get lost in the shuffle of other groups.”
“We are pretty unique,” she said.
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In Animated Videos, News and Guesswork Mix
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Animators in Taiwan simulate news events in videos like this one depicting speculation about Tiger Woods's recent accident.





By NOAM COHEN


Published: December 5, 2009 




Welcome to the  new world of Maybe Journalism — a best guess at the news as it might well have been, rendered as a video game and built on a bed of pure surmise.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
A computer-generated “news report” of the Tiger Woods S.U.V. crash — complete with a robotic-looking simulation of Mr. Woods’s wife chasing him with a golf club  — has become a top  global online video of the moment, perhaps offering a glimpse at the future of journalism, tabloid division.  (No matter that the police said she was using the club to release Mr. Woods from the car.)
The minute-and-a-half-long digitally animated piece was created by Next Media, a Hong Kong-based company with gossipy newspapers in Hong Kong and Taiwan. The video is  one of more than 20  the company releases a day, often depicting events that no journalist actually witnessed — and that may not have even occurred. 
The animation unit, which works out of the same building as the company’s Taiwanese newspaper,  Apple Daily,  has dozens of programmers, designers, animators, even actors on its staff, said Daisy Li, who is responsible for  scripting  the  videos. 
The animated “reports” began in November and are based on information gleaned from the Web and Apple Daily’s own reporting, making what the staff considers to be informed guesses about how events unfolded and giving a vividness and a sense of concrete reality to what is basically conjecture.
 “I am awestruck by this,” the MSNBC host Keith Olbermann, who had fun with the Woods animation on his show, wrote in an e-mail message. He was both appalled by the video and convinced that it was a harbinger of the future. “Yes,” he wrote, “this will be done by somebody, in this country, within six months.” 
The production values are not exactly Pixar-quality, and Ms. Li conceded that the designers were not so successful in capturing Mr. Woods’s appearance, though she said, “We got the skin color and hairstyle right.” 
Despite these obvious flaws, and a Chinese-only soundtrack, the Tiger Woods animation video has achieved global fame in the week  since it went online. There have been more than 1.7 million views on YouTube alone.
The ethical pitfalls in the videos are hard to miss. Ken A. Bode, a former national political correspondent for NBC News who is the Corporation for Public Broadcasting’s ombudsman, corrected a reporter who called the Woods video a “re-enactment.”
“That’s a creation,” he said. “How does any Taiwanese journalist know what happened between Tiger Woods and his wife?”
Mr. Woods, who, after the accident, acknowledged “transgressions” in his relationship with his wife, wrote on his blog that “the stories in particular that physical violence played any role in the car accident were utterly false and malicious.” Attempts to reach Mr. Woods for this article were unsuccessful.
Ms. Li, who manages those who write the scripts for the animated stories, said she believed that viewers understood what they were seeing. “Readers can differentiate that it is an illustration,” she said. “All of it was based on what was reported on the wires, on other Web sites.”
Apple Daily was introduced to Taiwan in 2003 by the tycoon Jimmy Lai, who publishes an older and more famous Apple Daily in Hong Kong. In addition to their sensationalist articles, Mr. Lai’s publications are known for being willing to needle the mainland Chinese government.
Most of the animated stories produced by Next Media are local news (typically 10 daily stories from Hong Kong, and 10 daily stories from Taiwan, with a few international ones), Ms. Li said. Recent offerings from Taiwan include a story about  a man attacking his grandmother, with a close-up of his foot stomping her. Another, with more than 100,000 views on YouTube, tells the story of a man who cut himself, then took an ambulance to drive to the hospital after scuffling with the ambulance driver.
“When a story happens, my team reports the story, gets the material, discusses the story with our sister company, an animation company,” Ms. Li said. “Their staff will draw up a story board.” 
Actors often play the people described in the story, including Mr. Woods and his wife, Elin Nordegren, she said, so that animators can capture the motion for the virtual characters to imitate.
The project has already faced sharp criticism in Taiwan, not for ethical lapses but for its depiction of violence and sex.
The city government in Taipei, Taiwan’s capital, recently fined Apple Daily $30,000 for violating a law protecting young people from exposure to obscenity on the Internet and banned the publication from city schools and libraries. (The line between print newspaper and video reports is quite porous: a bar code included in  some newspaper articles can link cellphone users  to  the animated videos.)  The newspaper initially bristled but later accepted the fine and agreed to print a warning about its content.
But fresh from the unexpected success of the Tiger Woods video, the media company has been delving into international news more, Ms. Li said.
Not surprisingly, there is already a new Tiger Woods animated story showing him texting a woman said to be a girlfriend  and meeting her in a nightclub, where he dances awkwardly.
“From our side, we have more work now,” Ms. Li said in an interview from Taipei. “There is international attention. We have to improve the quality. There are definitely a lot of opportunities.”
She said the animation project had been more than two years in the planning, part of Mr. Lai’s vision to make news more relevant to young people.
“There was a lot of discussion of the future of newspapers; the print version of newspapers is shrinking,” she said, adding, “The young people don’t like to read the newspaper.”
Such computer-animated videos have found a utility beyond tabloid news. In the trial in Italy of the American college student Amanda Knox, which ended Friday in murder convictions for her and her Italian former boyfriend,  prosecutors played a video-game-like animation to the jury showing how they believed her housemate was killed.
Gert K. Nielsen, a Danish news graphic consultant, said he considered himself part of a minority that viewed the story in a news illustration more important than getting every detail correct. 
“If you don’t know if the neighbor’s car is red or black, that shouldn’t stop you from doing a graphic,” he said. But with its made-up story and use of “thought balloons” to describe what Ms. Nordegren was thinking, he said, “I think that the guys at Apple Daily are too crazy even for my taste.”
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The War in Pashtunistan
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 By SCOTT SHANE

 Published: December 5, 2009






WASHINGTON — The plan
President Obama unveiled last week for Years 9 and 10 of the war in Afghanistan left a basic question begging for an answer: If Al Qaeda is the threat, and Al Qaeda is in Pakistan, why send another 30,000 troops to Afghanistan?		
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ON PATROL G.I.'s in the Korengal Valley last April had to fight off an attack on their way to meet with tribal elders.                             







In his address Tuesday night, the president mentioned Pakistan and the Pakistanis some 25 times, and called Pakistan and Afghanistan  collectively “the epicenter of the violent extremism practiced by Al Qaeda.”		

But he might have had an easier time explaining what he was really proposing had he set the national boundaries aside and told Americans that the additional soldiers and marines were being sent to another land altogether: Pashtunistan.		

That land is not on any map, but it’s where leaders of Al Qaeda and the Taliban both hide. It straddles 1,000 miles of the 1,600-mile Afghan-Pakistani border. It is inhabited by the ethnic Pashtuns, a fiercely independent people that number 12 million on the Afghan side and 27 million on the Pakistani side. They have a language (Pashto), an elaborate traditional code of legal and moral conduct (Pashtunwali), a habit of crossing the largely unmarked border at will, and a centuries-long history of foreign interventions that ended badly for the foreigners.		

Whether Mr. Obama will have better luck there than President
George W. Bush, the Soviet Politburo and British prime ministers back to the early 19th century remains to be seen. But it is there that the war will be fought, because it is there that the Taliban were spawned and where they now regroup, attack and find shelter, for themselves and their Qaeda guests.		

Today, the enemies of the United States are nearly all in Pashtunistan, an aspirational name coined long ago by advocates of an independent Pashtun homeland. From bases in the Pakistani part of it — the Federally Administered Tribal Areas toward the north and Baluchistan province in the south — Afghan Taliban leaders, who are Pashtuns, have plotted attacks against Afghanistan. It is also from the Pakistani side of Pashtunistan that Qaeda militants have plotted terrorism against the West.		

And the essential strategic problem for the Americans has been this: their enemy, so far, has been able to draw advantage from the border between the two nation-states by ignoring it, and the Americans have so far been hindered because they must respect it.		

That is because Pakistan and Afghanistan care deeply about their sovereign rights on either side of the line, but the Pashtuns themselves have never paid the boundary much regard since it was drawn by a British diplomat, Mortimer Durand, in 1893. “They don’t recognize the border,” said Shuja Nawaz, director of the South Asia Center at the Atlantic Council, a Washington policy group. “They never have. They never will.”		

And that has enormously complicated the war against the Taliban and Al Qaeda. The Taliban can plan an attack from Pakistan and execute it in Afghanistan. Their fighters — or Al Qaeda’s leaders — can slip across the border to flee, or to rejoin the battle. At the same time, the Americans can fight openly only in Afghanistan, not in Pakistan, and the Taliban know it.		

An American military officer who served at the border in 2003 and 2004 recalled Taliban fighters waving their rifles from the Pakistani side to taunt the Americans. “Our rules said we couldn’t follow them and we couldn’t shoot at them unless they shot at us,” the officer said. “But when we saw them over the border, we knew we should expect an attack that night. The only ones who recognized the border were us, with our G.P.S.”		

That has been changing all year, however, and it is about to change even more, as the Americans gear up for an intensified war on both sides of the line simultaneously. The dispatch of 30,000 additional Americans to the Afghan side of the border will occur simultaneously with more intensive missile strikes from drone aircraft and Pakistani army offensives on the other side.		

Ever since
Osama bin Laden escaped American forces in December 2001, crossing the mountains of Tora Bora from Afghanistan into Pakistan, American strategists have spoken of a “hammer and anvil” strategy to crush the militants. Until now, the border has proven so porous, and Pakistani governments so squeamish about a fight, that the American hammer in Afghanistan was pounding Taliban fighters there against a Pakistani pillow, not an anvil.		

Now, Mr. Obama’s added troops are likely to be concentrated in the Taliban stronghold in Helmand and Kandahar in southern Afghanistan, and near Khost in the east. At the same time, the president has approved a major intensification of drone strikes in Pakistan, even as the Pakistani army continues a campaign against the militants launched this fall in South Waziristan, following on a counterattack that swept militants last spring from the Swat Valley.		

“We finally have an opportunity to do a real hammer-and-anvil strategy on the border,” said Michael O’Hanlon, a senior fellow at the Brookings Institution who follows the Afghan war. “We’ve never done it before because we’ve had insufficient strength on both sides of the border or insufficient political will on the Pakistani side.” For years, in fact, Pakistani intelligence has played a double game with Islamist extremists, nurturing them as a force to use against Pakistan’s archrival India in the disputed territory of Kashmir and helping create the Taliban as a buffer against Indian influence in Afghanistan.		

But as the mujahedeen who fought the Soviets in Afghanistan in the 1980s later turned on their American benefactors, so some militants in Pakistan have begun attacking the state that once encouraged them. Many in the Pakistani elite were stunned by the emergence in 2007 of the Pakistani Taliban and by the subsequent campaign of terrorist attacks against Pakistan’s power structure, including the assassination of
Benazir Bhutto, suicide bombings in cities and an attack on the army headquarters in Rawalpindi in October.		

On Friday, the militants struck again, storming a mosque near the army headquarters, spraying the crowd at Friday prayers with gunfire, hurling grenades and blowing themselves up. At least 36 worshippers were killed, including several high-ranking military officials.		

The slaughter has changed the attitude of many Pakistanis, including government officials, about the wisdom of tolerating radical groups. And since last year, Pakistan has offered quiet but crucial support for the C.I.A.’s use of missile-firing drones, including intelligence on militants’ whereabouts.		

“Now the Pakistanis are convinced they’ve crossed the Rubicon,” said one former C.I.A. officer with long experience in the region. “They know they can’t do half measures.”		

Still, Pakistan is deeply divided, conditioned for decades to focus its security concerns on India. Popular opinion runs strongly against the United States. And Obama administration officials say they have not yet won Islamabad’s support for major elements of the new war strategy.		

Most significantly, Pakistan has yet to agree to go after the leaders of the Afghan Taliban, or to permit American drones to hunt them in the province of Baluchistan, across the border from their former Afghani base in Kandahar. Mullah
Muhammad Omar, the cleric to whom even Mr. bin Laden has pledged fealty, operates now from near the Pakistani city of Quetta, as he helps oversee the Taliban resurgence in Afghanistan.		

And history offers unnerving precedent for the Americans. In Waziristan, the patch of Pakistan where the Central Intelligence Agency now kills militants with missiles fired from drones, the British conducted what may have been history’s first counterinsurgency air campaign, bombing from biplanes between 1919 and 1925.		

Mr. Nawaz, of the Atlantic Council, whose grandfather fought with the British in Waziristan in 1901, said he saw in the shifting American policies an echo of the British experience; the British found themselves caught for decades in a cycle of rebellion, brutal suppression, payoffs for tribal leaders, and then a period of peace followed by a new rebellion.		

Given the realistic time limits to American involvement, he said, the best possible outcome may be modest: “to force the Taliban to come to terms and allow the U.S. an exit.”		

But even the prospect of an exit has hazards for the United States. The long Pashtun experience with war has taught them to favor those who look like winners, which is why the Taliban’s successes in the last few years have lured fighters to their side. “Our best hope for success,” said Andrew M. Exum, who fought in Afghanistan as an Army captain in 2002 and 2004 and returned as a civilian adviser this year, “is to fundamentally alter the balance of power in a way that favors the Afghan security forces over the Afghan Taliban.”		

In other words, the fate of Mr. Obama’s surge depends a lot on the hearts and minds of the Pashtuns — and who seems a winner.		

In Congressional testimony last week,
Robert M. Gates, the defense secretary, said that was where the American interest comes in: A Taliban victory, he said, could give Al Qaeda not just a physical haven but a philosophical victory with profound consequences. “The lesson of the Taliban’s revival for Al Qaeda is that time and will are on their side, that with a Western defeat they could regain their strength and achieve a major strategic victory,” Mr. Gates said. “Rolling back the Taliban is now necessary, even if not sufficient, to the ultimate defeat of Al Qaeda.”		
 






 







A version of this article appeared in print on December 6, 2009, on page WK1  of the New York edition.
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On the Hill



Obama’s War, Democrats’ Unease




By CARL HULSE


Published: December 5, 2009 




Congressional Democrats successfully capitalized on antiwar anger aimed at the White House in the last two elections. Now, the commander in chief presiding over a troop buildup is not a Republican, but one of their own — a fact likely to add to Democratic difficulties in what was already looming as a treacherous midterm election.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
At a minimum, President Obama’s decision to send an additional 30,000 troops to Afghanistan could hold down the enthusiasm, and perhaps the desire to contribute, of voters who backed Mr. Obama and Congressional Democrats in the expectation that they would wind down conflicts in Iraq and Afghanistan.
Any depression of Democratic support could be problematic. Given the public’s frustration over economic turmoil, which is threatening the governing party, Democrats will need every vote they can get.
“If the left is as antiwar as I believe they are, why would they turn out to elect more Democrats who might support the president’s policy in Afghanistan?” asked Senator John Cornyn of Texas, chairman of the National Republican Senatorial Committee. “It creates a real split and perhaps demoralizes Democrats.”
The president’s war plan has already injected a volatile element into Democratic primaries, with candidates in developing races around the country taking sides on what could be a defining issue in primary battles. 
In Pennsylvania, Senator Arlen Specter, a former Republican who converted to the Democratic Party this year, quickly staked out a position in opposition to the troop escalation, while his opponent, Representative Joe Sestak, a former military officer who has been trying to run to the left of Mr. Specter, came out in favor it. 
Other House and Senate candidates have seized on the buildup, siding both for and against it, making it likely that the president’s Afghanistan policy will be a central topic in primary races and perhaps general elections as well.
With national liberal advocacy groups already mobilizing against the troop increase, the president’s policy could conceivably prompt additional primary contests against Democratic incumbents, forcing them into races that consume money before general election showdowns with Republicans. Even if they do not instigate primaries, some advocacy groups can be expected to run advertisements and stage rallies against Democrats backing the escalation.
Despite the possible negative impact, Democrats and some experts do see a potential benefit arising out of the party division over how to proceed in Afghanistan. 
For the most vulnerable Democrats — those in more conservative states and districts — a vote on the troop escalation presents an opportunity to side with Republicans on a national security issue. At the same time, it would allow a lawmaker to showcase a split with the liberal forces of the party and perhaps — depending on her ultimate view — with Speaker Nancy Pelosi herself.
“That will help some Democrats in moderate districts, because it cuts into Republican opponents running against them as out-of-touch liberals,” said Martin Frost, a former congressman from Texas who headed the Democratic Congressional Campaign Committee during his tenure. “It is harder for a Republican opponent to go after the Democrat in a moderate district who votes with the president on the war.”
Mr. Frost, who was engaged in voter turnout efforts in the last election, said a stance in favor of the buildup could spur criticism from some Democratic constituents. But he said it was unlikely that those voters would then turn around and support a Republican.
“They might make life difficult for the Democrat, but they are not going to stay home,” he said.
Some top Democrats played down the electoral ramifications of Mr. Obama’s Afghanistan policy, saying the president was simply fulfilling his campaign promise to return the American military focus from Iraq to Afghanistan and its potential as a base of terrorism operations. 
According to this view, the real test will come in 2011, when Mr. Obama will have to choose whether to follow through on his commitment to begin removing troops from Afghanistan as he presumably starts up his own re-election campaign. 
Democratic strategists say that if nothing else, division over the Afghanistan policy could provide a distraction next year when party leaders had hoped to be free to focus on job creation and deficit reduction — two issues with appeal to independents. And a vote on spending $30 billion or more for the additional troops is not likely to come before next spring, pushing the contentious subject even closer to election season.
While Ms. Pelosi acknowledged that Afghanistan is a difficult internal matter for Democrats, she said she did not anticipate that the troop buildup would be an overriding issue in the midterm elections. She said Democrats would be judged more on how they handle persistent national unemployment and the overall economy.
“Meeting the needs of America’s families and seeing the progress that they make is what is important to us and to the president,” she said. “We’ll measure our success in that way and, hopefully, the American people will too in the next election.” 
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Toll Stirs Anger in Russian Nightclub Fire
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Relatives of the victims of a Friday night fire at a nightclub in Perm, Russia, gathered Saturday.





By CLIFFORD J. LEVY


Published: December 5, 2009 




MOSCOW — The master of ceremonies at the nightclub was cracking jokes late on Friday, surrounded by hundreds of people eating sushi and dancing with drinks in hand, when a pyrotechnic display ignited a plastic ceiling decorated with twigs. “Ladies and gentlemen!” the M.C. shouted. “We are on fire! Leave the hall!” 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
A stampede ensued that ended in one of Russia’s worst calamities in recent memory. The authorities said Saturday that 109 people died — from the blaze or in the crush of people fleeing — and that more than 130 were injured in the central Russian city of Perm. Many of them were hospitalized in critical condition with severe burns.
Bodies were piled up outside the club in the early-morning cold on Saturday as traumatized survivors, their clothes seared by flames, and others searched for loved ones, witnesses said.
“It was horrible,” Andrei Klimenko, 30, a computer technician who lives in the same building as the nightclub, said in a telephone interview from Perm.
“I have never been witness to anything like that,” he said. “I remember seeing one guy who kept screaming, ‘Where is my sister?’ And no one could calm him down. Another man shouted that he had lost his son, and he could not control himself.”
The high number of deaths reflected Russia’s longstanding problem with fire safety. Blazes in apartment buildings, nightclubs, health-care centers and other such facilities regularly cause heavy losses, in large part because of poor regulation of safety and building codes.
The owner and executive director of the Perm nightclub, the Lame Horse, were arrested Saturday, as were three other workers. 
The nightclub had been fined before by inspectors for unsafe conditions, and it did not have a permit to use pyrotechnics indoors, officials said.
On Friday night, the nightclub was holding an eighth-anniversary party, which was promoted on its Web site. “Guests dressed as newborn babies are admitted free until midnight,” the Web site said. Amateur video shot at the restaurant and broadcast on Russian television showed a routine boisterous party. Professional dancers performed to “We Will Rock You” by Queen, and then the M.C. took the stage.
When sparks from pyrotechnic fountains hit the suspended ceiling, many people at first did not seem to understand the danger, but fear escalated as flames and smoke spread. “Everyone rushed out,” a woman who was at the nightclub told reporters. “People just broke down the doors because panic began. Everything was filled with smoke and you could not see anything.”
The suspended ceiling was apparently a sheet of plastic covered with twigs, intended to create a rustic look. Svetlana Kuvshinova, a witness, told The Associated Press that the blaze swiftly consumed twigs. “The fire took seconds to spread,” Ms. Kuvshinova said. “It was like a dry haystack. There was only one way out. They nearly stampeded me.”
Most of those who died suffered from smoke inhalation or were crushed, officials said. On Saturday afternoon, people began lining up at the morgue in Perm, 700 miles northeast of Moscow, to try to identify relatives and friends.
Russia’s president, Dmitri A. Medvedev, declared that Monday would be a national day of mourning and demanded that the nightclub’s owner and senior workers be punished. “First of all, they had neither brains nor a conscience,” Mr. Medvedev said at a meeting with senior government ministers. “Secondly, they were completely indifferent to what happened. I watched a report — they even fled.”
The authorities said there was no evidence of terrorism. Russia has been tense since a luxury train traveling to St. Petersburg from Moscow derailed on Nov. 27 after a bomb was placed on the tracks, killing 26 people. The culprits have not been identified.
The Perm fire seemed to be similar to one that occurred in Rhode Island in 2003 when pyrotechnics at a rock concert touched off a blaze that killed 100 people.
Mr. Klimenko, the computer technician who lives in the Perm nightclub’s building, said he smelled smoke from his fourth-floor apartment and went to his balcony to see what was happening. He said people at first left the nightclub slowly, some still carrying drinks. 
As the crowd outside increased, people began crying and shouting names, trying to locate relatives and friends, Mr. Klimenko said. Fire trucks and ambulances showed up relatively quickly, but it already seemed too late, he said.
The fire did not spread to the rest of the building. He said that when he went downstairs, he saw roughly 30 bodies lying on the ground in one area next to the club, and another 30 nearby. They had been carried out by rescue personnel.
Located at the foothills of the Ural Mountains, Perm was once an industrial and military center that was closed to foreigners for much of the Soviet era. It is one of Russia’s largest cities, with a population of roughly one million, and has sought to rebrand itself as a thriving cultural center.
But lately, it has seemed to some residents to be ill fated. An Aeroflot plane from Moscow crashed on the outskirts of Perm in 2008 as it was landing, killing 88 people. In October, a video of an out-of-control bus ramming into numerous cars in Perm circulated widely on the Internet.
Last month, the Perm police arrested three homeless men and charged them with killing another man, eating part of him and trying to sell the remainder to a restaurant.
Konstantin Dolganovsky, a writer in Perm, said in a telephone interview that all day long on Saturday, he received calls from despondent friends in the city.
“Everyone keeps thinking — what is happening to us?” Mr. Dolganovsky said. “And I don’t know how to answer them. All these things have occurred, and no one can understand it.”
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Threats Against Obama Spiked Early




By JEFF ZELENY and JIM RUTENBERG


Published: December 5, 2009 



WASHINGTON — The young Marine’s rogue mission, laid out with maps and photographs, was as straightforward as it was chilling. He called it Operation Patriot.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The Marine, Kody Brittingham, a 20-year-old lance corporal, wrote that he had taken an oath to “protect against all enemies, both foreign and domestic.” In a signed “letter of intent,” tucked away in his barracks at Camp Lejeune, he identified a “domestic enemy” he planned to eliminate last winter: President Obama.
The details of this threat, which were revealed at his arraignment hearing in North Carolina, have not previously been reported. Mr. Brittingham pleaded guilty in August and awaits sentencing on charges of threatening to kill the president and attempted armed robbery. 
It is one of the cases in a spike of threats against Mr. Obama before his inauguration and in the early months of his presidency, raising deep concerns inside the Secret Service and at the White House.
The threats have leveled off in recent months, officials said, and Mr. Obama now receives about the same as his two most recent predecessors. But several officials said they took no solace that the volume of reports had receded because it was the nature of the threats that concern them and because the factors behind the increase remain — Mr. Obama’s race prime among them. 
While the story of the Virginia couple who crashed a state dinner last month has drawn much attention to the security around Mr. Obama, it is threats from far beyond the White House gates that have most turned up the pressure on the Secret Service.
 “It only takes one case to ripen to really change the entire dynamic of the country,” said Homeland Security Secretary Janet Napolitano, whose department oversees the Secret Service. “This has to be a zero failure performance.”
The agency has expanded its Internet Threat Desk, where online threats are monitored and investigated. Ms. Napolitano goes to the White House each month to review threats against Mr. Obama with Rahm Emanuel, the president’s chief of staff. At a time when the administration and Congress are looking for ways to trim federal spending, the Secret Service is often asked what more it needs.
A review of dozens of court records and police reports by The New York Times uncovered an array of cases, most of which did not gain public attention even as they rang alarm bells at some of the highest levels of the government. Some involved suspects with a history of violence or mental illness and easy access to guns and explosives, while others involved men whose menacing talk was ultimately deemed to be just that by the authorities.
An airport security guard in New Jersey, who had 43 guns and allegedly hollow-point bullets at home, was charged with making threats against a president after co-workers told the authorities that he had talked about cutting a hole in a fence to shoot Mr. Obama on the day before the president was to land at Newark International Airport. 
The man, John Brek, spent 29 days in jail, which was counted as time served on a lesser charge after the local authorities deemed that he was not a threat. “He’s a talker,” said an Essex County prosecutor on the case, Keith Harvest. (In an interview, Mr. Brek said he had only pointed to the hole in the fence as a potential security breach.)
An Arizona pastor drew the attention of agents after he delivered a sermon that included pleas for Mr. Obama’s death at the very time he and his family visited the state. 
While cases involving heated political rhetoric are seldom prosecuted, they are often investigated by the authorities, including the case of a Republican candidate for governor in Idaho who made a hunting-season joke about “Obama tags.” “We’d buy some of those,” he said.
The Secret Service  also checked in with a Pennsylvania newspaper that ran a classified advertisement placed by a customer, which declared: “May Obama follow in the steps of Lincoln, Garfield, McKinley and Kennedy,” and with a Florida radio talk show host who bantered with an anti-Obama listener, who allegedly discussed his frustration with Mr. Obama by saying he was practicing his shooting skills.
 “We don’t have the luxury of saying, ‘That’s just a political statement,’ ” said Edwin Donovan, a spokesman for the Secret Service. “We don’t know someone’s intent until we go out and ask them about it.”
The couple that gained access to the state dinner, which led to three agents being placed on administrative leave, is the only known example of a misstep by the Secret Service in its handling of Mr. Obama’s security. But the White House acknowledged in its own investigation that its staff members also could have done more to prevent the breach. 
Many of the reported threats against Mr. Obama bear a resemblance to those against President George W. Bush, who in his last year in office faced alleged threats from at least two men — one in Maine, the other in Louisiana — who the authorities said were found to have possessed weapons, records show.
Yet officials acknowledge in interviews that every president faces new twists and that the nature of the reports can even vary between political parties — though, as the first black president, Mr. Obama draws many threats uniquely his own. He began receiving Secret Service protection in May 2007, well before he emerged as the likely Democratic nominee, because of threats against him. At the time, he urged voters to “stop worrying” about his safety, fearful that it could hurt his political chances. 
In the later stages of the campaign, the authorities uncovered at least two alleged race-inspired plots to assassinate Mr. Obama — one during the Democratic convention in Denver that was ultimately deemed not a “credible threat,” another involving skinheads from Arkansas and Tennessee. 
They have tracked several potential threats since then, including from a man in La Mesa, Calif., who allegedly posted two racially charged missives against Mr. Obama on a Yahoo message board with the words “he will have a 50 cal in the head soon.” 
 While the big increase in threats against Mr. Obama took place in the first four months of his presidency, officials say the depressed economy has contributed to an increase in antigovernment sentiment, which particularly alarmed federal officials over the summer. 
“They are absolutely totally aware that the spike did occur, and they are watching for any trends that would indicate it’s going to spike again,” said W. Ralph Basham, a former director of the service who keeps in contact with Mark Sullivan, the current director. 
Making the job that much more difficult, Mr. Basham said, is that many would-be assassins do not telegraph their intentions loudly enough to tip off the Secret Service.
Indeed, records in the case of Mr. Brittingham — which prosecutors, the Secret Service and defense lawyers would not discuss in detail — indicate that agents would not have found out about his plot had he not been arrested in connection with an attempted armed robbery in December.
In the court appearance last August, when Mr. Brittingham pleaded guilty, federal prosecutors said the Secret Service learned about the assassination plot after his arrest, when Marine officials searched a barracks at Camp Lejeune and discovered detailed maps of the Capitol building and photographs of Mr. Obama along with his vital statistics. 
One of the prosecutors, Eric Evenson, told the judge that a witness reported that Mr. Brittingham had said, “We are the Marines fighting Osama, we should do the same for Obama.” 
The documents found at the barracks indicated that Mr. Brittingham was focusing on an attempt in Washington. But, had he not been arrested, he would have conceivably had another opportunity, when Mr. Obama visited Camp Lejeune in February.
Asked if extra precautions were taken for that visit given the Brittingham case, Mr. Donovan, the Secret Service spokesman, said, “There are no extra precautions to take, since we put forth the maximum effort all the time.”
Kitty Bennett contributed reporting.
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Apple’s Game Changer, Downloading Now
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By JENNA WORTHAM


Published: December 5, 2009 




IAN LYNCH SMITH, a shaggy-haired ball of energy in his late 30s, beams as he ticks off some of the games that Freeverse, his little Brooklyn software company, has landed on the iPhone App Store’s coveted (and ever-changing) list of best-selling downloads: Moto Chaser, Flick Fishing, Flick Bowling and Skee-ball.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Skee-ball, Mr. Smith says, took about two months to develop and deploy and then raked in $181,000 for Freeverse in one month. The company’s  latest bid for App Store fame? A  game featuring a Jane Austen character in a lacy dress who karate-chops her way through hordes of advancing zombies.
“There’s never been anything like this experience for mobile software,” Mr. Smith says of the App Store boom. “This is the future of digital distribution for everything: software, games, entertainment, all kinds of content.”
As the App Store evolves from a kitschy catalog of novelty applications into what analysts and aficionados describe as a platform that is rapidly transforming mobile computing and telephony, it is changing the goals and testing the patience of developers, bolstering sales of the Apple motherships the applications ride upon — the iPhone and iPod Touch — and causing Apple’s competitors to overhaul their product lines and business models. It even threatens to open chinks in Apple’s own corporate armor.
Thanks in large part to the iPhone, introduced in 2007, and the App Store, which opened its doors last year, smartphones have become the Swiss Army knives of the digital age. 
They provide a staggering arsenal of functions and tools at the swipe of a finger: e-mail and text messaging, video and photography, maps and turn-by-turn navigation, media and books, music and games, mobile shopping, and even wireless keys that remotely unlock cars.
“Apple changed the view of what you can do with that small phone in your back pocket,” says Katy Huberty, a Morgan Stanley analyst. “Applications make the smartphone trend a revolutionary trend — one we haven’t seen in consumer technology for many years.”
Ms. Huberty likens the advent of the App Store and the iPhone to AOL’s pioneering role in driving broad-based consumer adoption of the Internet in the 1990s. She also draws comparisons to ways in which laptops have upended industry assumptions about consumer preferences and desktop computing. But, she notes, something even more profound may now be afoot.
“The iPhone is something different. It’s changing our behavior,” she says. “The game that Apple is playing is to become the Microsoft of the smartphone market.” 
The popularity of Apple’s app model has reached a fever pitch. Tens of thousands of independent developers are clamoring to write programs for it, and the App Store’s virtual shelves are stocked with more than 100,000 applications. Apple recently said that consumers had downloaded more than two billion applications from its store.
Major players like Research in Motion (maker of the BlackBerry), Palm (maker of the Pre), Google (maker of the Android mobile operating system) and Microsoft (maker of Windows Mobile) are taking note and scrambling to replicate the App Store frenzy.
App fever has even prompted cities like New York and San Francisco to open reservoirs of city data to the public to spur software developers to create hyperlocal applications for computers and phones.
One need not look further than the lobby of Apple’s headquarters in Cupertino, Calif., to see that the iPhone and applications that run on it are centerpieces of the company’s mobile strategy. Planted squarely in the lobby of the main office, at 1 Infinite Loop, is an impressive, 24-foot-wide array built out of 20 LED screens populated with 20,000 tiny, brightly colored icons.
As Philip W. Schiller, head of worldwide product marketing at Apple, describes how the wall works — each time an application is purchased, the corresponding icon on the electronic billboard jiggles, causing its neighbors to ripple in unison — he, too, becomes animated.
Normally reserved and on message, Mr. Schiller waves his hands back and forth and allows his voice to ascend into giddy registers as he speaks about the potential unleashed by the App Store.
“I absolutely think this is the future of great software development and distribution,” Mr. Schiller says. “The idea that anyone, all the way from an individual to a large company, can create software that is innovative and be carried around in a customer’s pocket is just exploding. It’s a breakthrough, and that is the future, and every software developer sees it.”
APPLE cloaks most of its inner workings in a shroud of secrecy — a tactic that has helped preserve the company’s mystique and generate intense interest in its product rollouts. 
But the App Store relies on vast cadres of outside developers to populate its virtual shelves with products, leaving Apple in the unfamiliar and at times uncomfortable position of having to collaborate with folks who haven’t drunk the company’s corporate Kool-Aid.
This has led Apple to be deeply supportive of developers once shunned by big telecommunications companies, while also frustrating many of them more recently with what developers see as the company’s inscrutable and arbitrary process for accepting programs into the App Store. 
Apple frames the issue differently.
“I think, by and large, we do a very good job there,” Mr. Schiller said. “Sometimes we make a judgment call both ways, that people give us feedback on, either rejecting something that perhaps on second consideration shouldn’t be, or accepting something that on second consideration shouldn’t be.”
For Apple, the review process is a necessary evil. The company places high value on what it describes as “customer trust,” or the idea that users have faith that an application distributed on the iPhone won’t crash the platform, steal personal information or contain illegal content. 
Mr. Schiller says the majority of applications sail through the review with no difficulty, and those that do require greater scrutiny are largely those that are slowed down by bugs or glitches in the coding. 
“We care deeply about the feedback, both good and bad,” he says. “While there are some complaints, they are just a small fraction of what happens in the process.” 
Apple says it receives more than 10,000 application submissions each week. Most become available in the App Store within two weeks (creating yet another problem: the difficulty consumers have in efficiently and effectively trolling through 100,000 apps to find hidden gems they hadn’t known about).
Still, the App Store is markedly better than the alternative, says Peter Farago, a marketing executive at Flurry, a mobile analytics company in San Francisco. Gone are the days when mobile developers had to negotiate with major telecommunications companies if they had any hopes of publishing their applications on a mobile phone.
“It took six to nine months to build a relationship with a carrier, maybe a quarter-million to get the infrastructure built, and the company took 50 percent or more from each dollar,” Mr. Farago says, a process that limited access to mobile platforms. “Apple has helped create a much healthier middle class of developers and expanded the pie for everyone.” 
Apple pockets 30 percent of the revenue earned by any App Store program, with developers keeping the balance. Although barriers to entry for software developers have dropped considerably, Mr. Farago acknowledges that “friction points have changed.”
Developers now cite instances in which applications have been held in approval limbo, neither accepted nor rejected for months. And as bigger companies begin churning out programs, the smaller, garage-size outfits worry that they will be squeezed out. 
FreedomVoice Systems, a company in San Diego, couldn’t wait to roll out a mobile version of its telephone software for the iPhone. The company submitted an application to the App Store last year and excitedly waited. And waited. And kept waiting. 
“We’re facing 396 days with no contact from Apple,” says Eric Thomas, chief executive of FreedomVoice. “The app has been ‘pending’ in the App Store for a year.”
 Mr. Thomas says he understands that it is Apple’s decision whether to accept his app. “But the idea they wouldn’t tell us it was a no — or even why — so we could try to do something about it,” he said, “is a very strange and unneighborly approach.”
Freeverse, which Mr. Smith founded in 1994, also creates games and desktop programs for computers. But like legions of other software developers, the company shifted its focus to the iPhone as the popularity of the device skyrocketed. But that doesn’t mean it’s been an easy road to riches. 
“For our size and seriousness, we are still treated like a college freshman who is doing this as a side project,” Mr. Smith says. “The trade-off being that there is a much lower barrier to entry for developers. Anyone can have a shot.”
No one knows that better than Cerulean Studios, a software firm in Brookfield, Conn. After e-mail generated only automated responses from Apple for three months, Cerulean got a call in November from an Apple employee. 
“He didn’t say much, just that our app would be going live in the App Store that afternoon,” recalls Scott Werndorfer, a co-founder of Cerulean. “We knew what we were getting into with Apple. They want everything to be pixel perfect, and you have to play ball by their rules.”
Some Apple developers are willing to go to greater lengths — underground — to avoid dealing with Apple’s policies and to get their software out quickly and on their own terms. To do that, they create programs for “jailbroken” iPhones and iPod Touches. Such devices are modified to allow anyone to upload a program onto them, which Apple says is illegal.
“Developers are just tired of the review process and navigating opaque hurdles,” says Mario Ciabarra, who operates Rock Your Phone, an online storefront containing a small catalog of applications for jailbroken iPhones. “They’ve been defecting to the jailbroken community or other platforms, such as Android. That demand has created the marketplace for our products and attracted developers.”
Mr. Ciabarra says about 1.5 million iPhones have visited his storefront, an impressive figure though still a small fraction of the 50 million iPhones and iPod Touches that Apple says it has sold. 
As the App Store has matured, so has the need to come up with more sophisticated ways to profit from it. Simply having a great application is not enough. Bart Decrem, chief executive of Tapulous, a start-up company that publishes musical rhythm games, recalls the early days when it was enough to develop a shiny application that used the iPhone. 
The company’s first game, Tap Tap Revenge, was available in the App Store when it opened in 2008. It quickly climbed the store’s charts, and Apple eventually ranked it as the most popular free iPhone game that year. 
These days, Mr. Decrem says, that kind of instant and relatively easy success is much rarer because more companies are competing in the App Store. They include giant game publishers like Electronic Arts, which recently released a version of its popular video game Rock Band for the iPhone.
“It’s still the Wild West, but the stakes are higher,” Mr. Decrem says. 
Tapulous has begun working with record labels and musicians to introduce paid special editions of Tap Tap Revenge featuring big-name artists. “Simply selling applications is ultimately not a scalable model,” he says.
IT’S unclear how concerned Apple is about some of the tensions swirling around the App Store. The company’s App Store policies have faced criticism — and even prompted a Federal Communications Commission investigation of Apple’s decision to reject an iPhone application developed by Google, which is still under way. Critics say they wonder whether the company can be trusted to maintain a fair marketplace, especially when developers release products that could compete with Apple’s current or future line of products. 
Apple runs the App Store under the aegis of its iTunes unit (the operation that, wedded to the iPod, transformed music downloading in a way that analysts say the App Store, wedded to the iPhone, is now transforming mobile computing). 
“A rocket ship is even too small of an analogy,” says Eddy Cue, Apple’s vice president for iTunes, of the App Store’s popularity. “We’ve been able to leverage a lot of our iTunes technology for the App Store. But it’s completely different. We’re reviewing all of those apps. We really don’t have to review each and every song.” 
Apple executives are quick to point out the importance of ensuring that third-party applications run smoothly and provide a high-quality experience for users. 
“Our goal is very simple: We want to have the best platform for applications that there has ever been on any product,” notes Mr. Schiller, the marketing executive. “We know we’re not perfect, but we know we’re better than anything else that has been and we want to keep improving it.”
Apple says it has increased the number of product reviewers working on the App Store and has tried to improve and streamline the way it communicates with developers. 
The App Store’s success — as much a surprise to Apple as it has been to competitors  — has given rise to a new digital ecosystem. Today, hundreds of software aspirants, from individuals tinkering in their bedrooms late at night to established companies looking for lucrative new revenue streams, are jumping into the App Store fray.
And smartphone manufacturers across the board are trying to make their platforms more attractive and lucrative to bring in the kind of creativity and enthusiasm that Apple has. 
It’s easy to see why: Although Apple doesn’t release specific financial figures for the App Store, analysts estimate that it generates as much as a billion dollars a year in revenue for Apple and its developers.
At a recent conference in San Francisco organized by Research in Motion for BlackBerry developers, the company said it would make several changes to its mobile operating system to increase the kinds of applications developers can create for its devices, including allowing advertising and e-commerce within applications. Jim Balsillie, a co-chief executive of Research in Motion, says he isn’t focusing on the sheer number of apps available on a BlackBerry (3,000) but on their utility. 
“Is it about 20,000 apps or 200,000 apps or is it about changing those 20,000 apps and their deep integration and how they interrelate to one another?” asks Mr. Balsillie. “We’re much more interested in changing the applications and changing the user experience and really unlocking the promise and the money and revenue opportunity for the ecosystem.”
Regardless, says Mr. Balsillie, apps and smartphones have created a new playing field.
“It’s inevitable that all cellphones will be smartphones,” he says. “There will be more services and new ways to monetize and more consumption. Growth is a given; it’s just a question of who is going to innovate in the right way to drive that value proposition to capture that growth.”
ALTHOUGH Palm is still rolling out the e-commerce portion of its own app store, called the App Catalog, the company hopes to draw developers to write for Palm devices like the Pre because Palm’s operating system, called webOS, is based largely on the same programming languages used to create Web sites — meaning developers are already familiar with the tools they will need to create mobile apps. 
So far, however, Palm offers 500 applications, a relatively slim selection compared with the iPhone, and many analysts believe that this has made the device less attractive to consumers. Palm, like Research in Motion, says it doesn’t need an avalanche of applications to compete.
“Two years ago, the iPhone blew away expectations for what mobile devices are capable of. And mobile devices and applications are the future of the computing industry,” says Ben Galbraith, co-director of Palm’s developer relations team. “But the market is becoming saturated with a large volume of applications. When you’re number 50,000 out of 200,000, how do you survive?”
Palm says it is offering a breezier review process to developers — including allowing them the option of submitting their programs as candidates for Palm’s App Catalog or immediately publishing their applications in a third-party, online storefront — which may help it avoid some of the conflicts plaguing Apple’s relationship with developers.
Meanwhile, Microsoft, which analysts have criticized for its sluggish approach to the smartphone market, also says it is emphasizing quality for the application store it introduced in October, Windows Marketplace for Mobile.
“Our strategy is to look holistically at how we can provide the best all-around user experience,” says Victoria Grady, director of mobile strategy at Microsoft. The Marketplace now has more than 800 apps.
Many developers and analysts think Google’s mobile operating system, most recently placed in the Motorola Droid, may evolve into the fiercest competitor to the iPhone. Unlike Apple, Google has eschewed a review process, allowing any developer to publish an application to the Android Marketplace, its version of the App Store, instantly. About 14,000 applications are available for Android-powered smartphones. 
“We’re doing everything we can to open the device to both developers and consumers,” says Eric Chu, group manager of the Android platform at Google. “That is a critical part of what we think makes Android unique: applications are no longer limited to a single device.” 
Mr. Chu said the growing number of Android-powered phones available on multiple wireless carriers increases the financial opportunity for developers. “Last year at this time, we only had one device,” he says. “The volume is going up at a tremendous pace, and the developer ecosystem is seeing that.”
Besides being a business opportunity for all of these companies, apps offerings may also be a matter of survival in a make-or-break market. Apple has another strong advantage: the iPhone offers developers a uniform, standard platform. 
“When we create an application for the iPhone, you know it’s going to run exactly as you tested it on every single model,” says David Lieb, co-founder of Bump Technologies, which creates software that lets users share contact information by tapping two phones together. “The same isn’t true for the rest of the smartphones, which have varying screen sizes, processor speeds and form factors.” 
HOWEVER the competitive landscape shapes up, the App Store phenomenon shows no signs of slowing. IDC, a technology research firm, predicts that the number of iPhone apps will triple next year, fueled by the growing popularity of smartphones and other mobile devices. Along the way, analysts say, the App Store will continue to upend the architecture of the smartphone business and threaten competitors that don’t have vibrant and extensive offerings. 
The way the industry once operated, “Each handset company would come up with its latest iterations and maybe have the hottest device of the season or not,” says Ms. Huberty, the Morgan Stanley analyst. “Enter apps into the equation, and that changes. It goes from being a product cycle game to a platform game.”
“People will look back on the iPhone as a turning point in the industry,” says Craig Moffett, a telecom analyst with Sanford C. Bernstein. “The iPhone will be remembered as the first true handheld computer.”  
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Baucus Acknowledges Recommending Girlfriend




By CARL HULSE  and ANAHAD O’CONNOR


Published: December 5, 2009 




WASHINGTON — Senator Max Baucus, a powerful committee chairman and a chief architect of the Democratic health care overhaul, acknowledged Saturday that he had recommended the Obama administration appoint a woman he was dating to serve as the federal prosecutor in his home state, Montana.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]


In response to news media inquiries, Mr. Baucus, a Democrat and the chairman of the Finance Committee, said that he had already begun a relationship with the woman, Melodee Hanes, the director of his state operations, in February when he submitted her name along with two others as candidates to serve as United States attorney for the state.
When the relationship intensified, Mr. Baucus said, he and Ms. Hanes agreed jointly in March that she would withdraw from consideration, and another person was eventually nominated. Ms. Hanes, 53, an experienced prosecutor, then took a job at the Justice Department. She and Mr. Baucus, both divorced, now live together.
“It just made sense for her not to be a candidate because we were close,” Mr. Baucus, 67, said Saturday as he met with reporters just outside the Senate chamber. He said Ms. Hanes began looking for a new position after they agreed she should no longer work in the Senate office because of their relationship.
News of the job recommendation, first disclosed Friday by the Web site MainJustice.com, came as the senator is squarely in the public eye as one of the chief proponents of the health care legislation that kept the Senate in session over the weekend. The relationship between Mr. Baucus and Ms. Hanes is just the latest in a string of incidents that has focused attention on the personal lives of senators.
Michael Steele, the chairman of the Republican National Committee, called for an inquiry by the Senate ethics committee. 
“Today’s report that Senator Max Baucus used his Senate office to advance a taxpayer-funded appointment for his staff-member girlfriend raises a whole host of ethical questions,” Mr. Steele said.
But top Democrats stood by Mr. Baucus, and party officials said that legal advisers doubted there was any reason for an inquiry since Ms. Hanes had withdrawn her nomination of her own accord.
“Max is a good friend and an outstanding senator and he has my full support,” Senator Harry Reid of Nevada, the majority leader, said in a statement issued by his office.
Senator Mitch McConnell of Kentucky, the Republican leader, chose not to weigh in on the matter. “I don’t have any observations to make about that,” Mr. McConnell said when asked about Mr. Baucus at a news conference.
Mr. Baucus said he saw no grounds for an inquiry and noted that Ms. Hanes was one of three Montana lawyers recommended as finalists for the position by a lawyer who, at Mr. Baucus’s request, reviewed the qualifications of six people whose names were submitted by the senator. 
“Everything was straight and on the up-and-up,” said Mr. Baucus, who said he submitted the three names to the administration without a recommendation as to which one should be chosen.
Ms. Hanes is now serving in the Justice Department’s Office of Juvenile Justice and Delinquency Prevention as counselor to the administrator. Agency officials said Mr. Baucus did not write a letter of recommendation or otherwise lobby for Ms. Hanes to get the job, which she took in June.
Tracy Schmaler, a Justice Department spokeswoman, said that Ms. Hanes was hired “because of her decades of experience in the field,” saying she had specialized in the prosecution of child abuse and neglect at the Polk County Attorney’s Office in Des Moines.
“She has won awards for her work, been published on the topics of child abuse and fatality, and taught classes in these areas to both law students and Department of Human Services child protection investigators,” Ms. Schmaler said
Before going to work for Mr. Baucus, Ms. Hanes handled a number of high-profile trials, including a double murder at the Iowa State Fair in 1996, where a husband and wife who operated a funnel cake stand were killed in a murder-for-hire case. She won frequent convictions during more than a dozen years in the state attorney’s office.
She also drew controversy, though, because she was married to the state’s medical examiner, Dr. Thomas Bennett. Together, they aggressively pursued cases of shaken-baby syndrome and were criticized by defense lawyers for filing homicide charges against parents in cases of crib deaths or other unexplained deaths.
A decade ago, the couple moved from Iowa to Montana, where Ms. Hanes traded prosecuting for Democratic politics and ultimately worked for Mr. Baucus. A spokesman for Mr. Baucus said the senator and Ms. Hanes began their personal relationship in the summer of 2008. She was divorced from Dr. Bennett later that year.
Mr. Baucus said the relationship began after both he and Ms. Hanes were separated. 
“There was no affair,” he said. “We became close after each separated from our respective spouses.”
Mr. Baucus said he did not expect the disclosure to be a distraction in the health care debate.
The attention on Mr. Baucus comes as Senator John Ensign, a Nevada Republican, faces an ethics investigation after disclosures that he had an affair with a staff member and wife of a former top aide who, along with her husband, then received a $96,000 payment from Mr. Ensign’s parents. 
 Charlie Savage and Jeff Zeleny contributed reporting.
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Bloomberg Technology Embraces Baseball




By RICHARD SANDOMIR


Published: December 5, 2009 




Bloomberg L.P. has billions in revenue and 280,000 customers for its sophisticated financial software. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
So why is it taking a big step into a small niche Monday by introducing player-evaluation software for baseball teams?
The Major League Baseball market is a spinoff for Bloomberg business. The majors have  30 teams. Even if the company sells numerous copies of the software to team personnel and to player agents and to local and national sports networks, the potential for a classic Bloombergian payoff seems remote.
“If they convince all 30 teams to pay $50,000 each, that’s $1.5 million,” said John Dewan, the owner of a rival, Baseball Info Solutions, which sells software that analyzes fielding to about half the major league teams. “Is that  big enough? It’s nice for a small company. For a big company? I don’t think they’ll get the return they want.”
Daniel L. Doctoroff, Bloomberg’s president, disagreed and said, “Not everything we do has to be huge.”
 Still, playing in the numbers-delirious world of baseball is a natural extension, at least technologically, for Bloomberg. After a quarter-century spent managing huge amounts of data to help clients manage risk and their investments, shifting to baseball has taken a relatively small investment, which Doctoroff did not disclose.
 Couching baseball in the language of Wall Street is an easy leap. Doctoroff, during an interview in Bloomberg’s Manhattan headquarters last week, said,  “If you think of players as securities and teams as portfolios, then our infrastructure for managing information about securities and portfolios could be adapted to sports.”
Bloomberg is actually in business with baseball. It has licensed M.L.B.’s statistics; pitch location and velocity data; and video to create the team software and fantasy products for fans that will roll out in February. For the past year or so, it has been soliciting the opinions of team executives and players about the team software.
Seeking a return beyond baseball, Bloomberg is  expanding into developing software for teams and leagues around the world.
 Doctoroff said Bloomberg’s sports goal was not connected to any slowing in growth of its financial business, but to use its data-management abilities and “reinforce our culture of innovation.”
He added, “This is not a diversification ‘away from.’ ”
The challenge for Bloomberg is to create software that is better, faster and more visually useful than what rivals offer to help develop players and predict their performances. A demonstration of Bloomberg’s software showed dazzlingly colorful graphics and an easy way to plot statistics and compare players in complex combinations.
 The developers say that after studying rival software makers, they can do more and do it better. 
 What looks impressive are highly visual pitch charts that can be summoned for any particular period, with parameters including arm angles that can, based on diminishing performance, suggest physical injury. 
 “It’s one thing to say, I want to see how various players hit home runs over the years,” said Bill Squadron, who is managing the product introduction. “But it’s another  to say, I want to see home runs, on-base percentage, pitches per plate appearance, take it all together and look at 10 guys who exceed a certain level.”
 Bob Bowman, the chief executive of M.L.B. Advanced Media, who made the deal with Bloomberg, said that despite the company’s financial-world capabilities, it still had to prove itself to teams and fans.
“Can they transfer their expertise to baseball?” he said. “Time will tell.” He said that he wanted Bloomberg’s fantasy software to lure users to MLB.com from competitors like Yahoo and ESPN.com.
 As Bloomberg takes its software to baseball’s winter meetings on Monday in Indianapolis to give teams a six-month free trial, its competitors are curious about what the data behemoth has concocted. And why.
One of them, Yates Jarvis, the vice president for strategy and creative at Scout Advisor, said: “We view Bloomberg as a complementary product. It’s one thing to talk about providing the software it’s promising, but a different thing to do it at a level that the teams respect, and which helps them on a day-to-day basis.”
For Jeff Wilpon, the chief operating officer of the Mets, the value in the software will be in evaluating free agents.
 “If you take X player on another team who’s around a great cast of players,” he said, “we want to look at him in our ballpark with different players around him to see how he will fit in.”
 Doctoroff was skeptical about entering the baseball market when Jay B. Lee, a Bloomberg product sales manager, and Bo Moon, a business and product manager, suggested it. Lee and Moon were frustrated that they could not find better fantasy league analysis.
“It wasn’t our core business,” said Doctoroff, who was persuaded by prototypes developed by Moon, Lee and Stephen Orban, the research and development manager for Bloomberg Sports.
 Why not sooner? “Timing is everything,” Lee said. “We saw the trend of the old cigar-chomping G.M.’s giving way to newer, tech-savvy people who ran and owned teams — some of whom were Bloomberg customers.”
The sabermetrics revolution, of course, turned player personnel executives from stogie smokers to wonks; new ways to measure performance has changed the way players are judged.
But the historian John Thorn, who used to edit the statistical encyclopedia Total Baseball, sounded mournful about the trend and Bloomberg’s decision to take its technology to baseball.
 “It tells me that baseball is increasingly a business and less a sport, which has been going on for 150 years,” Thorn said. “I’m just sick of stats.”
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Corrections


Published: December 6, 2009 


EDITORS' NOTE
 The “Place” feature about Miami in the T magazine travel issue on Nov. 22 included a reference to the 8 oz. Burger Bar. The writer has had a long personal relationship with a co-owner of the restaurant; had editors known of that connection, the restaurant would not have been included in the article.
SPORTS
A chart on Thursday with an article about the World Cup draw on Friday misstated the year that the Nigeria soccer team last made it to the tournament’s knockout round. It was 1998, not 1994. (Go to Blog Post)
ARTS & LEISURE
A theater entry in the Week Ahead report on Nov. 29 misstated the opening date of the play “Brief Encounter” at St. Ann’s Warehouse. It is Tuesday, not Sunday. (Go to Article)

•
An article last Sunday about “Insights,” an exhibition of artworks by legally blind artists, misstated part of the name of a nonprofit agency serving as one of the presenters of the show. It is LightHouse for the Blind and Visually Impaired, not LightHouse for the Blind and Visually Disabled. (Go to Article)
SCIENCE TIMES
A picture caption with the Global Update article on Tuesday, about a drug-resistant bacteria strain found in Africa, misstated the name of the microbe shown. It was Salmonella typhimurium, not the drug-resistant ST313 strain. (Go to Article)
WEEK IN REVIEW
An article last Sunday about suggestions for attracting men to museum exhibits misstated part of the headline of an article by Joseph Mitchell in The New Yorker in 1939 about the ritual of beefsteaks. It was “All You Can Hold for Five Bucks,” not “All You Can Eat for Five Bucks.” (Go to Article)
BOOK REVIEW
A review on Nov. 15 about “Cowboys Full: The Story of Poker,” by James McManus, misidentified the cards in a televised hold ’em deal that are face down yet visible to viewers through a glass panel in the table. They are each player’s hole cards, not the five shared cards, which are dealt face up and visible to all. (Go to Article)

•
A cover illustration on Nov. 22 carried an incomplete credit. While Ruth Gwily was indeed the illustrator, her portrait of Raymond Carver was based on a photograph by Bob Adelman/Corbis. (Go to Article)
TRAVEL
A map on Nov. 22 with the cover article about Paris, by a writer who explores the city using a Napoleonic-era restaurant guide, located the Boulevard Raspail incorrectly. The street runs south of Rue du Bac, not north of it.   (Go to Article)

•
An article on Nov. 22 about Amman, Jordan, misidentified the third establishment that shares a building with Grappa and Salute on Taha Hussein Street in the Jabal Amman district. It is called Beer Garden, not Canvas. (Though owned by the same group as Grappa and Salute, Canvas is located across town in the Jabal al-Weibdeh district.) (Go to Article)

•
The Surfacing column on Nov. 22, about a new arts district in Atlanta, the Westside Arts District, referred incorrectly to its location. It is west of Midtown, not west of downtown Atlanta. (Go to Article)
SUNDAY STYLES
A headline last Sunday with a report about the Soltz-Longabardi wedding misstated the bride’s given name. It is Julie, not June. (Go to Article)
REAL ESTATE
Because of an editing error, the “In the Region” article in New Jersey copies on Nov. 22, about new buildings that have virtual doorman services, misidentified on second reference the system that Colin Foster sells. It is Virtual Doorman; it is not Video Doorman, a system created by a competitor that was also mentioned in the article. (Go to Article)
CHICAGO REPORT
Because of an editing error, an article on Sunday misstated the closest budget vote in Chicago during Mayor Richard M. Daley’s tenure, in 2007. It was 29-21, not 24-21. (Go to Article)
The Times welcomes comments and suggestions, or complaints about errors that warrant correction. Messages on news coverage can be e-mailed to nytnews@nytimes.com or left toll-free at 1-888-NYT-NEWS (1-888-698-6397). Comments on editorials may be e-mailed to letters@nytimes.com or faxed to (212) 556-3622.
Readers dissatisfied with a response or concerned about the paper's journalistic integrity may reach the public editor at public@nytimes.com or (212) 556-7652.
For newspaper delivery questions: 1-800-NYTIMES (1-800-698-4637) or e-mail customercare@nytimes.com.
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In Bolivia, a Force for Change Endures
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Supporters of President Evo Morales at a campaign rally on Thursday in El Alto, Bolivia. Mr. Morales's political dominance has earned him some unexpected rivals.





By SIMON ROMERO  and ANDRES SCHIPANI


Published: December 5, 2009 



LA PAZ, Bolivia — The slogans and posters of Che Guevara notwithstanding, this is not Havana circa 1969, nor Managua, 1979. Instead, the fervor in the offices of the Deputy Ministry of Decolonization could only be felt in the Bolivia of President Evo Morales, who seems to be sailing toward a victory in an election on Sunday. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
 The writing on the wall here, literally, is in two indigenous languages —  Quechua and Aymara — unmistakable signs of the political movement that has shaken the institutions of this impoverished nation.  
“Jisk’a Achasiw Tuq Saykat Taqi Jach’a P’iqincha,” says the greeting at the office of Monica Rey, who explains that it is Aymara for the new unit she leads, the Directorate for the Struggle Against Racism. 
 “We are in the process of conquering our country’s minds, and even more challenging, its fears,” said Ms. Rey, listing a variety of new projects, including changing the portraits on Bolivia’s currency from the white men who long ruled the country to indigenous heroes like Túpac Katari and Bartolina Sisa, leaders of an 18th-century revolt against Spanish rule. 
 With a sharply weakened opposition and his visceral connection to the indigenous majority — who make up more than 60 percent of the population — Mr. Morales, 50,  is arguably the nation’s strongest leader in decades.
He easily won a constitutional overhaul this year allowing him to run for another five-year term. Now polls here show him and his supporters far ahead as Bolivians prepare to vote on Sunday. He is  within grasp of solid legislative majorities that would allow him to mold the nation further as its first indigenous president.  
 But that same dominance has earned him some unexpected rivals, beyond the  opposition he faces from traditional elites in the rebellious eastern lowlands. His broadening influence also feels oppressive to an array of indigenous politicians struggling to emerge from his shadow. 
 “This government exists to spend money on Evo’s campaigns at the expense of the rest of us,” said Felipe Quispe, 67, an Aymara Indian who entered politics after leading a guerrilla insurgency in the 1980s and being imprisoned in the 1990s. “Evo is an Indian dressed in fancy clothing, surrounded by white men and mestizos.” 
 The iconic Mr. Quispe, who commands a radical party with a small percentage of voters, said the Aymaras, about a quarter of Bolivia’s population of 9.8 million, should reject the very idea of Bolivia to form a homeland with Aymara-speaking people from Peru’s high plains. “We must de-Bolivianize ourselves,” he said. 
 Ricardo Calla, an anthropologist and the minister of indigenous affairs in a previous administration, said that just as Mr. Quispe stood to the left of the president, other indigenous politicians had emerged across the ideological spectrum, suggesting a more varied political class than presented by state media here. 
 In the center, for instance, is Savina Cuéllar, a provincial governor in southern Bolivia. To the right is Víctor Hugo Cárdenas, a former vice president whose home was attacked by a pro-Morales mob this year. Still further to the right is Fernando Untoja, an Aymara intellectual running for Congress on the ticket of Manfred Reyes Villa, a former  army captain trailing far behind Mr. Morales in second place.
 “Evo himself,” said Mr. Calla, the anthropologist, “could be considered the authoritarian left.” Contributing to this classification, he argued, was Mr. Morales’s resistance to cooperating with other parties, threats to jail opponents and the celebration of his administration in government-paid advertising. Mr. Calla called the government’s exuberance over Mr. Morales’s achievements “a cult of personality” in the making. 
 Cambio, a state-controlled daily newspaper à la  Granma in Cuba, created by Mr. Morales this year, offers an example of this fanfare. Its lead article last Sunday described Puerto Evo Morales, a pioneer settlement in the north. A comic-book insert, “Evo: From the People for the People,” championed Mr. Morales’s rise from poverty. 
 There are concrete reasons for Mr. Morales’s popularity. The foremost may be the sustained growth of Bolivia’s landlocked economy, drawing plaudits from economists impressed with its accumulation of more than $7 billion in hard-currency reserves, even though the country is still plagued by persistent levels of extreme poverty. 
 Despite the financial crisis and a drop in natural gas export revenues, Bolivia’s economy is estimated to have grown as much as 4 percent this year, one of the highest rates in the region, helped by stimulus spending on welfare programs for children, pregnant women and the elderly. 
 “Even the I.M.F. is happy with Bolivia’s economy; imagine the irony of that,” said Gonzalo Chávez, a Harvard-educated economist here, referring to Mr. Morales’s often pointed criticism of Washington’s multilateral institutions, like the International Monetary Fund. 
 Still, Washington’s tense diplomatic relationship with Mr. Morales might be the worst in the hemisphere, except for the one with Cuba, even with the new administration. The United States Embassy here remains ambassador-less since the expulsion last year of Philip S. Goldberg, and joint antidrug operations  were curtailed after Mr. Morales accused the Drug Enforcement Administration of spying on him.
 He spent much of his time at a news conference here with foreign journalists this week criticizing the Obama administration’s military agreement with Colombia and its support for the presidential election in Honduras. And he seemed skeptical of reconciliation, saying a meeting with President Obama would be “desirable but not decisive.” 
Mr. Morales’s imprint on society is evident in the town of Warisata, where another experiment, the Indigenous University Túpac Katari, unfolds among the nation’s high plains. 
 The campus, with its stunning view of the snow-capped peak Illampu, emphasizes instruction in Aymara and echoes the sentiments of Mr. Morales’s party, the Movement Toward Socialism. Posted on a door, a note says that it is compulsory for academic and administrative staff members to attend a crash course on “Capital” by Karl Marx; sanctions loom if they do not attend.
 “What was brought by the European invasion and the colonial system?” asked David Quispe, 37, who teaches a course on the Andean worldview.  
“The capitalist and racist exploitation!” a group of students answers in unison, grasping their textbook,  “Indian Thesis” by Fausto Reinaga. 
 “Here young Indians are used to being silent,”  Mr. Quispe said after class. “This is their time to start talking.” 
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Toll Stirs Anger in Russian Nightclub Fire
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Relatives of the victims of a Friday night fire at a nightclub in Perm, Russia, gathered Saturday.





By CLIFFORD J. LEVY


Published: December 5, 2009 




MOSCOW — The master of ceremonies at the nightclub was cracking jokes late on Friday, surrounded by hundreds of people eating sushi and dancing with drinks in hand, when a pyrotechnic display ignited a plastic ceiling decorated with twigs. “Ladies and gentlemen!” the M.C. shouted. “We are on fire! Leave the hall!” 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
A stampede ensued that ended in one of Russia’s worst calamities in recent memory. The authorities said Saturday that 109 people died — from the blaze or in the crush of people fleeing — and that more than 130 were injured in the central Russian city of Perm. Many of them were hospitalized in critical condition with severe burns.
Bodies were piled up outside the club in the early-morning cold on Saturday as traumatized survivors, their clothes seared by flames, and others searched for loved ones, witnesses said.
“It was horrible,” Andrei Klimenko, 30, a computer technician who lives in the same building as the nightclub, said in a telephone interview from Perm.
“I have never been witness to anything like that,” he said. “I remember seeing one guy who kept screaming, ‘Where is my sister?’ And no one could calm him down. Another man shouted that he had lost his son, and he could not control himself.”
The high number of deaths reflected Russia’s longstanding problem with fire safety. Blazes in apartment buildings, nightclubs, health-care centers and other such facilities regularly cause heavy losses, in large part because of poor regulation of safety and building codes.
The owner and executive director of the Perm nightclub, the Lame Horse, were arrested Saturday, as were three other workers. 
The nightclub had been fined before by inspectors for unsafe conditions, and it did not have a permit to use pyrotechnics indoors, officials said.
On Friday night, the nightclub was holding an eighth-anniversary party, which was promoted on its Web site. “Guests dressed as newborn babies are admitted free until midnight,” the Web site said. Amateur video shot at the restaurant and broadcast on Russian television showed a routine boisterous party. Professional dancers performed to “We Will Rock You” by Queen, and then the M.C. took the stage.
When sparks from pyrotechnic fountains hit the suspended ceiling, many people at first did not seem to understand the danger, but fear escalated as flames and smoke spread. “Everyone rushed out,” a woman who was at the nightclub told reporters. “People just broke down the doors because panic began. Everything was filled with smoke and you could not see anything.”
The suspended ceiling was apparently a sheet of plastic covered with twigs, intended to create a rustic look. Svetlana Kuvshinova, a witness, told The Associated Press that the blaze swiftly consumed twigs. “The fire took seconds to spread,” Ms. Kuvshinova said. “It was like a dry haystack. There was only one way out. They nearly stampeded me.”
Most of those who died suffered from smoke inhalation or were crushed, officials said. On Saturday afternoon, people began lining up at the morgue in Perm, 700 miles northeast of Moscow, to try to identify relatives and friends.
Russia’s president, Dmitri A. Medvedev, declared that Monday would be a national day of mourning and demanded that the nightclub’s owner and senior workers be punished. “First of all, they had neither brains nor a conscience,” Mr. Medvedev said at a meeting with senior government ministers. “Secondly, they were completely indifferent to what happened. I watched a report — they even fled.”
The authorities said there was no evidence of terrorism. Russia has been tense since a luxury train traveling to St. Petersburg from Moscow derailed on Nov. 27 after a bomb was placed on the tracks, killing 26 people. The culprits have not been identified.
The Perm fire seemed to be similar to one that occurred in Rhode Island in 2003 when pyrotechnics at a rock concert touched off a blaze that killed 100 people.
Mr. Klimenko, the computer technician who lives in the Perm nightclub’s building, said he smelled smoke from his fourth-floor apartment and went to his balcony to see what was happening. He said people at first left the nightclub slowly, some still carrying drinks. 
As the crowd outside increased, people began crying and shouting names, trying to locate relatives and friends, Mr. Klimenko said. Fire trucks and ambulances showed up relatively quickly, but it already seemed too late, he said.
The fire did not spread to the rest of the building. He said that when he went downstairs, he saw roughly 30 bodies lying on the ground in one area next to the club, and another 30 nearby. They had been carried out by rescue personnel.
Located at the foothills of the Ural Mountains, Perm was once an industrial and military center that was closed to foreigners for much of the Soviet era. It is one of Russia’s largest cities, with a population of roughly one million, and has sought to rebrand itself as a thriving cultural center.
But lately, it has seemed to some residents to be ill fated. An Aeroflot plane from Moscow crashed on the outskirts of Perm in 2008 as it was landing, killing 88 people. In October, a video of an out-of-control bus ramming into numerous cars in Perm circulated widely on the Internet.
Last month, the Perm police arrested three homeless men and charged them with killing another man, eating part of him and trying to sell the remainder to a restaurant.
Konstantin Dolganovsky, a writer in Perm, said in a telephone interview that all day long on Saturday, he received calls from despondent friends in the city.
“Everyone keeps thinking — what is happening to us?” Mr. Dolganovsky said. “And I don’t know how to answer them. All these things have occurred, and no one can understand it.”
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Verdict in Italy, but American’s Case Isn’t Over




By RACHEL DONADIO


Published: December 5, 2009 



PERUGIA, Italy — Tensions and cultural misunderstandings ran high on Saturday after an American college student was found guilty here of murdering her British housemate.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Rather than clarifying the saga of what prosecutors said was a sex game gone fatally awry, the conviction on Saturday of Amanda Knox, 22, a Seattle college student, for killing her roommate, Meredith Kercher, 21, seemed only to heighten the conflicting public opinions voiced in two years of fierce international news coverage.
As the yearlong trial unfolded in the media as much as in the courts, Ms. Knox was often depicted in the United States as an innocent abroad, a fresh-faced young woman caught in the vagaries of the Italian justice system. 
Yet in the Italian press, she was a blithe, dope-smoking party girl who had accused a former boss, Patrick Lumumba, of the crime before changing her story. (She later said the police had pressed her to accuse him.) On Saturday, she was also found guilty of defaming Mr. Lumumba, whose lawyer called her a “little she-devil” in closing arguments last week. 
The trial also tapped into longstanding town-and-gown tensions in Perugia, where residents blame foreign students like Ms. Knox for helping transform the picturesque city into a pub crawl. 
The Knox family insisted Saturday that this cultural clash and the concern with the gossipy details of Amanda’s personal life obscured the focus on what really happened on Nov. 2, 2007.
 “It appears clear to us that the attacks on Amanda’s character in much of the media and by the prosecution had a significant impact on the judges and jurors and apparently overshadowed the lack of evidence in the prosecution’s case against her,” the family said in a statement.
The family vowed to continue its campaign to free Ms. Knox. Asked if they would appeal, her father, Curt Knox, replied, with tears in his eyes, “Hell, yes.”
Ms. Knox was sentenced to 26 years in prison, and her Italian former boyfriend, 25-year-old Raffaele Sollecito, to 25 years. A third defendant, Rudy Guede, 22, is appealing a 30-year sentence for sexual assault and murder. He has admitted that he was at the house the night of the murder, and his DNA was found on Ms. Kercher’s body. 
For many in Britain and the United States, what was on trial here was Italian justice.
In a statement after the verdict was delivered early Saturday, Senator Maria Cantwell, Democrat of Washington, said, “I have serious questions about the Italian justice system and whether anti-Americanism tainted this trial.” She added, “The prosecution did not present enough evidence for an impartial jury to conclude beyond a reasonable doubt that Ms. Knox was guilty.” 
 
Ms. Kercher’s family saw it differently. Relatives, who held a rare and sober news conference here on Saturday, expressed satisfaction with the verdicts.
 “Ultimately we are pleased with the decision, pleased that we’ve got a decision, but it’s not a time for celebration, it’s not a moment of triumph,” said Lyle Kercher, the victim’s brother. 
Another brother, John Kercher Jr., added, “Her presence is missed every time we meet up as a family.” 
Asked if they were convinced by the verdict, Ms. Kercher’s mother, Arline, said, “You have to go on the evidence, because there is nothing else.”
Prosecutors used both forensic and circumstantial evidence against Ms. Knox and Mr. Sollecito, whose defense lawyers failed to persuade the jury. 
Beyond the atmospherics, Italian legal experts said, the case appeared to have been deliberated on the merits. “It’s true that the longer the trial, the longer the pain, but it also means that there can be an in-depth analysis of the facts,” said Michele Ainis, an expert in Italian constitutional law. “I hope that happened.” 
“Our justice system is certainly in rough shape,” he added, “but it has a lot of self-correcting mechanisms.” 
In the Italian system, the end of this yearlong trial closes only the first chapter. Unlike in the American system, in which appeals center on issues of law, not fact, in the Italian system, appeals are automatic and defendants can ask to retry the entire case in a first round of appeals. 
From there, the case can go to Italy’s highest court, which is required to hear every appeal. 
It may be years before a definitive sentence is reached. 
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Grim Romanians Brighten Over a German Connection
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Marco Baroncini for The New York Times


The mayor of Sibiu, Romania, a member of the country’s German minority, has turned the town into a cultural and economic gem.





By NICHOLAS KULISH


Published: December 5, 2009 




SIBIU, Romania — Klaus Johannis, the successful mayor of this Transylvanian city, finds himself at the center of the bitterly fought presidential election here, even though he is not running for office and is not even ethnically Romanian.
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The fact that Mr. Johannis comes from the country’s tiny German minority, which would be a major liability in other countries in Eastern Europe, puts him at a distinct advantage here in Romania. So much so, in fact, that should the Social Democratic challenger, Mircea Geoana, succeed in his bid to unseat the incumbent center-right president, Traian Basescu, in Sunday’s vote — he is leading in the polls — he has promised to appoint Mr. Johannis as prime minister.
Mr. Geoana’s decision to back Mr. Johannis for prime minister as one of his campaign promises hinges on the mayor’s success in rebuilding this old town into a small gem that was named a European Capital of Culture in 2007 while attracting foreign investments and thousands of jobs to this unlikely corner of the Continent. But Mr. Johannis also benefits from the positive stereotypes Romanians associate with the German population, known as Transylvanian Saxons, who have called the region home since the 12th century.
The Saxons, known in German as Siebenbürger Sachsen, are considered hard-working, precise and uncompromising, an attractive mixture in a country tired of mismanagement and corruption, and one of the hardest hit in Europe by the economic crisis. It also does not hurt that the country experienced some of its best moments under German kings more than a century ago, even though the monarchs were unrelated to the local German population.
“I think it’s a real advantage that he’s German,” said Bianca Florea, 18, a student, as she passed through the main town square in Sibiu on Friday. “Well, not exactly German, but Saxon.” Asked why, Ms. Florea responded, “We Romanians are a bit lazy, that’s my opinion.”
But like most of the dozen residents interviewed here, she was skeptical about Mr. Johannis’s prospective move to Bucharest, despite praising his work as mayor. 
“He could go there and do a good job for a while or he could be a puppet for others,” Ms. Florea said. Mr. Johannis belongs to none of the major parties, but instead to the small German Democratic Forum, which represents the 60,000 ethnic Germans remaining in the country. Hundreds of thousands of others left during the oppressive regime of Nicolae Ceausescu and in the years immediately after the fall of Communism 20 years ago.
Political analysts in Bucharest say that for all Mr. Johannis’s successes managing Sibiu, working as a figurehead leader in the capital at the whim of hard-nosed political operators would be another story.
“It’s a high-risk business because I would be an independent prime minister running a political government,” Mr. Johannis said in an interview in his office overlooking the town square on Friday. “Nobody’s tried this before. But I’m pretty optimistic it would be a success.” 
Few question his success in Sibiu, or Hermannstadt in German. Local residents like to joke that his vote tallies for his re-election bids in 2004 (87 percent) and 2008 (83 percent), look like rigged elections under Communism. And that comes despite the fact that ethnic Germans represent just 2,000 of the city’s 155,000 people.
Mr. Johannis, who is fluent in English as well as German and Romanian, traveled the Continent drumming up interest in the city, helping to attract major companies like Renault and Siemens.
But he built his reputation among voters by building roads and bringing heating to once-unheated schools in town, and for showing up personally for spot-checks at municipal offices and building sites, a form of hands-on management that he conceded in the interview would be impossible on a national scale.
“It’s one thing to change a city and run it,” Mr. Johannis said. “It’s a whole different business to change a country and run it. But I think in the end, the abilities that a public manager needs are the same in a mayor as in a prime minister.”
Romanians appear ready to take a gamble, in part because they find themselves in such a difficult spot. The International Monetary Fund forecast an 8.5 percent contraction in the country’s economy for 2009,  and along with the European Union and other institutions, it put together a $30 billion bailout for the country earlier this year.
But that sorely needed money is at risk unless the government can make difficult changes. 
Instead, this past autumn saw turmoil, infighting and the collapse of the government in a no-confidence vote in October. A poisonous presidential campaign fought more over personal issues than substantive policy has only increased the public’s desire for a new face, preferably a German one.
“We used to have a German dynasty, which created the modern Romanian state,” said Sorin Ionita, research director of the Romanian Academic Society in Bucharest. King Carol I, who was born in what is now southern Germany, ruled for nearly 50 years, through the turn of the last century, a golden age for Romania. “The Germans today, they benefit from this image in Romania,” Mr. Ionita said.
But the Germans suffered under the Ceausescu dictatorship, a period that received renewed attention this year when Herta Müller, an ethnic German born and raised in Romania, was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature for her novels about that time. Mr. Ceausescu literally sold ethnic Germans to the West German government for hard currency, several thousand dollars worth for each of them, in return allowing roughly 10,000 to 15,000 of them to emigrate each year from 1978 to 1989.
It was no wonder that many of the Transylvanian Saxons chose to leave after the Iron Curtain fell, including Mr. Johannis’s parents, even though local Romanians demonstrated in the streets for them to stay, recalled Paul Philippi, 86, the honorary chairman of the German Democratic Forum. The exodus reduced a population that once numbered some 800,000 to the small group of mostly elderly people who remain today.
Romanian children now make up 90 percent of the classes at German-language schools, according to the German Democratic Forum, seeing better economic prospects if they can learn the language of the dwindling group that built the city.
But right now, it is the departure of just one German that is on the minds of local citizens, their beloved mayor, who few say they want to lose to national politics. “I would like him to stay for us,” said Aurelia Badila, 58, an accountant, “but for him it is a promotion, and it could be good for Romania.”
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Iran Will Not Quit Treaty, Its Nuclear Chief Asserts




By NAZILA FATHI


Published: December 5, 2009 



TORONTO — Urging moderation after a week of harsh rhetoric over Iran’s nuclear program, the head of the country’s nuclear agency emphasized  Saturday that Iran would not seek to pull out of the international Nuclear Nonproliferation Treaty, Iran’s state-run Press TV reported.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The comments by Ali Akbar Salehi, the head of Iran’s Atomic Energy Organization, came just a day after the government ratcheted up tensions with the West by saying that it would keep the details of 10 planned uranium enrichment sites secret until six months before they would become operational. 
The announcement on Nov. 29 that Iran would seek to build the new sites was taken as defiance of a resolution by the United Nations’ nuclear agency pushing  Iran to halt all uranium enrichment activity immediately. Several hard-line members of the Iranian Parliament went even further, demanding that Iran pull out of the nonproliferation treaty and stop complying with international inspections under the agreement.
On Saturday, Mr. Salehi sought to assure that Iran had no interest in pulling out of the treaty, and he implied that any other suggestion was an attempt by Western countries to force Iran into a corner. “I think the West is trying to force us out of the N.P.T.,” he was quoted as saying on the Press TV Web site.
The speaker of Iran’s Parliament, Ali Larijani, also urged moderation on Saturday, saying that the government should not be “pushed into hasty reactions,” the ISNA news agency quoted him as saying. “You should demand that authorities use all possible ways to serve national interests,” he said. 
Mr. Larijani characterized the United Nations nuclear agency’s resolution as a “light move” that had then brought an “initial reaction” by Iran. 
Nuclear analysts viewed Iran’s assertion that it would go ahead with 10 new enrichment facilities as not immediately achievable, as its main enrichment site at Natanz is still not fully operational after years of work. 
Still, the claim was seen in part as an attempt by the Iranian government to bolster its insistence that its nuclear program is geared toward generating electricity rather than  creating nuclear weapons. That is because the Natanz site by itself is inadequate to fuel a nuclear reactor, but could still produce enough nuclear material for bombs, Western experts say.
Mr. Salehi seemed to be addressing some of that skepticism on Saturday. He said that the government might end up needing as many as 20 enrichment facilities down the road to meet its electricity demand.
“We are in need of 20,000 megawatts,” he said, adding that that would require roughly 20 times the amount of enriched uranium that the Natanz facility can now produce, roughly 30 tons per year.
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5 Peacekeepers in Darfur Die in Rebel Attacks




By THE ASSOCIATED PRESS


Published: December 5, 2009 



CAIRO (AP) — Gunmen killed five Rwandan soldiers in two attacks on the international peacekeeping force in the Darfur region of Sudan, a spokesman for the mission said Saturday.
 The attacks, on Friday and Saturday, struck peacekeepers from the United Nations-African Union force, which deployed nearly two years ago to protect civilians and improve security in Darfur, where rebels are fighting government forces and their allies.
In Saturday’s attack, the gunmen approached the gate of a camp for people displaced by the conflict and shot at peacekeepers who were distributing water, said a spokesman for the force, Kemal Saiki. The camp is about 40 miles south of El Fasher, the capital of northern Darfur.
In Friday’s attack, near a  government checkpoint, gunmen fired on a convoy of Rwandan peacekeepers escorting a water tanker near the northern town of Saraf Umra. The force fired back, wounding an assailant, but the attackers escaped, Mr. Saiki said.
The attackers’ motives are unclear, but they might have been trying to steal the troops’ vehicles, he said.
The attacks bring to 22 the number of peacekeepers killed since the joint force deployed in January 2008.
Fighting between rebels and Sudanese government forces began in Darfur in 2003, killing up to 300,000 people and driving 2.7 million from their homes. The government says those figures are exaggerated.
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Protesters in Rome Denounce Berlusconi




By ELISABETTA POVOLEDO


Published: December 5, 2009 




ROME — Tens of thousands of protesters gathered Saturday in Rome to express their exasperation with Prime Minister Silvio Berlusconi, who is on trial on corruption charges and who was politically bruised this year by scandals involving younger women.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
 Many of those who gathered after a call on Facebook to demonstrate expressed indignation about what they perceived as Mr. Berlusconi’s autocratic style in governing Italy. Others complained that after years in power, Mr. Berlusconi had done little to better the country.
 “This started with civil society, people who are touched by problems like unemployment and the economy and the environment and want things to change,” said Elisa Tottone, a teacher who lives in Rome. “Berlusconi is not dealing with Italy’s real problems. He only cares about his own.”
 
 The demonstration appeared to be larger than one in October called to defend press freedom and widely seen as a thinly veiled attack on the prime minister, who owns the country’s largest private broadcaster and several major magazines. Although protest organizers claimed to have attracted a million marchers on Saturday, the police put the figure much lower, at 90,000. 
While the protests have tapped into some discontent, Mr. Berlusconi remains firmly in control despite tensions in his center-right coalition. He faced some popular disapproval this summer after a series of embarrassing sex scandals involving young women   who said they were paid to attend his lavish parties. The prime minister has denied any impropriety.  And he recently lost his immunity from prosecution, allowing the start of a trial in which he is accused of paying a bribe to a lawyer for false testimony in other corruption cases. 
But Mr. Berlusconi has also won  points among many Italians for solving problems with uncollected trash in Naples and for his handling of the earthquake in  L’Aquila in April. 
Some protesters on Saturday said they were also frustrated with the fractured opposition. “I’m disoriented because there is no opposition,” said Marina Garofoli, a retired art historian, adding that the center-left was missing out on an “important moment” to capitalize on the country’s discontent. 
One analyst, Roberto D’Alimonte, a University of Florence political science professor, said he did not believe protests were the way to topple the prime minister. “The way to do it is to create a credible alternative to him,” he said. ”You can’t just oppose, you have to build a coalition.”
On Friday, a convicted killer and Mafia turncoat told a Turin court that he had heard that the Sicilian Cosa Nostra had links with Mr. Berlusconi in the early 1990s. On Saturday, Mr. Berlusconi indirectly addressed the allegations, but he hailed the arrest in Palermo of Giovanni Nicchi, believed to be the new No. 2 member of the  Mafia in western Sicily, saying such operations were “the best response to the calumnies lobbed at the government.” 
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Vancouver Is Talking Tough to Itself




By WILLIAM YARDLEY


Published: December 5, 2009 




VANCOUVER, Wash. — This striving city in the Pacific Northwest is not — repeat, not — the one that will host the Winter Olympics in February. But if you reserve a hotel during the Games, as some geographically confused sports fans have attempted to do, no one here will complain.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
“The joke among the hotels,” said Elson Strahan, who helps oversee a historic site in town, “was that with tourism down, everyone should book as many of those rooms as they can.”
Humor only masks the hurt.
With world attention about to focus on that other Vancouver, the one with the international cachet, the creative cuisine and the cosmopolitan diversity, this Vancouver is having a tough talk with itself. 
How, it is asking, can a former mill town that has become an increasingly assertive city, a place that courts high-tech companies and takes pride in its expanding university campus, make a name for itself when another city with the same name in the same misty vicinity of North America has already done so and then some? 
“My mother always thought I lived in Canada,” said Gene Wigglesworth, who moved here in 1977 to open a muffler repair shop. “For years, I’ve put up with that.”
After decades of patient clarification and abundant parentheses (this Vancouver is in the United States), the matter is now being met head on by business and tourism leaders here. This fall, they began hosting a series of panels, guest speaker presentations and brainstorming sessions with the goal of uniting behind a clear message.
“What do we really have here?” asked Kim J. Capeloto, chief executive of the Greater Vancouver Chamber of Commerce. “And how can we package it?”
The trouble is that, so far, the search for answers has inadvertently resurrected an old and controversial question, one far more prickly than a new branding campaign: Should this Vancouver stop calling itself Vancouver? 
Why not, instead, Fort Vancouver? 
There is already a high school here named Fort Vancouver. A library, too. Even a Little League. They are all named for the 360-acre, riverfront chunk of land that is the reason the city is here in the first place, the Fort Vancouver National Site. It is where in the 1820s the Hudson’s Bay Company established a fur-trading post and where the United States military later built barracks that were active for 150 years, until 2000. The site has long been the location of community events, including fireworks on the Fourth of July. 
“It’s not changing to something we weren’t, it’s changing back to something we were,” said Mr. Strahan, who is president and chief executive of the Fort Vancouver National Trust, which helps manage the site. “And I think it will prompt a much easier dialogue for the city and region.”
Some people have simply had enough of explaining.
This Vancouver, 250 miles south of the other one, rests on the mighty Columbia River, traveled so famously by Lewis and Clark. It was incorporated nearly 30 years before the other Vancouver. And while some might think this Vancouver is in Canada, plenty of others view it as simply another suburb of Portland (the one in Oregon), which is just across the river (and the Washington State line). Residents here leave daily to do the most basic things over there, like work and, because there is no state sales tax in Oregon, shop. (Then again, there is no state income tax over here.) 
“In the past 10 years, what we’ve learned is that people have no idea where ‘Southwest Washington’ is,” said Kim Bennett, the president and chief executive of the Southwest Washington Convention and Visitors Bureau, which is based here in Vancouver and includes surrounding Clark County.
Mr. Wigglesworth, who opened the muffler shop, gets at much of this in a T-shirt that he sells in town. It reads:
“Vancouver
not B.C.
Washington
not D.C
Clark County
not Nevada
Near Portland, Or.
not Maine”
He has an idea for another shirt: “If you are in the Federal Witness Protection Program, do we have a city for you.”
Vancouver (this Vancouver) has considered renaming itself before. In a recent editorial, The Columbian newspaper noted that at least three different times city voters had rejected changing to Fort Vancouver. But while the vote against was 86 percent in 1967, opposition was down to 61 percent in the last vote. That was way back in 1975, when the population was a fraction of the 160,000 people who live here now.
“Anyone see a trend there?” the newspaper said. “We wonder how much the Vancouver population has churned since 1975. So, let’s talk.”
There is no plan for a new vote at this point. The departing mayor, who called himself “mayor of America’s Vancouver,” is being succeeded by one who has said there are more important issues to address, including the potential tax revenue lost from so many people shopping across the river.
Nor are there plans for a mock Olympics here, like the one held in Albertville, Ala., in 1992, when the Winter Olympics were held in Albertville, France.
Remember, business leaders say, this is about more than the Olympics or even the name Vancouver. And get over the Canada thing.
“This is about how to capitalize on where we are, what we have and who we are,” said Mr. Capeloto of the Chamber of Commerce. “It doesn’t have to do with our name. You can call this anything you want. Call it whatever.”
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Threats Against Obama Spiked Early




By JEFF ZELENY and JIM RUTENBERG


Published: December 5, 2009 



WASHINGTON — The young Marine’s rogue mission, laid out with maps and photographs, was as straightforward as it was chilling. He called it Operation Patriot.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The Marine, Kody Brittingham, a 20-year-old lance corporal, wrote that he had taken an oath to “protect against all enemies, both foreign and domestic.” In a signed “letter of intent,” tucked away in his barracks at Camp Lejeune, he identified a “domestic enemy” he planned to eliminate last winter: President Obama.
The details of this threat, which were revealed at his arraignment hearing in North Carolina, have not previously been reported. Mr. Brittingham pleaded guilty in August and awaits sentencing on charges of threatening to kill the president and attempted armed robbery. 
It is one of the cases in a spike of threats against Mr. Obama before his inauguration and in the early months of his presidency, raising deep concerns inside the Secret Service and at the White House.
The threats have leveled off in recent months, officials said, and Mr. Obama now receives about the same as his two most recent predecessors. But several officials said they took no solace that the volume of reports had receded because it was the nature of the threats that concern them and because the factors behind the increase remain — Mr. Obama’s race prime among them. 
While the story of the Virginia couple who crashed a state dinner last month has drawn much attention to the security around Mr. Obama, it is threats from far beyond the White House gates that have most turned up the pressure on the Secret Service.
 “It only takes one case to ripen to really change the entire dynamic of the country,” said Homeland Security Secretary Janet Napolitano, whose department oversees the Secret Service. “This has to be a zero failure performance.”
The agency has expanded its Internet Threat Desk, where online threats are monitored and investigated. Ms. Napolitano goes to the White House each month to review threats against Mr. Obama with Rahm Emanuel, the president’s chief of staff. At a time when the administration and Congress are looking for ways to trim federal spending, the Secret Service is often asked what more it needs.
A review of dozens of court records and police reports by The New York Times uncovered an array of cases, most of which did not gain public attention even as they rang alarm bells at some of the highest levels of the government. Some involved suspects with a history of violence or mental illness and easy access to guns and explosives, while others involved men whose menacing talk was ultimately deemed to be just that by the authorities.
An airport security guard in New Jersey, who had 43 guns and allegedly hollow-point bullets at home, was charged with making threats against a president after co-workers told the authorities that he had talked about cutting a hole in a fence to shoot Mr. Obama on the day before the president was to land at Newark International Airport. 
The man, John Brek, spent 29 days in jail, which was counted as time served on a lesser charge after the local authorities deemed that he was not a threat. “He’s a talker,” said an Essex County prosecutor on the case, Keith Harvest. (In an interview, Mr. Brek said he had only pointed to the hole in the fence as a potential security breach.)
An Arizona pastor drew the attention of agents after he delivered a sermon that included pleas for Mr. Obama’s death at the very time he and his family visited the state. 
While cases involving heated political rhetoric are seldom prosecuted, they are often investigated by the authorities, including the case of a Republican candidate for governor in Idaho who made a hunting-season joke about “Obama tags.” “We’d buy some of those,” he said.
The Secret Service  also checked in with a Pennsylvania newspaper that ran a classified advertisement placed by a customer, which declared: “May Obama follow in the steps of Lincoln, Garfield, McKinley and Kennedy,” and with a Florida radio talk show host who bantered with an anti-Obama listener, who allegedly discussed his frustration with Mr. Obama by saying he was practicing his shooting skills.
 “We don’t have the luxury of saying, ‘That’s just a political statement,’ ” said Edwin Donovan, a spokesman for the Secret Service. “We don’t know someone’s intent until we go out and ask them about it.”
The couple that gained access to the state dinner, which led to three agents being placed on administrative leave, is the only known example of a misstep by the Secret Service in its handling of Mr. Obama’s security. But the White House acknowledged in its own investigation that its staff members also could have done more to prevent the breach. 
Many of the reported threats against Mr. Obama bear a resemblance to those against President George W. Bush, who in his last year in office faced alleged threats from at least two men — one in Maine, the other in Louisiana — who the authorities said were found to have possessed weapons, records show.
Yet officials acknowledge in interviews that every president faces new twists and that the nature of the reports can even vary between political parties — though, as the first black president, Mr. Obama draws many threats uniquely his own. He began receiving Secret Service protection in May 2007, well before he emerged as the likely Democratic nominee, because of threats against him. At the time, he urged voters to “stop worrying” about his safety, fearful that it could hurt his political chances. 
In the later stages of the campaign, the authorities uncovered at least two alleged race-inspired plots to assassinate Mr. Obama — one during the Democratic convention in Denver that was ultimately deemed not a “credible threat,” another involving skinheads from Arkansas and Tennessee. 
They have tracked several potential threats since then, including from a man in La Mesa, Calif., who allegedly posted two racially charged missives against Mr. Obama on a Yahoo message board with the words “he will have a 50 cal in the head soon.” 
 While the big increase in threats against Mr. Obama took place in the first four months of his presidency, officials say the depressed economy has contributed to an increase in antigovernment sentiment, which particularly alarmed federal officials over the summer. 
“They are absolutely totally aware that the spike did occur, and they are watching for any trends that would indicate it’s going to spike again,” said W. Ralph Basham, a former director of the service who keeps in contact with Mark Sullivan, the current director. 
Making the job that much more difficult, Mr. Basham said, is that many would-be assassins do not telegraph their intentions loudly enough to tip off the Secret Service.
Indeed, records in the case of Mr. Brittingham — which prosecutors, the Secret Service and defense lawyers would not discuss in detail — indicate that agents would not have found out about his plot had he not been arrested in connection with an attempted armed robbery in December.
In the court appearance last August, when Mr. Brittingham pleaded guilty, federal prosecutors said the Secret Service learned about the assassination plot after his arrest, when Marine officials searched a barracks at Camp Lejeune and discovered detailed maps of the Capitol building and photographs of Mr. Obama along with his vital statistics. 
One of the prosecutors, Eric Evenson, told the judge that a witness reported that Mr. Brittingham had said, “We are the Marines fighting Osama, we should do the same for Obama.” 
The documents found at the barracks indicated that Mr. Brittingham was focusing on an attempt in Washington. But, had he not been arrested, he would have conceivably had another opportunity, when Mr. Obama visited Camp Lejeune in February.
Asked if extra precautions were taken for that visit given the Brittingham case, Mr. Donovan, the Secret Service spokesman, said, “There are no extra precautions to take, since we put forth the maximum effort all the time.”
Kitty Bennett contributed reporting.















                This article was downloaded by calibre from http://www.nytimes.com/2009/12/06/us/06threat.html?pagewanted=all





            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            |
        

            | Next
            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            | Previous
            |
            






Seeking Profits at a Nonprofit




By STEPHANIE STROM


Published: December 5, 2009 



Zeus Energy Movement is a charity established last year by four engineers in Texas to develop devices to harness various forms of alternative energy, like a gadget that turns the energy from ocean waves into electricity. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
 Dennis J. Gray, one of the founders, said the group decided to establish itself as a nonprofit organization because it had trouble attracting federal grant money to support research and development. 
“We’ve got no revenues, we’re poor, and we’re trying to access funding for these types of devices,” Mr. Gray said. “If we had revenues or some means of income, then we’d be a for-profit.”
He added, “Right now, we’re a scientific group spending our own money and time developing solutions to energy needs and problems that the world has got to figure out.”
 It took four or five months to get tax-exempt status approved for Zeus, Mr. Gray said. “It was a pain,” he said of the process. 
Eventually, the hope is that Zeus will develop products that will attract interest from major companies, which would buy the patents, Mr. Gray said.
 But a pending application for a patent on the wave device makes it clear that Mr. Gray, not Zeus, would hold the patent. “Who owns it is irrelevant until someone deems it of value,” he said.
 Asked how Zeus differed from Apple and Microsoft when they were just garage operations, Mr. Gray said the comparison was flawed.  “Bill Gates and Steve Jobs aren’t good examples of businesses doing social good,” he said, “because computers are not a charitable thing.”
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Senate Clears Way for Home Health Care Cuts




By ROBERT PEAR


Published: December 5, 2009 




WASHINGTON — Snowflakes swirled around the Capitol on Saturday, whipped by wintry winds, but on the Senate floor inside, a heated debate raged as Democrats and Republicans traded jabs over legislation to achieve President Obama’s goal of near-universal health insurance coverage.
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By a vote of 53 to 41, the Senate on Saturday rejected a Republican effort to block cutbacks in payments to home health agencies that provide nursing care and therapy to homebound Medicare beneficiaries. 
Republicans voted against the cuts, saying they would hurt some of the nation’s most vulnerable citizens. Most Democrats supported the cutbacks, saying they would eliminate waste and inefficiency in home care.
The Democrats’ health care bill would reduce projected Medicare spending on home care by $43 billion, or 13 percent, over the next 10 years. The savings would help offset the cost of subsidizing coverage for the uninsured.
Mr. Obama planned to visit Capitol Hill on Sunday to attend a meeting of the Senate Democratic caucus. The caucus is split over several major provisions of the bill, including one that would create a government health plan to compete with private insurers.
A handful of Democrats and Senator Olympia J. Snowe, Republican of Maine, met Saturday to explore ideas for a possible compromise on the public plan. 
In the past, weekend sessions of Congress have dealt with momentous issues like impeachment or fiscal emergencies. But the Saturday session — the sixth day of Senate debate on the giant health care bill — felt, in some ways, like an ordinary workday, as senators debated the health care bill in public and tried to thrash out differences in private.
The Senate majority leader, Harry Reid, Democrat of Nevada, said the Senate had to meet Saturday so it could finish work on the bill before the end of the year.
“Fourteen thousand people lose their health insurance every day in America,” Mr. Reid said. “The American people don’t get weekends off from this injustice. Bankruptcy does not keep bankers’ hours. The bills don’t go away just because it’s Sunday or Saturday. The pain is still there. And so our work continues this weekend.”
Senator Bob Casey, Democrat of Pennsylvania, said: “We gather on a Saturday, which is rare. But it is entirely appropriate and, I think, essential that we spend the time on a weekend to debate this bill and get it passed.”
The Senate Republican leader, Mitch McConnell of Kentucky, said his party would not bow to pressure from Mr. Reid.
“The majority leader believes that somehow if we stay in on weekends, Republicans are going to blink,” Mr. McConnell said. “I can assure him we are not going to blink. The longer we discuss this with the American people, the more unpopular it becomes.”
Indeed, Republicans appeared to relish the debate. 
“A fight not joined is a fight not enjoyed,” said Senator John McCain, Republican of Arizona.
Senator Bob Corker, Republican of Tennessee, said, “I would not want to be any other place than on the floor today talking about the most important piece of legislation we probably will deal with in our tenure here.”
Much of the debate Saturday focused on what Mr. McCain had said as the Republican presidential candidate in 2008. Democrats said it was odd to see Mr. McCain styling himself as a defender of Medicare because, in the past, he had favored deep cuts.
Mr. McCain denied that he had tried to cut Medicare benefits.
Democrats said Republicans were stalling. Republicans tried to put Democrats on the defensive. 
“I don’t understand what it is that would cause my friends on the left, on the other side of the aisle, to throw seniors under the bus,” Mr. Corker said.
Senator Max Baucus, Democrat of Montana and chairman of the Finance Committee, said, “Nobody here is trying to throw seniors under the bus.”
Mr. Baucus, a principal author of the health care bill, noted that his mother was receiving home health care and said he would not do anything to hurt beneficiaries.
“We are reducing overpayments,” Mr. Baucus said. “We are rooting out fraud. We are getting the waste out. The savings go back in Medicare and extend the solvency of the trust fund.”
But Senator Mike Johanns, Republican of Nebraska, said, “The cuts will hurt real people.”
And Senator Susan Collins, Republican of Maine, said: “The Medicare home health benefit is under attack. The impact of these cuts will ultimately fall on seniors. Home health agencies will simply not be able to afford to serve seniors living in smaller communities off rural roads.”
Four Democratic senators joined 37 Republicans in voting to block the home health cuts. The four were Evan Bayh of Indiana, Blanche Lincoln of Arkansas, Ben Nelson of Nebraska and Jim Webb of Virginia.
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The Neediest Cases



A Long and Winding Road Together
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Julie Glassberg/The New York Times


Clockwise from upper left, Calif Green and his sons: Zaire, Ishmael, Calif Elijah and Isiah.





By JENNIFER MASCIA


Published: December 5, 2009 



The one constant in Calif Green’s 36 years has been motion.
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A life that began in East Flatbush, Brooklyn, took him to North Carolina; Bay Ridge, Brooklyn; New Orleans; Atlanta; central Florida; prison; Macon, Ga.; Maryland; Key West, Fla.; a Harlem shelter; and ultimately, a three-bedroom apartment on the Rockaway peninsula so close to  Kennedy Airport that, every three to five minutes, a plane will buzz the 11-story apartment building, its engines visible from the living room window. 
“Throw a string up there high enough, you can take a little ride,” Mr. Green joked. 
A father by the time he was 16, Mr. Green endured quite a bit before he settled into this 10th-floor apartment, including several “wild years,” a volatile marriage and the birth of six children, one of whom died in infancy. A series of breakups and reunions with his wife prompted their serial relocation, until his imprisonment for aggravated assault in 2002. 
After his release he joined his wife and children in Macon, but in 2006 a construction job took him to Maryland. His daughter and sons stayed in Macon with their mother, who suffered from mental illness and would disappear for days at a time to abuse drugs, he said. 
When Mr. Green’s wife was arrested for assault and put behind bars, the boys were evicted and their things thrown into the street. Empty-handed, they went to stay with their maternal grandmother in Macon. But as soon as Mr. Green earned enough money for bus fare, he sent for his sons. One by one he was reunited with Calif Elijah, now 18; Ishmael, 17; Isiah, 16; and Zaire, 14. (His daughter opted to live in North Carolina with her boyfriend and infant son.) 
When Mr. Green’s grandmother, who lives on East 14th Street, fell ill, he brought his sons back to New York, where they have decided to stay. “It was a real roller coaster. We’re trying the stability thing now,” he said.
Unemployed, he took his sons to live in the Pelham Fritz Family Shelter, operated by Children’s Aid Society, one of the seven beneficiary agencies of The New York Times Neediest Cases Fund. He and his sons were assigned a “halfway decent” two-bedroom apartment on West 118th Street, where they lived for seven months. 
“I talked to everybody and told them it was going to be a struggle, and that we needed to stick together,” Mr. Green recounted. “I actually painted a picture that was worse than it was — it wasn’t as bad as I thought.”
There was, however, an electrical fire two months into their stay. “No one was hurt,” Mr. Green said, but their belongings were incinerated. Children’s Aid moved them to another apartment and gave them $1,100 for clothing, household supplies and food. In March, when the Green family found the seaside three-bedroom they now call home, they furnished it with an additional $750 from Children’s Aid. 
A carpenter, Mr. Green found a job on a construction site in Middletown, N.Y., earning $350 to $630 a week. He rises at 3:45 a.m. to catch a ride that will take him to the job in Orange County, and returns home around 7. Before bed he has just enough time to “cook a little bit” — favorite dishes include baked ziti, corned beef and lamb. “We fight and argue for about an hour, and then I go to sleep,” he said.
The boys, who are nearing adulthood, seem relatively well adjusted, considering the perpetual motion that has defined their lives. 
“Actually, the moving around was kind of normal,” said Zaire, who wants to be a surgeon. “The staying in one place is kind of boring.” 
But Calif Elijah, who also hopes for a career in medicine, begs to differ: “I’m glad we’re settled. I’d rather be here than anywhere else.”
Ishmael, who recently attended math and science camp, aspires to be an astronaut; Isiah, a junior, is studying history. Their favorite place to hang out is Union Square, near their high school, and they often write to their mother in prison. 
“I’m proud of them,” Mr. Green said. “They’re good young men.”
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A New Look for Graduate Entrance Test




By TAMAR LEWIN


Published: December 5, 2009 



After two false starts, the Graduate Record Exam, the graduate school entrance test, will be revamped and slightly lengthened in 2011 and graded on a new scale of 130 to 170. 
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The Educational Testing Service, which administers the G.R.E., described its plans Friday at the annual meeting of the Council of Graduate Schools in San Francisco, calling the changes “the largest revisions” in the history of the test. 
Although the exam will still include sections on verbal reasoning, quantitative reasoning and analytical writing, each section is being revised. The new verbal section, for example, will eliminate questions on antonyms and analogies.  On the quantitative section, the biggest change will be the addition of an online calculator. The writing section will still have two parts, one asking for a logical analysis and the other seeking an expression of the student’s own views. 
“The biggest difference is that the prompts the students will receive will be more focused, meaning that our human raters will know unambiguously that the answer was written in response to the question, not memorized,” said David G. Payne, who heads the G.R.E. program for the testing service. 
 For security reasons, he said, new content would be introduced and the sequence of questions scrambled every two hours. The new test will be three and a half hours. 
 The G.R.E., required for admission to a range of graduate programs, is a “computer adaptive” test, so that a correct answer to one question leads to a more difficult subsequent question, while a wrong answer leads to a simpler one. Another change is that the computer adaptivity will no longer be question by question but section by section, so that, within a section, students can skip a question and return to it.
 “That’s going to be a real boon to test takers because once you see a question wrong, it’s almost impossible to unsee it, but if you skip and come back a few questions later, it’s more likely that you’ll get it right,” said Neill Seltzer, who is in charge of G.R.E. for Princeton Review.
 Generally, Mr. Seltzer said he saw the changes mostly as an marketing effort, to compete with the GMAT test, used for admission to business schools. The Educational Testing Service lost the contract for administering the GMAT in 2006 to Pearson. Since then, E.T.S. has been increasingly successful marketing the G.R.E. to business schools as an alternative admissions test.
 The current G.R.E. scoring scale runs from 200 to 800, with 10-point increments that may represent only one additional correct answer. The new scoring scale will have one-point increments. 
“We know that some faculty saw a 20- or 30-point difference on the 200-800 scale as more significant than it really was, and we hope that the new scale will make things clearer,” Dr. Payne said. 
 The service first announced in 2005 that it would revise the G.R.E. and lengthen it to four hours, to take effect in October 2006. In early 2006, it put off the changes until the fall of 2007 because of delays in setting up enough Internet-based test centers. Then in 2007, it canceled the planned changes. 
 More than 600,000 students take the G.R.E. each year. In  areas of the world where Internet-based testing is easily available, the G.R.E. lasts three hours. A paper version of the test, lasting about 3 hours 45 minutes, is offered in other places. 
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Student Held in Killing of Binghamton Professor




By AL BAKER


Published: December 5, 2009 



A 46-year-old Binghamton University graduate student from Saudi Arabia was charged on Saturday with killing a retired anthropology professor, a specialist in Islamic and Middle Eastern studies with whom he had worked, the authorities said. 
 The student, Abdulsalam S. al-Zahrani, was charged with second-degree murder in the death of the professor, Richard T. Antoun, who was stabbed in his office in the university’s Science I building on Friday afternoon, said Gerald F. Mollen, the district attorney in Broome County. “We believe the murder weapon was recovered,” he said. 
 Mr. Mollen said in a statement that Mr. Zahrani and Professor Antoun had known each other through Mr. Zahrani’s “work in the graduate program.” Later, in an interview, the district attorney said that “they’ve known each other for quite some time.” The extent of their contact was not immediately clear.
Mr. Zahrani, a citizen of Saudi Arabia who is a graduate student in anthropology, was being held without bail at the Broome County Sheriff’s Correctional Facility after his arraignment in Town Court in Vestal, N.Y., Mr. Mollen said.
Mr. Mollen declined to say whether Mr. Zahrani had made any statements to the authorities. He said he was unsure if the suspect had retained a lawyer.
Professor Antoun, 77, received a doctorate from Harvard in 1963 and joined the Binghamton faculty in the early 1970s. He was “a sociocultural anthropologist who has conducted research among peasants in Jordan, urbanites in Lebanon, peasant farmers in Iran and migrants in Texas and Greece,” according to the university’s Web site. He retired in 1999 as professor emeritus.
“He dedicated his life to trying to understand the people of the Middle East,” said the professor’s sister Linda Miller, of Holden, Mass. “He never said an unkind word to anyone in his life.”
Ms. Miller’s husband, the Rev. David J. Miller, said that Professor Antoun had been married to his wife, Rosalyn, for 17 years and had a son, Nicholas, 40.
Professor Antoun’s work focused on religion and the social organization of tradition in Islamic law and ethics, among other things, according to the university’s Web site. He had taught at the University of Chicago, Manchester University in England and Cairo University, according to his curriculum vitae.
The killing was met with grief on the Binghamton campus, which is nearing the end of the fall semester. The university, which is part of the State University of New York system, has an enrollment of 15,000 students.
“Our entire community has been affected by this,” Gail C. Glover, a university spokeswoman, said on Saturday. “We are feeling profoundly sad. Professor Antoun was a longtime member of our campus community, and his loss is profoundly felt.”
In his statement, Mr. Mollen said there was “no indication of religious or ethnic motivation” in the killing. He said no other arrests were expected. 
Asked if the suspect had any prior contact with university officials for any reason, Ms. Glover said, “I am sure all of this will be part of the investigation.”
Campus police were called about 1:41 p.m. Friday to Professor Antoun’s office on the ground floor of the Science I building, Ms. Glover said. Students in a volunteer ambulance service known as Harpur’s Ferry also responded, she said. The professor, who had been stabbed a number of times, was taken to Wilson Regional Medical Center in Johnson City, N.Y., where he died, Mr. Mollen said.
University officials canceled some classes and events after the attack. But in an e-mail message sent within hours, they reported that a “suspect is in custody.”
It was followed by an e-mail message from Lois B. DeFleur, the university president, who called the killing, “an act of senseless violence.”
“Our hearts go out to the Antoun family,” she added.
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Troops Finding New Service as Teachers




By BERNIE BECKER


Published: December 5, 2009 




WASHINGTON — In her last job in the Air Force, Tammie Langley gave prospective pilots and navigators an introduction to aeronautics. Four years later, Ms. Langley is in a different sort of classroom, teaching sixth graders in North Carolina everything from reading to math.
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The settings may be radically different, but Ms. Langley said the transition from teaching 22-year-olds to teaching 11- or 12-year-olds had been fairly seamless. “Either way, you still have to kind of wipe their noses a bit and kick them in the behind every now and then,” said Ms. Langley, who is in her second year at Kannapolis Intermediate School, about 25 miles north of Charlotte.
Ms. Langley, 36, became a schoolteacher in large part because of Troops to Teachers, a federal program that, over 15 years, has helped about 12,000 former service members transition into second careers in the classroom. Now, a bipartisan group in Congress is hoping to expand the program to allow more veterans returning from Iraq and Afghanistan to sign up, while also increasing the number of places in which they could find employment.
Not all of the veterans who enter the classroom with the help of Troops to Teachers, some of whom are up to a generation older than teachers starting right out of college, share Ms. Langley’s background in formal instruction. But the program’s supporters and participants say that military service in general provides the sort of discipline and life experiences that translate well to teaching. 
“My very first sergeant said, ‘Practice doesn’t make perfect,’ ” said Moises Perez, 50, a social studies teacher in Clayton County, Ga., who spent nearly 24 years in the Army, including service in Afghanistan. “He said, ‘Perfect practice makes perfect.’ That’s what I want to teach the kids.”
C. Emily Feistritzer, president of the National Center for Education Information, said: “We’re finding that these teachers seem to be able to really manage a classroom from the start, which is the biggest problem a lot of teachers have going in. And they come in thinking all children can learn, without any sort of socioeconomic biases.”
These teachers are also a more diverse group than the general teaching population. Men have accounted for about 80 percent of the program’s participants, while 35 percent or so have been members of minorities. The program, which is run by the Defense Department but financed by the Education Department, also encourages participants to teach math, science and special education, areas in which school districts can have the toughest time filling teaching slots.
William P. McAleer, who runs Troops to Teachers, said teaching math and science was sort of a natural progression for the many veterans who worked highly technical jobs in the service. “They’ve lived this stuff,” he said. “They bring real-life experience to these subjects.”
With all that in mind, supporters on Capitol Hill are pushing to expand the program by letting more service members participate and increasing the number of districts where they can teach. Legislation introduced in the House and Senate in October would allow candidates with four years of service or three months of continuous active duty since the Sept. 11 attacks to participate. As it stands, six years of active duty is needed to sign up.
Two leading sponsors of the House bill — Representatives Tom Petri, Republican of Wisconsin, and Joe Courtney, Democrat of Connecticut — said the program, which was created while the military was downsizing, needed to be updated to account for service members returning from the conflicts in Iraq and Afghanistan. (The Senate version of the bill was introduced by Senators John McCain, Republican of Arizona, and Michael Bennet, Democrat of Colorado.)
“We have a large number of returning vets who don’t fit the model of the original program,” Mr. Courtney said. “These are people who have a lot to offer, but just can’t right now.” 
The proposed legislation would also allow participants to teach in a larger number of schools. Right now, veterans who sign up with Troops to Teachers receive a stipend of up to $5,000 to help them obtain a teaching certificate, in exchange for a three-year commitment at high-need schools. Candidates who go to schools with even higher poverty rates receive a maximum of $10,000. 
With the health care debate still front and center, it is uncertain how much attention Congress will give a Troops to Teachers expansion. But the House bill  has already collected roughly 75 co-sponsors, while the American Legion and the National Education Association have also endorsed expanding the program. 
Back in Kannapolis, Ms. Langley is also quick to sing the program’s praises.
“Without it, I would not have been able to make it financially,” said Ms. Langley, who also flew combat missions in Afghanistan in her nine years in the service. “And a three-year commitment is nothing. My kids are some of the best on the planet.”
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Woman Sues Food Company Over E. Coli




By THE ASSOCIATED PRESS


Published: December 5, 2009 



MINNEAPOLIS (AP) — A Minnesota woman who became severely ill from E. coli after eating a tainted hamburger sued a division of the agribusiness giant Cargill Inc. on Friday.
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The woman, Stephanie Smith, 22, of Cold Spring, became ill in September 2007 after eating hamburger produced by the Cargill division. Her infection led to hemolytic uremic syndrome, a complication that causes kidney failure. She suffered seizures and was in a medically induced coma for three months.
She was featured this year in an article in The New York Times that traced the beef trimmings that went into her burger patty to four plants in two countries. The article generated worldwide attention and spurred Congress to consider tougher food safety laws.
The lawsuit, filed in federal court in Minneapolis, names Cargill Meat Solutions Corp., which is based in Wichita, Kan.
Her lawyer, Bill Marler, said settlement talks between Cargill, Cargill’s insurance carrier, AIG, and Ms. Smith’s lawyers recently collapsed.
Mr. Marler said Ms. Smith’s medical bills already total more than $2 million and were likely to add up to tens of millions of dollars.  Cargill, based in Minnetonka, has paid for some of her bills. 
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Fairground Fire Kills 2 Men and 43 Horses




By THE ASSOCIATED PRESS


Published: December 5, 2009 



LEBANON, Ohio (AP) — A fire ripped through a fairground horse barn Saturday in southwest Ohio, killing 2 people and 43 horses, the authorities said.
 The barn roof had collapsed by the time firefighters arrived at the Warren County Fairgrounds, about 25 miles northeast of Cincinnati, said Capt. Krista Wyatt of the Lebanon Fire Department. The fire was reported around 5 a.m.
The bodies of two men were pulled from the barn, said Shane Cartmill, a spokesman for the  state fire marshal’s office. Officials were trying to identify the men, whose bodies were badly burned.
The cause of the fire was under investigation.
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Chess



An Ill-Timed Cigarette Break Trips Up Two Grandmasters




By DYLAN LOEB McCLAIN


Published: December 5, 2009 




Turns out that smoking is not just bad for your health; it may be bad for your game. 
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At the World Chess Cup, which is being held in Khanty Mansiysk, Russia, two top Chinese grandmasters, Wang Yue and Li Chao, showed up late for tie-breaker games in their third-round matches because they had been smoking. Under new World Chess Federation rules, they had to forfeit.
The forfeits cost Wang and Li their matches, and they had to go home. In an interview published on the tournament’s Web site, Wang said he understood the decision but thought it was unfair. He expressed remorse for what happened to Li, who started smoking only to keep him company during the tournament. 
Asked if he would now give up the habit, Wang said: “I don’t think so. After such a shock, you only think to take a long smoke.”
•
Players at the National Chess Congress in Philadelphia, which was held over Thanksgiving weekend, received a different life lesson: Appearances can be deceiving. 
A section limited to players with ratings under 1,600 was won by David Nguyen, whose rating before the tournament was 684. Ratings measure ability — the higher the rating, the better the player. 
Nguyen, who had not played in a tournament since 1994, according to United States Chess Federation records, chose to enter the section where he could win the most money — $2,000 — against the weakest opposition. The next section, for players with ratings under 1,400, had a top prize of $1,400. 
Mark Glickman, a Boston University professor who oversees the federation’s ratings, wrote in an e-mail message that the odds of a player with a 700 rating beating six players in a row in the 1,500 range, as Nguyen did, is about one in a trillion. 
Bill Goichberg, the director of the tournament and the federation’s president, said in an interview that he had asked Nguyen how he had done it. He said that Nguyen explained that he had “played a lot on the Internet.” 
Goichberg, who has directed tournaments for four decades, said he could not recall a similar feat. He told Nguyen that he would be treated as having a rating of 2,000 in tournaments that Goichberg runs. 
Goichberg said he would also ask the federation to raise Nguyen’s rating, which was about 1,250 after the tournament. The federation changed it to 1,600. 
In the sixth round, Nguyen beat Jahaade Adams to clinch first place. Despite the loss, Adams raised his rating during the tournament to 1,529 from 1,415.
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College Loans as Development Aid




By STEPHANIE STROM


Published: December 5, 2009 




Three months ago, Kushal Chakrabarti likes to say, the organization he co-founded, Vittana.org, amounted to little more than “three guys and a dog.” 
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 Then readers of The Huffington Post chose Mr. Chakrabarti as the “Ultimate Game Changer in Philanthropy,” and suddenly Vittana, which is pioneering student loans in the developing world, was the next new thing in charity. 
“I don’t even know how we got onto the list,” Mr. Chakrabarti said in an interview a few days before the results of the contest were announced. 
Vittana, which beat out such well-known charities as DonorsChoose and people like Mayor Michael R. Bloomberg of New York, is building a student loan business for microfinance institutions that cater to poor people in the developing world. 
It uses a model similar to that of Kiva.org, a nonprofit organization that funnels loans to individual borrowers through microfinance institutions. The method is to solicit individual lenders for money that will back loans to young adults seeking college educations. 
 “The student loan as you know it in the United States does not exist in the developing world, so this is a big development for us,” said Martin Burt, executive director of Fundación Paraguaya, a Vittana partner in Paraguay.
Some mainstream banks in developing countries do offer loans to students, but such loans are typically expensive and thus out of reach for most students and families.
With Vittana’s help in raising money, Fundación Paraguaya has so far made loans totaling $2,000 to five students and has arranged five more potential loans, Mr. Burt said. “Vittana is just the beginning,” he said. “Once this becomes established, the opportunities are immense.”
Many microfinance organizations have wanted to make student loans for several years but had trouble getting the institutions that back them to support a program. Mainstream banks and others lend to microfinance institutions who in turn lend to small entrepreneurs because those loans support an activity that generates income. But a loan to a college student bears no immediate promise of repayment.
“Our external partners’ interests in reducing poverty were focused on what they perceived to be economic activity,” said Francisco Montoyo Galeano, executive director of Afodenic, a Nicaraguan microfinance organization and Vittana partner, “and they did not give their attention to students, which are really the key to reducing poverty in the population over the long term.” 
Afodenic has submitted 40 student borrowers to Vittana, some of whom are still soliciting loans, with an average loan request of about $1,000. Vittana also has partners in Peru and Vietnam and is working to start a program in Mongolia.
Vittana hopes to demonstrate that students are as good a risk as any other microfinance borrower. 
“It’s not like giving someone a loan to buy more oranges to sell at their fruit stand, which will enable them to produce more income because they’ll be selling more,” said Geoff Davis, an entrepreneur who was one of the founders of Unitus, a nonprofit group that works to develop the microfinance industry worldwide. “The returns on a student loan take longer to materialize and require larger amounts than the typical microfinance loan.”
Timothy Ogden, publisher of Philanthropy Action, an online magazine for donors, said Vittana’s efforts were important because of the focus on college education as a means of improving standards of living. 
“If you’re trying to raise standards of living,” Mr. Ogden said, “making an education loan is probably a better way of doing that than lending another $100 to an illiterate and unskilled woman to open another roadside stand.”
Mr. Chakrabarti, 26, said he came up with the concept for Vittana in 2008 after leaving Amazon.com, where he led a team that developed the system that compiles a  list of books a buyer might like based on the selection the buyer just made. “I had decided that I didn’t want to sell books for the rest of my life, and so I left Amazon and spent a fair amount of time in India,” he said.
 While there, he developed an interest in microfinance, and he realized that the reason most people were taking out the loans was to finance their children’s education. That led to research about loans for education, and then to Vittana. 
 The organization has provided financing for roughly 33  loans totaling $37,000 and now has six paid employees. The dog, Dusky, whom Mr. Chakrabarti was training as a guide dog, has moved on. 
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Baucus Acknowledges Recommending Girlfriend




By CARL HULSE  and ANAHAD O’CONNOR


Published: December 5, 2009 




WASHINGTON — Senator Max Baucus, a powerful committee chairman and a chief architect of the Democratic health care overhaul, acknowledged Saturday that he had recommended the Obama administration appoint a woman he was dating to serve as the federal prosecutor in his home state, Montana.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]


In response to news media inquiries, Mr. Baucus, a Democrat and the chairman of the Finance Committee, said that he had already begun a relationship with the woman, Melodee Hanes, the director of his state operations, in February when he submitted her name along with two others as candidates to serve as United States attorney for the state.
When the relationship intensified, Mr. Baucus said, he and Ms. Hanes agreed jointly in March that she would withdraw from consideration, and another person was eventually nominated. Ms. Hanes, 53, an experienced prosecutor, then took a job at the Justice Department. She and Mr. Baucus, both divorced, now live together.
“It just made sense for her not to be a candidate because we were close,” Mr. Baucus, 67, said Saturday as he met with reporters just outside the Senate chamber. He said Ms. Hanes began looking for a new position after they agreed she should no longer work in the Senate office because of their relationship.
News of the job recommendation, first disclosed Friday by the Web site MainJustice.com, came as the senator is squarely in the public eye as one of the chief proponents of the health care legislation that kept the Senate in session over the weekend. The relationship between Mr. Baucus and Ms. Hanes is just the latest in a string of incidents that has focused attention on the personal lives of senators.
Michael Steele, the chairman of the Republican National Committee, called for an inquiry by the Senate ethics committee. 
“Today’s report that Senator Max Baucus used his Senate office to advance a taxpayer-funded appointment for his staff-member girlfriend raises a whole host of ethical questions,” Mr. Steele said.
But top Democrats stood by Mr. Baucus, and party officials said that legal advisers doubted there was any reason for an inquiry since Ms. Hanes had withdrawn her nomination of her own accord.
“Max is a good friend and an outstanding senator and he has my full support,” Senator Harry Reid of Nevada, the majority leader, said in a statement issued by his office.
Senator Mitch McConnell of Kentucky, the Republican leader, chose not to weigh in on the matter. “I don’t have any observations to make about that,” Mr. McConnell said when asked about Mr. Baucus at a news conference.
Mr. Baucus said he saw no grounds for an inquiry and noted that Ms. Hanes was one of three Montana lawyers recommended as finalists for the position by a lawyer who, at Mr. Baucus’s request, reviewed the qualifications of six people whose names were submitted by the senator. 
“Everything was straight and on the up-and-up,” said Mr. Baucus, who said he submitted the three names to the administration without a recommendation as to which one should be chosen.
Ms. Hanes is now serving in the Justice Department’s Office of Juvenile Justice and Delinquency Prevention as counselor to the administrator. Agency officials said Mr. Baucus did not write a letter of recommendation or otherwise lobby for Ms. Hanes to get the job, which she took in June.
Tracy Schmaler, a Justice Department spokeswoman, said that Ms. Hanes was hired “because of her decades of experience in the field,” saying she had specialized in the prosecution of child abuse and neglect at the Polk County Attorney’s Office in Des Moines.
“She has won awards for her work, been published on the topics of child abuse and fatality, and taught classes in these areas to both law students and Department of Human Services child protection investigators,” Ms. Schmaler said
Before going to work for Mr. Baucus, Ms. Hanes handled a number of high-profile trials, including a double murder at the Iowa State Fair in 1996, where a husband and wife who operated a funnel cake stand were killed in a murder-for-hire case. She won frequent convictions during more than a dozen years in the state attorney’s office.
She also drew controversy, though, because she was married to the state’s medical examiner, Dr. Thomas Bennett. Together, they aggressively pursued cases of shaken-baby syndrome and were criticized by defense lawyers for filing homicide charges against parents in cases of crib deaths or other unexplained deaths.
A decade ago, the couple moved from Iowa to Montana, where Ms. Hanes traded prosecuting for Democratic politics and ultimately worked for Mr. Baucus. A spokesman for Mr. Baucus said the senator and Ms. Hanes began their personal relationship in the summer of 2008. She was divorced from Dr. Bennett later that year.
Mr. Baucus said the relationship began after both he and Ms. Hanes were separated. 
“There was no affair,” he said. “We became close after each separated from our respective spouses.”
Mr. Baucus said he did not expect the disclosure to be a distraction in the health care debate.
The attention on Mr. Baucus comes as Senator John Ensign, a Nevada Republican, faces an ethics investigation after disclosures that he had an affair with a staff member and wife of a former top aide who, along with her husband, then received a $96,000 payment from Mr. Ensign’s parents. 
 Charlie Savage and Jeff Zeleny contributed reporting.
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Len Chenfeld’s Outside Shot
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TRAVELING Len Chenfeld, in blue, in an Amateur Athletic Union game in October. Len transferred to Poly Prep in Brooklyn, a 19-mile commute, in hopes of raising his basketball I.Q.




By ROBIN FINN

Published: December 4, 2009 



LEN CHENFELD is a bright, unimposing high school senior with the slightly spotty skin of a hormone-challenged teenager and the crystalline agenda of a Zen master: a Zen master addicted to basketball. On a recent Tuesday, he was icing his neck in preparation for two hours he lives for: basketball practice at Poly Prep Country Day School in Dyker Heights, Brooklyn. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Len Chen, as his teammates call him, was projecting a pout above his brand-new Brandeis jersey and Poly Prep shorts. He had a strained neck muscle. But forfeit practice? Not the dogged little point guard who left his sickbed for a second-round playoff game last spring with a 102-degree fever, in a long-sleeve shirt to fend off the chills. 
That was back when he wore the purple and white of the Hunter College High School Hawks; Len scored 20 points, but his team lost, 54-46, in overtime. “It killed me,” he said. He meant the defeat, not the flu. 
So, for senior year, Len left Hunter, a prestigious public school on the Upper East Side that sends graduates to the nation’s top colleges, where he had been since prekindergarten and led the team to a division title. He transferred to PolyPrep to raise his basketball I.Q., commuting 19 miles each way from the Upper West Side to the far reaches of Brooklyn and paying $30,000 in tuition for the privilege of playing for Coach Bill McNally, whose trophy case includes two state private school championships, five “coach of the year” titles and 10 league titles over 17 years. He is a Blue Devil. An upgrade.
Len notified his Hunter teammates and coach, Neil Potter, via e-mail, just before leaving for Tel Aviv in June to compete in the Maccabiah Games, where his team won a silver medal. 
“I wanted to tell the coach, but we kept playing phone tag right up until the plane took off,” he said. “Coach Potter is a great guy, but Hunter had never had a guy recruited for basketball before. Coach McNally is a legend. He’s sent guys to Division I, sent a guy to the N.B.A. He knows everybody.” 
At 5 feet 9 inches and 150 pounds, Len does not imagine himself playing in the N.B.A. or even the N.C.A.A. tournament; he matches his local role model, Nate Robinson of the Knicks, in height and hustle but, alas, cannot replicate his remarkable 43 ½-inch vertical leap. Which means Len does not dunk. But he still harbors hopes of playing pro overseas and is something of a savant. “From the time he could walk, he was bouncing a basketball,” recalled his mother, Chana.
The playgrounds and gymnasiums of New York City are littered with hoop dreams, and with the legends of players whose talent triumphed over poverty and broken homes. Kenny Anderson grew up in LeFrak City, Queens, and had an army of recruiters tracking his skills by the sixth grade. Stephon Marbury, raised with six siblings in Coney Island, became “Starbury” and the subject of a book, “The Last Shot,” by the ninth. Both played for powerhouse city high schools (Archbishop Molloy, Lincoln), went to Georgia Tech on scholarship and left college diploma-less for the N.B.A. and its attendant fame and fortune.
Len, who is 18, does not fit that template. He is, let’s face it — he has, after all — shorter, whiter and wealthier: Few urban basketball prodigies summer in East Hampton. He is Walter Mitty in Nikes, and his most realistic role model is Ben Rudin, another Jewish point guard, who grew up in Scarsdale, N.Y., graduated from Middlebury College and now plays for Kiryat Ata in Israel’s top-level league, Ligat Ha’al.
 Jesse Shapiro, coach of Fastbreak NYC, the Amateur Athletic Union team that Len has helped take to the national tournament the past two years, called him “hands-down the best white player, and one of the top five point guards, in the city leagues right now.” But after a wildly complimentary article about him appeared in February on Five Boro Sports, a Web site that tracks New York high school and college athletics, Len was denounced on blogs as “the most overrated player ever,” and was warned that nobody would ever “take him seriously playing at Hunter College High School,” which was further ridiculed as being in a “cupcake league.” 
“You start to read that stuff and it makes you think, ‘Am I overrated? Am I over-hyped?’ ” he said. “I know I wasn’t a big name in New York City basketball, but it’s a little shocking that anybody would care that much to write that stuff about me when they probably haven’t even seen me play. If I’m not worth it, then don’t post it.” 
Anyhow, no cupcakes at Poly Prep, whose opening game was Friday night, after a month of grueling practices and five scrimmages. 
Len skipped a sold-out Springsteen concert at Madison Square Garden the weekend before practice began because of that iffy neck — one more sacrifice in a string of them. Years before, he pulled the plug on piano lessons (too time-consuming), quit skiing (for fear of breaking a limb during basketball season) and opted out of competitive chess and tennis despite winning titles and trophies in both (distracting). 
“My dad really wanted me to see Springsteen with him,” Len said, “but I’ve been waiting for practice to start for months, and I couldn’t risk it.”
LEN’S father, Cliff, is his prime enabler: He helped Mr. Shapiro create Fastbreak NYC, and he now manages and helps bankroll the team (though he would not say how much he spends). At the national tournament in Florida last year, he drove the team around in a rented van. “It was ‘Animal House’ meets hip-hop — food fights, you name it,” Mr. Chenfeld recalled.
After Len’s sophomore year, Mr. Chenfeld put together an over-the-top video showing off his son’s skills to send to colleges. It ended up on YouTube: embarrassing. “I didn’t have anything to do with making it,” Len said. “It feels unneeded, like it’s arrogant.”
Mr. Chenfeld left the Sullivan & Cromwell law firm at age 30 to start a record company with a law school friend; he’s the guy who brought Kidz Bop into the world. Len is the oldest of three boys; the others are pop-rock musicians who, at 15 and 13, already have Webster Hall credentials, CDs and MySpace groupies. 
“He always tells me how important it is to be passionate about what you do,” Len said of his father. “So if he tried to discourage me from playing ball, he’d be a big hypocrite, right?”
The Chenfelds live on West 84th Street, in a sprawling apartment with a bedroom for each boy and one left over just for Ping-Pong. (The youngest, Noah, said Len ruthlessly beats him whenever they play.) Len’s room is decorated with a zillion Sports Illustrated covers, and crammed with trophies and a tennis racquet-stringing machine. A Glenn Ligon portrait of Stevie Wonder dominates the living room. “We heard the Obamas also collect Ligon, but we got there first,” joked Mr. Chenfeld. 
Len’s mother, Chana, chairwoman of the religious school at Congregation Habonim on West 66th Street, is barely 5 feet tall and weighs less than 100 pounds. (Family joke: Dad hid Mom from the college recruiters scoping out their son for fear her diminutive size would scare them away.) She still cannot quite get her mind around Len’s leaving a school where he had been a superstar athlete and a B student his whole life. 
Poly Prep did not recruit him. Mr. Shapiro, the A.A.U. coach, said he had been pressuring Len to transfer for the past two years, and Mr. Chenfeld said it was Len’s choice alone. 
Hunter’s Coach Potter declined to be interviewed for this article; in an e-mail message responding to Len’s announcing his transfer, Mr. Potter said he was surprised Len had not forsaken the school in ninth grade. In interviews, former teammates said they still loved Len, and noted that he is not a ball hog. 
“To be honest, a bunch of kids are pretty annoyed, but he did what he had to do for college,” said Cole Garson, Len’s best friend on the team. “He has a basketball-trumps-all attitude.” 
Len acknowledged the move “was selfish in a certain way,” but said he had always been clear “that high school sports was not the end-goal for me.”
POLY PREP, founded in 1854, has a sylvan campus a stone’s throw from the Verrazano-Narrows Bridge and alumni who include Arthur Levitt, the former chairman of the Securities and Exchange Commission; two of Meryl Streep’s daughters; and, most important to Len, Joachim Noah of the Chicago Bulls. For nearly two decades, Coach McNally has customized N.B.A.-style plays for high school boys and has served as matchmaker between his locker room and college campuses. “Think of it like a date,” he tells players. “Would you rather be someone’s first choice, or their backup?”
 “He helps you realize that it’s smarter to get to play at a Division III school and get a great education than to pin your hopes on Division I and wind up not getting to play,” Len said. “I always thought I had the talent to play at the D-I  level, and that the only thing holding me back was my size, but now I realize that if I went D-I, I’d end up sitting on the bench, and that would kill me because I’ve never sat on the bench in my life.”
The only Division I interest Len attracted was from Columbia, Cornell and the University of Pennsylvania, hardly basketball powerhouses, and it was lukewarm. 
“When I call a college coach and say, ‘I’ve got this great 5-foot-9-inch white kid you should take a look at,’ the guard goes up,” said Greg Kristof, a director of Hoop Mountain Basketball, which stages recruiting tournaments. “There’s kind of a reverse discrimination in basketball where, as a short white kid, you’d better be twice as good as anyone else in your position.”
For his part, Len said he is ecstatic about applying, early decision, to Brandeis, a nationally ranked Division III program that travels to games via airplane, not bus.
But first, senior year at Poly Prep.
Day 2 of practice was just as torturous as Day 1. Coach McNally packed 30 drills into a 90-minute session. “The coach here lives for this stuff, which is what you want,” Len said. The trainer ran out of ice bags. One senior got so winded after a sprint that he had to use a paper bag to stop hyperventilating. Len jammed his right index finger against a teammate’s skull; he’s broken it before. Actually, he has broken all 10 fingers before. The trainer took a look and determined the finger had not cracked again, and Len rejoined the lineup. “If you don’t go hard, I’m going to throw you off the team,” thundered Coach McNally. Len goes hard.
After practice, more ice — for the finger, that iffy neck and his right knee. Len’s backpack, loaded with books (Advanced Placement English and history, calculus, environmental science and film), threatened to overpower him as he fumbled for the key to his mother’s shiny silver minivan, a vehicle he finds embarrassingly corny to wedge into the student parking lot. Then again, it beats the alternative, a subway ride to the terminus of the R train. 
After years of waiting for the crosstown bus to Hunter, Len said he finds the new solo commute liberating. “It’s a reverse commute,” he noted, surfing the rap channels on the radio.
He ignored his hyperactive BlackBerry — “Sometimes I’ll see someone texting and driving at the same time. That’s just nuts!” — and obeyed the speed limit, though he somehow managed to make the trek home in 26 minutes, a personal record. 
“If I had my choice, I’d have a Range Rover and a Maserati,” he said as a sedan with New Jersey plates cut him off near the Brooklyn-Battery Tunnel. “And also in an ideal world, I would smack into that guy in front of us.” 
At Hunter, Len was on a chess team that won five national championships. (“I peaked in third grade,” he said, sounding apologetic. “I think the best I ever did individually at the nationals was 10th.”) In tennis, he twice took the Public School Athletic League’s doubles title. (“I was an aggressor when I played tennis, but I know that’s not going to work for me in basketball,” he said. “My theory is, let the other guy get the technical foul.”) He played hockey, soccer and baseball, too, but dropped everything besides basketball as a junior, the year Hunter students amp up their obsession with the Ivy League. 
“They’re so self-conscious about their grades and test scores, just so wound up about it, that it’s all anybody talks about,” Len said. “At Poly, it’s a more chilled environment.”
 IN the playoffs of the IS8/Nike Fall Classic, a late-October  A.A.U. event in Jamaica, Queens, Len faced off against an idealized version of himself, Kyrie Irving, a Duke-bound point guard from East Orange, N.J. Kyrie is 6-foot-2 and handles the ball with the élan of a snake charmer; nationally, he is the No. 2-ranked point guard in the Class of 2010, according to ESPN-U. 
The middle-school gymnasium smelled like sweat even before the game started; the sound system blared Jay-Z’s “Empire State of Mind” and a play-by-play guy with an overloud mic announced the start of each quarter with a merciless refrain: “Somebody’s going on vacation.” 
Unlike Kyrie, whose leather sneakers resembled footwear Fred Astaire might have favored away from the ballroom, Len had no bling, no tattoos, no endorsements, no basketball scholarship and no entourage. (Though he does call Coach McNally “my Ari Gold,” referring to the Hollywood superagent in HBO’s “Entourage,” whose poster hangs in his bedroom.) What he brought to the gym was his competitive nature and a healthy curiosity about just how much game Kyrie Irving had. 
At the half, set up by a missile from Len, Fastbreak NYC led, 39-38. The lead vanished when Fastbreak lost its cool in the second half; Kyrie maintained his, and his team won, 78-69. Len scored 10 points and was irked that he missed four of five 3-pointers. He might have had 13 had he connected in the game’s waning minutes, when his frustrated father yelled, “Take the 3!” 
Coach Shapiro screamed at his players during and after the game. “He told us, ‘You blew a big opportunity to beat a team with big-name players on a big stage,’ ” Len said. Later, Mr. Shapiro said of Len: “He would show up to play with one leg and one arm; that’s the kind of kid he is.”
The day after the game, Kyrie announced on national television he was headed for Duke. 
 “He’s got speed, and he’s obviously a great passer,” Len said. “He’s better than me. That extra five inches in height is a nice advantage.”
“I thought it would be cool to play against a truly top-ranked point guard,” he added. “I mean, I’m going to be seeing that kid on TV next year during March Madness.” 
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Suburbs See a Challenge as Residents Grow Older
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PUZZLE ROOM Midge Bolton at Hamilton Township's senior center.
More Photos >





By LIZETTE ALVAREZ


Published: December 4, 2009 



HAMILTON, N.J. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
THE trash talk on the boccie court at the Hamilton Township Senior Center was heating up.
“What’s the matter, you can’t bend down?” Natale Gigliotti, 71, shouted to an opposing player who lunged as he tossed the ball. “Corto, corto” — short, short — Mr. Gigliotti said as the ball landed. “That’s a boo-boo.” 
“Ohhhh, they love to talk,” said Ray Fink, 79, Mr. Gigliotti’s boccie partner and a regular at the center’s billiard tables and boccie court.
Hamilton, in Mercer County, is a pleasant suburban town, not far from Trenton, with a smattering of historic homes, the requisite big-box stores and a pre-Revolutionary pedigree. It also has more residents who are 65 and older than many other towns in New Jersey — 15 percent of its nearly 94,000 people, while in some towns the proportion is 5 percent or less — and that demographic fact has forced Hamilton to pay close attention to the needs of its elderly.
 This is not to say that other towns and counties are far behind. 
In just two years, baby boomers will start to retire, and by 2030 the number of America’s elderly is expected to reach 72 million, more than double the number in 2000. Demographers expect the suburbs to age particularly quickly, as residents retire close to home, or as those who have already moved to the Sun Belt return to live near relatives as they grow frail. 
Some towns are already feeling these effects: Twenty percent of Glen Cove, in Nassau County, is 65 and older, for instance, as is 23 percent of Somers, in Westchester County. 
 This increase in the number of elderly will place unparalleled strains on many suburbs’ services. 
“In the Northeast, we have to look at it as if the clock is ticking,” said Brian M. Hughes, the Mercer County executive. “We have an aging housing stock and a population that is not increasing as much as the rest of the country. We need to figure out how we’re going to provide more services with a smaller tax base.”
Mercer County, with its grayer population, offers a peek at the future in terms of preparing for its aging residents. 
On the housing front, the county has seen a sharp rise in developments for people 55 and over. These adult communities, some with house prices reaching $500,000, pay homage to the retirement villages of Florida, only on a smaller scale. They offer gardens, large clubhouses and swimming pools, games and a built-in social life.
An estimated 13 such adult communities have been built in Mercer County since 2002 — a much brisker pace than in previous years. Almost all their homes, usually one story and requiring little yardwork, are tailor-made for the aging. 
The county has also seen a boom in assisted-living facilities, said Sherrill Senter, a real estate agent with the Keller Williams Hamilton firm, who added that builders are planning for older people even in the general housing market. Many newer houses, she says, have a bedroom on the first floor or a study that can easily be converted into a bedroom for an aging parent. 
 Real estate agents, eager to learn of plans that will affect them, now attend meetings between nonprofit groups and the Mercer County Office on Aging.
The county has also supplemented its network of shuttle vans for the elderly by arranging to use other vans, borrowed from the Association of Retarded Citizens and other groups, when available. And the Hamilton senior center is offering its own transportation service — something such centers do not often do. 
“As the population ages, we have to find a way to get them mobile,” said Kathleen Fitzgerald, a nurse and the supervisor of senior services at the center. 
 Last year, also with its eye on a grayer future, Mercer Community College started to offer a certificate in gerontology for health care providers, social workers, caregivers and others. The required courses include such subjects as the aging process, memory loss and a holistic approach to aging. 
Eileen Doremus, executive director of the county’s Office on Aging, said that a gerontology certificate would become essential to doing business. “It doesn’t matter what realm you work in and live in,” she said. “You will be interacting with people who are older, be it in real estate, health care, retail.” 
Local governments like Mercer County are not alone in their efforts. Over the past two years, the state of New Jersey has instructed 400 chronic disease health managers in training the elderly to avoid costly trips to hospitals. Trainers teach the elderly how to keep tabs on their ailments and cope with pain and frustration. 
Senior centers are another important aspect of elderly care, and so it is in Mercer County. As he took a break from one of his regular billiards games, Mr. Fink — Mr. Gigliotti’s boccie partner — explained how he ended up at the Hamilton senior center. 
 “I didn’t want to move into the city; I have always lived in the suburbs,” said Mr. Fink, a former quality control manager for an electronics manufacturer. He also wanted to be near his son, who lived in Hamilton. Then, he said, “I met a couple who told me about Mercer County and said they had the best senior center. I’m very active.”
The senior center moved to a spacious building in 2001. To be successful, such facilities must shake off their stigma as depressing places where the elderly come just to eat a hot meal and shuffle about. In Hamilton, that stigma remains, but less so every year, Ms. Fitzgerald said.
The center, which is publicly financed and has a hard-to-get national certification by the National Council on Aging, provides the requisite lunch, health checks and help with paperwork. But visitors can also sit down at computer banks to learn how to design Web pages or post photos online; they do the cha-cha with a dance instructor; sing in choral groups and on karaoke night; swim in the small pool; smack down dominoes and stage plays. 
 There are even a few younger patrons, whose needs differ from those of older ones. One example is Paula and Jack Beiger, who practiced the rumba one morning, keeping impeccable time to the music.
 “Some people our age are almost embarrassed to come to the senior center,” said Ms. Beiger, 54, who is allowed in only with her 63-year-old husband (members must live in Hamilton and be at least 60). “We come just for the dancing and have such a good time.”
As for Mr. Fink, he does not plan to leave Hamilton Township. But he does worry about the aging of the baby boomers. He waited a year and a half for his current apartment — in a subsidized building for the elderly called Pond Run — and that was before the rising tide.
 “As a nation, we have to set up more volunteer programs to support these people,” Mr. Fink said. “There will be so many of them.”
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About New York



Stoking the Furnace, and a Love for Books




By JIM DWYER


Published: December 4, 2009 




An age ago, Sharon Washington would sit in her neighborhood library early in the evenings, perched on a short-legged chair sized for the children’s section, lost in the words and woodcut drawings of “The Red Fairy Book.” No one else would be around. The building was closed. The other kids had long since packed up their school bags. The librarians had gone home. It was just 8-year-old Sharon, alone, in the shush-less quiet of an empty building on Amsterdam Avenue.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
 Except she would be far away, standing, perhaps, in an unnamed forest, gazing up at the tower where Rapunzel awaited her prince and endured the wicked enchantress.
Somewhere over Sharon’s head, the hinges of a door would creak.
“Dinner!”
Her mother’s voice echoing off the marble stairs.
Sharon would linger as Rapunzel wove the silk escape ladder. 
Then:
“I know you can hear me!” her mother, Connie Washington, would yell. “I’ve called you three times.”
And Sharon would close the book and go home — walking up two twisting flights to the apartment where she and her family lived, at the very top of the library. 
When Sharon Washington says she grew up with books, she is speaking literally: Her father, George King Washington, was a library custodian, a job that for much of the 20th century included shoveling coal into the furnace at all hours. It came with an apartment, and a world of remembered magic for the little girl who grew up in the library, an only child. 
“It was the books, of course, but it was also my father, working on the furnace, feeding the dragon that ate the coal,” said Ms. Washington, 50 and a successful actor, shown above with her father in 1963. “I remember the coal truck deliveries.” 
The coal sluiced down a chute next to the furnace. The pieces sparkled with blackness. Her father — a long, lean man — had a shovel nearly as tall as himself. She would sneak downstairs to watch him wield the shovel and spin the ashcans to the curb. “The family mantra was: Don’t let that furnace go out,” she recalled last week. 
After seeing Superman on the old TV series create a diamond by squeezing a piece of coal (“put it under a million tons pressure for a thousand years”), Sharon tried it. “Coal dust all over my hands and face,” she said. “I had to explain to my mother what I was trying to do.”
Her mother, who graduated from Wadleigh High School and worked as an executive secretary, grew up on Mulberry Street and met her father when he was working in a store on 99th Street. 
They married in 1940. He was from South Carolina and had little education. But he learned to cook in the Navy during World War II, was very handy and a ferocious worker. He also drank. Sharon, born in 1959, said she was “a reconciliation baby.” A few years later, he landed a job as the custodian of the St. Agnes branch of the library on Amsterdam Avenue, a defining moment for the Washingtons. 
Sharon went to public school on the Upper West Side until second grade, when a vice principal told her mother to send her to Dalton, the exclusive academy for the wealthy. She got a partial scholarship. “I would never have called us poor,” she said. “My mother probably would have. They scrimped for the tuition.” 
A birthday party for a Dalton classmate might involve a private movie at the Paramount screening room, complete with a help-yourself popcorn machine. Sharon had her birthday parties upstairs in the library.
The apartment at St. Agnes had a big kitchen and three bedrooms, one for her grandmother, a great reader. Sharon wore out books. “I would always be downstairs, creating these worlds for myself,” she said. 
 Over her girlhood, the Washingtons lived in three Manhattan libraries until her father could no longer manage the physical grind. Ms. Washington went on to Dartmouth College and then to drama school at Yale. 
One morning last week, she stood on East 79th Street, peering up at the limestone walls of one of her old homes, the Yorkville library branch. Her parents are dead. The last resident custodian retired from the system in 2006. All the old apartments are now either deserted or used for library business.
Her mother kept diaries, but used stenographic shorthand when dealing with tender subjects, so Ms. Washington can only guess what was happening. She remembers that when her father — “90 percent of the time he was so reliable” — would hit a bad patch of drinking, she and her mother would have to feed the furnace. 
 “It took the two of us to handle that shovel,” she said. “We all lived by the rule — don’t you let that furnace go out.”
E-mail: dwyer@nytimes.com
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Sunday Routine | Jeanine F. Pirro



Leniency for the Judge’s Animals
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Damon Winter/The New York Times


ROOM SERVICE Jeanine F. Pirro, the former prosecutor, who is now a TV judge, with Wilbur, left, and Dartina.





By ROBIN FINN


Published: December 4, 2009 



Jeanine F. Pirro, the three-term district attorney of Westchester County, left politics for television after being defeated by Andrew M. Cuomo in the 2006 race for state attorney general. Since 2008, she has been the star of  “Judge Pirro,” a syndicated courtroom TV show that is produced in Chicago. Ms. Pirro is also a guest commentator on several programs, including “Fox and Friends” on Sunday mornings. 
 She and her husband, Albert J. Pirro Jr., a lawyer and lobbyist from whom she is separated, have a son in college and a daughter in law school. She spends weekends at her home in Rye, with her two French poodles and a Vietnamese potbellied pig.
 
SUNDAY TWO WAYS My wake-up time depends on whether I’m scheduled on “Fox and Friends.” If I’m on, the alarm clock gets me up at 5:45 and I’m out of the house by 6:30. I’m usually back home by 10, and since I’ve had my hair and makeup done, I’ll probably go to church and out to lunch or some other engagements. On the other Sundays, I wake up when I feel like it, and then I’ll run downstairs in my pajamas to make coffee, always some kind of flavored coffee, and go online to read the news.
EGGS FOR THE DOGS By 8, it’s time to give my 11-year-old white standard poodle, Dartina, her phenobarbital: I either put it in a boiled egg or wrap it up in some American cheese. She started having grand mal seizures a year ago. Tina’s a very elegant dog; I call her my supermodel. And then there’s Mickey, my black standard poodle. He’s 5, and he’s a juvenile delinquent. If I was still a D.A. and he was human, he’d be in jail! He begs for an egg, too, and he always gets one. 
PILL FOR THE PIG Around 9:30 or 10, the dogs and I go outside to take some fruits and vegetables and pig pellets out to Wilbur. It’s quite a sight, the two dogs prancing along all excited, and me in my pajamas and probably boots, because it can get muddy back there. Wilbur is 19, so he gets an arthritis pill that I put in a cherry tomato. He weighs 250 pounds. 
WORKOUT The dogs and I go downstairs to the gym, and I work out for an hour or so on the machines and with the free weights. I bought a couple of yoga tapes, but I’ve decided yoga’s too slow for me. 
BRUNCH OUT OR COOK I might stay home and work on cases, or invite friends over, or sometimes we go out to brunch in Rye. If my children happen to be home  for the weekend, I turn into mom, cooking for them and doing their laundry. I like to cook; in the summer, it’s some type of pasta with shrimp, and in the winter, I make meatballs, the whole deal. At some point in the day I make sure I talk to my mom. She’s 81 and still in Elmira, where I grew up. 
MOVIE NIGHT I like going to the movies on Sunday night. Sunday is really the day I slow down and just clear my head. The most recent movie I saw was “2012.” Let’s just say I haven’t changed any future plans because of it. 
A LITTLE REST I go to bed by 11, but then I’ll be up at 2 or 3 to read my BlackBerry for an hour, surf the news, maybe e-mail my assistant if I have some ideas for the show: I’m one of those people. My head never stops. I do get back to bed, but I don’t need much sleep. Life is too short to slough your way through it.
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Local Stop | Diamond District



Looking Beyond the Glittery Baubles
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Jewels aren’t the only attraction of the diamond district, the crowded area on 47th Street between Fifth Avenue and Avenue of the Americas.
More Photos >





By SARAH MASLIN NIR


Published: December 3, 2009 



People flock to the diamond district for engagement rings and other expensive baubles, especially during the holidays (Marc Mezvinsky, fiancé of Chelsea Clinton, please note). But don’t assume that is the only attraction of the district, the crowded area on 47th Street between Fifth Avenue and Avenue of the Americas. It is for eating and sightseeing, as well as shopping. Just steps from the Rockefeller Center subway station, a visitor can find clandestine restaurants and unsung behind-the-scenes industries, all thrumming away in a sea of bling. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
NOON Push your way past the sidewalk sentries strung out every few feet whispering “We buy gold!” and head for the glatt kosher restaurant Taam-Tov, 41 West 47th Street, (212) 768-8001. Look closely, though; the third-floor establishment barely has a sign and is incongruously decorated with Chinese characters, a holdover from its days as a kosher Chinese restaurant. But Taam-Tov, operated by a Bukharian family, is one of the few places in Manhattan that serves bakhsh, an herby, green dish of diced baby chicken, rice and cilantro ($10), and house-made lepeshka, a bread similar to a buttery focaccia ($2.50). Its balcony will soon be enclosed in glass, so you can toss back your Bukharian tea (95 cents, served in a royal blue pot and sipped through a sugar cube held between your teeth) while watching the mayhem of the diamond district below. If it’s late afternoon, you may see a man on the street in traditional black Bukharian dress covered in gold braid, promoting the restaurant.
1:30 P.M. Curious about how a rough chunk of, say, jade becomes a glossy jewel? Descend into Lapidist Gems, 78 West 47th Street, (212) 840-8320, a gritty basement spot past the jewelers’ booths, where Meelee and Hyeok Choe, a sister and brother from Korea, carve gems for the trade on the same grinders their father used. The grinders are coated with diamond dust, and are continually cooled by dripping water.

2 P.M. For another peek inside the industry, visit Zak Jewelry Tools, 55 West 47th Street, (212) 768-8122, where a Georgian family offers 40,000 gizmos and other paraphernalia for the gem trade, according to Karoline Janel, 23, a third-generation member of the family. Aside from the technical gear, average shoppers can snag a swan-shaped velvet ring box ($2) or jewelry soap ($3.95), or get a close look at their own gems with the jeweler’s monocle known as a loupe ($20 to more than $100).
3 P.M. Tucked into Booth 55 in a showroom at 36 West 47th Street is A. Friedman Trading, (212) 719-1288, where the proprietors, Alex and Evelyn Friedman, specialize in pearls. Arrayed in tiny glass cases, the pearls range from poppy seed-size to lumpy marbles. There are classic white and pale pink pearls from Chinese waters, and black, opalescent gray and shimmery chocolate brown ones from the Tahitian sea. The pearls are sold only to the trade, but a chat with Mr. Friedman, a Holocaust survivor, is worth the stop. With gentle prompting, he will tell you about his escape to the United Kingdom via the Kindertransport, the rescue mission that saved Jewish children during World War II.
4 P.M. Eugene Shulimovich is a fourth-generation Ukrainian hand engraver, one of the few left in the area as machines and digital engraving have spread. In the cramped Booth 24 at 4 West 47th Street, (212) 575-5607, he hand-carves scrollwork letters, swirling flowers and ornate geometric patterns on signet rings (around $350), rifle barrels ($3,000 to $4,000) and wedding bands (prices vary).














                This article was downloaded by calibre from http://www.nytimes.com/2009/12/06/nyregion/06stop.html?pagewanted=all





            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            |
        

    
            | Next
            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            | Previous
            |
            


    
      
        
          
            

Open & Shut



Chronicle of a Changing City
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OPEN Nov. 10, Long Island City, Queens




By COREY KILGANNON

Published: December 4, 2009 



IPODMEISTER, on 41st Avenue in Long Island City, will bring a smile (and an iPod or other electronic goody) to anyone hoping to liquidate a CD collection. The company was started by Kris Schrey, who said that when he tried to sell off his CDs a few years back he was humiliated by snarky music shop employees who ridiculed his musical taste and then lowballed him. Learning of the demand overseas for CDs and DVDs, Mr. Schrey started an online business through which a customer could mail in a CD library and receive an iPod, iPhone or other device based on the size of the collection. (An iPod can be had for 200 discs; more ground rules are at ipodmeister.com.) Last month the venture rented a 4,000-square-foot loft with a loading dock and a waiting room. Now customers can bring in their collections in person — no ridiculing, Mr. Schrey promises. “The pop goes to the Caribbean, the rock goes to Eastern Europe, and the good classical and jazz goes to Korea and Taiwan.”

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
PAPAYA KING, on the southwest corner of Seventh Avenue and 14th Street, was a familiar sight, with its yellow and red neon signs and a mural at the subway entrance claiming its hot dogs were “tastier than filet mignon.” One would think the inexpensive dog-and-fruit-juice outlet would thrive in this economy, but Dan Horan, chief executive of Papaya King, which has two other outlets in the city, said the company got an enticing offer to sell the remainder of its lease at the site. “For me that place was New York,” said Sara Harvey, 36, who  moved here last year from South Carolina and works nearby. She liked the $4.59 special: a 16-ounce drink and two dogs with sauerkraut, onions or relish. Papaya King “made this area feel like a neighborhood,” she said. “It had chutzpah.” 
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City Critic



Through the Looking Glass: Holiday Feasts for the Eyes




[image: ]
Eirini Vourloumis for The New York Times


MERRY WINDOWS A swirl of letters to the North Pole, with elves thrown into the mix, is the focus of a Macy’s display.





By ARIEL KAMINER


Published: December 4, 2009 



Lines of happy children, their cheeks ruddy from cold and excitement, waiting to see a department store’s holiday windows. It seems like an image from a bygone era, doesn’t it?  The family would then step inside and buy armloads of gifts at full price, sending the store’s profits skyward. The shopgirls would all get nice holiday bonuses. The board of directors would all get  additions on their mortgage-free summer homes. And just for good measure, someone would take out 20 full-page ads in  an earnestly well-meaning daily newspaper.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]


Those were good times. Good, imaginary times. And they’re open again for visitors. Because whatever might  have happened to the economy in the past 12 months, the big department stores still go all out for holiday windows as December dawns.
If one store in New York can be counted on to take Christmas literally, it is Macy’s, but please do not expect Christ in the manger. This is retail: Literal faith means the gospel according to Santa. So a supernatural toymaker — and the primacy of the written word — is  the sweet, comforting fiction on which this year’s windows are built. Visitors are encouraged to compose a letter to the old guy on a window with a built-in touch screen and then to watch as letters from around the world make their magical way north. 
 The whole thing has the oversaturated colors and gee-whiz soundtrack of a trip to Disneyland, with elves whose exuberant cuteness shoots right out of their toes and curls their shoes into big, sparkly curlicues. After a few minutes, the experience grows  so cloying that I think  I can actually smell it, but it turns out  to be an exhaust vent for Cinnabon. 
 In the northernmost window on Broadway sits Santa himself, who was experiencing operational difficulties one morning last week. “Santa! Santa!” a child standing beside me shouted with increasing desperation, as a technician picked up the inanimate red figure and shook him around. “He can’t hear you right now, baby,” the child’s mother said softly, guiding him away.
On the other end of the irony spectrum lies Barneys. Let other stores worry about showcasing merchandise; under the creative guidance of Simon Doonan, the Barneys windows have gained fame as  playful little pieces of sophisticated theater, there for no purpose other than to amuse.  As Mr. Doonan puts it in the 1989 entry of his online biography: “Makes window dressing history. Sticks lumpy caricatures of celebs in the holiday windows — Madonna, Margaret Thatcher, Martha Graham, etc. — and drowns in an orgy of accolades and global media attention.”
Twenty years later, the lumpy caricatures are back. The sophisticated fun, not so much. 
Hanging from satin ribbons like playfully misshapen Christmas tree ornaments, papier-mâché figures celebrate  the 35th anniversary  of “Saturday Night Live.” Really? “SNL”? Wasn’t it only 10 years ago that we were celebrating its 25th anniversary?
 John Belushi hovers in a bee costume near Gilda Radner’s gigantic wedge of frizzy black hair, a few yards from the “Wayne’s World” boys and Debbie Downer, all with outsize heads, exaggerated features and mottled surfaces.
 In the middle of all this handmade merriment are machine-finished light boxes, illuminating the show’s logo.  All in all, the impression is less of a theme or a tribute than a paid sponsorship: holiday windows, brought to you by NBC.
The store’s exhortation to “Have a Witty Holiday” is continued around the corner on East 61st Street, in a display of children’s artwork that will be sold for charity. The young artists were asked to paint a portrait of the wittiest person in their lives. They responded with pictures of the sun, a $10 bill and a piece of cake. That  made me laugh. 
A few blocks away, Bergdorf Goodman’s windows beckon with a swanky sparkle. “Alice in Wonderland” is the loose inspiration, and some fancy clothes play a role, but exquisite handicraft is the star of the show. 
The shine comes from a vision in mirrors: A silver lobster plays a silver violin, beneath fluted columns with mosaic animal heads, under a disco ball surrounded by a Venetian frame — all reflecting the street scene, and all echoing a dramatic Pamella Roland gown swooping down from above.
Elsewhere, a king and queen, in black and red, sit on a chess board playing cards and drinking tea. But the chessboard is standing on edge against the back wall of the display, so the view is of the top of the monarchs’ heads — a neat optical trick that makes it seem as if  you are peering down from above  rather than walking by on the sidewalk.
The true standout is a fantasia of white, built — literally and literarily — out of books. In a space covered top to bottom with whitewashed volumes, a dodo bird with feathers made out of pages hobbles near a turtle with a lamb’s head. A tea party spills out of the pages of an open tome like a tongue out of an open mouth. Delicate birds flutter out of another with origami pages. You could stare at it for an hour and only then notice the frog wearing a judicial wig. 
“It’s everything you want from a window,” my friend said. “You basically want to feel like the Little Match Girl, with your nose pressed up against the glass. You want to be delivered from your drab existence in just the moment before you perish from the cold.” 
This year, a great many New Yorkers are feeling that chill. They will do their holiday shopping not at fancy  Manhattan department stores but at discount outlets and national retailers — if they shop at all.
At  Kmart on Astor Place, the display is just  a double row of felt dolls (carrot-nosed snowmen, elves of color) with visible price tags: $24.99.  The message is simple. Product. Price. Purchase. The rest is just so much window dressing. 
E-mail: citycritic@nytimes.com
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New York City Groups Take an Active Approach




By LIZETTE ALVAREZ


Published: December 4, 2009 



There are a full range of services for the elderly in New York City, offered by local government, senior centers and nonprofit groups. Getting information into the right hands is often the biggest challenge the directors of  these programs face. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
NORC New York City was a pioneer of the concept of the naturally occurring retirement community (or NORC), which helps bring critical services to the elderly who live in high-rise buildings and certain neighborhoods. Older people living in a NORC can gain access to health screenings, transportation and housekeeping services as well as recreational and wellness programs. Information is available at the NORC Blueprint project at www.norcblueprint.org. 
HOME SHARING The New York Foundation for Senior Services helps the elderly to stay in their homes and their communities. It offers a number of services, including a home-sharing program that matches hosts in a home with guests, one of whom must be 60 or older; it also collaborates with the Theater Development Fund to help those 62 and older to obtain discount theater tickets. (212) 962-7559 or www.nyfscinc.org.
TUTORING People 60 and older who wish to help special-needs children can spend 20 hours a week reading, tutoring, playing games with or just listening to the children in the Foster Grandparent program. Volunteers receive a small stipend, a meal and help with transportation. (212) 442-3117. 
INFORMATION The Public Advocate Senior Action Line helps provides answers to older residents’ questions and complaints. (212) 669-7670.
SENIOR CENTERS Information about senior center locations is available at (212) 442-1000. 
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Poetic Connections | Cool Romance



Even Hipsters Seek Soul Mates
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By ALAN FEUER


Published: December 4, 2009 



 You don’t hear much anymore about the hipster aesthetic, about how cool or how annoying it is. Maybe no one cares in an age of troop surges and a plummeting dollar; maybe it’s become old hat. The following poems about hipsters, “found” in the Missed Connections section of newyork.craigslist.org last week, speak for themselves. They are printed verbatim, with only line and stanza breaks added; the titles are the subject headings. 
 we watched people watching people watching david byrne on tv


andy (who biked to pete’s and couldn’t get in):

i should have grabbed your number.

if jokes were good

that far removed from an event

where we met by accident,

actually hanging out on purpose

could be pretty marvy

cheers, ari (who couldn’t

get back in)



to all east harlem hipsters

So, we’re curious about you,

young, attractive, plaid-clad dudes —

the ones we spot standing sleepily

on the 103rd St. subway platform

in the morning,

or strolling into the Conservatory Gardens

on Saturdays, or tapping away on Macs

in East Harlem Cafe

(during the odd hours it’s actually open).

Do you, like us, see SpaHa as a pleasant place

to live but not exactly

an epicenter of social activity?

Let’s hang out!

We’re two not-busted, decently smart,

all-around super girls

who moved to New York

to work in publishing.

We’ve discovered a few interesting spots

in the neighborhood but would love

to explore more with like-minded people —

especially if they’re a couple of cute, tall

(5’10”+) dudes.

If you have ironic facial hair,

chortle at any phrase from the

“Kitten Mittons” commercial,

and would never vocally

self-identify as a hipster,

then hit us up.

(And be sure to send a pic

so we know you’re not

a creepy old dude.)


Hot Jewish Stoner Girl

Hot Jewish stoner boy

wants to smoketh with you

and listen to Sublime

and make funny faces

at my stupid puppy.


You: Student Hair Stylist,

Me: Need a Haircut

You: a blonde hairstyling student

in need of a head of man hair to practice on.

Me: the guy with a moustache and glasses,

clearly in need of a haircut.

You approached me at the hipster burrito truck

and said you needed a hair model.

I said I couldn’t commit to showing up

that early in the morning.

If the offer still stands, I’m game to show up

and be your guinea pig. Send me the details.

Also, I have a girlfriend so this isn’t a come-on.

It’s clear you’re only interested my unruly mop

and I’m okay with that...



You shared a loli-pop with another dude...gross...

you were looking at me all night.

i was looking at you...

i was going to ask you,

if i could buy you a drink...

you were smiling at me...

i wasn’t nervous,

but i wasn’t in a rush either...

you looked like a real cool chick....

and then

YOU SHARED YOUR LOLLI-POP,

with the random hipster........gross....

if being a hipster wasn’t bad enough,

you shared a lollipop.

my hipster hatred comes

from me being a native new yorker

and watching these transplants try

and take over...and now the lollipop incident.....

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAA

HHHHHHHHHHHHH

thanks for the smile.


rocker boy at bagelsmith

You got a toasted everything bagel

with chive cream cheese.

I got one of those mini

whole wheat bagels with tofu spread.

I think you were with a band,

one or two of them had a australian accent.

or Whatever.

Things that I liked about you:

1) your 5oclock shadow beard

2) your ashton kutcher haircut

3) your adorable german shepherd eyes,

4) your perfect body, coyly well-concealed

under those layers of plaid.

RANG RANG RANG.

you were such a rock star.

tag you r it.
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Where to Find Help, and Fun, in Westchester




By LIZETTE ALVAREZ


Published: December 4, 2009 



There is a full range of services for the elderly in Westchester County, offered by local government, senior centers and nonprofit groups. Getting information into the right hands is often the biggest obstacle that program directors face. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
MEDICARE At this time of year, many elderly residents are choosing Medicare Part D prescription drug coverage, often a confusing process. Westchester County has trained counselors on hand to help guide them at the Medicare Information Line, (914) 813-6100.
COMPANIONSHIP People seeking home companionship can call (800) 499-0940 to request a volunteer to make weekly or biweekly visits. Elderly residents who want or need to get out of the house, to see a doctor, to go shopping or to run other errands, can contact Westchester Jewish Community Services about its Project Time Out at (914) 761-0600, ext. 344.
JOBS Elderly residents seeking to re-enter the work force can obtain job-search assistance and skills training from the county. They can call the Urban League of Westchester at (914) 428-5850, ext. 227, for information.
TRAVEL The elderly who wish to combine learning with traveling can contact Exploritas, formerly known as Elderhostel. The group offers a varied list of trips, simple one-night outings and longer excursions. Participants can take a jaunt to Charlottesville, Va., to learn about Thomas Jefferson, James Madison and James Monroe, or go hiking in Costa Rica. There are also trips for women only, and for grandparents and grandchildren. For information, call (800) 454-5768 or consult www.exploritas.org. 
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Westchester Dining Port Chester



The Taste of Peru on Long Island Sound
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Andrew Sullivan for The New York Times


LATIN FLAVOR One of the favorite entrees at Pollo a la Brasa Misti is its namesake dish, the rotisserie chicken.





By EMILY DeNITTO


Published: December 4, 2009 




AS soon as you enter Pollo a la Brasa Misti, you know you are in a restaurant that caters to an immigrant community. Candies and trinkets that are popular in Peru, including chewy fruit-flavored Ambrosolis, are for sale at a counter in front. Spanish is the language of the house (though waiters are fluent in English). Pictures of mountains line the walls. And most, though not all, of the crowd is Latin American.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
A hometown crowd is usually good news for those looking for an authentic culinary experience, and Pollo doesn’t disappoint. With low prices and solid — sometimes even inspired — versions of traditional favorites, the restaurant is a terrific place to enjoy Peruvian food.
Drinks begin to tell the story. Two Peruvian beers are available — Cristal, the country’s most popular, and Cusqueña. There are plenty of fruit drinks, including guava, papaya or pineapple, and the usual sodas. But it’s worth trying the chichi morada, a purple corn-based soft drink that looks like grape soda but is less sweet and tastes of cinnamon. The version here is delicious.
Pollo serves a nice version of its namesake entree. Peruvian rotisserie chicken — pollo a la brasa — is probably the nation’s best-known dish outside of the country, and deservedly so. You can watch the chickens roast in Pollo’s semi-open kitchen. The seasonings, including paprika, rosemary, cumin and garlic, create a unique taste. Served with rice and a salad, it makes a bountiful meal, and is probably the best value in the restaurant, at $5.50 for a quarter chicken and $7 for a half. I prefer the chicken a little crispier, but the Peruvian flavors really saturated the meat, and Pollo’s green ajai (a creamy hot sauce) added a delicate kick.
Peru has an eclectic cuisine that has incorporated many influences into its Incan maize-and-potato base over the centuries — from Spanish to Chinese to Italian — and you can experience many of them at Pollo. The restaurant makes wonderful, simple ceviches with fresh fish and boiled yucca. There is a yummy lomo saltado — a kind of stir-fry of beef, onions and tomatoes, served with both French fries and rice. The chicken soup was a bit bland and arrived at room temperature, but the fish soup was excellent: it had a warming, flavorful broth with hints of lime, chunks of fish, scallions, pasta and cut-up potatoes.
Pollo has a whole section of its menu dedicated to Peruvian pasta. The tallarin verde con pollo — essentially spaghetti with pesto and a side of breaded chicken — added heat to the familiar Italian-American dish.
Desserts are mostly made from scratch, and they include some real winners. Crema volteada, a flanlike cake baked in a caramel-coated mold, was creamy burnt-sugar heaven. The tres leches cake was moist, with just the right amount of sweetness.
 Best of all were the humble alfajor cookies, $1.50 each. They consist of two pastry circles that taste like flaky, buttery pie crust. A thin layer of sweet dulce de leche filling sits in between, and the whole cookie is sprinkled with confectioners’ sugar. More than perhaps anything else in the restaurant, Pollo’s alfajores will make you feel like you’re having a fresh culinary encounter, and that’s a sweet experience indeed.


Pollo a la Brasa Misti
110 North Main Street
Port Chester
(914) 939-9437
WORTH IT
THE SPACE Comfortable and no-frills, with simple wooden tables, sturdy chairs and decorations that do not go much beyond framed posters of Peru and rotisserie chickens visible as they cook in the semi-open kitchen. Tables seat singles and groups of up to about eight; a room in the back accommodates larger groups. Wheelchair accessible.
THE CROWD A mostly Spanish-speaking clientele familiar with the cuisine. Casually dressed families, couples, the occasional single. 
THE BAR No formal bar, but the restaurant offers a half-dozen beers by the bottle ($4 to $4.50), including two from Peru: Cristal and Cusqueña. A mostly Uruguayan wine list with a few Italian and American bottles runs from $15 to $65 (for a Barolo); wines by the glass are $5.
THE BILL A good value with hearty entrees at an average of $12; the popular rotisserie chicken is just $5.50 for a quarter and $7 for a half, including rice and salad. Major credit cards accepted.
WHAT WE LIKED Ceviche, papa rellena (a stuffed and fried potato ball), fish soup; rotisserie chicken, lomo saltado (beef stir-fry), pasta with chicken in basil sauce, bistec a lo pobre; alfajor cookies, rice pudding, crema volteada, tres leches cake.
IF YOU GO Open 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. Closed Tuesdays. No reservations accepted, so the line to be seated can build up on a busy Saturday night, but it moves quickly. Street parking only.
RATINGS Don’t Miss, Worth It, In a Pinch, Don’t Bother.
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Quick Bite | Larchmont



Carved in Tradition





Published: December 4, 2009 



Victor Ciampi, a butcher and the owner of Larchmont Meateria,  was busy preparing his coveted rib roasts, spiral hams and beef tenderloins for the holidays. (He sells more than 1,000 of the tenderloins alone between Christmas and New Year’s.) 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
“I love my customers,” he said as he directed the packaging of the meats. “That’s why I’ve been here so long.”
A year ago, it didn’t look as though Mr. Ciampi would be anywhere near here. After 42 years at the Meateria, which had become a beloved neighborhood institution, Mr. Ciampi, 84, agreed to sell it. Even though the prospective buyers said they intended to keep it open, the news of the sale was greeted with dismay and an outpouring of affection by Mr. Ciampi’s regulars. 
But the buyers were unable to secure financing. And so Mr. Ciampi continues in business, picking out his meat at the Hunts Point Market in the Bronx at 5:30 a.m. and preparing it for sale at the Meateria, where he is carrying a lot of old favorites for the holidays.
His three best sellers are the black Angus rib roasts ($10.99 a pound), black Angus tenderloins ($19.95 a pound) and crown roasts of pork ($5.89 a pound). Side dishes include string beans with roasted shallots and garlic, glazed baby carrots, saffron rice and roasted winter vegetables (all $6.95 a pound). 
Tasty French, Italian and Californian cheeses range from about $8 to $40 a pound. Specialty sweets are also popular, including a handmade gingerbread house for $60 and 7 ¼-ounce packages of Asher’s chocolate-covered graham crackers for $6.99.
Surveying the bounty, and the local residents buying it, Mr. Ciampi said he was happy to still be at the Meateria. And that’s where you’ll find him seven days a week, chatting with customers, finding them the perfect cut of meat or specialty side dish and generally keeping traditions alive.EMILY DeNITTO
Larchmont Meateria — The Marketplace, 9 Addison Street, Larchmont; (914) 833-0508. Open Monday through  Saturday, 8 a.m. to 6 p.m.; Sunday, 8 a.m. to 2 p.m.
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Arts | Westchester



Turning a Spotlight on Latin American Music and Art
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Tom van Buren


SONGS FROM FAR AWAY From left, Jaime Herron, Hugo Osorio, Otoniel Ortiz and Fernando Rios of Café Dorado. These performers and the ones below are taking part in the “Cimarron Holiday Festival of Afro-Latino Roots,” a concert of traditional Latin American music.





By SUSAN HODARA


Published: December 4, 2009 




IN Westchester County, the arts of Latin America are enjoying a higher profile, thanks in part to the infusion of new money into cultural institutions. ArtsWestchester’s folk art program has received a $25,000 National Endowment for the Arts grant, which it has used to create a “Latino Arts Initiative.” And the Neuberger Museum of Art, which in 2007 received $1 million from the estate of Alex Gordon, a prominent collector of pre-Columbian art, has used the money to establish a curator position focused on the art of the Americas.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The county is home to a growing number of Latinos. United States Census Bureau figures for 2008 place the county’s Latin American population at 19.5 percent, up from 15.6 percent in 2000 and 9.9 percent in 1990. 
 “The art of Latin America has always been one of our focuses,” said Tom van Buren, the director of ArtsWestchester’s folk art program. “The Latino Arts Initiative lets us ramp up our work in the Latino community. It’s of particular relevance because of how much this group has grown.” 
The Latino Arts Initiative’s mission is to research and present arts from the Caribbean and Central and South America that are practiced in the lower Hudson Valley. 
One of its first events, “Cimarron Holiday Festival of Afro-Latino Roots,” will take place on Dec. 12. The festival is a concert of traditional Latin American music, a collaboration between ArtsWestchester’s folk art program and the Cimarron Cultural Café, which is in Mount Vernon and is a destination for Latino music, poetry and art. 
The concert will feature the group Café Dorado, led by Jaime Herron of White Plains, performing Colombian folk music genres like cumbia, a mixture of Spanish and African rhythms, and African-influenced styles from the country’s Pacific and Atlantic coasts. 
Also on the bill is Capoeira Arianha, led by Ary Lima, another White Plains resident. Capoeira Arianha performs the songs and percussive music associated with the African-derived martial art capoeira. A third group, Alma Moyó, plays Puerto Rican bomba, rooted in the island’s African and Afro-Caribbean heritage.
On the roster for 2010 are performances of music and dance from Colombia and the Caribbean in February, from the Andes in March, and from Mexico and Central America in May, all at ArtsWestchester’s Arts Exchange. 
A major folk arts festival featuring county-based Latino artists will take place later in the year, with an exhibition and performances at the Arts Exchange and related programs at arts organizations throughout the county.
At the Neuberger, the new post — the Alex Gordon curator of art of the Americas — was assumed in May by Patrice Giasson. Mr. Giasson, an assistant professor at Purchase College, was chosen because his three-pronged expertise — in pre-Columbian aesthetics, 20th-century Mexican art and literature, and contemporary Latin American art — spans a historical range and combines the ability to curate, research, teach and publish. 
Mr. Giasson’s first public project was a lecture series titled “Pre-Columbian Art Through the Eyes of Modern and Contemporary Artists,” which ended Nov. 30. He is co-curating “Contemporary Latin American Art From the Luís Calzadilla Collection” with Thom Collins, the Neuberger’s director. 
The exhibit, to open in January, includes 25 of 34 paintings, drawings and photographs recently donated to the museum by the family of Mr. Calzadilla, a Cuban-born architect who lived in Miami and collected the work of Latin American artists active in the 1980s and ’90s.
“Tania Bruguera: On the Political Imaginary,” also opening in January, is a survey of the performance and installation work of Ms. Bruguera, a Cuban-born artist who is known internationally. Last February, Ms. Bruguera became the first recipient of the biannual Roy R. Neuberger Prize, awarded to an emerging artist for an early career retrospective. “On the Political Imaginary” will include multiple daily performances throughout its run.
Referring to the curatorship created by the bequest from the Gordon estate, Mr. Collins said, “The family wanted their gifts to go to institutions that could have a transforming effect on the historical understanding of the art of the Americas.” 
The Neuberger already owns some pre-Columbian and modern Latin American works in addition to the Calzadilla donations. And its location on the Purchase College campus gives it access to art historians, anthropologists and other scholars who can inform the museum’s acquisition and exhibition plans. Purchase is in the process of developing a new academic major in Latin American arts.
Mr. Giasson said that the Neuberger’s expanded reach serves two ends. “It is our intention to open the eyes of non-Latino Americans to Latin American art,” he said. “We also get a lot of energy from the Latino communities here, who are hoping to see images from their native lands.”
The Neuberger’s endeavor has also raised awareness about museum patronage. “It is our belief that to develop new audiences, they have to see themselves in our programming,” Mr. Collins said. 
But he acknowledged that simply exhibiting Latin American artists would not ensure Latino visitors. 
“It takes more than that,” he said. “You might be able to get people through the door once, but that doesn’t mean they’ll come back.”
He said there needed to be more bilingual materials on the museum’s Web site and in its galleries and publications, and greater transportation options to the museum. 
“This is not going to happen in five minutes,” he said, “but we live in a rich cultural community, and it’s incumbent that we reflect that.” 
For Mr. van Buren, the Latino Arts Initiative has significant social implications. “One of our large goals is to break down barriers,” he said, “to let people know and embrace their neighbors.”
“Cimarron Holiday Festival of Afro-Latino Roots” takes place Dec. 12, 3 to 6 p.m., at the Mount Vernon Public Library, 28 South First Avenue, Mount Vernon. Admission is free; donations accepted. 
Artswestchester.org or(914) 428-4220, ext. 232.
 “Contemporary Latin American Art From the Luís Calzadilla Collection” runs Jan. 15 to April 11, 2010, and “Tania Bruguera: On the Political Imaginary” runs Jan. 28 to April 11, 2010, at the Neuberger Museum of Art, 735 Anderson Hill Road, Purchase. Neuberger.org or (914) 251-6100. 
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Calendar | Westchester



Events in Westchester





Published: December 4, 2009 



Comedy
 TARRYTOWN Tarrytown Music Hall Brian Regan. Friday at 7 and 10 p.m. $49.50. Tarrytown Music Hall, 13 Main Street. (877) 840-0457; tarrytownmusichall.org. 
Film
MAMARONECK Emelin Theater “The Lovely Bones,” directed by Peter Jackson. Discussion with the actor Stanley Tucci. Wednesday at 7:30 p.m. $15. “Wonderful World,” starring Matthew Broderick. Discussion with the director Joshua Goldin. Dec. 16 at 7:30 p.m. $15. Emelin Theater, 153 Library Lane. (914) 698-0098; emelin.org. 
PEEKSKILL Paramount Center for the Arts “Psycho,” directed by Alfred Hitchcock. Wednesday at 7:30 p.m. “The Birds,” also directed by  Hitchcock. Dec. 16 at 7:30 p.m. “Paris,” directed by Cédric Klapisch. Dec. 17 through Dec. 20. All are $7 to $9. Paramount Center for the Arts, 1008 Brown Street. (914) 739-2333; paramountcenter.org. 
PLEASANTVILLE Jacob Burns Film Center “The Love Parade,” directed by Ernst Lubitsch. Through Wednesday. “I Live in Fear,” directed by Akira Kurosawa. Thursday at 5:15 and 7:30 p.m. Both are $6 to $11. Jacob Burns Film Center, 364 Manville Road. burnsfilmcenter.org; (914) 747-5555. 
POUGHKEEPSIE Bardavon Opera House “The Met Live in HD: Les Contes D’Hoffmann,” simulcast of opera by Jacques Offenbach. Dec. 19 at 1 p.m. $15 to $22. Bardavon Opera House, 35 Market Street. (845) 473-5288; bardavon.org. 
SCARSDALE Bendheim Performing Arts Center “Lemon Tree,” directed by Michael DiGennaro. Wednesday at 7 p.m. $9 and $11. Bendheim Performing Arts Center, 999 Wilmot Road. thebendheim.org; (914) 472-3300. 
For Children
CHAPPAQUA Chappaqua Library “Multilingual Mother Goose,” share and learn rhymes and songs in different languages. Ages 1 to 5. Every Thursday through Dec. 31 at 2:30 p.m. “Young Critics Book Discussion Group.” Booklist is available in the Children’s Room. Ages 8 to 11. Through Dec. 14. Both are free. Chappaqua Library, 195 South Greeley Avenue. chappaqualibrary.org; (914) 238-4779. 
CROTON-ON-HUDSON Croton Point Nature Center ‘Tracking, Tracing and Other Animal Signs,” journey through the habitats of the park to identify signs and patterns of animals and create an animal print booklet. Ages 4 and up. Dec. 12 at 1 p.m. Free. Croton Point Nature Center, Croton Point Park. (914) 862-5927; westchestergov.com/parks. 
IRVINGTON Irvington Town Hall Theater “Cinderella,”  presented by the Clocktower Players Kids Troupe. Ages 3 and up. Dec. 6. $10 and $15. Irvington Town Hall Theater, 85 Main Street. (914) 591-6602;
 irvingtontheater.com. 
MAMARONECK Emelin Theater SteveSongs, folk music and storytelling. Ages 2 and up. Dec. 12 at 11 a.m. $13 and $18. Emelin Theater, 153 Library Lane. (914) 698-0098; emelin.org.
PLEASANTVILLE Jacob Burns Film Center “Nanny McPhee,” starring Emma Thompson. Ages 3 and up. Through Dec. 13. “The Muppets Take Manhattan,” directed by Frank Oz. Ages 3 and up. Dec. 19 through Dec. 27. Both are $6 to $11. Jacob Burns Film Center, 364 Manville Road. burnsfilmcenter.org; (914) 747-5555. 
Museums and Galleries
BEACON Beacon Artist Union  “On Glass,” photographs by Anna Jacob. Dec. 6.,  noon to 6 p.m. Beacon Artist Union , 161 Main Street. baugallery.com; (845) 440-7584. 
BEACON Fovea Exhibitions Beacon Gallery “Faith,” photographs by Christopher Churchill. Through Jan. 10. Fridays through Sundays, noon. to 6 p.m. Fovea Exhibitions Beacon Gallery, 143 Main Street. (845) 765-2199; foveaeditions.org. 
BRONXVILLE OSilas Gallery “Tell ’Em That It’s Human Nature: An Exhibition of Outsider Art,” group show. Through Thursday. Sunday, 2 to 5 p.m.; Tuesday and  Wednesday, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Thursday, 10 a.m. to 7:30 p.m.; OSilas Gallery, 171 White Plains Road. osilasgallery.org; (914) 395-4520  GREENBURGH Madeleine Gutman Gallery “Graphite,” drawings by Nick Young. Through Dec. 30. Mondays through Fridays, 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. Madeleine Gutman Gallery, 177 Hillside Avenue. greenburghny.com; (914) 682-1574. 
HUDSON BCB Art “The Quiet Man,” photographs and films by John Foxx. Through Dec. 19. Thursdays through Sundays, noon to 6 p.m.; or by appointment. BCB Art, 116 Warren Street. (518) 828-4539; bcbart.com. 
HUDSON Nicole Fiacco Gallery “Synaptic Katharsis,” paintings by Ieva Mediodia. Through Dec. 19. Mondays and Thursdays through Saturdays, noon to 6 p.m.; Sundays, noon to 5 p.m. Nicole Fiacco Gallery, 336 Warren Street. (518) 828-5090; nicolefiaccogallery.com. 
KATONAH Katonah Museum of Art “Hudson River Trilogy: Alison Moritsugu.” “Brian Selznick’s Walt Whitman: Words for America.” “Bold, Cautious, True: Walt Whitman and American Art of the Civil War Era.” All through Jan. 24. “Steve Tobin: Katonah Steelroots.” Through Sept. 19. $3 to $5; members and children, free. Hours: Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Sundays, noon to 5 p.m. Katonah Museum of Art, 134 Jay Street. (914) 232-9555; katonahmuseum.org.
LARCHMONT Sheldrake Environmental Center “A Closer Look,” photographs by Bill Wang. Through Jan. 8. Mondays through Fridays, 9:30 a.m. to 5 p.m. Sheldrake Environmental Center, 685 Weaver Street. (914) 834-1443; sheldrakecenter.org. 
MOUNT VERNON St. Paul’s Church National Historic Site “Chief Executives on the Village Green: St. Paul’s and the Presidents,” prints, documents, artifacts, sounds and texts explore connections between five presidents and St. Paul’s. Through Jan. 1. Mondays through Fridays, 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. St. Paul’s Church National Historic Site, 897 South Columbus Avenue. nps.gov/sapa; (914) 667-4116. 
NEW PALTZ Samuel Dorsky Museum of Art, at SUNY New Paltz “The Hudson River to Niagara Falls: 19th-Century American Landscape Paintings From the New-York Historical Society.” “Panorama of the Hudson River: Greg Miller.” Both through Dec. 13. Wednesdays through Sundays, 11 a.m. to 5 p.m. Samuel Dorsky Museum of Art at SUNY New Paltz. newpaltz.edu/museum; (845) 257-3844. 
PEEKSKILL Hudson Valley Center for Contemporary Art “Double Dutch,” group show featuring contemporary Dutch installation and video art. Through July 26. $2 to $5; members, free. Saturdays and Sundays, noon to 6 p.m., and by appointment. Hudson Valley Center for Contemporary Art, 1701 Main Street. hvcca.com; (914) 788-0100.POUGHKEEPSIE Vassar College, Frances Lehman Loeb Art Center “Albrecht Dürer: Impressions of the Renaissance,” prints and terra-cotta reliefs. Through Dec. 24. Hours: Tuesdays, Wednesdays, Fridays and Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Thursdays, 10 a.m. to 9 p.m.; Sundays, 1 to 5 p.m. Vassar College, Frances Lehman Loeb Art Center, 124 Raymond Avenue. (845) 437-5632;  fllac.vassar.edu. 
PURCHASE Neuberger Museum of Art “British Subjects: Identity and Self-Fashioning 1967-2009,” multimedia group show. Through Dec. 13. “What’s Neu? Recent Additions to the Neuberger Collection.” Through Dec. 13. “Reframing American Art,” group exhibition featuring works from the 1940s and ’50s. “Outdoor Sculpture From the Permanent Collection,” modern and contemporary art throughout the Purchase College campus. Through Dec. 31. “African Art and Culture: Selections From the Collection.” Continuing. All exhibitions $3 and $5. Tuesdays through Sundays, noon to 5 p.m. Neuberger Museum of Art, 735 Anderson Hill Road. neuberger.org; (914) 251-6100. 
RHINEBECK Montgomery Row Second Level “Capturing the Love” and “Dance Partners: Animals and Their People,” photographs by Alice Spears. Through Dec. 30. Hours: Mondays, Tuesdays, Thursdays and Fridays, 9 a.m. to 8 p.m.; Wednesdays and Saturdays, 9 a.m. to 6 p.m.; Sundays, 10:30 a.m. to 2:30 p.m. Montgomery Row Second Level, 6422-3 Montgomery Street. (845) 876-6670; montgomeryrow.com. 
WEST NYACK Rockland Center for the Arts “Blessings from the Tree of Life: Jennie Chien,” sculpture.  Through Mar. 7. Mondays through Fridays, 9 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Saturdays and Sundays, 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. Rockland Center for the Arts, 27 South Greenbush Road. (845) 
358-0877; rocklandartcenter.org.
WOODSTOCK Galerie BMG “Hibernus: A Winter Study,” photographs by David Ellingsen. Through Jan. 11. Fridays through Mondays, 11 a.m. to 6 p.m., or by appointment. Galerie BMG, 12 Tannery Brook Road. galeriebmg.com; (845) 679-0027. 
YONKERS Hudson River Museum “Dutch New York: The Roots of Hudson Valley Culture,” more than 250 historic objects and images from the museum and other major collections. Through Jan. 10. $3 to $5; members, free. Hours: Wednesdays, Thursdays, Saturdays and Sundays, noon to 5 p.m.; Fridays, noon to 8 p.m. Hudson River Museum, 511 Warburton Avenue. (914) 963-4550; hrm.org.  
Music and Dance
BRONXVILLE Reisinger Concert Hall Cygnus Ensemble, classical. Tuesday at 1:30 p.m. Free. Reisinger Concert Hall, 1 Mead Way. (914)  395-2412; slc.edu/campuscalendar. 
DOBBS FERRY South Presbyterian Church “Think Globally Sing Locally, Featuring Pete Seeger,” children’s chorus sing-along and book signing. Thursday, 7 to 9 p.m. $10; 18 and under, free. South Presbyterian Church, 343 Broadway. (914) 478-3267. 
ELMSFORD Westchester Broadway Theater Johnny Maestro and the Brooklyn Bridge, doo-wop and rhythm-and-blues. Tuesday at 6:15 p.m. $80 for dinner and show. Michael Amante, cabaret. Dec. 14 at 6:15 p.m. $85 for dinner and show. Westchester Broadway Theater, 75 Clearbrook Road. broadwaytheatre.com; (914) 592-2222. 
IRVINGTON Irvington Town Hall Theater “Westchester Jazz Orchestra: Music of Coltrane, Cannonball, Bird and More.”  Dec. 6. $5 to $35. Judy Collins, folk. Dec. 13 at 7:30 p.m. $55 to $75. Kenny Vance and the Planotones, pop and a capella. Dec. 18 at 8 p.m. $50. Irvington Town Hall Theater, 85 Main Street. (914) 591-6602;
irvingtontheater.com. 
MAMARONECK Emelin Theater Danny Aiello, jazz. Dec. 12 at 8 p.m. $60. “GetBack!” Tribute concert performed by the cast of Beatlemania. Dec. 19 at 8 p.m. $55. Emelin Theater, 153 Library Lane. (914) 698-0098; emelin.org. 
MONTROSE Hendrick Hudson Free Library “Voices from the Neighborhood,” choral, rock and Broadway. Dec. 17 at 7 p.m. Free. Hendrick Hudson Free Library, 185 Kings Ferry Road. henhudfreelibrary.org; (914) 739-5654. 
NEW ROCHELLE Iona College Westchester Chamber Orchestra Baroque Concert. Dec. 12 at 8 p.m. $15 to $40. Iona College, 715 North Avenue. (914) 637-7796; iona.edu/artscouncil. 
OSSINING Ossining Public Library  Matthew Graybil, classical piano. Dec. 6 at 3 p.m. Free. Ossining Public Library , 53 Croton Avenue. (914) 941-2416; ossininglibrary.org. 
PEEKSKILL Paramount Center for the Arts The Derek Trucks Band, rock and blues. Friday at 8 p.m. $30 to $45. Moscow Boys Choir. Dec. 19 at 7 p.m. $20 to $40. Paramount Center for the Arts, 1008 Brown Street. (914)  739-2333; paramountcenter.org. 
RYE Rye Country Day School “Music for Parkinson’s Research: Seventh Annual Chamber Music Concert,” featuring Gena Raps, John Stine and the Attacca String Quartet. Dec. 6, 3:30 to 5:30 p.m. Contributions welcome. Rye Country Day School, 1 Cedar Street. musicforparkinsonsresearch.org; (914) 424-9547. 
SHRUB OAK John C. Hart Memorial Library Peter Fletcher, classical guitar. Dec. 6 at 2 p.m. Free. John C. Hart Memorial Library, 1130 East Main Street. (914) 245-5262; 
yorktownlibrary.org. 
TARRYTOWN Tarrytown Music Hall Sonny Rollins, jazz. Proceeds benefit the Hudson River Sloop Clearwater. Dec. 6 at 2 p.m. $75 to $500. “Oldies Show,” featuring Bobby Rydell, Lou Christie, Kid Kyle and Yo Vinny and the Bronx Wanderers. Dec. 12 at 7 p.m. $40 and $45. Tarrytown Music Hall, 13 Main Street. tarrytownmusichall.org;  (877) 840-0457. 
WEST NYACK Rockland Center for the Arts Tito Castro Tango Quartet, world. Dec. 6 at 2 p.m. $15 and $20. Rockland Center for the Arts, 27 South Greenbush Road.
 rocklandartcenter.org; (845) 358-0877. 
WHITE PLAINS Downtown Music, Grace Church “Festival of German Chamber Music Program II,” featuring members of the Metropolitan Opera orchestra. Dec. 6 at 4 p.m. $20 and $25. Downtown Music, Grace Church, 33 Church Street. (914) 248-1112; dtmusic.org. 
Outdoors
CROSS RIVER Trailside Nature Museum “Starway to Heaven,” join the Westchester Amateur Astronomers in the Meadow parking lot for stargazing through telescopes. Dec. 12 at 6:30 p.m. Free. Trailside Nature Museum, Routes 35 and 121.  westchestergov.com/parks; (914) 864-7322. 
NORTH WHITE PLAINS Cranberry Lake Preserve “Environmental Literacy Series: Winter Trees.” Dec. 12 at 10 a.m. “Animal Preparations for Winter,” learn how some creatures survive the cold  months. Dec. 19 at 1 p.m. Both  free. Cranberry Lake Preserve, Old Orchard Street. westchestergov.com/parks; (914) 428-1005. 
RYE Edith G. Read Wildlife Sanctuary “Winter Duck Walk,” view these birds and other species. Binoculars provided. Dec. 12 at 10 a.m. Free. Edith G. Read Wildlife Sanctuary, Playland Parkway. (914) 967-8720; westchestergov.com/parks. 
SOMERS Muscoot Farm “Winter Adaptations Hike,” learn  how woodland animals adapt to winter. Dress for the weather and wear sturdy shoes. Dec. 20, 1 to 3 p.m. Free. Muscoot Farm, Route 100.
 westchestergov.com/parks; (914) 864-7282.  
Seasonal
BEDFORD Bedford Presbyterian Church “A Christmas Candlelight Concert,” works by Mendelssohn, Holst, Saint-Saens and Handel. Presented by Charis Chamber Voices. Dec. 6 at 4 p.m. $20 and $25. Bedford Presbyterian Church, Village Green, at the intersection of Routes 172 and 22. (914) 931-6575; charisvocals.com. 
BEDFORD HILLS Bedford Hills Community House “A Christmas Carol: The Musical,” by Alan Menken and Lynn Ahrens.  Dec. 6. $18. Bedford Hills Community House, 74 Main Street. (914) 244-0474; 
bedfordcommunitytheatre.org. 
COLD SPRING St. Mary in the Highlands Episcopal Church “A Renaissance Christmas,” choral and instrumental music. Dec. 6 at 4 p.m. $10 and $30. St. Mary in the Highlands Episcopal Church, Routes 9D and 301. (845) 297-9243; howlandmusic.org.
CROTON FALLS Schoolhouse Theater “It’s A Wonderful Life,” one-man show featuring Christian Thom. Dec. 6 at 3 p.m. $15. Dusty, country and holiday songs. Dec. 12 at 7:30 p.m. $15; children under12, free. Schoolhouse Theater, 3 Owens Road. schoolhousetheater.org; (914) 277-8477. 
CROTON-ON-HUDSON Croton Point Nature Center “Candle Making for Kids,” holiday activities. Ages 4 and up. Dec. 19 at 1 p.m. Free. Croton Point Nature Center, Croton Point Park. westchestergov.com/parks; (914) 862-5927. 
CROTON-ON-HUDSON Van Cortlandt Manor Evening Candlelight Tours. Every Saturday through Dec. 26. $6 and $14; children under 5, free. Van Cortlandt Manor, 525 South Riverside Avenue. (914) 631-8200; hudsonvalley.org. 
ELMSFORD Westchester Broadway Theater “The Christmas Voyager,” holiday musical. Through Dec. 27. $75 for dinner and show. “A Rat Pack Christmas,” tribute cabaret. Monday at 6:15 p.m. $75 for dinner and show. “Tony Kenny’s Christmastime in Ireland,” song, dance and comedy. Dec. 15 at 11:30 a.m. and 6:15 p.m. $60 to $75 for dinner and show. Westchester Broadway Theater, 75 Clearbrook Road. (914) 592-2222; broadwaytheatre.com. 
GARRISON Boscobel House and Gardens “Yuletide Teas,” holiday tours and refreshments. Every Wednesday and Sunday through Dec. 31. $20 and $40. Boscobel House and Gardens, 1601 Route 9D. (845) 265-3638; boscobel.org. 
IRVINGTON Irvington Town Hall Theater “Nutcracker Now 2009!” Modern interpretation presented by the Sleepy Hollow Performing Arts Center. Friday and Dec. 12. $12 to $18. Irvington Town Hall Theater, 85 Main Street. irvingtontheater.com; (914) 591-6602. 
KATONAH Lasdon Park and Arboretum “Caring for Holiday Plants,” learn about the water, light, temperature, humidity and fertilizer needs for popular indoor flowering plants. Dec. 6, 2 to 3 p.m. Free. Lasdon Park and Arboretum, 2610 Amawalk Road (Route 35). 
KINGSTON Ulster Performing Arts Center “The Nutcracker,” ballet presented by the Catskill Ballet Company. Friday through Dec. 13. $15 to $26. “It’s a Wonderful Life,” starring Jimmy Stewart. Dec. 18 at 7:30 p.m. $5. Ulster Performing Arts Center, 601 Broadway. upac.org; (845) 473-2072. 
PEEKSKILL Paramount Center for the Arts “The Nutcracker,” ballet presented by the New York Theater Ballet. Dec. 6 at 3 and 6 p.m. $15 to $25. Paramount Center for the Arts, 1008 Brown Street. (914) 739-2333; paramountcenter.org. 
POUGHKEEPSIE Bardavon Opera House “A Christmas Carol,” based on the book by Charles Dickens. Presented by the Nebraska Theater Caravan. Dec. 6 at 3 p.m. $28 to $34. “The Nutcracker,” presented by the New Paltz Ballet. Thursday and Friday at 9:45 a.m. and noon. $7 and $12. Bardavon Opera House, 35 Market Street. bardavon.org; (845) 473-5288. 
RYE Rye Presbyterian Church Westchester Choral Society Holiday Concert. Dec. 6 at 3 p.m. $10 and $20. Rye Presbyterian Church, 882 Boston Post Road. (914) 761-3900; westchesterchoralsociety.org.
SAUGERTIES Saugerties Pro Musica, Saugerties United Methodist Church “Holiday in the Village Open House Concert,” featuring the Strawberry Hill Fiddlers. Dec. 6 at 3 p.m. $10 and $12; students free. Saugerties Pro Musica, Saugerties United Methodist Church, Washington Avenue and Post Street. (845) 246-5021; saugertiespromusica.org. 
SOMERS Muscoot Farm “Holiday Cookies.”   Ages 3 and up. Dec. 6, 1 to 3 p.m. “Christmas on the Farm,”  mulled cider,  holiday goodies, carolers and  tour of the farm by lantern. Dec. 12 and 13, 5 to 7 p.m. Both are free. Muscoot Farm, Route 100. westchestergov.com/parks; (914) 864-7282. 
TIVOLI Tivoli Artists Co-op and Gallery “Holiday Show and Sale.” Through Dec. 20. Fridays, 5 to 9 p.m.; Saturdays, 1 to 9 p.m.; Sundays, 1 to 5 p.m. Tivoli Artists Co-op and Gallery, 60 Broadway. tivoliartistsco-op.com; (845) 757-2667. 
WHITE PLAINS Westchester County Center “Chocolate World Expo,” tastings of specialty foods and beverages. Performance by Ob-La-Di, Bla-Da, Beatles tribute band at noon and 3 p.m. Dec. 6, 11 a.m. to 6 p.m. Free. Westchester County Center, 198 Central Avenue. (914) 995-4050 or  ChocolateWorldExpo.com. 
WHITE PLAINS White Plains Performing Arts Center “We Are Lights,” holiday concert featuring Melba Moore, Kathy Deitch and other Broadway performers. Friday through Dec. 13. $45. White Plains Performing Arts Center, 11 City Place. (914) 328-1600;  wppac.com.
YORKTOWN HEIGHTS Yorktown Stage “The Nutcracker,” ballet. Dec. 19 and 20. $19 to $25. Yorktown Stage, 1974 Commerce Street. yorktownstage.org; (914) 962-0606.
Spoken Word
KATONAH Katonah Memorial House “Airborne Ants and Smashing Shrimp: Accident and Intent in the Evolution of Movement,” lecture featuring Dr. Sheila Patek,  Wednesday at 7:30 p.m. Free. Katonah Memorial House, 71 Bedford Road. bedfordaudubon.org; (914) 232-1999. 
KATONAH Katonah Museum of Art “Lincoln’s Poets,” lecture and reading featuring Philip Kunhardt. Dec. 13, 5:30 to 6:30 p.m. $10; members, free. Katonah Museum of Art, 134 Jay Street. (914) 232-9555; katonahmuseum.org.  
MOUNT KISCO Merestead “Off the Record with Alex Ross,” discussion with a performance of music by Aaron Copland. Dec. 6 at 3 p.m. Free. Merestead, 455 Byram Lake Road. (914) 788-4659; westchestergov.com. 
PELHAM Pelham Art Center Cynthia Ozick, reading and discussion. Presented in conjunction with the Hudson Valley Writers’ Center. Dec. 6 from 2:30 to 3:30 p.m. Free. Pelham Art Center, 155 Fifth Avenue. 
pelhamartcenter.org; (914) 738-2525. 
SCARSDALE Bendheim Performing Arts Center “The Coming Commercial Revolution in the Muslim World, With Vali Nasr,” live satellite broadcast from the 92nd Street Y. Monday at 8:15 p.m. $9. Bendheim Performing Arts Center, 999 Wilmot Road. (914) 472-3300; thebendheim.org. 
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Where to Find Help on Long Island




By LIZETTE ALVAREZ


Published: December 4, 2009 



There is a full range of services for the elderly on Long Island, offered by local government, senior centers and nonprofit groups. Getting information into the right hands is often the biggest obstacle that program directors face. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
 MEDICARE Many older residents are now focused on Medicare since it is the season to choose Part D prescription drug coverage. Suffolk County can help the elderly sort through the paperwork and decide which insurance programs are best for them. Volunteer counselors can be reached by calling (631) 853-6651.
TUTORING People can spend 20 hours a week reading, tutoring, playing games with or just listening to special-needs children through the Foster Grandparent program. The county receives a grant to give volunteers a small stipend, a meal and help with transportation. (631) 321-8229, ext. 1240 or ext. 1204. 
JOBS  Elderly residents seeking to re-enter the work force  can obtain job-search help and skills training from their county. The Urban League of Long Island can be reached at (516) 570-6645 or (631) 232-2482.
BUSINESS Nassau County has a Service Corps of Retired Executives, which provides free advice on financial, marketing and managerial problems for new or existing businesses. (516) 572-1989.
ABUSE If an elderly person is suffering physical or emotional abuse or neglect, help is available from Suffolk County’s Elder Abuse Counseling Program. The Victims Information Bureau of Suffolk is at (631) 360-3606.  
INFORMATION The Nassau County Senior Citizen help line is (516) 227-8900. 
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Events on Long Island


Published: December 4, 2009 


Music and Dance
 BAY SHORE Boulton Center for the Performing Arts “Dowling College World Music Ensemble,” an evening of world music featuring Shenole Latimer, saxophonist; Soul O Drums; and members of the World Music Ensemble. Tuesday at 7:30 p.m. $5. Savoy Brown featuring Kim Simmonds, British blues band. Dec. 12 at 8 p.m. $35 and $40. Boulton Center for the Performing Arts, 37 West Main Street. boultoncenter.org; (631) 969-1101. 
DIX HILLS Dix Hills Performing Arts Center “Mostly Barbershop,” with Five Towns College a cappella ensembles, the Long Island Sound chorus and the Greater Nassau Sweet Adelines chorus. Tuesday at 7:30 p.m. $10. “An Evening of Jazz,” featuring the FTC Jazz Orchestra and Vocal Jazz Ensemble. Thursday at 7:30 p.m. $10. “Guitar Extravaganza: Salute to Guitar Legends Johnny Smith, Al Viola and Tal Farlow.” Friday at 7:30 p.m. $10. FTC Jazz Ensembles. Dec. 14 at 7:30 p.m. Free. Dix Hills Performing Arts Center, 305 North Service Road. (631) 656-2148; dhpac.org. 
GREENVALE Tilles Center for the Performing Arts “Rasta Thomas’s Bad Boys of Dance,”  ballet, Broadway, tango and hip hop. Friday at 8 p.m. $26.50 to $56.50. Vladimir Feltsman, pianist. Dec. 12 at 8 p.m. $41.50 to $81.50. Tilles Center for the Performing Arts, 720 Northern Boulevard.
 tillescenter.org; (516) 299-3100. 
LAWRENCE Peninsula Public Library Doo wop music of the ’50s and ’60s. Dec. 6 at 2:30 p.m. Free. Peninsula Public Library, 280 Central Avenue. (516) 239-3262;
 nassaulibrary.org/peninsula. 
LONG BEACH Long Beach Public Library “From the Borscht Belt to Broadway,” featuring Warren Schein. Dec. 6 at 2 p.m. Free. Long Beach Public Library, 111 West Park Avenue. (516) 432-7201. 
PLAINVIEW Plainview-Old Bethpage Public Library The Banjo Rascals,  traditional banjo classics, holiday favorites, country and more. Dec. 12 at 8 p.m. Free. Plainview-Old Bethpage Public Library, 999 Old Country Road. (516) 938-0077. 
STONY BROOK University Cafe Elliott Murphy, rock. Dec. 6 at 2 p.m. $20 and $25. The Pines, folk/blues. Dec. 13 at 2 p.m. $15 and $20. University Cafe, Stony Brook Union Building, Stony Brook University. (631) 632-1093. 
UNIONDALE Nassau Coliseum Trans-Siberian Orchestra. Friday at 8 p.m. $23 to $66. Nassau Coliseum, 1255 Hempstead Turnpike. nassaucoliseum.com; (516) 794-9300. 
WESTBURY Capital One Bank Theater  Michael Amante, singer. Dec. 6 at 3 p.m. $40 to $65. David Archuleta, pop. Dec. 20 at 7 p.m. $39. Capital One Bank Theater, 960 Brush Hollow Road. livenation.com; (516) 334-0800. 
WESTHAMPTON BEACH Westhampton Beach Performing Arts Center Hot Tuna, American blues and rock. Dec. 6 at 8 p.m. $45 to $75. The Derek Trucks Band, blues/rock. Dec. 12 at 8 p.m. $45 to $90. Westhampton Beach Performing Arts Center, 76 Main Street. (631) 288-1500; whbpac.org. 
Outdoors
GARDEN CITY Adelphi University, Post Hall “Outdoor Sculpture Biennial,” works by 14 sculptors. Through April 1. Free. Adelphi University, Post Hall, 1 South Avenue. adelphi.edu/artmuseum; (516) 877-4010.
Seasonal
BAY SHORE Boulton Center for the Performing Arts “An Nollaig: An Irish Christmas With Eileen Ivers.” Thursday at 8 p.m. $35 and $40. Boulton Center for the Performing Arts, 37 West Main Street. boultoncenter.org; (631) 969-1101. 
COMMACK Suffolk Y Jewish Community Center “Hanukkah Family Night,” featuring the balloon artist Allynn Gooen. Dec. 13, 1:45 to 4 p.m. $10 and $15. Suffolk Y Jewish Community Center, 74 Hauppauge Road. (631) 462-9800; suffolkyjcc.org. 
DIX HILLS Dix Hills Performing Arts Center “Holiday Concert: Chorus, Choir and Concert Pops.” Wednesday at 7:30 p.m. $10. FTC Chamber Orchestra, classical. Dec. 15 at 7:30 p.m. Free. Dix Hills Performing Arts Center, 305 North Service Road. (631) 656-2148; dhpac.org. 
GREENVALE Tilles Center for the Performing Arts “Christmas with the Boston Pops,” holiday music. Dec. 6 at 2 p.m. $46.50 to $111.50. C.W. Post Wind Ensemble and Symphonic Band Holiday Concert. Tuesday at 8 p.m. $8 and $10. C.W. Post Chorus and Chamber Singers  Holiday Concert. Dec. 13 at 7 p.m. $10 and $15. “The Nutcracker,” presented by the Eglevsky Ballet. Dec. 19 through Dec. 21. $36.50 to $61.50. Tilles Center for the Performing Arts, 720 Northern Boulevard. (516) 299-3100; tillescenter.org. 
HUNTINGTON Heckscher Museum of Art “Heckscher Holidays  —  An Evening of Art, Music, Food, and Wine,” with performance by the Jingle Belles,  a cappella group. Dec. 19, 7 to 9 p.m. $10 and $15. Heckscher Museum of Art, 2 Prime Avenue. (631) 351-3250; heckscher.org. 
LYNBROOK Lynbrook Public Library Holiday concert featuring Betty Rose, vocalist, and Charles Castorina, pianist. Dec. 13 at 1 p.m. Free. Lynbrook Public Library, 56 Eldert Street. (516) 599-8630;
 nassaulibrary.org/lynbrook. 
NORTHPORT Northport High School “Winter Concert,” presented by the Northport Chorale, performing holiday favorites, Hanukkah and Christmas music. Friday at 8 p.m. $8 and $10. Northport High School, 154 Laurel Hill Road. (631) 754-3144. 
OYSTER BAY Christ Church “A Joyful Noise,” a holiday concert presented by the Long Island Baroque Ensemble. Dec. 13 at 8 p.m. $10 to $20. Christ Church, 61 East Main Street. (631) 724-7386;
 longislandbaroqueensemble.com. 
OYSTER BAY Planting Fields Arboretum State Historic Park Holiday Tree Lighting Ceremony, with guests  greeted by Santa and carolers. Friday at 6 p.m. Planting Fields Arboretum State Historic Park, 1395 Planting Fields Road. (516) 922-9200; plantingfields.org. 
PATCHOGUE Patchogue Theater for the Performing Arts “The Nutcracker Suite,” presented by Ovations Dance Repertory Company. Thursday through Dec. 13. $12 to $26. “A Holiday Spectacular on Ice,” presented by Gateway Playhouse. Dec. 18 through  23. $25 and $51. Patchogue Theater for the Performing Arts, 71 East Main Street. patchoguetheatre.com; (631) 207-1313. 
PORT JEFFERSON Theater Three “Barnaby Saves Christmas,” holiday musical by Douglas Quattrock. Ages 3 and up. Through Dec. 26. $8. Theater Three, 412 Main Street. theaterthree.com; (631) 928-9100. 
PORT WASHINGTON Jeanne Rimsky Theater  The Klezmatics, featuring Hanukkah music by Woody Guthrie. Dec. 12 at 8 p.m. $25 to $35. Jeanne Rimsky Theater, 232 Main Street. landmarkonmainstreet.org; (516) 767-6444. 
ROCKVILLE CENTRE South Side High School “Nutcracker Ballet,” accompanied by the South Shore Symphony Orchestra. Through Dec. 6. $20 and $23. South Side High School, 140 Shepherd Street. (516) 766-7171. 
ST. JAMES Mills Pond House Gallery St. James Model Railroad Club Annual Holiday Open House, featuring a 38-by-48-foot Lionel train layout. Through Dec. 6. 50 cents to $2. Mills Pond House Gallery, 660 Route 25A. (631) 862-6575. 
WESTBURY Capital One Bank Theater  Michael McDonald Holiday Show,  R & B/soul singer and songwriter. Dec. 16 at 8 p.m. $50 and $60. Glenn Mohr Chorale, holiday concert. Dec. 19 at 8 p.m. $30. Capital One Bank Theater, 960 Brush Hollow Road. (516) 334-0800; livenation.com. 
Theater
EAST FARMINGDALE Arena Players Main Stage Theater “Bus Stop,” comedy by William Inge. Through Dec. 20. $20 and $25. Arena Players Main Stage Theater, 296 Route 109. (516) 293-0674; arenaplayers.org. 
EAST FARMINGDALE Arena Players Second Stage Theater “It Had to Be You,” by Joseph Bologna and Renée Taylor. Through Dec. 20. $20 and $25. Arena Players Second Stage Theater, 296 Route 109. (516) 293-0674;
 arenaplayers.org. 
EAST ISLIP BayWay Arts Center “Fame — the Musical,” based on the movie and TV show. Dec. 12 through Jan. 10. $14 to $16. BayWay Arts Center, 265 East Main Street. broadhollow.org; (631) 581-2700. 
ELMONT BroadHollow Theater “Annie,” musical. Dec. 12 through Dec. 27. $14 to $28. BroadHollow Theater, 700 Hempstead Turnpike. (516) 775-4420; broadhollow.org. 
LINDENHURST Studio Theater “Striking 12,” rock musical. Through Dec. 19. $14 to $25. Studio Theater, 141 South Wellwood Avenue. broadhollow.org; (631) 226-8400. 
NORTHPORT John W. Engeman Theater “Miracle on 34th Street,” musical with music by Douglas M. Smith and book and lyrics by Vernon L. Stefanic. Through Jan. 3. $60. John W. Engeman Theater, 250 Main Street. (631) 261-2900; 
johnwengemantheater.com. 
OAKDALE CM Performing Arts Center “Annie,” musical. Friday through Jan. 10. $16 to $22. CM Performing Arts Center, 931 Montauk Highway. (631) 218-2810; cmpac.com. 
PATCHOGUE Patchogue Theater for the Performing Arts “Clara’s Dream: The Nutcracker,” presented by the American Dance Theater of Long Island. Through Dec. 6. $12 to $26. Patchogue Theater for the Performing Arts, 71 East Main Street. (631) 207-1313; patchoguetheatre.com. 
PORT JEFFERSON Theater Three “A Christmas Carol,” by Charles Dickens. Through Dec. 27. $14 to $28. Theater Three, 412 Main Street. theaterthree.com; (631) 928-9100. 
SMITHTOWN Smithtown Center for the Performing Arts “Singin’ in the Rain,” musical comedy by Betty Comden, Adolph Green, Arthur Freed and Nacio Herb Brown. Through Jan. 24. $18 and $32. Smithtown Center for the Performing Arts, 2 East Main Street. smithtownpac.org; (631) 724-3700. 
For Children
DIX HILLS Dix Hills Performing Arts Center “Willy Wonka and the Chocolate Factory,” a musical production presented by the Five Towns College Children’s Theater. Through Dec. 6. $5 and $12. Dix Hills Performing Arts Center, 305 North Service Road. (631) 656-2148; dhpac.org. 
GARDEN CITY Long Island Children’s Museum “Diggin’ de Kooning,” an exhibition of abstract paintings inspired by the artist Willem de Kooning and created by local children and teenagers. Through Dec. 6. “Winter Sparkle,” design decorations made of foam and glitter. Dec. 15 through Dec. 18. Free with admission. “Holiday Lights.” Make your own candles. Ages 5 and up. Dec. 19 at 3 p.m. $2 and $3 with museum admission. “Holiday Short Film Festival,” KidsFilmFest, films celebrating the holidays and winter. Ages 3 and up. Dec. 19 and 20. $1 and $2 with museum admission; $4, theater only. Tuesdays through Sundays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m. Long Island Children’s Museum, 11 Davis Avenue. licm.org; (516) 224-5800. 
GREENVALE Tilles Center for the Performing Arts “SteveSongs,” Mr. Steve and his band perform PBS Kids favorites. Dec. 13 at 2 p.m. $21.50 and $31.50. Tilles Center for the Performing Arts, 720 Northern Boulevard, C. W. Post Campus, Long Island University. tillescenter.org; (516) 299-3100. 
PATCHOGUE Patchogue Theater for the Performing Arts “Alice in Winterland,” featuring puppets, costumed actors and children from the audience. Friday at 7:30 p.m. $10 to $14. Patchogue Theater for the Performing Arts, 71 East Main Street. (631) 207-1313; patchoguetheatre.com. 
ROSLYN HARBOR Nassau County Museum of Art “Family Sunday at the Museum,” tours from 1 p.m., family gallery guides, art activities from 1:30 p.m. Ongoing. Free with museum admission. “But Who Will Bell the Cats?,” exhibition based on Cynthia von Buhler’s new book, at Nassau County Museum of Art’s MiniArtMuseum for Children. Through Jan. 3. MiniArtMuseum for Children, Tuesdays through Sundays, noon to 4:30 p.m. Regular museum hours, Tuesdays through Sundays, 11 a.m. to 4:45 p.m. Nassau County Museum of Art, 1 Museum Drive.
 nassaumuseum.org; (516) 484-9337. 
SAG HARBOR Bay Street Theater “Cinderella,” a new musical version performed by Stages, a Children’s Theater Workshop, featuring 30 local actors. Friday through Dec. 13. $15. Bay Street Theater, Main and Bay Streets. (631) 725-9500; baystreet.org. 
YAPHANK Suffolk County Farm and Education Center “Fall Country Kids.” Fun for preschoolers and their siblings, including stories, crafts, snacks, animal visits and wagon rides. Ages 1 to 5. Tuesdays or Thursdays, through Dec. 18. $5 and $10. “Little Farmers.” Children will explore the farm with a Cornell Cooperative Extension educator, and meet and learn about animals. Mondays and Tuesdays, through Dec. 15. Ages 3 to 5. $10. Suffolk County Farm and Education Center, County Road 21. (631) 852-4600. 
Spoken Word
PLAINVIEW Plainview-Old Bethpage Public Library Marty Adler, Brooklyn enthusiast, explores the history of the borough and its people. Tuesday at 10:30 a.m. Free. Plainview-Old Bethpage Public Library, 999 Old Country Road. (516) 938-0077. 
ROSLYN HARBOR Nassau County Museum of Art “Rockwell for Our Times,” Charles A. Riley II, Ph.D., curator, presents an illustrated survey of Norman Rockwell’s work in a variety of media. Dec. 13 at 4 p.m. $10 and $20. Nassau County Museum of Art, 1 Museum Drive. nassaumuseum.org; (516) 484-9337. Museums and Galleries
EAST HAMPTON Guild Hall “ac qui si tions,” an exhibition of recently acquired  works. Through Jan. 17. Guild Hall, 158 Main Street. guildhall.org; (631) 324-4050. 
EAST ISLIP Islip Art Museum “See Through,” exhibition featuring artists who use transparent materials to create sculptures, paintings and mixed media work. Through Jan. 24. Donation: $3. “Treemendous,” a holiday exhibition. Dec. 6 through Jan. 8. Donation: $3. Wednesdays through Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 4 p.m.; Sundays, noon to 4 p.m. Islip Art Museum, 50 Irish Lane. islipartmuseum.org; (631) 224-5402. 
GARDEN CITY Ruth S. Harley University Center  “Global Passage: Selections from the Robert R. McMillan Panama Canal Collection.” Through Jan. 10. Ruth S. Harley University Center, 1 South Avenue, Adelphi University. (516) 877-4555. 
GREENPORT Sirens’ Song Gallery Recent paintings by S. Neil Fujita. Through Dec. 31. Wednesdays through Sundays, noon to 7 p.m. Sirens’ Song Gallery, 516 Main Street. (631) 477-1021. 
HEMPSTEAD African-American Museum“The Essence of Man,” a solo photo exhibition of works by Jan Altes. Through Dec. 31. Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m. African-American Museum, 110 North Franklin Street. (516) 572-0730; aamoflongisland.org. 
HUNTINGTON  Huntington Arts Council  “Still Life,” a juried exhibition featuring works in media except photography. Thursday through Jan. 25. Huntington Arts Council, 213 Main Street in Huntington Village; huntingtonarts.org. 
HUNTINGTON Huntington Public Library “Images for Storytelling: A Selection of Illustrations and Paintings,” featuring works by Stu Suchit. Through Dec. 13. Huntington Public Library, 338 Main Street. (631) 427-5165. 
HUNTINGTON STATION  South Huntington Public Library “Color, Form, Idea, Fragrance,” an exhibition featuring work by Mikhail Gubin, a Soviet-born artist. Through Thursday. “Meditations on Landscapes,” an exhibition of oil paintings by Christian White. Dec. 12 through Jan. 8. Monday, Tuesday, Thursday and Friday, 9 a.m. to 9 p.m.; Wednesday 10 a.m. to 9 p.m.; Saturday 9 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Sunday 1 to 5 p.m. South Huntington Public Library, 145 Pidgeon Hill Road. (631) 549-4411; shpl.info. 
MELVILLE Art-Trium “Life Stories,” curated by William Grabowski, features work of members of the Huntington Arts Council: Desmond Ambrose, Andrea Attias, Sandra Daniel, Nanette Fluhr and Robert Wagner. Through March 8. Mondays through Fridays, 7 a.m. to 7 p.m. Art-Trium, 25 Melville Park Road. huntingtonarts.org; (631) 271-8423. 
NORTHPORT Northport Historical Society and Museum “Low Tech ... And That’s the Way It Was,” an exhibition that examines everyday life before the advent of modern conveniences. Through Jan. 31. Donation: $3. Tuesdays through Sundays, 1 to 4:30 p.m. Northport Historical Society and Museum, 215 Main Street. (631) 757-9859. 
ROCKVILLE CENTRE Molloy College Art Gallery “Don Resnick: A Long Island View,” retrospective. Through Dec. 21. Mondays through Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 6 p.m. Molloy College Art Gallery, 1000 Hempstead Avenue. (516) 678-5000,ext. 6549;
 molloy.edu/student/artgallery. 
ROSLYN HARBOR Nassau County Museum of Art Exhibition of works by Norman Rockwell, including about 300 Saturday Evening Post covers  and about 50 paintings. Through Jan. 3. $4 to $10; children under 5 and members, free. Tuesdays through Sundays, 11 a.m. to 4:45 p.m. Nassau County Museum of Art, 1 Museum Drive. nassaumuseum.org; (516) 484-9337. 
SEA CLIFF Sea Cliff Museum “Stevenson and Spampinato,” featuring original work from Harold Ransom Stevenson, a student of Norman Rockwell and founder of the Stevenson Academy of Traditional Painting. Through May 1. $1. Saturdays and Sundays, 2 to 5 p.m. Sea Cliff Museum, 95 10th Avenue. (516) 671-0090. 
SOUTHAMPTON Parrish Art Museum “Students View ‘American Landscapes.’ ” Students from neighboring schools respond to the fall exhibition; student work will be exhibited  with selections from the Parrish collection. Dec. 6 through Jan. 10. Parrish Art Museum, 25 Job’s Lane. (631) 283-2118; parrishart.org.  
Comedy
BAY SHORE Boulton Center for the Performing Arts Jim Norton, stand-up. Dec. 18 at 8 and 10 p.m. $30 and $35. Rob Bartlett, stand-up. Dec. 19 at 8 p.m. $42.50 to $47.50. Boulton Center for the Performing Arts, 37 West Main Street. boultoncenter.org; (631) 969-1101. 
Film
 BAY SHORE Boulton Center for the Performing Arts “It’s a Wonderful Life,” holiday classic starring Jimmy Stewart. Dec. 13 at 7 p.m. $5 and $8. Boulton Center for the Performing Arts, 37 West Main Street. (631) 969-1101; boultoncenter.org. 
HUNTINGTON Cinema Arts Center “Bonnie and Clyde: The Lives Behind the Legend.” Thursday at 7:30 p.m. $9 and $12. “Every Man for Himself,” directed by Jean-Luc Godard. Dec. 13 and 14. $9 and $12. “Antichrist,” by Lars von Trier. Dec. 16 at 7 and 8:50 p.m. $4.50 to $9. Cinema Arts Center, 423 Park Avenue. cinemaartscentre.org; (631) 423-7611. 
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Art Review | Long Island



Something in the Air, the Light, the Water?




By BENJAMIN GENOCCHIO


Published: December 4, 2009 




 In the late 1920s and early ’30s, the artist Lee Krasner lived on a quiet suburban street in Huntington. The current exhibition at the Heckscher Museum of Art, about a half-mile away, includes a self-portrait she painted in the garden of her home, probably in 1930. Borrowed  from the Jewish Museum in New York, it shows the young artist standing in front of an easel, brushes in hand, staring intently at the viewer. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The Krasner self-portrait is the centerpiece of the second room of “Long Island Moderns: Artists on the North Shore From Edward Steichen to Cindy Sherman,” an exhibition celebrating the impressively rich, diverse yet relatively little-known role of Huntington and the North Shore of Long Island in American art. About 50 paintings, sculptures, photographs and drawings make up the show, organized by the museum’s chief curator, Kenneth Wayne.
 It is installed chronologically, beginning with a pair of photographs and a rare early painting by Edward Steichen, who summered in Huntington between 1902 and 1910. The following decade, the modernist painters Arthur Dove and Helen Torr also moved to the area, producing wonderful, memorable images of local landscapes. 
These days, Mr. Dove is better known than Ms. Torr, who, like a lot of other female American  artists of the early and mid-20th century, has suffered neglect by art historians. But she was a tremendously talented and innovative painter, as evidenced by the three works on view. Among them is “Heckscher Park” (1932), a colorful, radically simplified, almost naïve painting of ducks in and around a pond beneath trees. It was painted on the museum grounds. 
Other painters who had a connection to the area include George Grosz — who lived in Huntington for a decade after World War II, producing paintings and collages — as well as John Marin and Jules Olitski. All three are represented here, though the quality of work on display is patchy. In the case of Mr. Grosz, his American years pale in comparison to the early, biting political work he produced in Germany before fleeing in 1932 during the rise of the Nazis.  
Long Island attracted other notable European expatriate artists, including Fernand Léger, who  between 1941 and 1943 painted a mural on canvas at the Huntington home of Wallace K. Harrison, one of the architects of Rockefeller Center and the United Nations. The mural  is now at the Museum Ludwig in Cologne, Germany; photographs of it in situ in the living room in this show and a discussion of the commission in the exhibition catalog convey the beauty and ambition of the project. 
The mural, which is black and white, depicts a tangle of bodies rendered in sketchy, free-flowing lines. It is among the most important works made on Long Island.
Perhaps the area’s most famous resident was Louis Comfort Tiffany, who designed and built Laurelton Hall,  an estate in Oyster Bay overlooking Cold Spring Harbor. Laurelton Hall  burned in 1957. Representing Tiffany in this show are a glass vase and a lead-lined, daffodil-shaped table lamp, both donated to the Heckscher Museum. 
Ray Johnson, Seymour Lipton and Esphyr Slobodkina lived and worked in the area, as did lesser-known artists like the painter Fritz Glarner and the sculptor Mary Callery. From the show catalog we learn that Mr. Glarner was a protégé of Mondrian and did several important commissions, while Ms. Callery’s work is in the collections of the National Gallery and the Metropolitan Museum of Art. Ms. Callery’s “Tree,” a dynamic undated abstract sculpture made of brass, is among the pieces here, along with Mr. Glarner’s “Recollection” (1964-68), a print portfolio with 14 lithographs. Both artists deserve renewed attention. 
The show closes with a display of photographs by the fashion photographers Horst P. Horst and Irving Penn, both of whom lived in the Huntington area. The artist Cindy Sherman was raised in Huntington,  though it is unclear how her works in this show, half a dozen images from her famous “Untitled Film Stills” series of 1977 to 1980,  are connected to her Long Island upbringing. No matter, for her presence here reminds us  that several important contemporary artists have connections to the area.
 How much of the artwork created in and around Huntington is of enduring importance is, I think, open to question; we need more scholarship on the careers of  artists associated with the area. But in the meantime, this groundbreaking exhibition shines a klieg light on a largely forgotten corner of American art history.
“Long Island Moderns: Artists on the North Shore From Edward Steichen to Cindy Sherman,” Heckscher Museum of Art, 2 Prime Avenue, Huntington, through Jan. 10. Information: call (631) 351-3250 or visit heckscher.org.
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Long Island Dining | Patchogue



More Than a Pub, and a Singing Chef, Too




[image: ]
Kirk Condyles for The New York Times


NOT PUB GRUB Public House 49 opened in July with Richard Desmond as chef. 





By JOANNE STARKEY


Published: December 4, 2009 




PUBLIC HOUSE 49, named for its location at 49 East Main Street in Patchogue, both looks and sounds like a pub. It even has three kinds of wings on its menu. Yet the food coming from the kitchen of this restaurant, which opened in July, is not pub grub. That’s because the chef in charge is Richard Desmond.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Mr. Desmond earned his reputation as the singing chef when he cooked at Bliss in East Setauket.  A Pavarotti look-alike, he occasionally pops into the dining room at Public House 49 and bursts into song (only on request and if he’s not busy). He has a powerful, pleasing voice, and his culinary skills are just as impressive.
At Public House 49, the restaurant is separated from the bar by French doors that, unfortunately, are usually left open. The bar is the larger of the two rooms and includes eight televisions, lots of high tables, a long, crowded bar, a small dance floor and a D.J. corner.
The dining room is a bit stark, with bare tables and black booths and banquettes. Those booths and banquettes are the prime seating, as they have large hanging lights over them. Other tables are very dimly lighted; we asked to be moved when we couldn’t make out the menu.
The staff was happy to move us and generally happy about everything else. The servers were green, though. The busboy asked if we wanted water and bread, instead of just bringing it. The bread basket contained slices of ordinary Italian bread and a pot of hummus (butter is served on request). When the basket was empty, it was whisked away, never to return.
No matter. It would be a shame to fill up on bread when generous plates of delicious food are yet to come. (Nearly everyone leaves the restaurant with a doggie bag.) Take the succulent roast pork belly with four pan-seared sea scallops set over cubed, herb-roasted potatoes and baby spinach. The menu mentioned a Bing cherry sauce, which nearly deterred me from ordering the dish. But that sauce translated to a few tart (not sweet) cherries that complemented the rich meat beautifully.
Another hit was a special of pork osso buco over Parmesan risotto. It included a drizzle of maple syrup, but again, the sweet fillip was done with finesse. Other winners were a lemon-rosemary roasted chicken teamed with a Parmesan bread pudding and baby spinach; two herb-breaded pork chops with a caramelized apple sauce, red cabbage and mashed potatoes; and flaky salmon crusted with crabmeat and accompanied by an asparagus-cherry tomato ragù. 
The menu also lists  seven exciting sandwiches. We tried the Kobe beef frankfurter on grilled pita, spread with honey mustard, cilantro sauce and a spicy tomato-red pepper relish, which was terrific. It arrived with a plate of very good house-cut fries and a chunky slaw. 
Nothing on the menu costs more than $19 (though specials can be higher). Diners who want something to start can choose a side soup or salad for $3; the wild mushroom bisque we tried was smooth and flavorful. Other appetizers I’d recommend are the puff pastry asparagus strudel, the frisée salad with  blue cheese, caramelized apple vinaigrette, bacon and apple slices and the classic Caesar salad.
A goat-cheese salad was drowned in balsamic vinaigrette, and a very generous order of three large crab cakes was marred by a high ratio of filler to crab. The accompanying horseradish lemon sauce and tomato jam nearly saved the dish.
Desserts are house-made. We loved the creamy chocolate tiramisù, the rich ganache-laden blackout cake, the puff pastry raspberry napoleon and the high, moist maple cheesecake.
The food and bargain prices are the draws at Public House 49; the rather dreary setting and noise are the shortcomings. Still, if I were anywhere in the vicinity I’d definitely return. 


 Public House 49
 49 East Main Street
 Patchogue
 (631) 569-2767
 WORTH IT 
THE SPACE The dim, stark dining room is the junior partner of the larger, more crowded bar. Wheelchair accessible.
THE CROWD Casual, young and loud; a few children. The staff is young and amiable.
THE BAR A long, active bar with eight overhead televisions. List of 10 wines by the bottle, $22 to $34, and nine by the glass, $6 to $8.
THE BILL Lunch entrees, $7 to $13. At dinner, sandwiches are $7 to $12 and other entrees are $12 to $19; some specials are higher. Entree portions are huge and a bargain. American Express, MasterCard, Visa and Discover are accepted.
WHAT WE LIKED Asparagus strudel, wild mushroom bisque, frisée salad, Caesar salad; Kobe beef frankfurter, salmon, roast chicken, pork belly and scallops, pork chops, pork osso buco; all desserts.
IF YOU GO Lunch and dinner daily, noon to 11 p.m. (Late-night bar menu, 11 p.m. to 4 a.m.) Reservations are recommended.
RATINGS Don’t Miss, Worth It, In a Pinch, Don’t Bother.
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Long Island Vines



From an Alliance, an ’06 Merlot




By HOWARD G. GOLDBERG


Published: December 4, 2009 



The 2006 release of the Long Island Merlot Alliance is a technical achievement. The original members of the Merliance, as the organization is called, overcame cellar problems caused by a cool, wet, often overcast growing season to produce a multi-vineyard blend, no easy task.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
 The merlot displays aroma and flavor characteristics that lend credence to the group’s position that merlot is and should remain the East End’s signature red grape and wine. However, advocates of the generally earthier cabernet franc, which some consumers (myself included) sometimes find subtler and more interesting than merlot, are unlikely to agree that merlot deserves No. 1 status.
 The 2006, the alliance’s third release since its founding in 2005 (the first was the 2004), tilts toward graceful, restrained Bordeaux and away from a plush California style. Just 250 cases were made.
 The fruit was grown by Pellegrini, Raphael and Sherwood House on the North Fork and Wölffer on the South Fork. The wine also contains merlot from Shinn, on the North Fork. Shinn left the alliance after the 2006 vintage because of “time constraints,” David Page, an owner, said.
 It does not include fruit from three North Fork producers that joined the alliance this year: Clovis Point, McCall Vineyard and Castello di Borghese.
 On uncorking the dark-ruby light-bodied 2006, I found hints of roses and licorice in the aroma and berry-compote and tobacco flavors. The refreshing acidity makes this well-balanced red a versatile food wine. It also holds the promise of complexities that are likely to blossom in a year or two.
 The 2006 Merliance ($35) can be purchased from all seven members. It was made at the Premium Wine Group, a for-hire North Fork winery. A “substantial portion” of the proceeds finances local research and development for the production of quality Long Island merlot, according to the alliance.
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Where to Find Help, and Fun, in Connecticut




By LIZETTE ALVAREZ


Published: December 4, 2009 



There is a full range of services for the elderly in Connecticut, offered by local government, senior centers and nonprofit groups. Getting information into the right hands is often the biggest obstacle that program directors face. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
INFORMATION The first call  should be Connecticut’s one-stop information line, on which trained workers can answer questions about a variety of programs for people 60 and older. (800) 443-9946. 
HEALTH CARE For help with Medicare, Medicaid or Medigap, or medical referrals, the number to call is (800) 994-9422. Those whose claims have been denied can request help from the Center for Medicare Advocacy, which has on its staff lawyers, paralegals and technical assistants. (800) 262-4414 or (860) 456-7790.
VOLUNTEERING Older people who wish to give back to their community can call the Retired and Senior Volunteering Program at (860) 760-3088. They can help at day care centers, read to preschoolers, work in libraries, phone an elderly person for a friendly chat, and help out at nursing homes and hospice programs. 
SCHOOL Those who wish to combine learning with traveling can contact Exploritas, formerly known as Elderhostel. The group offers a lengthy list of trips, from simple one-night outings to longer excursions. Participants can take a jaunt to Charlottesville, Va.,  to learn about Thomas Jefferson, James Madison and James Monroe, or go hiking in Costa Rica. There are also trips for women only, and for grandparents and grandchildren. Information is available at (800) 454-5768 or www.exploritas.org. 
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Connecticut Dining | Niantic



Farm-to-Table Cuisine in a Homey Package




[image: ]
C. M. Glover for The New York Times


COMES THE DAWN La Belle Aurore.





By STEPHANIE LYNESS


Published: December 4, 2009 




HE was a high-profile sports reporter and anchor at Channel 4 in the Washington area; she was a personal chef and caterer. In 2005, seduced by the excellence of the Niantic school system, among other things, Dawn and Wally Bruckner decided to leave behind their lives in Washington to open La Belle Aurore (“beautiful dawn,” in French). She does the cooking; he joins her on Saturday nights to run the front of the house. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Four years later, the small restaurant remains relatively undiscovered. That’s too bad. Ms. Bruckner’s cuisine, which relies as much as possible on local and organic products, is delightfully straightforward.
Connecticut farm-to-table cuisine is often served up in a sophisticated package (at the elegant Still River Café in Eastford, for example, or the hip River Tavern in Chester) — not surprising, given the high cost of organic farming methods. Ms. Bruckner’s more homey aesthetic (she calls it “bonne femme,” or “good wife” in French) is another, welcome option. 
The food is what we want to mean by “homemade.” Chicken potpie (served in a pretty white tureen, topped with a square of crisp puff pastry that appears on the verge of sailing away) is dead simple: chicken, potatoes, carrots and broth. The same goes for the delicious shrimp and crab bisque (in a lidded tureen, this time): shrimp stock, shrimp, crab, onion and a little cream.
As with any farm-to-table menu (this one changes monthly), Ms. Bruckner’s is constructed around seasonal availability of produce. One gets the sense that she gathers up everything that looks good, and then figures out how to get it onto the plates. 
Appetizer salads showcased a wealth of raw produce. The fall chopped salad combined diced, tart-sweet apple, cut-up green beans, grated beets, diced tomato (unripe, but its crispness was nonetheless curiously pleasant), almonds and chunks of sharp cheddar cheese with a complementary white balsamic-hazelnut oil vinaigrette. The house salad featured a mix of baby lettuces (far superior to the limp supermarket blend), chopped apples, walnuts and an excellent blue cheese, dressed with a balsamic vinegar and olive oil.
Ms. Bruckner understands how to coax flavor out of vegetables. A vegetable curry mingled roasted Japanese eggplant, green beans, tomato, greens and chickpeas with dried cranberries, dried apricots and pine nuts; the textures and flavors were lovely, although the garam masala spicing was a bit harsh. A well-seasoned raft of sautéed hen-of-the-woods mushrooms crowned a wonderful appetizer of green-and-white-striped broccoli rabe ravioli, further enhanced by a handful of sautéed pine nuts and a drizzle of melted butter. 
Meat eaters can choose ultratender venison chops, perched atop a roasted mélange of thumbnail-size brussels sprouts, sliced sunchokes and beets; a turnip purée completed the plate. Filet mignon was nice enough, served with green beans and a crisp potato cake, but I wouldn’t come here for it. Stonington sea scallops, on the other hand, are worth the trip, accompanied by a mix of sautéed greens, roasted pumpkin and thin-sliced bacon. 
Brunch was terrific, with truly excellent pancakes (light but substantial, with great flavor) and Ms. Bruckner’s “cruciferous” omelet, stuffed with a delicious  roasted assortment of cabbagey brethren. 
Desserts were spotty. A fig tart would have been perfect had all the figs been ripe. Pumpkin and ginger ice creams had fine flavor, but their texture was icy. And the apples in the apple crisp could have been cooked a bit more. 
La Belle Aurore’s prices may seem fancier than its simply prepared food, but a meal there is worthwhile on a number of counts: The ingredients are first rate (and accessible to home cooks only at farmers’ markets), the service is pleasant and proper, and Ms. Bruckner’s expertise obscures the truth that it is, in fact, quite difficult to make food that is both simple and good. 


La Belle Aurore
75 Pennsylvania Avenue
Niantic
(860) 739-6767
labelleaurorebistro.com
WORTH IT
THE SPACE One-room restaurant in a strip mall; décor is New England plain. Walls are hung with paintings by local artists (all for sale). Wheelchair access, except restrooms. Parking in front.
THE CROWD I encountered only a few customers, all casually dressed. Fine place for children. 
THE BAR Beer and wine only. Small, reasonably priced wine list (predominantly American bottles, a few from Europe and New World), many under $40. Wines by the glass: $6 to $10.
THE BILL With appetizers running $6 to $12, and entrees at $18 to $28, prices are consistent with the high cost and quality of the ingredients; for the budget-minded, entrees are offered in smaller portions at lower prices. Brunch is an especially good deal; pancakes start at $2, omelets at $6.50. MasterCard, Visa and American Express accepted. 
WHAT WE LIKED Pancakes, cruciferous omelet, shrimp and crab bisque, house salad, fall chopped salad, broccoli rabe ravioli, wild mushroom tart with brie, chicken potpie, vegetable curry, scallops with bacon, venison chops. 
IF YOU GO Dinner: Monday and Wednesday through Saturday, 5:30 to 9 p.m. Brunch: Friday through Sunday, 8 a.m. to 1 p.m. Reservations recommended on weekends.
RATINGS Don’t Miss, Worth It, In a Pinch, Don’t Bother.
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Quick Bite | Hartford



A Harvest for the Holidays




By CHRISTOPHER BROOKS


Published: December 4, 2009 



Connecticut’s more enterprising farms make a practice of jarring, jamming and pickling a fair share of their harvest to augment sales during winter. Many such products, which may include sauces, salsas and a great deal more, not only taste wonderful but also have great gift potential.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
As an alternative to hopping from farm to farm to fill your holiday basket, consider stopping by Connecticut Creative Store, which showcases items made in the state. The building, a brick beauty that abuts Colt Park, once housed the park’s caretaker; three of its rooms are now devoted to retail, with proceeds going toward the development of a planned botanical garden in Hartford. 
The front room, with cantaloupe-colored walls, features a potpourri of appetizing treats. Among those are Frank’s Sicilian Gravy and Frank’s Marinara Sauce ($6 for each); Porter’s Smokehouse North/South BBQ Sauce ($5); Giff’s Jalapeno Pepper Relish and Giff’s Cranberry Ginger Chutney ($5); several cylinders of Otwell’s ground spices ($6.50); Mel’s Hellish Relish and Mel’s Sweet Inferno Pickles ($7); Bloody Bold Bloody Mary Mix ($4.49); maple syrup, in finely etched bottles, from Norman’s Sugar House ($20); and, for soda swillers, old-time flavors like birch beer, sarsparilla and red cola, from Hosmer and Milligan’s Island ($1.15 to $1.25 a bottle). 
The back two rooms, in avocado green, are devoted to textiles and other Connecticut-made goods, including colorful knitted potholders ($1.95 apiece); glass tree ornaments ($3.95); artistically painted gourds ($45 to $110); and woolen hats, scarves and sweaters. You will also find T-shirts emblazoned with “Botanical Garden” and “Connecticut Grown” ($10 and $12), although these are among the items  that are not produced in Connecticut. CHRISTOPHER BROOKS  
Connecticut Creative Store, 25 Stonington Street, Hartford, hartfordbotanicalgarden.org or (860) 297-0112. Open 10 a.m. to 2 p.m., Wednesday through Friday; 10 a.m. to 4 p.m., Saturday. Call first to tell them when you’ll be there — the store sometimes closes early.
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Calendar | Connecticut



Events in Connecticut


Published: December 4, 2009 


Comedy
 HARTFORD Bushnell Center for the Performing Arts “An Evening with Garrison Keillor.” Thursday at 7:30 p.m. $25 to $45. Bushnell Center for the Performing Arts, 166 Capitol Avenue. (860) 987-5900; bushnell.org. 
NORFOLK Infinity Hall Joe Starr and Joe Bronzi. Dec. 13 at 7:30 p.m. $12 and $25. Infinity Hall, 20 Greenwoods Road West. (866) 666-6306; infinityhall.com.
Film
HARTFORD Cinestudio “Katyn,” by Andrzej Wajda, based on the book by Andrzej Mularczyk. Dec. 6 through Tuesday. $7 and $8. Cinestudio, 300 Summit Street. cinestudio.org; (860) 297-2463. 
HARTFORD Real Art Ways “The Yes Men Fix the World,” by Andy Bichlbaum. Through Thursday. “Red Cliff,” by John Woo. Friday through Dec. 23. Both are $4.50 to $9. Real Art Ways, 56 Arbor Street. (860) 232-1006; 
realartways.org. 
RIDGEFIELD Ridgefield Playhouse “Neshoba,” documentary by Micki Dickoff and Tony Pagano. Dec. 12 at 7:30 p.m. $5 to $10. Ridgefield Playhouse, 80 East Ridge Road. ridgefieldplayhouse.com; (203) 438-5795. 
STORRS William Benton Museum of Art “Fanny and Alexander,” by Ingmar Bergman. Dec. 12 at 1:15 p.m. Free. William Benton Museum of Art, 245 Glenbrook Road. (860) 486-4520; thebenton.org. 
TORRINGTON Warner Theater “L’Orfeo,” film of Monteverdi’s opera performed by La Scala. Dec. 15 and 20. $20. Warner Theater, 68 Main Street. (860) 489-7180; warnertheatre.org. 
For Children
GREENWICH Audubon Greenwich Family bird watching, identify and count birds to report to Project Feederwatch. All ages. Dec. 12, 12:30 to 2 p.m. $1.50 to $5. Audubon Greenwich, 613 Riversville Road. greenwich.audubon.org; (203) 869-5272. 
NEW LONDON Connecticut College  Fifth annual Connecticut College Kids Judge Neuroscience Fair, demonstrations, crafts and games teaching aspects of brain function. Ages 5 and up. Dec. 12, 10 a.m. to 2 p.m. Free. Crozier-Williams Student Center, Connecticut College, 270 Mohegan Avenue. (860) 439-2036; conncoll.edu. 
NORWALK Stepping Stones Museum for Children “Build It!” Interactive exhibition about architectural design and construction. All ages. Through August. Stepping Stones Museum for Children, 303 West Avenue. 
steppingstonesmuseum.org;(203) 899-0606.
TORRINGTON Warner Theater “Godspell Junior,” musical by Stephen Schwartz. Ages 5 and up. Dec. 12 and 13. $12.50. Warner Theater, 68 Main Street. (860) 489-7180; warnertheatre.org. 
Museums and Galleries
BRIDGEPORT Housatonic Museum of Art “Water, Algae, Ice,” multimedia by Deborah Wing-Sproul. Through Dec. 18. Hours: Mondays through Wednesdays, and Fridays, 8:30 a.m. to 5:30 p.m.; Thursdays, 8:30 a.m. to 7 p.m.; Saturdays, 9 a.m. to 3 p.m.; Sundays, noon to 4 p.m. Housatonic Museum of Art, 900 Lafayette Boulevard.  (203) 332-5052; www.hcc.commnet.edu/
 artmuseum. 
BRIDGEPORT The Discovery Museum “Sustainable Choices: Living Today With Tomorrow in Mind,” interactive exhibition. Through Dec. 31. $8.50; children 17 and under, seniors and students, $7; children under 5, free. Hours: Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Sundays, noon to 5 p.m. The Discovery Museum, 4450 Park Avenue. discoverymuseum.org; (203) 372-3521. 
EASTON Easton Public Library Digital photographs by Michael Cavaliere. Through Jan. 5. Hours: Mondays and Fridays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Tuesdays and Wednesdays, 10 a.m. to 8 p.m.; Thursdays, 10 a.m. to 6 p.m.; Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 3 p.m. Easton Public Library, 691 Morehouse Road. 
eastonlibrary.org; (203) 261-0134. 
FAIRFIELD Karl Soderlund Gallery “Iconic Obsessions,” paintings. Through Dec. 18. Tuesdays through Fridays, 10:30 a.m. to 5 p.m. Karl Soderlund Gallery, 61 Unquowa Road. karlsoderlund.com; (203) 319-1929. 
FAIRFIELD Thomas J. Walsh Art Gallery, Fairfield University “Art and Human Consciousness,” paintings and drawings by Robert January. Through Dec. 6. Hours: Tuesdays through Saturdays, 11 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Sundays, noon to 4 p.m. Thomas J. Walsh Art Gallery, Fairfield University, 1073 North Benson Road. fairfield.edu; (203) 254-4000 ext. 2969. 
GREENWICH Bruce Museum “Charles Addams: Cartoonist.” Through Jan. 24. “Alexander Calder: Printmaker.” Through Jan. 31. $7; seniors and students, $6; members and children under 5, free. Hours: Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Sundays, 1 to 5 p.m. Bruce Museum, 1 Museum Drive. (203) 869-0376; brucemuseum.org. 
GREENWICH Flinn Gallery “Wood Metal Stone: Contemporary Japanese Prints,” mixed media by Sarah Brayer, Yuji Hiratsuka and Joshua Rome. Through Wednesday. Hours: Mondays through Wednesdays, and Fridays and Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Thursdays, 10 a.m. to 8 p.m.; Sundays, 1 to 5 p.m. Flinn Gallery, 101 West Putnam Avenue. (203) 622-7947; flinngallery.com. 
HARTFORD Real Art Ways “Blue Devils: Works from the Transfigura Series,” mixed media by Zak Ové. Through Dec. 13. “Rockstone and Bootheel,” group show. Through March 14. Suggested donation, $3. Hours: Sundays and Tuesdays through Thursdays, 2 to 10 p.m.; Fridays and Saturdays, 2 to 11 p.m. Real Art Ways, 56 Arbor Street. (860) 232-1006; realartways.org. 
HARTFORD Wadsworth Atheneum Museum of Art “The Matrix Effect,” video by Christian Jankowski. Through Jan. 3. “Rembrandt’s People,” portraits. Through Jan. 24. “The Allure of Lace,” costumes and textiles. Through Feb. 28. $5 to $10; members and children 12 and under, free. Wednesdays through Sundays, 11 a.m. to 5 p.m. Wadsworth Atheneum Museum of Art, 600 Main Street. wadsworthatheneum.org ; (860) 278-2670. 
LAKEVILLE The Tremaine Gallery “New Orleans After Katrina,” photographs by Ozier Muhammad. Through Friday. Hours: Mondays through Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 4 p.m.; Sundays, noon to 4 p.m. The Tremaine Gallery, 11 Interlaken Road. (860) 435-4423; hotchkiss.org/arts. 
MYSTIC Mystic Seaport “Mapping the Pacific Coast: Coronado to Lewis and Clark, the Quivira Collection,” rare and historical maps from 1544 to 1802. Through Jan. 1. $15 to $24; members and children under 5, free. Thursdays through Sundays, 10 a.m. to 4 p.m. Mystic Seaport, 75 Greenmanville Avenue. mysticseaport.org; (888) 973-2767. 
NEW BRITAIN New Britain Museum of American Art “Paul Lantuch: Modern Master.” Through Dec. 6. “Wendell Minor: Reaching for the Moon,” children’s book art. Through Dec. 13. “NEW/NOW: Sandra Allen,” conceptual graphite drawings. Through Jan. 24. “Hudson River School Paintings From the Metropolitan Museum of Art.” Through September. $9; seniors, $8; students, $7; members and children under 12, free. Hours: Tuesdays, Wednesdays and Fridays, 11 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Thursdays, 11 a.m. to 8 p.m.; Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Sundays, noon to 5 p.m. New Britain Museum of American Art, 56 Lexington Street. nbmaa.org; (860) 229-0257. 
NEW CANAAN Silvermine Room  “Gruelle Family Art,” paintings and murals. Through Feb. 27. Hours: Tuesdays through Fridays, 9:30 a.m. to 4:30 p.m.; Saturdays, 9:30 a.m. to noon and 2:30 to 4:30 p.m. Silvermine Room, New Canaan Historical Society, 13 Oenoke Ridge. nchistory.org; (203) 966-1776. 
NEW HAVEN Peabody Museum of Natural History, Yale University “Disease Detectives,” interactive exhibition. Through Jan. 31. $5 to $7. Hours: Mondays through Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Sundays, noon to 5 p.m. Peabody Museum of Natural History, Yale University, 170 Whitney Avenue. yale.edu/peabody; (203) 432-5050.
NEW HAVEN Yale University Art Gallery “Continuous Present,” group show. Through Jan. 10. Tuesdays and Wednesdays, and Fridays and Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Thursdays, 10 a.m. to 8 p.m.; Sundays, 1 to 6 p.m. Yale University Art Gallery, 1111 Chapel Street. (203) 432-0600; artgallery.yale.edu. 
NEW LONDON Cummings Arts Center, Connecticut College “Reinventing Silverpoint: An Ancient Technique for the 21st Century.” Through Friday. Hours: Mondays through Fridays, 9 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Saturdays and Sundays, 1 to 4 p.m. Cummings Arts Center, Connecticut College, 270 Mohegan Avenue. conncoll.edu ; (860) 439-5069. 
NEW LONDON Lyman Allyn Art Museum “Ajiaco: Stirrings of the Cuban Soul,” mixed media and multimedia group show. “Imna Arroyo: Ancestors of the Passage,” large multimedia installation. Both through Feb. 21. $8; seniors and students, $7; members and children under 12, free. Hours: Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Sundays, 1 to 5 p.m. Lyman Allyn Art Museum, 625 Williams Street. (860) 443-2545; lymanallyn.org. 
OLD LYME Cooley Gallery “Laura Coombs Hills (1859-1952): Portraits From My Garden.” Through Jan. 2. Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m. Cooley Gallery, 25 Lyme Street. (860) 434-8807; cooleygallery.com. 
OLD LYME Florence Griswold Museum “Call of the Coast: Art Colonies of New England,” group show. Through Jan. 31. $9; seniors, $8; students, $7; children under 12, free. Hours: Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Sundays, 1 to 5 p.m. Florence Griswold Museum, 96 Lyme Street. (860) 434-5542; flogris.org. 
RIDGEFIELD Aldrich Contemporary Art Museum “Edward Tudte: Seeing Around,” sculpture. Through April 12. $4 and $7; members, teachers of kindergarten through 12th grade and children 18 and under, free; Tuesdays, free. Tuesdays through Sundays, noon to 5 p.m. Aldrich Contemporary Art Museum, 258 Main Street. (203) 438-4519; aldrichart.org. 
STORRS William Benton Museum of Art “The Spirit of Afghanistan: Carpets of War and Hope.” “Women’s Work, Women’s Dreams: A Century of Swedish Women’s Arts.” Both through Dec. 18. Free. Hours: Thursdays through Fridays, 10 a.m. to 4:30 p.m.; Saturdays and Sundays, 1 to 4:30 p.m. William Benton Museum of Art, 245 Glenbrook Road. (860) 486-4520; thebenton.org. 
WATERBURY Mattatuck Museum Arts and History Center “F. Luis Mora and the Expression of Beauty.” Through Feb. 7. $5; seniors, $4; children under 16, free. Hours: Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Sundays, noon to 5 p.m. Mattatuck Museum Arts and History Center, 144 West Main Street. (203) 753-0381; 
mattatuckmuseum.org. 
Music and Dance
FAIRFIELD Fairfield Theater Company Zoot Planet, swing and jazz. Dec. 6 at 7:30 p.m. $17. Dan Bern, folk. Wednesday at 7:30 p.m. $22. Brian Dolzani, folk. Friday at 7:30 p.m. $12. Mystic Bowie, reggae. Dec. 20 at 7:30 p.m. $17. Fairfield Theater Company, 70 Sanford Street. (203) 259-1036; fairfieldtheatre.org. 
HARTFORD Bushnell Center for the Performing Arts Tchaikovsky’s Fifth Symphony, performed by the Hartford Symphony Orchestra. Through Dec. 6. $30 to $62. Bushnell Center for the Performing Arts, 166 Capitol Avenue. bushnell.org ; (860) 987-5900. 
NEW LONDON Leamy Hall Auditorium United States Coast Guard Band Chamber Players. Dec. 6 at 2 p.m. Free. Leamy Hall Auditorium, Mohegan Avenue. (860) 701-6826; uscg.mil/band. 
NORFOLK Infinity Hall deSoL, rock. Thursday at 8 p.m. $20 to $35. Dickey Betts and Great Southern, blues and rock. Friday at 8 p.m. $65 and $80. Sarah Borges and the Broken Singles, rock. Dec. 12 at 8 p.m. $15 and $25. Debbie Davies with Fish Legs, blues. Dec. 17 at 8 p.m. $15 and $25. Commander Cody, rock. Dec. 18 at 8 p.m. $25 and $35. Gandalf Murphy and the Slambovian Circus of Dreams, folk and rock. Dec. 19 at 8 p.m. $17 to $30. Infinity Hall, 20 Greenwoods Road West. infinityhall.com; (866) 666-6306. 
Outdoors
CHESHIRE Lock 12 Historical Park Year-round biking trail in a restored section of Farmington Canal. Park also includes a museum, lock keeper’s house, helicoidal bridge and picnic area. Free. Lock 12 Historical Park, 487 North Brooksvale Road (Route 42). (203) 272-2743. 
GREENWICH Audubon Greenwich Annual Christmas bird count: join field counting teams or call to get details on conducting a backyard count. . Dec. 20, all day. $1.50 to $5. Audubon Greenwich, 613 Riversville Road. (203) 869-5272; greenwich.audubon.org. 
WOODBURY Alpaca Connection Alpaca Owners’ Open Farm Days. Through Dec. 21. Alpaca Connection, 132 Orchard Avenue. 
alpacaconnection.net; (203) 266-9002. 
Seasonal
BRIDGEPORT Downtown Cabaret Theater “It’s a Wonderful Life: A Live Radio Play,” adapted by Joe Landry. Through Dec. 13. $25. “The Knight Before Christmas,” musical comedy by Bert Bernardi and Scott Simonelli. Ages 3 and up. Through Dec. 30. $15.50. Downtown Cabaret Theater, 263 Golden Hill Street. downtowncabaret.org; (203) 576-1636. 
DANBURY Ives Concert Hall in White Hall “Amahl and the Night Visitors,” opera by Gian-Carlo Monetti, presented by the Western Connecticut State University Opera. Friday at 8 p.m.; Dec. 12 at 3 p.m. and 8 p.m. $5 and $10. Ives Concert Hall in White Hall, 181 White Street. (203) 837-8499; wcsu.edu. 
EAST HADDAM Goodspeed Opera House “Jim Henson’s Emmet Otter,” holiday musical comedy. Ages 3 and up. Through Jan. 3. $42.50 to $62.50. Goodspeed Opera House, 6 Main Street. goodspeed.org; (860) 873-8668. 
FAIRFIELD Fairfield Theater Company A Jerry Douglas Christmas, featuring John Oates and Maura O’ Connell, bluegrass and jazz. Tuesday at 7:30 p.m. $67. “Elf Christmas Spectacular,” family-friendly musical comedy. Ages 3 and up. Through Dec. 20. $15. Fairfield Theater Company, 70 Sanford Street. (203) 259-1036; fairfieldtheatre.org. 
FAIRFIELD Quick Center for the Arts, Fairfield University Rockapella, the Holiday Show, a capella. Friday at 8 p.m. $30 to $40. Quick Center for the Arts, Fairfield University, 1073 North Benson Road. quickcenter.com; (203) 
254-4010. 
HARTFORD Bushnell Center for the Performing Arts 85th annual Travelers Choral Club Holiday Concert. Wednesday at 7 p.m. Free. Dry food items may be donated. Holiday Pops Spectacular, performed by the Hartford Symphony Orchestra. Thursday through Dec. 12. $30 to $62. Brian Jarvis Christmas Bash, family-friendly rock concert. Friday at 7 p.m. $5 and $10. A Kenny G Holiday, jazz. Dec. 13 at 7 p.m. $35 to $55. “Christmas with the Rat Pack: Live at the Sands,” tribute cabaret. Dec. 15 through Dec. 20. $15 to $65. Bushnell Center for the Performing Arts, 166 Capitol Avenue. bushnell.org; (860) 987-5900. 
HARTFORD Hartford Stage “A Christmas Carol,” adapted by Michael Wilson. Through Dec. 30. $30 to $58. Hartford Stage, 50 Church Street. (860) 527-5151; 
 hartfordstage.org.
IVORYTON Ivoryton Playhouse “The Best Christmas Pageant Ever,” comedy by Barbara Robinson. Through Dec. 13. $15 to $25. Ivoryton Playhouse, 103 Main Street. ivorytonplayhouse.org; (860) 767-7318. 
MIDDLE HADDAM Second Congregational Church of Middle Haddam Christmas Carol Sing, presented by the New England Chamber Choir. Dec. 18 at 7 p.m. Free. Second Congregational Church of Middle Haddam, Middle Haddam Road. (860) 363-0157; newengland
 chamberchoir.org.
NEW BRITAIN South Church A Candlelight Festival of Nine Lessons and Carols. Dec. 20 at 4 p.m. Free. Donations accepted. South Church, 90 Main Street. (860) 223-3691; southchurch.org.
NEW HAVEN The Yale Bookstore “Unsilent Night,” holiday processional with ambient music by Phil Kline. People are encouraged to bring their own music player with speakers that will play a CD or MP3. Thursday, 5:30 to 7:30 p.m. Free. Yale Bookstore, 77 Broadway. artidea.org; (203) 498-3727.
NEW LONDON Garde Arts Center “The Nutcracker,” presented by the Eastern Connecticut Ballet. Dec. 12 and 13. $17 to $39. Garde Arts Center, 325 State Street. (860) 444-7373; gardearts.org. 
NEW MILFORD TheaterWorks “Season’s Greetings,” holiday comedy by Alan Ayckbourn. Through Jan. 2. $20. TheaterWorks, 5 Brookside Avenue. (860) 350-6863; theatreworks.us. 
RIDGEFIELD Ridgefield Playhouse Home for the Holidays: Wine and Cooking Event. Dec. 16 at 7:30 p.m. $5. “The Nutcracker,” presented by the Ridgefield Conservatory of Dance. Dec. 19 and 20. $25. Ridgefield Playhouse, 80 East Ridge Road. (203) 438-5795; 
ridgefieldplayhouse.com. 
ROWAYTON Rowayton Arts Center 15th annual Holiday Show, crafts, decorations and collectibles. Through Dec. 23. Rowayton Arts Center, 143 Rowayton Avenue. rowaytonartscenter.org; (203) 866-2744. 
STAMFORD Stamford Art Association Holiday Art and Crafts Show. Through Dec. 20. Hours: Thursdays and Fridays, 11 a.m. to 3 p.m.; Saturdays and Sundays, noon to 5 p.m. Stamford Art Association, 39 Franklin Street. (203) 325-1139; stamfordartassociation.org. 
STAMFORD Stamford Museum and Nature Center “Holidays on Heckscher Farm,” holiday activities beginning at 4 p.m. Free admission on Fridays through Dec. 18. “Visions of Gingerbread: The Sweetest Architects.” Through Dec. 20. “Dolls, Toys and Teddy Bears: Playthings of Yesteryear.” Through Jan. 10. Hours: Mondays through Saturdays, 9 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Sundays, 11 a.m. to 5 p.m. Stamford Museum and Nature Center, 39 Scofieldtown Road. (203) 322-1646; 
 stamfordmuseum.org. 
STORRS Jorgensen Center for the Performing Arts “The Nutcracker,” presented by the Connecticut Ballet. Dec. 13 at 1 and 4 p.m. $10 to $30. Jorgensen Center for the Performing Arts, 2132 Hillside Road. (860) 486-4226; jorgensen.uconn.edu. 
TORRINGTON Warner Theater “The Nutcracker,” presented by the Nutmeg Ballet. Through Dec. 13. $17 to $37. Warner Theater, 68 Main Street. (860) 489-7180; warnertheatre.org. 
WATERBURY Palace Theater of Connecticut Dave Koz and Friends: A Smooth Jazz Christmas. Tuesday at 6:45 p.m. $40. Palace Theater of Connecticut, 100 East Main Street. palacetheaterct.org; (203) 755-4700. 
WESTPORT Westport Country Playhouse “The Nutcracker,” presented by Ballet Etudes, featuring Michelle Wiles and Arch Higgins. Through Dec. 6. $18 and $30. “This Wonderful Life,” one-man show featuring Mark Setlock. Thursday at 8 p.m. $25. “A Christmas Story,” film starring Peter Billingsley. Pre-screening cocktails begin at 6:30 p.m. Friday at 8 p.m. $15. “Sing-Along White Christmas,” film starring Bing Crosby, Danny Kaye and Rosemary Clooney. Dec. 12 at 8 p.m. $10. “Miracle on 34th Street,” film starring Maureen O’Hara and Natalie Wood. Dec. 13 at 3 p.m. $10. Westport Country Playhouse, 25 Powers Court. (203) 227-4177; westportplayhouse.org. 
WILTON Wilton Library “Happy Hanukkah,” stories, songs and crafts. Ages 5 to 11. Tuesday, 4 to 4:45 p.m. Free. Wilton Library, 137 Old Ridgefield Road. (203) 762-3950; wiltonlibrary.org. 
Spoken Word
FAIRFIELD Fairfield Theater Company Off the Wall Storytelling, story slam and open mic with Ina Chadwick and Simon Billig. Dec. 15 at 7:30 p.m. $12 and $17. Fairfield Theater Company, 70 Sanford Street. fairfieldtheatre.org; (203) 259-1036. 
HARTFORD The Russell The Love Jones Experience, poetry, spoken word and music. Every Monday at 7 p.m. Through Dec. 28. The Russell, 103 Pratt Street. therussellct.com; (860) 874-8797. NEW HAVEN Cafe Nine Beatnik 2000, music and poetry slam with Edward Leonard. Mondays at 9 p.m. Through Dec. 28. Free. Cafe Nine, 250 State Street. cafenine.com; (203) 789-8281. 
NEW LONDON Bean and Leaf Cafe Open Mic Poetry, with Tom Weigel. Sundays, 2 p.m. to 4 p.m. Through Dec. 27. Free. Bean and Leaf Cafe, 13 Washington Street. bean-leaf.com; (860) 701-0000. 
Theater
HARTFORD Bushnell Center for the Performing Arts “Mamma Mia!” Musical based on songs by Abba. Through Dec. 6. $25 to $72. Bushnell Center for the Performing Arts, 166 Capitol Avenue. bushnell.org; (860) 987-5900.
HARTFORD TheaterWorks Hartford “Shakespeare’s R & J,” adaptation by Joe Calarco. Through Dec. 20. $38 to $60. TheaterWorks Hartford, 233 Pearl Street. (860) 527-7838; theaterworkshartford.org. 
NEW BRITAIN Hole in the Wall Theater “Detective Story,” drama by Sidney Kingsley. Through Dec. 19. Suggested donation, $20. Hole in the Wall Theater, 116 Main Street. (860) 229-3049; hitw.org. 
NEW HAVEN Long Wharf Theater “Have You Seen Us?” Drama by Athol Fugard, featuring Sam Waterston. Through Dec. 20. $62 and $72. Long Wharf Theater, 222 Sargent Drive. longwharf.org; (203) 787-4282. 
NEW HAVEN Yale Repertory Theater “Pop!” Musical by Maggie-Kate Coleman and Anna K. Jacobs. Through Dec. 19. $20 to $67. Yale Repertory Theater, 1120 Chapel Street. yale.edu/yalerep; (203) 432-1234. 
NEW LONDON Garde Arts Center “Dixie’s Tupperware Party,” comedy by Kris Andersson and Elizabeth Meriwether. Through Dec. 6. $40. Garde Arts Center, 325 State Street. gardearts.org; (860) 444-7373. 
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Art Review | Connecticut



Colorful, Witty, Noisy: A West Indies Mélange


By BENJAMIN GENOCCHIO

Published: December 4, 2009 



Every now and then a show comes along that takes you out of your comfort zone and into a strange new world. The ideas and imagery in that world can be difficult to appreciate at first, but the more you look, the more you begin to understand the local references and cultural concepts involved. Slowly and surely the beauty and sophistication of the art come into focus. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
In so many ways, “Rockstone & Bootheel: Contemporary West Indian Art,” at Real Art Ways, is such a show. Presenting the work of 39 artists from a region that, for many people, is a blank slate, Kristina Newman-Scott and Yona Backer, the show’s intrepid curators, have put together a mind-opening selection of artwork that is by turns colorful, messy, playfully witty and downright noisy. 
The exhibition is confined to work from the English-speaking Caribbean, especially Jamaica, Trinidad and Tobago, Barbados and the Bahamas. Ms. Newman-Scott said a perceived bias toward Spanish-speaking artists in past exhibitions devoted to contemporary Caribbean art was the reason for this show’s focus. She said she felt that it was time to highlight some of what was going on in the distinctive, vibrant English-speaking islands. 
Since Hartford has the third-largest West Indian population in the United States, after New York and Miami, the exhibition also has local relevance.  In addition to the display at Real Art Ways, the curators have organized a public art project by Karyn Olivier. Though its details are not yet completed, Ms. Newman-Scott said they are toying with the idea of an interactive installation in ACA Foods, one of Hartford’s West Indian markets.
The artists in “Rockstone & Bootheel” range from roughly their mid-20s to mid-50s and work in all media: painting, sculpture, installation, video, drawing and more. Some of them live and work on the islands, while others are based in the United States, Canada, Germany and England. Many of them share a degree of African ancestry, and close to two-thirds are showing in the United States for the first time. Quite a few of the works were created specially for this exhibition. 
There is no thematic arrangement to the show; works are hung according to where they look best. That makes the show a little hard to navigate, for there is no real logic to the display. It is also hopelessly overstuffed, a case perhaps of the curators’ being overly ambitious with the material. But none of this matters, because the overall quality is so good that you are bouncing from one great work to the next. It is an exciting ensemble.
Some of the artists showing here are well known, including Nari Ward, Renee Cox and Jayson Keeling. All three are represented by fine work, especially Mr. Ward, whose found-object sculptures greet viewers entering the gallery. But what makes the show special and indeed invaluable viewing for anyone interested in contemporary art is the depth and variety of work by new, young artists, some of whom I predict we will be hearing a lot more about in the future. 
Several videos stand out, including “Banksy: The Rock” (2008), a work by Peter Dean Rickards about the preservation of a piece of urban graffiti near a roadside saloon in Kingston, Jamaica. The end of the video shows an eBay posting of photographs documenting the process of retrieving the graffiti piece by cutting it out of a free-standing wall. The eBay listing  promised that anyone who bought the photographs would get the piece of graffiti free. 
Then there is “Discovery of the Palm Tree Phone Mast” (2008), which shows a cellphone tower that has been disguised as a palm tree — a common practice in the English-speaking Caribbean. Created by an artist from the Bahamas known as Blue Curry, the piece is satisfying and silly at the same time, the artist creeping up on the fake tree, approaching it from different angles, as if it were a living thing. 
The exhibition’s title — “Rockstone & Bootheel” — comes from a Jamaican dub metal song, but is also a colloquial expression that means “taking a journey.” It is apposite, for a lot of the work deals with journeys of one kind or another, ranging from migration to or from the islands in work by Annalee Davis and Christina Leslie to the difficulties of coming out as a gay man, explored in works by O’Neil Lawrence and Lawrence Graham-Brown.
Music is perhaps the pre-eminent mode of cultural expression throughout the Caribbean and not surprisingly provides inspiration for many works. Satch Hoyt, Christopher Cozier, Jay Will, Christopher Irons, Wendell McShine and  Zak Ove all touch on music, either incorporating it into videos, sculpture and installations or alluding to musicians, music videos, dance styles and popular festivals like the annual carnival in Trinidad and Tobago. 
The full range and complexity of the work in this show must be experienced to be properly appreciated. “Rockstone & Bootheel” is a brilliant mélange of sights, sounds and stories, through which the colorful culture of the West Indies springs alive.
“Rockstone & Bootheel: Contemporary West Indian Art” is at Real Art Ways, 56 Arbor Street, Hartford, through March 14. Information: realartways.org or (860) 232-1006.
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Where to Find Help, and Fun, in New Jersey




By LIZETTE ALVAREZ


Published: December 4, 2009 



A full range of services for the elderly in New Jersey is offered by state and local government, senior centers and nonprofit groups. Getting information into the right hands is often the biggest obstacle program directors face. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
INFORMATION Most of New Jersey’s services can be found by contacting individual counties and townships. The elderly can also call 211, a statewide number for community resources. Elderly residents who want information on health insurance, transportation, social activities, volunteering opportunities and long-term care can call NJ EASE at (877) 222-3737. Information about programs for the elderly in each county is available at www.state.nj.us/health/senior/sanjease.shtml.
MEDICARE Elderly residents with Medicare questions can call trained counselors through New Jersey’s SHIP program, (800) 792-8820. Help with Senior Gold, a state-financed prescription discount program, is available at (800) 792-9745.
TRAVEL  Those who wish to combine learning with traveling can contact Exploritas, formerly known as Elderhostel. The group offers a varied list of trips, simple one-night outings and longer excursions. Participants can go to Charlottesville, Va., to learn about Thomas Jefferson, James Madison and James Monroe, or go hiking in Costa Rica. There are also trips for women only, and for grandparents and grandchildren. Information is available at www.exploritas.org or  (800) 454-5768.
VOLUNTEERING  Senior Corps deploys the elderly to help the homebound with chores and companionship, tutor children or work with the community. The national network can be reached at (800) 424-8867; information about individual state programs is at www.seniorcorps.gov. 














                This article was downloaded by calibre from http://www.nytimes.com/2009/12/06/nyregion/06boldnj.html?pagewanted=all





            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            |
        

            | Next
            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            | Previous
            |
            




Dining | New Jersey



The Chefs Who Come to Dinner (and Teach)
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Benjamin Norman for The New York Times


HERE’S HOW Lisa Pattman taught a cooking class at the Ridgewood home of Lisa Rigoglioso. 





By TAMMY LA GORCE


Published: December 4, 2009 




RIDGEWOOD

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
ON a recent Thursday evening, Lisa Rigoglioso, 46,  a stay-at-home mother, deviated from standard-issue suburban entertaining. Instead of inviting a group of people to her home for a book club meeting or a run-of-the-mill dinner party, she had nine friends over for a private cooking class. 
While Lisa Pattman, who used to do prep work for Emeril Lagasse’s and Mario Batali’s shows on the Food Network,  held court with a sous-chef on one side of Ms. Rigoglioso’s kitchen island, the guests sat rapt, wineglasses in hand, learning how to assemble the hearty fall meal they would later sit down to eat. 
“Any recipe that tells you to add the garlic in with the onion is terrible — you always do the garlic afterward,” said Ms. Pattman, 41, while preparing short ribs braised in red wine sauce with bacon, parsnips and pearl onions, part of a menu that included wilted and sautéed greens and bittersweet chocolate mousse cake. 
Also among Ms. Pattman’s edicts: Never use garlic from a jar (“It tastes metallic-y”). And don’t keep fresh rosemary longer than a week. 
Ms. Pattman, who operates a catering business based in Midland Park, started giving private cooking lessons this summer, joining a number of New Jersey chefs who take their skills — and their knives, pans and cutting boards — on the road. Another is Loryn Dagon, 49,  owner of Chef Loryn’s Cafe and Catering in Madison, who started teaching in private homes in 2001  and has done so on scores of occasions, working throughout the state. 
“It starts out as a social thing for most people,” Ms. Dagon said. “Then they learn little tricks of the trade, and they really start getting interested.”
Fees vary, and approaches differ. Ms. Pattman charges each guest (a minimum of six) $35 to $45, which includes food costs and cleanup but not wine; the host pays nothing. Ms. Dagon recently charged $80 a person for a beef tenderloin dinner at the home of Robert Pike, a real estate broker who lives in Harding. That fee included food, cleanup and wine. 
And while guests at Ms. Rigoglioso’s house sat attentively as Ms. Pattman led her presentation, Mr. Pike and his guests did a good bit of the work. 
“One minute we’re all standing around talking about what are we going to do in this market to survive, the next minute she’s orchestrating us through roasting pears for the salad,” said Mr. Pike, 52, who used the evening as an excuse to bring together 10 colleagues and clients. 
The dinner, which obliged guests to stir, chop and measure, doubled as an exercise in team-building, Mr. Pike said.
But often chefs and those who hire them are less concerned with how an evening plays out socially than how it translates nutritionally.
Diane Henderiks, known as “dietitian in the kitchen” to viewers of News 12 New Jersey, for which she hosts a regular segment, said she was trying to “raise the culinary bar for healthy cooking.” 
Since 2004, Ms. Henderiks, 43, a registered dietitian who lives in Ocean Township, has been leading parties throughout New Jersey (and around the country) several times a month. Her fee is $750 for 10 people, and $25 for each additional person; food and travel expenses are not included. 
A dinner for 10 last month  at the Colts Neck home of Avra Karakoglou, 50, featured citrus-rubbed salmon. “We were all pleasantly surprised at how few calories were in everything,” said Ms. Karakoglou, who owns a tile business in Red Bank. 
For some at-home cooking students, learning to cook locally, not counting calories, is the chief motivator. Margaret Noon, 49, of Scotch Plains, who trained at the French Culinary Institute,  travels within a 50-mile radius of her home teaching small groups, usually fewer than six, about the versatility, and flavor, of local foods.
Amanda Cook, 40, who works for a pharmaceutical company, recently hired Ms. Noon for a one-on-one session in her Summit apartment. 
“I moved here from the U.K. in February, and I have a farm share,” Ms. Cook said. “Basically I didn’t know what to do with all these vegetables I’m not used to.”
Squash, she said, was especially vexing, but Ms. Noon showed her how it can be used.
Ms. Noon, who is president of Slow Food Northern New Jersey, charges $100 an hour, not including the cost of food,   to help people “start changing their habits.”
Sometimes the changes in question can be profound, as they were for Jamie Strait, 45, of Bloomingdale, who became a vegetarian three years ago. 
“When I stopped eating meat my weight went down, my cholesterol went down,” said Ms. Strait, a part-time karate instructor. “About a year into it, my husband decided to stop eating meat too.”
But Ms. Strait found it challenging to concoct a variety of meatless dinners.
Enter Judy Mancini, of Morris Plains,  a chef who trained at the Culinary Institute of America and gives private classes in vegetarian, vegan and gluten-free cooking. With a friend, Martine Marcus, she is also a partner in Burden Free Foods, a specialty-foods company based in Morristown.
Ms. Mancini “mentored me,” Ms. Strait said.
 “She taught me how to make homemade, wholesome things that actually taste good, so we don’t miss meat,” she said.
Though Ms. Mancini helped strengthen Ms. Strait’s commitment to vegetarianism, she said that she often had an even bigger impact on families with children who have food allergies or other dietary issues.
Ms. Mancini, 47, became aware of the needs of families struggling to feed gluten-intolerant children through her work at the Unity Charter School in Morristown, where she is the chef for the lunch program. 
For private parties of up to six people, she charges $150 for three hours; the cost of food is extra. 
Though the host and guests are generally focused on how to prepare easy entrees that can be enjoyed by those with or without dietary restrictions, Ms. Mancini said, the food-and-friends atmosphere tends to ensure a good time. 
Which is typical of at-home cooking lessons. 
“This is just a great way to bring people together to learn,” she said. 


Kitchen Visitors
MADISON  Loryn Dagon: (973) 520-8703 or chefloryns.com.
MIDLAND PARK Lisa Pattman Unique Custom Catering: (201) 851-0051 or lisapattmancatering.com.
MORRISTOWN Judy Mancini: burdenfreefoods.com or (201) 981-3318.
 OCEAN TOWNSHIP Diane Henderiks, R.D.: dishwithdiane.com or (732) 922-6269. SCOTCH PLAINS Margaret Noon: (908) 654-3242.  
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Art Review | New Jersey



Moving Beyond Function




By BENJAMIN GENOCCHIO


Published: December 4, 2009 




Talented New Jersey artists have long moved across the Hudson to establish themselves in New York, the hub of the international art scene. But there are exceptions who have stayed put, like the late George Segal, who lived in South Brunswick, and the Teaneck-based conceptual artist Robert Barry. Another is Toshiko Takaezu, a successful ceramic artist who lives and works in Quakertown, in Hunterdon County.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Born in Hawaii in 1922 to Japanese immigrant parents, Ms. Takaezu studied ceramics at the Cranbrook Academy of Art in Michigan with the renowned Finnish ceramicist Maija Grotell and then in Japan. Returning to the United States, she established her home and studio in New Jersey  in 1964, teaching ceramics at Princeton for 25 years. 
Ms. Takaezu’s connection to the state runs so deep that in 2007 she donated 29 of her best pieces to the State Museum of New Jersey. This gift is now being celebrated with a beautiful show of about 40 of her works, including many of the new donations, out of the more than 50 in the museum’s collection.
In contrast to the many previous New Jersey exhibitions of Ms. Takaezu’s ceramics, this one has the distinction of being a career-long survey covering five decades. In addition, the pieces are of a quality and beauty that I have not seen in almost 10 years of following this artist. 
The show opens with a room of early functional pieces from the 1960s, including vases, goblets, bottles and platters — the kinds of things that nearly all ceramic artists start out making. Following are examples of Ms. Takaezu’s earliest experiments with swelling, domed cylinders, forms that have become her trademark and the focus of her most recent work. 
Today, Ms. Takaezu has a very well-rehearsed method of working. She shapes the clay to create graceful, nonfunctional forms, which she then decorates with an exuberant, intuitive use of glazes and experimental firing techniques. But back in the early 1960s she was still feeling her way as an artist, influenced by traditional ceramics but also looking for a pathway beyond them.
The earliest closed forms in the exhibition are rigorously tasteful; they are deliberately perfect in shape, having been artfully turned on a potter’s wheel, while the glazes have generally been applied sparingly and with a restrained elegance. Here the artist’s obvious technical skills come to the fore. The trouble is that there is little or no mystery: What you see is what you get. 
But by the mid-’60s Ms. Takaezu had begun to experiment with new and nonsymmetrical forms, even molding the clay by hand so that each piece was unique in shape. The glazing became less controlled, more painterly, resulting in all kinds of unexpected yet interesting surface effects. It was at this point that Ms. Takaezu transcended craft and became a full-fledged artist.
 Part of her inspiration is clearly in traditional Eastern ceramics, especially the Japanese pottery known as raku, which is rustic and characterized by hand-molding. The artist also draws ideas for her forms and decorative designs from nature, especially trees and plants.
 Sometimes the references to nature are direct, as in a work like “Black Peach” (circa 1980), which resembles a piece of fruit, or several works modeled after the moon. But in other cases they are more subtle, less about the form than the colors and the surface texture, which evoke elements of nature like autumn leaves, lichen on rocks, frozen ground or even a sunset. 
The show includes several garden seats designed by Ms. Takaezu. Small, squat, colorful and eccentric objects, they look a bit like her sculptures. Intended to blend into their surroundings, they are decorated with washy green and brown glazes, making them resemble rocks, mounds of dirt or clumps of grass. In purely formalistic terms, they engage the viewer as much as her artworks.
“Transcendent: Toshiko Takaezu in the State Museum Collection,” New Jersey State Museum, 205 West State Street, Trenton, through May 10. Information: (609) 292-6464 or www.state.nj.us/state/museum/index.htm.  















                This article was downloaded by calibre from http://www.nytimes.com/2009/12/06/nyregion/06artsnj.html?pagewanted=all





            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            |
        

    
            | Next
            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            | Previous
            |
            


    
      
        
          
            

Calendar | New Jersey



Events in New Jersey


Published: December 4, 2009 


For Children
 ENGLEWOOD Bergen Performing Arts Center Dirty Sock Funtime Band, a rock band for kids. Dec. 6 at 1 and 4 p.m. $17. Bergen Performing Arts Center, 30 North Van Brunt Street. (201) 227-1030; bergenpac.org. 
MORRIS TOWNSHIP Morris Museum “Teddy Bear Tea.” Refreshments, festive entertainment and a special visit from Santa. Ages 3 to 8. Dec. 12 at 11 a.m., and 1 and 3 p.m. Morris Museum, 6 Normandy Heights Road. (973) 971-3700; morrismuseum.org. 
SOUTH ORANGE South Orange Performing Arts Center “The Very Hungry Caterpillar and Other Eric Carle Favorites,” presented by the Mermaid Theater of Nova Scotia. Dec. 13. $20. South Orange Performing Arts Center, 1 Sopac Way. (973) 275-2787; sopacnow.org. 
WAYNE Shea Center for Performing Arts “The Elves and the Shoemaker,” presented by the Connecticut Children’s Theater. Dec. 13 through Dec. 16. $9. Shea Center for Performing Arts, 300 Pompton Road. wpunj.edu/wplive/sheacenter.htm; (973) 720-2371. 
Music and Dance
ENGLEWOOD Bergen Performing Arts Center Canadian Brass Quintet, jazz. Wednesday at 8 p.m. $29 to $89. “A Rockin’ Holiday Doo-Wop Celebration,” Dec. 12 at 8 p.m. $25 to $65. Tsudik and the Budapest Klezmer Band, world music. Dec. 14 at 8 p.m. $25 to $100. Bergen Performing Arts Center, 30 North Van Brunt Street. (201) 227-1030; bergenpac.org. 
MADISON Museum of Early Trades and Crafts “Celtic Harp for a Winter’s Day,” with Odarka Stockert. Dec. 6 at 4:30 p.m. $6 and $10. Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 4 p.m.; Sundays, noon to 5 p.m. Museum of Early Trades and Crafts, 9 Main Street. rosenet.org/metc; (973)
 377-2982. 
MONTCLAIR Alexander Kasser Theater, Montclair State University “Works-a-Foot,” a performance by Montclair State University dance majors featuring works by Doug Elkins. Through Dec. 6. $15. MSU Symphony Orchestra in a program including a world premiere by Chris Opperman. Dec. 12 at 8 p.m. $15. The Beatrice Crawford Memorial Concert,  with the Shanghai Quartet, David Singer, David Witten and faculty and students from the John J. Cali School of Music. Dec. 13 at 3 p.m. Free. Alexander Kasser Theater, Montclair State University, 1
 Normal Avenue. peakperfs.org;
 (973) 655-5112. 
NEWARK Prudential Hall, New Jersey Performing Arts Center Boston Pops Esplanade Orchestra,  Christmas classics, Broadway show tunes and  American standards. Dec. 6 at 7 p.m. $29 to $118. Chamber Music Society of Lincoln Center, “Bach’s Complete Brandenburg Concertos.”  Friday at 7:30 p.m. $21 to $82. Prudential Hall, New Jersey Performing Arts Center, 1 Center Street. njpac.org; (888) 466-5722. 
PRINCETON McCarter Theater Center “Bach’s Complete Brandenburgs,” presented by the Chamber Music Society of Lincoln Center. Dec. 14 at 7:30 p.m. Paula West, jazz. Dec. 19 at 8 p.m. $15 and $48. McCarter Theater Center, 91 University Place. (609) 258-2787; mccarter.org. 
RED BANK Count Basie Theater “Rock the Basie,” adult band camp showcase. Dec. 6 at 3 p.m. $15. “Annual Sinatra Birthday Bash,”  tribute to Frank Sinatra. Friday at 8 p.m. $19.50 to $39.50.  Dec. 14 at 6:30 p.m. $9 and $12. Count Basie Theater, 99 Monmouth Street. (732) 842-9000; countbasietheatre.org. 
SOUTH ORANGE South Orange Performing Arts Center The Manhattan Transfer, jazz. Dec. 6 at 7 p.m. $58 to $123. Dianne Reeves, jazz. Dec. 20 at 4 and 7 p.m. $48 to $68. South Orange Performing Arts Center, 1 Sopac Way. (973) 275-2787; sopacnow.org. 
Seasonal
CAPE MAY Cape May Stage, The Robert Shackleton Playhouse “An O. Henry Christmas,” adaptation, music and lyrics by Peter Ekstrom. Through Dec. 31. $12.50 to $35. Cape May Stage, the Robert Shackleton Playhouse, Bank and Lafayette Streets. (609) 884-1341;
 capemaystage.com. 
ENGLEWOOD Bergen Performing Arts Center “Nutcracker,” featuring the New Jersey Ballet. Through Dec. 6. $20 to $50. Vienna Boys Choir. Dec. 18 at 8 p.m. $10 to $65. Dickens’s “A Christmas Carol.” Dec. 19 at 1 and 4 p.m. $10 to $28. “Love for the Holidays,”  Darlene Love. Dec. 20 at 7 p.m. $25 to $75. Bergen Performing Arts Center, 30 North Van Brunt Street. (201) 227-1030; bergenpac.org. 
HOBOKEN Hoboken Historical Museum  Reading of “A Christmas Carol”  by the Theater Company’s cast. Dec. 16 through Dec. 18. $10 and $15. Hoboken Historical Museum, 1301 Hudson Street. (201) 656-2240. 
LINCROFT Monmouth Museum “Festive Feasts and Culinary Creations,”  exhibition. Through Jan. 3. Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 4:30 p.m.; Sundays, 1 to 5 p.m. Monmouth Museum, 765 Newman Springs Road. (732) 747-2266; monmouthmuseum.org. 
MORRISTOWN Mayo Center for the Performing Arts Colonial Symphony Holiday Concert. Dec. 6 at 2 and 3 p.m. $30 to $53. “Mooseltoe,”   musical. Dec. 20 at 1:30 and 4 p.m. $12. “Dave Koz & Friends: A Smooth Jazz Christmas 2009.” Wednesday at 8 p.m. $57 to $82. “The Temptations and the Four Tops Holiday Concert.” Friday at 8 p.m. $67 to $100. “Christmas in Cape Breton,” with  the fiddler Natalie MacMaster. Dec. 17 at 8 p.m. $37 to $57. “A Rockapella Holiday,”  concert. Dec. 18 at 8 p.m. $37 to $47. Gallery open two hours before performances and by appointment. Mayo Center for the Performing Arts, 100 South Street. (973) 539-8008; mayoarts.org. 
NEWARK New Jersey Performing Arts Center “Kwanzaa Marketplace,” a holiday shopping stop featuring  vendors from throughout the area. Dec. 18 at 4 p.m. New Jersey Performing Arts Center, 1 Center Street. (888)
 466-5722; njpac.org. 
NEWARK Prudential Hall, New Jersey Performing Arts Center “Kwanzaa Children’s Festival,” featuring  workshop activities  for adults and children,  including African dance, storytelling, capoeira and drumming. Dec. 19 at 11:55 a.m. Free. Prudential Hall, New Jersey Performing Arts Center, 1 Center Street. njpac.org; (888) 466-5722. 
NEW BRUNSWICK State Theater Handel’s “Messiah,” with the New Brunswick Chamber Orchestra and the Christ Church Choir. Dec. 6 at 3 p.m. $32. “The Christmas Music of Mannheim Steamroller by Chip Davis.” Tuesday at 8 p.m. $42 to $77. “The Kenny G Holiday Tour.” Friday at 8 p.m. $37 to $77. “Scrooge in Concert,” with a cast of 45 singers, dancers and musicians. Dec. 12 at 2 and 7 p.m. $32 to $52. “Ronan Tynan: I’ll Be Home for Christmas,” with the New Jersey Symphony Orchestra. Dec. 13 at 3 p.m. $20 to $75. “A John Waters Christmas,” one-man show. Dec. 18 at 8 p.m. $27 to $47. Graham Lustig’s “The Nutcracker,” featuring the American Repertory Ballet. Dec. 19 and Dec. 20. $32 to $52. State Theater, 15 Livingston Avenue. (732) 246-7469; statetheatrenj.org. 
RED BANK Count Basie Theater “The Nutcracker,” presented by the Company of Dance Arts. Dec. 12 and Dec. 13. $15 to $35. “Holiday Express,” annual benefit concert. Dec. 15 and Dec. 16. $25 to $100. “A Christmas Gift for You,”  concert  featuring Ronnie Spector and Darlene Love. Dec. 17 at 8 p.m. $29.50 to $89.50. “Christmas Joy!” concert with Nancy Scharff.  Dec. 18 at 8 p.m. $15 to $25. “Glen Burtnik’s Xmas Xtravaganza,”  concert. Dec. 19 at 7:30 p.m. $20 to $45. Count Basie Theater, 99 Monmouth Street. (732) 842-9000;  countbasietheatre.org. SOUTH ORANGE South Orange Performing Arts Center The Klezmatics, world music. Thursday. $35 and $45. South Orange Performing Arts Center, 1 Sopac Way. (973) 275-2787; sopacnow.org. 
SUSSEX Tri-State Actors Theater  Dickens’s “A Christmas Carol.”  Thursday through Dec. 27. $20. Tri-State Actors Theater, 74 Main Street. (973) 875-2950; 
tristateactorstheater.org. 
TRENTON Passage Theater “Holiday Musicale.”  Dec. 12 and 13. $25. Passage Theater, 205 East Front Street. (609) 392-0766; passagetheatre.org. 
TRENTON Patriots Theater at the War Memorial  Handel’s “Messiah,” presented by Princeton Pro Musica. Dec. 6 at 3 p.m. $25 to $55. Graham Lustig’s “The Nutcracker,” with the American Repertory Ballet. Dec. 12 at 1 and 4:30 p.m. $24 to $30. “The Christmas Holiday Spectacular,” presented by the Greater Trenton Symphony Association. Dec. 13 at 3 p.m. $20 to $40. Patriots Theater at the War Memorial, 1 Memorial Drive. thewarmemorial.com; (609) 984-8400. 
WAYNE Shea Center for Performing Arts “Cherish the Ladies: Celtic Christmas.” Dec. 6 at 2 p.m. $20 to $35. Shea Center for Performing Arts, 300 Pompton Road. (973) 720-2371; wpunj.edu/wplive/sheacenter.htm. 
WEST LONG BRANCH Pollak Theater, Monmouth University “Winnie-the-Pooh Christmas Carol,” a twist on the  Dickens classic. Dec. 6 and 7. $10 and $12. Pollak Theater, Monmouth University, 400 Cedar Avenue. (732) 263-6889; monmouth.edu/arts_events. 
Theater
LONG BRANCH New Jersey Repertory Company, Lumia Theater “Two Jews Walk Into a War...,” comedy by Seth Rozin. Thursday through Jan. 10. $35 to $60. New Jersey Repertory Company, Lumia Theater, 179 Broadway. (732) 229-3166; njrep.org. 
MADISON Playwrights Theater “Forum,” staged readings of 14 new plays with author and audience discussions after each performance. Through Dec. 16. $10 and $25. “Omnivores,” by Ben Clawson. Through Dec. 12. $15 and $20. Playwrights Theater, 33 Green Village Road. (973) 514-1787; ptnj.org. For “Omnivores” tickets:  (973) 287-6682 or strangedogtheatre.com. 
MILLBURN Paper Mill Playhouse “On the Town,” musical comedy by Leonard Bernstein, Betty Comden and Adolph Green. Through Dec. 6. $25 to $84. Paper Mill Playhouse, 22 Brookside Drive. (973) 376-4343; papermill.org. 
MONTCLAIR Alexander Kasser Theater, Montclair State University Shakespeare’s “As You Like It.”  Through Friday. $15. Alexander Kasser Theater, Montclair State University, One Normal Avenue. peakperfs.org; (973) 655-5112. 
MONTCLAIR L. Howard Fox Studio Theater “Polaroid Stories,” by Naomi Iizuka. Through Friday. $15. L. Howard Fox Studio Theater, 1 Normal Avenue. peakperfs.org; (973)
 655-5112. 
MORRIS TOWNSHIP Bickford Theater “Perfect Wedding,” comedy by Robin Hawdon. Through Dec. 6. $20 to $40. Bickford Theater, 6 Normandy Heights Road. (973) 971-3706; morrismuseum.org. 
NEWARK Prudential Hall, New Jersey Performing Arts Center “The Color Purple.” Dec. 16 through Dec. 20. $42 to $72. Prudential Hall, New Jersey Performing Arts Center, 1 Center Street. (888)
 466-5722; njpac.org. 
NEWARK Victoria Theater, New Jersey Performing Arts Center “Red Oleanders,” by Rabindranath Tagore. Dec. 12 at 7:30 p.m. $26 and $28. “Chehre (Faces),” by S. M. Azhar Aalam, a play in Hindi with English supertitles. Dec. 13 at 3 p.m. $26 and $28. “The Spirit of Kwanzaa,” performance featuring the master drummer Obo Addy, performing with his Okropong ensemble. Dec. 19 at 2 and 5 p.m. $20 and $22. Victoria Theater, New Jersey Performing Arts Center, 1 Center Street. (888) 466-5722; njpac.org. 
NEW BRUNSWICK Crossroads Theater “3 Mo’ Divas,” musical by Marion J. Caffey. Through Dec. 6. $40 to $65. Crossroads Theater, 7 Livingston Avenue. (732) 545-8100; crossroadstheatrecompany.org. 
NEW BRUNSWICK George Street Playhouse “A Moon to Dance By,” drama by Thom Thomas, featuring Jane Alexander and Gareth Saxe. Through Dec. 13. $41.50. George Street Playhouse, 9 Livingston Avenue. georgestplayhouse.org; (732) 246-7717. 
RED BANK Two River Theater “You’re a Good Man, Charlie Brown,” musical. Dec. 15 through Jan. 3. $24 to $48. Two River Theater, 21 Bridge Avenue. (732) 345-1400; trtc.org. 
Museums and Galleries
FAIRVIEW Fairview Free Public Library “Lost in America,” exhibition featuring Thomas Ando’s images of the American Southwest. Through Dec. 31. Free. Fairview Free Public Library, 213 Anderson Avenue. (201) 943-6244; fairview.bccls.org. 
HOBOKEN Hoboken Historical Museum “Up and Down the River, a History of the Hudson.” Through Dec. 23. Tuesdays through Thursdays, 2 to 9 p.m.; Fridays, 1 to 5 p.m.; Saturdays and Sundays, noon to 5 p.m. Hoboken Historical Museum, 1301 Hudson Street. (201) 656-2240. 
JERSEY CITY Jersey City Museum  “Winslow Homer: Illustrating America,” exhibition of more than 100 prints from illustrated weeklies and journals. Through Dec. 23. $4; seniors and students, $2; members and children under 12, free. Wednesdays and Fridays, 11 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Thursdays, 11 a.m. to 8 p.m.; Saturdays and Sundays, noon to 5 p.m. Jersey City Museum, 350 Montgomery Street. (201) 413-0303; 
jerseycitymuseum.org.
JERSEY CITY Liberty Science Center “Nature Unleashed: Inside Natural Disasters.” Discover how nature’s forces shape the planet. Through Jan. 3. Liberty Science Center, Liberty State Park, 251 Phillip Street. (201) 200-1000; lsc.org.
 MONTCLAIR Montclair Art Museum “Cézanne and American Modernism,” exhibition. Through Jan. 3. $12; seniors and students, $10; members and children under 12, free. Tuesdays through Sundays, noon to 5 p.m.; Thursdays, 5 to 9 p.m. Montclair Art Museum, 3 South Mountain Avenue. montclairartmuseum.org; (973) 746-5555. 
MORRIS TOWNSHIP Morris Museum “Horseplay: A History of Equestrian Sports in New Jersey,” exhibition. Through Jan. 3. “Global Patterns: Architectural Photographs by Daniel Nadler.” Through April 18. Morris Museum, 6 Normandy Heights Road. (973) 971-3700; morrismuseum.org. 
NEWARK Newark Public Library “A Journey From Ancient Times: Peruvians in New Jersey,” multimedia exhibition. Through Dec. 31. Free. Newark Public Library, 5 Washington Street. (973) 733-7784; npl.org. 
NEWARK Paul Robeson Campus Center, Rutgers University - Newark Campus “The Exquisite Corpse,”  exhibition featuring 30 drawings by local artists. Through April 8. Free. Paul Robeson Campus Center, Rutgers University — Newark Campus, 350 Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. Boulevard. (973) 353-5300. 
NEWARK The Newark Museum “100 Masterpieces of Art Pottery, 1880-1930,” exhibition. Through Jan. 10. $6 to $10; members, free. “Party Time: Re-imagine America,” sculptural installation by Yinka Shonibare. Through Jan. 3. “Lenox Legacy: America’s Greatest Porcelain, 1889-2005,” exhibition exploring the history of Lenox china in New Jersey. Through 2010. “New Work: Newark in 3D,” a centennial film by Marylou Tibaldo-Bongiorno and Jerome Bongiorno. Through Jan. 10. $6 to $10; members, free. Wednesdays through Fridays, noon to 5 p.m.; October through June, Saturdays and Sundays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; July through September, Saturdays and Sundays, noon to 5 p.m. The Newark Museum, 49 Washington Street. (973) 596-6550; newarkmuseum.org. 
NEW BRUNSWICK Jane Voorhees Zimmerli Art Museum “Blocks of Color: American Woodcuts from the 1890s to the Present.” Through Jan. 3. “Trail Blazers in the 21st Century: Contemporary Prints and Photographs Published by Exit Art,” exhibition. Through March 7. Tuesdays through Fridays, 10 a.m. to 4:30 p.m.; Saturdays and Sundays, noon to 5 p.m. Jane Voorhees Zimmerli Art Museum, 71 Hamilton Street. (732) 932-7237; zimmerlimuseum.rutgers.edu. 
NEW BRUNSWICK Museum of the American Hungarian Foundation “Magyar Nepmuveszet,” Hungarian folk art. Through Feb. 28. Donation: $5. Tuesdays through Saturdays, 11 a.m. to 4 p.m.; Sundays, 1 to 4 p.m. Museum of the American Hungarian Foundation, 300 Somerset Street. (732) 846-5777; ahfoundation.org. PRINCETON Princeton University Art Museum “Life Objects: Rites of Passage in African Art,” featuring 23 works from the Smithsonian Institution’s National Museum of African Art. Through Jan. 24. “Gifts From the Ancestors: Ancient Ivories of Bering Strait,” featuring nearly 200  works of walrus ivory carving. Through Jan. 10. Tuesdays, Wednesdays, Fridays and Saturdays, 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.; Thursdays, 10 a.m. to 10 p.m.; Sundays, 1 to 5 p.m. Princeton University Art Museum, Nassau and Witherspoon Streets. (609) 258-3788;
 artmuseum.princeton.edu. 
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Spotlight | Hanukkah Music



More Than One Kind of Holiday Tune




By TAMMY LA GORCE


Published: December 4, 2009 



Like Adam Sandler before her, the Montclair-based children’s musician Mama Doni regrets that while Christmas songs ring out of every store speaker this time of year, Hanukkah songs do not. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Only you won’t find Mama Doni — real name Doni  Zasloff Thomas  — rhyming “Hanukkah” with “marijuanica” in her lyrics. 
“The thing about me is I’m a spiritual Jewish person. Everything is Judaically correct in my songs — I love and respect the tradition,” Ms. Zasloff Thomas said. “I’m not trying to mock it. I’m trying to show how cool it is.” 
 She will perform songs from her self-released second album,  “Chanukah Fever,” at the Jewish Community Center of Middlesex County in Edison on Dec. 14, at the Bergen County Y in Washington Township on Dec. 18, and at the JCC MetroWest in West Orange as part of its WinterFest on Dec. 25. 
Ms. Zasloff Thomas, 35, began writing Jewish-themed songs for children in 2007, when she accepted a music teaching job at Child’s Way, a Jewish Montessori school  in West Orange. Though she had studied educational theater and performing arts, she did not consider herself a songwriter, but tunes “just started exploding out,” she said. 
She soon earned a reputation for songs like “Bagel Time” and “Oy Veh!” from her first album, “I Love Herring (and Other Fish Shticks for Kids),” self-released in 2008. 
“It’s been crazy,” said Ms. Zasloff Thomas, who also writes nonholiday Jewish music but is especially in demand at Jewish community and cultural centers  in December. Her music has taken her as far as Amsterdam, where her band won the Simcha Prize at the International Jewish Music Festival in 2008. (Simcha means joy or happiness in Hebrew.) 
“What I’m trying to do is take the fun, beautiful, quirky richness of Jewish culture and bring it to audiences of all backgrounds,” she said. “I want to create music that everybody can know so everybody can learn a little bit about Jewish culture.” 
 TAMMY LA GORCE
  
For tickets to the Jewish Community Center of Middlesex County show on Dec. 14: jccmc.org or (732) 494-3232; for the Bergen County Y show on Dec. 18: yjcc.org or (201)  666-6610; for the JCC Metro-West WinterFest on Dec. 25, jccmetrowest.org or (973)  929-2922. General information: mamadoni.com. 
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Film



Show Them the Money
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Dale Robinette/Paramount; Glen Wilson/Universal Studios


The whippersnappers cometh: Anna Kendrick plays the callow hotshot to George Clooney’s old pro in “Up in the Air,” left. In Chris and Paul Weitz’s “Good Company,” right, Topher Grace (far right) plays a young executive to Dennis Quaid’s old-timer.





By A. O. SCOTT


Published: December 3, 2009 




UP in the air you may meet Ryan Bingham, an ancient mariner of sorts who has, over the years (at least in Walter Kirn’s novel, where he originated) encountered just about everyone who has flown business class across the spokes and hubs of this great land. Ryan is capitalism with a handsome face: efficient, optimistic, confident without undue arrogance. He’s a winner, and he belongs to a winners’ club that anyone with sufficient grit or good fortune can join. You’ve met some of the other club members, and when you run into the new, gray-haired George Clooney version of Ryan in Jason Reitman’s “Up in the Air” you may find yourself wondering: Does he know Jerry Maguire?

[bookmark: secondParagraph]










Remember Jerry Maguire? I don’t mean the memorable catchphrases — “You had me at hello,” “You complete me,” “Show me the money” — though there is something to be said for a movie about business that crystallizes its themes so effortlessly in aphorisms. I’m thinking of the man himself, perfectly embodied by Tom Cruise at a point in his career close enough to “Risky Business” and “Top Gun” that some of his bratty winner’s vigor was still intact, but far enough from Oprah’s couch that the energy was not yet off-putting. In 1996 Jerry was a person very much of his moment: post-Cold War, pre-9/11, mid-boom. He was also, for his moment, the incarnation of a venerable American ideal.
Not the mythical self-made man —  surely Jerry had risen from the comfortable middle of the socioeconomic heap — but rather a man in the process of unmaking and remaking himself. In the course of Cameron Crowe’s movie, the professional, personal and romantic aspects of Jerry’s life are all dismantled and put back together again, sometimes by accident, sometimes by his agency, leaving him more or less where he started and yet at the same time completely transformed. He starts out in the grip of a vision, suddenly gifted with the ability to see everything wrong with his field (he’s an agent representing professional athletes) and able to put his insights into prose. The result is a manifesto, a mission statement that earns him the apparent admiration of his colleagues and costs him his job. 
What makes “Jerry Maguire” so engrossing, so full of surprises even on repeat viewings, is the odd, syncopated rhythm of triumph and loss that animates Jerry’s story. He chooses to take his humiliation as vindication, and sets off to start his own company with a single client (Cuba Gooding Jr.’s Rod Tidwell) and a lone employee (Renée Zellweger’s Dorothy Boyd), who in due course becomes his wife. And so, before the movie has reached its midway point, he has it all. But of course he has it all wrong. The outward trappings of fulfillment are not yet matched by his inner condition, and so he must undergo further realignment, to become a better friend, a better husband, a better agent and a better man.
A representative man. Jerry is a full-blooded avatar of the Protestant-Emersonian tradition that continues to flourish, often unrecognized, in American civic culture, and in our popular art as well. He believes, above all — and the movie all but insists — that it is possible for apparently discrepant values and identities to be perfectly congruent. Decency, wealth, love, fame: these are not contradictory but rather mutually reinforcing expressions of that secular grace known as happiness. We are innately entitled to pursue it, and a broad highway and a good car will only speed the capture. 
If Jerry’s ambition seems for a while to undermine his ability to sustain his connections with his wife and best friend, that is not because of any inherently destabilizing imbalance between love and work. It is because he has not yet learned to harmonize those things. 
The way he learns is through adversity, a habit that makes him a walking illustration not only of management-philosophy boilerplate, but also of the doctrine of the fortunate fall, whereby sin is understood as beneficial because it makes redemption possible. “Jerry Maguire” is a success story made up of episodes of failure. It works like a charm, and partakes of a very old magic. Surely Jerry is, in his way, a descendant of George Bailey from “It’s a Wonderful Life,” who has to fail and falter so many times on his way to a Christmas apotheosis. Love and work, civic duty, family responsibility and selfish ambition have to pull him apart in every direction before he can pull himself together into the person he was always meant to be: solid citizen and husband, doting father and prosperous businessman. George’s repeated losses make that triumph sweeter and, in the durable logic of this kind of fairy tale, all the more real.
Turning setbacks into opportunities is part of the gospel that Ryan Bingham preaches too, but here it is  more snake oil than healing elixir. This is partly a difference in vocation: Jerry’s job is to advance the careers of others; Ryan’s is to end them. He is a soft-voiced angel of professional death, employed by a consulting firm that companies hire to do the dirty work of downsizing. 
In this he is, as much as Jerry Maguire or George Bailey, a man of his time. George’s version of capitalism was rooted in place and community, prudent investment and steady growth. Jerry’s end-of-the-century American dream is predicated on expansion, like bread dough (or, as the case may be, a soap bubble), and on a happy principle of reciprocal benefit. The better Rod plays, the richer Jerry can make him, which in turn makes Jerry more successful, and thus free to focus his energies on the nonmaterial things that really matter. But Ryan, in the movie version of “Up in the Air,” lives in a land of subtraction and brutal zero-sum accounting.  The worse things are for his clients — his victims, really — the better they are for him and his bosses. 
In Mr. Kirn’s novel  this economy is somewhat abstract, and the layoffs Ryan perpetrates are more signs of a complicated reshuffling of the business world than symptoms of potential collapse. That is because the literary Ryan Bingham is, more or less, a contemporary of Jerry Maguire. (George Clooney, by the way, is just a year older than Tom Cruise.) Published in 2001, “Up in the Air” is a late, half-comic expression of the anxieties of the boom years, its fine satirical observations tending toward (and finally upended by) a helter-skelter conclusion that Mr. Reitman has wisely jettisoned. But the novel’s shortcomings are in their own way premonitory. The book, like Jonathan Franzen’s “Corrections,” published the same year, forces itself to an overblown conclusion because the logic of narrative, and perhaps also of history, seemed to demand a calamity.
The movie “Up in the Air,” floating in the same ether of departure lounges and airport hotels as the book — familiar territory for Jerry Maguire, though back then there was no Wi-Fi or Department of Homeland Security — suggests that we still don’t know what hit us. The film’s most subtle and radical effect is the way it takes up its themes of alienation and self-estrangement in a familiar, almost comforting way and then destroys that sense of comfort. 
The story of Ryan Bingham, we assume, will be the tale of a man who discovers the flaws in his happiness and sets out to correct them, so that he can become a better version of the person he already is. We know, before he does, that his freedom is laced with loneliness, and that he will discover, beneath his restlessness, an urge to settle down. There will be some turbulence, but when the gravitational pull of forces of family and commitment assert themselves, surely an easy landing is in store.
In the meantime Ryan’s essential gravity reveals itself through his relationship, at once rivalrous and tutelary, with a younger colleague who represents a scary new way of doing business. This character, wonderfully played by Anna Kendrick, is also someone we might recognize. She is a version of the callow hotshot played by Topher Grace in Chris and Paul Weitz’s lovely and underrated “In Good Company,” and, as such, a fixture in movies about American business. The kid comes in full of shiny new ideas that the old-timer (Dennis Quaid in “Company”) scoffs at partly because he’s threatened, and the kid views the old ways as so much sentimental folklore. By the end each has learned something, and the lifeblood of capitalism is renewed with minimal bloodshed.
“Up in the Air” does not entirely give up on that story, or on the ideal of perfect happiness represented  by “Jerry Maguire.” But the title betrays a hint of disquiet that, by the end, has grown into something more. Not an intimation of catastrophe, exactly, but a tremor that is more troubling for being less dramatic. When Ryan dispenses his cold comfort to the people he lays off — telling them that, if they stick to the project of self-making and look for silver linings in the clouds, everything will work out — he half-believes his own patter, as any good salesman would. So do we, even if we know better. 
Watching him, you can’t help but believe Ryan will win in the end, that the singular happiness he has postponed and pursued his whole life will catch up with him in the end. Surely, if anyone can have it all, it’s this guy. Come on, he’s George Clooney!
But what if he can’t? If nothing — or no one — will complete him? And what about the rest of us, stuck on the ground or braced for a hard landing? Remember that song from “Jerry Maguire?” It was called “Free Falling.” 
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An Actor Nails the Cadence and the Charm
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Warner Brothers Pictures


Morgan Freeman plays Nelson Mandela in “Invictus,” about a historic rugby match in South Africa in 1995.





By  BILL KELLER


Published: December 2, 2009 




MORGAN FREEMAN has been cast as God — twice — so he evidently has no trouble projecting moral authority. The challenge of portraying Nelson Mandela, then, was not the size of the halo, but knowing the performance would be measured against the real, familiar Mandela, and his myth.  “If we can say any part of acting is hard, then playing someone who is living and everybody knows would be the hardest,” Mr. Freeman said in a phone interview.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The role has defeated actors as varied as Danny Glover (the 1987 TV film “Mandela”), Sidney Poitier (“Mandela and de Klerk,” 1997, also for TV) and Dennis Haysbert (“Goodbye Bafana,” 2007), in vehicles that were reverential and mostly forgettable.
But as someone who studied Mr. Mandela over the course of three years while he replaced an apartheid regime with a genuine democracy, I found Mr. Freeman’s performance in the  film “Invictus,” directed by Clint Eastwood, uncanny — less an impersonation than an incarnation. 
He gets the rumble and halting rhythm of Mr. Mandela’s speech, the erect posture and stiff gait. There is a striking physical resemblance, enhanced by the fact that Mr. Freeman, 72, is just a few years younger than Mr. Mandela was in the period the film covers. More important, Mr. Freeman conveys the manipulative charm, the serene confidence, the force of purpose, the hint of mischief and the lonely regret that made Mr. Mandela one of the most fascinating political figures of his time. This is not, as the film’s screenwriter, Anthony  Peckham, put it, “Rich Little doing Mandela in Vegas.” 
 It’s hard to say whether Americans at this moment in their history crave a 130-minute parable of racial reconciliation built around a 1995 World Cup rugby match in South Africa. Audiences and movie critics will render their verdict on “Invictus,” which reaches theaters Friday.
But we could probably do worse, as an antidote to the cynicism on the noisy margins of our political life, than spending a couple of hours watching Mr. Mandela calculating how to knit together a grotesquely divided society. 
 The story of “Invictus,” drawn from John Carlin’s book “Playing the Enemy: Nelson Mandela and the Game That Made a Nation,” begins with the newly inaugurated president of post-apartheid South Africa looking for ways to enlist his fearful white minority — with its talent, wealth, resentment and capacity for insurrection — in the business of governing a democracy. His inspired stratagem is to embrace the Springboks national rugby team, the darlings of the formerly ruling Afrikaners and, for most nonwhite South Africans, a symbol of brutal and humiliating repression. 
The new president sets the team’s captain (François Pienaar, played by Matt Damon) the improbable goal of winning the World Cup; the tournament is to be held in South Africa in a year, and the Springboks are given little chance. Mr. Mandela sets himself the considerably more improbable goal of uniting country behind the team. 
So loathed were the Springboks that those few blacks who showed up for matches rooted loudly for the other side. So the rugby campaign was one of Mr. Mandela’s boldest strokes of statecraft, no less impressive for the fact that the euphoria he achieved could barely begin to extinguish three centuries of racial antagonism. 
 Mr. Freeman’s occupational association with South Africa began with a role in the 1992 film “The Power of One,”  the pious tale of a white boy coming to enlightenment in apartheid South Africa. Soon thereafter Mr. Freeman made his directing debut with a more tough-minded film, “Bopha!,” the story of a conflicted black South African cop, played by Mr. Glover. (Lori McCreary, who was a producer on that film and is a producer of “Invictus,” said she tried to lure Mr. Freeman for the lead part in “Bopha!,” but was told he “doesn’t do accents.”) 
 According to Mr. Freeman, his mission to portray Mr. Mandela on the screen began with a public invitation from the subject himself. At a press conference to promote the publication of his 1994 memoir, “Long Walk to Freedom,” someone asked Mr. Mandela who should play him in the movie.
 “And he said he wanted me,” Mr. Freeman recalled. “So it became. That was the whole sanction, right there.”
 The South African film producer Anant Singh, who bought the movie rights to “Long Walk,” arranged for Mr. Mandela and Mr. Freeman to meet. 
 “I told him that if I was going to play him, I was going to have to have access to him,” the actor said. “That I would have to hold his hand and watch him up close and personal.” As president Mr. Mandela could be surprisingly approachable — he once allowed me, the New York Times correspondent in South Africa at the time, to shadow him during a day of his presidency, something I can scarcely imagine an American president allowing. But since stepping down in 1999, and especially since his memory began to fail him, he has become more reclusive, protected by a staff that worries he might embarrass himself. But he obliged Mr. Freeman. 
“Whenever we’ve been in proximity in one city or another, I have had access to him,” the actor said. Their encounters ranged from tea at Mr. Mandela’s home in Johannesburg to a charity fund-raiser in Monaco.  But through multiple screenplays Mr. Mandela’s sprawling memoir proved too unwieldy for a film, and Mr. Freeman abandoned the project.
“There’s just too much to whittle down to movie size,” Mr. Freeman said. 
 Then, in 2006, Mr. Carlin, a British journalist who had covered Mr. Mandela in the 1990s, was in Mississippi to write an article on poverty in the American South for El Pais, the Spanish daily that now employs him. He ended up in the  Clarksdale living room of Mr. Freeman’s business partner. When the host went to the kitchen for a bottle of wine, Mr. Carlin recalls, he turned to Mr. Freeman. 
 “This is your lucky day,” he said. “I have a movie for you.”
 “Oh, really,” Mr. Freeman replied. “What’s it about?”
 “It’s based on a book I am writing about an event that distills the essence of Mandela’s genius, and the essence of the South African miracle.”
 “Oh,” Mr. Freeman replied, “you mean the rugby game?”
Mr. Carlin’s proposal for his book had already been circulating in Hollywood, and it had caught Mr. Freeman’s eye.
 Mr. Freeman sought Mr. Mandela’s blessing, bought the rights and persuaded Mr. Eastwood to direct. (Their two previous collaborations, “Unforgiven” and “Million Dollar Baby,” both won best picture Oscars.) They hired Mr. Peckham, a South African émigré, to write the script. 
Mr. Freeman insists that if the portrayal transcends impersonation, that is largely Mr. Peckham’s doing. 
As an actor, “you’re looking for the physical: how he stands, how he walks, how he talks,” he said. “Nuances he has in terms of tics or movements. Things that sort of define him. The inner life has to come off the page. Whatever he’s thinking, I don’t know. You have a script, and you stick to that script, and the script is going to inform you of everything.”
 While Mr. Freeman brought to the project a decade of firsthand observation, Mr. Peckham, who left South Africa in 1981, had never — and still has not — met Mr. Mandela.
“He was a nonperson for my entire growing up,” Mr. Peckham said in a phone interview from his home in California. “You weren’t even supposed to have pictures of him. Everything I learned about him I learned from a distance, after I came here.”
For the feel of Mr. Mandela’s everyday speech, the screenwriter mined written documents, especially transcripts of a 1998 court case in which the South African president was subjected to a hostile grilling by lawyers for the national rugby hierarchy. (It tells you something about the incompleteness of the redemptive turn depicted in “Invictus” that, three years after the famous rugby match, Mr. Mandela appointed a commission to study whether the powerful rugby union was thwarting the advancement of black players.) 
Mr. Peckham’s main difficulty in writing a script, he found, was to do justice to such a familiar and beloved figure without tipping into idolatry.
“It was extremely difficult, because in the period I write about he was in many respects at his most saintly — leading the country the way he did,” Mr. Peckham said. The danger of hagiography “was something we all knew was an issue and that I struggled with every day while I was writing it. With the additional complication that we didn’t want to be offensive and disrespectful either. It’s easy enough to kind of show someone’s feet of clay if you’re prepared to be brutal about it, but it’s not so easy when you want to be respectful without hero-worshiping.”
The notion they settled on to humanize the hero was that while Mr. Mandela was making a nation he was neglecting his own family. It is certainly true that Mr. Mandela’s marriage to the cause contributed to his two divorces and his estrangement from some of his children. In the movie there is a scene of Mr. Mandela, who could always summon the words to move a crowd, failing to connect with his resentful grown daughter Zinzi. 
“Knowing what I know of Madiba personally,” Mr. Freeman said, using Mr. Mandela’s clan name, “his real concern is not for what he did, but more for what he didn’t do. He had family obligations that he couldn’t live up to, one, because he was in prison, and they just wouldn’t allow it, and he had so many other obligations. The father of the nation is usually less than the father of his family.” 
South Africans listening to Mr. Freeman’s rendering may agree  that he “doesn’t do accents.” (He says “Spring-BAHK” where Mandela would say “Spring-BOHK.”) But Mr. Mandela’s distinctive voice is less about accent than cadence, and Mr. Freeman gets that precisely right. 
Mr. Carlin, who covered Mr. Mandela in his political prime and spent many hours with him for the rugby book, said Mr. Freeman “channels Mandela beautifully.” 
Most important, Mr. Carlin said, Mr. Freeman, abetted by the screenwriter, “impressively conveys the giant solitude of Mandela.” 
Though an admirer of Mr. Freeman, Mr. Carlin has seen Mr. Mandela gotten wrong often enough that he braced himself for disappointment. After attending a screening in Paris last month, he sent an ecstatic e-mail message:  “They didn’t screw it up!” he wrote. “WHAT a relief!”
For me the realization that Mr. Freeman had nailed it came as the film ended. Alongside the closing credits came still photos of the actual rugby match, and the actual Mandela. And for a second I wondered, “Who is that impostor?”
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His Music Still Makes Society Whirl




By ERIC KONIGSBERG


Published: December 3, 2009 




THERE are certain people for whom a party doesn’t rate if the Peter Duchin Orchestra isn’t playing. Over the years Mr. Duchin, as both pianist and bandleader, has provided the musical entertainment at an estimated 6,000 celebrations. The list itself could function as a potted history of late-era American society, as it includes everything from Truman Capote’s Black and White Ball in 1966 to a joint bar and bat mitzvah reception for Ivan Boesky’s children on the Queen Elizabeth 2 to the wedding of Arnold Schwarzenegger and Maria Shriver.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Mr. Duchin is often called a society bandleader, a term that refers to his clientele but also signifies a  musical approach that incorporates big bands, swing and Broadway songs (and nowadays, old-fashioned rock ’n’ roll). He was considered a throwback even when he first began playing professionally in the 1960s. There have been peaks and valleys since. “In the late ’70s through the ’80s, when everybody was into show tunes, was probably when I was best known,” he said.  By and large he has been plying an increasingly endangered trade.
To wit, although his band played the inaugural balls and White House dinners of every president from John F. Kennedy through Bill Clinton, he didn’t perform for George W. Bush and hasn’t been asked by President Obama. “I just see fewer parties where people want a traditional dance band,” he said over lunch at the Century Association, his Midtown club. 
 “I’ve come to feel that part of my job is to keep alive the American songbook,” he continued, speaking of the jazz and musical-theater standards that were the dominant pop form for nearly half a century, and naming Cole Porter, the Gershwins, Richard Rodgers and Harold Arlen.  The other essential part of his job, of course, is filling dance floors, and this is high season for the events for which he’s most in demand. “Everyone remembers the parties where they danced all night,” Mr. Duchin said. “I want to be exciting enough to get them to do that, but not intrusive.”
The singer and pianist Michael Feinstein, a friend who has put in his share of nights playing parties, said, “The music Peter plays is music to entertain and make people feel wonderful at parties and events that would — and will — suffer tremendously without it.”
Mr. Duchin cut his engagement schedule by half when he turned 70 two years ago, so that he now plays around 60 gigs a year, but he’s still a visible presence on the fall and holiday benefit circuits. Last month he played the Living Landmarks fund-raiser for the New York Landmarks Conservancy and the Charity Ball for debutantes at the Union League Club in Philadelphia. This month he is booked at the Blue and Gray Colonels Ball in Montgomery, Ala., in addition to the Metropolitan Opera’s annual New Year’s Eve gala.
Mr. Duchin is such a fixture in these circles there’s an understanding that in any given ballroom he belongs more to the elite than do most guests, or even hosts. At this year’s Landmarks Conservancy event, which was honoring Robert Morgenthau and Tommy Tune among others, Mr. Duchin pointed out that not only was his band providing the music for the 13th time, but that he had also been selected as a “living landmark” back in 1996. 
“It means you’re so old a pigeon can land on you,” he said while seated at the piano during cocktail hour. He was chatting while he and his band played “The Wanderer,” the Dion staple, between conversations with Gay Talese and Mary McFadden, though he might as well have been in his own living room. Mr. Duchin is that rare party entertainer so at home at a deluxe gala that he holds forth with guests while performing.
He had just spent 20 minutes rehearsing a number with Liz Smith, the gossip columnist and the event’s honorary chairwoman. She was singing  “It’s High Time” from the musical “Gentlemen Prefer Blondes.” Later, at the bar, Mr. Duchin was asked what he made of Ms. Smith’s singing voice.
“Liz is a writer,” he said.
Mr. Duchin’s father, Eddy Duchin, was also a bandleader and was famous for a string of Top 10 records in the 1930s. His mother, Marjorie Oelrichs Duchin, was described by newspapers at the time of her marriage as a “New York and Newport socialite,” though by marrying Eddy Duchin, a Jew and an entertainer, she was forced to relinquish her spot in the Social Register. When she died a few days after giving birth to Peter, his father was apparently so pained, and certain that his frail newborn son was also dying, that he decided to go on an extensive tour with his orchestra. Peter ended up being raised amid extraordinary wealth and privilege by his godparents, W. Averell and Marie Harriman. Mr. Harriman, in addition to having served on President Harry S. Truman’s cabinet, and governor of New York, was also one of the richest men in the country.
Mr. Duchin likes to chalk up his success to a combination of birthright and social profile, invoking not only his background but also that he bolstered his fame by playing small roles, mostly as bandleaders, in a number of movies (including “Six Degrees of Separation” and ”Working Girl”) and writing mystery novels with a ghostwriter. His second wife, from whom he recently separated, was the actress Brooke Hayward. 
“He’s capitalized on the social thing, but he goes a lot further than social — I would certainly hope so,” the actress and singer Elaine Stritch said recently during a rehearsal break at the Café Carlyle. “That crowd knows he speaks their language better than they do, and he’ll play against it too, which is fun.”
 There are genuine chops beneath the charmed and charming persona, Mr. Feinstein said. He called Mr. Duchin “an immensely talented musician, as evidenced by the records he made for Decca in the ’60s,” which even included songs Mr. Duchin had written himself. “His piano dexterity is mighty.” 
Mark Adamo, the opera composer and a friend of Mr. Duchin, said: “He not only grew up with this music, he may well be in some of those lyrics. Porter’s lyrics were never better than when he was talking about the international glamour set. He could have been inspired by something that happened when he was in Eddy Duchin’s living room.”
Mr. Duchin laments about how much the landscape has changed since his heyday, in part because he’s lonely. “When I came along, there were a dozen clubs in town to play, places like El Morocco and the Maisonette in the St. Regis, where people would go to dance,” Mr. Duchin said. “There were others doing what I did, musicians with full bands who played for dances, but they were all at least 20 years older”: Duke Ellington, Count Basie and Meyer Davis; another was Lester Lanin, though he didn’t write music or play an instrument himself. The few he calls peers today — Bob Hardwick and Mike Carney — aren’t nearly as well known. 
 Mr. Duchin is thick-chested and ruddy-faced, with a mane of sandy hair just on the long side of businesslike. Though his uniform most nights is a tuxedo — he keeps 15 of them in working order — one evening near the end of the summer found him in a fishing jacket and Belgian casuals as he prepared to play a town concert in Port Jefferson, N.Y. Behind the stage he addressed the members of his band, a core group of seven younger musicians. Each of them knows about 3,000 songs.
Depending on the scale of a gig, the band can consist of as few as five (not including Mr. Duchin) and as many as 45. He charges from $10,000 to $25,000 for an evening, based on  factors like the size of his band and whether or not the occasion is benefiting a charity he’s involved with. 
Over the years he has had to adjust his strategy to fit the evolving demands of New York nightlife. “At weddings in particular, you need to be able to do the Rolling Stones, Michael Jackson, the Beach Boys, or else we’d only be hired by 90-year-olds,” he said. “And you have to really set up a crowd. I’ll play something with a 12/8 tempo, something like Etta James’s ‘At Last.’ ”  From that low boil, he said, he might go straight into something up-tempo, like “Oh What a Night,” by Frankie Valli. 
“Everybody will get up when they hear the opening bars,” he said. “They get up, they stay up.”
Before his concert in Port Jefferson Mr. Duchin instructed his musicians to play “something other than rock ’n’ roll, because they really look forward to this, and they will dance.” The town, after all, had hired him a couple of times before to play this event, and a lot of older rug cutters turned out.
Mr. Duchin was drinking scotch from a heavy cut-glass tumbler (his secretary, Betty Walsh, always carries one for him and one for Roberta Fabiano, his guitarist and singer), dipped cold cuts from a caterer’s tray into a plastic cup of mustard and had a look at a set-list printout. It was split into several categories — “Big Band,” “Dad,” “Sinatra” — and, at the end, a handful of “sets/songs to be added when we talk it over.” These included “Slow Big Band,” “Ellie Greenwich” and “Society — if needed.”
 “ ‘Society’ means Cole Porter, Irving Berlin — Peter’s thing — but this isn’t a society crowd,” said Barry Lazarowitz, the band’s drummer and musical director. “They’re more Sinatra, Bobby Darin.”
“Dad” was shorthand for a series of Eddy Duchin standards that began with “Embraceable You” and ended with “Stormy Weather.” He also played his father’s theme song, Chopin’s Nocturne in E flat.
It was a capacity crowd of a few hundred, and perhaps two dozen couples got out of their chairs to dance the fox trot or a slow Lindy. People ate it up when Mr. Duchin paused between numbers to tell stories from his past. Who, after all, could beat the one about the time Mr. Duchin drove into New York with a number of Yale classmates to watch as a film crew shot “The Eddy Duchin Story,” in which Tyrone Power and Kim Novak had been cast as his parents? (His father died when Mr. Duchin was 13.)
 “I walked up to Kim Novak from behind, put my arms around her, gave her a kiss on the ear and said, ‘Hi, Mom,’ ” Mr. Duchin recalled. In the extended version of the story, recounted in his 1996 memoir “Ghost of a Chance” (written with Charles Michener), Mr. Duchin spends a night on the town with Ms. Novak and stumbles back to his room in the Harrimans’ apartment at 6 a.m., having gotten “as close to Oedipal ecstasy as I’ll ever know.”
As an adult, Mr. Duchin said, it was meaningful for him to learn about his father’s legacy before taking up the musical life himself. “It was probably a way of trying to establish that I had roots in the first place,” he said. His father’s great innovation, he added, was to loose the piano from the confines of the percussion section and make it the belle of the band. But he generally plays down the similarities between his musical aesthetic and his father’s, beyond their affinity for certain kinds of songs and his habit of crossing his hands over one another while playing, a flourish meant as a tribute to his father’s style. “Dad, as I always understood it, was more straightforward, with fancy embellishments,” he said. “I’m more jazz. I like to let my musicians improvise a bit.”
 Mr. Duchin likes modern music and is proud that his band was the first to perform rock ’n’ roll at the White House, when he was hired for the weddings of Lyndon Johnson’s daughters. He said patrons at the Maisonette, where he had his first steady job, gave him a hard time for playing “long-hair music.”
It sometimes frustrates him to play for so many adults who will only dance to rock ’n’ roll, particularly because these are people with the fox trot in their blood. 
“A lot of adults aren’t very graceful when they try to dance like kids,” he said. The bandleader Meyer Davis told him: “Society people are wonderful, but they have no rhythm.” 
Mr. Davis “taught me how to play music for them, which is putting it in 2/4 time, so it’s basically like a march,” he said. “It makes everybody look like they’re a good dancer. We called it ‘the businessman’s bounce.’ ”
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Comments of the Week





Published: December 4, 2009 



In response to Patrick Healy’s profile of the actor James Spader:

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
 Playing the bad good guy and the good bad guy all at once is perhaps the most enjoyable thing an actor can do. With Mr. Spader the enjoyment shines through regardless of how much “snake” is called for, and that makes him a joy to watch. It is hard to imagine a better way for an actor to spend his time than by getting into the skin of a new David Mamet character. Break a leg! 
 — Tim Leary of Halifax, Nova Scotia 
James Spader has never been anything less than electrifying on screen. His attention to the smallest gesture and body movement to supplement dialogue adds a dimension to performance that few actors achieve.
— Daniel Cooper of Brooklyn
Mr. Spader is a valuable treasure precisely because he displays the entire range of possibilities of thought and character that we all carry, but can hardly stand face to face with. If you can watch “Boston Legal” and not speculate on your own horrors, you need to watch it again. 
— Ormond Otvos of Richmond, Calif.
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Send in the Song-and-Dance Gal




By CHARLES McGRATH


Published: December 2, 2009 




ON screen Catherine Zeta-Jones has been a famous smoulderer, a one-woman heat source. When Antonio Banderas unfastens her bodice in “The Mask of Zorro” — the 1998  movie that introduced her to most Americans, including her husband, Michael Douglas — you feel  he ought to be wearing oven mitts. Watching her slither in her jewel-thief cat suit in “Entrapment” (1999), Sean Connery visibly liquefies. 
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It was this quality, the sultry glamour she brings even to cellphone ads, that Trevor Nunn had in mind when he cast her as Desiree, her first Broadway role, in his revival of “A Little Night Music,” which also stars Angela Lansbury and Alexander Hanson and opens at the Walter Kerr Theater on Dec. 13. For good measure she has been equipped with a fiery red wig, and when she makes her first sustained appearance, performing in a little snippet of play within the play, it’s as if a gas jet had suddenly flared.
“A Little Night Music,” with music and lyrics by Stephen Sondheim and a book by Hugh Wheeler, is in large part about aging and mortality, and traditionally the part of Desiree, a famous actress at a turning point in her career, has gone to someone older than Ms. Zeta-Jones, who is 40 but looks younger. Glynis Johns was 49 when she created the role on Broadway and gave the part a hint  of someone clinging to her past. 
But Mr. Nunn said recently that a noticeably younger, sexier Desiree was important to his conception of the show, which ended its acclaimed London run in July. He went back to the source of “A Little Night Music,” the Ingmar Bergman film “Smiles of a Summer Night” (1955), and there, he said, the Desiree “is a wonderfully glamorous actress — you’d say she was 39 or so.” 
He added: “Everything of course makes sense when that’s the age group. She’s at the point where she has to decide whether she still wants to be living out of a suitcase or whether she wants a life that’s more settled. But Desiree is pretty much the sex symbol of her age. She’s on all the posters, the text says. She’s Hedda Gabler, she’s Nora in ‘A Doll’s House.’ She’s an actress who plays roles where the sensibility is sexual and glamorous.” 
The other thing Mr. Nunn knew about Ms. Zeta-Jones, besides her glamour and sexiness, was that she was, as he put it, a “song and dance girl, a real theater animal.” For most Americans her Oscar-winning performance as the vamping, song-belting Velma Kelly in “Chicago” was a revelation, but in fact she grew up in the musical theater, and movie stardom came her way somewhat by accident. At 22 she was cast as a lead in “The Darling Buds of May,” a British mini-series, and overnight became so popular that, as she said, laughing, “I could never ride the Underground again.”
Mr. Nunn recalled auditioning Ms. Zeta Jones, then 18 or 19, for a part in the Andrew Lloyd-Webber musical “Aspects of Love.” “I was tremendously impressed, but she was slightly older than the role called for.”
 “He wrote me a letter,” Ms. Zeta-Jones, who in person is warm (but not scorching) and unpretentious, said last week over brunch on the Upper West Side. “He said, ‘You did a wonderful audition, but you’re too pretty for the role.’ ” 
She laughed and added, “I’d take that any day now, but at the time. ...” She shook her head and used an un-newspaperlike expression, giving it a little Welsh emphasis. These days Ms. Zeta-Jones, who grew up in Mumbles, a little town outside Swansea, has pretty much tamped down her accent, except when talking to her mother, and then, according to her husband, the two of them sound as if they’re not even speaking English. 
Recalling her teenage years in London, Ms. Zeta-Jones said: “I was a chorus girl. That’s all I ever wanted —  to be onstage. I would queue up for auditions and then change my costume or put on a different leotard and audition again. It might take me two tries, but I always got the job. I figured out what they wanted.”
When Ms. Zeta-Jones was 5, her mother sent her to the Hazel Johnson School of Dancing, in the church hall just down the street, to channel her energy. At 9 she won a nationwide audition for “Annie,” and moved to London with a chaperone and a tutor. “I loved it.” she said. “I loved everything about it.” At 11 she was a British tap-dancing champion, and at 19, cast as an understudy, she took over the lead in a West End production of “42nd Street.”
Almost ever since, she said, and especially after “Chicago,” she has wanted to return to the stage, but for one reason or another the right part never came along. She was hitting golf balls on a driving range in Canada last summer when Mr. Nunn called about “A Little Night Music.” 
“He said, ‘Darling, I’d love you to do this, but I’m afraid I can’t use your dancing,’ ” she recalled. “I said, ‘Not even a split, not even a jeté?’ ” 
She added: “There’s no jazzy hands, no high kicks, no fishnet stockings, but really that’s what excited me. With most musicals you have to fill in the gaps, but here you have what’s already a beautiful Chekhovian play, and the music is a bonus. The characterization is everything. It’s not one of those shows where you can dig about three inches and come out the other end. You can keep digging and digging and digging.”
Except for some waltzing, nobody in “A Little Night Music” dances much, and Desiree, though the center of the story, doesn’t even sing as much as some of the others. She has one big number, which happens to be the only one that has escaped from the orbit of the show: “Send In the Clowns.” Even people who have never even heard of “A Little Night Music” know the Frank Sinatra version, the Barbra Streisand version, the Judy Collins version.
Mr. Nunn compared it to the “To be or not to be” soliloquy in “Hamlet.” “The first thing people say when they get to theater is ‘Oh, I wonder what he’ll do with “To be or not to be,” ’ ” he said. “They forget that it’s just a speech in context.”
The same is true with “Send In the Clowns,” he went on. “It’s not a torch song, it’s not a stand-and-deliver. It’s a song very much in context, and you have to be truthful with it. What you mustn’t do is say to yourself, ‘I’ve got to knock people’s socks off, bring the house down.’ ” He added: “If people are going to hang on it and insist on making comparisons, there’s just nothing you can do about that.”
Ms. Zeta-Jones said Mr. Sondheim had advised her, “Just speak it.” She doesn’t do that, exactly, but her version is low and thoughtful, full of regrets and second thoughts. 
“As an actor what do you do?” she said. “You try to make it your own.” She deliberately didn’t listen to any other versions, she added, just as she had made a point of not seeing “Chicago” before acting in it. “It was never supposed to be a big song,” she said. “It’s very intimate, about a woman being told that she’s not going to be with the love of her life. How are you supposed to sing when you’re that deflated?”
Elsewhere in the show Ms. Zeta-Jones invests her part with a trouper’s energy and a joyful theatricality that’s appropriate for Desiree but may also be autobiographical. “I’m just so happy to be there,” she said after explaining that because of Hollywood economics she wasn’t seeing many interesting movie parts these days. 
“I’d read the phone book with the people here, people of this caliber,” she said. “I feel at this point in my life I’m in my second chapter. You have to be quite frank with yourself. There’s that wonderful curve, and then this is the way it is: the second act. It’s great that now I can go back to my roots but in a completely different way.”
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This Play Really Wants to Be a Movie




By BRUCE WEBER


Published: December 2, 2009 




“BRIEF ENCOUNTER,” David Lean’s classic 1946 film about a doomed love affair between two married, middle-class Britons who meet by chance in a train station coffee shop, was based on a 1938 play, “Still Life,” by Noël Coward. A new version of the tale, called “Brief Encounter,” is the mischievous child of both its ancestors. 
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That is, it’s a stage production that in many ways wants to be a movie. Among its many playful and delicious effects, the production makes use of original black-and-white film clips suggestive of mid-20th-century cinema. And it hews as closely — maybe more closely — to Lean’s well-known adaptation as it does to Coward’s play; Rachmaninoff’s Second Piano Concerto, for example, which was prominent in the soundtrack, plays a striking role in the new production as well. But the show also pays reverent homage to Coward and the simple dramatic spirit he gave the original by incorporating his poems and songs.
“There isn’t a word in ‘Brief Encounter,’ that doesn’t come from Noel Coward,” said Emma Rice, who adapted the script and directed the show, which opens Tuesday at St. Ann’s Warehouse in Brooklyn. “It’s just that all the words haven’t come from the same place.” Ms. Rice is the artistic director of Kneehigh Theater, a nearly 30-year-old company in Cornwall, England, that is known for productions driven by visual and musical invention — theatrical rather than narrative imagination. And “Brief Encounter,” which was a hit in London (where it was presented, cleverly, in a converted movie house) and arrived in New York after a successful engagement at the American Conservatory Theater in San Francisco, is a case in point. 
The manifold theatrical frills include surprise aerials, actors who seemingly vanish from the three-dimensional world and reappear in two dimensions on screen, and a band of musicians dressed as ushers who welcome the audience to the theater and then find their places within the show. 
All this doesn’t exactly add up to multimedia, but it is an effort to blur the line between stage and  screen and to engage an audience in ways that go beyond theatrical conventions. This has partly to do with the source material for the show. “It’s one of the most loved films in our culture, and I’m going to put it onstage, and you can’t deny either of those things,” Ms. Rice said. But it also expresses the Kneehigh aesthetic. 
“I can’t bear traditional theaters,” said Ms. Rice, a cherub-cheeked woman of 42. “I rail against them. I rail against the fact that you buy your ticket for however many pounds, and then you order your gin and tonic for the interval, and you know exactly where you’re going to sit down.
“Cinema is very different. It’s not that there aren’t bad films, but a bad play is a terrible thing, humiliating for all involved. You can laugh through a bad film. You can leave. You can snog. I love theater, and I’m a great believer in it, but going to the cinema is a much more bawdy, much more accessible event. I want to bring that relaxed atmosphere to the theater, just to change the contract with the audience.”
Kneehigh is used to experimenting, pushing the boundaries of a production until it’s clear they’ve been pushed too far. “The cutting-room floor is littered with strong but wrong ideas” is how Ms. Rice put it. Early in the show’s development she and her production designer were intrigued by the idea of setting the show during World War II. The initial production notebooks were full of photographic collages of bombed-out London buildings. The Coward play was written before the war, the Lean film produced just after. 
 “We were very interested in rubble, to start with,” Ms. Rice said. They discarded the visual idea, however, striking as it was, because the lovers, Alec and Laura, were not drawn to each other by wartime terrors. Their motivation was different; they were being yanked from humdrum lives by the sudden awakening of the kind of passion they had assumed was no longer possible for them. “The film is very much a wartime film, but it turned out to be important that our show took place just before,” she said. “In many ways the affair is a bit like the war coming, the calamity that is about to unfold.”
The Kneehigh approach is inherently risky in that the effects, however enchanting, can overwhelm the characters and their predicament:  the stagecraft, rather than the play, becomes the thing. When Ben Brantley of  The New York Times reviewed the London production, he recognized this artistic problem. 
“It all seems too precious at first,” he wrote,  but he continued, “The show acquires a haunted poignancy that can’t be laughed off.” He added that “Ms. Rice has pulled off a difficult trick of deconstructing something without destroying its heart.”
 Ms. Rice acknowledged that the show remains a balancing act. She is constantly checking, she said, to make sure that the theatrical bells and whistles are enhancing and not obscuring the drama.
At St. Ann’s there is one major change: the intermission has been eliminated. There’s a risk there, Ms. Rice said, because in San Francisco, during the intermission, the actors performed musical numbers,  in the lobby, a flouting of the fourth wall that worked beautifully with the rest of the show’s toying with theater convention. Maybe too beautifully, Ms. Rice said.
“I want to do it in one sitting, like a film,” she said, “use the structure of a film, an hour and a half of unbroken emotional connection. In the first half you don’t see that much of Alec and Laura; they have just one major scene together, and then we have an interval. By itself it’s a very satisfying piece of theater. But it’s only in the second half when the love story begins to really heat up, when he says: ‘You know what has happened, don’t you? I’ve fallen in love with you.’ That’s when the heart opens. You are going to lose some of the delight, but I believe — which is why I’m so excited — that you’re really going to get the emotional power of the story.” 
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Film



He Wears a Revealing Sort of Restraint
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Eduard Grau/The Weinstein Company


Colin Firth with Julianne Moore in “A Single Man.”





By SARAH LYALL


Published: December 2, 2009 




LONDON
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THE British actor Colin Firth at lunch was just what you might imagine from his movies: articulate, thoughtful, reserved, dryly funny. He wore no shabby-chic items of clothing, exhibited no narcissistic flourishes, made no precious culinary demands and did not look aggrieved when asked, as everyone always asks, about Mr. Darcy, the role in “Pride and Prejudice” that made him famous in Britain all the way back in 1995. 
He has an understated way of putting things. Asked about his trim physique, he attributed his newfound interest in the gym to the image-conscious exhortations of Tom Ford, who directed him in (and wrote the screenplay for) the forthcoming film “A Single Man.” 
“He told me I looked good, but I’d look better if I had a personal trainer,” Mr. Firth explained. 
Perhaps the conversation went a bit differently. “I told him he was fat,” Mr. Ford recalled later. 
But Mr. Ford’s forthright Americanness and Mr. Firth’s roundabout Englishness proved a happy marriage in the movie, which will open in limited release on Friday. “A Single Man” is the first foray into film for Mr. Ford, the fashion designer, men’s wear mogul and sometime model. It is also a breakthrough for Mr. Firth, whose best qualities as an actor — subtlety, precision, the ability to convey emotion by seeming to withhold it — have the chance to flourish in his portrayal of a gay British professor in California in the early 1960s crippled by grief over his lover’s death.
After deft, often elegant and generally unshowy performances in dozens of movies for more than 30 years, Mr. Firth is being noticed in a new way for his work in “A Single Man.” When the film made its debut at this year’s Venice Film Festival, his performance drew raves, and he won the award for best actor. 
Based on a slim novel by Christopher Isherwood that was a groundbreaking text in the gay-rights movement, the movie follows a day in the life of Mr. Firth’s character, George Falconer. In the book George goes about the quotidian business of leading a life of quiet despair. In a major departure in the film, the day is meant to be his last; he plans to commit suicide at the end of it. 
Perversely, the anticipation of scheduled oblivion frees him from his existential anhedonia, replacing it with a quietly ecstatic appreciation of things he is preparing to give up: physical beauty, sensual pleasure, a spectacular sunset, the company of his best friend, Charley (Julianne Moore). 
“He’s seeing things for the first time because he knows he’s seeing them for the last time,” Mr. Firth said. He mentioned a famous television interview in which the British playwright Dennis Potter, dying of cancer, marveled at the flower he could see from his window. “It is the whitest, frothiest, blossomest blossom that there ever could be,” Mr. Potter said then. “Things are both more trivial than they ever were, and more important than they ever were.”
Mr. Firth was speaking over beef carpaccio and roast cod in the artsy Groucho Club in Soho. Except for a little thickening around his chin, he still looks, at 49, like the young heartthrob he was in 1984, when he played Tommy Judd in “Another Country.” He still has the full head of curls and the hint of deep emotional reservoirs beneath a smooth surface that (along with a scene in which he emerged, wet-shirted, after a dip in a lake) so thrilled viewers in “Pride and Prejudice.” 
Although he claims to spend a lot of time “flat on my back, staring at the ceiling,” he said, it would seem that he is busy all the time; by his own count he has appeared in something like 14 movies in the last three years. These include “Mamma Mia!,” in which he plays a buttoned-down lawyer who finds the freedom to lust after other men (and to sing) in sunny Greece; “Dorian Gray,” in which he plays a debauched, hedonistic schemer; and “Then She Found Me,” in which he plays the repressed, prickly love interest of Helen Hunt.  
He is underappreciated, said Barnaby Thompson, who produced “Dorian Gray” and has often worked with Mr. Firth. 
“He is one of the best actors of his generation, and this might be a turning point in his career,” Mr. Thompson said of “A Single Man.” “The interesting thing about most films he’s in is that he’s doing not much very well, and everyone else is doing a lot.” He doesn’t “chew the scenery,” Mr. Thompson said, but has the talent of acting without seeming to. 
“His principal strength is that he is incredibly truthful,” he said. “Whether he’s playing drama or farce, you always believe him on an emotional level.” 
Mr. Firth came to “A Single Man” through the unusual route of a direct, unfiltered-by-agent e-mail message from Mr. Ford. 
“I wanted an actor who was completely sympathetic who could project this idea of an inner life that’s self-contained and orderly and restrained,” Mr. Ford said. “Some actors fake things, but with him, whatever it is  — the expression in his eyes, the subtle movement of his face — communicates what the character is feeling. He’s perfect because the character is so much about restraint, about holding yourself together on the surface.” 
Mr. Ford proved to be an unstoppable persuasive force, from the eloquence of his e-mail message, to his  script, to his appearance at their first meeting, preternaturally pristine despite having just stepped off a plane. “If I’d known him a little better, I would have scrubbed up a little more,” he said. 
The versatile Mr. Firth has played his share of comedy, as in the “Bridget Jones” movies. He also has a healthy sideline in sneering aristocratic villains like Lord Wessex in “Shakespeare in Love” and Lord Henry in “Dorian Gray.” 
“It’s much more fun playing nasty, mean characters,” he said. George, while not the least bit nasty, was particularly richly drawn, he said. “We’re talking about one day in the life of a man, in which he experiences despair, lust, hilarity, frivolousness, indignation and anger — just about every experience a human being can have.”
 He liked playing a character whose inner life was so at odds with his carapace. “One of the reasons that Tom’s film is so wonderfully written is that it addresses the fact that people aren’t really saying what’s going on inside them,” he said.
 In one of the film’s most powerful scenes, a flashback, George hears by telephone of his lover’s death in a car accident, all the while maintaining the pretense that the two were just friends, that he understands perfectly that the funeral is for family only. He sits almost completely still as he projects the sense of a man whose world has fallen apart. 
“One of the things I’ve always been taught as a drama student was not to play the emotion,” Mr. Firth said. “That doesn’t mean to say you don’t express it, you don’t have it, you don’t find it. The emotion is the obstacle. The person doesn’t want to be unhappy, and the unhappiness is the obstacle that gets in the way.”
Mr. Firth was born in 1960, the son of two professors, and spent part of his childhood in Nigeria, where three grandparents were missionaries. He was a disaffected, long-haired, existential-philosophy-reading, guitar-playing youth. 
He once scored 3 percent on a chemistry test. (“The teacher gave me two points for writing my name at the top of the paper and two points for writing his name, and he had to take a point away for spelling his name wrong,” Mr. Firth said.) Scheduled to take an early-morning exam required to get into college, he rolled over and went back to sleep. 
All that is in the past. 
“As time’s gone on, I’ve become less interested in how bad I felt as a kid,” he said, a refreshingly un-actorish thing to say. But he leads an un-actorish life in West London with his wife, the director and producer Livia Giuggioli, with whom he runs a company that promotes environmental issues. He works on behalf of refugees and fair trade for tribal people, though he does not make a big deal about it. He has a fungible household of five boys: two stepsons in their 20s, a 19-year-old from a relationship to the actress Meg Tilly, and two younger sons with Ms. Giuggioli. 
The turning point for him was drama school, at the Drama Center London. He got out of bed, chopped off his hair, cleaned up his attitude, won the lead role in a school production of “Hamlet” and went almost directly to “Another Country,” first on the West End and then on film. 
At one point, Mr. Thompson recalled, Mr. Firth considered playing one of the drag queens in the movie “The Adventures of Priscilla, Queen of the Desert.” He took an alternate path as Mr. Darcy, setting himself on a wholly different trajectory. 
Because he finds the ramifications of repression so interesting, Mr. Firth said, he doesn’t mind being the sometime go-to actor for handsome British characters struggling between reserve and emotion. 
“I like what happens as a result of communication problems because I don’t think people communicate truly in any way,” he said. “Communication is always imperfect. Language is an imperfect instrument — so is sex, so is shouting at each other — and although you get the occasional moments when you feel truly connected, as George says in the film, they’re pretty hard to keep hold of.”
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This Texan Knows How That Texan Sounds
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Lorey Sebastian


Jeff Bridges as the wrung-out singer Bad Blake of “Crazy Heart,” on which T Bone Burnett handled the music.





By MARGY ROCHLIN


Published: December 4, 2009 




Brentwood, Calif.
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IN Hollywood these days an Oscar-handicapping conversation can’t be conducted without mentioning Jeff Bridges as the wrung-out country singer Bad Blake in “Crazy Heart.” When Mr. Bridges was first sent the script, he wasn’t sure the role was for him. Though the pages were filled with descriptions of the smoky dive bars and broken-down bowling alleys where the onetime star has been reduced to playing, the actual songs Bad Blake would sing had not been written. A year later Mr. Bridges changed his mind on the film after receiving a phone call from his old friend, the songwriter and performer T Bone Burnett. 
“He was like, ‘You know this movie “Crazy Heart”?’ ” Mr. Bridges recalled. “I said, ‘Yeah.’ He said, ‘Let’s do it.’ Then we both jumped at it.” 
A fleeting “I’ll do it if you will” pact with Mr. Burnett would nowadays be enough to win over a lot of actors. In the music world he has long been a sought-after producer whose name can be found in the CD liner notes of talents like Elvis Costello, Roy Orbison and K. D. Lang. But it wasn’t until 2000 that Hollywood executives also began to take Mr. Burnett, a Texan transplanted to Los Angeles, seriously. That’s when he gathered a collection of rootsy bluegrass, gospel and old-timey country music for the movie “O Brother, Where Art Thou?” That soundtrack sold seven million copies and, in 2002, won five Grammys, including best producer for Mr. Burnett.
 Since then he’s overseen the music for films like “Walk the Line” and “Cold Mountain.” For each film the approach was the same: music was composed or assembled before a single frame was shot. (The more conventional method is to match the music to the finished film.) 
For “Crazy Heart” this meant first sorting out with its director and screenwriter, Scott Cooper, which musical acts might have influenced a 50-something country singer who grew up in Texas. Their answer: Lefty Frizzell, George Jones and Peggy Lee. After that Mr. Burnett and Stephen Bruton, a guitarist and songwriter he had known for years, began composing tunes that fit Bad Blake’s brand of hook-driven blues-rock. When Mr. Bridges rasps out “I used to be somebody/Now I am somebody else” in the movie, audiences will hear it as just another of Bad Blake’s rueful toe-tappers. But to Mr. Burnett and Mr. Bruton, those two lines ground the entire movie and define the way their greasy-haired, whiskey-drinking protagonist might unload his frustrations. 
“He could deal with it in real time in a bar,” Mr. Burnett said. “He could sing it. But he probably couldn’t say to his girlfriend, if he had one, or even a friend, ‘I’m all washed up.’ So that became the fulcrum for the character.”
Roughly three months later, with the songs in “Crazy Heart” completed, Mr. Burnett and Mr. Bridges  moved into the recording phase. The way Mr. Bridges described it, he was unnerved by Mr. Burnett’s vast grasp of musical history and putteringly low-key in-studio persona. 
“I really wanted to pull this off,” said Mr. Bridges, who sings five of the songs backed by the Musicians, a supergroup of fiddlers, pianists, guitarists and pedal-steel masters gathered by Mr. Burnett. “My process is that I work on stuff: I memorize my lines, I do the work. But Bone has a kind of Zen approach where he just kind of creates space for this thing to occur. It kind of made me anxious.”
 In person Mr. Burnett, a towering 6 foot 5 with a wet, infectious laugh and a low, whispery voice, is a striking if unusual presence. Sprawled out in the front room of his spacious Brentwood house on a recent morning, his lank hair low over one eye and the cuffs of his white button-down shirt extravagantly long and crisp, he looked as if he’d stepped out of a  Civil War-era tintype. 
Born in St. Louis, T Bone (his real name is Joseph Henry Burnett) was raised in Fort Worth and began playing guitar and writing songs by the age of 14. At 20 he opened his first recording studio, one that catered to country singers who would show up after their Saturday gigs with a bottle of amphetamines and a fifth of Jack Daniel’s and record until dawn. He traces his love for pairing music with film back to 1972, when he was hired to score a promotional film, featuring a cocktail party, meant to be shown at the opening of the Kimbell Art Museum in Fort Worth.
 While trying out different songs he began to notice how the mood of the music he chose radically altered the feel of the soiree. “I thought, ‘Gosh, I could make this cocktail party either really sophisticated or completely change the nature of it,’ ” said Mr. Burnett, who eventually tabled his experimental notions and had the good sense to go with “warm, ethereal cocktail party,” using Nat King Cole’s dreamy “When I Fall In Love” for his film-scoring debut. 
Back when “Crazy Heart” was still in preproduction, Ryan Bingham, a young musician from New Mexico who had landed a bit part as a member of Bad Blake’s pickup band, played Mr. Burnett an incomplete version of a tune he was writing. “That’s the title song,” Mr. Burnett instantly told him. When “Crazy Heart” is released on Dec. 19, Mr. Bingham’s reflective, ultimately hopeful ballad “The Weary Kind (Theme From ‘Crazy Heart’)” will play over the end credits. (Mr. Burnett is listed as co-writer.) There will also be an on-screen dedication to Mr. Bruton, who plays guitar and mandolin on some of the tracks and had a hand in writing many of the songs. In May he died of cancer at Mr. Burnett’s home. 
“I have to say I’ve yet to get over it,” Mr. Burnett said, his eyes welling up. “But I’m deeply gratified that Stephen’s last act is going to see the light of day.” 
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Akira Kurosawa in a Box, Including Early Rareties
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Courtesy of the Criterion Collection


Kenichi Enomoto, left, and Denjiro Okochi in “The Men Who Tread on the Tiger's Tail,” one of the films from the beginning of Kurosawa's career, previously unavailable in the United States.
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Published: December 4, 2009 




THE most imposing DVD gift set of this holiday season is “AK 100: 25 Films by Akira Kurosawa,” which, in commemoration of Kurosawa’s coming centennial, the Criterion Collection has released at the equally imposing retail price of $399.
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Elegantly packaged in a shoebox-size container covered in red and black linen, it contains 25 of the 30-odd features directed by Kurosawa, the Japanese filmmaker most famous for “Rashomon” (1950) and “Seven Samurai” (1954). For the most part these are titles that have already been issued by Criterion in stand-alone editions; they’ve been remastered here with a new menu design but without the extensive supplementary features for which Criterion has become justly famous. This time around it’s just the movies, though the set comes with an abundantly illustrated 96-page book with an introductory essay and notes on each film by the Kurosawa scholar Stephen Prince, as well as a personal reminiscence by Donald Richie, who was among the first critics to present Kurosawa to Western audiences. 
With surprisingly few exceptions Japanese movies were virtually unknown outside of Japan until “Rashomon” won the Golden Lion at the 1951 Venice Film Festival, touching off a vogue for Japanese cinema that lasted through the decade. Kurosawa, who died in 1998, was never forgiven for his early success by the Western critics who came to prefer the more stylistically refined films of Kenji Mizoguchi, Yasujiro Ozu and other directors whose work was discovered in Kurosawa’s wake, or by the Japanese critics who considered Kurosawa too Western in his cultural references and aesthetic choices. 
Today these debates seem provincial and pointless. As the great French critic André Bazin wrote in a letter to his pupil François Truffaut, “Unquestionably anyone who prefers Kurosawa must be incurably blind, but anyone who loves only Mizoguchi is one-eyed.” There is no denying the surging vitality of a “Seven Samurai” or a “Yojimbo” (1961), just as there is no denying the blunt thematic statements and stylistic jumble of films like  “Ikiru” (1952) and “I Live in Fear” (1955). And we now know that Mizoguchi and Ozu were influenced just as much by Western films as by Kurosawa, if not more so, with no apparent cost to their Japaneseness, itself a concept rendered suspicious by our postmodern distrust of essentialism. 
“AK 100” includes four films that haven’t previously been available in the United States, all from the beginning of Kurosawa’s career, which happened to coincide with World War II. This was not a moment for an ambitious young filmmaker to appear too Western, and rather than seeking his source material in Shakespeare (“Throne of Blood,” 1957), Dostoevsky (“The Idiot,” 1951) or Ed McBain (“High and Low,” 1963), as he would do later, Kurosawa stayed close to home. 
His first film, “Sanshiro Sugata,” was drawn from  a popular novel based on the exploits of a 19th-century martial arts champion. The film, at least in its present state (some 17 minutes had disappeared from Kurosawa’s original cut by the time it was rereleased in 1952), contains no overt propaganda, but its story of an undisciplined young drifter (Susumu Fujita) who becomes a judo master would not have displeased the authorities with its themes of dedication, self-sacrifice and focused aggression. 
Kurosawa’s hero triumphs by pursuing the new methods of judo over the old-fashioned techniques of jujitsu, and the director seems to be following a similar strategy. The accelerated camera movements, spatially  disruptive editing and occasional lyrical touches (like a shift into slow motion to depict a character’s death) all seem to announce there’s a new sheriff in town. Audiences responded so enthusiastically to the hero  —  whose initial rebelliousness anticipates the unruliness of Kurosawa’s greatest star, Toshiro Mifune —  that Kurosawa was compelled to make a sequel in 1945. 
Released just a few months before the Japanese surrender, “Sanshiro Sugata, Part Two” begins with a moment of undisguised agitprop: Sanshiro kicks the stuffing out of a drunken American sailor (it’s the Yokohama of 1887) and then allows himself to be drawn into an exhibition match that pits his jujitsu against the boxing of an American champion. 
Not surprisingly, Sanshiro prevails, but the film is hardly a study in mindless triumphalism. In its second half the conflict turns inward, and Sanshiro finds himself battling a howling madman (Akitake Kono), the brother of a defeated rival, on a desolate mountainside during a raging snowstorm (an early example of expressive weather in Kurosawa’s work). The atmosphere seems more that of a ghost story than a martial arts romp, and the film trails off into a sense of exhaustion and defeat, barely mitigated by a final close-up of the smiling star. 
In between the two judo films Kurosawa was assigned to “The Most Beautiful,” a blunt propaganda movie that begins with a written exhortation to the audience to “attack and destroy the enemy.” Set in a factory where female workers are manufacturing optics for bomb sights, the film resembles one of the more demented artifacts of China’s Cultural Revolution with its hordes of happy workers joyfully inflicting social pressure on one another to increase production. It contains none of the ambivalence of “Sanshiro Sugata” and very little of Kurosawa’s art.
His final wartime film was “The Men Who Tread on the Tiger’s Tail,” a short (60 minutes), low-budget feature whose cramped sets and painted backgrounds reflect the punishing austerity of the empire’s last days. With so little means to create cinema, Kurosawa seems to have decided to create theater instead: based on two traditional plays about a feudal lord who must cross into enemy territory to escape his treacherous brother, the film is played with the stylized acting and musical commentary of a Noh drama. But the solemnity of the form is ruptured by the outrageous mugging of Kenichi Enomoto, a prewar comedy star cast as a cowardly porter.
Still in production when the armistice was signed, “Tiger’s Tail” fell victim to a bureaucratic foul-up under the American occupation government and remained unseen in Japan until the Venice award prompted a Kurosawa revival in 1952. It is a tiny addition to Kurosawa’s monumental body of work, but one is grateful to have every bit. 

ALSO OUT THIS WEEK
HARRY POTTER AND THE HALF-BLOOD PRINCE In the sixth installment of J. K. Rowling’s “Potter” series, Harry discovers that he is the “chosen one.” The franchise “has transformed in subtle and obvious fashion, changing in tandem with the sprouting bodies and slowly evolving personalities of its young, now teenage characters,” Manohla Dargis wrote in The New York Times in July. The director, David Yates, “does a fine job of keeping Ms. Rowling’s multiple parts in balanced play, nimbly shifting between the action and the adolescent soap operatics.” With Daniel Radcliffe, Emma Watson and plenty of other familiar faces. (Warner Home Video, Blu-ray $35.99, two-disc standard definition $34.99, single disc $28.98, PG)
JULIE AND JULIA Nora Ephron’s film interlaces the adventures of a would-be writer (Amy Adams) who vows to cook her way through Julia Child’s “Mastering the Art of French Cooking” with Child’s experiences (as interpreted by Meryl Streep) in France in the 1950s. A. O. Scott, writing in The Times in August, found the film to be uneven but added that “an imperfect meal can still have a lot of flavor, and the pleasures offered by this movie should not be disdained.” (Sony, Blu-ray $39.95, standard definition $28.96, PG-13)
PUBLIC ENEMIES Johnny Depp portrays a gallant John Dillinger in Michael Mann’s revival of the romantic gangster myth. In July in The Times, Ms. Dargis called this “a grave and beautiful work of art.” With Christian Bale and Marion Cotillard. (Universal, Blu-ray $36.98, two-disc special edition $34.98, standard definition $29.98, R)
THE COVE A hidden Japanese lagoon is revealed as the site of a brutal annual dolphin hunt in a documentary by the National Geographic photographer Louie Psihoyos. In July in The Times, Jeannette Catsoulis praised “Mr. Psihoyos’s eye for a powerful image” and “savvy narrative style: this is no angry enviro-rant but a living, breathing movie whose horrifying disclosures feel fully earned.” (Lionsgate, $27.98, PG-13)
THE BATTLE OF CHILE The overthrow of Salvador Allende’s democratically elected socialist government is depicted in an acclaimed documentary by Patricio Guzmán. Writing in The Times in 1978, Vincent Canby said this “is not an easy film to watch, not because the events it details are so sorrowful, so inevitable, which they are, but because the film itself is so studiously impersonal.” This four-disc edition includes Mr. Guzmán’s 1997 look back, “Chile, Obstinate Memory.” (Icarus Films, $44.98, not rated) 
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So You Think You Can Compete?
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From left, Vincent Chaillet, Ludmila Pagliero and Josua Hoffalt, Paris Opera Ballet dancers who were promoted to coveted top spots of premier danseur and première danseuse after this year's Concours.





By ROSLYN SULCAS


Published: December 4, 2009 



PARIS
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THE stage of the Palais Garnier is bare and bright. Eleven people sit at a table in the empty orchestra section, frowning at their notebooks. A tinkling bell sounds, and an announcer appears onstage and formally introduces a dancer. For three minutes or so she plows through the technical minefields of the obligatory variation and finishes, smiling brightly. There is no applause. A few seconds’ silence and the bell rings again.
The annual Concours at the Paris Opera Ballet is not for the faint of heart. In this company, one of the world’s leading classical dance troupes, it’s not enough to be talented. It’s not enough to be consistently cast in soloist or leading roles, or chosen by visiting choreographers. It is not enough to be adored by audiences or find special favor with the artistic staff.
That’s because, unlike any other ballet company in the world, the Opera has a hierarchy and system of promotion almost military in its Spartan exactitude. In order to be promoted a dancer must enter the annual Concours, or promotional competition, and perform two variations (one set, one “free”) before an 11-member jury made up of fellow company members, Opera officials and two outside judges (this year the choreographer Pierre Lacotte and Igor Zelensky, director of the Novosibirsk Ballet). 
The competition has existed at the Opera in one form or another since 1860, instituted by Marie Taglioni as an obligatory exam to maintain standards. (Only in the 1970s did participation become voluntary for the company’s 154 dancers, roughly half of whom take part.) The most recent competition was two weeks ago, and it offered the same spectacle of ambition, hope and despair that plays out every year.
The jury’s rankings determine who is promoted into the few places available in each grade: after the entry level quadrille come coryphée, sujet and premier danseur. Once  dancers join the Opera, a state-supported company, they have little incentive to abandon a guaranteed salary until the mandatory retirement age of 42, and a pension thereafter. (This year the coveted top spots went to Ludmila Pagliero, Josua Hoffalt and Vincent Chaillet.) 
The only rank not possible to acquire through competition is the elusive étoile, or star. The title is mostly given to premier dancers, but not always. 
Most dancers, however, depend on the competition both for improvements in their salaries (roughly a 15 percent gain with each grade) and better roles, since casting is determined largely by rank.
It’s a grueling system. Injury, illness, nerves or just a bad day can derail a career for a whole year, or longer. The dancers find themselves judged by, and pitted against, friends and colleagues, with whom they will soon — perhaps that very night — dance onstage. But the competition is regarded favorably by the dancers, said Ariane Dollfus, a writer for Danser magazine.
“We are a nation of competitions,” Ms. Dollfus said. “The idea that excellence is recognized through an exam or competition is prevalent in every walk of French life. There are competitions to get into the grandes écoles, for administrative jobs, for architects, for civil servants. It’s very French. We have more confidence in a formal, official structure than in something that seems like an arbitrary decision.”
To non-French ears, the idea of the competition as a democratic procedure can sound strange. Can’t wonderful artists who may not be technical virtuosos be overlooked? Surely the personal likes and dislikes of the five company members who make up half the jury can influence the outcome? 
 “There are some dancers who aren’t competition animals,” said Brigitte Lefèvre, director of dance at the Opera, looking somewhat weary after the first rounds. “Sometimes that has serious consequences. If you don’t pull off your pirouettes, your balances, at least there are a group of insiders on the jury who know what you can do and take that into account.”
Ms. Lefèvre acknowledged that the competition is psychologically grueling for the dancers, who work on their solos for months while also rehearsing and performing a changing repertory. (Ms. Lefèvre and the ballet master Patrice Bart choose the set variations each year.) 
“It’s brutal on the day of the competition,” she said. “There is so much at stake. There are always tears, always dancers coming to see me after to discuss. I tell them, and I believe, that over the course of a career talent finds its way. And after all, nerves and tests are something dancers have to face in the course of their onstage lives.”
For dancers of clearly outstanding promise the competition is probably no more than routine. Agnès Letestu, Dorothée Gilbert and Mathias Heymann are just a few of the current étoiles  who shot through the ranks in short order. But for others the path can be harder. Isabelle Ciaravola, recently named an étoile, had to endure 11 rounds of the competition before finally being promoted to première danseuse in 2003. 
“For me, doing the competition has nothing to do with the joy of dancing,” Ms. Ciaravola said in a telephone conversation. “Your life, your career is at stake for four minutes. You need nerves of steel.”
But even Ms. Ciaravola spoke positively of the competition, pointing out that it is a chance for corps de ballet dancers to be noticed, and that it motivates dancers who have permanent jobs to keep working hard.
“It’s an amazingly stressful system, but it’s just normal for them,” said David Hallberg, an American Ballet Theater principal dancer who spent a year in the final division at the Paris Opera Ballet school, watching his fellow students prepare for the entrance exam to the company. “Not only do the dancers not question the system, they are proud of it. It’s part of their institution, their tradition. In France, that counts for a lot.”
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From Las Vegas, Newport, Norway and Brooklyn


By NATE CHINEN

Published: December 4, 2009 



Beyoncé
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Intimacy is a relative term in Beyoncé’s world. Her new concert DVD, “I Am ... Yours. An Intimate Performance at Wynn Las Vegas” (Sony), documents a smaller- than-usual show for her. But the stagecraft  —  wind machines, lasers, arena lighting  —  keeps a viewer at a worshipful remove. There’s exactly one human-scale moment in the concert, when she sits at the lip of the stage to sing an acoustic treatment of “Resentment,” from her album “B’Day.” And even then she makes it a showstopper. Of course Beyoncé has always fared better with declaration than with disclosure, framing her sentiments as actions. Still, the old-fashioned extravagance of this production, which she conceived and choreographed with Frank Gatson Jr., feels like some kind of honesty: it’s a sincere gesture from a show-business savant. (Las Vegas is a good place for her in that sense.) The concert’s second half involves a triumphal tour through Beyoncé’s career, beginning with a Destiny’s Child audition at the age of 9 and ending with “Single Ladies (Put a Ring on It),” her 2008 smash. “I will always give 100 percent to entertain y’all,” she says afterward, almost breathless, before thanking her dancers, her crew and her all-female band. 
Blakroc
What’s more surprising about “Blakroc” (Blakroc): that it ever happened, or that it works as well as it does? The product of a partnership between the Black Keys, a  blues-rock duo from Akron, Ohio, and Damon Dash, a founder and former executive of Roc-A-Fella Records, it was recorded in 11 days with no instrumental samples. Its sound is hard but loose, rooted in sinewy beats by Patrick Carney, the Black Keys’ drummer, and spooky riffs by Dan Auerbach, its guitarist and singer. The verses come from several Wu Tang Clan members (RZA, Raekwon and, via a posthumous sample, Ol’ Dirty Bastard); a few veteran bohemians (Mos Def, Q-Tip, Pharoahe Monch); and a few proven mischief makers (Ludacris, Jim Jones, Billy Danze). Just as sturdy are the strivings of Noe, a relative newcomer whose timbre and cadence disconcertingly (but effectively) evoke Jay-Z, and the R&B singer Nicole Wray, who has always done her best work in collaboration. Mr. Auerbach sings a few hooks too, but in a way that deflects attention, deftly setting up the next round of boasts. 
‘Daptone Gold’
Part greatest-hits compilation, part rarities collection, “Daptone Gold” presents what might be the most focused argument yet for the mission of Daptone Records, a Brooklyn indie label dedicated to rugged retro-soul. Obviously that argument involves multiple helpings of the label’s flagship outfit, Sharon Jones and the Dap-Kings, including a Gladys Knight and the Pips cover (“Giving Up,” previously unreleased) and a James Brown-style workout (“I’m Not Gonna Cry,” previously issued on 45). Other acts from the roster — including the Budos Band, Lee Fields and Naomi Shelton and the Gospel Queens — are represented in similarly choice morsels. The track listing runs from the label’s first-ever release, a 45 single made by Ms. Jones in 2000, to one of its most recent offerings, “The Stroll Pt. 2,” featuring Binky Griptite and the Mellomatics, originally released in June (again, only on 45). The songs range  from indignant to imploring, but it’s all exceedingly funky, united in an aesthetic of lo-fi warmth and serviceable grit. 
Newport Jazz Festival 1959
Wolfgang’s Vault, the online live-music repository, recently began to post an enormous archive of recordings from the glory years of the Newport Jazz Festival. The first big installment —  delivered last month at wolfgangsvault.com, as a free online stream or a paid download —  covered sets from 1959. And the performances, by many acts then at the top of their game, like the Modern Jazz Quartet and the Ahmad Jamal Trio, offer more than a musical bounty. Consuming this music in a binge, as it originally occurred, you begin to recognize a distinctive dynamic of jazz from that era, situated almost squarely between broad commerce and high art. It’s all fascinating and sharply entertaining, not least for the curious dislocations, like a gripping performance from the Swan Silvertone Singers, who sound a little  bewildered by their generous reception.
Supersilent
The throb is the thing on “Supersilent 9” (Rune Grammofon), the ninth release from this experimental Norwegian collective. Freely improvised and glacial in its movements, the album features everyone in the band on Hammond organ, even though they aren’t, strictly speaking, organists. This is not crazy, though it’s a little perverse: the idea apparently arose after the decampment of the group’s longtime drummer. (The utter absence of rhythm here registers almost as an act of passive protest.) Over the course of four tracks that are numbered rather than titled, in accordance with Supersilent custom, the remaining three members — Arve Henriksen, Stale Storlokken and Helge Sten (a k a Deathprod), who also produced — shape a swirling fog of quavers, chirps, rumbles and drones. It’s music to get lost in, stumbling slowly through the dark.
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Who Knew That Robots Were Funky?
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Kraftwerk, top, in 2002.




By MIKE RUBIN

Published: December 4, 2009 



IT was at a party in 1970 that Ralf Hütter first glimpsed the potential power of the Man Machine. Kraftwerk, the avant-garde musical group he had founded that year with Florian Schneider in Düsseldorf, Germany, was playing a concert at the opening of an art gallery, a typical gig at the time. Trying to channel the energy of the Detroit bands it admired, like the Stooges and MC5, the duo had augmented its usual arsenal of Mr. Schneider’s flute and Mr. Hütter’s electric organ with a tape recorder and a little drum machine, and they were whipping the crowd into a frenzy with loops of feedback and a flurry of synthetic beats.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
As the show climaxed, Mr. Hütter recalled: “I pressed some keys down on my keyboard, putting some weight down on the keys, and we left the stage. The audience at the party was so wild, they kept dancing to the machine.”
Thus began a careerlong obsession with the fusion of man and technology. It would take four more years (and three largely instrumental records of electro-acoustic improvisation) before Kraftwerk heralded the coming of electronic pop on its landmark 1974 album “Autobahn,” and another four years before the members proclaimed themselves automatons on “The Robots,” the band’s de facto theme song from 1978’s “The Man-Machine” album. But even in 1970 the hum of what Mr. Hütter calls electrodynamics was buzzing in his veins. 
“This rhythm, industrial rhythm, that’s what inspires me,” Mr. Hütter, 63, said. “It’s in the nature of the machines. Machines are funky.”
Few bands have done more to promote that once incongruous concept than Kraftwerk. Though its image shifted over the years from conservatory longhairs to Weimar-era dandies to stylized mannequin machines, it consistently provided a blueprint for the circuitry of modern pop music. David Bowie, an early adapter, channeled the band’s chilly vibes for his late ’70s “Berlin Trilogy,” and in the early 1980s synth pop groups like Human League and Depeche Mode followed suit. 
Kraftwerk also became the unlikely godfather of American hip-hop and black electronic dance music, inspiring pioneers in the South Bronx and Detroit. Today Kraftwerk’s resonance can be heard in works as varied as Radiohead and the Auto-Tuned hip-hop of Kanye West and T-Pain. 
“Kraftwerk were a huge influence on the early hip-hop scene, and they basically invented electro, which has had a huge influence on contemporary R&B and pop,” the techno artist Moby said. “Kraftwerk are to contemporary electronic music what the Beatles and the Rolling Stones are to contemporary rock music.”
Yet 35 years after “Autobahn” Kraftwerk remains relatively anonymous, thanks largely to a carefully crafted cloak of secrecy, one that an hourlong phone conversation last month with Mr. Hütter from Kraftwerk’s Kling Klang Studio outside Düsseldorf failed to penetrate significantly. On topics ranging from the band’s creative hibernation of the last quarter-century (only two albums of new material since 1981’s “Computer World”) to Mr. Schneider’s departure from the group late last year, Mr. Hütter was pleasant but revealed little. “It’s important for me that the music speak for itself,” he said.
This month the music should do just that with the release of “The Catalogue” (Astralwerks/EMI), a boxed set of newly remastered versions of the band’s last eight albums, beginning with “Autobahn” and including all of the records with the so-called classic Kraftwerk lineup: Mr. Hütter, Mr. Schneider and the electronic percussionists Wolfgang Flur and Karl Bartos. (Five of the remastered albums are also available individually.) Like Mr. Hütter’s infrequent interviews, “The Catalogue” doesn’t divulge much that fans don’t already know. There are no liner notes, no unreleased tracks, no digital mini-documentaries, just some additional photos and revised album graphics. 
The music, however, is much more generous. The remasters render Kraftwerk’s glistening, icy textures even more shimmering and crystalline, the repetition more entrancing. “Autobahn,” for example, welds a bouncy Beach Boys harmony to the hypnotic 4/4 motorik beat pioneered by the German band Neu! (whose Klaus Dinger and Michael Rother were part of an early Kraftwerk lineup) to create a 22-minute synthesizer symphony evoking a pleasant highway drive. (A three-minute edit of the song reached No. 25 on Billboard’s singles chart in 1975, the group’s only hit in the United States.) 
“For the first time, I think the music sounds the way we always heard it and produced it in our Kling Klang Studio,” Mr. Hütter said. 
After “Autobahn,” albums like “Radio-Activity” (1976) and “Trans-Europe Express” (1977) further refined the group’s experimental pop sensibility. Borrowing from the German tradition of sprechgesang, or spoken singing, Mr. Hütter’s flat, affectless voice — sometimes treated with a vocoder to further dehumanize it — is an odd match for the band’s lilting music-box melodies. “What I try to do on the synthesizers,” Mr. Hütter said, “is sing with my fingers.” 
But for some critics the group’s synthetic songs just didn’t compute. “Fun plus dinky doesn’t make funky no matter who’s dancing to what program,” Robert Christgau wrote of “Computer World” in The Village Voice. “Funk has blood in it.”
Such distinctions didn’t seem to matter to club crowds: New York’s downtown  scene embraced the group. François Kevorkian, a D.J. at underground clubs in the late ’70s and early ’80s, would use Kraftwerk to blend tracks by Fela Kuti and Babatunde Olatunji into his sets. “What was really remarkable was that their music was getting played just as much at Paradise Garage as it was getting played at the Mudd Club, and there were very, very few records that had that ability to cross over between all the different scenes,” said Mr. Kevorkian, who would later work with the band on its “Electric Cafe” album. “Kraftwerk was, like, universal.”
Kraftwerk had long been a staple of the D.J. sets of Afrika Bambaataa in the South Bronx, and in 1982 he and the producer Arthur Baker decided to combine the melody from “Trans-Europe Express” (which Mr. Baker had noticed kids playing on boom boxes in a Long Island City, Queens, park) and the rhythm pattern of “Numbers” (which Mr. Baker had seen wow customers at a Brooklyn record store). The result was the pioneering 12-inch single “Planet Rock” by Afrika Bambaataa and the Soulsonic Force. 
 “I’m trying to remember a record that created that much mayhem on the dance floor when it first came out, and I can’t,” Mr. Kevorkian said of the reaction to “Planet Rock.” Most early hip-hop songs were slow, “from 90 beats per minute to 110,” Mr. Bambaataa said. “We went to 130 beats per minute, and from that came Latin freestyle, Miami bass and all that.” 
“All that” encompassed an entirely new genre, electro, which paved an alternate route for hip-hop. It’s hard to imagine the productions of Timbaland or the Neptunes without the innovations of “Planet Rock,” and its repercussions can still be heard the world over, from Bay Area hyphy to Brazilian baile funk. 
The roots of techno  wind their way back to Düsseldorf too. In Detroit the radio D.J. Charles Johnson — better known as  the Electrifying Mojo — built a fervent following on the urban contemporary station WGPR-FM in the late ’70s and early ’80s by ignoring the rigid formatting of other local stations. He had fished a copy of “Autobahn” out of the discard bin at a previous station and soon acquired a copy of “Trans-Europe Express.” “It was the most hypnotic, funkiest, electronic fusion energy I’d ever heard,” Mr. Johnson said. Kraftwerk became a staple of Mojo’s show “The Midnight Funk Association.” When “Computer World” came out, Mr. Johnson played almost every song on the album each night, making a lasting impression on a generation of musicians.
 “Before I heard ‘The Robots’ I wasn’t really using sequencers and I was playing everything by hand, so it sounded really organic, really flowing, really loose,” the Detroit D.J. and producer Juan Atkins said. “That really made me research getting into sequencing, to give everything that real tight robotic feel.”
Over the next several years Mr. Atkins, along with his high school friends Derrick May and Kevin Saunderson, would become the pioneers of techno, which Mr. May once famously described as being “like George Clinton and Kraftwerk caught in an elevator with only a sequencer to keep them company.”
Techno would eventually explode internationally in 1988, with raves in London and trance in Goa, India. Back in Detroit, “Computer World” would assume the status of a sacred text. Kraftwerk was “considered like gods,” said Carl Craig, a Detroit techno producer. “Black people could relate to it because it was like James Brown. It was just this kind of relentless groove.” Mad Mike Banks, founder of the Detroit techno collective Underground Resistance, said he considered the song “Numbers,” from “Computer World,” the “secret code of electronic funk.”
“That track hit home in Detroit so hard,” Mr. Banks said. “They had just created the perfect urban music because it was controlled chaos, and that’s exactly what we live in.”
For Kraftwerk it’s a civic connection that has come full circle. In the last decade Mr. Hütter has developed relationships with some Detroit artists he inspired, including Mr. Banks. It seems to be a  kind of “brotherhood, like Düsseldorf and Detroit,” Mr. Hütter said, saying he’s fascinated “that this music from two industrial centers of the world, with different cultures and different history, suddenly there’s an inspiration and a flow going back and forth. It’s fantastic.
“All this positive energy, this feedback coming back to me, is charging our battery, and now we’re full of energy. It keeps my Ralf robot going.”
Indeed, compared with Kraftwerk’s near invisibility throughout most of the ’80s and ’90s, the last few years have seen a relative flurry of Kraftwerk activity. Laptops have allowed the group to take its Kling Klang Studio on the road, so it has been touring regularly, adding 3-D graphics to the live show this year. Now that “The Catalogue” is completed, Mr. Hütter has promised a new Kraftwerk album soon, which would mark the band’s first recording without Mr. Schneider. If Mr. Hütter has any reservations about working without his musical partner of four decades, he kept them to himself; perhaps robots are incapable of showing emotion?
 “There’s so much to do,” Mr. Hütter said. “I feel like we are just starting.”
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No Puppet to Political Correctness


By NEIL GENZLINGER

Published: December 4, 2009 



THE question: Is Jeff Dunham the most offensive person on television?
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The answer: No, not by a long shot.
The real question: Why do so many people think Jeff Dunham is the most offensive person on television?
Mr. Dunham, a ventriloquist with a collection of outspoken dummies he uses as a license to make politically incorrect remarks about all sorts of groups, had built a huge following even before “The Jeff Dunham Show” made its debut on Comedy Central in October. “Huge” somehow feels like an understatement. One of his YouTube videos just racked up its 100 millionth viewing. 
Mr. Dunham developed that fan base through long years on the comedy circuit, late-night talk show appearances and DVD sales. But now that he is in prime time — yes, it’s on cable, but still prime time — something about his weekly show has caused both bloggers and mainstream television critics to get out their knives.
“The Jeff Dunham Show Is the Worst Thing in the Entire World,” a rant on videogum.com was headlined. And a writer for The Chicago Tribune said, “There are gay jokes, bathroom jokes, racist jokes and a bit that will surely be offensive to White Trash Americans,” adding: “At best, you won’t laugh. At worst, you will weep for the half-hour you have lost and destroy all the puppets in your home.” 
Mr. Dunham’s dummies are not exactly lovable Lamb Chops, or even mischievous Charlie McCarthys. They include Achmed the Dead Terrorist (he of the 100 million views), a skeletal suicide bomber; Walter, an angry old white guy; and Sweet Daddy Dee, a jive-talking black man identified in skits as Mr. Dunham’s manager. Any given Achmed bit is liable to have jokes about the 72 virgins and to carry the strong implication that the only thing Arabs and/or Muslims are interested in is killing everyone else (though Mr. Dunham has tried to sidestep criticisms of Achmed by saying the character isn’t Muslim). A Sweet Daddy routine is sure to mock Mr. Dunham for not being able to talk “street,” and Walter is prone to making exceedingly vulgar remarks about women, among others. Oh, and the puppets like to question Mr. Dunham’s sexuality. 
Sure, people who like their humor only a certain way are going to find such stuff offensive, but the history of television is filled with comedies that found somebody to offend. Sometimes it was the offensiveness of an earlier time when sensitivity wasn’t a top priority — the whole tone of the television version of “Amos ’n’ Andy” in the early 1950s, for instance; the mentally dim Goober of “The Andy Griffith Show” and the whiskey-brewing Indians of “F Troop” in the 1960s.  But often it was calculated. 
Spike TV plays to a crowd that views women as sex objects, but so did “Three’s Company” 30 years ago. Whom might Mr.  Dunham have looked to for precedent when creating his deliberately stereotypical dummies? How about the revered “Rowan & Martin’s Laugh-In” of 40 years ago, with its dumb blonde (Goldie Hawn), broad black caricature (Flip Wilson) and irascible old people (Ruth Buzzi’s Gladys character and  Arte Johnson’s leering geezer). What constitutes “offensive” has a lot to do with who is doing the judging, and when.
And nothing in “The Jeff Dunham Show” comes close to the scathing satire of the average episode of “South Park,” which has been praised for years for boldly going where no show has gone before. Just a few weeks ago “South Park” managed the difficult trick of outraging both big-engine-loving flag wavers and some gay-rights advocates with an episode that involved repurposing a slur applied to gay people so that it referred to Harley owners instead. Dunham critics might argue that “South Park” is funny while Mr. Dunham’s show isn’t. Ultimately, though, viewers define “funny.” Mr. Dunham’s first episode drew an audience of 5.3 million, a record for Comedy Central. That Harley-related “South Park” drew 2.8 million viewers, the Nielsen Company reported; Mr. Dunham’s show that same week drew 2.3 million.
These are muddy waters indeed. Let’s see if we can clear them up by taking a look at a few specific  Dunham bits. How would you rank these in order of funniness and/or offensiveness?
1. Jeff and Walter are talking about a Georgia Supreme Court ruling that suggested consensual sex between teachers and students as young as 16 might be legal. “You know what makes matters worse?” Walter says. “Since it’s Georgia, a lot of these 16-year-olds are still in third grade.”
2. In a holiday-season bit Jeff is looking on as Achmed the Dead Terrorist plays with a dreidel. “This is as athletic as Jews get,” Achmed says.
3. Jeff and Sweet Daddy drop in on some Civil War re-enactors. The bit ends with Sweet Daddy and his large, black bodyguards using automatic weapons to mow down the re-enactors and Mr. Dunham, who is dressed as Abraham Lincoln.
4. Achmed is visiting a synagogue whose members are mostly black. “You being colored  —  well, I know you had no choice in that,” he says to one of them. “But whatever made you turn Jew?” 
5. Apropos of nothing, Walter notes that women in India often have a red dot on their forehead. “Maybe it lights up when the coffee’s ready,” he says. 
6. Jeff and Sweet Daddy are discussing ancient Greece. Sweet Daddy goes into a lengthy, rather detailed explication of the use of dildos by the women of the time, accompanied by graphic images from ancient artworks that prove his point.
Some are funnier than others; each is certainly appalling to somebody. But here’s the thing: Though any of the above could be Jeff Dunham bits, only Nos. 3 and 5 really are. 
No. 1 is actually from a recent Jay Leno monologue. No. 2 is from a new holiday special starring Lewis Black, a regular from “The Daily Show With Jon Stewart” and a favorite of the left-leaning  crowd. No. 4 is from one of the most talked about “All in the Family” episodes of all time, from 1972, one in which Archie Bunker had Sammy Davis Jr. as a houseguest. (It ended with Davis’s kissing Archie on the cheek.) And No. 6 is from an installment of the documentary series “Ancient Civilizations” that was rerun on History the other night.
The point? Offensiveness is a mutable thing, especially on television, where everything is interchangeable: a Lewis Black joke could be a Jay Leno joke could be a Jeff Dunham joke; Walter is Archie Bunker’s son. What’s not interchangeable, though, is the audience. Mr. Dunham plays particularly well to what might be called red-state crowds. (“That’s why I don’t pick on basic Christian-values stuff,” he has said.) That is essentially the opposite of the audience for “The Daily Show,” which might be considered Comedy Central’s signature program. That show also works stereotypes for humorous purposes, with everyone operating under the blanket amnesty of irony. 
It is a tone that some liberal types think only they are smart enough to get. When Mr. Dunham did a guest spot on “30 Rock” recently, it gave Alec Baldwin’s character, Jack Donaghy, an opportunity to lampoon this very mind-set (embodied by Tina Fey’s Liz Lemon). “You think you’re not this prejudiced, arrogant New Yorker,” he told her, “but you are, because in your mind a Southern ventriloquist act can’t be funny.” 
But no one group has a monopoly on satire. Dunham haters tell themselves that the difference between Mr. Dunham’s use of stereotypes and the use of the same stereotypes by Mr. Stewart is something like this: Mr. Dunham is exaggerating stuff because (his audience thinks) it’s real; Mr. Stewart is exaggerating stuff because people (like Jeff Dunham fans) think it’s real and they’re stupid for thinking that. 
Or, as a disapproving commenter named MrChayeah put it under one of Mr. Dunham’s YouTube videos, “I’m assuming that most Jeff Dunham fans are dumb.” That kind of elitism is its own stereotype, as offensive as anything Mr. Dunham has done on the air. 
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Jay Leno’s Comic Youth Brigade


By MEGAN ANGELO

Published: December 3, 2009 



“LUDACRIS is such a good French-braider,” the comedian Nick Thune said during a recent set at the Laugh Factory in Los Angeles. At the smattering of laughter that followed, he smiled sheepishly and added: “That was for a few people. Like most of my jokes.”

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Mr. Thune’s deadpan, self-deprecating shtick is not one for the masses. His fans, a small but growing group and dedicated in their devotion, are the ones who watched his Atom.com series “Nick’s Big Show,” go to his live shows and appreciate his offbeat one-liners, which point out, “Life Savers only work if you’re diabetic,” and: “Enough is enough. It is. Enough is enough. It’s the exact same word.” 
So since the 29-year-old Mr. Thune — more modern-day Steven Wright than Robin Williams — was plucked to be one of 13 “correspondents” on the new “Jay Leno Show,” he has found the trappings of conventional comedy a little jarring. The comic instincts of Mr. Thune and his fellow correspondents have not always meshed easily with Mr. Leno’s brand of comedy, now synonymous with broad appeal and cozy predictability. Yet it was Mr. Leno who, in the course of building his new 10 p.m. comedy hour on NBC, insisted on hiring these off-kilter comedians even as he has lugged along his favorite segments from the “The Tonight Show,” like “Headlines” and “Jaywalking.”
 “When we were doing ‘The Tonight Show,’ we had the traditional stand-up, where people come out and sell their jokes,” Mr. Leno said. “In the ’70s, ’80s and ’90s people would stay for that. Nowadays you don’t hold the audience as much without a visual. We set out to find people with a show-and-tell element, who bring video and music into it.” 
Jack Coen, a writer and producer on “The Jay Leno Show,” directed staff members to scavenge the comedy scene for young, creative performers. The results overwhelmed him. “I didn’t realize all this was out there,” Mr. Coen said. “They were all so different and just full of really fresh energy.” 
Mikey Day was one of the comedians who heard the show was looking. Mr. Day, 29, had recently starred on “Kath & Kim” on NBC, now canceled, though his manager, Michael Goldman, prefers to pitch him as the creator and star of “David Blaine Street Magic,” a spoof with more than 26 million YouTube views. 
Mr. Day submitted another Web short — a fake paparazzi ambush of his friend and former co-star Selma Blair — along with several other similar “ambush” shorts. Mr. Coen was impressed; Mr. Leno saw a benefit beyond the laughs.  “We wanted people who have the youth thing that I don’t have anymore because I’m not a young person,” Mr. Leno said. “For me to approach these teen stars on the CW — I’m the creepy old guy. You have somebody like Mikey Day. Then he’s dealing with his peers.” 
Mr. Day was hired. In his recurring “JMZ” (a takeoff on the tabloid site TMZ.com) segments Mr. Day and his pack of paparazzi impersonators bum-rush celebrities like Kate Gosselin. In one skit Mr. Day scurries to photograph the actor Alan Thicke and his girlfriend — only to find out that that the mystery woman is Mr. Day’s own mother. “That’s when I was like, ‘I love my job,’ ” Mr. Day said. “I grew up watching ‘Growing Pains,’ and now I’m doing a skit with Alan Thicke.” 
Both Mr. Day and Mr. Thune seem as amazed at the production resources now at their disposal as the exposure they get out of the gig. When Mr. Day wrote a sketch depicting the “90210” stars Shenae Grimes and Jessica Stroup exploding a cake with their minds, a special effects team went to work on executing his vision. “I’m used to doing stuff where we just pull it together,” Mr. Day said. “Here, I came to work and they blew up a cake and asked me if it was O.K.” 
The producers’ willingness to take chances on correspondents’ ideas stems in part from sheer necessity. “We have to produce a ridiculous amount of comedy every night,” said Mr. Coen. “When we finished our first month, I realized we had just done a sitcom season in a month: 22 episodes, 24 minutes of comedy each.” 
So he and his staff tend to let the correspondents run with their concepts, no matter how quirky. “They’re really open,” said Trevor Moore, 29, one of the “Leno” correspondents who is best known as a producer and star of “The Whitest Kids U’Know” on IFC. “They’re never like, ‘We need you to fit this.’ ”
Of course that doesn’t mean the correspondents’ comedy is completely exempt from review. “All of them want to break a rule,” Mr. Coen said. “When they break it and everybody laughs, they’re geniuses. When they break it and nobody laughs, they’ve gone too far.” Mr. Thune has had at least one joke with an American Indian reference rejected. One of Mr. Day’s audition videos, in which an actor portrayed a drunken Mr. Leno urinating on the side of a Dumpster, never saw the light of day. 
 “When you do a show like this, you have a responsibility to do what people already know because they want to see that,” Mr. Leno said. “You also want to do something new. So we try to have a mix.”
The correspondents do find themselves adapting to their new surroundings and more traditional audience. Mr. Moore’s  recurring skit, “Cops and Doctors,” parodies crime and medical dramas. “ ‘Cops and Doctors’ just felt right for a show at that time, because normally people would be watching dramas,” said Mr. Moore.
Mr. Thune, meanwhile, has started wearing suits on the show — a decided departure from his stand-up standard of T-shirts and button-downs. Had the show’s staff discussed wardrobe with him? “Oh, no,” Mr. Thune said. “They could care less. I just got a couple suits because I’m trying to look nice and present myself well. It’s prime time.”
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An Opera on Both Their Houses
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Hiroyuki Ito for The New York Times


Sabrina Palladino and Juan Carlos Franco in the Bleecker Street Opera’s production of “L’Amore dei Tre Re.” 





By STEVE SMITH


Published: December 4, 2009 




A HOUSE divided, two self-described families laying claim to the honored legacy of one: on a surface level, the competing arrivals of the Bleecker Street Opera and the Amore Opera could be the stuff of a libretto. Both companies grew out of the Amato Opera, a feisty, much-loved troupe founded in 1948 by the impresario and conductor Anthony Amato with his wife, Sally Amato. Mr. Amato closed the company in June, to the shock of many.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Principals with long ties to the Amato Opera are behind both new companies. Irene Frydel Kim, the general manager and artistic director of the Bleecker Street Opera and Mr. Amato’s niece,  grew up in his company. Nathan Hull, the president of the Amore Opera, worked with the Amato for more than a decade as a baritone, a stage director and a Web master.
The Bleecker Street company struck first, mounting an ambitious and impressive production of “L’Amore dei Tre Re” (“The Love of Three Kings”), a verismo rarity by Italo Montemezzi, in October at the Theaters at 45 Bleecker Street in the East Village. A second offering, Rossini’s “Barber of Seville,” is to open on Sunday. Meanwhile the Amore Opera, which announced its formation even as the Amato Opera was shutting down, will make its debut on Friday with Puccini’s “Bohème” at the Connelly Theater in the East Village.
Ms. Kim and Mr. Hull adamantly insist that there is no rivalry between their companies. “There’s plenty of room for two small companies,” Ms. Kim said by telephone from New Rochelle, N.Y. “There’s plenty of operas, and heaven knows there’s plenty of singers out there who need a place and an opportunity to sing, especially the standard repertory.”
Even so, each company has dipped into the pool of former Amato singers. And Richard Cerullo, the Amato’s longtime set designer, is collaborating with both organizations. Both companies can rightly claim to be successors to the Amato legacy, but each has its own ideas on how to sustain and expand its inheritance.
 Ms. Kim and her husband, John Kim, helped to run the Amato Opera from just before Sally Amato’s death in 2000 to five weeks before it closed, and originally planned to keep that company going. The program distributed at “L’Amore dei Tre Re” included a surprising note: “As management of the Amato Opera and members of the family, we truly regret being unable to prevent the closing, and we extend our apologies to all.” (Although the Kims and Mr. Amato live together on City Island in the Bronx, their relations are said to be strained; neither would address the conflict on the record.)
With Bleecker Street the Kims have preserved an impresario-oriented model, with Ms. Kim wielding creative authority in her capacity as general manager. On opening night she buzzed around the theater, pulling curtains and consulting with performers and technicians.
But “L’Amore dei Tre Re” also signaled a major departure: replacing the Amato’s small, scrappy pit consort was a lively, refined 15-piece chamber orchestra conducted by Paul Haas, the company’s music director. The entire production came off despite a medical condition that necessitated Ms. Kim’s hospitalization after the second performance. Recently, however, signs of stress have started to show. Without preamble Mr. Haas disappeared from the company’s Web site. David Rosenmeyer, another capable young conductor, is now listed as music director.
Despite the mysterious switch, no breakdown occurred, Ms. Kim said. Mr. Haas, she added, had requested a sabbatical to devote his attention to another project. “If the world doesn’t grab him first, which they very well might, I hope Paul will come back to do more things with us,” Ms. Kim said, adding that the conductor of each production would hold the title of music director. (In an e-mail message, Mr. Haas corroborated that account.)
Perhaps of greater concern, less than a week before the opening night of “Barber,” the Bleecker Street Web site issued a call for substitute cast members. Still, Ms. Kim said, the show, which is being directed by Vincent Titone, will go on. A production  of Verdi’s “Rigoletto” is due in February; one more opera remains to be determined for the season finale in the spring.
The Amore Opera literally inherited the Amato sets, costumes, instrumentalists and mailing list, and welcomed many of its singers. Richard Owen, a young conductor previously active primarily in Europe, has been engaged as music director. The orchestra will be expanded now that there is space for more players.
But Amore avoided the notion of a central artistic authority used by its forebear (and its peer organization), Mr. Hull noted during an interview at a Greenwich Village diner. “We incorporated,” he said. “We elected a real board. The board has say-so.” The board, he added, includes seasoned arts administrators and lawyers.
“I don’t mean to be there forever, and one of my missions is to make certain that the organization continues,” he said. “I mean to have several artistic visions here. I’m directing the first show, but I probably won’t direct the second or the third.” 
Still, on the surface, departures from the Amato experience will be minor. Beyond “Bohème” the inaugural Amore season includes productions of “The Merry Widow” and “The Magic Flute” and a Valentine’s Day concert honoring Mr. Amato.
“We’re adult enough to realize it’ll never be exactly the same,” Mr. Hull said. “He’s not running it. We’re not in the same spot. But there’s some essence of it that we think we can continue, which is catering to young singers and catering to a New York audience too, and having a home where people can express themselves artistically. That’s the vision.”
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Schubert and Beckett: Footsteps in Snow
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From left, Stephen Dillane, the pianist Andrew West and the tenor Mark Padmore, who perform in “One Evening,” a mashup of Schubert’s “Winterreise” and Beckett, directed by Katie Mitchell, below.





By MATTHEW GUREWITSCH


Published: December 4, 2009 




 MAPPING the no man’s land between poetry and music may be impossible, but exploring it is not. “One Evening,” at the Gerald W. Lynch Theater at John Jay College from Wednesday through Friday, tries to do just that, weaving poems and prose of Samuel Beckett into Franz Schubert’s song cycle “Winterreise” (“Winter Journey”). The songs are performed by the tenor Mark Padmore and the pianist Andrew West, the Beckett text by the actor Stephen Dillane.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Last week, at the Baryshnikov Arts Center, Mr. Dillane appeared in the theater piece “Four Quartets,” which juxtaposed the set of poems T. S. Eliot considered his masterpiece with Beethoven’s Opus 132 String Quartet, Eliot’s acknowledged model. Though most of the links in “One Evening” seem more intuitive than direct, “Winterreise” is known to have haunted Beckett throughout his life.
Like “Four Quartets,” “One Evening” is a presentation of Lincoln Center’s experimental New Visions series and was shaped by Katie Mitchell, a director renowned for symbiotic fusions of live performance and video. Examples include her chamber adaptation of Virginia Woolf’s novel “The Waves” (at the National Theater in London and at Lincoln Center) and a titanic staging of Luigi Nono’s opera-cum-Communist manifesto “Al Gran Sole Carico d’Amore” (Salzburg Festival).
In the New Visions pieces Ms. Mitchell is operating on a more intimate scale, with technology at a minimum. “Four Quartets” did without electronics completely, and the architecture of the piece was simplicity itself: first the words, then the music, all connections to be established in the ear of the beholder. “One Evening,” though it, too, forgoes Ms. Mitchell’s signature video trappings, is predicated on an all-encompassing sound design.
“There are just some microphones,” Ms. Mitchell said recently from London. “The idea in ‘One Evening’ is for the audience to imagine a young man walking through the snow across a changing landscape. That’s the basic aural experience. You literally hear footsteps, breathing. The songs and the poems are the thoughts in his head.” (This scenario is precisely that of Schubert’s song cycle.)
Mr. Padmore likens this project to a radio play. “In Katie’s work there’s always an emphasis on making things,” he said recently from his home in London. “You see us creating this sound world, using quite a range of objects: wind machines, twigs, leaves, a thunder sheet. All three of us onstage take turns. The soundscape is the thread that runs through the whole piece.”
Wrapped in that envelope of naturalistic sound the Beckett material drops into the sequence of “Winterreise” at irregular intervals, much as Schubert’s songs may be presumed to have drifted through Beckett’s mind. The biographer James Knowlson has shown in “Damned to Fame: The Life of Samuel Beckett” that Beckett alluded to the songs often, in ways both overt and oblique. 
Wisps of Schubert’s song “Der Tod und das Mädchen” (“Death and the Maiden”) are heard in the radio play “All That Fall” (first broadcast in 1957). Beckett’s last television play, the evanescent “Nacht und Träume” (“Night and Dreams,” first broadcast in 1983), takes its name from another Schubert song and incorporates a snatch of the melody, first hummed, then sung to its nostalgic German text.
The literary critic Miron Grindea once wrote that the notoriously morose Beckett considered Schubert “a friend in suffering.” Yet the affinity goes only so far. Beckett would have found nothing in Schubert’s melancholy to feed the gallows humor that was as integral to his art as his misanthropy and gloom. There are few laughs, if any, in Schubert. In Beckett there are many of all kinds, from howls to snickers.
Schubert’s contemporaries were baffled by “Winterreise,” but he predicted they would come to love these songs more than any of his others. Whether or not the prophecy came true in his lifetime, it was borne out in Beckett, who listened to the cycle over and over in a recording by Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau and Gerald Moore, “shivering,” as he once wrote, “through the grim journey again.” Today he would have had hundreds of other interpretations to choose from, including a new one from Harmonia Mundi by Mr. Padmore and the top-flight Schubertian Paul Lewis.
That embarrassment of riches has Mr. Padmore concerned. As a noted lieder specialist, he has often sung the Schubert cycles in conventional fashion. This time his aim is to reach out to the vibrant, intellectually curious crowd he encounters when he attends the theater.
“One great spur to me was Beckett’s play ‘Eh Joe,’ with the camera on Michael Gambon’s face as he simply listened to a woman speaking in voice-over,” Mr. Padmore said. “That was the kind of world we wanted to explore. We wanted to take ‘Winterreise’ away from the Rolls-Royce quality of the recital hall and put it into the rougher theater environment.”
Hence a slightly battered upright piano in place of the expected concert grand. What’s more, with British and American audiences in mind, Mr. Padmore insisted on singing in English rather than the original German. He is relying on diction, microphones and sound design to put the words across. There will be no titles. 
Purists will bridle at some of these innovations. More scandalous still, certain songs have been dropped, and others will be spoken rather than sung, without accompaniment. Though the settings in question show Schubert at his sparest (surely a mode Beckett would have found congenial), Ms. Mitchell did not sanction such depredations lightly.
“The idea came from Mark,” she said. “I thought that if he, who knows the music so intimately, wanted to try it, it was something we should consider, for balance, as part of the overall structure.”
In London, Mr. Padmore reported, there were walkouts and a review in The Times that wrote off the approach as dangerous and silly. “I know as well as anyone that ‘Winterreise’ needs nothing added,” he said. “But we’re coming to the end of an era. Without new motivations for listening and performing, the point comes when we’re just hearing different performances of the same thing. This version of ours won’t please everybody. For me, and I hope for new audiences, it’s very exciting.”
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A Rembrandt Identity Crisis




By JORI FINKEL


Published: December 4, 2009 



REMBRANDT’S studio in Amsterdam was one of the biggest and busiest art enterprises of the 17th century, drawing dozens of pupils and charging serious tuition fees. But it was not, in some respects, the most organized. Scholars suspect that drawings by Rembrandt’s pupils were routinely mixed in with their teacher’s work in albums that entered the marketplace.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
For the last three centuries, and especially the last three decades, art historians have been trying to sort out this mess, working to distinguish master from apprentice. By some counts a good three out of four drawings once believed to be by Rembrandt were actually done by his students.
The new exhibition at the Getty Museum in Los Angeles, “Drawings by Rembrandt and His Pupils,” lets viewers try their hands at determining authorship themselves by showcasing 43 drawings by Rembrandt paired with similarly themed work by his strongest students from the 1630s to the ’60s. Of the pupils’ drawings in the show, over half were once thought to be by Rembrandt himself. 
The show grew out of research by Peter Schatborn, former head of the prints and drawings collection at the Rijksmuseum in Amsterdam, who proposed new attributions for some so-called Rembrandt nudes in a 1987 talk at Harvard. Seventeen years and many catalog essays later, he gave a much-expanded version of the lecture at the Getty, where the museum’s drawings curator, Lee Hendrix, saw “the room catch on fire” with questions and comments. She also saw the kernel of an exhibition and invited Mr. Schatborn to work with her as a guest curator.
In addition to poor file keeping, there are other reasons for the confusion between Rembrandt’s work and his students’, starting with the practice, popular at the time, of students learning through imitation. Also, because these sketches were generally made as exercises and were not intended for sale, it is rare to find a signature. And then there’s the wishful thinking of dealers and collectors, as the market generously rewards a Rembrandt attribution while often devaluing a “school of” work.
But recent generations of Rembrandt scholars have worked to set the record straight. They don’t always agree on the details, but they share a basic methodology. Only 75 or so Rembrandt drawings can be safely attributed to him based on, say, a signature or direct relationship to signed paintings. The attributions of all other drawings,  then, depend on detailed comparisons with the known quantities.
The exhibition curators have applied a similar approach to Rembrandt’s pupils. Mr. Schatborn has, for example, reattributed the drawing on the right to Rembrandt’s skilled apprentice Arent de Gelder, noticing that the model’s ear resembles ears in a known work by de Gelder. (This “Seated Nude,” from around 1660, belongs to the Museum Boijmans Van Beuningen in Rotterdam, the Netherlands; Rembrandt’s version, at left, comes from the Art Institute of Chicago.)
Mr. Schatborn also did some basic sleuthing, surmising that it would have been extremely odd for any artist to draw the same model in the same pose from two different vantage points. But most of all he engaged in old-fashioned formal analysis to distinguish between the two nudes. “It’s very interesting,” he said, “how a Rembrandt becomes more of a Rembrandt when compared to a drawing that is so similar.” 
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Apple’s Game Changer, Downloading Now
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By JENNA WORTHAM


Published: December 5, 2009 




IAN LYNCH SMITH, a shaggy-haired ball of energy in his late 30s, beams as he ticks off some of the games that Freeverse, his little Brooklyn software company, has landed on the iPhone App Store’s coveted (and ever-changing) list of best-selling downloads: Moto Chaser, Flick Fishing, Flick Bowling and Skee-ball.
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Skee-ball, Mr. Smith says, took about two months to develop and deploy and then raked in $181,000 for Freeverse in one month. The company’s  latest bid for App Store fame? A  game featuring a Jane Austen character in a lacy dress who karate-chops her way through hordes of advancing zombies.
“There’s never been anything like this experience for mobile software,” Mr. Smith says of the App Store boom. “This is the future of digital distribution for everything: software, games, entertainment, all kinds of content.”
As the App Store evolves from a kitschy catalog of novelty applications into what analysts and aficionados describe as a platform that is rapidly transforming mobile computing and telephony, it is changing the goals and testing the patience of developers, bolstering sales of the Apple motherships the applications ride upon — the iPhone and iPod Touch — and causing Apple’s competitors to overhaul their product lines and business models. It even threatens to open chinks in Apple’s own corporate armor.
Thanks in large part to the iPhone, introduced in 2007, and the App Store, which opened its doors last year, smartphones have become the Swiss Army knives of the digital age. 
They provide a staggering arsenal of functions and tools at the swipe of a finger: e-mail and text messaging, video and photography, maps and turn-by-turn navigation, media and books, music and games, mobile shopping, and even wireless keys that remotely unlock cars.
“Apple changed the view of what you can do with that small phone in your back pocket,” says Katy Huberty, a Morgan Stanley analyst. “Applications make the smartphone trend a revolutionary trend — one we haven’t seen in consumer technology for many years.”
Ms. Huberty likens the advent of the App Store and the iPhone to AOL’s pioneering role in driving broad-based consumer adoption of the Internet in the 1990s. She also draws comparisons to ways in which laptops have upended industry assumptions about consumer preferences and desktop computing. But, she notes, something even more profound may now be afoot.
“The iPhone is something different. It’s changing our behavior,” she says. “The game that Apple is playing is to become the Microsoft of the smartphone market.” 
The popularity of Apple’s app model has reached a fever pitch. Tens of thousands of independent developers are clamoring to write programs for it, and the App Store’s virtual shelves are stocked with more than 100,000 applications. Apple recently said that consumers had downloaded more than two billion applications from its store.
Major players like Research in Motion (maker of the BlackBerry), Palm (maker of the Pre), Google (maker of the Android mobile operating system) and Microsoft (maker of Windows Mobile) are taking note and scrambling to replicate the App Store frenzy.
App fever has even prompted cities like New York and San Francisco to open reservoirs of city data to the public to spur software developers to create hyperlocal applications for computers and phones.
One need not look further than the lobby of Apple’s headquarters in Cupertino, Calif., to see that the iPhone and applications that run on it are centerpieces of the company’s mobile strategy. Planted squarely in the lobby of the main office, at 1 Infinite Loop, is an impressive, 24-foot-wide array built out of 20 LED screens populated with 20,000 tiny, brightly colored icons.
As Philip W. Schiller, head of worldwide product marketing at Apple, describes how the wall works — each time an application is purchased, the corresponding icon on the electronic billboard jiggles, causing its neighbors to ripple in unison — he, too, becomes animated.
Normally reserved and on message, Mr. Schiller waves his hands back and forth and allows his voice to ascend into giddy registers as he speaks about the potential unleashed by the App Store.
“I absolutely think this is the future of great software development and distribution,” Mr. Schiller says. “The idea that anyone, all the way from an individual to a large company, can create software that is innovative and be carried around in a customer’s pocket is just exploding. It’s a breakthrough, and that is the future, and every software developer sees it.”
APPLE cloaks most of its inner workings in a shroud of secrecy — a tactic that has helped preserve the company’s mystique and generate intense interest in its product rollouts. 
But the App Store relies on vast cadres of outside developers to populate its virtual shelves with products, leaving Apple in the unfamiliar and at times uncomfortable position of having to collaborate with folks who haven’t drunk the company’s corporate Kool-Aid.
This has led Apple to be deeply supportive of developers once shunned by big telecommunications companies, while also frustrating many of them more recently with what developers see as the company’s inscrutable and arbitrary process for accepting programs into the App Store. 
Apple frames the issue differently.
“I think, by and large, we do a very good job there,” Mr. Schiller said. “Sometimes we make a judgment call both ways, that people give us feedback on, either rejecting something that perhaps on second consideration shouldn’t be, or accepting something that on second consideration shouldn’t be.”
For Apple, the review process is a necessary evil. The company places high value on what it describes as “customer trust,” or the idea that users have faith that an application distributed on the iPhone won’t crash the platform, steal personal information or contain illegal content. 
Mr. Schiller says the majority of applications sail through the review with no difficulty, and those that do require greater scrutiny are largely those that are slowed down by bugs or glitches in the coding. 
“We care deeply about the feedback, both good and bad,” he says. “While there are some complaints, they are just a small fraction of what happens in the process.” 
Apple says it receives more than 10,000 application submissions each week. Most become available in the App Store within two weeks (creating yet another problem: the difficulty consumers have in efficiently and effectively trolling through 100,000 apps to find hidden gems they hadn’t known about).
Still, the App Store is markedly better than the alternative, says Peter Farago, a marketing executive at Flurry, a mobile analytics company in San Francisco. Gone are the days when mobile developers had to negotiate with major telecommunications companies if they had any hopes of publishing their applications on a mobile phone.
“It took six to nine months to build a relationship with a carrier, maybe a quarter-million to get the infrastructure built, and the company took 50 percent or more from each dollar,” Mr. Farago says, a process that limited access to mobile platforms. “Apple has helped create a much healthier middle class of developers and expanded the pie for everyone.” 
Apple pockets 30 percent of the revenue earned by any App Store program, with developers keeping the balance. Although barriers to entry for software developers have dropped considerably, Mr. Farago acknowledges that “friction points have changed.”
Developers now cite instances in which applications have been held in approval limbo, neither accepted nor rejected for months. And as bigger companies begin churning out programs, the smaller, garage-size outfits worry that they will be squeezed out. 
FreedomVoice Systems, a company in San Diego, couldn’t wait to roll out a mobile version of its telephone software for the iPhone. The company submitted an application to the App Store last year and excitedly waited. And waited. And kept waiting. 
“We’re facing 396 days with no contact from Apple,” says Eric Thomas, chief executive of FreedomVoice. “The app has been ‘pending’ in the App Store for a year.”
 Mr. Thomas says he understands that it is Apple’s decision whether to accept his app. “But the idea they wouldn’t tell us it was a no — or even why — so we could try to do something about it,” he said, “is a very strange and unneighborly approach.”
Freeverse, which Mr. Smith founded in 1994, also creates games and desktop programs for computers. But like legions of other software developers, the company shifted its focus to the iPhone as the popularity of the device skyrocketed. But that doesn’t mean it’s been an easy road to riches. 
“For our size and seriousness, we are still treated like a college freshman who is doing this as a side project,” Mr. Smith says. “The trade-off being that there is a much lower barrier to entry for developers. Anyone can have a shot.”
No one knows that better than Cerulean Studios, a software firm in Brookfield, Conn. After e-mail generated only automated responses from Apple for three months, Cerulean got a call in November from an Apple employee. 
“He didn’t say much, just that our app would be going live in the App Store that afternoon,” recalls Scott Werndorfer, a co-founder of Cerulean. “We knew what we were getting into with Apple. They want everything to be pixel perfect, and you have to play ball by their rules.”
Some Apple developers are willing to go to greater lengths — underground — to avoid dealing with Apple’s policies and to get their software out quickly and on their own terms. To do that, they create programs for “jailbroken” iPhones and iPod Touches. Such devices are modified to allow anyone to upload a program onto them, which Apple says is illegal.
“Developers are just tired of the review process and navigating opaque hurdles,” says Mario Ciabarra, who operates Rock Your Phone, an online storefront containing a small catalog of applications for jailbroken iPhones. “They’ve been defecting to the jailbroken community or other platforms, such as Android. That demand has created the marketplace for our products and attracted developers.”
Mr. Ciabarra says about 1.5 million iPhones have visited his storefront, an impressive figure though still a small fraction of the 50 million iPhones and iPod Touches that Apple says it has sold. 
As the App Store has matured, so has the need to come up with more sophisticated ways to profit from it. Simply having a great application is not enough. Bart Decrem, chief executive of Tapulous, a start-up company that publishes musical rhythm games, recalls the early days when it was enough to develop a shiny application that used the iPhone. 
The company’s first game, Tap Tap Revenge, was available in the App Store when it opened in 2008. It quickly climbed the store’s charts, and Apple eventually ranked it as the most popular free iPhone game that year. 
These days, Mr. Decrem says, that kind of instant and relatively easy success is much rarer because more companies are competing in the App Store. They include giant game publishers like Electronic Arts, which recently released a version of its popular video game Rock Band for the iPhone.
“It’s still the Wild West, but the stakes are higher,” Mr. Decrem says. 
Tapulous has begun working with record labels and musicians to introduce paid special editions of Tap Tap Revenge featuring big-name artists. “Simply selling applications is ultimately not a scalable model,” he says.
IT’S unclear how concerned Apple is about some of the tensions swirling around the App Store. The company’s App Store policies have faced criticism — and even prompted a Federal Communications Commission investigation of Apple’s decision to reject an iPhone application developed by Google, which is still under way. Critics say they wonder whether the company can be trusted to maintain a fair marketplace, especially when developers release products that could compete with Apple’s current or future line of products. 
Apple runs the App Store under the aegis of its iTunes unit (the operation that, wedded to the iPod, transformed music downloading in a way that analysts say the App Store, wedded to the iPhone, is now transforming mobile computing). 
“A rocket ship is even too small of an analogy,” says Eddy Cue, Apple’s vice president for iTunes, of the App Store’s popularity. “We’ve been able to leverage a lot of our iTunes technology for the App Store. But it’s completely different. We’re reviewing all of those apps. We really don’t have to review each and every song.” 
Apple executives are quick to point out the importance of ensuring that third-party applications run smoothly and provide a high-quality experience for users. 
“Our goal is very simple: We want to have the best platform for applications that there has ever been on any product,” notes Mr. Schiller, the marketing executive. “We know we’re not perfect, but we know we’re better than anything else that has been and we want to keep improving it.”
Apple says it has increased the number of product reviewers working on the App Store and has tried to improve and streamline the way it communicates with developers. 
The App Store’s success — as much a surprise to Apple as it has been to competitors  — has given rise to a new digital ecosystem. Today, hundreds of software aspirants, from individuals tinkering in their bedrooms late at night to established companies looking for lucrative new revenue streams, are jumping into the App Store fray.
And smartphone manufacturers across the board are trying to make their platforms more attractive and lucrative to bring in the kind of creativity and enthusiasm that Apple has. 
It’s easy to see why: Although Apple doesn’t release specific financial figures for the App Store, analysts estimate that it generates as much as a billion dollars a year in revenue for Apple and its developers.
At a recent conference in San Francisco organized by Research in Motion for BlackBerry developers, the company said it would make several changes to its mobile operating system to increase the kinds of applications developers can create for its devices, including allowing advertising and e-commerce within applications. Jim Balsillie, a co-chief executive of Research in Motion, says he isn’t focusing on the sheer number of apps available on a BlackBerry (3,000) but on their utility. 
“Is it about 20,000 apps or 200,000 apps or is it about changing those 20,000 apps and their deep integration and how they interrelate to one another?” asks Mr. Balsillie. “We’re much more interested in changing the applications and changing the user experience and really unlocking the promise and the money and revenue opportunity for the ecosystem.”
Regardless, says Mr. Balsillie, apps and smartphones have created a new playing field.
“It’s inevitable that all cellphones will be smartphones,” he says. “There will be more services and new ways to monetize and more consumption. Growth is a given; it’s just a question of who is going to innovate in the right way to drive that value proposition to capture that growth.”
ALTHOUGH Palm is still rolling out the e-commerce portion of its own app store, called the App Catalog, the company hopes to draw developers to write for Palm devices like the Pre because Palm’s operating system, called webOS, is based largely on the same programming languages used to create Web sites — meaning developers are already familiar with the tools they will need to create mobile apps. 
So far, however, Palm offers 500 applications, a relatively slim selection compared with the iPhone, and many analysts believe that this has made the device less attractive to consumers. Palm, like Research in Motion, says it doesn’t need an avalanche of applications to compete.
“Two years ago, the iPhone blew away expectations for what mobile devices are capable of. And mobile devices and applications are the future of the computing industry,” says Ben Galbraith, co-director of Palm’s developer relations team. “But the market is becoming saturated with a large volume of applications. When you’re number 50,000 out of 200,000, how do you survive?”
Palm says it is offering a breezier review process to developers — including allowing them the option of submitting their programs as candidates for Palm’s App Catalog or immediately publishing their applications in a third-party, online storefront — which may help it avoid some of the conflicts plaguing Apple’s relationship with developers.
Meanwhile, Microsoft, which analysts have criticized for its sluggish approach to the smartphone market, also says it is emphasizing quality for the application store it introduced in October, Windows Marketplace for Mobile.
“Our strategy is to look holistically at how we can provide the best all-around user experience,” says Victoria Grady, director of mobile strategy at Microsoft. The Marketplace now has more than 800 apps.
Many developers and analysts think Google’s mobile operating system, most recently placed in the Motorola Droid, may evolve into the fiercest competitor to the iPhone. Unlike Apple, Google has eschewed a review process, allowing any developer to publish an application to the Android Marketplace, its version of the App Store, instantly. About 14,000 applications are available for Android-powered smartphones. 
“We’re doing everything we can to open the device to both developers and consumers,” says Eric Chu, group manager of the Android platform at Google. “That is a critical part of what we think makes Android unique: applications are no longer limited to a single device.” 
Mr. Chu said the growing number of Android-powered phones available on multiple wireless carriers increases the financial opportunity for developers. “Last year at this time, we only had one device,” he says. “The volume is going up at a tremendous pace, and the developer ecosystem is seeing that.”
Besides being a business opportunity for all of these companies, apps offerings may also be a matter of survival in a make-or-break market. Apple has another strong advantage: the iPhone offers developers a uniform, standard platform. 
“When we create an application for the iPhone, you know it’s going to run exactly as you tested it on every single model,” says David Lieb, co-founder of Bump Technologies, which creates software that lets users share contact information by tapping two phones together. “The same isn’t true for the rest of the smartphones, which have varying screen sizes, processor speeds and form factors.” 
HOWEVER the competitive landscape shapes up, the App Store phenomenon shows no signs of slowing. IDC, a technology research firm, predicts that the number of iPhone apps will triple next year, fueled by the growing popularity of smartphones and other mobile devices. Along the way, analysts say, the App Store will continue to upend the architecture of the smartphone business and threaten competitors that don’t have vibrant and extensive offerings. 
The way the industry once operated, “Each handset company would come up with its latest iterations and maybe have the hottest device of the season or not,” says Ms. Huberty, the Morgan Stanley analyst. “Enter apps into the equation, and that changes. It goes from being a product cycle game to a platform game.”
“People will look back on the iPhone as a turning point in the industry,” says Craig Moffett, a telecom analyst with Sanford C. Bernstein. “The iPhone will be remembered as the first true handheld computer.”  
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Fair Game



Why Treasury Needs a Plan B for Mortgages




By GRETCHEN MORGENSON


Published: December 5, 2009 



AFTER months of playing pretend, the Treasury Department conceded last week that the Home Affordable Modification Program, its plan to aid troubled homeowners by changing the terms of their mortgages, was a dud. The 10-month-old program is going nowhere, the Treasury said, because big institutions charged with implementing it are dragging their feet. 
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“The banks are not doing a good enough job,” said Michael S. Barr,  assistant Treasury secretary for financial institutions, in an article published last Sunday in The New York Times. 
After the government spent hundreds of billions of dollars bailing out banks, the Obama administration rolled out the $75 billion loan modification plan to show its support for beleaguered homeowners. But if the proof of the pudding is in the eating, homeowners are going hungry.
 A stalled loan modification plan might not be worrisome if the foreclosure crisis were abating. Yet at the end of September, a record 14.4 percent of borrowers were either in foreclosure or delinquent on their mortgages, the Mortgage Bankers Association reported.
It’s time for the government to acknowledge the flaws in its program and create one that might actually succeed. Only then will the supply of homes for sale, and the pressure on prices associated with that overhang, be reduced. 
The Treasury program has decided to tackle the delinquent mortgage problem by reducing the interest rate on eligible borrowers’ loans to a level that makes monthly payments affordable. But how it calculates affordability is one of the program’s major flaws — at least that’s the view of Laurie Goodman, senior managing director at Amherst Securities Group and head of mortgage strategy at the firm. 
Her research shows, for instance, that 70 percent of modifications involving only interest rate cuts, rather than reductions in the principal borrowers owe, have failed after 12 months. The Treasury program is likely to have similar outcomes. 
According to government investigators, the average monthly mortgage payment for a borrower under early plan modifications fell by 34 percent. Assessing for possible success under these terms, Ms. Goodman analyzed past redefault rates on modifications that cut payments by 34 percent. She found that 65 percent of borrowers fell back into delinquency. 
The terms of loan modifications also make them especially failure-prone because the government calculates “affordability” (how much mortgage debt a borrower can actually manage) in a highly unusual way — raising serious questions for the housing market over all and for the program’s effectiveness for borrowers. 
Moreover, investors in first liens, like pension funds and mutual funds, also get beaten up in this process.
For example, in devising what it considers an affordable mortgage payment, the program doesn’t account for all of a borrower’s debts — the first mortgage, second lien, credit card debt and automobile payments. Instead, it calculates affordability using only the borrower’s first mortgage payment, insurance and property taxes. 
As a result, what may look like an affordable mortgage payment under the Treasury plan quickly becomes onerous when other debt is added. While the government may ignore a borrower’s second lien and revolving credit obligations, you can be sure the creditors that extended those loans will not. Redefaults seem a likely result.
Another flaw in the program, Ms. Goodman said, is its failure to consider how much equity, or negative equity for that matter, the borrower has on a property. She said that while many analysts contend that unemployment is the major predictor of mortgage defaults, her research shows that negative equity, when a borrower owes more on the home than it is worth, is actually the driving force.
Ms. Goodman recently compared the experiences of prime mortgage borrowers living in areas with an 8 percent unemployment rate. Those with at least 20 percent equity in their properties were falling two payments behind for the first time at a rate of only 0.22 percent a month. But the same 60-day delinquency rate for those who owed at least 120 percent of the value of their homes was 1.46 percent a month. 
 “We have kicked the problem down the road through modifications that don’t work,” Ms. Goodman said in an interview last week. “You have to address the second liens and ultimately have some type of principal write-down program so borrowers can re-equify.” 
Unfortunately, there is a $442 billion reason that wiping out second liens is not high on the government’s agenda: that is the amount of second mortgages and home equity lines of credit on the balance sheets of Bank of America, Wells Fargo, JPMorgan Chase and Citigroup. 
These banks — the very same companies the Treasury is urging to modify loans that they service — have zero interest in writing down second liens they hold because it would mean further damage to their balance sheets. 
 Say a troubled borrower has a first mortgage owned by a pension fund in a securitization trust and a second lien held by the bank that services the loans. The servicer is happy to modify the first mortgage under the Treasury program because the pension fund holding that loan takes the biggest hit while the second lien is untouched. This hurts the investor who holds the first mortgage and the borrower, who must pay off the second lien, which typically has a significantly higher interest rate. 
The result? Yet another conflict of interest enriching financial companies while impoverishing investors and consumers. 
AN interesting data point: when banks do own all the mortgages on a property they seem to see the merit in principal reduction modifications. Studying second-quarter government data, the most recent available, Ms. Goodman found that when banks owned the loans, 30.5 percent of modifications reduced principal balances. 
When they service someone else’s loan or hold a second lien on the property, they rarely allow principal reductions. 
 Of course, cries of moral hazard will erupt if borrowers get large cuts in their principal balances. Rightly so. Why should those who took on too much debt to buy too much house get rescued when those who were prudent go unrewarded? 
But doing nothing also has hazards, the most obvious being continuing foreclosures, which nobody wants, and further declines in real estate prices that will hurt homeowners as well as investors.  
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Is Money Tainting the Plasma Supply?




By ANDREW POLLACK


Published: December 5, 2009 




Eagle Pass, Tex.
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WHEN the tips her husband earned as a waiter began dwindling a year ago, Esmeralda Delgado decided to help support her family. 
 Twice a week, Ms. Delgado, the mother of three young girls, walks across the bridge from Piedras Negras, Mexico, where she lives, to Eagle Pass and enters a building just two blocks from the border. 
Inside, for about an hour, Ms. Delgado lies hooked to a machine that extracts plasma, the liquid part of the blood, from a vein in her arm. The $60 a week she is paid almost equals her husband’s earnings. 
“This is like another income,” she says. 
 Hundreds, probably thousands, of Mexicans like Ms. Delgado come to the United States to trade their plasma for dollars. Eagle Pass, a town of 27,000 that bills itself as the place “where yee-hah meets olé,” has two such plasma collection centers. There are about 15 others in border cities from Brownsville, Tex., to Yuma, Ariz. 
The centers are run by pharmaceutical companies that transform the plasma into life-saving but expensive medicines for diseases like immune deficiencies and hemophilia. 
Some border centers are new while others have been around for many years. They account for only a small percentage of the plasma collected by the industry, with the rest coming from collection centers throughout the United States. 
 But they have stirred debate in recent years because they illustrate the workings of the $12 billion plasma products business, a fast-growing industry that has depended on the blood of people hard up for cash. Based on typical industry yields and prevailing prices, it appears that a single plasma donation, for which a donor might be paid $30, results in pharmaceutical products worth at least $300.  
Away from the border as well, many plasma collection centers have historically been located in areas of extreme poverty, some with high drug abuse. That troubles some people, who say it might contaminate the plasma supply or the health of people who sell their plasma. 
“Why in the United States do we have to depend on people who are down and out to donate?” says Dr. Roger Kobayashi, an immunologist in Omaha who uses plasma products to treat many patients. “You are taking advantage of economically disadvantaged individuals, and I don’t think you are that worried about their health.” 
Dr. Kobayashi, who also teaches at the University of California, Los Angeles, says the collections on the Mexican border skirt the policy aimed at keeping plasma products safe from pathogens by prohibiting imports of plasma. “If you can’t import the plasma,” he says, “why not import the donor?” 
But the plasma companies and federal regulators say the practice is legal, ethical and safe. There have been no known cases of an infectious disease being transmitted through plasma products for more than a decade. And since the body quickly renews its plasma, the process is considered safe for donors if properly monitored.
“It’s not like giving up a kidney,” says Dr. Jay Epstein, director of blood research at the Food and Drug Administration, which regulates the collection centers and the plasma products.
The industry says the same precautions are taken at the border as everywhere else. “I don’t understand the difference between having a center in El Paso and having a center in Columbus, Ohio,” says Bruce Nogales, who runs plasma collection for Talecris BioTherapeutics, owner of the center that Ms. Delgado visits. Nine of Talecris’s 71 collection centers, including four new ones, are on the border.  
Still, the industry has made a lot of efforts in recent years to shed its skid row image by building some centers in middle-class areas and by promoting altruistic reasons for donating plasma. Companies say donors now come from various walks of life.
The United States is one of the few countries that allows plasma donors to be paid. (And even here the plasma industry says it pays donors for their time, not for the plasma itself.) 
But many of the countries that prohibit compensation do not collect enough plasma. So they rely on plasma or plasma products made from the blood of people who donate in the United States, which supplies more than half the world’s plasma. 
“The U.S. is the OPEC of plasma,” says Jim MacPherson, chief executive of America’s Blood Centers, a network of blood banks.
FOR the plasma industry, times have been good. Growth has averaged 8 percent a year over the last two decades. 
Talecris, a leader in the business, just raised $1.1 billion in an initial public stock offering. The transaction represented a handsome return for Cerberus, the private equity fund. Cerberus acquired what is now Talecris from Bayer in 2005.
To satisfy demand for plasma-based medicines, the industry has increased the number of collection centers to 408, from 299 in 2005, according to the Plasma Protein Therapeutics Association, the industry trade group. Paid donations in the United States rose to 18.8 million in 2008 from 10.4 million in 2005. 
There are even a few signs that in areas hardest hit by the economic downturn, people who once donated blood without compensation to organizations like the Red Cross are selling plasma instead. “I know of five or six people who are multi-gallon donors who have switched to plasma,” said Doug Klynstra, recruitment manager for Michigan Blood, a nonprofit blood bank. He said the bank’s donations are down 10 percent this year. 
The blood banks generally collect whole blood, which is separated into red cells, platelets and plasma and often used for transfusions. They almost never pay for donations because that might induce donors to cover up health problems that could make the blood unsafe. 
The plasma companies, which collect only plasma, say that is less of a concern for them because their manufacturing process can kill many viruses and because they have more time to screen donors. 
One donor who switched, despite Mr. Klynstra’s pleading, was his sister-in-law, Tina Dykstra, a 52-year-old grandmother. She started selling plasma two years ago when income from her husband’s electrical contracting business in Grand Rapids began falling. She makes $50 a week. But bonus payments she once received for being a frequent donor have been eliminated. 
“Now, because it is so busy, they don’t have to give you incentives anymore,” Ms. Dykstra said.
Plasma contains infection-fighting antibodies as well as hundreds of other proteins. They are extracted from the plasma at plants like one in Los Angeles owned by Baxter International. There, steel tanks two stories high are filled with yellowish liquid — the plasma from thousands of donors — being slowly stirred by huge blades. 
Among the products are albumin, which is used to help treat trauma and burn victims, and blood-clotting proteins used by hemophiliacs. 
But the star product is intravenous immune globulin, or IVIG, which is used to treat an estimated 35,000 Americans with immune deficiencies. It can also help restore movement to some people with paralyzing neurological conditions and is being tested against Alzheimer’s disease. 
Carter Dougherty, a 4-year-old from Lincoln, Neb., was constantly ill because his body lacked antibodies. “He had pneumonia three times in one year,” says his mother, Melissa Dougherty.
But since Carter started on IVIG in February, she says, “He’s naughtier than sin because he feels so good.” 
IVIG can cost tens of thousands of dollars a year per patient. Clotting proteins for hemophiliacs can cost $100,000 to $350,000 a year. And many of the uses of IVIG are not approved by the F.D.A. 
 Insurers are becoming more reluctant to pay for such treatments, or are requiring higher co-payments, according to patient advocates. Ms. Dougherty was rejected three times before the insurer paid for Carter’s treatment, which costs $864 a week. 
Another challenge could be antitrust scrutiny. The number of plasma product companies has declined from 13 in 1990 to 9 in 2003 to 5 now — Baxter International of Deerfield, Ill.; CSL of Australia; Talecris, of Research Triangle Park, N.C.; Grifols of Spain; and Octapharma of Switzerland. And the companies now own most of their own collection centers instead of buying plasma from independent collectors. 
The industry “operates as a tight oligopoly, with a high level of information sharing,” the Federal Trade Commission said earlier this year in a lawsuit that broke up a planned $3.1 billion acquisition of Talecris by CSL. The lawsuit said that Baxter and CSL, the two biggest players, “even have explored means of punishing firms that dare to ‘break ranks’ and chase market share.” The F.T.C. dropped its suit when the deal was abandoned in June. But about a dozen hospitals have filed class-action suits charging that industry collusion has driven up prices of plasma products. 
CSL said in a statement that the F.T.C. “did not claim that our company ever engaged in wrongdoing,” adding, “There is no question that the plasma industry is intensely competitive.” A spokeswoman for Baxter said the company had no idea what the F.T.C. was referring to and that the charge was not substantiated in the government’s complaint.
If there is a cartel, it is likely to be tested over the next few years because after several years of rapid expansion, plasma supply seems to have caught up to demand and could soon exceed it. 
One sign is that in Eagle Pass, payment for two weekly donations has dropped to $60 from $80 earlier this year. 
Early on a recent Tuesday evening, about 40 people were in the Talecris waiting room in Eagle Pass, sitting under a big sign reading: “Save lives. Earn money. Feel good.” Many of the people had just finished their shifts at Mexican factories. 
In an adjacent room, about 70 people rested on vinyl beds, with a line connecting a vein in one arm to a machine. Many of the donors are regulars. “It’s kind of like ‘Cheers,’ ” said Ruben Duran, the center’s manager. “They come here and know each other.” 
In 2007, Octapharma, which does not collect on the border, threatened to quit the plasma trade association, saying in a letter to the association that the border collections “compromised the fundamental ethics of our business.” But the other companies defended the practice and the matter was dropped. 
One issue is whether novel pathogens that perhaps are found in Mexico but not in the United States might enter the plasma supply. 
“That’s scary for the end users,” said Corey Dubin, chairman of the Committee of Ten Thousand, which represents hemophiliacs who, like Mr. Dubin himself, got H.I.V. or hepatitis in the 1980s from plasma products, before treatments were introduced to inactivate these viruses. 
THE other issue is the safety of donors. Plasma is collected by drawing blood, separating out the plasma by centrifuge, and then returning the red cells, white cells and platelets to the body. 
Some Americans have been giving plasma this way as often as twice a week for decades, with no apparent ill effects. But there have not been many studies devised to detect long-term effects. Germany allows people to give plasma this way only 38 times a year, compared with 104 in the United States. 
The Mexican donors need visas that require they have a job and a permanent address. The donor’s health is checked on each visit, and each donation is tested for five viruses. Most of the Mexicans interviewed said they had no problems with donating, though it can sometimes leave them lightheaded if they don’t have adequate nutrition. 
Reynaldo Bueno Sifuentes, who began giving plasma a year ago when overtime was cut at the auto parts factory where he works, said he did not take the recommended vitamins because they were expensive. He said the donations left him tired, and that when overtime was restored three months ago, he stopped selling plasma. 
But many of the Mexican donors are worried less about their health than the possibility that immigration officials will decide the donations constitute work in the United States, in violation of their visas. 
Some advocates for Mexican border workers see the plasma donations mostly as evidence of inadequate factory wages. “It provides a little escape valve” from economic hardship, says Ricardo Hernández of the American Friends Service Committee, which works closely with a Mexican organization, Comité Fronterizo de Obreras. 
Juan Carlos Torres, a 35-year-old father of three, started selling plasma when he lost his factory job three years ago. But he has continued to do so even after finding a new job because he doesn’t want to give up the extra income. To him, he says, “It’s a business now.” 
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The Count



The Countries Most Known for Corruption




By PHYLLIS KORKKI


Published: December 5, 2009 




When a business or individual can skirt the law by paying bribes to corrupt officials, the playing field becomes uneven, making the economy vulnerable. According to the newest Corruption Perceptions Index from Transparency International, perceived levels of corruption are highest in countries where government infrastructure is lacking. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Defining corruption as “the abuse of entrusted power for private gain,” Transparency International ranked 180 countries by interviewing experts and business people both inside and outside each country.
“Fragile, unstable states that are scarred by war and ongoing conflict linger at the bottom of the index,” Transparency International says. On a scale of 1 to 10, where 10 is seen as the least corrupt, Somalia comes in dead last with a score of 1.1. Afghanistan and Myanmar rank almost as low.
And the country perceived as being the least likely to foster corruption, at least according to the index, is New Zealand, followed by Denmark, Singapore and Sweden. 
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Unboxed



The Data That Turns Browsing to Buying




By STEVE LOHR


Published: December 5, 2009 




NEXT JUMP may well be the most intriguing Internet business that you’ve never heard of — though that’s likely to change as the company seeks a wider audience.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The handful of industry analysts who were invited into the company’s New York offices recently have come away impressed. Next Jump, they say, represents the future of online commerce and could emerge as a counterweight to Amazon, the giant Web merchant. And this patiently gestated start-up, they add, shows one path to the still-elusive promise of Internet advertising: using data to greatly improve the efficiency of marketing. 
“Next Jump is a bellwether for the next generation of e-commerce, driven by better data,” says Tim O’Reilly, a blogger and the chief executive of the technology publisher O’Reilly Media.
Maybe, maybe not. But whether  it succeeds or eventually stumbles, Next Jump certainly seems like a company to watch, and to consider.
Next Jump’s origins go back to 1994, when Charlie Kim, the founder, was a student at Tufts University. There he started a business that inserted coupons from local merchants into guide books that universities issued to students.
A year later, Mr. Kim went to work for Morgan Stanley. But he kept the side business and soon expanded to working on corporate perk programs that offered employees discounts on merchandise. He left Morgan Stanley in 1997 and took the business online. Today, 60 percent of the Fortune 500 companies use Next Jump’s technology for their employee discount programs.
Next Jump also handles the rewards programs that offer deals to loyal customers of companies like Dell, Borders and Hilton Hotels, and similar programs for membership organizations like AARP and the American Federation of Teachers. More than 100 million Americans have access to Next Jump’s e-commerce marketplace, and 10 million a year are customers.
As it has quietly expanded, Next Jump has been gathering data, and not only from companies and customers. It also gets credit-card transaction data from American Express and MasterCard. This vast trove — accumulated over years — is the company’s most precious asset, analysts say.
Next Jump analyzes that data to draw inferences about what a person would be likely to buy, and at what price. Its network also includes 28,000 retailers who can specify the characteristics of customers — age, location, income, for example — that they are most interested in luring with certain products.
Next Jump’s software then tailors offerings to small segments of potential customers, down to individuals, often reaching them with e-mail alerts. “It’s true microtargeting,” Mr. Kim said.
Most striking is the efficiency of Next Jump’s sizable network. Its click-through rate — the percentage of Web surfers who see an ad or offer and click on it — is 60 percent, the company says. At most e-commerce sites, a 5 percent click-through rate is considered excellent, analysts say. 
But the endgame of Internet marketing is converting browsers to buyers. Next Jump says that for every 11 people who see one of its ads, one person makes a purchase. In Web commerce generally, 1,000 to 1 is deemed a good performance. Until recently, the Next Jump e-commerce engine was entirely unbranded, working unseen underneath corporate intranets or retailer’s rewards Web sites. “We were all white label,” Mr. Kim said. “Nobody knew who we were.”
But that is starting to change. The Yahoo Deals shopping area now has a Personal Offers site, whose logo says “Powered by Next Jump” — co-branding similar to the Intel Inside campaign of the big chip maker.
In September, Next Jump rolled out a Web site, Corporate Perks, that lets small businesses and consumers tap into its marketplace. Similarly, it has recently developed BlackBerry, Android and iPhone applications for another of its sites,  Overwhelming Offers, that offers deep discounts on merchandise in sales that typically last an hour or two. Last month, the company struck a deal with MasterCard to offer Next Jump’s e-commerce marketplace to its cardholders.
By broadening its reach, Next Jump promises to become a more strategic partner for consumer-goods retailers. Many of them, analysts say, are leery of Amazon’s growing clout as the dominant online marketplace. 
Unlike Amazon, Next Jump is not a retail competitor, merely a technology engine for sales. “Next Jump can potentially become a really viable alternative to Amazon for retailers,” said Leslie Hand, research director for IDC Retail Insights.
NEXT JUMP’S status as a trusted middleman has enabled it to collect fees both from companies who use its software and from retailers on goods sold. Mr. Kim declines to disclose financial details, other than to say Next Jump is profitable, has no debt and is growing rapidly. Its backing so far has come from angel investors, who have put in $45 million, including Kevin Parker, chief executive of Deutsche Bank’s asset management division, and Ram Shriram, a former Amazon executive, who was one of Google’s first investors. 
Next Jump is heading for a public offering someday, but Mr. Kim says that is not imminent. For now, it is focused on growth. One goal is to assemble one of the largest Internet engineering teams on the East Coast, he said. Its payroll of 225 includes 150 engineers, and it plans to hire 100 more in the next year.
Gautam Arora joined the company in June, after receiving his master’s degree in computer science from Georgia Tech. He chose Next Jump over Microsoft and a few Silicon Valley companies.
“I had my doubts at first,” Mr. Arora said. “From the outside, it looks like just a shopping portal for employee perks. But look more closely, and you see a company that has morphed into a personalized advertising platform, and a company that could influence how advertising and marketing are done on the Internet.”  
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Novelties



Devices to Take Textbooks Beyond Text


By ANNE EISENBERG

Published: December 5, 2009 



NEWSPAPERS and novels are moving briskly from paper to pixels, but textbooks have yet to find the perfect electronic home. They are readable on laptops and smartphones, but the displays can be eye-taxing. Even dedicated e-readers with their crisp printlike displays can’t handle textbook staples like color illustrations or the videos and Web-linked supplements publishers increasingly supply.
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Now there is a new approach that may adapt well to textbook pages: two-screen e-book readers with a traditional e-paper display on one screen and a liquid-crystal display on the other to render graphics like science animations in color.
The dual screens are linked by a central processor so that, for example, a link on the e-paper display can open on the color screen.
A two-screen device called the eDGe  will be released by enTourage Systems in February for $490, said Doug Atkinson, vice president of marketing and business development for the company, based in McLean, Va. 
The dual screens of the eDGe open like a book with facing pages. The e-reader screen is 9.7 inches diagonally; the color touch screen on the liquid-crystal display is 10.1 inches. The two screens interact in many ways. For instance, if the textbook on the black-and-white e-reader displays an illustration from a file that is in color, “the machine can move the illustration over to the LCD and run it there in color,” Mr. Atkinson said.
The e-reader screen is used with a stylus that can underline or highlight text, take notes in the margin, pull up a blank piece of e-paper for solving math problems, or touch a link for a video of a chemical interaction that is then displayed on the LCD screen.
The virtual keyboard is on the LCD side, as well as an audio recorder and a video camera. The device uses Google’s Android operating system, so other applications like word processing can be added, Mr. Atkinson said.
The two screens swivel, so that the LCD screen can be tucked beneath the e-reader if space is tight. Then the device can be used as a note-taking tablet, or it can be flipped over to the other side for sending e-mail.
 Sarah Rotman Epps, an analyst at Forrester Research in Cambridge, Mass., said that the enTourage device was part of the next generation of e-readers, which would be hybrids. “They won’t just be a netbook or a tablet or an e-reader,” Ms. Epps said, “but a combination that will bend the categories consumers expect from electronics.”
E-textbooks have special requirements that can be addressed by hybrids like the eDGe, she explained. “The devices have to render graphics faithfully, ideally with color,” she said, “and students should have the ability to take extensive notes and share them,” as well as have access to whatever interactive elements publishers provide. 
Until such features come to market, Ms. Epps said, “electronic book readers are great for reading novels, but they aren’t right for textbooks.”
Allen Weiner, a research vice president with Gartner, said that many students would simply read e-textbooks on their laptops. But even so, dual-screen devices are likely to find a place in the market, he said, provided the models have fairly large screens for both displays. “The window you need for effective video interaction doesn’t have to be giant,” Mr. Weiner said, “but it needs to be a decent size” so that readers can click on a link and find out more. In addition, students can use the hybrids to take notes and underline text directly on the screen using the stylus, something they can’t do on most laptops.
Two other new devices also use dual screens. Barnes & Noble’s new Nook e-book reader ($259) has a small LCD touch screen beneath the reading display to be used primarily for navigation. Another device not yet on the market, the Alex from Spring Design in Cupertino, Calif., has a 3.5-inch LCD for browsing the Internet and interacting with the e-reader content. Spring Design will announce pricing in January, said Eric Kmiec, the company’s vice president for sales and marketing.
 “You will probably soon see combined e-reading devices with LCDs that are slightly smaller than the enTourage, but larger than the Alex,” Mr. Weiner predicted.
Electronic textbooks may one day offer a convenient way to study, said Ms. Epps, literally lightening a student’s load. That’s already happened at Catholic University of America in Washington, where Robert A. Destro, a professor of law, and his students are testing a version of the eDGe. Professor Destro has 13 textbooks on his device. 
“It’s wonderful not to have to lug those books around,” he said.  
E-mail: novelties@nytimes.com.
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Economic View



How to Run Up a Deficit, Without Fear




By ROBERT H. FRANK


Published: December 5, 2009 




FEW subjects rival the federal budget deficit in its power to provoke muddled thinking. 
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It’s a pity, because there are really only three basic truths that policy makers need to know about deficits: First, it’s actually good to run them during deep economic downturns. Second, whether deficits are bad in the long run depends on how borrowed money is spent. And third, eliminating deficits entirely would not require any painful sacrifices. 
Evidence for the first two propositions is compelling. The third is controversial, but as I’ll explain, it’s true nonetheless. Policies grounded on these propositions would greatly improve our economic prospects.
The first proposition comes from the eminent British economist John Maynard Keynes, who argued that when total spending falls well below the level required for full employment, the economy won’t recover quickly on its own. Consumers won’t lead the way, because even those who still have jobs are fearful they might lose them. And most businesses won’t invest, since they already have more capacity than they need. Only government, Mr. Keynes concluded, has both the motive and opportunity to increase  spending significantly during deep downturns. 
Of course, if the government borrows to do so, the debt must eventually be repaid (or the interest on it must be paid forever). That fact has provoked strident protests about government “bankrupting our grandchildren.” 
It’s an absurd complaint. Failure to stimulate the economy would mean a longer downturn. That, in turn, would mean longer stretches of reduced tax receipts, increased unemployment insurance payouts, and depressed private investment. The net result? Higher total public borrowing and a permanent decline in productivity compared with what we would have had under effective economic stimulus.
Once the economy is back on its feet, deficit logic changes. At full employment, extra borrowing often compromises future prosperity, just as critics say. On President George W. Bush’s watch, for example, the national debt rose from $5 trillion to $10 trillion. Some of that borrowing paid for an expansion of Medicare prescription coverage and a financial bailout a year ago, but most went for a war in Iraq and tax cuts that largely just allowed for additional consumption. Our grandchildren will be forever poorer as a result.
But the reverse would be true if government borrowing were used for productive investments. After decades of neglect of the nation’s infrastructure, attractive public investment opportunities abound. It’s been estimated, for example, that eliminating bottlenecks on the Northeast rail corridor would generate $12 billion in benefits at a cost of only $6 billion. These are present value estimates. When government undertakes such investments, our grandchildren become richer, not poorer. 
But they’d be richer in the long run if we paid for those investments with our own savings rather than with borrowed money, for that would allow our grandchildren to benefit from the miracle of compound interest. Many fiscal hawks insist that the only way to eliminate deficits and pay for additional investment is by cutting government spending. But as California’s experience suggests, that approach often backfires. Government programs have constituents. Those that get the ax are often not the least valuable ones, but those whose supporters have the least influence. California’s schools, once among the nation’s best, are now among the worst.
To eliminate deficits, we need additional revenue. The encouraging news is that we could raise more than enough to balance government budgets by replacing our existing tax system with one that taxes activities that cause harm to others.  Called Pigovian taxes by economists — after the English economist Arthur Cecil Pigou — such levies create a burden that is more than offset by the reductions they cause in costly side effects of everyday activities.
When producers emit sulfur dioxide into the atmosphere, for example, the resulting acid rain harms others. As the 1990 amendments to the Clean Air Act demonstrated, the most efficient and least intrusive remedy was to tax sulfur dioxide emissions. Doing so entailed no net sacrifice, because solving the same problem by prescriptive regulation would have been much more costly. 
Similarly, when motorists enter congested roadways, they impose additional delays on others. Here, too, taxation is the best remedy. The time that congestion fees save is more valuable than the fees are burdensome.
When the transactions of financial speculators fuel asset bubbles, they increase the risk of financial meltdowns. A small tax on those transactions would reduce this risk. 
When drivers buy heavier vehicles, they increase others’ risk of dying in accidents. This risk would be lower if we taxed vehicles by weight. Carbon dioxide emissions contribute to global warming. Here as well, taxation offers the most efficient and least intrusive remedy.
Anti-tax zealots denounce all taxation as theft, as depriving citizens of their right to spend their hard-earned incomes as they see fit. Yet nowhere does the Constitution grant us the right not to be taxed. Nor does it grant us the right to harm others with impunity. No one is permitted to steal our cars or vandalize our homes. Why should opponents of taxation be allowed to harm us in less direct ways? 
Taxes on harmful activities would be justified quite apart from any need to balance government budgets. But such taxes would also generate ample revenue for the public services we demand, quieting the ill-considered commentary about deficits. 
In the meantime, however, such commentary continues to render intelligent political decisions about deficits less likely. For example, 58 percent of respondents in a recent NBC News-Wall Street Journal poll said the president and Congress should worry less about bolstering the economy than keeping the deficit down, while only 35 percent said economic recovery was a higher priority. 
If we really want to bankrupt our grandchildren, that poll charts a promising course.  
Robert H. Frank, an economist at Cornell University, is also co-director of the Paduano Seminar in Business Ethics at the Stern School of Business at New York University.
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Strategies



When the Performance Looks a Little Too Good




By MARK HULBERT


Published: December 5, 2009 




SANMINA-SCI, the supplier of electronics services, is loaded with debt and in each of the last eightyears has lost money. Its shares have risen more than 600 percent since the stock market rally began on March 9.
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Wal-Mart Stores, the discount retailer, has lots of cash on its balance sheet, has very little debt and has consistently turned a profit. Since March 9, its shares have gained just 14 percent.
The disparate treatment meted out to these two companies by the stock market highlights an unusual and, in some ways, worrisome phenomenon: to an extent not seen in decades, shares of companies with weak balance sheets have been soaring, generally outperforming firms with stronger fundamentals.
In part, this is a consequence of the terrible pummeling given to riskier assets of all kinds during the worst months of the financial crisis. Shares of companies that were deemed to be weakest were hit the hardest. It’s only natural that they would bounce back the most at the first hint that financial disaster had been averted. 
But the performance gap between the weak and the strong has rarely been as pronounced as it has been since March’s market lows. The extreme outperformance of the more speculative stocks could make them vulnerable to another market shock.
Ford Equity Research, an independent research firm based in San Diego, rates stocks’ financial quality based on a number of factors, including a company’s size, debt level, earnings history and industry stability. All told, Ford Equity follows more than 4,000 stocks. Those in the bottom fifth of its ratings — including Sanmina-SCI — produced an average stock market return of 152 percent from the beginning of March to the end of November, according to an analysis conducted for The New York Times. 
The stocks in the highest quintile for quality — including Wal-Mart — produced an average gain of 66 percent over the same period,  or roughly 85 percentage points less. That is the biggest disparity over the first nine months of any bull market since 1970, which is the first year for which Ford Equity has quality ratings.
Historical comparisons to bull markets prior to 1970 must rely on a proxy for financial quality, and perhaps the best available is market capitalization. Not all large-cap companies are financially healthy, of course, and not all small caps are weak. But, historically, as a group, the difference between the large- and small-cap sectors has proved to be roughly correlated with the disparity between high- and low-quality stocks.
Since the March lows, for example, according to Ford Equity, the 20 percent of stocks with smallest market capitalizations  have on average outperformed the largest 20 percent by 72 percentage points — only slightly less than the 85-point disparity between the lowest- and highest-quality issues.
By contrast, in the first nine months of all bull markets since 1926, the average outperformance of the small-cap sector was just 21 percentage points, or less than one-third as much as the disparity over the last nine months, according to calculations by The Hulbert Financial Digest.
Only once since 1926 have the first nine months of a bull market produced a gap greater than this year’s. That was in the bull market that began in February 1933, in the middle of the Great Depression, when small caps outperformed large caps by an incredible 196 percentage points.  
How can we explain the current extreme performance disparity? The federal government’s stimulus program is the main cause, in the view of Jeremy Grantham, the chief investment strategist at GMO, a money-management firm based in Boston. Mr. Grantham said in an interview that by temporarily reducing the danger of incurring risk, the government had effectively encouraged huge amounts of risk-taking in financial markets. “The sizable disparity of junk over quality should not have come as a big surprise,” he said, “given how massive the government’s stimulus has been.”
 As an unintended consequence, Mr. Grantham said, high-quality stocks today are about as cheap as they have ever been relative to shares of firms with weaker finances. 
“It’s almost a certain bet that high-quality blue chips will outperform lower-quality stocks over the longer term,” he said.  
Mark Hulbert is editor of The Hulbert Financial Digest, a service of MarketWatch. E-mail: strategy@nytimes.com.
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Off the Shelf



Economy’s Loss Was One Man’s Gain


By DEVIN LEONARD

Published: December 5, 2009 



THERE has been no shortage of books about Wall Street leaders who made billions of dollars disappear in the financial crisis. But as the Wall Street Journal reporter Gregory Zuckerman writes in “The Greatest Trade Ever,” (Broadway Books, 295 pages) the financial crisis was a goldmine for a small group of investors. One of them, John Paulson, founder of Paulson & Company, a New York hedge fund, made $15 billion in 2007 by shorting the housing bubble. 
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How did he do it? His fund purchased insurance contracts — called credit default swaps — on securitized mortgage debt at the peak of the real estate boom. Their value soared when the subprime crisis arrived. Mr. Paulson personally took home $4 billion of his fund’s take.
Mr. Zuckerman argues that Mr. Paulson’s lucrative bets — it wasn’t a single trade — put him in the pantheon of legendary investors like Warren E. Buffett, George Soros and Bernard Baruch. “They also made him one of the richest people in the world, wealthier than Steven Spielberg, Mark Zuckerberg and David Rockefeller Sr.,” he writes.
Mr. Zuckerman is a first-rate reporter who is also able to explain the complexities of real estate finance in layman’s terms. At times, “The Greatest Trade Ever” (the subtitle is “The Behind-the-Scenes Story of How John Paulson Defied Wall Street and Made Financial History”) reads like a thriller.
But as you might have already discerned from the overly exuberant title, his book lacks perspective. Mr. Zuckerman depicts Mr. Paulson as a hero for seeing though “the hubris and failure of Wall Street and the financial sector.”
Mr. Paulson did indeed see through Wall Street hubris. But if you read this book closely, you realize he’s no hero.
The author clearly considers Mr. Paulson morally superior to the leaders of investment banks like Bear Stearns and Lehman Brothers and subprime mortgage lenders like Countrywide Financial and New Century, all of whom are vilified. 
But is he really? It’s true that  the bearish Mr. Paulson enriched his investors while his bullish counterparts helped bring about a global economic crisis that impoverished countless people. But he wouldn’t have made his billions if those players had acted more prudently.
According to Mr. Zuckerman, Mr. Paulson  persuaded Goldman Sachs and Deutsche Bank to put together securitized collateralized debt obligations (known as C.D.O.’s), which were  filled with nasty mortgages that he could then short. 
Of course, nobody told the suckers — er, investors — who bought those C.D.O.’s that they were designed to help  a man who wanted the most toxic mortgages imaginable so he could profit when they went sour. But Mr. Zuckerman doesn’t make much of this scandal — and it is a scandal — perhaps because he doesn’t want to taint his supposedly heroic central character.
This isn’t the only instance in which Mr. Zuckerman bends over backward to present Mr. Paulson in a favorable light. He goes to great lengths to depict him as a self-effacing regular guy who takes the bus and dresses unfashionably. In short, the author would like us to think that this hedge fund manager is very un-Wall Street.
Perhaps. But Mr. Zuckerman also explains that Mr. Paulson, who grew up in Queens, marched off to Wall Street for the same reason everybody else does: to make piles of money. 
We learn in “The Greatest Trade Ever” that, in his 30s, Mr. Paulson had a loft in SoHo where he mingled with models, celebrities and other bankers.  After turning 40, Mr. Zuckerman writes, Mr. Paulson married his attractive assistant. They settled down to raise their daughters in a $15 million,  six-story mansion, complete with indoor pool,  on the Upper East Side. 
The former sybarite then became something of a prig, by Mr. Zuckerman’s account, scolding his friends for using foul language and his employees for eating pizza, which he considered unhealthy. That may not be typical Wall Street behavior. The rest of it sounds familiar, though.
Luckily for Mr. Zuckerman — and his readers — Mr. Paulson is not the only character in the book. There is also Paolo Pelligrini, a 50-year-old Italian analyst who is living in a one-bedroom rental in Westchester after washing out at the investment bank Lazard Frères and breaking up with his second wife, a wealthy New York socialite. 
Mr. Paulson, an old Wall Street acquaintance, throws him a lifeline in the form of a job offer. Mr. Pelligrini reciprocates by throwing himself into his work and helps his boss create his winning strategy.
There is Mr. Paulson’s friend, Jeffery Green, a Los Angeles real estate investor who pals around with Mike Tyson and Paris Hilton. He falls out with Mr. Paulson after learning of his friend’s investment strategy and making his own bets again the boom.
Jeffery Libert, another old acquaintance, also decides to buy credit default swaps. But he is racked with guilt, Mr. Zuckerman writes, when he finds himself wishing  for homeowners to default so he can make money. It’s a rare moment of introspection in “The Greatest Trade Ever.” For the most part, the people in Mr. Zuckerman’s book couldn’t be happier when the housing market collapses. 
At the end of the book, Mr. Paulson has more money than he will ever be able to spend. He gives $15 million to the Center for Responsible Lending, a nonprofit that helps families facing foreclosure. That’s not much for a guy who made $4 billion in a single year. 
Mr. Buffett and Mr. Soros have been more generous with their earnings. If Mr. Paulson wants to be remembered as a hero, he might want to do more for the people who are on the wrong side of his trades.  
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The Search



How to Turn Downtime Into Job Offers




By PHYLLIS KORKKI


Published: December 5, 2009 




IF there is one thing that most unemployed job seekers have in abundance, it is time. And yet many of them misuse it. 
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This is understandable. Someone who has just lost a job may be accustomed to a workplace with its schedules and deadlines, and its expectant bosses and co-workers. If you fail to finish an important assignment, you’ll hear about it. 
Compare that with post-layoff life. You can assign yourself tasks, but no one will come after you if you don’t finish them. When you get up in the morning, it can seem as if a long clean carpet of time is ahead of you, but then you may decide to go to the gym, have a leisurely lunch, take a nap, check out “Dr. Phil” on TV followed by “Judge Judy,” and then you’re ready to make  dinner. 
Or, you may engage in a whirlwind of sending e-mail messages, Googling, calling and appointment-making, only to realize that very little of it got you closer to finding a job.
“Having no structure is the biggest enemy to being organized and being focused,” said Julie Morgenstern,  a productivity consultant in New York and author of “Time Management From the Inside Out.”
 Job seekers should create specific work hours and a time map along with mini-deadlines, she said. Like many other experts, she recommends treating job hunting like a full-time job.
Looking for a job involves so many steps that trying to define and prioritize them can be overwhelming, said Kimberly Bishop, chief executive of a career management and leadership services firm in New York. 
“I don’t think that there’s ever a time that the job search process is easy,” Ms. Bishop said. Because it is not something people tend to do on a regular basis, few  are truly skilled at it, she said, but “being prepared and having a plan and a process brings confidence.” 
 To begin, Ms. Bishop said, set aside a physical space for job hunting and devote from several days to  a week solely to laying the groundwork for your search, she said. Too often, Ms. Bishop said, people fling themselves into making appointments and arranging interviews before they even have their résumés updated or know what kind of jobs they should realistically seek. 
Prepare  résumés, write sample cover letters, assemble your references, and put together samples of your work, she said. Compile an inventory of your skills, accomplishments and honors — Ms. Bishop calls this a “success folder” — ready to be shown or recounted during interviews.
 “Once the job hunt gets started, it’s so easy to become overwhelmed with just the management and organization of the paperwork,” Ms. Bishop said. So create files, either paper or computer ones, to keep track of where you have applied and where you have had interviewed, she said. 
 You don’t want to have a recruiter or a human resources manager call you and find yourself saying: “Who did you say you were again? You say I applied there?” 
After this initial preparation it’s time to get started in earnest. Ms. Morgenstern suggests dividing the day into three compartments: preparation and research, meetings, and follow-up. 
“Mixing it up” this way  can stop you from obsessing about things and from being paralyzed by perfectionism, she said. It is energizing and keeps you balance, she added. 
 Ms. Bishop echoed this sentiment, saying it is dangerous to spend too much time on any one thing. Some people spend all their time in front of the computer sending unproductive e-mail messages and applying for jobs for which they aren’t qualified, she said (and that wastes the hiring manager’s time, too). Other people spend all day at networking meetings and informational interviews without doing the concrete work that leads to an actual application or an interview, she said. 
Of course be flexible (don’t turn down a job interview to do research!), but Ms. Morgenstern put forth this sample day of varied activities: From 9 to 11, do background research on companies that you will be applying to or interviewing with. Research unconventional industries that may fit with your skills. Take an online career assessment test. Generate a list of contacts for networking purposes. Look up networking organizations. 
Try to schedule a meeting every day, or five meetings a week, Ms. Morgenstern said. “These benchmarks keep you from becoming complacent or depressed”  and keep you connected with the outside world, she said.  Between 11 and 2 or 3, you might meet with a friend or former colleagues or a career counselor for lunch or coffee.
Then go home and do follow-up work, Ms. Morgenstern said. Send a thank-you e-mail message  to the person you had lunch or coffee with and forward any articles or leads that you may have mentioned. Send your thank-you notes that day, she said. Do not put that  off.
End every day by planning the next one, plus the two days after that, she said. This “three-day arc” puts your job search in context and enables you to pace yourself, she said.
“People are energized by getting things done,” she said. “Energy then begets more energy and more productivity.” That begets confidence. 
Then, when you’re calling people on the phone or meeting with them, you radiate confidence and increase your chances of being hired, she said.  
E-mail: thesearch@nytimes.com.















                This article was downloaded by calibre from http://www.nytimes.com/2009/12/06/jobs/06search.html?pagewanted=all





            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            |
        

            | Next
            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            | Previous
            |
            




The Boss



A Social Worker for Pets





Published: December 5, 2009 




MY dad was a dog trainer and handler like his father before him. We lived in Madison, N.J., across the street from the dog kennel on the estate of Geraldine Rockefeller Dodge, a prominent dog fancier. He showed her dogs in competition — she had about 100  — and brought many of them home.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
 From the time I was born, I was surrounded by golden retrievers, German shepherds and bloodhounds. My first word was “doggie.”
I helped my father feed and groom the dogs. He took me to my first dog show when I was 8. I got to see him working in the ring that day instead of just training. The golden retriever he was showing was known by a long, formal name for competition, but at home we knew him as Bouncer. Bouncer won “best in show” that day, and to me it was as if my dad had hit a grand slam.
In college I transferred from Duquesne University in Pittsburgh to Sonoma State University in northern California, where I majored in psychology. Sonoma had a progressive, humanistic psychology department. There was a visiting Zen priest and a traditional clinical psychologist who had learned Hatha yoga. I took a yoga class to satisfy my physical education requirement, and I still practice yoga today. 
After college I got a master’s degree in psychology and worked with at-risk adolescents in a residential setting. To go to the next level in that organization, I needed either a doctorate in psychology or a master’s degree in social work. I wasn’t sure what I wanted to do. Then my father called and asked me to develop an educational program for children at St. Hubert’s Animal Welfare Center, a shelter that Geraldine Dodge started and my father ran. I decided to take a year off and develop it, and I also helped manage the facility. I stayed 20 years, becoming president in 1981.
In the 1990s I served as director of two organizations, PetSmart Charities and the animal protection division of the American Humane Association. Around this time I read an article that promoted taking only as many animals into facilities as could be supported, which came to be known as the “no kill” movement.  I joined the San Francisco Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals in 1998 as president and helped develop a no-kill shelter that became a model for other shelters. No adoptable dog or cat has been euthanized in San Francisco in 15 years. 
It’s true that some dogs are severely aggressive or too ill to be adopted, but 70 percent to 85 percent are adoptable. With dogs, the problem is one of distribution and access. With cats, we still have an overpopulation problem in the country.
I was recruited for my current role at the American Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals in New York City in 2003. We provide financing, training and support to S.P.C.A.’s nationally, but we do not oversee them. Our organization advocates for the compassionate treatment of animals and provides them legal protection, but we’d like to see law enforcement assume more responsibility in prosecuting animal cruelty instead of leaving it to humane agencies. 
We work with more than 140 animal rescue groups, both governmental and private, to reduce euthanasia in New York City animal shelters. About 30 percent  of the animals left the shelter alive when I started, and now that rate is about 70 percent. 
I’ve dedicated my life to solving this life-and-death problem and helping to build sustainable systems for these animals. The simple answer is collaboration, assisted by accurate data that tracks our progress. Over the years, I’ve found I’m a good collaborator by nature. I’m able to find common ground when there’s a difference of opinion or in a polarized situation. Today, when the issues surrounding animal rights are highly emotional, it’s a good skill to have.  
As told to Patricia R. Olsen. 
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The Demons That Haunt the Pakistanis

By SABRINA TAVERNISE

Published: December 5, 2009



ISLAMABAD, Pakistan — These are emotional times in Pakistan, particularly since
President Obama told its leaders last week to fight harder against Islamist extremists, and expanded a deeply unpopular covert air strike program in Pakistani territory.		
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1947, during the agonies accompanying independence.                            
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FLEEING A Muslim refugee train in India during the turmoil of 1947.                            







After Mr. Obama’s speech at West Point, newspapers and talk shows here were full of heated commentary that those demands would push Pakistan further toward disaster. “Approval of increasing drone strikes in Pakistan,” blared one headline. “A very difficult time is approaching for Pakistan,” a former foreign secretary intoned on television.		

Some of the feeling is not hard to understand. Who would want another country using missiles against targets in one’s own? But there was something else, an anti-Americanism whose depth and intensity I could not fully grasp. So to find out where Pakistan’s head was, I sought help from one of the country’s top psychiatrists.		

What I got was not so much an explanation as an illustration, in all its anger, of the embittered language in which a great many Pakistanis discuss their relationship with America — living proof of just how different America’s understanding of Pakistan is from its own view of itself.		

“The real terrorists are not the men in turbans we see on Al Jazeera,” said the psychiatrist, Dr. Malik H. Mubbashar, vice chancellor of the University of Health Sciences in Lahore. “They are wearing Gucci suits and Brit hats. It’s your great country, Madam.”		

I asked him to spell it out. “It’s coming from Americans, Jews and Indians,” he said. “It’s an axis of evil that’s being supervised by you people.”		

This is not such an unusual view in Pakistan, even if the tone was particularly harsh. At 62 years old, Pakistan is something of a teenager among nations, even in its frame of mind — self-conscious, emotional, quick to blame others for its troubles.		

It was born in 1947, in a bloody, wrenching partition from India in which hundreds of thousands were killed. That traumatic event left deep scars on the psyches of both nations, and locked the countries into a perilous rivalry in ways that foreign observers often fail to understand.		

But while India closed itself off, eliminated its feudal system and developed its economy, Pakistan kept a corrosive system of feudal privilege and went through decades of political upheaval. And India still looms large in Pakistan’s collective imagination.		

“We didn’t heal very well after the partition because we didn’t deal with it,” said Ishma Alvi, a psychologist  in Karachi.		

So it is natural that Pakistan’s security concerns focus much more on its eastern border with India, where the rivalry over who controls Kashmir festers, and less on its western border with Afghanistan — a smaller, weaker country that Pakistan has traditionally been able to influence.		

It is that focus that Americans now insist that Pakistan change, and it is not irrational that Pakistanis are resisting. Pakistan and India have fought three wars (or four, depending on who’s counting) and India maintains a large force along its border. India has also poured money into Afghanistan, raising hackles on this side of the border.		

These are facts that Pakistanis like Dr. Mubbashar believe the United States willfully ignores as it single-mindedly pursues its own interests, as it did in the 1980s when it was confronting the Soviets. Washington now sees the Taliban and Al Qaeda as the biggest threat in the region, and is exasperated that Pakistan sees things differently.		

“There is a clash of narratives,” said Maleeha Lodhi, Pakistan’s former ambassador to the United States.		

Being a diplomat, Ms. Lodhi speaks in a low key. But not  Dr. Mubbashar, whose brand of patriotism may sound paranoid to an American, but is shared by many Pakistanis. He asserted that the American security company formerly known as Blackwater, a favorite target of criticism for ultranationalists, rented a house next to his, and that its employees had been trying to lure his servants with sweets, alcohol and “McDonald’s food every Sunday.”		

Conspiracy theories are pervasive in Pakistan, and Ms. Alvi offered an explanation. They are a projection, she said — a defense mechanism that protects one’s psyche from something too difficult to accept. “It’s not me, it’s you,” she said. “It’s a denial of personal responsibility, which goes a long way to cripple our growth.”		

In recent months, Pakistan has begun challenging the Islamist extremists on its border and the extremists have directed bombings against Pakistani citizens and institutions. Even so, Pakistan’s powerful news media aggressively trumpet the conspiracy theories, which are consumed by anyone who picks up a paper or turns on a TV.		

But there are exceptions, and I stumbled upon one in the most unlikely of people, the elderly father of a young jihadi. A retired telephone operator living in a working class area of Islamabad, the man blamed his son’s ways not on India or America, but squarely on the Pakistani groups that lured him.		

He spoke in the broken, bitter manner of a father who had lost his son, but went out of his way to tell me that foreigners, whatever their faith, would always be welcome in his home. “Islam treats foreigners according to their wishes,” he said, sitting cross legged on the floor of a bare room. “It’s not what these people say — killing them or asking others to terrorize them,” he said contemptuously of the militants. “We must treat everybody equally. Christians, Jews, Muslims.”		

Pakistan recently has begun asking hard questions about who it is. The freeing of the news media seven years ago, as unruly as it is, opened the floodgates. Musicians and artists are wrestling with Pakistani identity in new ways, and self-awareness is growing.		

“Our healing is recent,” Ms. Alvi said. “Before, we were very confused about who and what we were.”		

But she said there is still a long way to go.		

“A giant step forward would be to take responsibility,” she said.		





 







A version of this article appeared in print on December 6, 2009, on page WK1  of the New York edition.
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The War in Pashtunistan




In order to view this feature, you must download the latest version of flash player here.




 
 By SCOTT SHANE

 Published: December 5, 2009






WASHINGTON — The plan
President Obama unveiled last week for Years 9 and 10 of the war in Afghanistan left a basic question begging for an answer: If Al Qaeda is the threat, and Al Qaeda is in Pakistan, why send another 30,000 troops to Afghanistan?		
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An Intensifying War
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ON PATROL G.I.'s in the Korengal Valley last April had to fight off an attack on their way to meet with tribal elders.                             







In his address Tuesday night, the president mentioned Pakistan and the Pakistanis some 25 times, and called Pakistan and Afghanistan  collectively “the epicenter of the violent extremism practiced by Al Qaeda.”		

But he might have had an easier time explaining what he was really proposing had he set the national boundaries aside and told Americans that the additional soldiers and marines were being sent to another land altogether: Pashtunistan.		

That land is not on any map, but it’s where leaders of Al Qaeda and the Taliban both hide. It straddles 1,000 miles of the 1,600-mile Afghan-Pakistani border. It is inhabited by the ethnic Pashtuns, a fiercely independent people that number 12 million on the Afghan side and 27 million on the Pakistani side. They have a language (Pashto), an elaborate traditional code of legal and moral conduct (Pashtunwali), a habit of crossing the largely unmarked border at will, and a centuries-long history of foreign interventions that ended badly for the foreigners.		

Whether Mr. Obama will have better luck there than President
George W. Bush, the Soviet Politburo and British prime ministers back to the early 19th century remains to be seen. But it is there that the war will be fought, because it is there that the Taliban were spawned and where they now regroup, attack and find shelter, for themselves and their Qaeda guests.		

Today, the enemies of the United States are nearly all in Pashtunistan, an aspirational name coined long ago by advocates of an independent Pashtun homeland. From bases in the Pakistani part of it — the Federally Administered Tribal Areas toward the north and Baluchistan province in the south — Afghan Taliban leaders, who are Pashtuns, have plotted attacks against Afghanistan. It is also from the Pakistani side of Pashtunistan that Qaeda militants have plotted terrorism against the West.		

And the essential strategic problem for the Americans has been this: their enemy, so far, has been able to draw advantage from the border between the two nation-states by ignoring it, and the Americans have so far been hindered because they must respect it.		

That is because Pakistan and Afghanistan care deeply about their sovereign rights on either side of the line, but the Pashtuns themselves have never paid the boundary much regard since it was drawn by a British diplomat, Mortimer Durand, in 1893. “They don’t recognize the border,” said Shuja Nawaz, director of the South Asia Center at the Atlantic Council, a Washington policy group. “They never have. They never will.”		

And that has enormously complicated the war against the Taliban and Al Qaeda. The Taliban can plan an attack from Pakistan and execute it in Afghanistan. Their fighters — or Al Qaeda’s leaders — can slip across the border to flee, or to rejoin the battle. At the same time, the Americans can fight openly only in Afghanistan, not in Pakistan, and the Taliban know it.		

An American military officer who served at the border in 2003 and 2004 recalled Taliban fighters waving their rifles from the Pakistani side to taunt the Americans. “Our rules said we couldn’t follow them and we couldn’t shoot at them unless they shot at us,” the officer said. “But when we saw them over the border, we knew we should expect an attack that night. The only ones who recognized the border were us, with our G.P.S.”		

That has been changing all year, however, and it is about to change even more, as the Americans gear up for an intensified war on both sides of the line simultaneously. The dispatch of 30,000 additional Americans to the Afghan side of the border will occur simultaneously with more intensive missile strikes from drone aircraft and Pakistani army offensives on the other side.		

Ever since
Osama bin Laden escaped American forces in December 2001, crossing the mountains of Tora Bora from Afghanistan into Pakistan, American strategists have spoken of a “hammer and anvil” strategy to crush the militants. Until now, the border has proven so porous, and Pakistani governments so squeamish about a fight, that the American hammer in Afghanistan was pounding Taliban fighters there against a Pakistani pillow, not an anvil.		

Now, Mr. Obama’s added troops are likely to be concentrated in the Taliban stronghold in Helmand and Kandahar in southern Afghanistan, and near Khost in the east. At the same time, the president has approved a major intensification of drone strikes in Pakistan, even as the Pakistani army continues a campaign against the militants launched this fall in South Waziristan, following on a counterattack that swept militants last spring from the Swat Valley.		

“We finally have an opportunity to do a real hammer-and-anvil strategy on the border,” said Michael O’Hanlon, a senior fellow at the Brookings Institution who follows the Afghan war. “We’ve never done it before because we’ve had insufficient strength on both sides of the border or insufficient political will on the Pakistani side.” For years, in fact, Pakistani intelligence has played a double game with Islamist extremists, nurturing them as a force to use against Pakistan’s archrival India in the disputed territory of Kashmir and helping create the Taliban as a buffer against Indian influence in Afghanistan.		

But as the mujahedeen who fought the Soviets in Afghanistan in the 1980s later turned on their American benefactors, so some militants in Pakistan have begun attacking the state that once encouraged them. Many in the Pakistani elite were stunned by the emergence in 2007 of the Pakistani Taliban and by the subsequent campaign of terrorist attacks against Pakistan’s power structure, including the assassination of
Benazir Bhutto, suicide bombings in cities and an attack on the army headquarters in Rawalpindi in October.		

On Friday, the militants struck again, storming a mosque near the army headquarters, spraying the crowd at Friday prayers with gunfire, hurling grenades and blowing themselves up. At least 36 worshippers were killed, including several high-ranking military officials.		

The slaughter has changed the attitude of many Pakistanis, including government officials, about the wisdom of tolerating radical groups. And since last year, Pakistan has offered quiet but crucial support for the C.I.A.’s use of missile-firing drones, including intelligence on militants’ whereabouts.		

“Now the Pakistanis are convinced they’ve crossed the Rubicon,” said one former C.I.A. officer with long experience in the region. “They know they can’t do half measures.”		

Still, Pakistan is deeply divided, conditioned for decades to focus its security concerns on India. Popular opinion runs strongly against the United States. And Obama administration officials say they have not yet won Islamabad’s support for major elements of the new war strategy.		

Most significantly, Pakistan has yet to agree to go after the leaders of the Afghan Taliban, or to permit American drones to hunt them in the province of Baluchistan, across the border from their former Afghani base in Kandahar. Mullah
Muhammad Omar, the cleric to whom even Mr. bin Laden has pledged fealty, operates now from near the Pakistani city of Quetta, as he helps oversee the Taliban resurgence in Afghanistan.		

And history offers unnerving precedent for the Americans. In Waziristan, the patch of Pakistan where the Central Intelligence Agency now kills militants with missiles fired from drones, the British conducted what may have been history’s first counterinsurgency air campaign, bombing from biplanes between 1919 and 1925.		

Mr. Nawaz, of the Atlantic Council, whose grandfather fought with the British in Waziristan in 1901, said he saw in the shifting American policies an echo of the British experience; the British found themselves caught for decades in a cycle of rebellion, brutal suppression, payoffs for tribal leaders, and then a period of peace followed by a new rebellion.		

Given the realistic time limits to American involvement, he said, the best possible outcome may be modest: “to force the Taliban to come to terms and allow the U.S. an exit.”		

But even the prospect of an exit has hazards for the United States. The long Pashtun experience with war has taught them to favor those who look like winners, which is why the Taliban’s successes in the last few years have lured fighters to their side. “Our best hope for success,” said Andrew M. Exum, who fought in Afghanistan as an Army captain in 2002 and 2004 and returned as a civilian adviser this year, “is to fundamentally alter the balance of power in a way that favors the Afghan security forces over the Afghan Taliban.”		

In other words, the fate of Mr. Obama’s surge depends a lot on the hearts and minds of the Pashtuns — and who seems a winner.		

In Congressional testimony last week,
Robert M. Gates, the defense secretary, said that was where the American interest comes in: A Taliban victory, he said, could give Al Qaeda not just a physical haven but a philosophical victory with profound consequences. “The lesson of the Taliban’s revival for Al Qaeda is that time and will are on their side, that with a Western defeat they could regain their strength and achieve a major strategic victory,” Mr. Gates said. “Rolling back the Taliban is now necessary, even if not sufficient, to the ultimate defeat of Al Qaeda.”		
 






 







A version of this article appeared in print on December 6, 2009, on page WK1  of the New York edition.








 



















Past Coverage
	Pakistan Braces for Taliban Attacks as It Prepares Offensive (October 7, 2009)
	Drone Strike Said to Kill 16 Militants In Pakistan (July 8, 2009)
	Pakistan Says Radio Chatter Proves Military Campaign Has Weakened Taliban (June 2, 2009)








Related Searches















                This article was downloaded by calibre from http://www.nytimes.com/2009/12/06/weekinreview/06shane.html?pagewanted=all





            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            |
        

            | Next
            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            | Previous
            |
            





Quotations of the Week

 Published: December 5, 2009






“This is the most urgent time for our feeding programs in our lifetime, with the exception of the Depression. It’s time for us to face up to the fact that in this country of plenty, there are hungry people.”
 —Kevin Concannon, an under secretary of agriculture, on the rapid increase in food stamp use across the country.		
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Associated Press

REACHING OUT President Nixon in China in 1972, with the Chinese Premier Chou En-lai. He exploited Communist divisions. 


 
 Compiled by THE NEW YORK TIMES

 Published: December 5, 2009






Obama's Nixon Strategy 






Blog

[image: ]

Idea of the Day

Links to these articles and other interesting writings from across the Web.


 





In 

Negotiators at Climate Talks Face Deep Set of Fault Lines - NYTimes.com










































            | Next
            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            | Previous
            |
            





Negotiators at Climate Talks Face Deep Set of Fault Lines

 By TOM ZELLER Jr.

 Published: December 5, 2009






With the scientific consensus more or less settled that human activity — the burning of fossil fuels, torching of forests, and so forth — is contributing to a warmer and less hospitable planet, one might reasonably ask, why is it so hard to agree on a plan to curb those activities?		
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The answer lies with the many fault lines that cut through the debate over climate change. Those deep divisions will be on display beginning this week as representatives of 192 nations gather in Copenhagen for a United Nations conference on the issue.		

Organizers had hoped to emerge with an international compact to reduce greenhouse gas emissions and help countries most threatened by rising sea waters and temperatures. But the divisions between nations are such that world leaders agreed last month to put off resolving the most contentious issues until next year. They will try instead to reach a nonbinding interim agreement in Copenhagen, then work toward a binding treaty in 2010.		

Just what will happen, of course, remains to be seen. Here’s a primer on some of the major themes and fissures:		

RICH NATIONS VS. POOR NATIONS 

Who should pay whom for what — and how much?		

The Bolivias and Chads and Mauritanias of the world argue that they are more vulnerable to changes in temperature, and have little or no resources to adapt to changes in the growing seasons or increased rainfall or —  worst case — to relocate large numbers of people.		

They want the rich world to commit to far deeper emissions cuts than they already have, and to provide them with cash and technology so they can prepare for the worst and develop a clean energy infrastructure for themselves.		

The rich world, meanwhile, is busy trying to figure out just how to calculate the cost of all this (estimates run into the trillions of dollars), and how to divvy up the bill.		

DEVELOPED VS. DEVELOPING ECONOMIES 

This is where postindustrial economies like the United States and Europe, which became prosperous by burning carbon-dioxide-spewing fossil fuels, face off against industrializing economies like China, Brazil and India, which resent pressure to decarbonize their energy systems now that they are growing.		

The standoff between China and the United States underscores the issues. The global trade rivals were reluctant to commit to emissions targets until each had an idea of what the other planned. The two countries together are responsible for 40 percent of the world’s greenhouse gas emissions. But all players have been eyeing each other warily.		

In recent weeks, bidding has begun, with Brazil, then the United States, followed by China and, last week, India, offering up individual emissions goals. But they have used different baselines against which to measure their reductions, making it difficult to determine whether there is parity.		

ISLAND AND COASTAL NATIONS VS. THE CLOCK 

In mid-October, ministers of the government of the Maldives, a low-lying island nation in the Indian Ocean, donned scuba gear and held a 30-minute cabinet meeting underwater off the coast of the capital, Malé.		

The stunt was designed to highlight the nation’s plight — and that of three-dozen or so other small island and coastal countries — should global warming raise sea levels in the coming decades. Even a modest increase could leave a number of low-lying nations uninhabitable.		

As a bloc, these countries have been lobbying for an international agreement to keep average temperatures from rising beyond 1.5 degrees Celsius — or 2.7 degrees Fahrenheit. They also want global emissions scaled back by as much as 85 percent by midcentury.		

The bloc, which includes a wide range of economies, from relatively well-to-do Singapore to strugglers like Haiti, wins points for being at the front lines of a planetary problem, but its political clout at the negotiating table is uncertain.		

EUROPE VS. EUROPE 

Even though the European Union has been at the vanguard of renewable energy development and emissions reduction through its carbon trading scheme, it is struggling internally over each nation’s carbon quotas, assistance to developing countries and fidelity to the emissions reductions agreed to in 1997 under the Kyoto Protocol.		

While Europe as a whole is on track to meet its goal of an 8 percent reduction over 1990 emissions levels by 2012, not every country has pulled its weight. Nations unlikely to meet their individual Kyoto targets include Italy, Spain and, yes, Denmark, host of the Copenhagen talks.		

Poland and Estonia, meanwhile, have been bickering with the European Commission over the amount of carbon dioxide the two countries should be allowed to emit. Both rely heavily on coal for electricity.		
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â€˜Whiteningâ€™ the RÃ©sumÃ©

 By MICHAEL LUO

 Published: December 5, 2009






Tahani Tompkins was struggling to get callbacks for job interviews in the Chicago area this year when a friend made a suggestion: Change your name. Instead of Tahani, a distinctively African-American-sounding name, she began going by T. S. Tompkins in applications.		
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Yvonne Orr, also searching for work in Chicago, removed her bachelor’s degree from Hampton University, a historically black college, leaving just her master’s degree from Spertus Institute, a Jewish school. She also deleted a position she once held at an African-American nonprofit organization and rearranged her references so the first people listed were not black.		

The dueling forces of assimilation and diversity have long battled for primacy in the American experience, most acutely among African-Americans. It’s not clear that assimilation has gained an edge here in the waning days of the decade, but the women’s behavior — “whitening” the résumé — is certainly not isolated. Ms. Tompkins and Ms. Orr were among the more than two dozen college-educated blacks interviewed for an article about racial disparities in hiring published last week on the front page of The New York Times. A half-dozen said they had taken steps to hide their race, or at least dial back the level of “blackness” signaled in their  résumés.		

That seemed startling somehow, maybe because of the popular perception that affirmative action still confers significant advantages to black job candidates, a perception that is not borne out in studies. Moreover, statistics show even college-educated blacks suffering disproportionately in this jobless environment  compared with whites, as that article reported.		

But if playing down blackness is a common strategy born of necessity, perceived or real, it still takes a psychic toll, maybe a greater one now, as people calibrate identity more carefully.		

“I wrestled with it a great deal,” said Ms. Orr, who has worked for 15 years in fund-raising for nonprofits. “I wrestled with what kind of message I was sending to my children in raising them to be very proud of whom they are.”		

There have been ebbs and flows, however, in the degree to which “blackness” has been aggressively celebrated by African-Americans. Ms. Orr’s parents were Black Panthers, part of the black power and black pride movement that came to the fore in the late 1960s. But even Ms. Orr’s mother, counseling her about her résumé, said, “You don’t need to shout out, ‘I’m black.’ ”		

Most of those interviewed described their strategy as a way to eliminate one more potential obstacle that might keep them from at least getting the chance to make it to an interview so they could present their case in person. Experts said that course might be wise. Research has shown that applicants with black-sounding names get fewer callbacks than those with white-sounding names, even when they have equivalent credentials. Affirmative action programs in the private sector have largely receded since the early 1980s, replaced by a variety of diversity efforts rarely shown to be effective in raising minority representation.		

“The average organization either doesn’t have diversity programs, or has the type that is not effective and can even lead to backlash,” said Alexandra Kalev, a University of Arizona sociologist who has studied such efforts. “So in the average organization, being black doesn’t help.”		

Nevertheless, the strategy of hiding race — in particular changing names — can be soul-piercing. It prompted one African-American reader of the article to write that he was reminded of the searing scene in the groundbreaking TV miniseries 
“Roots”
when the runaway slave Kunta Kinte is whipped until he declares that his name is Toby, the name given to him by his master.		

Black job seekers said the purpose of hiding racial markers extended beyond simply getting in the door for an interview. It was also part of making sure they appeared palatable to hiring managers once race was seen. Activism in black organizations, even majoring in African-American studies can be signals to employers. Removing such details is all part of what Ms. Orr described as  “calming down on the blackness.”		

In “Covering: the Hidden Assault on Our Civil Rights,” Kenji Yoshino, a law professor at New York University, wrote about this phenomenon not just among blacks but also other minority groups. “My notion of covering is really about the idea that people can have stigmatized identities that either they can’t or won’t hide but nevertheless experience a huge amount of pressure to downplay those identities,” he said. Mr. Yoshino says that progress in hiring has meant that “the line originally was between whites and nonwhites, favoring whites; now it’s whites and nonwhites who are willing to act white.”		

John L. Jackson Jr., a professor of anthropology and communications at the University of Pennsylvania and author of “Racial Paranoia,” said he wondered about the “existential cost” of this kind of behavior, even if the adjustments were temporary and seem harmless.		

“In some ways, they are denying who and what they are,” he said. “They almost have to pretend themselves away.”		
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94: The percentage of sales in the United States of Susan Boyle’s album, “I Dreamed a Dream,” that were physical CDs, not digital downloads.		
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Austin Hargrave/Shorefire Media, via Bloomberg










And that’s a lot of CDs. Not since
Snoop Dogg’s “Doggystyle” 16 years ago has a debut album sold more copies in its first week: 701,000, including digital. Ms. Boyle, the Scottish YouTube sensation who was unknown until she appeared on “Britain’s Got Talent” in April, also had a better opening week than any artist this year, including the veterans
Eminem and U2.		

Not so doornail-dead after all, those CDs.		
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Woos Girl by Engine Toots 
 
The Improvement Association of Edgewater Park, N.J., has found much cause for complaint recently in the whistle shrieks of the Pennsylvania Railroad locomotives. ... Men placed near the tracks by the Improvement Association noticed that one train, which passed through the town three times a day, was the principal offender. A fair-haired girl was found to be the cause of the tooting of this train, for no sooner would the shrill sound issue forth than this young woman would come out on the porch of her home and throw kisses to the engineer, who would return them, and give a few extra blasts in recognition of the salutation.		

The Improvement Association has decided that if the engineer cannot woo his fair young friend without annoying the whole town he had better have her home moved further away.		

From The New York Times 

Read more in the Times Traveler blog » 
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From a Land Without Jeans, Denim Diplomacy
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Move over, Levi’s.		
 
A limited run of designer jeans labeled “Made in North Korea” went on sale late last week at the trendy Stockholm department store PUB, the first foray into Western fashion for the reclusive Communist state.		

Marketed under the Noko brand by three 20-something Swedish entrepreneurs, the jeans sell for 1,500 kronor ($220), more than two year’s wages for the average North Korean. No matter, jeans are banned in the country as a symbol of United States imperialism.		

Noko’s founders spent more than a year trying to get into the planet’s last Stalinist state. It probably didn’t hurt that Sweden is one of only seven countries to have an embassy there. But once inside, their difficulties continued.		

“There is a political gap, a mental gap and an economic gap,” Jacob Astrom, one of the Swedish businessmen, told Reuters.		

They were rebuffed by North Korea’s biggest textile operation before striking a deal with North Korea’s largest mining company, which has a small textile subsidiary. They sealed the contract to produce 1,100 pairs of jeans over shots of Swedish vodka and handshakes.		

“What really motivated us wasn’t the money but to open doors,” Jakob Ohlsson, another of the entrepreneurs, told The Associated Press. “There are normal people there, but all we’ve really seen from it is their military marches on TV.”		
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Questions Odd and Profound

By MARY JO MURPHY

Published: December 5, 2009



“Take nobody’s word for it.”		
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SATIRE OR SCIENCE? A rendering of Swiftâ€™s flying island.                            
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TierneyLab: Royal Society's Online Birthday Party
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A Royal Society experiment, in which air was blown into a dogâ€™s lungs.                            







As rendered in Latin, “nullius in verba,” it is the motto of the Royal Society, Britain’s 350-year-old science fraternity. Back in 1660, 12 learned gents formed what they called a Colledge for the Promoting of Physico-Mathematicall Experimentall Learning. Today their Philosophical Transactions, which invented the concept of peer review, is the oldest scientific journal in continuous publication in the world.		

That bit of Latin borrowed from Horace, however, is a coy reminder of the long-shared coin of science inquiry and science skepticism. The motto could as easily be a clarion call for the climate change deniers making their way to Copenhagen this week when the world meets to chat about the weather. And nowhere is this tension more apparent than in the broad range of quirky and profound Letters to the Royal Society that the organization put on its Web site last week to celebrate its coming anniversary. There you will find the seeds of great invention and discovery: Newton writes with suitable dazzlement on his theory of light and color; Capt. James Cook describes how he conquered shipboard scurvy by giving his sailors a diet rich in malt, sweet-wort, sour krout, oranges and lemons (lots of vitamin C); and there’s Sir Humphry Davy, a Royal Society president, who when he wasn’t sucking laughing gas (in the interest of science) invented a safety lamp that allowed coal miners to see in the dark without blowing themselves up.		

Einstein and Hawking and even Mozart find their way into the online papers too, so genius is well represented. However, particularly in the submissions from the early years, when there were as many dabblers as there were true men and women of science, there are lines of inquiry that, to be charitable, are remarkable mostly for showing the boundlessness of the human imagination in its quest for answers. This is where honest inquiry meets skepticism in its literary expression: satire.		

Here is an experiment of our own. In the following pairs of excerpts, which sample, A or B, is from a Royal Society letter, explaining earnest scientific endeavor, and which is the work of a deeply skeptical satirist in the guise of Lemuel Gulliver?		

Sample 1A. This scientist “had been eight years upon a project for extracting sun-beams out of cucumbers, which were to be put into vials hermetically sealed, and let out to warm the air in raw inclement summers. He told me he did not doubt in eight years more he should be able to supply the Governor’s gardens with sunshine at a reasonable rate.”		

Sample 1B. This scientist fashioned a kite out of silk, cedar and twine, affixed a bit of wire to it, then waited for a “thunder-gust.” The person “who holds the string, must stand within a door, or window, or under some cover, so that the silk riband may not be wet; and care must be taken, that the twine does not touch the frame of the door or window. As soon as any of the thunder-clouds come over the kite, the pointed wire will draw the electric fire from them; and the kite, with all the twine, will be electrified.”		

Sample 2A. This scientist “gave me a close embrace (a compliment I could well have excused). His employment from his first coming into the Academy, was an operation to reduce human excrement to its original food, by separating the several parts, removing the tincture which it receives from the gall, making the odour exhale, and scumming off the saliva. He had a weekly allowance from the society, of a vessel filled with human ordure.”		

Sample 2B. This scientist sought to answer questions about what happened when he transfused the blood of one animal into another. He wondered “whether a fierce Dog, by being often quite new stocked with the blood of a cowardly Dog, may not become more tame” and “whether a Dog, taught to fetch and carry, or to dive after Ducks, or to sett, will after frequent and full recruits of the blood of Dogs unfit for those Exercises, be as good at them, as before?”		

Sample 3A. “There was a man born blind, who had several apprentices in his own condition: their employment was to mix colours for painters, which their master taught them to distinguish by feeling and smelling. It was indeed my misfortune to find them at that time not very perfect in their lessons.”		

Sample 3B. From a surgeon who restored the sight of a boy who was born blind or had no memory of ever having seen, examining how shapes and colors and distances are perceived: “Being shewn his Father’s Picture in a Locket at his Mother’s Watch, and told what it was, he acknowledged a Likeness, but was vastly surpriz’d; asking, how it could be, that a large Face could be express’d in so little Room, saying, It should have seem’d as impossible to him, as to put a Bushel of any thing into a Pint.”		

If you selected all B’s as the true experiments, you were right. Go to Copenhagen with a smile and a plan. The answer was not too difficult in the first instance: this was of course
Benjamin Franklin. The dog blood transfusions were performed by Robert Boyle in 1666 and described to Dr. Richard Lower, who the next year became the first to transfuse the blood of a sheep into a human. It took 200 more years to learn enough about blood groups to make transfusions safe. The surgery on the “Ripe Cataracts” was done by William Chesselden and described to the Royal Society in 1727.		

If you selected all A’s for the true experiments, you were wrong. Go to Copenhagen with a placard and doubts. The excerpts were from  
“Gulliver’s Travels,”
when Jonathan Swift describes his tour of the grand Academy of Lagado — a deliberate swipe at the Royal Society of his day — during his voyage to the flying island of Laputa. Swift was not anti-science. He was pro-Horace. Nullius in verba.		
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Food Stamps and the Tough Economy





Published: December 5, 2009 




To the Editor:

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Re “Food Stamp Use Soars Across U.S., and Stigma Fades” (“The Safety Net” series, front page, Nov. 29):
It is ironic and a little sad that any stigma still attaches to acceptance of food stamps when jobs end and incomes disappear. When President John F. Kennedy established the Food Stamp Program on a pilot basis in 1961, a principal objective was to remove the stigma attached to receipt by poor families of Department of Agriculture surplus commodities — beans, cornmeal and milk powder — by providing vouchers (food stamps) to buy food at the store. 
The Kennedy administration had to start the Food Stamp Program by executive order because Southern senators and representatives dominated the committees on agriculture and appropriations, and would not have passed a food stamp bill in 1961. But once the program was established, they were never able to end or limit it, despite repeated efforts. 
Over the years, both political parties have provided the money to cover more eligible families when job losses made it necessary.
John A. Schnittker

Santa Ynez, Calif., Nov. 29, 2009
The writer was chief economist and under secretary at the Department of Agriculture during the 1960s.
•
To the Editor:
One aspect of the case for food stamps that was not mentioned is the positive multigenerational effects that food stamps can provide for families. 
 Studies show that stable access to food, like food stamps or subsidized lunch programs, can have profound effects on our country’s education systems and young children’s ability to succeed in school. The better children do in school at early ages, the more likely they are to graduate from high school, attend college and support their own families. 
According to a recent study by First Focus, a family’s purchasing power increases by 40 percent when it receives nutritional subsidies. That means more money for stable housing and school supplies that will increase a child’s likelihood to succeed academically. 
The equation is simple: When you stabilize the parents, you stabilize the children.
Programs mentioned in the article like Head Start and AARP need our country’s support to be able to share information about public benefits with the people who need them most.
Many thanks for shining the spotlight on these important safety-net issues.
Kirsten Lodal

Washington, Dec. 
1, 2009
The writer is chief executive and co-founder of LIFT, a national nonprofit that assists low-income families with employment, housing and public benefits.
•
To the Editor:
We are seeing more Americans turning to a program they never thought they would need to put food on the table. The face of hunger has shifted at emergency feeding programs, too. 
In addition to losing jobs, people are losing income in reduced hours, and the temporary or seasonal jobs that people turn to at this time of year often pay little. These “underemployed” may earn enough to disqualify them for food stamps, but they still need help. This fact is reflected in longer lines at New York City’s soup kitchens and food pantries, where City Harvest is seeing that demand is up an average of 15 percent. 
There’s no shame in reaching out for help at a time like this. We should ensure that people who need food can get it, whether with food stamps or at the local food pantry.
Jilly Stephens

Executive Director, City Harvest

New York, Dec. 1, 2009
•
To the Editor:
The growing number of food stamp participants, particularly children, highlights the growing challenge for the program: not simply how do we feed 36 million Americans, but how do we feed them healthfully?
As it stands now, the average food stamp benefit only contributes to the growing obesity epidemic in America, a problem increasingly faced by the poor. When, calorie for calorie, fruits and vegetables cost 10 times as much as processed food, we create a system of nutritional injustice that is just as tragic and enduring as hunger itself.
Say what you will about the nutritional choices of adults, but there is no reason for half of America’s children to suffer nutritional deficiencies that will affect them for a lifetime. We need to ensure that food stamps are indeed a benefit, not another burden.
Alissa Nelson

St. Louis, Dec. 1, 2009
The writer, a master’s candidate in social work and public health, is a research assistant in the Health Communication Research Lab, George Warren Brown School of Social Work, Washington University in St. Louis.
•
To the Editor:
Despite the sobering implications, your thorough article about the increased use of food stamps is to be commended. In an era in which we focus on the obesity epidemic, we cannot lose sight of the fact that hunger exists here as well. 
Several years ago, as a summer school teacher, I too often heard, “Mr. Jeff, I can’t do it.” The refrain came from one of my more impoverished students. His family struggled to put food on the table, and the boy’s hunger left him unable to concentrate. His success wasn’t about his needing to try harder, but about feeding his undernourished mind. 
When one in four children is a recipient of food stamps, strengthening this knot in the safety net is crucial. But let us equally find the resolve and resources to support our other hunger-alleviating programs, W.I.C. and the school breakfast program. Our children need them. 
Jeff Hom

Boston, Dec. 
1, 2009
The writer is a student at Harvard Medical School and the Harvard School of Public Health.
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Published: December 5, 2009 



To the Editor:
 Re “Latin Mass Appeal,” by Kenneth J. Wolfe (Op-Ed, Nov. 29):
 The liturgical reforms in the Roman Catholic Church that Mr. Wolfe blames for “chaos and banality,” including the replacement of Latin with the vernacular and turning the priest to face the people, ignores the reality in the pews. So many are empty. 
Major causes for the decline in attendance include Pope Paul VI’s 1968 ban on contraceptives, the sexual abuse scandal, the clerical celibacy rule and the depletion of priestly ranks and the continuing ban on women as priests. A return to the Latin Mass will remedy none of these.
Francis W. Rodgers

Hilton Head, S.C., Nov. 29, 2009
•
To the Editor:
 Kenneth J. Wolfe seems to think that the Catholic Church can revitalize itself by re-establishing the past. To my mind, it makes little sense for individuals or institutions to believe that progress can be made by taking backward steps; and although there may be some among the young seminarian population who have romantic notions about the church of old, few of us who actually grew up in it have any desire to return to it.
 The wise men of Vatican II recognized that the modern world had arrived and that it was time for the church to catch up. 
If the church wishes to remain relevant, it must look to the future, not to the past; and a good place for it to begin would be to address a clerical shortage by opening up full ordination to all of the baptized — single and married, women and men.
Marion Eagen

Clarks Green, Pa., Nov. 29, 2009
The writer is a retired liturgist.
•
To the Editor:
Millions of English-speaking Catholics, far and away, not only have accepted the Mass in the vernacular but also have far greater insight into the Mass than previous generations. Sure, there are attendance issues with the Catholic Church; I believe that these are experienced across the board in virtually all religious circles.
Kenneth J. Wolfe’s focusing on one cardinal ignores decades-long calls for reform and renewal of the Latin Mass well before the Second Vatican Council. Where Mass is celebrated (even in English!) joyfully, reverentially and dynamically, it provides a powerful, meaningful and holy experience. Thousands of Catholic parishes verify this weekly.
(Rev.) Frank DeSiano

President, Paulist National Catholic

Evangelization Association

Washington, Nov. 
29, 2009
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Mr. Putin in Perpetuity?





Published: December 5, 2009 



It has long been obvious that Vladimir Putin — the current prime minister and former president of Russia — craves his dominant hold on power. Still, it was disconcerting to hear him signal publicly on Thursday that he might seek the presidency again in 2012. 
 Mr. Putin displayed a master politician’s coyness in addressing the issue at a public forum where he took scores of questions. Would he run again? “I’ll think about it,” he replied. Asked at another point if it was time to relax after decades of government service, he said: “Don’t hold your breath.”
A lot could happen between now and then. Politicians change their minds all the time. Mr. Putin could decide to stay as prime minister and have his sidekick, Dmitri Medvedev, the current president, run again for president. At a minimum, Mr. Putin may be encouraging speculation about his political future to enhance his influence — or to divert attention from more important matters like economic reform or the demographic crisis facing Russia. 
Whether or not the two men trade jobs or try to keep the ones they have, Mr. Putin — who first became president in 2000 and would be eligible to run again in 2012 — could conceivably stay in power until at least 2024.
That’s not the usual tenure for a democratically elected leader of a country. But under Mr. Putin, Russia has strayed far from the democratic model. It is a place where journalists and human rights activists are murdered with impunity, political and business opponents are thrown in jail and independent media have been seriously degraded.
Still, Mr. Putin has been in office, either as president or prime minister, during a significant recovery both in terms of Russia’s economy and its standing in international affairs. While experts debate how much credit is due Mr. Putin for all of that (Russia’s greatest boon resulted from a rise in oil prices that he did not control), he is very popular at home.
We think a system with more vigorous political competition among more candidates and offering a healthy debate about government policies would produce better results. So the prospect of Mr. Putin in perpetuity is not encouraging. Obviously, when the time comes, who leads Russia is a decision for Russians to make. And the United States must work to find common ground with whoever is elected.
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The first week of debate on the Senate’s health care bill was a depressing mixture of foolish posturing by members of both parties and blatant obstructionism by Republicans. If this is the best the Senate can do, we are in for very rough going.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The Democrats had hoped to start voting on amendments to the bill on Tuesday but ran into such head winds  that the first amendments — involving women’s health care and Medicare — were not put to a vote until Thursday. The debate gave new life to overheated claims and misrepresentations. 

•


 MAMMOGRAMS AND THE MYTH OF RATIONING The battle over women’s health care emerged after a federal advisory committee recommended recently that younger women should not routinely have mammograms but should first consult with their doctors. 
The task force concluded that for women in their 40s, every life saved by mammography would be accompanied by harm to many other women who would undergo surgery, radiation or chemotherapy to remove tumors spotted by mammography that would never have killed them or perhaps even become noticeable. 
Some experts agree with the task force, others disagree, but its judgment was seized upon by Republican scaremongers as an example of the kind of “rationing” that would allow government bureaucrats to deny insurance coverage of important health procedures. 
The Senate bill says something very different. 
In an effort to encourage people to engage in prevention programs that can protect their health, it would actually require that private insurance companies and the Medicare and Medicaid programs provide free coverage for any preventive services that are given a grade of A or B by the United States Preventive Services Task Force. (A group of 16 outside experts, it was created 25 years ago to advise the government on which screening techniques are effective and which are not.)
 Since mammograms for women in their 40s got a grade of C, they would not have to be covered without co-payments. Even so, if private insurers or government programs wanted to provide free coverage they could do so, regardless of what the task force said.
That seems sound. But instead of confronting the Republicans’ misrepresentations, the Democrats  distanced themselves from the task force. 
Senator Barbara Mikulski, Democrat of Maryland, championed an amendment that directed a unit of the Department of Health and Human Services to issue guidelines on what preventive services private insurance plans should provide free to women. Then, prejudging how that agency might rule, she declared that her amendment guaranteed women preventive health screenings and care at no cost, including mammograms. 
Since she had not mentioned the much-maligned task force, Senator David Vitter, a Louisiana Republican, offered an amendment to her amendment that directed the government to ignore the task force’s most recent mammography recommendations. With the Vitter language inserted, Senator Mikulski’s amendment was approved by a vote of 61 to 39. A rival Republican amendment that would have left decisions on mammograms mostly to private insurers after consultations with medical groups was then rejected.
This sorry episode does not bode well for reform efforts to rein in spending on other procedures based on sound scientific evidence of their potential benefits and risks for patients. 
STILL PLAYING TO THE ELDERLY Insisting that his goal was to protect older Americans, Senator John McCain offered an amendment that would have restored nearly $500 billion in planned cuts in payments to Medicare providers and to overly costly private Medicare Advantage plans that receive unwarranted subsidies. 
Democrats are counting on those savings, spread out over 10 years, to help finance coverage for tens of millions of uninsured Americans. The amendment would have effectively killed the reform bill. It was defeated, as it should have been, by a vote of 58 to 42. On Friday, the Democrats beat back another amendment that would have restored the cuts to Medicare Advantage. 
 There is nothing in the bill that would reduce coverage of services in the traditional fee-for-service Medicare program, though providers might be paid less for providing the services and private plans might eliminate some extra benefits. Nevertheless, the Democrats decided to respond to Republican posturing with a meaningless amendment that nothing in the bill “shall result in the reduction of guaranteed benefits” in Medicare. The amendment was approved 100 to 0. 
A PLAN FOR OBSTRUCTIONISM Last week Senator Judd Gregg, Republican of New Hampshire, circulated a memo to his colleagues advising them on how to use the Senate’s arcane procedural rules to “insist on a full, complete and fully informed debate.”
What it really reads like is a manual for obstructing action. Mr. Gregg advises his colleagues to consider such tactics as demanding quorum calls, raising points of order that require debate, and offering an unlimited number of amendments on any subject, which he describes as “the fullest expression” of informed debate.
The Democratic leadership is on notice that it will need to get its own caucus behind a compromise agenda that can be passed by a filibuster-proof majority without much, if any, Republican assistance. 

•


This editorial is a part of a comprehensive examination of the policy challenges and politics behind the debate over health care reform. 
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That Climate Change E-Mail





Published: December 5, 2009 



 The theft of thousands of private e-mail messages and files from computer servers at a leading British climate research center has been a political windfall for skeptics who claim the documents prove that mainstream scientists have conspired to overstate the case for human influence on climate change.
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 They are using the e-mail to blast the Obama administration’s climate policies. And they clearly hope that the e-mail will undermine negotiations for a new climate change treaty that begin in Copenhagen this week. 
 No one should be misled by all the noise. The e-mail messages represent years’ worth of exchanges among prominent American and British climatologists. Some are mean-spirited, others intemperate. But they don’t change the underlying scientific facts about climate change. 
 One describes climate skeptics as “idiots,” another describes papers written by climate contrarians as “garbage” and “fraud.” Still another suggests that the United Nations’ Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change, whose 2007 report concluded that humans were the dominant force behind global warming, should pay no attention to contrarian opinions. 
Another quotes an exasperated Phil Jones — director of the climate center at the University of East Anglia, from which the e-mail was stolen — as expressing the hope that climate change would occur “regardless of the consequences” so “the science could be proved right.”  
 However, most of the e-mail messages — judging by those that have seen the light of day — appear to deal with the painstaking and difficult task of reconstructing historical temperatures, and the problems scientists encounter along the way. Despite what the skeptics say, they demonstrate just how rigorously scientists have worked to figure out whether global warming is real and the true role that human activities play. 
The controversy isn’t over. James Inhofe, the Senate’s leading skeptic, has asked for an inquiry into what some are calling “Climategate.” And on Friday, Rajendra Pachauri, chairman of the United Nations’ intergovernmental panel, announced that he would conduct his own investigation. 
It is important that scientists behave professionally and openly. It is also important not to let one set of purloined e-mail messages undermine the science and the clear case for action, in Washington and in Copenhagen.
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Obama’s Logic Is No Match for Afghanistan




By FRANK RICH


Published: December 5, 2009 




AFTER the dramatic three-month buildup, you’d think that Barack Obama’s speech announcing his policy for Afghanistan would be the most significant news story of the moment. History may take a different view. When we look back at this turning point in America’s longest war, we may discover that a relatively trivial White House incident, the gate-crashing by a couple of fame-seeking bozos, was the more telling omen of what was to come.
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Obama’s speech, for all its thoughtfulness and sporadic eloquence, was a failure at its central mission. On its own terms, as both policy and rhetoric, it didn’t make the case for escalating our involvement in Afghanistan. It’s doubtful that the president’s words moved the needle of public opinion wildly in any direction for a country that has tuned out Afghanistan, Pakistan and Iraq alike while panicking about where the next job is coming from.
You can think the speech failed without questioning Obama’s motives. I don’t buy the criticism that he contrived a cynical political potpourri to pander to every side in the debate over the war. Nor was his decision to escalate mandated by his campaign stand positing Afghanistan as a just war in contrast to the folly of Iraq. Nor was he intimidated by received Beltway opinion, which, echoing Dick Cheney, accused him of dithering. (“The urgent necessity is to make a decision  —  whether or not it is right,” wrote the Dean of D.C. punditry, David Broder.)
Obama’s speech struck me as the sincere product of serious deliberations, an earnest attempt to apply his formidable intelligence to one of the most daunting Rubik’s Cubes of foreign policy America has ever known. But some circles of hell can’t be squared. What he’s ended up with is a too-clever-by-half pushmi-pullyu holding action that lacks both a credible exit strategy and the commitment of its two most essential partners, a legitimate Afghan government and the American people. Obama’s failure illuminated the limits of even his great powers of reason.
The state dinner crashers delineated those limits too. This was the second time in a month  —   after the infinitely more alarming bloodbath at Fort Hood  —  that a supposedly impregnable bastion of post-9/11 American security was easily breached. Yes, the crashers are laughable celebrity wannabes, but there was nothing funny about what they accomplished on Pennsylvania Avenue. 
Their ruse wasn’t “reality” television  —  it was reality, period, with no quotation marks. It was a symbolic indication (and, luckily, only symbolic) of how unbridled irrationality harnessed to sheer will, whether ludicrous in the crashers’ case or homicidal  in the instance of the Fort Hood gunman, can penetrate even our most secure fortifications. Both incidents stand as a haunting reproach to the elegant powers of logic with which Obama tried to sell his exquisitely calibrated plan to vanquish Al Qaeda and its mad  brethren.
For all the overheated debate about what Obama meant in proposing July 2011 as a date to begin gradual troop withdrawals, the more significant short circuit in the speech’s internal logic lies elsewhere. The crucial passage came when Obama systematically tried to dismantle the Vietnam analogies that have stalked every American foreign adventure for four decades. “Most importantly,” the president said, “unlike Vietnam, the American people were viciously attacked from Afghanistan and remain a target for those same extremists who are plotting along its border.” This is correct as far as it goes, but it begs a number of questions.
“Along its border,” of course, means across the border  —  a k a Pakistan. Obama never satisfactorily argued why more troops in Afghanistan, where his own administration puts the number of Qaeda operatives at roughly 100, will help vanquish the far more substantial terrorist strongholds in Pakistan. But even if he had made that case and made it strongly, a larger issue remains: If the enemy in Afghanistan, whether Taliban or Qaeda, poses the same existential threat to America today that it did on 9/11, why is the president settling for half-measures? 
It’s not just that Obama is fielding somewhat fewer troops than the maximum Gen. Stanley McChrystal requested. McChrystal himself didn’t ask for enough troops to fight a proper counterinsurgency in Afghanistan in the first place. Using the metrics outlined in the sacred text on the subject, Gen. David Petraeus’s field manual, we’d need a minimal force of 568,000 for Afghanistan’s population of 28.4 million. After the escalation, allied forces will reach barely a quarter of that number.
If the enemy in Afghanistan today threatens the American homeland as the Viet Cong never did, we should be all in, according to Obama’s logic. So why aren’t we? The answer is not merely that Afghans don’t want us as occupiers. It’s that such a mission would require a commensurate national sacrifice. One big difference between the war in Vietnam and the war in Afghanistan that the president conspicuously left unmentioned on Tuesday is the draft. Given that conscription is not about to be revived, we’d have to spend money, lots more money, to recruit the troops needed for the full effort Obama’s own argument calls for.
Which again leads us back to the ghosts of Vietnam. As L.B.J. learned the hard way, we can’t have both guns and the butter of big domestic projects, from health care to desperately needed jobs programs. We have to make choices. Obama paid lip service to that point, but the only sacrifice he cited in the entire speech was addressed to his audience at West Point, not the general public  —  the burden borne by the military and military families. While the president didn’t tell American civilians to revel in tax cuts and go shopping, as his predecessor did after 9/11, that may be a distinction without a difference. Obama’s promises to accomplish his ambitious plans for nation building at home while pursuing an expanded war sounded just as empty. 
In this, he’s like most of the war’s supporters, regardless of party. On Fox News last Sunday, two senators, the Republican Jon Kyl and the Democrat Evan Bayh, found rare common ground in agreeing that an expanded Afghanistan effort should never require new taxes. It’s this bipartisan mantra that more war must be fought without more sacrifice  —  rather than Obama’s tentative withdrawal timeline  —  that most loudly signals to the world the shallowness of the American public’s support for any Afghanistan escalation. This helps explain why, as Fred Kaplan pointed out in Slate, the American share of allied troops in Afghanistan is rising (to 70 percent from under 50 percent at the time George Bush left office) despite Obama’s boast of an enthusiastic new coalition of the willing. 
To his credit, Obama’s speech did eschew Bush-Cheneyism at its worst. He conceded some counterarguments to his policy: that the Afghanistan government is corrupt, mired in drugs and in “no imminent threat” of being overthrown. He framed his goals in modest and realistic terms, rather than trying to whip up the audience with fear-mongering, triumphalist sloganeering and jingoistic bravado. He talked of “success,” not “victory.”
But the president’s own method for rallying public support  —  a plea to “summon that unity” of 9/11 again  —  fell flat. There are several reasons why. First, 9/11 has been cheapened by the countless politicians who have exploited it, culminating with Rudy Giuliani. The sole achievement of America’s Former Mayor’s farcical presidential campaign was to render the evil of 9/11 banal. Second, 9/11 is eight years in the past. Looking at the youthful faces of the cadets in Obama’s audience on Tuesday, you realized that they were literally children on that horrific day, and that the connection between 9/11/01 and the newest iteration of the war they must fight in a new decade is something of an abstraction.
Finally, the notion that we are still fighting in Afghanistan because the 9/11 attacks originated there is based on the fallacy that our terrorist enemies are so stupid they have remained frozen in place since 2001. Most Americans know that they are no more static than we are. Obama acknowledged as much in citing such other Qaeda havens as Somalia (the site of a devastating insurgent suicide bombing on Thursday) and Yemen. 
Americans want our country to be secure. Most want Obama to succeed. And so we hope that we won’t get bogged down in Afghanistan while our adversaries regroup elsewhere, that the casualties and costs can be contained, that the small, primitive Afghan Army (ravaged by opium, illiteracy, incompetence and a 25 percent attrition rate) will miraculously stand up so we can stand down. We want to believe that Obama’s marvelous powers of reason can check a ruthless enemy and reverse decades of tragic history in one of the world’s most treacherous backwaters.
That’s the bet Obama made. As long as our wars remain sacrifice-free, safely buried in the back pages behind Tiger Woods and reality television stunts, he’ll be able to pursue it. But I keep returning to the crashers at the gates, who have no respect for our president’s orderliness of mind and action. All it takes is a few of them at the wrong time and wrong place, whether in Afghanistan or Pakistan or America or sites unknown, and all bets will be off.
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Stolen E-Mail, Stoking the Climate Debate




By CLARK HOYT


Published: December 5, 2009 




AS world leaders prepare to meet tomorrow in Copenhagen to address global warming, skeptics are pointing to e-mail hacked from a computer server at a British university as evidence that the conference may be much ado about nothing. They say the e-mail messages show a conspiracy among scientists to overstate human influence on the climate — and some accuse The Times of mishandling the story.
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Although The Times was among the first to report on the e-mail, in a front-page article late last month, and has continued to write about the issue almost daily in the paper or on its Web site, readers have raised a variety of complaints:
Some say Andrew Revkin, the veteran environmental reporter who is covering what skeptics have dubbed “Climategate,” has a conflict of interest because he wrote or is mentioned in some of the e-mail messages that the University of East Anglia says were stolen. Others wondered why The Times did not make the e-mail available on its Web site, and scoffed at an explanation by Revkin in a blog post that they contain “private information and statements that were never intended for the public eye.” What about the Pentagon Papers? they asked.
 Others contended that The Times was playing down a story with global implications, coming as world leaders consider a treaty to limit the amount of carbon dioxide pumped into the atmosphere from autos, power plants and other sources.
Luis Alvarez Jr. of Charlottesville, Va., was outraged that a front-page article on President Obama’s pledge to reduce greenhouse gas emissions in the United States had not a single mention of the e-mail, in which one scientist, for example, said he had used a “trick” to “hide” a recent decline in temperatures.
Richard Murphy of Fairfield, Conn., said, “Given that the hacked e-mails cast doubt on some of the critical research that underlies the entire global warming argument, I am astounded that The Times has treated the issue in such a cavalier fashion.”
Does Revkin have a conflict of interest, as Steven Milloy, the publisher of JunkScience.com, and others contended? Why didn’t The Times put the e-mail on its Web site? And, most important, is The Times being cavalier about a story that could change our understanding of global warming? Or, as The Times’s John Broder, who covers environmental issues in Washington, put it, “When does a story rise to three-alarm coverage?”
Erica Goode, the environment editor, said that as soon as she learned that Revkin was mentioned in the scientists’ e-mail, she consulted with Philip Corbett, the standards editor. She said she read the roughly one dozen messages containing Revkin’s name and decided they showed a reporter asking for information for news articles, with “no particular close relationship with the scientists other than the fact that he knew them.” Goode and Corbett said they agreed that Revkin did not have a significant conflict and was good to go, with an acknowledgment in the article that he and other journalists were named in the e-mail.
I read all the messages involving Revkin, and I did not see anything to keep him off the story. If anything, there was an indication that the scientists whom some readers accused Revkin of being too cozy with were wary of his independence. One, Michael Mann of Pennsylvania State University, warned a colleague, Phil Jones, director of the Climatic Research Unit at East Anglia, to be careful what he shared with “Andy” because, “He’s not as predictable as we’d like.”
As for not posting the e-mail, Revkin said he should have used better language in his blog, Dot Earth, to explain the decision, which was driven by advice from a Times attorney. The lawyer, George Freeman, told me that there is a large legal distinction between government documents like the Pentagon Papers, which The Times published over the objections of the Nixon administration, and e-mail between private individuals, even if they may receive some government money for their work.  He said the Constitution protects the publication of leaked government information, as long as it is newsworthy and the media did not obtain it illegally. But the purloined e-mail, he said, was covered by copyright law in the United States and Britain. 
I think that any notion that The Times was trying to avoid publishing the e-mail messages is a manufactured issue. On Freeman’s advice, the paper linked to them — on a skeptic’s Web site as it happens — and they were a click away for anyone who wanted to examine them.
The biggest question is what the messages amount to — an embarrassing revelation that scientists can be petty and defensive and even cheat around the edges, or a major scandal that undercuts the scientific premise for global warming. The former is a story. The latter is a huge story. And the answer is tied up in complex science that is difficult even for experts to understand, and in politics in which passionate sides have been taken, sometimes regardless of the facts.
John Tierney, a Times science columnist, explained in Science Times last week the most controversial revelation so far in the e-mail — Jones’s effort to “hide the decline” when preparing a graph for the cover of a report to be read by policy makers. The graph, showing sharply higher temperatures in the last several decades, relied in part on tree ring data, until the rings began to diverge from thermometer readings and show a decline in temperatures. Jones and his colleagues did not believe that data and removed it from the graph, substituting direct thermometer readings without explicitly acknowledging the switch.
“The story behind that graph certainly didn’t show that global warming was a hoax or a fraud, as some skeptics proclaimed,” Tierney wrote, “but it did illustrate another of their arguments: that the evidence for global warming is not as unequivocal as many scientists claim.”
Revkin said last week on his blog that he was asking a variety of researchers if the e-mail changed our understanding of global warming. One, Roger Pielke Sr. of the University of Colorado, who has been critical of what he called “the climate oligarchy,” including some of the scientists involved in the e-mail, replied that it did not. Pielke has characterized some scientists in the field as inbred and wedded to their views, but he said that the temperature measurement by Jones’s group was only one of several showing a long-term warming trend, and that there was no doubt that carbon dioxide produced by humans was a major factor.
But Revkin and Tierney both told me that, after that broad understanding among scientists, there is sharp debate over how fast the earth is warming, how much human activity is contributing and how severe the impact will be.
“Our coverage, looked at in toto, has never bought the catastrophe conclusion and always aimed to examine the potential for both overstatement and understatement,” Revkin said. 
Goode, his editor, said: “We here at The Times are not scientists. We don’t collect the data or analyze it, and so the best we can do is to give our readers a sense of what the prevailing scientific view is, based on interviews with scientists” and the expertise of reporters like Revkin. 
So far, I think The Times has handled Climategate appropriately — a story, not a three-alarm story.
The public editor can be reached by e-mail: public@nytimes.com.
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President Obama certainly showed leadership mettle in going against his own party’s base and ordering a troop surge into Afghanistan. He is going to have to be even more tough-minded, though, to make sure his policy is properly executed.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
I’ve already explained why I oppose this escalation. But since the decision has been made  —  and I do not want my country to fail or the Obama presidency to sink in Afghanistan  —  here are some thoughts on how to reduce the chances that this ends badly. Let’s start by recalling an insight that President John F. Kennedy shared in a Sept. 2, 1963, interview with Walter Cronkite:
Cronkite: “Mr. President, the only hot war we’ve got running at the moment is, of course, the one in Vietnam, and we have our difficulties there.”
Kennedy: “I don’t think that unless a greater effort is made by the [Vietnamese] government to win popular support that the war can be won out there. In the final analysis, it is their war. They are the ones who have to win it or lose it. We can help them; we can give them equipment; we can send our men out there as advisers. But they have to win it, the people of Vietnam, against the Communists. We are prepared to continue to assist them, but I don’t think that the war can be won unless the people support the effort and, in my opinion, in the last two months, the [Vietnamese] government has gotten out of touch with the people. ...”
Cronkite: “Do you think this government still has time to regain the support of the people?” 
Kennedy: “I do. With changes in policy and perhaps with personnel I think it can. If it doesn’t make those changes, the chances of winning it would not be very good.”
What J.F.K. understood, what L.B.J. lost sight of, and what B.H.O. can’t afford to forget, is that in the end it’s not about how many troops we send or deadlines we set. It is all about our Afghan partners. Afghanistan has gone into a tailspin largely because President Hamid Karzai’s government became dysfunctional and massively corrupt  —  focused more on extracting revenues for private gain than on governing. That is why too many Afghans who cheered Karzai’s arrival in 2001 have now actually welcomed Taliban security and justice. 
“In 2001, most Afghan people looked to the United States not only as a potential mentor but as a model for successful democracy,” Pashtoon Atif, a former aid worker from Kandahar, recently wrote in The Los Angeles Times. “What we got instead was a free-for-all in which our leaders profited outrageously and unapologetically from a wealth of foreign aid coupled with a dearth of regulations.” 
Therefore, our primary goal has to be to build  —  with Karzai  —  an Afghan government that is “decent enough” to earn the loyalty of the Afghan people, so a critical mass of them will feel “ownership” of it and therefore be ready to fight to protect it. Because only then will there be a “self-sustaining” Afghan Army and state so we can begin to get out by the president’s July 2011 deadline  — without leaving behind a bloodbath. 
Focus on those key words: “decent enough,” “ownership” and “self-sustaining.” Without minimally decent government, Afghans will not take ownership. If they don’t take ownership, they won’t fight for it. And if they won’t fight for it on their own, whatever progress we make will not be self-sustaining. It will just collapse when we leave.
But here is what worries me: The president’s spokesman, Robert Gibbs, said flatly: “This can’t be nation-building.” And the president told a columnists’ lunch on Tuesday that he wants to avoid “mission creep” that takes on “nation-building in Afghanistan.” 
I am sorry: This is only nation-building. You can’t train an Afghan Army and police force to replace our troops if you have no basic state they feel is worth fighting for. But that will require a transformation by Karzai, starting with the dismissal of his most corrupt aides and installing officials Afghans can trust.
This surge also depends, the president indicated, on Pakistan ending its obsession with India. That obsession has led Pakistan to support the Taliban to control Afghanistan as part of its “strategic depth” vis-à-vis India. Pakistan fights the Taliban who attack it, but nurtures the Taliban who want to control Afghanistan. So we now need this fragile Pakistan to stop looking for strategic depth against India in Afghanistan and to start building strategic depth at home, by reviving its economy and school system and preventing jihadists from taking over there.
That is why Mr. Obama is going to have to make sure, every day, that Karzai doesn’t weasel out of reform or Pakistan wiggle out of shutting down Taliban sanctuaries or the allies wimp out on helping us. To put it succinctly: This only has a chance to work if Karzai becomes a new man, if Pakistan becomes a new country and if we actually succeed at something the president says we won’t be doing at all: nation-building in Afghanistan. Yikes!
For America’s sake, may it all come true. 
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Rye, N.Y.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
SIXTY-EIGHT years ago tomorrow, Japan attacked the American naval base at Pearl Harbor. In the brutal Pacific war that would follow, millions of soldiers and civilians were killed. My father — one of the famous flag raisers on Iwo Jima — was among the young men who went off to the Pacific to fight for his country. So the war naturally fascinated me. But I always wondered, why did we fight in the Pacific? Yes, there was Pearl Harbor, but why did the Japanese attack us in the first place? 
In search of an answer, I read deeply into the diplomatic history of the 1930s, about President Franklin D. Roosevelt’s policy on Asia, and his preparation — or lack thereof — for a major conflict there. But I discovered that I was studying the wrong President Roosevelt. The one who had the greater effect on Japan’s behavior was Theodore Roosevelt — whose efforts to end the war between Japan and Russia earned him the Nobel Peace Prize.
When Theodore Roosevelt was president, three decades before World War II, the world was focused on the bloody Russo-Japanese War, a contest for control of North Asia. President Roosevelt was no fan of the Russians: “No human beings, black, yellow or white, could be quite as untruthful, as insincere, as arrogant — in short, as untrustworthy in every way — as the Russians,” he wrote in August 1905, near the end of the Russo-Japanese War. The Japanese, on the other hand, were “a wonderful and civilized people,” Roosevelt wrote, “entitled to stand on an absolute equality with all the other peoples of the civilized world.”
Roosevelt knew that Japan coveted the Korean Peninsula as a springboard to its Asian expansion. Back in 1900, when he was still vice president, Roosevelt had written, “I should like to see Japan have Korea.” When, in February 1904, Japan broke off relations with Russia, President Roosevelt said publicly that he would “maintain the strictest neutrality,” but privately he wrote, “The sympathies of the United States are entirely on Japan’s side.” 
In June 1905, Roosevelt made world headlines when — apparently on his own initiative — he invited the two nations to negotiate an end to their war. Roosevelt’s private letter to his son told another story: “I have of course concealed from everyone — literally everyone — the fact that I acted in the first place on Japan’s suggestion ... . Remember that you are to let no one know that in this matter of the peace negotiations I have acted at the request of Japan and that each step has been taken with Japan’s foreknowledge, and not merely with her approval but with her expressed desire.”
Years later, a Japanese emissary to Roosevelt paraphrased the president’s comments to him: “All the Asiatic nations are now faced with the urgent necessity of adjusting themselves to the present age. Japan should be their natural leader in that process, and their protector during the transition stage, much as the United States assumed the leadership of the American continent many years ago, and by means of the Monroe Doctrine, preserved the Latin American nations from European interference. The future policy of Japan towards Asiatic countries should be similar to that of the United States towards their neighbors on the American continent.”
In a secret presidential cable to Tokyo, in July 1905, Roosevelt approved the Japanese annexation of Korea and agreed to an “understanding or alliance” among Japan, the United States and Britain “as if the United States were under treaty obligations.” The “as if” was key: Congress was much less interested in North Asia than Roosevelt was, so he came to his agreement with Japan in secret, an unconstitutional act.
To signal his commitment to Tokyo, Roosevelt cut off relations with Korea, turned the American legation in Seoul over to the Japanese military and deleted the word “Korea” from the State Department’s Record of Foreign Relations and placed it under the heading of “Japan.” 
Roosevelt had assumed that the Japanese would stop at Korea and leave the rest of North Asia to the Americans and the British. But such a wish clashed with his notion that the Japanese should base their foreign policy on the American model of expansion across North America and, with the taking of Hawaii and the Philippines, into the Pacific. It did not take long for the Japanese to tire of the territorial restrictions placed upon them by their Anglo-American partners. 
Japan’s declaration of war, in December 1941, explained its position quite clearly: “It is a fact of history that the countries of East Asia for the past hundred years or more have been compelled to observe the status quo under the Anglo-American policy of imperialistic exploitation and to sacrifice themselves to the prosperity of the two nations. The Japanese government cannot tolerate the perpetuation of such a situation.”
In planning the attack on Pearl Harbor, Adm. Isoroku Yamamoto was specifically thinking of how, 37 years earlier, the Japanese had surprised the Russian Navy at Port Arthur in Manchuria and, as he wrote, “favorable opportunities were gained by opening the war with a sudden attack on the main enemy fleet.”  At the time, the indignant Russians called it a violation of international law. But Theodore Roosevelt, confident that he could influence events in North Asia from afar, wrote to his son, “I was thoroughly well pleased with the Japanese victory, for Japan is playing our game.”
It was for his efforts to broker the peace deal between Russia and Japan that a year and a half later  Roosevelt became the first American to win the Nobel Peace Prize — and one of only three presidents to do so while in office (the other two are Woodrow Wilson and President Obama, who will accept his prize this week). No one in Oslo, or in the United States Congress, knew the truth then. 
But the Japanese did. And the American president’s support emboldened them to increase their military might — and their imperial ambitions. In December 1941, the consequence of Theodore Roosevelt’s recklessness would become clear to those few who knew of the secret dealings. No one else — including my dad on Iwo Jima — realized just how well Japan had indeed played “our game.”
James Bradley is the author of “Flags of Our Fathers” and “The Imperial Cruise.”
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They were both elegant and entitled swans, insulated in guarded enclaves, obsessed with protecting and promoting the Brand. Then trouble trespassed into their privileged worlds and both responded the same foolish way.
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 They presumptuously put themselves beyond authority and, despite all the public relations support on earth, broke the first rule of scandal: Don’t stonewall. Admit your mistake before others piece together the embarrassing facts. Reflexive clampdowns don’t work in an era when privacy is passé and when some media outlets are out there giving cash incentives for true confessions and fake reality.
 Some in the press still care about free speech; others are willing to pay for it.
 Tiger Woods and Desiree Rogers are perfectionist high-achievers brought low. They both ran into that ubiquitous modern buzz saw of glossy celebrity wannabes — Vegas parasites and Washington parvenus.
 Tiger, titan of the tees, drove into a hazard when he refused to talk to the Florida police and come cleaner, earlier. Desiree, queen of social networking, didn’t properly R.S.V.P. to the House Homeland Security Committee investigating the gate-crasher incident.
 Even if Desiree thought Congress was grandstanding, it was goofy of her to use the Constitution to get out of a Congressional summons. The Obama White House is morphing into the Bush White House with frightening speed. Its transparency is already fogged up.
 The smart thing would have been for Desiree to sail up to Congress, wearing designer sackcloth and pearls of remorse, apologize for the oversight at her first state dinner and promise it wouldn’t happen again. 
 It just made her look weaker that she couldn’t simply accept some blame publicly for what happened at a dinner she was in charge of, and draw the heat away from the First Family she serves. She’s no G. Gordon Liddy.
 Congress being Congress, they would have lapped it up and let her off the hook. Instead, she let the Secret Service director, Mark Sullivan, go up alone and take the rap.
 As a Republican congressman, Charlie Dent of Pennsylvania, tartly noted: “We always expect the Secret Service to take a bullet for the president; we don’t expect the Secret Service to take a bullet for the president’s staff.”
 Both the golf diva and the social diva mistakenly think the rules need not apply to them. Never mind the White House’s absurdly asserting executive privilege to dismiss a faux pas. It was the assertion of personal privilege by Tiger and Desiree that was so off-putting. 
 After the baseball steroid scandal and the disappointing news that Tiger’s a cheetah, as the New York Post headline put it, it’s time to accept that athletes are not role models. They’re just models  — for everything from sports drinks to running shoes to razor blades to credit cards to peanut butter to Buicks to Wheaties. 
 Tiger may have been the greatest pro golfer but he was an amateur adulterer. His puffed-up ego led him to leave an electronic trail with a string of buffed and puffed babes.
Like so many politicians before him, Tiger ignored the obvious rule: Never get involved with women who have 8-by-10 glossies.
 His voice mail message asking a girlfriend to take her name off her phone in case his wife called her will have fans snickering for a long time, just as the White House failure to stop the Salahis from Salahing their way past security checkpoints will leave people smirking for a while.
 Both Tiger and Desiree hid and stayed silent because they mistakenly thought they were protecting the Brand. But despite their marketing savvy, these two controlling players spiraled out of control. They made the same colossal error in opposite ways.
 She mistook herself for the principal, sashaying around and posing in magazines as though she were the first lady, rather than a staffer whose job  is to stay behind the scenes and make her bosses look good. (Even if Barack Obama is a brand, Desiree shouldn’t talk like the First Marketer or call him a brand  — and she definitely shouldn’t refer to it in a proprietary way  as “we.”)
 He is the principal. But he forgot that he’s no longer a solo brand. He has been marketing himself since he turned pro and 21 in 1996, becoming a billionaire with endorsement deals with Nike, American Express, Titleist and the two Generals, Mills and Motors. 
But once he served up the fairy tale wedding with the Swedish beauty and had two kids, his value was in family and his projection of family values.
 Now all we have left to look up to is Derek Jeter.   
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Cancer From the Kitchen?




By NICHOLAS D. KRISTOF


Published: December 5, 2009 




The battle over health care focuses on access to insurance, or tempests like the one that erupted over new mammogram guidelines.
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But what about broader public health challenges? What if breast cancer in the United States has less to do with insurance or mammograms and more to do with contaminants in our water or air -- or in certain plastic containers in our kitchens? What if the surge in asthma and childhood leukemia reflect, in part, the poisons we impose upon ourselves?
This last week I attended a fascinating symposium at Mount Sinai School of Medicine in New York, exploring whether certain common chemicals are linked to breast cancer and other ailments.
Dr. Philip Landrigan, the chairman of the department of preventive medicine at Mount Sinai, said that the risk that a 50-year-old white woman will develop breast cancer has soared to 12 percent today, from 1 percent in 1975. (Some of that is probably a result of better detection.) Younger people also seem to be developing breast cancer: This year a 10-year-old in California, Hannah, is fighting breast cancer and recording her struggle on a blog.
Likewise, asthma rates have tripled over the last 25 years, Dr. Landrigan said. Childhood leukemia is increasing by 1 percent per year. Obesity has surged. One factor may be lifestyle changes  —  like less physical exercise and more stress and fast food  — but some chemicals may also play a role.
Take breast cancer. One puzzle has been that most women living in Asia have low rates of breast cancer, but ethnic Asian women born and raised in the United States don’t enjoy that benefit. At the symposium, Dr. Alisan Goldfarb, a surgeon specializing in breast cancer, pointed to a chart showing breast cancer rates by ethnicity.
“If an Asian woman moves to New York, her daughters will be in this column,” she said, pointing to “whites.” “It is something to do with the environment.”
What’s happening? One theory starts with the well-known fact that women with more lifetime menstrual cycles are at greater risk for breast cancer, because they’re exposed to more estrogen. For example, a woman who began menstruating before 12 has a 30 percent greater risk of breast cancer than one who began at 15 or later.
It’s also well established that Western women are beginning puberty earlier, and going through menopause later. Dr. Maida Galvez, a pediatrician who runs Mount Sinai’s pediatric environmental health specialty unit, told the symposium that American girls in the year 1800 had their first period, on average, at about age 17. By 1900 that had dropped to 14. Now it is 12.
A number of studies, mostly in animals, have linked early puberty to exposure to pesticides, P.C.B.’s and other chemicals. One class of chemicals that creates concern  — although the evidence is not definitive  — is endocrine disruptors, which are often similar to estrogen and may fool the body into  setting off hormonal changes. This used to be a fringe theory, but it is now being treated with great seriousness by the Endocrine Society, the professional association of hormone specialists in the United States.
These endocrine disruptors are found in everything from certain plastics to various cosmetics. “There’s a ton of stuff around that has estrogenic material in it,” Dr. Goldfarb said. “There’s makeup that you rub into your skin for a youthful appearance that is really estrogen.”
More than 80,000 new chemicals have been developed since World War II, according to the Children’s Environmental Health Center at Mount Sinai. Even of the major chemicals, fewer than 20 percent have been tested for toxicity to children, the center says.
Representative Louise Slaughter, the only microbiologist in the House of Representatives, introduced legislation this month that would establish a comprehensive program to monitor endocrine disruptors. That’s an excellent idea, because as long as we’re examining our medical system, there’s a remarkable precedent for a public health effort against a toxic substance. The removal of lead from gasoline resulted in an 80 percent decline in lead levels in our blood since 1976  — along with a six-point gain in children’s I.Q.’s, Dr. Landrigan said.
I asked these doctors what they do in their own homes to reduce risks. They said that they avoid microwaving food in plastic or putting plastics in the dishwasher, because heat may cause chemicals to leach out. And the symposium handed out a reminder card listing “safer plastics” as those marked (usually at the bottom of a container) 1, 2, 4 or 5.
It suggests that the “plastics to avoid” are those numbered 3, 6 and 7 (unless they are also marked “BPA-free”). Yes, the evidence is uncertain, but my weekend project is to go through containers in our house and toss out 3’s, 6’s and 7’s.   
I invite you to comment on this column on my blog, On the Ground. Please also join me on Facebook, watch my  YouTube videos and follow me on Twitter. 
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Portland, Ore.
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I  DRINK in the tour guide’s every word as he shows my group around Middlebury College’s campus. He tells us about the school’s new science building and gives us the scoop on nearby ski mountains. Dreamily, I imagine my future self: a year older, strolling to class past this very same scene. I’m about to ask about science research opportunities when he points to a nearby field and mentions the sport students play there: a flightless version of J. K. Rowling’s Quidditch game — broomsticks and all. 
Back when I was a junior, before I’d printed off an application or visited a campus, I had high expectations for the college application process. I’d soak up detailed descriptions of academic opportunity and campus life — and by the end of it, I’d know which college was right for me. Back then, I knew only of these institutions and their intimidating reputations, not what set each one apart from the rest. And I couldn’t wait to find out.
So I was surprised when many top colleges delivered the same pitch. It turns out, they’re all a little bit like Hogwarts — the school for witches and wizards in the “Harry Potter” books and movies. Or at least, that’s what the tour guides kept telling me. 
During a Harvard information session, the admissions officer compared the intramural sports competitions there to the Hogwarts House Cup. The tour guide told me that I wouldn’t be able to see the university’s huge freshman dining hall as it was  closed for the day, but to just imagine Hogwarts’s Great Hall in its place. 
At Dartmouth, a tour guide ushered my group past a large, wood-paneled room filled with comfortable chairs and mentioned the Hogwarts feel it was known for. At another liberal arts college, I heard that students had voted to name four buildings on campus after the four houses in Hogwarts: Gryffindor, Ravenclaw, Hufflepuff and Slytherin. Several colleges let it be known that Emma Watson, the actress who plays Hermione Granger in the movies, had looked into them. I read, in Cornell’s fall 2009 quarterly magazine, that a college admissions counseling Web site had counted Cornell among the five American colleges that have the most in common with Hogwarts. Both institutions, you see, are conveniently located outside cities. The article ended: “Bring your wand and broomstick, just in case.” 
I’m not the only one who has noticed this phenomenon. One friend told me about Boston College’s Hogwartsesque library, another of Colby’s “Harry Potter”-themed dinner party. And like me, my friends have no problem with college students across the country running around with broomsticks between their legs, trying to seize tennis balls stuffed into socks (each one dubbed a snitch) that dangle off the backs of track athletes dressed in yellow.  Hey, college is all about experimentation, isn’t it? 
In fact, most of us have grown up adoring Harry Potter and, through J. K. Rowling’s books, we’ve escaped many times into the world she created. But what I enjoy in fiction I don’t necessarily want to find in college. And, despite any wishes to the contrary, the real-life skills I hope to gain from college do not include magic. 
What really matters to me as I prepare to make my decision? Well, I loved hearing about Williams College’s two-student classes called tutorials,  and how Swarthmore lets students weigh in on almost every big decision made by its administration. I was really impressed by Middlebury’s student-driven campaign to save energy on campus. (For the sake of full disclosure, I just might be applying to some of these schools.) I care about diversity and need-blind financial aid — and, of course, the social life. But I don’t care about what percentage of the student body runs around on broomsticks.
Leaving home and beginning life in a new place is a nerve-racking experience, and nothing seems more reassuring than imagining that college will be the realization of a fantasy world I’ve been imagining since childhood. Obviously colleges have picked up on this. But they’re trying too hard. They’re selling the wrong thing. And my friends and I won’t be fooled. After all, Harry Potter is frozen in high school, and we’re growing up.
Lauren Edelson is a senior at the Catlin Gabel School.
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THERE is a widespread view, particularly among environmentalists and liberals, that big businesses are environmentally destructive, greedy, evil and driven by short-term profits. I know — because I used to share that view. 
But today I have more nuanced feelings. Over the years I’ve joined the boards of two environmental groups, the World Wildlife Fund and Conservation International, serving alongside many business executives.
 As part of my board work, I have been asked to assess the environments in oil fields, and have had frank discussions with oil company employees at all levels. I’ve also worked with executives of mining, retail, logging and financial services companies. I’ve discovered that while some businesses are indeed as destructive as many suspect, others are among the world’s strongest positive forces for environmental sustainability.
The embrace of environmental concerns by chief executives has accelerated recently for several reasons. Lower consumption of environmental resources saves money in the short run. Maintaining sustainable resource levels and not polluting saves money in the long run. And a clean image — one attained by, say, avoiding oil spills and other environmental disasters — reduces criticism from employees, consumers and government. 
What’s my evidence for this? Here are a few examples involving three corporations — Wal-Mart, Coca-Cola and Chevron — that many critics of business love to hate, in my opinion, unjustly.
Let’s start with Wal-Mart. Obviously, a business can save money by finding ways to spend less while maintaining sales. This is what Wal-Mart did with fuel costs, which the company reduced by $26 million per year simply by changing the way it managed its enormous truck fleet. Instead of running a truck’s engine all night to heat or cool the cab during mandatory 10-hour rest stops, the company installed small auxiliary power units to do the job. In addition to lowering fuel costs, the move eliminated the carbon dioxide emissions equivalent to taking 18,300 passenger vehicles off the road. 
Wal-Mart is also working to double the fuel efficiency of its truck fleet by 2015, thereby saving more than $200 million a year at the pump. Among the efficient prototypes now being tested are trucks that burn biofuels generated from waste grease at Wal-Mart’s delis. Similarly, as the country’s biggest private user of electricity, Wal-Mart is saving money by decreasing store energy use.
Another Wal-Mart example involves lowering costs associated with packaging materials. Wal-Mart now sells only concentrated liquid laundry detergents in North America, which has reduced the size of packaging by up to 50 percent. Wal-Mart stores also have machines called bailers that recycle plastics that once would have been discarded. Wal-Mart’s eventual goal is to end up with no packaging waste.
One last Wal-Mart example shows how a company can save money in the long run by buying from sustainably managed sources. Because most wild fisheries are managed unsustainably, prices for Chilean sea bass and Atlantic tuna have been soaring. To my pleasant astonishment, in 2006 Wal-Mart decided to switch, within five years, all its purchases of wild-caught seafood to fisheries certified as sustainable.
Coca-Cola’s problems are different from Wal-Mart’s in that they are largely long-term. The key ingredient in Coke products is water. The company produces its beverages in about 200 countries through local franchises, all of which require a reliable local supply of clean fresh water. 
But water supplies are under severe pressure around the world, with most already allocated for human use. The little remaining unallocated fresh water is in remote areas unsuitable for beverage factories, like Arctic Russia and northwestern Australia. 
 Coca-Cola can’t meet its water needs just by desalinizing seawater, because that requires energy, which is also increasingly expensive. Global climate change is making water scarcer, especially in the densely populated temperate-zone countries, like the United States, that are Coca-Cola’s main customers. Most competing water use around the world is for agriculture, which presents sustainability problems of its own.
Hence Coca-Cola’s survival compels it to be deeply concerned with problems of water scarcity, energy, climate change and agriculture. One company goal is to make its plants water-neutral, returning to the environment water in quantities equal to the amount used in beverages and their production. Another goal is to work on the conservation of seven of the world’s river basins, including the Rio Grande, Yangtze, Mekong and Danube — all of them sites of major environmental concerns besides supplying water for Coca-Cola. 
These long-term goals are in addition to Coca-Cola’s short-term cost-saving environmental practices, like recycling plastic bottles, replacing petroleum-based plastic in bottles with organic material, reducing energy consumption and increasing sales volume while decreasing water use.
The third company is Chevron. Not even in any national park have I seen such rigorous environmental protection as I encountered in five visits to new Chevron-managed oil fields in Papua New Guinea. (Chevron has since sold its stake in these properties to a New Guinea-based oil company.) When I asked how a publicly traded company could justify to its shareholders its expenditures on the environment, Chevron employees and executives gave me at least five reasons. 
First, oil spills can be horribly expensive: it is far cheaper to prevent them than to clean them up. Second, clean practices reduce the risk that New Guinean landowners become angry, sue for damages and close the fields. (The company has been sued for problems in Ecuador that Chevron inherited when it merged with Texaco in 2001.) Next, environmental standards are becoming stricter around the world, so building clean facilities now minimizes having to do expensive retrofitting later. 
Also, clean operations in one country give a company an advantage in bidding on leases in other countries. Finally, environmental practices of which employees are proud improve morale, help with recruitment and increase the length of time employees are likely to remain at the company. 
In view of all those advantages that businesses gain from environmentally sustainable policies, why do such policies face resistance from some businesses and many politicians? The objections often take the form of one-liners.
• We have to balance the environment against the economy. The assumption underlying this statement is that measures promoting environmental sustainability inevitably yield a net economic cost rather than a profit. This line of thinking turns the truth upside down. Economic reasons furnish the strongest motives for sustainability, because in the long run (and often in the short run as well) it is much more expensive and difficult to try to fix problems, environmental or otherwise, than to avoid them at the outset. 
Americans learned that lesson from Hurricane Katrina in August 2005, when, as a result of government agencies balking for a decade at spending several hundred million dollars to fix New Orleans’s defenses, we suffered hundreds of billions of dollars in damage — not to mention thousands of dead Americans. Likewise, John Holdren, the top White House science adviser, estimates that solving problems of climate change would cost the United States 2 percent of our gross domestic product by the year 2050, but that not solving those problems would damage the economy by 20 percent to 30 percent of G.D.P. 
• Technology will solve our problems. Yes, technology can contribute to solving problems. But major technological advances require years to develop and put in place, and regularly turn out to have unanticipated side effects — consider the destruction of the atmosphere’s ozone layer by the nontoxic, nonflammable chlorofluorocarbons initially hailed for replacing poisonous refrigerant gases.
• World population growth is leveling off and won’t be the problem that we used to fear. It’s true that the rate of world population growth has been decreasing. However, the real problem isn’t people themselves, but the resources that people consume and the waste that they produce. Per-person average consumption rates and waste production rates, now 32 times higher in rich countries than in poor ones, are rising steeply around the world, as developing countries emulate industrialized nations’ lifestyles. 
• It’s futile to preach to us Americans about lowering our standard of living: we will never sacrifice just so other people can raise their standard of living. This conflates consumption rates with standards of living: they are only loosely correlated, because so much of our consumption is wasteful and doesn’t contribute to our quality of life. Once basic needs are met, increasing consumption often doesn’t increase happiness.
 Replacing a car that gets 15 miles per gallon with a more efficient model wouldn’t lower one’s standard of living, but would help improve all of our lives by reducing the political and military consequences of our dependence on imported oil. Western Europeans have lower per-capita consumption rates than Americans, but enjoy a higher standard of living as measured by access to medical care, financial security after retirement, infant mortality, life expectancy, literacy and public transport.
 NOT surprisingly, the problem of climate change has attracted its own particular crop of objections. 
• Even experts disagree about the reality of climate change. That was true 30 years ago, and some experts still disagreed a decade ago. Today, virtually every climatologist agrees that average global temperatures, warming rates and atmospheric carbon dioxide levels are higher than at any time in the earth’s recent past, and that the main cause is greenhouse gas emissions by humans. Instead, the questions still being debated concern whether average global temperatures will increase by 13 degrees or “only” by 4 degrees Fahrenheit by 2050, and whether humans account for 90 percent or “only” 85 percent of the global warming trend.
• The magnitude and cause of global climate change are uncertain. We shouldn’t adopt expensive countermeasures until we have certainty. In other spheres of life — picking a spouse, educating our children, buying life insurance and stocks, avoiding cancer and so on — we admit that certainty is unattainable, and that we must decide as best we can on the basis of available evidence. Why should the impossible quest for certainty paralyze us solely about acting on climate change? As Mr. Holdren, the White House adviser, expressed it, not acting on climate change would be like being “in a car with bad brakes driving toward a cliff in the fog.”
• Global warming will be good for us, by letting us grow crops in places formerly too cold for agriculture. The term “global warming” is a misnomer; we should instead talk about global climate change, which isn’t uniform. The global average temperature is indeed rising, but many areas are becoming drier, and frequencies of droughts, floods and other extreme weather events are increasing. Some areas will be winners, while others will be losers. Most of us will be losers, because the temperate zones where most people live are becoming drier.
•It’s useless for the United States to act on climate change, when we don’t know what China will do. Actually, China will arrive at this week’s Copenhagen climate change negotiations with a whole package of measures to reduce its “carbon intensity.” 
While the United States is dithering about long-distance energy transmission from our rural areas with the highest potential for wind energy generation to our urban areas with the highest need for energy, China is far ahead of us. It is developing ultra-high-voltage transmission lines from wind and solar generation sites in rural western China to cities in eastern China. If America doesn’t act to develop innovative energy technology, we will lose the green jobs competition not only to Finland and Germany (as we are now) but also to China.
On each of these issues, American businesses are going to play as much or more of a role in our progress as the government. And this isn’t a bad thing, as corporations know they have a lot to gain by establishing environmentally friendly business practices. 
My friends in the business world keep telling me that Washington can help on two fronts: by investing in green research, offering tax incentives and passing cap-and-trade legislation; and by setting and enforcing tough standards to ensure that companies with cheap, dirty standards don’t have a competitive advantage over those businesses protecting the environment. As for the rest of us, we should get over the misimpression that American business cares only about immediate profits, and we should reward companies that work to keep the planet healthy. 
Jared Diamond, a professor of geography at the University of California at Los Angeles, is the author of “Guns, Germs and Steel” and “Collapse.”
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A crowd at Le Madison club listens to Pape Diouf perform.




By SETH SHERWOOD


Published: December 6, 2009



“I  LOVE the evening in Dakar,” says Youssou N’Dour, glancing out the darkened window of an S.U.V. at the nocturnal crowds streaming into his nightclub, Thiossane, as a warm West African breeze rustles the palms and stirs up the dirt in the unpaved parking lot. 
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They arrive by foot, car, scooter and battered black-and-yellow taxi, dolled up in their Saturday best for the imminent wee-hours concert by  Mr. N’Dour, Africa’s biggest music star.  “It’s a city that really comes alive at night.” 
Though he has recently returned to Dakar, the Senegalese capital, from a gala in New York City for the international Keep a Child Alive charity — where he sang with Alicia Keys and was honored alongside Bill Clinton and  Richard Branson — Mr. N’Dour sounds more like a wistful local kid than a 50-year-old global icon who has won a Grammy Award and was once named one of Time magazine’s “100 Most Influential People.” “I’m still very attached to Dakar,” he goes on, adding that he was born in a working-class neighborhood  a few miles from the club. “And the people of Dakar are very attached to my music.” 
And how. When he takes the stage, an ecstatic roar explodes, and soon several hundred bodies are dancing madly. With its fast-driving, interweaving traditional sabar drummers — rounded out by guitar, bass, keyboards and a rock drum kit — the opening number, “Less Wakhoul,” is pure mbalax, the propulsive, percussive, melodic pop music that Mr. N’Dour popularized starting in the 1970s and that remains the dominant sound emitted from Senegalese radios. 
When the sun dips behind the Atlantic, this gritty concrete metropolis — exhilarating, inventive, emotive — flares into a living jukebox of sounds with few African rivals. And with the imminent arrival of the annual Africa Fête — a music festival from Dec. 12 to 19 featuring the mbalax master Omar Pène and many other top local acts — the city’s tuneful bounty is about to go on even larger and more ebullient display. 
It should be a welcome moment in the spotlight for Dakar, one of the globe’s most dynamic yet least touristed music centers. With its bevy of international stars — Mr. N’Dour, the acoustic bard Ismael Lo, the adventurous singer-songwriter Baaba Maal — and an ever-increasing crop of new talents, the Senegalese capital is ripe for discovery. 
“Dakar is one of the most musically vibrant cities in Africa,” says Simon Broughton, editor in chief of the Britain-based Songlines magazine, which last year began operating tours of the city and this month features Youssou N’Dour on its cover. 
“There’s a large number of clubs,” Mr. Broughton says, “and lots of music as part of the fabric of everyday life.” 
Indeed, the musicians and singers of Dakar serve up a remarkably diverse sonic smorgasbord with a rhythm for any mood or occasion. Seeking something mellow? Try Pape et Cheikh, whose Senegalese-folk has won fans like Tracy Chapman, or the group Touré Kunda, whose song “Guerilla Africa” was reworked by Carlos Santana into “Africa Bamba” on his multimillion-selling “Supernatural” album. In an Afrofunk mood? Xalam will show why the Rolling Stones hired them to play on their “Undercover” album. 
Distinctive takes on hip-hop, salsa, reggae and jazz are also key parts of Dakar’s extensive repertory — to say nothing of the almighty mbalax, whose popularity carries on through young stars like Titi and Pape Diouf. 
“Every two or three years there’s a new generation, both musicians and singers,” Mr. Diouf says. “We’re always trying to find ways to perfect Senegalese music. It’s only natural. There are other sounds, other styles of music, other rhythms.”
ON a Saturday night in late October, I watch as a large group of Senegalese musicians in their 50s and 60s begin setting up drums, saxophones and guitars on the outdoor patio stage of Just4U, one of the city’s live music temples. 
Expectation is palpable in the crowd — young Senegalese professionals and 30-something Western expatriates — and for good reason: the band, Orchestra Baobab, is a local legend. And their rise, fall and rebirth is one of the most remarkable stories in Senegalese music and a window into the evolution of the country’s characteristic sounds. 
Back in 1970, recalls one of its guitarists, Lafti Benjeloun, as we watch fans arrive, the musicians were recruited by a new Dakar night spot called Club Baobab — “the most beautiful club in West Africa” — which was frequented by members of the governmental and social upper crust. 
Musically, the band latched on to the craze for Afro-Cuban music sweeping the region. It was a natural fit. Conjured from “a brew of African percussion and Western influences, mainly Spanish,” as Mr. Benjeloun puts it, the music coming out of Havana instantly caught on with West Africans, who “naturally recognized themselves in the rhythms.”
Orchestra Baobab stirred in other influences — Gypsy jazz licks, Arabo-Andalusian strumming, Malian rhythms — and produced some hugely successful recordings;  soon it was the toast of the nation. But a growing tide of Senegalese cultural pride unleashed by the country’s independence from France in 1960 eventually helped create mbalax mania and forced foreign sounds out of favor. By 1985 Orchestra Baobab had dissolved. 
Then, 16 years later, came a storybook twist. Nick Gold, a fan and founder of Britain-based World Circuit Records (home of Buena Vista Social Club) helped persuade the band to reunite. Mr. Gold resurrected their career, organizing a 2001 reunion concert in London and releasing the band’s first new albums in decades. Within a few years, the band was performing on David Letterman and starring in a VH1 special.  
Jamming onstage, the graying bandmates don’t seem to have slowed at all. As I sip a huge bottle of local Gazelle beer under the patio’s bamboo roof, the grooves feel as tropical as the night air: warm, up-tempo, lushly orchestrated, full of rich horn riffs and rock-steady guitar strumming. 
Before long, bodies are swaying and dancing. A Senegalese guy in Malcolm X glasses and impeccable threads twirls his date, a lithe Senegalese girl in skintight black pants. Matronly women in colorful native dresses jiggle and laugh. The scene is proof of something Mr. Benjeloun said to me with a chuckle before the set: “Wine gets better with age, and so do musicians.” 
The same week, another pioneer strides onto Just4U’s outdoor stage: the hip-hop star Awadi. Twenty years ago, the dreadlocked wordsmith more or less created Senegalese hip-hop when he and  Doug E. Tee (now called Duggy-T) founded Positive Black Soul.  The duo quickly went on to become the nation’s most successful hip-hop act, signing with major labels, touring internationally and collaborating with boldface rap names like KRS-One. 
Positive Black Soul’s success gave birth to an exploding Senegalese hip-hop scene, whose influence in Africa is now way out of proportion to the country’s small size. With their socially conscious lyrics, top Senegalese groups like Daara J and Pee Froiss have found audiences well beyond their homeland. In the words of Benn Loxo du Taccu, a top English-language blog about Senegalese music: “This little country in West Africa probably has the most developed rap concert and recording scene anywhere on the continent.”
Dressed in a camouflage outfit, Awadi seizes the microphone in front of his three-piece backing band. The military attire is apt. Propelled by a mid-tempo funk beat broken at intervals by  mournful  vocal harmonies, he launches into “Le Cri du Peuple” — “The Cry of the People” — a  diatribe in French (still widely spoken in Senegal) about the sufferings of Dakar’s huge underclass: 
“The city’s full of schemers, full of people with no job / They used to be honest men, but the system made them rob / The city’s full of easy sisters, looking for cash to score / Yesterday they were honest girls, but the system made them whores.” 
Over the next hour, the group fires its verbal bullets at an array of targets — corrupt politicians, rising prices, foreign wars — amid a succession of richly conjured hip-hop hybrids with reggae, soul and sinister, synth-heavy riffs. 
After the show, Awadi acknowledges being influenced by American hip-hop — he even went to New York to record his coming album with the duo Dead Prez as producers — but says that Senegalese hip-hop is usually far less swaggering and proudly thuggish. 
“It’s a hip-hop influenced by social reality and politics that tries to tackle the problems and sicknesses of society,” he says. 
He insists that he’s not cynical. He credits Senegalese rappers with motivating a widespread youth vote for Senegal’s historic 2000 elections, in which the populist Abdoulaye Wade defeated the longtime president Abdou Diouf, ending decades of Socialist rule. (Mr. Wade has subsequently fallen out of favor with many Senegalese, including Awadi.) 
“We believe that another Senegal is possible,” Awadi sermonizes as the crowd disperses. “That another Africa is possible, that another world is possible.” 
By day, the Dakar of Awadi’s people — poor, struggling, decaying, determined — comes vividly into view as I step out of the Hotel Farid into the hot, garbage-strewn streets of the city center. 
Set against the glittering Atlantic, the grid of wide, French-built boulevards and crumbling narrow streets assaults the sensory apparatus at every entry point: the feel of dust and mosquitoes on the skin; the taste of exhaust fumes in the mouth; the smells of sweat and sewage and grilling meats in the nostrils; the chainsaw buzz of cheap scooters and the booming Muslim call to prayer echoing in the ears. 
Even the short walk to the teeming indoor-outdoor Sandaga Market — where I head for local music CDs — brings all of Dakar’s contradictions to life. Gleaming Mercedes-Benzes crawl behind disintegrating jalopies and men pushing wheelbarrows. Art galleries and clothing boutiques nudge against cheap luncheonettes and abandoned storefronts. Suited Senegalese businessmen and Westerners (embassy staff? expatriate businesspeople?) brush past homeless families sleeping on the sidewalk. 
There’s no danger — Dakar by day is largely safe — only the constant scent of desperation mingled with a periodic whiff of prosperity. 
At the market, everybody wants a piece of the foreigner’s purse. Roaming hawkers flash me batteries, SIM cards, Scrabble games and cheap backpacks, using every imaginable entreaty. “Hey, Mister! Where you from?” “Ça va, Monsieur? Qu’est-ce que vous cherchez?” “Shake my hand! Shake my hand! Obama! Obama!” 
After some friendly haggling with the music merchants, I come away with homemade bootleg discs of mbalax by Thione Seck — an old-school master of the genre who still thrills crowds with regular gigs around town — as well as Xalam. And though I’ve gotten the albums for a mere 1,000 CFA francs apiece (around $2.20 at 456 CFA francs to the dollar), I know I’ve still been politely fleeced. 
That night, my quest to discover some of Dakar’s newer music takes me to Villa Krystal, the most recent challenger to established spots like Thiossane and Just4U — and maybe the least expected. 
Opened in January by two French expatriates with no background in live music, the red living-room-like space was originally intended to give Dakar a restaurant “where we might actually want to eat,” says Lionel Mandeix, a co-owner and  former ad man, with a laugh as he toys with his iPhone in the velvety dining area. 
For the first five months, Villa Krystal’s musical programming — basically evenings when customers played a name-that-tune game — played second fiddle to the foie gras, rabbit in mustard sauce and other Gallic dishes. Everything changed when Dakar’s annual Fête de la Musique, a citywide festival, arrived in June. For Mr. Mandeix and his partner, Thomas Cazenave, a onetime banker, the dynamism of Dakar’s music scene was astonishing. 
“We said to ourselves, ‘This place is really happening!’ ” Mr. Mandeix recalls. 
The pair began booking bands and singers, but they were not interested in making yet another mainstream mbalax club. Instead, they have created a home to cultivate younger artists like Njaaya, a young local Afrogroove singer, and Naby, a Senegalese reggae artist who won this year’s Discovery Prize from the international French radio powerhouse RFI. 
“We’re trying to open the range of music to include genres like hip-hop, folk and jazz,” Mr. Mandeix says. 
On this night, however, the star attraction is Cheikh Lô, a longtime local favorite. Sporting huge sunglasses and waist-length dreadlocks, the skinny singer-guitarist sits with his unplugged band and plucks out his trademark mellow mbalax lite. 
As Senegalese couples and a quartet of Spanish women watch from deep couches, the group slides into a mid-tempo mix of jazzy guitar chords, golden saxophone runs and the light pitter-patter of Senegalese drums, like rain on a roof, all punctuated by Cheikh Lô’s trebly wail. 
In time, Brazilian elements begin to slip in — shakers, Rio-dreaming horn passages, minor-key shifts — transforming the sonic landscape into an Africanized Ipanema reverie. As the band strums and drums away, the mbalax rhythm is gradually subsumed. By the end of the set, the music is far less a beat for dancing than a soundscape for our late-night drives back to homes and hotels. 
The week’s biggest new discovery awaits me at the Institut Français Léopold Sédar Senghor, a sprawling cultural center in downtown Dakar with a lovely outdoor concert amphitheater. Though known for its big-ticket events — an annual jazz festival, hip-hop awards, and shows by top West African acts — tonight the center is hosting part of its fifth annual Découverts series, dedicated to emerging music talents. 
By 9 o’clock, the tiered seats are full of tweedy intellectuals from foreign embassies, Arabic-speaking young women in headscarves, N.G.O. workers in ethno-chic outfits, and many Senegalese hipsters. As the hour strikes, a hush falls over the crowd and the star of the night appears onstage to a burst of applause: Imany, a young French-Cameroonian vocalist and a protégé of Wasis Diop, an inventive singer-songwriter known for his moody and atmospheric compositions. 
Backed by guitar, bass, drums and a string section, Imany moves through a set of original folk-rock songs, in English, that sound lifted from the notebooks of Tracy Chapman or Joan Armatrading. 
But her finest moment is a track called “Spinning Around,” which she explains was written for her by Mr. Diop. Under melancholy bossa nova-esque music — brushes on the snare drum, Brazilian acoustic guitar chords — Imany spins a plaintive love story in a low smoky voice: 
“Maybe tonight won’t hurt so bad / Maybe tonight your lies won’t seem so sad / I hear the music in the background / My head is spinning around.” 
Above, stars glimmer in the African night as the bittersweet melody echoes through the rapt spectators. Afterward, some of the audience head to Just4U to experience the mbalax of Omar Pène. Others make their way to Villa Krystal to discover Njaaya. Wherever they go, another sublime Dakar musical moment seems all but assured.   
LISTENING TOUR
GETTING THERE AND AROUND
Delta Air Lines recently had round-trip flights between Kennedy Airport in New York and Dakar from $1,765 in December. 
Dakar brims with ramshackle black-and-yellow taxis, none of which use their ramshackle meters. When negotiating prices during the day, insist on paying around 500 CFA francs, just over $1 at 456 francs to the dollar, for a short trip around the city center, 1,000 francs from the center to the Point E neighborhood and 1,500 to the near suburbs of N’gor and Les Almadies. Add about 500 francs per trip at night. To go from the airport into the city center, 5,000 francs is standard.
 Britain-based Songlines magazine (www.songlines.co.uk/musictravel) offers music-oriented group tours to Dakar. 
WHERE TO STAY 
Opened this year, the stunning oceanfront Radisson Blu (Route de la Corniche Ouest, Fann district; 221-33-869-3333; www.radissonblu.com/hotel-dakar) offers an infinity pool, spa and two restaurants. December doubles from 165,000 CFA francs, or $362 when booked on the Web site. 
Closer to downtown, the waterfront  Sokhamon (Boulevard Roosevelt at Avenue Nelson Mandela; 221-33-889-7100; www.hotelsokhamon.com) is a cool haven of ethno-chic design with a lovely pool, bar and restaurant. Doubles from 53,000 francs. 
The Hotel Farid (51, rue Vincens; 221-33-823-6123; www.hotelfarid.com) is simple, clean and located in the city center. Doubles from 31,200 francs. 
 LIVE MUSIC
Just4U (221-33-824-3250; www.just4udakar.com) is an outdoor patio club on Avenue Cheikh Anta Diop in the Point E district that books top Senegalese acts. 
 At Thiossane,  Youssou N’Dour, the owner, plays wee-hours shows on weekends that he is in town. Located just off Rue 10 in the Sicap district. 
Villa Krystal (221-33-820-0808 or 221-76-877-7777; www.villakrystal.com) is a plush French-owned restaurant and bar with nightly sets by new and established Senegalese acts. Situated just off the Route de l’Aéroport in the N’gor district, in an alley next to the CBAO bank. 
Le Madison  (Avenue Cheikh Anta Diop; 221-77-535-9997).
L’Institut Français Léopold Sédar Senghor (89, rue Joseph T. Gomis; 221-33-823-0320; www.institutfr-dakar.org), Dakar’s French cultural institute, puts on excellent music festivals and concerts. The institute’s pleasant outdoor restaurant, Le Bidew (221-33-823-1909), serves up a diverse international menu. 
Le Fouquet, on Rue Victor Hugo at Avenue du Président Lamine Gueye, is a charmingly dilapidated late-night bar where a nightly ragtag band plays salsa and Caribbean music from around midnight to around 4:30 a.m. No phone. 
Hip-hop devotees should contact Africulturban (221-33-853-2422; www.africulturban.org), a component of the Complexe Culturel Léopold Sédar Senghor in the gritty suburb of Pikine,  which organizes concerts and festivals.  
CONCERT SCHEDULES
The French-language Au Sénégal (www.au-senegal.com) has a list of concerts and performances; click on “Agenda des Loisirs.” Agendakar (www.agendakar.com/index.php), another good French-language site, also has a calendar of live music under its “Agenda” link. Within Dakar, the bulletin boards at L’Institut Français Léopold Sédar Senghor are often hung with flyers for music events around town. 
LEARN ABOUT SENEGALESE MUSIC
Operated by an Associated Press employee formerly based in Dakar, the English-language blog Benn Loxo du Taccu (bennloxo.com) has excellent musings and reviews about West African music, especially from Senegal. If you can read French, the music section of Seneweb (www.seneweb.com/music) is a trove of articles, music and video clips. For hip-hop, the American record label Nomadic Wax (nomadicwax.com) has put out compilations of Senegalese music and has produced a compelling documentary film about Senegalese rap, “Democracy in Dakar.” 
MUSIC FESTIVALS
Music festivals have begun to flourish, including Festa 2H (www.myspace.com/festa2hfestival), a multiday hip-hop extravaganza held every summer, and Afrikakeur (www.afrikakeur.net), an annual festival of comedy and music that runs from Dec. 7 to 13, and  Dec. 24 to 31,  will also see the arrival of the Festival de Danse et de Musique, a global gala that changes locations every year. Information on Africa Fête, Dec. 12 to 19 this year, can be found at www.africafete.com. 
WHERE TO EAT
Chez Loutcha (101 Rue Moussé Diop; 221-33-821-0302) serves huge platters of French, Italian, Senegalese and Cape Verdean food,  from classic poulet yassa to pizzas to cachupina, a stew of beans, vegetables and many meats. Three-course meal for two, about 15,000 francs. 
On the corner of Avenue Georges Pompidou and Rue Mohammed V, Ali Baba (221-33-823-5589) is a Middle Eastern fast-food haven with platters of chicken shwarma (5,000 francs), kefta (4,500 francs) and spicy merguez sausages (4,500 francs). 
Le Toukouleur (122 Rue Moussé Diop; 221-33-821-5193) is where stylish expats flock for French-Senegalese-global hybrid dishes and good Bordeaux. Around 35,000 francs for a three-course meal for two. 
SETH SHERWOOD, based in Paris, is a frequent contributor to the Travel section.
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Letter: 36 Hours in Rajasthan





Published: December 6, 2009



To the Editor: 
 As a frequent traveler to India I wish to caution readers about two suggestions made in the “36 Hours: Rajasthan” (Nov. 22) column. It is unwise to rent a car in India, at least if you are driving it yourself. Driving etiquette is very different in India than in Western countries, and an error resulting in an accident can have severe consequences. I would suggest instead renting a car with a driver through a reputable Indian travel agency or through the concierge at a first-class hotel. 
The reader should also be aware that active Jain temples, including the one at Ranakpur, restrict the hours of visitation so that Jains can pray without outside intrusions. When I was there in February 2008, the temple was only open to outside visitors in the afternoon.
Henry D. Shapiro

Albuquerque 

More Articles in 
				Travel »



 









                This article was downloaded by calibre from http://www.nytimes.com/2009/12/06/travel/06letters-RAJASTHAN_LETTERS.html?pagewanted=all





            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            |
        


  
    
    Explorer - The Caribbean Under Canvas -  A Camping Resort on St. John - NYTimes.com
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    

    

    

    
    

    
  
  
    
            | Next
            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            | Previous
            |
            


    
      
        
          
            

Explorer



Caribbean Resort Option: A Tent on St. John



[image: ]Steve Simonsen for The New York Times

Raised walkways connect the tent cottages at Maho Bay Campground, to preserve the fragile topsoil and conserve the local environment.



By BENJI LANYADO

Published: December 6, 2009


I HAD no idea how lazy iguanas were. There, five feet above my face, a scaly reptile was easing its way across the thin canvas that separated my bed from the canopy above it. It took a step roughly every five minutes, heralded by a brisk, gentle brushing sound ... and then nothing. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
In a midnight daze, I figured it could be making a break for my towel, which I had primed for the next morning’s Caribbean sun on a wooden balcony perched above the sea. But this critter was making a break in truly indigenous style; nothing on St. John, the smallest and least developed of the three main United States Virgin Islands, happens in a hurry. It took almost half an hour to stalk the 10-foot span of the roof.
Elsewhere in the Caribbean, one could probably call a butler to swat away such nocturnal visitors. But not on this patch of St. John, on the fringes of a national park abundant with bay rum forests, cactus shrub and mangroves. So I fell back to sleep with a plan of action. Should the iguana be loafing on my towel when the morning came, I would negotiate it toward one of the overlying cactus branches with a trail of genips. Or something like that.
Our primary reason for visiting this tiny island a thousand miles southeast of Miami had drawn puzzled looks from our friends when we were planning the trip. We were going to the Caribbean to camp. Yup, camp. Well, kind of.
A scan of the Caribbean will find a relative dearth of camp-style accommodations. While some campsites can be found in the French Caribbean, most Caribbean islands, it seems, prefer that tourists be herded toward the plethora of money-making resorts. That’s even true on islands like Aruba, where a protected park encompasses almost a fifth of the island, yet there’s not a single place where visitors can set up a tent. 
But on St. John, the expansiveness of its National Park,  which encompasses two-thirds of the island,   and the difficulty of transporting building materials act as barriers against hungry hoteliers. By contrast, low-tech campsites are easy to build, and in a few pockets of St. John’s almost uninterrupted coastline, they have been plying a steady trade for decades.
Our destination was the island’s original and most celebrated campsite. On a prime chunk of tropical real estate on the northern shores of St. John, just before the coastal road cuts a wobbling arc toward the island’s interior, the Maho Bay Campground is a mini-city of tent cottages, established somewhat unintentionally in 1976.
Its founder, Stanley Selengut, a land consultant from New York City, had leased  a big swath of land along St. John’s northern coast, originally hoping to build an oceanfront lodge for himself and friends. But protests arose that it would threaten the fragile topsoil. Instead of clear-cutting the land, he developed the air above it. Thus 18 canvas-and-wood tents were sculptured on stilts and connected by elevated walkways under — not instead of — the trees. 
Many years later, on a balmy Wednesday afternoon in September, my girlfriend and I were rolling our suitcase along a labyrinth of wooden trails that now connect 114 tent cottages and 12 studio rooms across 14 acres of billowing rain forest. Birds chirruped in the foliage above us as tiny lizards darted across the wooden railings and a solitary iguana — our neighbor — lolled on a cactus branch. 
The camp seemed effortlessly intertwined with its surroundings, and as night fell, the cacophony confirmed it. A layered chorus of crickets descended, punctuated by the popping hiccups of an army of frogs. The din was a gentle reminder that despite the camp’s dainty imposition, this was still very much their turf. 
Still, staff members say that as many as 10,000 guests make the fragmented journey to Maho Bay every year, and 80 percent are return customers. 
In the spirit of all far-flung destinations, getting there is half the fun. Our journey from New York began at silly o’clock in the morning, and after a sleepwalking stopover in Miami, we had arrived on St. Thomas in the late afternoon. 
The super-quick airport experience (plane to curb in 90 seconds) was a red herring. We weren’t even on the right island. To get to St. John, we boarded a ferry, then hopped in another taxi that plunged into the National Park that makes up two-thirds of St. John’s landmass. Our ride, an open-backed jitney with an expansive turning circle, chugged gamely through tunnels of genip and calabash trees, and over heavily eroded roads that curved unendingly. We didn’t care. The views were spectacular. 
As the road oscillated from coast to hilltop we caught snatches of turquoise shores through gaps in the trees. Flocks of pearly-eyed thrashers scattered from the jitney’s path, and on a rare open patch of grass, two deer quietly grazed at the foot of a wooded slope.
But the best views were at Maho. Our hybrid cottage resembled an open-sided chalet, with a bedroom, living area and balcony forged of wooden fixtures, a canvas roof and mosquito-proof mesh windows. We paid $80 a night.
I’d pay that for our view alone. When we woke on our first morning, from our bed we could see astonishing contours of green and turquoise lacing the bay beneath us. Pelicans elegantly skimmed the water before arching upward, plunging into the water and glugging down their catch. 
My perception of the Caribbean has always been a lustful daydream of how the other half lives: a string of impossibly beautiful islands stretching from the foot of one continent to the top of another, where people who make more money than I do come to play in grand five-star resorts. But staring out over the water from our balcony, we couldn’t imagine being more spoiled. We’d found our Caribbean loophole.
In fact, I couldn’t really imagine why you’d want to experience this region any other way. Viewed from a wooden balcony nestled in the trees, the (albeit self-imposed) idea of the Caribbean as a place to swim in chlorinated swimming pools and sleep in bulky concrete constructions seems like a giant folly.
Breakfast was served in a large wooden pavilion up on the hill. In the low season, two dozen guests, ranging from honeymooners to retired couples, were sipping coffee and stretching out limbs following the daily yoga session held in another pavilion higher up the hill. A handful of volunteers — active student types who work in exchange for room and board — were muttering to one another about last night’s film screening (Ken Burns’s National Park series).
It felt something like a Caribbean commune, an intergenerational summer camp where families forgo the luxuries of all-inclusive hotels for an ingenious shantytown of recycled materials, solar power and rainwater showers.
Within a couple of hours, we’d made friends with the honeymooning couple from North Carolina who were staying in the tent next to us, having brushed our teeth next to them in the communal bathrooms before bed. They told us about their plans to rent kayaks and head over to snorkel around Whistling Cay, a tiny outcrop across the bay.
Guests here often compare notes on what they’ve done. Have you seen the glass-blowing room yet? Did you try a ceramics lesson? Or make jewelry in the workshop? But on our first day, we decided to do very little. Down on Little Maho Bay, reached by a cascade of steps from the camp’s main walkway, we watched as a beachcomber trotted up and down the sand, pecking at the tiny fish that washed up in the surf.
Lying stationary on sarongs pinned down with driftwood on a brochure-perfect strip of Caribbean beach, we couldn’t believe our luck. In a guidebook I purchased at the port, the excellent “St. John Off the Beaten Track” (Sombrero Publishing Company) by Gerald Singer, I read of another visitor who was equally captivated by the bay. Sailing past the beach on a sloop bound for Tortola in 1947, Ethel McCully, a secretary vacationing from New York City, leapt from the deck to swim to the “small, perfect beach backdropped by emerald green mountain valleys.” 
She eventually bought some land, which would abut the campground when it arrived three decades later, and built a small house primarily through the labor of six donkeys. She wrote a book about her experience, which was eventually published as “Grandma Raised the Roof” in 1954, after the publishers insisted that she change her original title from “I Did It With Donkeys.”
The story of Maho Bay, on the other hand, is still being written. The lease on the campground runs out in 2012 and the company that owns it, Giri Giri, is asking for $32 million, well beyond the campground’s budget. The Trust for Public Land, a nonprofit conservancy based in San Francisco, is trying to negotiate a better price to keep the camps there. 
But Maho Bay could very well be closed. If that happens, St. John’s status as a Caribbean camping enclave won’t be totally lost. Across the bay from Maho is the Cinnamon Bay Campground, where 126 cabins and tents surround another beautiful beach, and two trails snake into the forest behind the property through the remains of a bay rum plantation amid  mango and calabash trees.
Meanwhile, Maho’s owner, Mr. Selengut, has a backup plan. Clinging to the cliff overlooking Ram Head on the island’s southeast is a 51-acre plot that he owns outright. It is currently home to the Estate Concordia Preserve, a collection of upscale studios and eco-tents, but there is enough room for additional tents and other camping-style elements. 
We inadvertently discovered yet another camp on a drive out to the island’s East End, a jagged arm of land curling two miles into the Atlantic from the island’s northeastern corner. Just after the road exits at the national park, there is a brown and yellow shack under a peeling boxwood tree. It is the home of Vie’s Snack Shack, a roadside restaurant frequented by locals for the conch fritters, garlic chicken and fresh limeade. Nearby, on the beach, is a small, bare-site campground where guests can pitch a tent and catch their own fish dinners.
Over three days of sunshine, we made many similar pit stops on our slow meanderings,  going from coast to hilltop on the handful of roads that network the island. Beach-hopping along the northern coast, we stumbled on the former holiday home of J. Robert Oppenheimer, who headed the Manhattan Project making the first atomic bomb, now converted into a community center, where a troop of kids from St. Thomas chased tiny crabs around a line of lilting palm trees fringing the water.
At the far reaches of the coastal road on the island’s southern shores, where the landscape is cut from a rugged cloth of craggy cliffs and pebble beaches, we found a pristine crescent of sand totally empty at Salt Pond Bay. En route we visited the brilliantly anomalous Tourist Trap, a year-old roadside watering hole operated by a New Hampshire expat named Larry, where a tiny hut fronted by a wooden table laden with liquor coaxes passers-by to stop for a drink.
After the exertion of each day, we would bump along the same pockmarked trail that runs from the coastal road and return to the Maho campground, ambling through the maze of boardwalks toward our humble tent-cum-cottage. 
We didn’t feel any pressure to mingle with other guests, or to compare tales of jewelry construction or yogic escapades. In fact, by our third day we’d realized that Maho’s atmosphere is a lot more wholesome than hippy. You just do what you want, simply. Our final evening was wholly appropriate, spent playing cards and sipping beers in our lounge, listening for the occasional stumbling of our ever-soporific iguana.
As we woke early the next day and doused our faces with sun cream before a final dash to the beach, we wished it well. Spread-eagled on a cactus branch jutting into the windless air above the bay, our reptile friend remained unmoved.   

NO CONCRETE, NO CHLORINE
HOW TO GET THERE
American Airlines and Delta fly nonstop from Kennedy Airport to Cyril E. King Airport in St. Thomas. Continental flies nonstop from Newark. A recent Web search found round-trip fares starting at about $300 for travel this month.
To get from the airport to Red Hook, where ferries depart for St. John every hour, expect to pay $10 for a minibus. The ferry itself costs $6  a person. On St. John, open-backed jitney trucks line up at Cruz Bay port. The half-hour journey to Maho Bay costs $10 plus a few dollars for baggage. Maho Bay also offers a $10 shuttle service, leaving Cruz Bay every two hours after 9:20 a.m.
Many visitors rent Jeeps to reach St. John’s far-flung corners. A clutch of companies around Cruz Bay offer rentals — we  rented from Cool Breeze Jeep/Car Rental (340-776-6588; www.coolbreezecarrental.com) at $72  for one day. L & L Jeep Rental (340-776-1120; www.bookajeep.com) was also recommended to us. 
WHERE TO STAY
The tent cottages with shared bathrooms at Maho Bay Campground (800-392-9004; www.maho.org) cost $135 during the high season ($80 from May to Dec. 14), based on double occupancy. Apartment rooms with private showers, higher above the bay, start at $225 during high season ($130 the rest of the year).
At the Estate Concordia Preserve, Maho Bay’s sister resort on the island, eco-tents start at $155 in high-season ($105 in low-season), and studios start at $160 in high-season ($115  in low-season). 
Bare sites at the Cinnamon Bay Campground (340-776-6330; www.cinnamonbay.com) are $30; ready-pitched tents (with beds and linen) start at $64 based on double occupancy; cottages are $77 to $159. Cinnamon Bay is closed September and October.
WHERE TO EAT
Vie’s Snack Shack (East End Road at Hansen Bay; 340-693-5033) was the best meal we had on the island. We ordered everything on the menu, including a garlic chicken accompanied by a honey johnnycake, rice and beans with meat sauce and homemade limeade. The handwritten check came to $37  for two, and we had leftovers for doggie bags.
There are a couple of cafes and restaurants around Coral Harbour, of which Island Blues (340-776-6800; www.island-blues.com) was the most convivial, with beer-dazed expats and sea-washed fishermen during the day, and live music every night during high season. The in-house Sticky Fingers BBQ offers decent bar food like grilled mahi-mahi and burgers, for around $13.
Cruz Bay is the island’s culinary hub, of sorts, with dozens of restaurants and bars. Morgan’s Mango (340-693-8141; www.morgansmango.com; dishes $13 to 29) was particularly busy when we visited, but a number of locals directed us to the cheaper Woody’s Seafood Saloon  (340-779-4625), where superb mahi-mahi sandwiches (grilled or blackened) cost $8.  
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When Crime Comes to Paradise
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The body of an American tourist abducted while jogging in February was found near Fajardo on the eastern coast of Puerto Rico.




By MICHELLE HIGGINS


Published: December 6, 2009



EIGHTEEN cruise passengers were robbed at gunpoint on Bahamas tours last month. A retired British couple was seriously wounded in a machete attack at their second home in Tobago in August. A pregnant American tourist was abducted and killed during a morning jog in Fajardo, P.R., in February. 
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Such violent crimes against tourists are still rare in the Caribbean, but reports of events like those above have  raised concerns about a trip to the region. Are those fears justified?
Crime, in one form or another, is rising in Bermuda, Belize, St. Lucia and Trinidad and Tobago, based on a review of the State Department’s consular information sheets, which provide data on safety and other issues in foreign countries. It continues to be an issue in places like the Dominican Republic, where pickpocketing and mugging are the most common crimes against tourists, and in Jamaica, where the United States Embassy has received several reports of sexual assaults against Americans this year, including two at resorts.
The State Department acknowledges the upswing but points out that travelers can fall victim to theft and other crimes in their home cities. “Crime happens everywhere,” said Drew Haldane of the office of American Citizens Services.
 What is different, though, is how those crimes are handled. “Law enforcement, especially in   the Caribbean, does not necessarily have the resources or response that you might expect in the U.S.,” Mr. Haldane said. “If you’re victimized by a crime you need to be prepared for a slow justice process.”
After Justin Holland, a 26-year-old New Yorker, was killed by a speeding car while visiting Negril, Jamaica, during a family vacation in February, it took police two hours to respond, said his mother, Carole Holland. “When they did, they didn’t seem to be very concerned or in a big hurry to take care of anything.” She added that the authorities were friendly with the driver. 
Her account is underscored by reports to the State Department of “frequent allegations of police corruption” in Jamaica, according to the department’s consular information sheet. Her son’s case has been repeatedly postponed. The most recent court hearing was on Nov. 4, and the proceedings were  continued to Feb. 22, according to the United States Embassy in Kingston.
“If you’re an American,” said Ms. Holland, “you are pretty much on your own in a justice system that is completely different from ours.”
Requests for comment to the Ministry of National Security and the Jamaica Constabulary Force on the perception that corruption taints crime investigations were not answered in time for publication. In an e-mail statement, the Jamaica Tourist Board acknowledged that big cities like Montego Bay and Kingston face crime issues stemming from low-income areas but pointed out that each year people from around the world visit Jamaica — the overwhelming majority without incident.
 Tourist areas, the statement went on, are “well-patrolled and are secured by both the Jamaica Constabulary Force and by resort-funded security companies.”
The Caribbean is aware of its crime problems and is trying to get them under control. In June, Caricom, an organization of Caribbean nations and dependencies that is developing a crime prevention action plan with the United Nations Office on Drugs and Crime to prevent and reduce youth violence in the region, devoted a conference to the subject. Addressing a group of Caribbean leaders, Patrick Manning, the prime minister of Trinidad and Tobago and chairman of the organization, said, “We must overcome this difficulty, if we are to achieve the economic and social progress that we envision for the Caribbean community.”
In Jamaica, where the Tourist Board says crimes against tourists amount to less than 1 percent of overall crime, some police have been relieved from desk duties in recent weeks so that more officers can patrol the streets this winter season and beyond. 
One resource for victims of crime abroad — whether a purse snatching by thieves on motorcycles or sexual assault — is the nearest American embassy or consulate, which can assist with finding appropriate medical care, contacting family members or friends and explaining how money can be transferred. Although consular officials cannot investigate crimes or provide legal advice, they can often help by  explaining the local criminal justice process and offer a list of lawyers. The State Department Web site (www.state.gov/travel) offers more details on emergency assistance abroad, including help for American victims of crime overseas. 
While Puerto Rico is a commonwealth of the United States and the U.S. Virgin Islands is a territory, each has locally controlled police departments and justice systems. In cases of federal crimes, the FBI has jurisdiction, otherwise crimes are investigated and processed through the local system. In these places, law enforcement consultants say, the police and court procedures are very similar to those in the rest of the United States.
Some careful planning can go a long way if you encounter issues abroad. Travelers who make photocopies of their passports and birth certificates as well as all their credit cards and licenses, will be better prepared if any of those items are swiped. Be sure to include the numbers to call to report theft of a card or license. It’s also a good idea to leave an itinerary of where you will be with someone back home so that they will know when to expect your return. 
Mr. Haldane of the State Department recommends avoiding drinks you did not personally order or see prepared. “It might seem silly to carry your margarita to the bathrooms,” he said, but it’s best to avoid leaving drinks unattended so that no one can tamper with them. 
Be careful when walking after dark or visiting out-of-the-way places and take valuables with you instead of leaving them unattended in parked cars or on beaches. To protect yourself, limit the amount of cash and number of credit cards you carry. Load up your cellphone with emergency numbers, including the local police department, your hotel, and the local embassy or consulate. 
There are no hard and fast rules for what makes one resort safer than another. But you may want to avoid rooms facing busy streets or with ground-level windows if you are concerned about break-ins. 
Don’t assume you’re safe just because the hotel or cruise line made the arrangements. The tourists who were robbed at gunpoint in the Bahamas were on a ship-sponsored nature tour  on Nassau arranged by Royal Caribbean and Disney Cruise Line, when two men wielding shotguns tied up the first group’s tour guide and ordered the passengers to the ground before robbing them of money, passports, cellphones, credit cards and personal items, the local newspaper reported. The second tour group approached the area during the hold-up and was also robbed. 
Both cruise lines, which have since suspended sales of these tours, worked closely with the passengers to provide assistance. No one was injured. And the Bahamas has pledged to step up police patrols in tourist areas. 
In idyllic surroundings it’s easy to let your guard down. But as good as those trade winds feel whipping through your villa at night, don’t put your security at risk by leaving the doors to the veranda wide open and letting your guard down.
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Pulsing With Eclec-tricity in San Diego
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A diverse mix of businesses has put a lot of the zip back in the North Park area of San Diego.




By JAMIE BRISICK


Published: December 6, 2009



FOR years, 30th Street at University Avenue in San Diego’s North Park neighborhood, a major city center from the ’30s to the ’50s, was sorely lacking in restaurants and night life. The elegant North Park Theatre, a neighborhood jewel built in 1928, shut down in the ’70s; the marquee became an area eyesore. Even the iconic North Park sign that greets arriving motorists was a decaying relic from better days.
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But in the last few years, young, independent business owners have set up shop. Drawn by the  cheap rents, manageable size and Art Deco and Craftsman architecture, they have transformed North Park into one of the city’s most vibrant and diverse districts.
“The neighborhood had great bones,” said Arne Holt, the owner of Caffé Calabria (3933 30th Street; 619-291-1759; www.caffecalabria.com), an airy, Italian-themed cafe popular with the local laptop set. “There were a lot of really unique storefronts that just needed a little T.L.C. to make the community pop.”
Begun in 2001, Ray at Night (www.rayatnight.com), a monthly art walk, is now San Diego’s largest event of its kind, drawing as many as 1,500 patrons the first Saturday of each month.
“It happened really quickly,” said Gustaf Rooth, an artist who is the founder of Ray at Night and the owner of Planet Rooth Studios Gallery (3811 Ray Street; 619-297-9663; www.planetrooth.com). “North Park went from being negative and dilapidated to suddenly this high-energy major destination point.”
The tipping point, though, was the 2005 restoration and reopening of the Birch North Park Theatre (2891 University Avenue; 619-239-8836; www.birchnorthparktheatre.net), home of the Lyric Opera San Diego. The neighborhood soon became an unlikely mix of theatergoers, artists, sailors visiting from one of the city’s several naval facilities, and members of the prominent gay population. 
You might not expect it, but a prime example of this varied crowd can be found at the Rubber Rose (3812 Ray Street; 619-296-7673; www.therubberrose.com), a bordello-themed “sexuality boutique” that opened in 2006.  Though the products get a lot more risqué, you can find a Maison Close massage candle for $43.
Across the street is Soul Ryde (3819 Ray Street; 619-546-0893; www.soulryde.com), which specializes in custom skateboards and was opened by the Salmon brothers, Mike and Brian, earlier this year. A 47-inch-long mahogany boardwalk cruiser with custom graphics goes for $225.
Since 2007, Bar Pink (3829 30th Street; 619-564-7194; www.barpink.com), a vintage lounge with a kitschy bubbles-and-elephants motif, has offered live music and cocktails, like the potent Pink Princess (raspberry vodka, apple pucker, pink lemonade; $6).
“The cost of entry was low enough for people to take risks that couldn’t happen elsewhere,” said Jay Porter of the neighborhood’s attractions for business owners. Mr. Porter, the owner of the Linkery (3794 30th Street; 619-255-8778; www.thelinkery.com), a farm-to-table gastropub that makes an unforgettable lardo ice cream sandwich ($10), added: “The businesses here reflect very personal visions. And we’re all committed to a great urban experience.”
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Hotel Review: Andel’s Hotel Lodz in Lodz, Poland
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The swimming pool at Andel’s Hotel Lodz.




By NICHOLAS KULISH


Published: December 6, 2009




BASICS
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This red-brick monument to the boom years of the Polish textile industry is an imposing sight after harrowing hours driving on two-lane roads, interspersed with the sudden stretches of brand-new highway that testify to the country’s steady but incomplete climb toward the standards of its neighbors to the west. In the lobby of the improbably grand new Andel’s Hotel Lodz, which opened in May, the iron pillars carry the weight of the legacy of the   19th-century textile magnate Izrael Poznanski. The ovals cut into the ceiling, outlined by glowing lights of steadily changing color, give it a lighter feeling and speak to the future of a city booming on the back of investments by the likes of Dell and Fujitsu. A group of British business travelers  craned their necks upward, as one woman asked, “This is Poland, though, isn’t it?”
LOCATION
The Andel’s is within walking distance of Ulica Piotrkowska, the main boulevard for cafes, shops and bars in Lodz. But Mr. Poznanski’s textile complex was far larger than the hotel itself and is now a retail and entertainment center known as Manufaktura. There are restaurants and clubs, rock climbing and bowling, and when the weather’s warm, a beach volleyball court. It would all feel too precious by half as a new development. It works because it is so integral to the city’s history. There is no excuse for missing the MS2, the new branch of the Muzeum Sztuki,  filled with Polish contemporary and 20th-century art: it’s next door.
THE ROOM
My room was a bit narrow, but with loft-high ceilings. It showed off both the building’s architectural features, with exposed brick and ironwork, as well as its original purpose, with a headboard made out of a colorful collage of fabrics. It came with the glass-top desk and flat-screen television that are now standard issue. 
THE BATHROOM
Largely unremarkable, with both bathtub and shower, except that a glow light, purple in my room, echoed the ovals outside my door. Maybe they’re a bigger drain on the electricity than I think, as the power zapped off several times in one night.
ROOM SERVICE
Even though I arrived after 11 p.m., I could still order a full meal from the bar menu. The Caesar salad cost 30 zloty, about $11 at 2.8 zloty to the dollar,  and the grilled chicken breast marinated with tequila and jalapeños was 45 zloty. They were above room-service average, though the latter was blander than it sounded. The waiter forgot the beer I ordered but reappeared unbidden with a sheepish smile and a cold one   —  on the house.
THE AMENITIES
The hotel has both a modern spa and a glass-domed swimming pool on the rooftop. The space had great views of Lodz, though for all its subtle charms the city is no Rome or, for that matter, Krakow.
THE BOTTOM LINE
The original edifice and its contemporary redesign are worth a one-night stay, even at rack rates that start at 230 euros  a night, about $350 at $1.52 to the euro, on the high side for this city, but rates are frequently lower, often 99 euros on weekends and 120 euros on weekdays. The convenience of everything you need  —  but couldn’t get a few years ago in Poland, and still can’t in many parts of the country  —  a few steps away in Manufaktura makes it ideal for longer-term business travelers. It was still a bit unsteady, based on my visit a few months ago, but seemed to be getting its footing fast, just like the city. 
Andel’s Hotel Lodz, Ulica Ogrodowa 17; (48-42) 279-1000; www.andelslodz.com. 
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Singapore Lane Springs to Life




[image: ]
Basil Childers for The New York Times

Haji Lane in the old Kampong Glam neighborhood.




By GISELA WILLIAMS


Published: December 6, 2009



THERE are shops in Singapore’s Kampong Glam   neighborhood that have been selling Indonesian batik textiles and Muslim prayer carpets for almost a hundred years. The historic neighborhood can feel like it’s been preserved in amber since the 1822 Jackson Plan, when the British divided Singapore into ethnic enclaves. 
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But head down Haji Lane, a small back street nestled in the heart of the quarter, and you’ll find a decidedly different vibe. Blink and you’ll probably miss the opening of a trendy shop. It might be a place like Know It Nothing (51 Haji Lane; 65-6392-5475; www.knowitnothing.com), which features both a tiny gallery and a smartly curated men’s wear shop in a minimalist loft-style space. The retail area features  nerd-chic button-down shirts, imported all the way from the Cleveland-based independent label Wrath Arcane, and Vans. 
Then there’s The Haji by  Paper People (No. 49; 65-9169-0351; www.paperpeople-shop.com), a store filled with a colorful riot of stationery products like a notebook featuring a David Bowie print and wrapping paper covered with neon dinosaurs. 
The original Paper People opened in 2004  in Singapore’s Far East Plaza.  Juliah Theresa Jailani and Suffian Sumamaili,  the shop’s owners, moved to Haji Lane this summer because they thought their old location had become “too boring and unoriginal,” according to Ms. Jailani. “Our neighbors just bought products from China and changed the tags.” 
“Haji Lane is closer to our aesthetic,” she continued. “Here we feel free to go a step further and explore new things. We showcase our own artwork, and the crowd is very encouraging.”
Indeed it is. Haji Lane has become a meeting place for the city’s anti-mall crowd. They buy upscale vintage clothing at fanciful boutiques like Dulcetfig (No. 41; 65-6396-5648; www.dulcetfig.com)   and check out the latest offerings from Singapore’s independent interior designers at Pluck (No. 31/33; 65-6396-4048; www.pluck.com.sg), which is half store, half ice cream parlor. The New Age posse gravitates toward the yoga classes, tarot readings and shiatsu massages at The Sanctum (No. 11; 65-6299-0170; www.sanctumsg.com). 
At night young, fashionable Singaporeans window-shop and smoke hookahs at one of several relaxed Middle Eastern-style cafes. In fact, the area’s pioneer was an Arabic hookah   restaurant called Café Le Caire (39 Arab Street; 65-6292-0979; www.cafelecaire.com), which opened in 2001. Ameen Talib, the cafe’s owner, left his job in academia and came to Arab Street and Haji Lane (the cafe has entrances on both streets) with the idea of attracting Singapore’s Arab residents.  “The whole Haji Lane area was totally dead,” he said. “There were basically just a lot of empty shop houses.   The ones that were occupied were used as storage spaces.”
Eventually Le Caire inspired other cafes, like Altazzaq and MoSi Cafe, to open. When a Comme des Garçons guerrilla store — a temporary outlet that pops up for a year or so, then disappears — opened on Haji Lane in 2005, it sparked a small invasion of avant-garde fashion shops. 
The newest innovators to be found on the street are  “blog shops” — retail venues that have sprouted up from shopping blogs — most notably the aptly named Blog Shop (No. 35; 65-6396-6170; theblogshop.sg),  which opened this summer. Rock-star fashion items culled from various retail blogs include vampy bustiers and a necklace of white feathers. When the fashion-forward singer Gwen Stefani was in town performing this fall, she stopped by. No surprise there.
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Bakery and Cafe Review: Soluna Brot und Öl in Berlin




By GISELA WILLIAMS


Published: December 6, 2009




Bakers don’t usually have groupies, but Peter Klann is a unique exception. The organic breads he makes from aged flour and bakes in a clay oven have inspired chefs, documentaries, cookbooks and even television production managers like Thomas Schwetje. “I only eat Peter’s bread,” Mr. Schwetje said. “I even have it shipped to me when I travel.”
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Mr. Klann’s yeasty headquarters is the Soluna Brot und Öl, a modest and cheerful bakery and cafe that has been a city favorite since it opened four years ago on a grungy street in Berlin’s bohemian neighborhood of Kreuzberg. 
In the documentary film “Buono Come il Pane” (“Good as Bread”), which was screened at the 2009 Berlinale, Michael Hoffmann, the chef at the Michelin-starred restaurant Margaux, raved: “It’s the Ferrari of bread.” 
With the temperament of a poet and the aspirations of an alchemist, Mr. Klann is a gentle giant of a man, with large hands and eyeglasses. Before he gave himself over to family tradition — his father had been a young master baker in Berlin — he had other ambitions. “I wanted to make music,” he said. But the last few years of baking traditional organic bread have earned him more fans than his music-making ever did.
At Soluna, a large bread oven towers behind an oval white wooden table surrounded by chairs; to the left is an L-shaped counter. There are a variety of artisanal food products for sale on several stand-alone shelves and behind the glass counter, including a small but well-edited selection of organic cheeses and salamis, as well as Mr. Klann’s house-made oils and spreads.
Customers with some time on their hands can order a cappuccino and a custard pastel, a sweet Portuguese pastry (Mr. Klann’s wife is Brazilian). But it’s the 30 varieties of freshly baked breads that fans clamor for, from the signature rundling, a heavy round tangy country-style bread made from rye flour, to a corn and potato bread that Mr. Klann calls “the Blues.”
Crusty on the outside with a dense but chewy texture, the breads improve with age, according to Mr. Klann. “If stored properly they are better three days after they come out of the oven,” he said. “I follow the old Roman principles of breadmaking from 2,000 years ago. To make good bread you have to go back to your roots.”
Soluna Brot und Öl, Gneisenaustrasse 58, Berlin; (49-30) 6167-1191. Breads start at 3.80 euros, or about $5.80 at $1.52 to euro, per kilogram. Pastries and cakes start at 1.50 euros. Open Monday to Friday, 10 a.m. to 7:30 p.m.; Saturday, 7:30 a.m. to 4 p.m.
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Prague, One Pint at a Time
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Zly Casy, one of the Prague pubs dedicated to craft beers, posts daily offerings on hand-written signs above the bar.




By EVAN RAIL


Published: December 6, 2009




LIKE a roller coaster freed from its tracks, the double-length Karosa bus shook and dipped as the Bohemian countryside — beech forests, duck ponds and scrubby hills — spilled past our windows. The pastoral landscape temporarily belied our location in Petrovice, a distant village in medieval times but now just a bland suburb of Prague. Soon enough, the towers of panelaky, the prefabricated Communist-era apartment buildings, came into sight.
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But unlike the workers returning from offices and factories, I hadn’t climbed aboard Bus 271 to go home; instead, I was searching for Obzerstvi, or Gluttony, a pub that was said to serve rare Czech craft beers that were almost impossible to find anywhere else in Prague.
On a stumpy brick building overshadowed by apartment blocks, I saw the tavern’s sign. Inside, I found long benches and rough-hewed  wooden tables, a few outdated video games and my reward for making the journey: Oslavany, a rare craft brew from a far-off castle brewery in Moravia, the eastern half of the Czech Republic. 
“Today it’s Oslavany,” said Pavel Holcak, the pub’s owner, referring to the yeasty unfiltered lager. “Next week it will be something else.” 
Though Prague has become a hot spot for beer tourism, visitors can end up disappointed by the lack of options in the city’s pubs. Many bars in town are locked into exclusive agreements with large breweries, which often install and control the taps. (Obzerstvi’s standard offer is Staropramen, a mass-produced brew from Prague that is part of the giant Anheuser-Busch InBev.) But recently, a few pubs like Obzerstvi have begun selling rare craft beers on a so-called ctvrta pipa, or fourth pipe, a new term for an independent tap on which pubs can offer a greater variety of brews. 
“First it was fourth pipe, then there was one pub with seven taps, then it went to 13 or 14,” said Jan Kocka, one of the owners of the cult brewery Pivovar Kocour Varnsdorf, in northern Bohemia, whose beers are often available at the British-style pub Tlusta Koala in central Prague. “So fourth pipe really just became the word for rotating beers.” 
This fall I spent several days touring the city’s ctvrta pipa pubs, from Obzerstvi in the south to bars on the semi-industrial north and many stops in between. Along the way, I heard several fanciful variations on the origin of the term fourth pipe. None was particularly convincing, but one version that at least sounded plausible — in part because it was so simple — came from Jirka Stehlicek, the owner of a tram-themed pub called Prvni Pivni Tramway. 
“The fourth-pipe term really started with us,” said Mr. Stehlicek, speaking over a pint at a brewers’ awards ceremony last month. “We originally had three taps that stayed the same, and the fourth was just whatever else we could get. And it took off from there.” 
Earlier this year Mr. Stehlicek joined with the owners of four other pubs, including Mr. Holcak, to form the Aliance P.I.V. (www.aliancepiv.cz), a group whose aim is to spread the word about quality beer by grooming more knowledgeable bartenders and providing more informative beer lists in the pubs. “We want to educate people,” Mr. Stehlicek said. “We want beer drinkers to know how their beer is made, what are the ingredients, as well as what kinds of Czech craft beers are now available.”
Not all the fourth-pipe pubs I visited seemed quite so committed to consumer education. For most, consumption itself is the goal. All, however, have raised the bar on what is available for thirsty travelers in Prague. 
The Czech Republic is home to about 125 breweries, ranging from tiny brewpubs to industrial giants, according to the list at www.pivovary.info. A couple of years ago, I counted just 23 Czech breweries whose beers could regularly be found in Prague. This fall I counted more than twice that number of just what could be considered Czech craft brewers, the small-scale producers whose products are preferred by connoisseurs. 
In the United States, this might be taken for a yuppie trend, but in the Czech Republic ctvrta pipa pubs are often the exact opposite. One midafternoon at Klasterni Pivnice in the Holesovice district to the city’s north, I sat on an old wooden banquette and had my choice of two kinds of rarely seen Klaster beer and two other rotating regional specialties. As the afternoon light worked its way through the pub’s bottle-bottom windows, I sipped my lager and surveyed the sparse group of regulars. Many were asking each other about their grandchildren and how they were recovering from their recent operations. 
The crowd was about 50 years younger at Merenda, a ctvrta pipa pub in the arty and ramshackle Zizkov district east of the city’s main train station. There  the options are split, with four taps upstairs in a no-smoking restaurant and four others downstairs in the smoky rumpus-room of a pub. The pub professed to offer live accordion music every Monday night, but when I returned that evening, the accordion player never materialized. There were saving graces, though: a warm crowd of students and creative types; a superb plate of goulash; and the unusual Rarasek, a ginger-wheat beer from the Pivovarsky Dvur Zvikov brewery in South Bohemia. 
Merenda still serves the mass-produced — but well-regarded — Pilsner Urquell. But other pubs have adopted a more militant attitude. The new pub U Prince Miroslava offers Gambrinus, the country’s most popular pint, alongside 12 craft brews, but the menu described Gambrinus as “meant for undemanding consumers” and listed it dead last. 
“We wanted to heat the soup a bit,” said the pub’s owner, Miroslav Wagner, who prefers to steer customers to his hometown brand, Primator, a well-regarded small producer from eastern Bohemia. 
Another pub, Zly Casy, has cut all formal ties to the Czech Republic’s industrial breweries and augmented both its taps and its bottles. It is in the city’s Nusle district, the same area where I found my first studio apartment when I moved to Prague nearly 10 years ago, and it felt a bit like coming home when I stopped by for lunch recently.
What was unfamiliar, however, was the variety. Above the bar, a banner of hand-lettered signs listed 16 rare beers on tap, including my first sightings of offerings from the new Czech microbreweries Tambor and Chotebor. In the refrigerators, bottles of Kocour, Matuska and other new craft brewers were ready to be taken away quickly. Compared with the days of “one pub = one beer,” it felt like a strange new world. 
Sipping a pint of Chotebor’s pale lager, I contemplated the peppery spice of the Saaz hops, a renowned varietal, and decided I was O.K. with the change. But after a moment, the pub’s owner, Hanz, stopped by. With a slap on the back, he told me not to get too comfortable with the number of beers available. Next year, he said, he was planning to expand to 24 craft beers on tap.
IF YOU GO
Pubs specializing in rotating selections of craft beers have sprouted up all around the Czech capital. For those looking to make a day trip of it, a pass costing 100 koruna (about $5.90 at about 17 koruna to the dollar) is good for a full day of travel on trams, buses and the metro. 
Obzerstvi (Jakobiho 327, Prague 10-Petrovice; 420-774-879-697; www.obzerstvi.cz).
Pivovarsky Klub (Krizikova 17, Prague 8-Karlin; 420-222-315-777; www.gastroinfo.cz/pivoklub).
Tlusta Koala (Senovazna 8, Prague 1-Nove Mesto; 420-222-245-401; www.tlustakoala.cz).
Klasterni Pivnice (Ovenecka 15, Prague 7-Holesovice; 420-233-376-150).
Merenda (Husitska 74, Prague 3-Zizkov; 420-222-782-004; www.merenda.cz).
Prvni Pivni Tramway (Na Chodovci 1a at the Tram 11 terminus in Prague 4-Sporilov; 420-272-765-683).
U Prince Miroslava (K Vodojemu 4, Prague 5-Smichov; 420-733-360-269; www.uprincemiroslava.eu).
Zly Casy (Cestmirova 5, Prague 4-Nusle; 420-723-339-995; www.zlycasy.eu).
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Foraging



Store Review: The Andersonville Galleria in Chicago



[image: ]Sally Ryan for The New York Times





By BONNIE TSUI

Published: December 6, 2009



Located in a  traditionally Swedish neighborhood that’s undergone an arty transformation, the Andersonville Galleria is quietly becoming the go-to spot for handmade jewelry, clothing and other wares, most made locally by an eclectic mix of artists and designers who rent space month to month.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
In late 2007, two local developers, Mark Falanga and Ray Pesavento, opened the galleria in a 7,000-square-foot exposed-brick space that was once home to Wikstrom’s Gourmet Foods, the neighborhood’s historic Swedish deli. It has since grown to become an incubator for homegrown indie artisans; there are now over 90 tenants on four floors.  A flea market this is not — more like a clean, well-lighted gallery, down to the spotlighted photographs and artist bios, and the front counter, fashioned from the deli’s antique freezer.
A visit during a recent fall afternoon yielded an impressive array of basic retail offerings, like linen bags and gourmet toffee.  But the work can also tack toward the whimsical, as with a hand-printed T-shirt emblazoned with the slogan “Mayor for Life,” paired with a likeness of the longtime city politician Richard M. Daley ($21, from Novem Studios, a local brand). The graphic artist Annette Rapier, who designs under the moniker Blamgirl, makes clever use of architectural glass blocks, turning them into super-heroine-themed items (a night light sells for  $45). Another inventive display is from the “Drinking & Writing Brewery,” a Chicago-area radio  show that celebrates “creativity under the influence”; books, clothing, and posters are for sale, including artwork by the artist Ralph Steadman. 
Wood-handled handbags made from recycled magazines and newspapers  sell for $65, imported from East Africa by Fair Earth, a Chicago-based company that supports fair-trade designs. In the same stall is a wire-frame jewelry box that uses recycled bottle caps from Kenya’s Tusker Lager, each cap with the signature yellow elephant ($32). 
The galleria acts as the brick-and-mortar retail outlet for many start-up designers whose work may be available only online, or nowhere else.
“I loved the concept of the galleria — helping artists who can’t afford to rent an entire store,” said Ariel Arwen, a jewelry designer who opened her exhibition space in May. Her work centers on gorgeous clusters of keshi pearls with a champagne sheen (earrings from $28).  
Andersonville Galleria, 5247 North Clark Street; (773) 878-8570; www.andersonvillegalleria.com.
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36 Hours in South Beach, Fla.
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The currently fashionable rooftop pool and bar at the Gansevoort South hotel.




By DAMIEN CAVE


Published: December 6, 2009



SOUTH BEACH gets a lot of abuse from residents. Too much cologne, critics say; too expensive, too crowded. But like other American meccas of decadence, SoBe still has an irresistible, democratic pull. For everyone from the pale Iowa retiree to the Bentley-driving rapper, it remains the place to strut shamelessly. And even jaded locals still indulge. They may not be taking photos. And perhaps they’ll be dressed a bit more causally, but bet on this: They’re checking in with  the classics and keeping up with the latest trends like everyone else — except they don’t need to flaunt it.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]








Friday
5 p.m.

1)  ON THE BOARDWALK
The beach never gets old. For the timeless South Beach experience, amble along to the wooden boardwalk that extends from 21st to 47th Street before city planners replace the raised platform with a ground-level path. Take in the views: on one side is the ocean; the other, the crumbling, yet-to-be-renovated Art Deco hotels that offer a Pompeii-like look back at Miami Beach when diving boards and peach walls still dominated. Then dive into the present at an of-the-moment spot: the rooftop pool at the Gansevoort South (2377 Collins Avenue; 305-604-1000; www.gansevoortsouth.com). Sip a SoBe Carnival (cachaça, pineapple juice and muddled basil; $13) and enjoy the views of either the ocean or the party people.
7 p.m.

2) MUSIC, NOT DANCING
House. Salsa. Hip-hop. South Beach has many soundtracks, but few musical institutions here are as beloved as the New World Symphony (541 Lincoln Road; 305-673-3330; www.nws.edu), an orchestral academy founded by Michael Tilson Thomas, music director of the San Francisco Symphony. Providing mixed-media extravaganzas one night, free student concerts the next, it manages to be both high-brow and accessible. Be sure to compare the symphony’s current Art Deco home at the Lincoln Theater to its future headquarters: the building designed by Frank Gehry going up a block north.
9 p.m.

3) DESIGNER EXCURSION
You could follow the herd to Prime Italian (101 Ocean Drive; 305-695-8484; www.primeitalianmiami.com), where Kobe meatballs are a specialty. But lighter, slow-food fare (at better prices) can be found across Biscayne Bay  at Fratelli Lyon (4141 Northeast Second Avenue; 305-572-2901; www.fratellilyon.com). Just the fresh cheeses and artisanal olive oil make it worth the trip. Plus, you’ll leave with energy to dance. So go straight to the Florida Room at the Delano (1685 Collins Avenue; 305-674-6152; www.delano-hotel.com), where on most Fridays  Angela Laino belts out funk and soul backed by a band rich with brass.
Saturday
7 a.m.

4) SANDY STRETCH
In the 10-plus years that October Rose (yes, a real person) has offered yoga on South Beach (www.yogasouthbeach.org), it has become a 365-day-a-year institution. Sometimes there are as many as 20 people near the usual lifeguard stand at Third Street, each donating about $5, but on one recent morning, only a single limber student could be seen: Tommy Tune, the song-and-dance legend who happens to be a regular. “This is my real love on South Beach,” he said, looking relaxed after his latest session, “it’s yoga.” And since all that locust posing will make you hungry, head to A La Folie (516 Espanola Way; 305-538-4484; www.alafoliecafe.com), a hidden French gem where a butter-sugar crepe with a cappuccino costs only $6.50.
11 a.m.

5) VINTAGE AND VIXENS
Sure, you could buy something new. The malls would love you for it. But why not be both cool and conservationist by going consignment? Fly Boutique (650 Lincoln Road; 305-604-8508; www.flyboutiquevintage.com) is overflowing with few-of-a-kind items, from Emilio Pucci  scarves for less than $100 to classic Levis and even Louis Vuitton luggage large enough for a move to Europe (though the trunk will cost you $1,495). Beatnix (1149 Washington Street; 305-532-8733; www.beatnixmiami.com) offers a costume-centric mix, heavy on the polyester. It’s also where South Beach’s vixen bartenders buy their get-ups. For $149, Beatnix will make a corset-tutu combo.
1 p.m.

6) COOK BOOKS
Miamians sometimes joke that their most popular independent bookseller — Books and Books — should be renamed Book and Book because of how little residents read. Regardless, the food and service at its South Beach cafe (927 Lincoln Road; 305-532-3222; www.booksandbooks.com) are as consistent as Carl Hiaasen’s sense of humor. The Key West crab cakes ($12.95) are rich in flavor, but not too heavy, and the homemade cupcakes and Illy espresso might explain why Malcolm Gladwell  and other writers spend hours lollygagging at the outdoor tables. Or maybe it really is the books: after all, the store did expand last year.
3 p.m.

7) FORE!
Now it’s time for some brawn. Try hitting a large bucket of balls ($12) at Miami Beach Golf Club (2301 Alton Road; 305-532-3350; www.miamibeachgolfclub.com). As you hook your drive toward the not-so-distant Atlantic, try to imagine the view in 1923, when the course opened, or during World War II, when the Army rented the course for $1 a day and tossed smoke grenades all over the greens.
8 p.m.

8) GO GATSBY
Travel back in time again. First stop, the Betsy Hotel (1440 Ocean Drive; 305-531-6100; www.thebetsyhotel.com), newly renovated to capture an old-fashioned  charm that flappers could appreciate — especially in the surrounding sea of neon. The hotel’s restaurant, BLT Steak (305-673-0044; www.bltsteak.com), part of the upscale steakhouse chain, essentially sits in the lobby. All the better for watching the wealthy and established mix with the young and skimpy. The popovers and aged beef aren’t bad either, though prices are best forgotten in a drunken haze: dinner for two with wine and dessert costs around $170.
11 p.m.

9) HIGHS AND LOWS
Remember when the villains of “Goldfinger” cheated at cards, or when Tony Montana in “Scarface” declared “this is paradise” by the pool? It was at the Fontainebleau (4441 Collins Avenue; 305-538-2000; www.fontainebleau.com). And after a two-year, $1 billion renovation that may end up bankrupting the owners, the FB is back. If you can get past the velvet rope, sashay downstairs into Liv, the hotel nightclub where weekends usually include a big celebrity (Jennifer Lopez was a recent visitor). If that fails, drink martinis in the lobby, designed by Morris Lapidus, which was also restored. The famous bowtie-tile floors remain, as does the staircase to nowhere, designed solely for grand entrances. Finish the night down to earth, with some cheap beer and pool at Mac’s Club Deuce (222 14th Street; 305-531-6200), a classic dive bar that draws drunks, drag queens, cops and traveling executives.
Sunday
9 a.m.

10) THE DEEP END
South Pointe Park, at the tip of South Beach, has been treated to a $22 million facelift, and while it looks fantastic, some of the best sights are in the water. The pier is a great place for snorkeling, surfing or fishing, with stingrays, bright tropical fish and lots of colorful locals. You can rent a full snorkeling package for $20 a day at Tarpoon Dive Center (300 Alton Road; 305-532-1445; www.tarpoondivecenter.com).
12 p.m.

11) SOAK AND GO
Reliable regeneration can be found with brunch and a good cleansing at the Standard hotel’s spa (www.standardhotels.com), part of a 1920s motor lodge that André Balazs  turned into a holistic oasis a few years ago. Massages start at $125 for an hour, but for $25, try soaking in a private tub overlooking Biscayne Bay, where cinnamon, mint and honeysuckle flower will attempt to detoxify your soul, or at least your body. Finish up by the pool with an ahi tuna niçoise salad ($18) and an Arnold Palmer — that would be half lemonade, half iced tea for all you non-Floridians.   
THE BASICS
With most major airlines flying to Miami, getting to South Beach is easy, which is part of its appeal. A recent online search found American flights from La Guardia starting at about $200  for travel in mid-December. Taxis from the airport to anywhere south of 71st Street in Miami Beach are a flat $32. 
Despite the recession, several hotels have recently opened. Among the swankiest is the W South Beach (2201 Collins Avenue; 305-938-3000; www.wsouthbeach.com), where every room offers ocean views, a Bose sound system and enough gray marble in the bathrooms to make you feel like you’re in a hamam. Rooms start at $384. 
The Gansevoort South (2377 Collins Avenue; 305-604-1000; www.gansevoortsouth.com) has 334 rooms with slightly higher prices,  from $395, in a building it renovated but still shares with longtime residents (who use a separate entrance). The enormous pools are a highlight. 
Midbeach  —  which means more cab rides  —  sits the Fontainebleau and its $1 billion renovation (4441 Collins Avenue; 305-538-2000; www.fontainebleau.com). Rooms start at $429 plus a $12.95 resort fee.
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By trying to make their good marriage better, Elizabeth Weil and Daniel Duane tested it.





By ELIZABETH WEIL


Published: December 1, 2009 




I.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
I have a pretty good marriage. It could be better. There are things about my husband that drive me crazy. Last spring he cut apart a frozen pig’s head with his compound miter saw in our basement. He needed the head to fit into a pot so that he could make pork stock. I’m no saint of a spouse, either. I hate French kissing, compulsively disagree and fake sleep when Dan vomits in the middle of the night. Dan also once threatened to punch my brother at a family reunion at a lodge in Maine. But in general we do O.K. 
The idea of trying to improve our union came to me one night in bed. I’ve never really believed that you just marry one day at the altar or before a justice of the peace. I believe that you become married — truly married — slowly, over time, through all the road-rage incidents and precolonoscopy enemas, all the small and large moments that you never expected to happen and certainly didn’t plan to endure. But then you do: you endure. And as I lay there, I started wondering why I wasn’t applying myself to the project of being a spouse. My marriage was good, utterly central to my existence, yet in no other important aspect of my life was I so laissez-faire. Like most of my peers, I applied myself to school, friendship, work, health and, ad nauseam, raising my children. But in this critical area, marriage, we had all turned away. I wanted to understand why. I wanted not to accept this. Dan, too, had worked tirelessly — some might say obsessively — at skill acquisition. Over the nine years of our marriage, he taught himself to be a master carpenter and a master chef. He was now reading Soviet-era weight-training manuals in order to transform his 41-year-old body into that of a Marine. Yet he shared the seemingly widespread aversion to the very idea of marriage improvement. Why such passivity? What did we all fear?
That night, the image that came to mind, which I shared with Dan, was that I had been viewing our marriage like the waves on the ocean, a fact of life, determined by the sandbars below, shaped by fate and the universe, not by me. And this, suddenly, seemed ridiculous. I am not a fatalistic person. In my 20s I even believed that people made their own luck. Part of the luck I believed I made arrived in the form of Dan himself, a charming, handsome surfer and writer I met three days after I moved to San Francisco. Eleven years later we had two kids, two jobs, a house, a tenant, a huge extended family — what Nikos Kazantzakis described in “Zorba the Greek” as “the full catastrophe.” We were going to be careless about how our union worked out? 
So I decided to apply myself to my marriage, to work at improving ours now, while it felt strong. Our children, two girls who are now 4 and 7, were no longer desperately needy; our careers had stabilized; we had survived gutting our own house. Viewed darkly, you could say that I feared stasis; more positively, that I had energy for Dan once again. From the myriad psychology books that quickly stacked up on my desk, I learned that my concept was sound, if a bit unusual. The average couple is unhappy six years before first attending therapy, at which point, according to “The Science of Clinical Psychology,” the marital therapist’s job is “less like an emergency-room physician who is called upon to set a fracture that happened a few hours ago and more like a general practitioner who is asked to treat a patient who broke his or her leg several months ago and then continued to hobble around on it; we have to attend not only to the broken bone but also to the swelling and bruising, the sore hip and foot and the infection that ensued.”
Still, Dan was not 100 percent enthusiastic, at least at first. He feared — not mistakenly, it turns out — that marriage is not great terrain for overachievers. He met my ocean analogy with the veiled threat of California ranch-hand wisdom: if you’re going to poke around the bushes, you’d best be prepared to scare out some snakes.
II.
 A quick bit of background: Dan and I married on July 1, 2000, in Olema, Calif. I wore a white dress. Dan was 32; I was 30. We vowed to have and to hold, to love and to cherish in sickness and in health, etc. We were optimistic, cocky and vague about the concept of marriage. We never discussed, or considered discussing, why we were getting married or what a good marriage would mean. It all seemed obvious. I loved Dan; I loved how I felt with him. Ergo I wanted to be his wife. 
During the first nine years of our marriage — that is, until we tried to improve it — Dan and I thought little about our expectations and even less about our parents’ marriages, both of which have lasted more than 40 years. Our families had set very different examples of how a marriage could be good. Dan was raised in Berkeley, Calif., by VW-bus-driving lefties who were so utterly committed to their own romance that Dan sometimes felt left out. Each meal and each sunset was the most exquisite. When girls refused to talk to Dan in high school, his mother told him they were just too intimidated by his incredible good looks. My parents’ marriage, meanwhile, resembled nothing so much as a small business. They raised their three children in Wellesley, Mass., where civic life was so tidy that kids held bake sales at the town dump. All conjugal affection took place out of sight. “You’re a good doobie” was considered high praise. 
After our wedding, with some money from a boom-time book advance, we bought a run-down house in San Francisco. We assumed that our big problems would be money (or lack thereof; we’re both freelance writers) and religion (I’m Jewish; Dan’s Christian). Neither turned out to be true. We built — or more accurately fell — into a 21st-century companionate marriage. But Dan and I were not just economic partners, lovers, (soon enough) co-parents and best friends. We were also each other’s co-workers, editors and primary readers. Both working from home, our lives resembled a D-list version of Joan Didion’s and John Gregory Dunne’s, whose days, according to Didion, “were filled with the sound of each other’s voices” — except with what I can only assume is a much more egregious lack of boundaries. We lost steam 95 percent of the way through our D.I.Y. home remodeling and, as a result, have no master-bathroom door.
III.

But how to start? What would a better marriage look like? More happiness? Intimacy? Stability? Laughter? Fewer fights? A smoother partnership? More intriguing conversation? More excellent sex? Our goal and how to reach it were strangely unclear. We all know what marriage is: a legal commitment between two people. But a good marriage? For guidance I turned to the standard assessments. The Locke-Wallace Marital Adjustment Test instructs spouses, among other things, to rank themselves along the “always agree” to “always disagree” continuum on matters ranging from recreation to in-laws. This struck me as scattershot and beside the point. For all the endless talk about marriage — who should have the right to be in one, whether the declining numbers of married-parent households are hurting America’s children — we don’t know much about what makes a marriage satisfying or how to keep one that way. John Gottman, in his Love Lab in Seattle, claims that he can analyze a conversation between spouses and predict with 94 percent accuracy whether that couple will divorce over the course of six years. But many academics say that Gottman’s powers of prophecy are overblown, that he can’t truly predict if a couple will split. Those not selling books, workshops or counseling admit to knowing surprisingly little. Harry Reis, a professor of psychology at the University of Rochester, likens our current understanding of “relationship science” to the Buddhist parable of the blind men and the elephant. One blind man “feels the tusk, inferring that elephants are hard and sharp-edged, like a blade. Another touches the soft, flexible ear, concluding that elephants are supple, resembling felt. A third imagines massive strength from grasping the pillar-like structure of the leg. The perspective of each person touching the elephant is valid, as far as it goes. . . .” But no one understands the whole beast. 
Dan and I decided to dive in, trusting that the terms of our better marriage and the yardstick by which to measure those terms would emerge along the way. It seemed safest to start in private, so we began our putative improving with Harville Hendrix’s Oprah-sanctioned self-help best seller, “Getting the Love You Want.” I let Dan pick the first exercise. It seemed only sporting. I assumed he would choose “positive flooding,” which includes making a list of all the qualities you wish your partner would praise you for but never does and then sitting in a chair as your spouse walks circles around you, reading that list in an increasingly loud and emphatic voice. (I was terrible at giving Dan compliments, even though he craved them; I sided with the psychoanalyst Adam Phillips, who writes that in marriage “the long applause becomes baffling.”) But instead Dan chose “reromanticizing.” In hindsight, no surprise — Dan’s parents were dreamy and passionate. 
Step 1: Complete this sentence in as many ways as possible: “I feel loved and cared about when you. . . .” 
Dan quickly jotted down “submit to kissing, clean the kitchen, tell me I look studly.”
“Let’s try for 10,” I said.
“Ten!” Dan said, teasing but serious, one of our most common modes of conversation. “You can think of 10?” 
In “Intimate Terrorism: The Crisis of Love in an Age of Disillusion,” the psychologist Michael Vincent Miller describes marriage as mocking our “fondest dreams,” because the institution is not the wellspring of love we imagine it to be. Instead it’s an environment of scarcity, it’s “a barbaric competition over whose needs get met”; it’s “two people trying to make a go of it on emotional and psychological supplies that are only sufficient for one.” And true enough, with “Getting the Love You Want” splayed on our bed, I began seeing Dan as my adversary, the person against whom I was negotiating the terms of our lives. I remembered well, but not fondly, this feeling from early in our marriage, when nearly everything was still up for grabs: Where would we live? How much money was enough? What algorithm would determine who would watch the baby and who would go to the gym? Recently those questions had settled, and our marriage felt better for it. But now the competitive mind-set came roaring back, as I reasoned, unconsciously anyway, that any changes we made would either be toward Dan’s vision of marriage and away from mine or the other way around. Admitting too much satisfaction seemed tantamount to ceding the upper hand. So I held my ground. I, too, failed to think of 10 things Dan did that made me feel loved. “O.K.,” I said, “let’s quit after 8.”
Step 2: Recall the romantic stage of your relationship. Complete this sentence: “I used to feel loved and cared about when you. . . .” 
Dan made one of those circles with a line through it on his paper, symbolizing, he ribbed, “the null set.” Then he grabbed my list. “ ‘Looked giddy to come through the door and see me,’ ” Dan read. “Are you kidding me? You don’t even see me when you come through the door. It’s like you’re blind and deaf to everyone but the kids.” 
I thought I had avoided becoming one of those mothers who transferred all of her romantic energy from her husband to her children. Apparently I failed. But Dan, in my view, hadn’t mastered the spouse-parent balance, either, only his problem was the opposite: at times he ignored the kids. While reromanticizing, I asked him, testily, “Do you really think a 6-2, 200-pound man who works at home with his wife needs to compete with his small children for their mother’s attention before those children leave for school?” Great. Now we were having a fight. Dan retreated to the bathroom to check his progress on his six-pack. My doubts set in. This was the fear, right? You set out to improve your marriage; it implodes. What if my good marriage was not floating atop a sea of goodness, adrift but fairly stable when pushed? What if my good marriage was teetering on a precipice and any change would mean a toppling, a crashing down? 
Much of the commentary on modern marriage is frankly terrifying. Miller describes “the marital ghetto” — the marital ghetto? — as “the human equivalent of a balanced aquarium, where the fish and the plants manage to live indefinitely off each other’s waste products.” Perhaps we’d been striving in raising children and not in marriage because child-rearing is a dictatorship and marriage is a democracy. The children do not get to vote on the direction of the relationship, on which sleep-training or discipline philosophy they like best. But with a spouse, particularly a contemporary American spouse, equality is foundational, assumed. A friend had recently told me that he thought I was the boss in my marriage. Did I really want to negotiate my marriage anew and risk losing that power? From the bathroom, Dan asked, “Do you really think this project is a good idea?” 
I realized that my favorite books about marriage — Calvin Trillin’s “About Alice” and Joan Didion’s “Year of Magical Thinking” — included one spouse who was dead.
Still, one Saturday last spring, we drove across the Golden Gate Bridge to Mill Valley to attend a marriage-education class. In academic circles, marriage education is known as a “prevention” program, an implicit admission that by the time most couples get to the subsequent program — therapy — it’s too late. The classes, sadly, have all the intellectual glamour of driver’s ed. But they’re based on the optimistic idea that you can learn to be better at marriage. As Bernard G. Guerney Jr., a clinical psychologist, family therapist and the godfather of the marriage-education movement, wrote in his 1977 book “Relationship Enhancement,” unless an unhappily married spouse “is suffering a biochemical deficiency or imbalance, he is no more sick than someone who wants to play tennis and does not know how, and the professional is no more providing ‘therapy’ or ‘curing’ his or her client than a tennis coach is ‘curing’ his clients.” 
We enrolled in a 16-hour, two-Saturday course called “Mastering the Mysteries of Love.” The classes teach students how to have “skilled conversations” or rather, I should say, how to stop having the let’s-see-who-rhetorically-wins skirmishes that were standard in our house. A skilled conversation is an exercise in forced empathy. One person starts by describing his or her feelings. The other person then validates those feelings, repeating them back nearly verbatim. 
Midmorning, with the gongs of the supposedly soothing spa music crashing in the background, Dan and I retreated to a couch with a template for having a skilled conversation about a “small disagreement.” Among our most longstanding fights was how much energy and money should go into Dan’s cooking. Shortly after our first child, Hannah, was born, Dan and I started having the same conversation every night: do you want to cook dinner or look after the kid? He always picked cook, I always picked kid, and now, seven years later, Dan was an excellent, compulsive and profligate chef. We spent far more money on food than we did on our mortgage. Sure, we ate well. Very well. Our refrigerator held, depending on the season: homemade gravlax, Strauss organic milk, salt-packed anchovies, little gem lettuces, preserved Meyer lemons, imported Parmesan, mozzarella and goat cheese, baby leeks, green garlic, Blue Bottle coffee ($18 a pound), supergroovy pastured eggs. On a ho-hum weeknight Dan might make me pan-roasted salmon with truffled polenta in a Madeira shallot reduction. But this was only a partial joy. Dan’s cooking enabled him to hide out in plain sight; he was home but busy — What? I’m cooking dinner! — for hours every evening. During this time I was left to attend to our increasingly hungry, tired and frantic children and to worry about money. That was our division of labor: Dan cooked, I tended finances. Because of the cooking, in part, we saved little for retirement and nothing for our children’s college educations.
I garnered no sympathy from our friends. Still, Dan’s cooking and the chaos it created drove me mad, a position I expressed by leaving whole pigeons untouched on my plate. Dan, meanwhile, entrenched and retaliated, slipping crispy fried pigs’ ears into my salads and making preposterously indulgent weekday breakfasts, the girls upending flour bowls and competing for Dad’s attention as he made them crepes with grapes and Champagne sauce at 6:45 a.m. I knew Dan’s cooking and his obsessions in general were mechanisms to bind his anxiety, attempts to bring order to an unruly mind. Without an outlet, Dan tended toward depression, and his depression vented as anger. In his early 20s, he learned the trick of focusing and applying himself, at nearly all times, so his energy would not, as he put it, “turn bad.” I respected this, even appreciated it, in theory. But I struggled with the specifics. Dan cooked, because he needed to cook, blitzing through one cookbook after another, putting little check marks next to every recipe. He was not cooking for me, not for the girls. Yet now in our marriage class, following the skilled-conversation template, the emotional distance between us on this issue seemed to collapse. I said, then Dan mirrored back to me, “The chaos is really upsetting, and you’d like to find a way to maintain more peace and calm in our home.” Then Dan said, and I mirrored to him: “Food is a truly important part of family. For you it’s health and pleasure bound together, and it lets you express and pursue the life you want to live three times a day.”
That afternoon, as we talked in this stilted, earnest style — covering such esteemed topics as backrubs and stray socks, the utter banalities of married life — I felt a trapdoor crack open in our marriage. According to a widely accepted model, intimacy begins when one person expresses revealing feelings, builds when the listener responds with support and empathy and is achieved when the discloser hears these things and feels understood, validated and cared for. This is not news. It’s not even advice. Offering a married couple this model is like informing an obese person that he should eat less and move more. But in the days and nights that followed that course, our intimacy grew. We had never considered our verbal jousting to be protecting uncomfortable feelings. Clearly it was. Back home, that first irony-free evening, I found myself telling Dan a raft of antiheroic stories about my childhood, stories I’d never told him, I realized, because I felt insecure. They were tales about suburban bat mitzvahs and the peddle pushers I wore to them, anecdotes from a conventional East Coast world our marriage eschewed. Without the ironclad guarantee of empathy, I had felt that they might go over poorly, especially alongside Dan’s epics of a glorious youth spent playing Frisbee in Berkeley’s Tilden Park. 
For the next few weeks, even our sex was more intimate, more open and trusting. Then I found myself recoiling. As if I were obeying Newton’s third law of motion, I had an innate equal and opposite reaction to our newfound intimacy, to living our lives, as the saccharine marriage-improvement phrase goes, as we instead of as me. I loved the idea of digging out of my emotional bunker and going over to Dan’s to live with him. And I liked being there, for a while. But Dan has a bigger, flashier personality than I do. I feared, in our intimacy, I might be subsumed. As many women had, I read in fascinated horror, a few years back, about a Buddhist couple who took vows never to be parted by more than 15 feet. They inhaled and exhaled in unison while doing yoga, walked each other to writing desks when inspiration struck in the middle of the night. “It is very intimate,” the male partner explained. That vision of intimacy as a chain-link leash filled me with dread. Yes, I loved the emotional security of knowing that if I said, “I’m upset,” Dan would repeat back, “You’re upset.” But while such command empathy was comforting to a point, it felt unsustainable, even cloying. 
Some days, following intimate nights, I’d walk up to our kitchen from our bedroom below and want to pretend it didn’t happen. Dan would caress the small of my back. I’d squirm away. I knew older couples who slept in separate bedrooms, an arrangement that unsettled me as a newlywed but now struck me as a sound approach to running the chute between intimacy and autonomy over the course of 50 years. Yet Dan and I weren’t going to stop sharing a room — for one thing, we lacked the space. So while working to improve our marriage, I found myself pushing my husband away. I had started our project assuming the more closeness, the better. But that wasn’t turning out to be true, at least for me. 
A few weeks later we drove through San Francisco to the tony Laurel Village neighborhood from our house in Bernal Heights for some psychoanalytic couple’s therapy. En route we discussed not shaking the bushes of our union too hard. Dan had just flown home from London where he was working on a story about Fergus Henderson, a chef who defines half a pig’s head as “a perfect romantic supper for two.” Henderson has Parkinson’s but told Dan he stopped reading about the disease, because in his experience “the more I know, the more symptoms I have.” Following suit, we thought it best to stick to dissecting the good parts of our marriage and how to improve them, as marriage can bring out people’s worst. Even those who are tolerant, wise and giving are often short and rude to their mates. I had always winced at the opening of Chekov’s “Lady With the Dog.” The narrator describes the protagonist’s wife as “a tall, erect woman with dark eyebrows, staid and dignified.” Then he gives us her husband’s view: “he secretly considered her unintelligent, narrow, inelegant, was afraid of her and did not like to be at home.” How much did we really want to share?
A word here about psychoanalytic reasoning: I’ve never been a big fan. I’ve long favored the fake-it-till-you-make-it approach to life. Why turn over the rocks of your history just to see what’s underneath? In marriage therapy, this fear makes particular sense, because the therapy carries not only the threat of learning things about yourself that you might prefer not to know but also the hazard of saying things to your spouse that are better left unsaid, as well as hearing things from your spouse that you might prefer not to hear. Some in the field are outwardly critical of most marriage therapy; among them is William J. Doherty, a psychologist and the director of the Marriage and Family Therapy Program at the University of Minnesota, who writes, “If you talk to a therapist in the United States about problems in your marriage, I believe that you stand a good risk of harming your marriage.” The science behind marital counseling is also less precise than you might imagine. In clinical trials, among the most effective protocols is Integrative Behavioral Couple Therapy, an unabashed mash-up of two schools of thought. Couples work on “change-oriented strategies,” trying to find ways to remedy each other’s complaints. They also do “acceptance work,” trying to learn to love the relationships as is. 
Holly Gordon, our reed-thin psychoanalyst, did not think much of our plan. “To get the most out of your time here we need to talk about some dissatisfaction or problem, something you’re trying to improve,” she instructed, closing a double set of soundproof doors. So we settled into airing some well-rehearsed gripes — the time Dan came to the hospital to visit me and four-pound, premature Hannah, and all he could talk about was the San Francisco building code. (He’d torn the front stairs off our house and kept rebuilding them and ripping them off again, fearing they were imperfect.) The time Dan proposed a trade: he would clean up more, he swore he would, if I would just French-kiss him spontaneously once a day; I gave up first. (I found the forced affection claustrophobic. I was also still stung, I later realized, by critical comments Dan had made about my kissing style before we were engaged.) These were many-times-told tales, and as such we both felt inured to their dark content. We used them to avoid committing what Doherty calls “therapist-induced marital suicide.” We did not want therapy to set a pick for our divorce.
So instead of speaking our harshest truths, for six weeks running Dan and I pursued the lesser offense of making the other sound crazy. Holly cooperated, too, offering feedback that we used to confirm our sense that the other was neurotic. Some weeks Dan took it in the teeth; others, I did. At home, Dan and I had been following a de facto acceptance strategy. He even convinced me that the best response to his lecturing me, again, about conjugate-periodization strength training was for me to say, “Oh, you lovable, obsessive man, you!” and walk away. But Holly took a fix-it, or at least diagnose-it, approach. This is another major complaint about marital therapy: mental-health professionals find mental-health problems. All of a sudden you’re married to a narcissistic personality disorder; who wants to stick around for that? One day Holly ended our session with this synopsis: “On the first count, you find Dan unavailable because he’s not relating to you. He’s just using you as a sounding board. But on the other hand he feels he can’t reach you either. He wants you to accept his affection and praise, but those attentions make you feel smothered, and that makes him feel alone.” I still believed our marriage was good. But I felt that Holly had reduced it to an unappealing, perhaps unfixable conundrum. Would her vote of little confidence hurt or help?  
I did start watching my reactions when Dan told me that I looked beautiful. Did he mean it? What did he want from me? I would try to accept the compliment graciously, even offer one in return. But the endless therapy required to become less neurotic generally seemed outside the scope of this project. I felt confident we could build a better marriage, less so that our individual personalities would change. Marital therapy, to me, seemed akin to chemo: helpful but toxic. Leaving Holly’s office one day, Dan, ever valiant, made a strong play to titrate how much negative feedback we let in. “Do they spray shrink powder in these places,” he asked, “to make them extra depressing?”
IV.

Monogamy is one of the most basic concepts of modern marriage. It is also its most confounding. In psychoanalytic thought, the template for monogamy is forged in infancy, a baby with its mother. Marriage is considered to be a mainline back to this relationship, its direct heir. But there is a crucial problem: as infants we are monogamous with our mothers, but our mothers are not monogamous with us. That first monogamy — that template — is much less pure than we allow. “So when we think about monogamy, we think about it as though we are still children and not adults as well,” Adam Phillips notes. This was true for us. On our wedding day, Dan and I performed that elaborate charade: I walked down the aisle with my father. I left him to join my husband. We all shed what we told ourselves were tears of joy. Dan and I promised to forsake all others, and sexually we had. But we had not shed all attachments, naturally, and as we waded further into our project the question of allegiances became more pressing. Was our monogamy from the child’s or the mother’s perspective? Did my love for Dan — must my love for Dan — always come first? 
This all came pouring out last summer in the worst fight of our marriage. At the time, we were at my parents’ house, an hour northeast of San Francisco. More than food, more than child-rearing, we fought about weekends — in particular, how many summer weekends to spend up there. I liked the place: out of the fog, free grandparental day care; the kids could swim. Dan loathed it, describing the locale as “that totally sterile golf community in which your mother feeds our kids popsicles for breakfast and I’m forbidden to cook.” 
For the past few years I dismissed Dan’s complaints by saying, “Fine, don’t go.” I told myself this was justified, if not altruistic: I was taking our girls; Dan could do what he wanted with his free time. But underneath lay a tangle of subtext. Dan wished he spent even more time with his own parents, who were quite private. I felt an outsize obligation toward mine, because they moved to the Bay Area to be closer to us. We’d had some skilled conversations, which helped a bit, as I now knew those weekends with his in-laws made Dan feel alienated and left out of our family decision-making. Yet at root we fought because the issue rubbed a weak point in our marriage, in our monogamy: I didn’t want to see my devotion to my parents as an infidelity to Dan. To him, it was. 
That June weekend my folks weren’t home, we’d gone up with friends, but Dan hated the place more than ever. Saturday morning I woke up early, went for a run and came back to find Dan on a small AstroTurf putting green with the girls, ranting about how he hated all the houses that looked the same, with tinted windows blocking the natural light; the golf course that obliterated the landscape and all the jerks that played golf on it. The next day was Father’s Day. I took the girls to do errands with what I thought were the best of intentions, but I was so angered by Dan’s relentless crabbiness that I failed to buy a gift. The final insult came Sunday afternoon as we packed to go home. I informed Dan that I told my mother that she could bring the girls back up the following weekend. Dan erupted in rage. “Those are my actual children. Why do you insist on treating me like I’m some potted plant? I, too, get to decide what happens in this family. Do I need to tell you to tell your mother, ‘O.K., Mom, I’m not allowed to make any plans for our children without getting permission from my husband?’ Do I need to be telling you, ‘I’m sorry, little girl, I make the plans in this family, and I’ll tell you what to tell your mother about where my children are going?’ ”
I stiffened and said, “Of course not.”
“How far are you going to let this go?” Dan kept screaming. “Are you willing to get divorced so you can keep spending weekends with your mom?”
This was the first time in our marriage either of us had ever invoked divorce.
The following Thursday, as we entered Holly’s office, I still felt certain she would side with me: Dan needed to get over his holier-than-thou Berkeley hang-ups. Sure, golf communities are snobbish, but family is much more important. Especially my family, right now — my parents had moved from Massachusetts to California to be near their grandchildren, for God’s sake. And besides, I dealt more with the kids, and I let Dan run amok in the kitchen. So I got this. 
Holly, who’d thrown out her back and was reclining in a lawn chair in front of the couch she used for psychoanalytic clients, did not think much of my reasoning. “It sounds like you’ve created these little enclaves of rationalizations: ‘I give on all these other fronts, so I’m entitled not to give on this one.’ ”
She was right. I felt entitled.
“But that does pose a problem — for Dan. Because he feels he’s really not taken into account.”
Dan brightened. “Just as you were talking there, I was having all these fears come up again. I have a real fear of being an appendage in that family, and that Liz’s real family is her and her mother, and I was just a sperm donor. That it would be really fine if I disappeared. Nothing much would change.”
“Really?” I asked. I knew some of the ways I betrayed Dan with the girls. As they grew older we found ourselves forming cross-generation allegiances. Hannah, our elder, and I would wish Dan wasn’t so chronically messy and emotionally florid. Audrey, our younger, would promise to be Dan’s perfect companion; she would do the things I wouldn’t do: climb huge overhanging rock crags, eat whole fried smelt. But I understood less well why there was a conflict with my parents. I often spent 21 hours a day with Dan. When my mother called, I frequently didn’t answer the phone. 
I could not believe Dan thought my primary relationship was with my mother. I needed to know if he felt that way generally or just on these weekends. Dan declared the distinction moot: any rupture in our monogamy weakened the whole. I wondered if improving my marriage had to mean cutting myself off from the world? I wanted to gain strength from my marriage — that was increasingly clear. In many ways I did. Dan had faith in me, and that helped me have faith in myself. But clearly I owed Dan a debt of constancy and consideration. Our marriage needed to be a place to gain strength for him too. 
Near the end of our session, Holly asked what I thought would happen if I let go of my rationalizations, if I accepted a fuller monogamy. I said I would feel vulnerable, “like a beating heart with no rib cage.”
“So there’s a feeling that if you take Dan into account, he’s going to take it all away, or you’re going to have to give yourself over to him?”
“Yes,” I said. “I imagine I’m going to be squashed.”
Holly sat up in her lawn chair. “We’re going to have to stop for the day.”
V.

Since the beginning of this project, Dan had been waiting for one thing: sex therapy. And I have good and bad news on this front: improving the sex in our marriage was much easier than you might guess, and the process of doing so made us want to throw up.
Here again we began with books. In “Can Love Last? The Fate of Romance Over Time,” Stephen A. Mitchell, a psychoanalyst, presents a strong case for the idea that those thoughts you might have about your spouse or your sex life being predictable or boring — that’s just an “elaborate fantasy,” a reflection of your need to see your partner as safe and knowable, so you don’t have to freak out over the possibility that he could veer off in an unforeseen direction, away from you. 
Inspired by Mitchell, I decided to try a thought exercise: to think, while we were making love, that Dan was not predictable in the least. Before this, Dan and I were having regular sex, in every sense: a couple of times a week, not terribly inventive. As in many areas of our lives, we’d found a stable point that well enough satisfied our desires, and we just stayed there. But now I imagined Dan as a free actor, capable of doing anything at any time and paradoxically, by telling myself I did not know what to expect, I wanted to move toward him, to uncover the mystery. For years, of course, I felt I knew Dan well, worried that lessening the little distance between us could lead to collapse. Now I was having the same sweaty feelings I had in my 20s, when I would let my psyche ooze into that of a new lover at the start of an affair. 
This was great, right? A better marriage meant more passionate sex, this went without saying. But by now I noticed a pattern: improving my marriage in one area often caused problems in another. More intimacy meant less autonomy. More passion meant less stability. I spent a lot of time feeling bad about this, particularly the fact that better sex made me retreat. There’s a school of thought that views sex as a metaphor for marriage. Its proponents write rational-minded books like Patricia Love and Jo Robinson’s “Hot Monogamy,” in which they argue, “When couples share their thoughts and emotions freely throughout the day, they create between them a high degree of trust and emotional connection, which gives them the freedom to explore their sexuality more fully.” But there’s this opposing school: sex — even sex in marriage — requires barriers and uncertainty, and we are fools to imagine otherwise. “Romantic love, at the start of this century, is cause for embarrassment,” Cristina Nehring moans in “A Vindication of Love: Reclaiming Romance for the Twenty-First Century.” She berates the conventional marital set-up: two spouses, one house, one bedroom. She’s aghast at those who strive for equality. “It is precisely equality that destroys our libidos, equality that bores men and women alike.” I can only imagine what scorn she’d feel for hypercompanionate idiots like us. 
Still, I agreed with Nehring’s argument that we need “to rediscover the right to impose distances, the right to remain strangers.” Could my postcoital flitting away be a means to re-establish erotic distance? An appealing thought but not the whole truth. My relationship with Dan started on rocky footing. When we met, Dan was working through the aftershocks of a torrid affair with an emotionally sadistic, sexually self-aggrandizing woman. She said mean things to him; he said mean things to me (“Why do you kiss like that?”). Not a perfect foundation for a marriage. Nor was the fact that Dan spent the early years of ours writing an erotic bildungsroman about this nightmare ex-girlfriend, the novel at one point ballooning to 500 pages and including references to everyone he’d ever slept with. Even after the book was published, I never quite shook the feeling that my role in Dan’s life was to be the steady, vanilla lay. We never discussed this. We just had a strenuously normal sex, year after year after year. 
Then one day at my desk I started reading “The Multi-Orgasmic Couple: Sexual Secrets Every Couple Should Know.” I sent Dan an e-mail message entitled “Nine Taoists Thrusts.”
Page 123, from the seventh-century physician Li T’ung-hsuan Tzu: 	
1. Strike left and right as a brave general breaking through the enemy ranks.
2. Rise and suddenly plunge like a wild horse bucking through a mountain stream.
3. Push and pull out like a flock of seagulls playing on the waves.
4. Use deep thrusts and shallow teasing strokes, like a sparrow plucking pieces of rice.
5. Make shallow and then deeper thrusts in steady succession.	
6. Push in slowly as a snake entering its hole.
7. Charge quickly like a frightened mouse running into its hole.
8. Hover and then strike like an eagle catching an elusive hare.
9. Rise up and then plunge down low like a great sailboat in a wild wind.
This e-mail was partly in response to one Dan sent me a few months earlier, just to see how much he could tweak my type-A sensibility. It was entitled “Strength Benchmarks for Women” and indicated that I should be able to do 10 pull-ups, 20 bar dips, front squat and bench press my body weight and dead lift one and a half times my body weight. Upon receiving the thrust e-mail, Dan ran up to my office in the attic from his in the basement and asked which thrust sounded best. This was a departure for us — after I felt rebuffed in some early attempts to make use of some kitschy erotic wedding presents, we settled into our safe, narrow little bowling alley of a sex life.  
Now, high above noisy Franklin Street, in the office of our therapist, Betsy Kassoff, our issues came pouring out. (We chose to see a psychologist who worked on sexuality, because we weren’t contending with physical dysfunction.) Dan began with an exhaustive history. “When I was 15 years old I was dating a girl. . . .” I can’t tell you how monumentally tired I was of hearing about Dan’s ex-girlfriends. Could we please never discuss this again? “We had this completely psychologically sadistic thing that was incredibly disturbing to me. . . . Every few years I’d have a relationship that mirrored that one, and then I had the bull moose of these relationships. It was like sticking my finger in the electrical socket of my own unconscious.”
Betsy, who had a touch as deft as Bill Clinton at a barbecue, just said, “Wow.” 
Dan and I had talked around the edges of this before — the trauma of the bull moose, our romance’s unpleasant start. But by the time either of us had any clarity on the matter, we were desperate to pack it away. Strange, now, what relief we felt in opening that rank old hamper. Betsy could not have said more than 50 words before Dan paused, and I jumped in. 
Remember that searing detail from the Eliot Spitzer scandal: that he had sex in his socks? Way worse stuff came out. Like how Dan and I hadn’t been talking to each other while having sex. And not making eye contact either. “And what about the darker, more aggressive side of sexuality you talked about in your earlier relationships?” Betsy asked Dan. “Would you say it’s been more difficult to bring those parts of yourself to this relationship?”
Betsy worked gently and efficiently, a nurse undressing a wound. I confessed my craving but also my worry that we could not be sexually aggressive without conjuring the bull moose. Dan swore — eagerly — that this was not the case. The layers of our erotic life kept pulling back. I allowed that I felt hemmed in by our excessively regular sex life and annoyed that, in the context of our marriage, Dan supposedly had an important sexual history while I had none. Dan then admitted his fantasies about my past lovers, his fear that they had accessed parts of me that were walled off from him. How, nine years into our marriage, could our sex life still be under the thumbs of exes we no longer talked to or even desired? The thought made me angry and nauseated. 
Fifty minutes later, Dan and I stumbled down onto the street, wrung out and dazed. Then we went home and solved the problem, at least at first. I hate to sound all Ayelet Waldman here, trumpeting her steamy sex life with Michael Chabon, but we had excellent sex. We were terrified not to. Yet once we proved to ourselves that we weren’t fools to be married — that we could have as charged an erotic life with each other as we had with others before — the backslide began. This time, the retreat was painful and abrupt. One day Dan found a box of old snapshots in the basement and brought it upstairs, thinking he’d show his old self to our daughters. The cache turned out to include pictures I saved of ex-boyfriends, photos Dan proceeded to fling, to the girls’ great amusement, across the room. 
“Remind me again why you invited so many ex-lovers to our wedding?” Dan e-mailed me at 6 the following morning — neither of us could sleep. “Also, at the time, you had told me that you’d never slept with two of them. It only emerged later over time that you had. So what was going on there? Not completely ready to relinquish the past? Immaturity? Self-protection? Are you enjoying having a sexual history, too?” 
In his novel “Before She Met Me,” Julian Barnes explores the rabid jealousy we feel for spouses’ former lovers, as if we expect our partners to have lived in anticipation of meeting us. This jealousy, Barnes writes, comes “in rushes, in sudden, intimate bursts that winded you.” It then lingers on “unwanted, resented.” This was our experience. The inquisition continued for days. Why had I not told Dan I’d slept with _______? I lied 11 years earlier for the weakest of reasons: I lacked the presence of mind to tell Dan the truth, that I did not yet think he had a right to know all the details of my sex life before him. But now Dan was my husband, my full catastrophe. He allowed this reckless poking into all corners of our marriage. He even stopped seeing me as predictable and tame, and the old lie hurt. “This is the central trust issue in a marriage,” Dan said the next day as he made me lunch. “Can I trust you when you tell me you haven’t slept with somebody else?” 
The following weekend: jealousy again (or was it an attempt to fuel our eroticism with tension?). I said yes a bit too forcefully when Dan asked if  I’d noticed a well-muscled young man at the pool. Dan was allowing for my sexual free agency, granting me my full humanity. We lived, raised children, worked and slept together. Now we needed to gouge out a gap to bridge, an erotic synapse to cross. It was exhausting. “That guy did the epitome of bad-values hypertrophy training” — vanity weight lifting, in Dan’s estimation, just to get buff. “You’re like a guy admitting he likes fake boobs. And he had chicken legs. Did you notice that, too?”
VI.

What is a good marriage? How good is good enough? Ultimately each philosophy of what makes a good marriage felt like a four-fingered glove. The passion apologists placed no stock in the pleasures of home. The communication gurus ignored life history. I came to view the project as a giant attempt to throw everything out of the messy closet that was our life and put it back in a way that resembled an ad for the Container Store. Not everything fit. It never would. We could tidy up any given area and more quickly and easily than we anticipated. But despite ongoing sessions with endless professionals, we couldn’t keep the entirety of our marriage shipshape at once. 
Still, night after night, I’d slide into bed next to Dan. He often slept in a white T-shirt and white boxer briefs, a white-cased pillow wrapped over his head to block out my reading light, his toppled stacks of cookbooks and workout manuals strewn on the floor. He looked like a baby, fresh and full of promise. In psychiatry, the term “good-enough mother” describes the parent who loves her child well enough for him to grow into an emotionally healthy adult. The goal is mental health, defined as the fortitude and flexibility to live one’s own life — not happiness. This is a crucial distinction. Similarly the “good-enough marriage” is characterized by its capacity to allow spouses to keep growing, to afford them the strength and bravery required to face the world. 
In the end, I settled on this vision of marriage, felt the logic of applying myself to it. Maybe the perversity we all feel in the idea of striving at marriage — the reason so few of us do it — stems from a misapprehension of the proper goal. In the early years, we take our marriages to be vehicles for wish fulfillment: we get the mate, maybe even a house, an end to loneliness, some kids. But to keep expecting our marriages to fulfill our desires — to bring us the unending happiness or passion or intimacy or stability we crave — and to measure our unions by their capacity to satisfy those longings, is naïve, even demeaning. Of course we strain against marriage; it’s a bound canvas, a yoke. Over the months Dan and I applied ourselves to our marriage, we struggled, we bridled, we jockeyed for position. Dan grew enraged at me; I pulled away from him. I learned things about myself and my relationship with Dan I had worked hard not to know. But as I watched Dan sleep — his beef-heart recipe earmarked, his power lift planned — I felt more committed than ever. I also felt our project could begin in earnest: we could demand of ourselves, and each other, the courage and patience to grow. 
Elizabeth Weil, a contributing writer, is working on a memoir about marriage improvement called “No Cheating, No Dying.”















                This article was downloaded by calibre from http://www.nytimes.com/2009/12/06/magazine/06marriage-t.html?pagewanted=all





            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            |
        




Diagnosis - Hidden Clues - NYTimes.com













































            | Next
            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            | Previous
            |
            




Diagnosis



Hidden Clues




By LISA SANDERS, M.D.


Published: December 4, 2009 




“You have been in Afghanistan, I perceive,” the middle-aged man said in greeting as the doctor entered the room. The doctor, just returned from the second Anglo-Afghan War, was amazed by the man’s perspicacity. But before he could ask him how he knew this to be true, the man grabbed him by the sleeve and pulled him over to view his latest obsession.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The doctor listened in amazement as his new acquaintance spoke at length of the chemistry experiment he’d just completed. The friend who introduced them had told the doctor that the man was eccentric and that he conducted strange and morbid experiments. He told the doctor that he had once seen the man beat a corpse to find out if a bruise could form after death. (It can’t.) Indeed, he was so coldblooded, the friend added, it would be easy to imagine the man slipping a friend a drug just to see the effect. Certainly Sherlock Holmes was eccentric, Dr. John Watson thought, but he was also interesting. 
It was in this way, in 1887, that Arthur Conan Doyle began one of the strangest and most productive partnerships in literature, with his novel “A Study in Scarlet.” I first made the acquaintance of this odd couple in high school. Recently I found myself dipping again into my well-worn volumes of these remarkable stories, but this time I couldn’t help looking at Sherlock Holmes with the eyes of a doctor. What I saw was what any doctor would see: a patient. The question for me was, Could the strange behavior of Sherlock Holmes be diagnosed? 
He does have symptoms. He appears oblivious to the rhythms and courtesies of normal social intercourse — he doesn’t converse so much as lecture. His interests and knowledge are deep but narrow. He is strangely “coldblooded,” and perhaps as a consequence, he is also alone in the world. He has no friends other than the extremely tolerant Watson; a brother, even stranger and more isolated than he, is his only family. Was Arthur Conan Doyle presenting some sort of genetically transmitted personality disorder or mental illness he’d observed, or was Sherlock Holmes merely an interesting character created from scratch? 
Conan Doyle trained as a physician at the University of Edinburgh, then one of the most prominent medical schools in the world. He had a keen eye for the subtle manifestations of illness, and his stories are filled with dead-on medical descriptions. The alcoholism of a once-wealthy man is seen in the “touch of red in nose and cheeks,” “the slight tremor of his extended hand.” In another story, the contortions of a body — the limbs “twisted and turned in the most fantastic fashion,” the muscles “hard as a board . . . far exceeding the usual rigor mortis”— allow Watson (and his doctor-readers) to diagnose strychnine poisoning. 
It is thought that Conan Doyle was among the first to describe an inherited disease now known as Marfan’s syndrome. First presented in the medical literature in 1896 by a French pediatrician, Antoine Marfan, the syndrome is characterized by a tall and slender build, eye problems and a tendency to develop aneurysms of the aorta at a young age. The rupture of the dilated vessel, which carries blood from the heart to the rest of the body, is the most common cause of death among those with this disorder, and, until recently, few sufferers lived past 40. Jefferson Hope, the avenging murderer of Conan Doyle’s first novel, is described as a tall man in his late 30’s, who kills those he holds responsible for the death of the woman he loved. When finally captured, he tells Watson to put his hand on his chest. Watson reports that he “became at once conscious of an extraordinary throbbing and commotion which was going on inside. The walls of his chest seemed to thrill and quiver as a frail building would do inside when some powerful engine was at work. In the silence of the room I could hear a dull humming and buzzing noise which proceeded from the same source.” Watson knows instantly what this means. “Why . . . you have an aortic aneurysm!”
Is it possible that in his portrayal of Sherlock Holmes Conan Doyle captured some yet undescribed familial psychiatric syndrome? There have been many diagnoses bandied about among fans and scholars, says Leslie Klinger, the editor of the most comprehensive annotated version of the Sherlock Holmes stories. Klinger favors a diagnosis of bipolar disorder, pointing to the detective’s swings between hyperactivity and lassitude. Bipolar disorder does run in families and is characterized by episodes of frenetic energy — often tinted by grandiosity and extravagant behavior — alternating with periods of profound depression. Although it is true that Holmes didn’t sleep for days when in the grips of a case, his mood swings seem tied to his work. When he worked he was electric. When at loose ends, he was melancholic. Drug use might account for the wild shifts in mood, except that Holmes used cocaine when he was idle and depressed, not when he was busy and his mood elevated.
Others, Klinger adds, have suggested that Sherlock Holmes may have had a mild form of autism, commonly known as Asperger’s syndrome. This disorder was reported in the medical literature in 1944 by an Austrian pediatrician, Hans Asperger. He described four bright and articulate boys who had severe problems with social interaction and tended to focus intensely on particular objects or topics. The paper languished in obscurity for more than 40 years, but by 1994 Asperger’s was part of the official psychiatric lexicon. The diagnosis may be folded back into autism in the coming Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders, but there is no doubt that Asperger’s description of these socially awkward, intensely focused young men resonated with parents who recognized their own children in it. 
Could Conan Doyle have described this syndrome some 70 years before Asperger? According to Ami Klin, director of the autism program at the Yale Child Study Center, part of the medical school, the fundamental quality that defines all forms of autism is “mind-blindness”: difficulty in understanding what others feel or think and thus in forming relationships. Unaware of how others see them, those with Asperger’s often behave oddly. In addition, they tend to develop extensive knowledge of narrowly focused subjects. 
In Conan Doyle’s portrayal, Sherlock Holmes at times exhibits all of these qualities. His interactions with others are often direct to the point of rudeness. And even when Holmes is speaking to Watson, his closest friend, his compliments are often closer to a rebuke. In “The Hound of the Baskervilles,” when Watson, pleased with his own detective abilities, reports to Holmes the results of his investigation, Holmes tells him that he isn’t a source of light but a conductor of light, a mere aid in solving mysteries only Holmes himself can untangle. 
As for his interests, Holmes brags frequently of his detailed knowledge of all kinds of strange phenomena. He is said to have written a monograph on the differences among 140 cigar, pipe and cigarette ashes. He demonstrates what Asperger called “autistic intelligence” — an ability to see the world from a very different perspective than most people, often by focusing on details overlooked by others. Indeed Sherlock Holmes boasts that he is able to see the significance of trifles and calls this his “method.”
So where did this picture come from? Biographers have identified a number of individuals Conan Doyle may have drawn on for the character of Sherlock Holmes, but none with all these traits. Was it a patient? A family friend? A schoolmate who didn’t make it into the biographies? We may never know, but clearly Holmes’s peculiarities have a persistent appeal. Just look at Temperance Brennan of “Bones,” Adrian Monk of “Monk,” and, of course, Gregory House of “House,” who exhibit at least a few Asperger-like symptoms and owe much to Sherlock Holmes. 
Lisa Sanders is the author of ''Every Patient Tells a Story: Medical Mysteries and the Art of Diagnosis.'' If you have a solved case to share, you can send her an e-mail message at lisa.sandersmd@gmail.com.

Correction: An earlier version of this article misstated the given name of the title character of the television show "House." He is Gregory House, not Geoffrey.
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Little Miss Sunshine

Taylor Swift, country music darlinâ€™, wins the prize for grace under pressure.


By LYNN HIRSCHBERG
|
December 3, 2009
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Recipe - Warm Rice Salad With Smoked Duck - NYTimes.com
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Recipe



Warm Rice Salad With Smoked Duck





Published: December 3, 2009 



		Kosher salt

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
	1	cup basmati rice
	2	shallots, minced
	2	tablespoons sherry 
		vinegar
	2	oranges
	1/2	teaspoon ground ginger
	1/2	teaspoon paprika
	1/2	teaspoon freshly ground 
		black pepper
	1/8	teaspoon ground cumin
		Pinch cayenne
	6	tablespoons extra-virgin 
		olive oil
	1	smoked duck-breast half 
	1	cup crisp green 		olives, pitted 
	2	tablespoons chopped 
		cilantro.
1.	Bring a large pot of water to a boil. Add a handful of kosher salt. Stir the rice into the water and gently boil until the rice is al dente, about 10 minutes. Drain well.
2.	Meanwhile, soak the shallots in the vinegar, adding a two-fingered pinch of salt. 
3.	Peel the oranges and separate into sections, cutting the sections in half and squeezing out the seeds. Or, if you are feeling ambitious, remove the peels with a chef’s knife and carve the sections away from the membranes with a paring knife, creating naked little crescents. If you do this, squeeze the juice from the membranes and from any peel pieces with bits of orange still attached into the vinegar and shallots. Add all the spices to the vinegar, and then the olive oil, stirring it quasi-energetically with a fork. Taste for salt; the dressing should be highly seasoned.
4.	As the rice is draining, heat the duck breast in the microwave just long enough to warm it but not long enough to cook it, around a minute or so. (Microwaves are idiosyncratic, so you be the judge.) Slice it into strips about half an inch thick, and slice those strips again into bits about half an inch thick. Toss the duck into a bowl with the rice and the olives. Add the dressing and stir well. Adjust the seasoning. Turn the rice salad onto a platter. Scatter the oranges over the top and dust the platter with the cilantro. Serves 4.















                This article was downloaded by calibre from http://www.nytimes.com/2009/12/06/magazine/06food-t-002.html?pagewanted=all
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Recipe



Mashed Carrots and Potatoes





Published: December 3, 2009 



		Kosher salt

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
	2	pounds baking potatoes, peeled and cut into chunks
	2	pounds carrots, peeled and cut into chunks
	2-4	tablespoons butter
		Pinch saffron, crumbled
		Grated zest of one lemon
	1/4 to 1/2	cup milk or crème fraîche.
	Boil the vegetables separately in salted water until very tender, 5 to 7 minutes, then drain. In one of the pans you used for boiling, mash the carrots well with the butter, saffron and lemon zest, then add the potatoes and mash well. Thin with milk or crème fraîche and add salt to taste — don’t be shy about it. Serves 6 to 8. Adapted from “A Platter of Figs,” by David Tanis. 
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U.S.A. All the Way

Apologies to the cynics, but weâ€™re on a roll.


By WALTER KIRN
|
December 3, 2009
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American style — basic American style, the American style that goes back to
Henry Ford’s cars,
James Dean’s T-shirt and the Timex watch — is not a pose but an adaptation to basic, fundamental challenges. Take jeans, our sartorial signature and our most influential contribution to the modern global wardrobe. They may sell for hundreds of dollars in swank boutiques from Boston to Buenos Aires, but it must be remembered that they originated as work wear for 19th-century laborers who valued them not for their color or silhouette but for their riveted ruggedness. Cowboy hats, truckers’ wallets, nylon windbreakers and Converse high-tops, to mention just a random sampling of the wearable artifacts that have come to define our nation’s aesthetic, were inspired by necessity rather than an intent to catch the eye. Design for design’s sake, our history suggests, is not an American priority. Instead, we design things to do a certain job (whether it’s in a mine, an office or a basketball arena), and when we devise a solution to the challenge, especially one that’s ingenious, simple or cheap, the result is a forward leap in style that may not even seem like one at first. (Until the Japanese trend scouts come along and hawk it in Tokyo department stores.)		


Lately, we seem to be doing our job well. Sorry, you prophets of cultural decline, but American style is on a roll again, exuding a new energy and confidence that’s not only reshaping fashion but also affecting cuisine, technology, art and architecture. Let’s begin at the bottom, with the lowly hamburger, which is American style on a bun. Given up eating at McDonald’s? Don’t. Thanks to a drive to boost its brand, the new Angus Burger actually tastes like beef, its fries have retained their minimalist perfection, and its recession-friendly prices suddenly have a charming retro feel. Meanwhile, over at Whole Foods Market, a gourmet populism has arisen based on supplying elite organic ingredients in amiably packaged abundance. Ace Hotel, a small Portland, Ore.-based lodging chain, has done something similar, renovating buildings in cities like Seattle, New York and Palm Springs, Calif., in a manner that preserves their local color while updating them with hipster eclecticism, all while keeping the room rates reasonable. It’s a peculiarly American strategy, combining our fondness for respecting tradition with our libertarian playfulness and our utilitarian good sense.		

And then there’s Apple, Apple the Almighty, no longer just a computer and phone producer but a high-tech fashion house that works in microchips, L.C.D.’s and polymers, introducing its hottest new lines with high-impact music and theatrics that outmatch the hottest Paris runway shows. Apple, like Ace and Levi’s, affects a populist sensibility (its products work simply and want to be your friend) burnished with a rounded space-age look that subtly portends a nerdy rapture: Mac users will ascend to techie godhood, if only they keep trading up their laptops. And there we have it: the secret spiritual promise, traceable to our nation’s religious origins, that subtly underlies American style and fuels its resurgent allure. American style whispers of a day when all will be attractive, healthy and competent, when style as we know it — that urge to differentiate — will finally prove obsolete because all will be equal, idols every one.		
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Beef Encounters

As a public service, the philanthropic Burger Queen chows down.


Samurai Shopper
|
By S.S.FAIR
|
December 3, 2009









Fellow Americans: there’s good news and bad regarding our national pastimes — eating, snacking and pigging out. The Samurai Shopper respects our constitutional entitlement to life, liberty and the pursuit of voluptuously stacked hamburgers, but those entitlements weigh heavily on us. Literally. Carnivores run amok may soon be unable to run at all. Though looming Golden Arches offer insuperable proof of American entrepreneurial genius, they don’t exactly symbolize quality or nourishment. And we’ve systematically shoved these nasty little buns down everyone’s throats: we are the burger kings. You’re welcome, Finland!		
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Illustration by Marc Alary












The Samurai Shopper doesn’t lie when she says that assembly-line patties deserve a good drubbing. Ground beef from meat-processing cartels continues to sicken the populace. Methane gas exacerbates global warming, and cows are among the chief offenders. Maybe the Hindus have it right. Then again, grass-fed, freshly ground, handmade burgers do reflect America’s rugged individualism. And when you want one, you really, really want one. So maybe it’s time to upgrade burgers from debased staple into treats for festive occasions.		

For instance, if you have an uncontrollable urge to party amid plastic Santas and multiple Elvises while quaffing Sofia Coppola Champagne in a can, join me at the Trailer Park Lounge and Grill on West 23rd Street to wolf double-wide burgers and seriously sensational Tater Tots. The delirious kitsch and pseudo-ruffian commotion there are just gravy.		

In pioneering spirit, I have explored sham-burgers (turkey, bison, ostrich) and upmarket glam-burgers (self-explanatory). Overrated Kobe/Wagyu burgers came back to haunt me, if you catch my drift. As for great lamb-burgers, no news is bad news: the timid ones at Flip, in the Bloomingdale’s basement, pretty much flopped. Belcourt, a favored Samurai venue on East Fourth Street, stuck bizarro zucchini pickles into the mix. Feh!		

You’d think the glam-burgers at the venerable “21” Club would shine, but no. At least a stellar Opus One made its wine list but, alas, not by the glass. Beneath toy planes, trucks and sports gear strung from the ceiling, I battled an unremarkable man-burger, plus . . . what’s this? Green beans on the plate? That is just wrong.		

Things improved at Stand on East 12th Street — my salmon burger (ask for lemon slices) pulled me out of a red-meat quagmire, though I always forgive myself for succumbing to Stand’s superior beef burgers drowned with boozy milkshakes. Veggie burgers anywhere, though, are treasonous: eat one and you’re off the A-list and off the wall. Definitely A-list are Telepan’s ground-chuck-and-nothing-else burgers, buried in mountains of first-class accompaniments, with delicate amuse-bouches in preamble. Add a blond Belgian ale, and you’re golden.		

And stuffed. “I am large,” Walt Whitman wrote. “I contain multitudes.” I know, right? Moved by his multi-culti expansiveness, I bit into a bulgogi burger on Bleecker Street, and it bit back. Ouch! Back home in Whitman’s Brooklyn, at Prime Meats — part of the two Frankies’ franchise — I recover with a straightforward Black Angus burger, top-notch fries and the hilarious “malolactic fermented dill pickle,” washed with a Sixpoint, a hoppy Red Hook brew. Note to Prime Meats: cash only? Not funny.		

At Resto, a prized spot in my old Curry Hill neighborhood, burgers mean fatback, beef cheek and hanger steak, perfectly cooked beyond the usual medium rare and capped with fried egg, red onion, pickles and mayo. Is that a mouthful or what? The edifice eventually topples, but cutlery saves the day. Yes, using utensils for burgers is wimpy and/or European, but wasting tastiness is un-American.		

Daniel Boulud’s no wimpy Frenchman, even if the best glam-burger at DBGB Kitchen and Bar is “the Frenchie,” with pork belly, tomato-onion compote, arugula and Morbier cheese. O.K., that’s ridiculously Gallic. But it’s delish, and as American as General Tso’s chicken. The Little Owl’s juicy burgers on Bedford Street aren’t nicely priced, but they’re awfully nice. And with a well-balanced glass of light and lively Côtes du Rhône, I feel transported to . . . where? The Upper East Side?		

Well-heeled West Village boîtes leave me exhausted with the overwrought burger fulminations of the chattering classes: bun vs. brioche? Grilled vs. griddled? Short rib vs. sirloin? An 80/20 meat/fat ratio? The Samurai/Machiavelli response? The end justifies the means.		

Evan Lobel of Lobel’s butcher shop on Madison Avenue also eye-rolls at the 80/20 formula. And, as a fifth-generation all-around meat maven, he should know. He deftly sculptured twice-ground hanger steak/chuck beefcakes for my D.I.Y. burger and added a box of flaky Maldon sea salt for seasoning. I settled the patties gently in a hot, cast-iron skillet, cracked open a Long Island gem — Wölffer Estate Selection Merlot — and, eight minutes later, supped on the two best burgers in these United States. And exceeded my red-meat quota for the rest of the century.		
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The Invisible Man

He may be the hardest-working guy in show business, but Ryan Seacrest barely registers as a blip on the screen.


By AMANDA FORTINI
|
December 3, 2009






[image: ]
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As certain celebrities become more visible, they also become less noticeable, almost merging with the media landscape. Instead of taking center stage, they somehow manage to become the stage. They’re ubiquitous and anonymous at once.		


Take the increasingly inescapable yet strangely imperceptible
Ryan Seacrest, whose peculiar ambition and accomplishment is to be both everywhere and nowhere. Though he is probably best known as the host of “American Idol,” the country’s top-rated television show, he can also be found on the radio, Monday through Friday, hosting “On-Air with Ryan Seacrest,” a program that mixes pop music, celebrity interviews and juicy tabloid banter. (
Paris Hilton called in when she got a D.U.I.) “On-Air” ’s home station is the Los Angeles-based KIIS-FM, but there is also a national version syndicated on more than 130 stations in 45 states and at least four countries. (One journalist, writing in the National Post, described the “bewildering experience” of driving through the United States and “hearing Seacrest in seemingly every town, no matter what time of day it was.”) On weekends, as the heir apparent to the radio legend Casey Kasem, he counts down the hits for “American Top 40 With Ryan Seacrest.”		

Meanwhile, back on television, between occasional stints filling in for
Larry King on “Larry King Live,” he is a co-anchor of “E! News,” a half-hour celebrity gossip roundup that broadcasts seven nights a week, and somehow also finds time to lead the network’s red-carpet coverage of the Grammys, the Emmys, the Oscars and the Golden Globes. Finally, once a year, on New Year’s Eve, eight and a half million people tune in to see his breath fog up in Times Square as he welcomes the New Year alongside the longtime host
Dick Clark. If that’s not enough, he also Twitters, constantly. (“Just wrapping up some work at e! I’m starving right now..trying to grab lunch oin [sic] the run. Send me a pic of ur dog..wanna see em.”)		

With almost any other public figure, such colossal overexposure would cause a backlash, but Seacrest has escaped this fate by remaining mysteriously elusive. It’s possible that you recognize his face but can’t put a name to it, or that you recognize his name but can’t quit conjure up his face. He’s that guy with the metrosexual hair, the too-perfect tan and the eager smile. He’s like a lifeguard, or a doorman, always present, never obtrusive. Seacrest, in fact, may not even qualify as a celebrity in the usual sense, since he doesn’t seek attention for himself but sees his job as directing it toward others. “I’m more reporting a story, or a conduit to a story, than actually being a story,” Seacrest, who is 34, said not long ago from his perch on the edge of a leather chair in his E! studios office — a bright, open room with a couch so enormous it could seat a business meeting of 12. “I’m like a maître d’,” he added, explaining his relationship to fame. (Bizarrely, he was even dressed like one, in a slim-cut white button-down and black pants.)		

From the time he was a kid growing up in suburban Atlanta, the son of a lawyer father and homemaker mother, Seacrest’s goal was to become what he calls “a classic iconic broadcaster” in the vein of
Merv Griffin and other media ringmasters. “I enjoy being in the middle of someone else’s time and spotlight,” he said, leaning forward to rest his elbows on his knees as he spoke. “I’m happy to sort of get in when I need to, and then just step out and hang back. And those guys are all masters of it.” Now, as a producer and co-host of “Dick Clark’s New Year’s Rockin’ Eve With Ryan Seacrest,” he’s officially one of those guys. His name was added to the title last year, and it will remain there, solo, when Clark, who had a stroke in 2004, decides to step down. For some time now, there have been Internet reports — possibly apocryphal — that Seacrest is in “serious negotiations” with Larry King to take over his show, too. In a 2007 interview with The New York Times, King, the current senior statesman of lightweight journalism, said of Seacrest: “He’s the classic generalist. The only thing I don’t know, and I’ve gotten to know him pretty well, is how versed he is in politics, world affairs. Does he read the paper? Is he interested in Iraq? Because if he is, he’s going to be very good.” (“Larry’s become a total mentor,” Seacrest says of King.)		

But it’s the career of the late Merv Griffin, with its arc from television host to media mogul, that Seacrest covets most. “I said to him, ‘I want to figure out a way to be you,’ ” said Seacrest, who worked for Griffin in the late ’90s as the host of a teen quiz show called  
“Click.”
The key to Griffin’s success, in Seacrest’s eyes, was his entrepreneurial drive behind the camera, not his on-camera popularity; he created several mega-hit shows, including “Jeopardy!” and “Wheel of Fortune.” “He was likable and accessible and smart and funny and charming,” Seacrest said of Griffin, “but he would also leverage that to build assets so he wouldn’t have to work every single hour of every single day to have a return.”		

Working all the time doesn’t seem to bother Seacrest as he goes about building an empire of his own. (“For me, it’s like dinnertime,” he said when I arrived for our meeting at noon; he had been up “since 4:12.”) He has produced several reality shows of the riveting-train-wreck variety, including “Denise Richards: It’s Complicated,” “Momma’s Boys” and “Keeping Up With the Kardashians,” all under the joint auspices of his company, Ryan Seacrest Productions, and E!, where his $21 million, three-year contract — a development, production and hosting deal — has recently been expanded. (Next up: a reality show about the celebrity chef Jamie Oliver, as he works his British magic on American eating habits.)		

Seacrest recently signed a three-year contract with 19 Entertainment, the company that produces “American Idol.” He will act as host of the show and develop “new projects” with  
“Idol”
’s creator Simon Fuller to the tune of more than $15 million a year. The deal made him the highest-paid reality host in history — arguably a dubious distinction — and earned him the nickname “the $45 Million Man.” His attempts to negotiate lower agency commissions with such deals have also earned him a reputation in the industry as a “grinder” and a “scumbag,” according to the entertainment journalist
Nikki Finke. “For those who aren’t in the know,” she wrote in LA Weekly, “Seacrest is much more than just a fey TV personality with no discernible talent.”		

The question, of course, is: what is Seacrest’s talent, exactly? And why is he the lone successor to America’s most renowned pop culture M.C.’s? It would be an impressive enough achievement to replace Dick Clark, Casey Kasem, Larry King or Merv Griffin — but to inherit all their mantles at once is a mind-boggling coup. Sure, Seacrest is quick on his feet, affable, glib and inoffensive enough to appeal to a range of audiences. But it’s his oblique relationship to fame, his knack for sharing the spotlight rather than hogging it, that likely explains his rise.		

Broadcasters like King and Clark have always brokered the relationship between the famous people they interview and the not-so-famous people who watch them. They’re tour guides to a foreign realm who act as surrogates for their audiences, but they’re also natives of that realm with privileged access to its inner sanctums. They’re a threatened media species in this age of narcissism, when every suburban dad believes he can become the next Jon Gosselin. Which is why Seacrest stands out: he ranks first among America’s second bananas because his self-absorption also extends to others.		

He knows his place, in other words. “I understand what I do is just fun, a lot of filler,” he says in his mildly self-deprecating way. “I don’t take it that seriously, but . . . I want people to enjoy it.” And enjoy it they do, chiefly because Seacrest appears to be enjoying himself on their behalf. If he gushes on occasion — say, commenting on the actress Linda Cardellini’s good looks one too many times during an interview, or making Anderson Cooper visibly uncomfortable by blurting out, “You’re doing a great job” — it’s the same way that we’d gush. The average person, plunked down on the red carpet, would probably flub on occasion, too, as when Seacrest asked
Marisa Tomei, “How does it feel to be back” after 15 years, or when he panted after
Brad Pitt and
Angelina Jolie even as they ignored him.		

Ryan Seacrest, you might say, is the fan who made it. His stardom, such as it is, relies on channeling our enthusiasm and mediating our curiosity. This is the genius of his role on “American Idol.” He doesn’t display the arrogance of the judges — the slurry distractedness of
Paula Abdul or the fanged exasperation of
Simon Cowell — but aligns himself with the aspiring performers who represent the hopes and dreams of the people watching at home. His patter is never too sharp, never too dull; it keeps the party going. “I love simplicity and accessibility . . . and I want to create that dynamic,” he said. “If they feel like they can walk up to you and say hello without any question, or if they feel they can do your job, you’re probably O.K. at it, because it looks easy. You’ve got to make it look easy, right?”		

Maybe because Seacrest makes it look easy — his job as a performer is never to appear as if he’s performing — the press and the public have shown little interest in his life offstage. The usual questions of whether he uses drugs, has had Botox or has fathered a secret love child don’t really interest us (though the question of whether he’s gay or straight seems to linger). We care more about the people he interviews. And though it would make sense for his P.R. team to keep our knowledge of him vague so he can remain a fuzzy Everyfan, he claims that we don’t hear about his personal life because he simply doesn’t have one.		

“My ex-girlfriend and I went out three and a half years . . . and when we broke up, I was doing so much work, and then I sort of did more work, because you’re going through the breakup, and then you look and you realize you’ve shut off that part of your life.” As he stands and picks up his BlackBerry, preparing to head to a meeting across town, he suddenly seems a little lonesome for someone who is everywhere at once, doing everything, interviewing everyone. He bemoans the lack of “balance” in his life and sighs about having no time for himself. But the moment passes. He’s Ryan Seacrest. And he has to run.		
 






 


































Advertisement















COLUMNISTS







[image: Suzy Menkes]



Suzy Menkes

CROSSCURRENTS


	Au Revoir, Fussy Froufrou

	Fashionâ€™s Eternal Carousel 

	Full Disclosure for Men?















[image: Holly Brubach]



Holly Brubach

BIBLIO FILE


	Reading Groucho Marx

	The Age of Comfort

	Tinseltownâ€™s Best-Kept Secret















[image: Rita Konig]



Rita Konig

INSIDE OUT 


	Scents of the Season

	Bedroom Secrets

	Color Holds a Room Together















[image: Toby Cecchini]



Toby Cecchini

CASE STUDY


	The Beauty of Duty-Free 

	Ghosts of Cocktails Past

	Schlitz Is Back















[image: Samurai Shopper]



Samurai Shopper

S.S. FAIR


	Competitive Holiday Shopping

	Encounters With Tâ€™s Burger Queen

	The Brute Realities of Aging

































                This article was downloaded by calibre from http://www.nytimes.com/2009/12/06/t-magazine/culture/06talk-seacrest.html?pagewanted=all





            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            |
        






American Beauty - The New York Times











































            | Next
            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            | Previous
            |
            






[bookmark: top]



Go Back to Home





	Women's Fashion

	Men's Fashion

	Design

	Travel

	Food

	Culture

	Video














American Beauty


Crosscurrents
|
By SUZY MENKES
|
December 3, 2009






[image: ]



Easy, breezy From left: a 1957 dress by Claire McCardell; a spring 2010 look from CÃ©line; Michelle Obama in Denmark; a spring 2010 look from Stella McCartney.
From left: CondÃ© Nast Archive/Corbis; Don Ashby; Martin Hoie/All Over Press/Retna LTD.; Don Ashby.



 







The lines were clean and clear, the attitude fresh and simple, and the models so rangy and long-limbed that I felt inadequate beside them. This was the 1980s — the first time I came in touch with pure American sportswear.		
 
I had always known from afar that Halston dressed upscale New York women in clothes so unadorned they were hypermodernist compared to Europe’s fanciful fashion. I had seen Jacqueline Kennedy as a fashion icon who dared to wear cropped pants with ballerina flats. But the arrival of that triumphal triumvirate of Calvin “Mr. Clean” Klein, Ralph Lauren and — every feminist’s friend — Donna Karan made me envious of those polished women with honey-blond hair and gazelle grace.		

Those were the days when American fashion put everything in perspective. First came the European shows, concocted from the rarefied recipes of couture masters. Then, as in haute cuisine, a palate-cleansing sorbet was served. After the rich fashion, New York’s designers would make the new looks seem deliciously simple.		

I had that same feeling of streamlined ease when I saw Phoebe Philo’s spring/summer 2010 collection for Celine. Even though the designer had worked at Chloé during its frilly, girly period, there was not a ruffle to stir the smooth surfaces of the collection. There was a leather dress, a simple skirt, a tailored shirt and a pair of pants — and that, in a variety of looks, was it.		

The new Celine had morphed into sportswear, and after a season when Milan’s designers were offering curvy cocktail dresses and Paris shows were filled with draped and asymmetric outfits, the look had a simplicity that recalled those distant days of American style. Significantly, even Stella McCartney, the designer for whom Philo once worked at Chloé, also turned to simple, sporty, no-fuss clothes. All the more surprising, as both designers are British and trained at Central Saint Martins College of Art and Design, from where John Galliano and Alexander McQueen famously sprung.		

I thought back to the recent New York collections and the youthful interpretations of European couture from the new wave of young designers like Proenza Schouler and Alexander Wang. The legacy of Claire McCardell, the founding mother of functional, stylish sportswear in the 1940s, was nowhere apparent. And yet her wraparound dresses, harem pajamas and bias-cut dresses would barely need an update for the 21st century.		

Whereas designers in Europe like Philo for Celine and Hannah MacGibbon for Chloé seem to be working in an American idiom, few leading labels in New York today — leaving aside the bright and breezy collections of Michael Kors — aspire to sportswear.		

The Calvin Klein show, under the design leadership of Francisco Costa, displayed a masterful use of modern fabrics, but there was no hint of Big Country America, nor even of work clothes for the city. The Donna Karan look is now far more complex than in the 1980s, when the designer’s fashion was built from a bodysuit and developed as a woman-friendly wardrobe. You could never accuse Ralph Lauren of being un-American. Rather the opposite. In recent seasons, he has focused on aspects of Americana, with his latest collection an ode to the nobility of the Depression era.		

Michelle Obama has underscored the fashion independence of the American woman. But the first lady is not looking back to the simple plaid suit by Bill Blass, or the sweater-and-ball skirt once seen on the socialite Babe Paley. Obama has a gutsy style built on shapely or vividly patterned dresses and colorful cardigans. Significantly, those outfits are likely to come from a new generation of New York designers with Asian roots, or from Azzedine Alaïa in Paris, instead of merely replicating the sporty simplicity of American tradition.		

You could argue that women today are happy in their skins and wear what they like. They don’t need to adopt a streamlined uniform to prove to the world that they can manage their crazy-busy lives. Yet there is something weird about the way American fashion has turned its back on its heritage, while in Europe thoughtful women designers like Phoebe Philo are embracing it.		

Maybe the roll-neck sweater, mannish pants and camel coat are too closely associated with a white, Anglo-Saxon America to seem appropriate to a diverse modern culture. British women in the 1960s turned their backs on the Burberry trench coat, the sweater set and the kilt because they seemed like symbols of an old, class-ridden society. Yet when it comes to choosing an outfit, aren’t women the world over more likely to find fashion comfort in a skirt and jacket than in a statement dress with a built-in bra?		

Perhaps it is time for America’s designers to revisit a not-so-distant past when easy pieces were fashion staples that offered women that holy grail of fashion: wardrobe solutions rather than design challenges.		
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How the West Was Worn

Adam Kimmel's got the reins on artsy American fashion.


By ARMAND LIMNANDER
|
December 3, 2009








In order to view this feature, you must download the latest version of flash player here.




 







A few months ago, the men’s-wear designer Adam Kimmel found himself 150 miles off the coast of Mexico, underwater, with a group of great white sharks circling him. Kimmel was looking out from a protective cage, but the entertainer
David Blaine, a friend, was swimming in the open, breathing only occasionally through someone else’s regulator. To make things more interesting, Blaine was wearing a black tuxedo and red cape made by Kimmel, and was being filmed by the director Bob Talbot as a diver pushed him toward the toothy behemoths.		


It was, to be sure, an unusual place for Kimmel, 30, to be hanging out. But then again, he has already done the schmoozy bar and club scene; plus, the sharks were work-related. Kimmel will upload Talbot’s film on his Web site to go along with, among others, the one by Ari Marcopoulos of skaters dressed in Kimmel suits while “riding some gravity” at 60 miles per hour down Claremont Canyon in Berkeley, Calif.		

Kimmel studied architecture at N.Y.U. but had more to say through clothes than through maquettes. “I just started making a few things for myself and some friends,” he says. “After I graduated, I put together a small line and tried to go out and meet people.” He found Joe Serino, who had been a men’s-wear president at Calvin Klein. With his support, Kimmel moved to Italy for six months in 2002 to learn production; he soon started selling at the Parisian store Colette. “It was a very homemade collection that consisted mostly of jumpsuits,” he recalls.		

Aside from fashion, Kimmel’s other passion is art. But unlike designers who make references to, say,
Jackson Pollock by splattering paint on jeans and shirts to create an expressionist effect, Kimmel always attempts to recreate an artist’s entire universe. “I love to research pockets of American culture that maybe get forgotten,” he says, glancing at a wall in his Manhattan studio plastered with stylish pictures of John Baldessari, Larry Bell and other art-world legends. “I try to reanimate them. A lot of designers are inspired by art, but I’ve always been more interested by what the artists themselves were actually wearing at the time. A lot of these guys are so cool — who wouldn’t want to dress like them?”		

A key supporter in this pursuit has been Neville Wakefield, Kimmel’s good friend and a curator for Frieze Art Fair and P.S.1, who has brokered key introductions within the art world. “Adam is always willing to take considerable risk because he trusts the artists and gives them license to do what they want without diluting their work into a marketing strategy,” he says. “He’s creating a platform that benefits everybody.”		

For fall 2009, Kimmel asked Gerard Malanga, Warhol’s cinematographer from 1963 to 1966, to photograph the likes of
Matthew Barney, Slater Bradley and Francesco Clemente wearing tweeds, corduroys and jeans reminiscent of that era; Malanga also filmed the de facto models for three minutes, in the same black and white, 16-millimeter format of his famous “screen tests.” When Kimmel was invited two years ago to the Pitti Uomo men’s-wear fair in Florence, Italy, instead of putting on a runway show he invited some friends to participate in a photo shoot by Alexei Hay, his half brother, and had the artist Jim Denevan put together a dinner party in the Gipsoteca of the Instituto Statale d’Arte, where a cast of Michelangelo’s David is displayed. Kimmel was paying tribute to Wallace Berman, the central figure in a California-based postwar art movement that revolved around Semina, the art journal that Berman published; the guest of honor was George Herms, who along with
Dennis Hopper is a surviving member of the group. Some of Kimmel’s New York peers, like Nate Lowman, Dan Colen and Ryan McGinley, reminded him of Semina’s lyricism, so he had asked them to come along on the trip, too.		

After events like that, it’s easy to see why everyone knew better than to expect a bunch of plain old jeans when Kimmel said he had done a cowboy collection for this coming spring. He started off by traveling through Utah, Wyoming, Colorado and New Mexico, talking to real cowboys who, to his surprise, shared an idol:
Roy Rogers. He then approached Jim Krantz, who was responsible for the original Marlboro campaigns, and asked him to shoot the clothes at the ranch in Moab, Utah, where the ads were first staged. In a statement accompanying the Marlboro Man-meets-Roy Rogers presentation held a few months later at the Yvon Lambert art gallery in Paris, Kimmel wrote: “I’ve always had a fantasy about more New Yorkers wearing Western styles. In particular a guy who wears a suit with Western yokes.”		

Now might be a good time to clarify that, despite his cowboy daydreams, Kimmel is straight; he recently settled down with the actress
Leelee Sobieski and is having his first child. If Kimmel has a discernible fetish, it’s probably retooling Americana: the cowboy-inspired clothes are coolly functional and understated. Blazers are reversible and have subtle piping on one side and a smile pocket on the other; denim jackets can also be flipped inside out to reveal a different color; plaid shirts come paired with jeans, dress pants or a jumpsuit.		

“Like Adam, his customers are informed and knowledgeable,” says Jay Bell, the men’s vice president at Barneys New York. “They know what they want: stylish clothes that fit well and feel comfortable but that are realistic and relevant, not outlandish and trendy.” Wakefield concurs: “For the most part I can’t really wear men’s fashions, but I can wear Adam’s. He’s taken the standards of work wear and made cover versions that are softer and more luxurious and just look better.”		

Without much fanfare, Kimmel has also been dressing a few women in extra-small sizes of his men’s clothes. For the time being, it’s an off-the-cuff business, but he’s thinking about developing a more complete women’s range within a year or so. He’s also been spending a lot of time making furniture. In his office there are already a few pieces in use: smart wooden chairs with rows of neat little holes in their sides, reminiscent of industrial metal bookshelves. At home, Kimmel has other prototypes in copper and leather. “I’m putting my first collection together, and then maybe I’ll present it,” he says. “But it takes time. Right now I’m just making a few things for myself and some friends.”		

We’ve heard that before.		
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Ms. Demeanor

Shocking? Crude? The talk-show host Wendy Williams is guilty as charged.


By GUY TREBAY
|
December 3, 2009
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"Everyone talks trash,” said
Wendy Williams, the television talk-show host with huge hair, size GG breasts and a mouth so big you could park a tractor-trailer between gums and tonsils. “I just happen to have the moxie and a microphone.”		


Does anybody know when cartoons turned into people and people became cartoons? Can anyone date the moment when biological women started imitating the men who imitate women for a living?		

“I’ve always been drag,” said Williams, a former radio shock jock notorious for her on-air spats with celebrities like
Whitney Houston; for questioning the sexual preferences of hip-hop stars like
Sean Combs and
LL Cool J; for an interviewing style so garrulous and narcissistic it makes the amphetamine-fueled monologuists of
Andy Warhol’s early movies look like selfless mutes.		

And it is true. Wendy Williams is a female female impersonator, although not the first by any means. That would probably be
Phyllis Diller. But Diller was a comedian, and so are her spiritual descendants, people like Kathy Griffin and
Margaret Cho, women sharp enough and shrewd enough to wade into the cultural scrapheap that is gender and recycle all the trashy signifiers they find there for laughs.		

Williams does this, too, but she does it on a real-life talk show — if it is possible to write about reality anymore without air quotes. Last July, “The Wendy Williams Show” began broadcasting nationally; almost immediately, she became the center of a cult.		

Like a kooky media divinity, a god in a comic book myth, Williams, 45, is permeable, superpotent and with no observable boundaries. She performs tricks on the air that involve her surgically amplified bosom. She suggests to guests like Omarosa Manigault Stallworth, the confrontational star of 
“The Apprentice,”
that she look into facial fillers to correct the marionette lines that frame her stiff, practiced smile. She vows to keep her audience up to date on her vaginal toning. She cries, but then on television lately it’s hard to shut off the waterworks.		

“You just have the audacity and the unmitigated gall to say what you think and let the chips fall where they may,” Williams said. And she does. Unlike actual drag queens like RuPaul, whose talk-show persona is decorous, ladylike and flat, Williams transferred to television unfiltered, the raunchy, insinuating and wisecracking attack doll she had become during the decades she spent in New York and Philadelphia as a radio personality.		

In 2003, long before
Oprah Winfrey cajoled Whitney Houston into making some clear statement about her drug use, Williams harangued the star on radio. So relentless was her insistence that Houston had a problem that the star eventually let slip the demure mask perfected on her road to multiplatinum crossover status and pulled a metaphoric razor from her wig. “If this were back in the day in Newark, I’d meet you outside,” the singer said.		

“Yeah, it’s a legendary interview,” Williams recently said with a theatrical sigh, speaking by telephone from her house in suburban New Jersey, where she lives with her husband, who is also an executive producer of her show, and their 9-year-old son.		

“That’s when TV Guide knew who Wendy was,” she added. “It was when the bells and whistles and bombs got hung on this Christmas tree called Wendy, with all the gaudiness and all the presents underneath.”		

The Christmas tree, it will surprise some to learn, went to charm school. “People don’t believe it,” said Williams, the second of three children raised in Ocean Township, N.J.; their parents, both educators, took them to Oak Bluffs, the elite African-American enclave on Martha’s Vineyard, every summer and remain married to each other after half a century. “I was a dedicated candy striper too,” she added. “I was a Brownie and a Girl Scout.”		

Later in life, the energy that once went into earning Healthy Habits and People Are Talking badges was applied to shoveling epic quantities of cocaine up her nose. Williams makes no secret of this fact or of her other missteps. She makes no secret of anything, really, and for that reason, perhaps, it is somehow less startling when she “puts everyone else’s business in the street,” as she put it.		

“My personal life tended at a certain point to be sloppy and messy,” Williams confessed. “On close examination, that was due to nothing more than me trying to break free from the chains that bound me.”		

That same self-appraisal also led Williams, who had tried to break into television before without success, to play up her outsize nature — and those elements of her persona that went missing when she auditioned for a Buena Vista talk-show pilot that called for her to wear flat-front khakis, loafers and her hair in a tasteful short bob. “Thank God that didn’t work out,” she said. “The culture then wasn’t ready for the real Wendy.”		

The real Wendy, for whom in truth the culture may not yet be altogether ready, “is the big hair” and the big mouth, the creature whose trademark phrase (“How you doin’?”) is spoken in a down-low drawl whose natural habitat might be the defunct drag festival Wigstock and who will always keep her audience up to date on her most intimate goings-on.		

“I will let you know if I switch from a super tampon to a mini,” said Williams, who recently held a Kegel contest with her hairdresser and wardrobe mistress to see how long they could maintain a vaginal contraction.		

“We held for a full commercial break,” she said.		
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Paging Mr. Driftwood

Reading Groucho Marx is not funny. His son, on the other hand...
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However exasperating the enforced togetherness this holiday season —the gifts lovingly chosen for the person your family wishes you were, the zingers that come out of nowhere like crockery aimed at your head — keep in mind that it could have been worse: you could have been the child of a movie star. Every so often, one survives to tell the tale, confirming the fact that Hollywood is not only the home of people paid to be the center of attention; it’s also the capital of bad parenting. (Coincidence?)		
 
Arthur Marx, author of “Life With Groucho” (Simon & Schuster) and “Son of Groucho” (David McKay), published in 1954 and 1972 respectively, managed to sidestep the drugs, the drinking and the anomie that characterize the lives of so many celebrities’ offspring. Even so, growing up was a confusing, sometimes infuriating experience at the hands of a father who consumed more than his fair share of the oxygen.		

In a rivalry that’s as textbook as they come, Groucho repeatedly attempted to undermine his son’s career as a writer. Groucho himself published humor pieces in The New Yorker and elsewhere and deeply admired E. B. White and other literary figures of his time. “The Groucho Letters: Letters From and to Groucho Marx” (Simon & Schuster, 1965) contains an exchange with T. S. Eliot so mutually sycophantic that the reader is embarrassed for them both: Groucho’s flattery in response to the signed portrait Eliot had sent (“I had no idea you were so handsome”) is matched note for note by Eliot’s thanks for the two he received in return (“I cannot make up my mind which one to take home and which one to put on my office wall. . . . The only solution may be to carry them both with me every day”).		

Short on formal education, Groucho amassed a large library, including works by Tolstoy, W. Somerset Maugham and H. G. Wells, and read his way through it, as well as the children’s books bought for his son that he’d missed out on as a child. Groucho read the first chapter of “The Swiss Family Robinson” to Arthur, then sent him off to bed and stayed up until dawn to finish it. When Arthur chose it for their next bedtime reading, Groucho put it back on the shelf and took down “Jack the Giant Killer” instead. “When I asked why,” Arthur writes, “he said, ‘I’ve already finished “Swiss Family Robinson.” I’ll tell you how it comes out.’ ”		

A tightwad and killjoy, Groucho is constantly on the lookout for disaster, even — or especially — when times are good, just waiting for the day when audiences grow tired of him and the money runs out. He parks around the corner at Chasen’s to save on valet fees. When Arthur gets a book contract, he punctures his elation. “Just remember,” he warns, “thousands of books are published every year by authors who are starving to death.”		

It is, of course, his capacity to make people laugh that redeems him. (“It isn’t politics that makes strange bedfellows. It’s matrimony.”) Even so, his humor works better in performance than it does in print, where it lacks his dead-aim delivery. His best ad-libs from “You Bet Your Life,” collected by Stefan Kanfer in “The Essential Groucho: Writings by, for, and About Groucho Marx” (Vintage, 2000), are amusing but, I suspect, not as funny as they were in the moment. His trademark insults come across as callous and vaguely cruel in this politically correct, deferential era (not even comedians talk like this today), and his non sequiturs rely on an erudite inanity that seems more sophisticated than what most audiences are now accustomed to.		

Though “Son of Groucho” retreads many of the anecdotes that first appeared in “Life With Groucho,” it rounds out the picture with the maturity and information that Arthur acquired in the interim. “I was a good husband, but never a faithful one,” Groucho tells him. “I cheated on your mother all the time.” The second book also reveals the backstage machinations behind the first: Groucho’s efforts to dictate the contents and then, having failed, to block publication.		

The man who famously declined membership in any club that would have him liked his women young, stacked and not, as he was, Jewish. His first wife, Ruth, a former chorus girl and Arthur’s mother, was no match for his bullying and gradually withdrew into alcoholism. His second wife, Kay, 30 years younger, left him. When his third wife, Eden, a gold digger 42 years younger, sued him for divorce and half his fortune, he was stunned. “He truly believed Eden loved him,” Arthur writes, “and was deeply hurt and surprised.” The news did not surprise Arthur, who once heard Eden remark, with a candor induced by multiple martinis: “I’ve waited this long. I might as well stick it out all the way.” Apparently she changed her mind.		

On the basis of their books — Groucho’s autobiography, “Groucho and Me” (Da Capo, 1959) is a masterpiece of evasion — it seems safe to say that Arthur came to know his father better than his father knew himself. His fond portrayal of his father goes beyond forgiveness to compassion and the complex understanding it requires. Like most parents, Groucho meant no harm but inflicted it anyway, and Arthur loves him anyway. The reader comes to love him, too, and that is Arthur’s achievement. Some 40 years after the death of his aptly named father, the son has prevailed.		
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Pity the poor mum, which dare not show its face. And cast a smile upon the friendless carnation that’s been permanently sidelined to the Korean markets. These are flowers, along with the stalwart daisy and the lowly gladiola (“People associate them with funerals,” says Todd Rigby, the co-owner of VSF, a tiny, charming floral outpost on West 10th Street), whose time has come and gone. Enter the calla lily, which can go for $35 a stem, and cymbidium orchids, which go for $60 to $75 a stem, the presence of which has become de rigueur in all the best arrangements.		
 
Each age, you might say, has its own version of tulip fever, when merchants in 17th-century Holland went mad bidding up the price of tulip bulbs and fortunes were lost overnight. Ours might be Grand Prix or Black Baccara roses. Flowers, fragile as they are, have to stand up to the tough and often overtly snobbish standards of the moment. A rose is never just a rose is a rose. Flowers are complicated; they are played for high stakes, be it status, romance or simple good will, and as such have to strike the right notes in their recipients. (“A bunch of flowers, he thought, held in the hand would soften the awkwardness of meeting and the usual things that had to be said,” writes
Virginia Woolf in “The Years.”) They’re also intimidating, being perishable, pricey and pedigreed all at once. How do you ever know if the person on the other end realizes that the subtle and artful bouquet you’ve sent courtesy of Takashimaya or Eli’s Manhattan Flowers that set you back $100 isn’t just something you’ve put together from the corner deli with ribbon and tissue paper? What if the person doesn’t even like the idea of flowers?		

Or only likes white ones?		

Not to worry: New York City is chockablock with florists willing and able to cater to every taste, from the most ornate to the most spare. For those who are genuinely flower-phobic, there is a host of alternatives to call upon, including dried fruits, succulents, mini lotus pods, wheat grass, kumquat plants and asclepias. Spruce on Eighth Avenue can do wonders with simple wooden crates of roses and tulips, making you feel like you’ve just walked into a meadow. There’s the master artisan Zezé, of the eponymous shop in Turtle Bay, who grows his own flowers spring through fall and goes wither his imagination guides him, which is usually someplace vividly colorful and hybrid. And then there is the mother-daughter duet who run Belle Fleur, NYC together with a staff of 18 and who can put together everything from the most delicately hued “femme” arrangement featuring sweet pea and muscari to a dark, exotic centerpiece focused on black calla lilies and vanda orchids.		

The flower business is a highly competitive one, with its bread and butter coming from private customers (in-demand florists like Belle Fleur can send out as many as 40 to 60 arrangements a day) and another chunk coming from designing the flowers for larger events, like weddings and benefits. The different players fiercely angle to establish their signature looks — Takashimaya takes credit for inaugurating the leaf-wrapped vase, and Miho was probably one of the first to do the rounded, tightly packed bouquet of monochromatic roses — but the truth is they are there to satisfy the customer’s whim, assuming the customer knows what that is. “As a florist,” says Meredith Waga Perez of Belle Fleur, “you have to have your own sense of style, but you also have to be a very good listener.”		

Clients’ tastes are frequently more conventional than the florist’s; as one florist sniffs, customers in New York are “so conservative.” So although Peter Seprish, who oversees Takashimaya’s flowers, describes the store’s aesthetic as “Japan meets Fifth Avenue,” his shop is kept busy sending out arrangements to “uptown ladies who love froufrou, filler and English country.” Adding to the pressure to please clients — especially those who are looking for a spectacular effect that is unachievable at the budget provided — is the reality that the last year has seen a dramatic drop-off in orders: “Even the Korean green stands,” says René Hofstede of Mille Fiori, “aren’t stocking what they used to. They used to be competitive, but now they’re down to carnations and mums.”		

This rivalrous, hothouse atmosphere, where whom you know is everything, and who sees your flowers can make all the difference in word of mouth, is hardly encouraging to new aspirants. The death this past July of Robert Isabell, party planner extraordinaire, has left a vacuum at the very top of the profession, which no one has rushed to fill, perhaps in recognition that that kind of “more is more” attitude has passed. It takes years to make a name and there are, even in a town as big as this one, only so many society divas, magazine editors (
Anna Wintour is said to prefer white flowers) and celebrities (
Oprah favors very large arrangements — as in $800 ones — and likes white and pink) to go around. None of which have deterred Jeff Leatham, a 38-year-old buff ex-model and native of Utah whose C.V. includes overseeing the flowers at the George V in Paris for the last decade and a new reality show on TLC called “Flowers Uncut,” from setting up shop in a 3,000-square-foot studio on West 30th Street and putting out his shingle.		

Curious to suss out this intrepid contender, I arrange to meet Leatham for tea at Fred’s at Barneys one afternoon in mid-October. Fresh off a shoot for his TV series, he arrives wearing a pink T-shirt — the better to show off his impressive biceps — under a black vest, topped off with a
Martin Margiela mirrored scarf, his face still half made up. Tiny pieces of pink glitter fall off him as we talk, emphasizing the showman in the florist. And indeed, Leatham is no shrinking violet; au contraire, he’s his own best booster. “People here have been copying my style for years and years,” he announces right off, within minutes of claiming that he has “revolutionized” flower arranging. For all his brazen confidence, Leatham, who has been in New York since May, admits to finding the city a hard place to break into — far more “aggressive” than Paris, where, he points out, they have “lovely little florists” but “people don’t spend the money on flowers. They spend on wine or great art.” And although he has high hopes —“my dream would be to do the Met ball” — he has scaled down his ambitions to accommodate brute reality. He says that his first month here was “a real blow to the ego. New York is the heart of the world for the floral designer. People are very protective of their clients.” (He tried making cold calls to a bunch of party planners when he arrived, hoping to strike up some connections, and got a chilly response.) “We’re doing anything now to pay the bills,” he adds. “I’ll do the opening of an envelope.”		

As it turns out, however, Leatham isn’t much interested in doing your average $100 arrangement, much less smaller items. And despite his cowboy saunter and his insistence that he’s just “a kid from Utah” (a “double Virgo” at that), Leatham hasn’t arrived on the scene as a complete lone wolf; he comes with his share of backup. For one thing, there’s his French assistant, Mathieu, who takes care of the boring business stuff, and Leatham has two assistants to call on, as well as a whole bunch of freelancers. Then, too, he already has a pair of books to his name as well as a claque of supporters, which include Marie-Josée Kravis, Nathalie de Gunzburg (“I love the fact that his work reflects an extreme sophistication with great simplicity and elegance,” she enthused in an e-mail message),
Eva Longoria Parker (whose wedding he designed in Paris),
Tina Turner and Kylie Minogue. Not to mention the premiere of his reality series on Nov. 4, which splashed his name across millions of TV screens as the go-to guy for floral fireworks. People Magazine anointed “Flowers Uncut” three stars, noting that it was “one of the few reality series to showcase actual good taste.”		

I don’t know about the good taste part — a lot of lovely, expensive stems seem to be sacrificed on the altar of Leatham’s singular, architectural vision, which includes cracking flowers in half, bending them, popping the heads off stems, drowning them in water and his trademark “tip to tumble” effect (slanting the stems instead of standing them upright, an effect that came about when he was trying to create a perfect ball of roses and it fell over) — but he does appear to have the chilled-out version of star presence that makes for contemporary celebrity. Some of the episodes are not only funny but also informative, as we learn that hydrangeas are the way to go to add volume and that certain flowers, like calla lilies, can survive without water for up to three days. The episode in which he designs the flowers for an Orthodox Jewish wedding at the Waldorf-Astoria is worth watching for the extravaganza of it alone. (The bride had tried out every star florist in New York but decided to go with Leatham, who was recommended by Kravis’s party planner.) I couldn’t quite see why the room where the rabbis witness the signing of the wedding contract, or ketubah, had to be “sexy” and dark — but Leatham, who calls himself the “rock ’n’ roll florist,” had been given more than $100,000 to spend on flowers, so why not bank everything with red roses? Another episode, featuring a 70th-birthday party Leatham created for his father, a former biology teacher, back home on the ranch, is truly moving, and some of the florist’s ideas — like using denim tablecloths and filling Mason jars with sunflowers — seem inspired.		

Finally, though, Leatham’s real mission, as he sees it, is to make flowers accessible rather than fearsome. “I don’t like flowers that are like English soldiers guarding the castle,” he says. And indeed, to watch him put together an arrangement at his studio is like watching a little boy at play. I am struck by the sense of enjoyment he brings to this mystique-shrouded endeavor. “Life’s complicated,” he says.		

“Does anybody need an arrangement of 25 different flowers?”		
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Depending on your sympathy for the bugle-beaded tragedies of what have become broadly known as Dreamgirls, the Marvelettes are either a big sigh or a windfall. It’s hard to believe, but many people have had all they can take hearing about talented young black women having their lives shredded by greedy record labels in the 1960s. The same people find spending an evening with the Beatles video game more sustaining than putting the Marvelettes’ new three-CD set “Forever” on the changer and snuggling down with Marc Taylor’s tell-all “The Original Marvelettes: Motown’s Mystery Girl Group.” I guess there’s no accounting for how people spend their Tuesday nights.		
 
You know the Marvelettes’ songs even if you don’t know their names (and you probably don’t): “Please Mr. Postman,” “Playboy,” “Beechwood 4-5789” and those sultry midtempo charmers “Don’t Mess With Bill” and “My Baby Must Be a Magician.” The Marvelettes were dark, raw, ungovernable, even somehow a little spooky: the Motown girl group that slipped through the cracks, even though they put the company on the map. Literally. “Postman,” recorded in 1961, was Motown’s first single to cross over and reach No. 1 on the pop charts.		

The label is 50 this year, and there’s nothing like a birthday for untangling the record. The Marvelettes’ success predated that of all the other Motown girl groups, and they were the act, incredibly, those groups aspired to. The Supreme One doesn’t like it known that she once looked up to scruffy little Gladys Horton, the Marvelettes’ early lead singer, who worked in recent years at her son’s hair salon in California, but you can’t rewrite history just to please Miss Ross. It’s weird to imagine a world in which the Supremes got transistor radios from Motown for Christmas and the Marvelettes got diamond rings. (Only one-third of a carat each, but still.)		

Horton and company were brutish naifs — part of their appeal, but also what dragged them down. It’s easy to say that when the competition heated up with all those sharp-elbowed Vandellas and Velvelettes jockeying for position, it was their cruder wigs and gowns that held the Marvelettes back. But this was not the case. By the time Motown created its Artist Development department, the group’s biggest hits were behind them. The department included Maxine Powell’s famous “Charm School,” in which female artists were taught how to mount a bar stool, slink out of a limo and “not protrude the buttocks.” But based on the videos on YouTube, wonderful as they are, the Marvelettes were unteachable.		

Still, Katherine Anderson-Schaffner, the only member to survive the revolving door of lineups, insists Artist Development produced results. She compared it to taking medicine. “You take it the first day, you don’t really feel anything. You take it for maybe four or five days, and you feel a little bit better,” she told Taylor. “You take it until the prescription runs out and you’re feeling a helluva lot better and wonder, What was it that I had?”		

As chronicled by Taylor, the Marvelettes’ real story is so much richer and crazier than anything you could make up. (The same goes for the Supremes, but don’t get me started.) The saga has it all: Drugs! (Wanda Rogers), Mental Collapse!! (Wyanetta Cowart), Murder!!! (the estranged husband of Rogers’s sister Adoria mistook another sister for Adoria, shooting and killing the sister at their mother’s house). There’s a lot of self-pity and whining in these sometimes incoherent pages, especially by Anderson-Schaffner, about what might have been if the group hadn’t been so neglected. If I didn’t know I was reading about the Marvelettes, I’d swear it was Martha Reeves explaining why she didn’t become Stevie Wonder. The Marvelettes’ passivity is maddening. O.K., we don’t know what it was like to fear for your job and how hard it was to get the boss’s ear. But some of the women were frozen out of their own recording sessions and replaced by in-house singers. Anderson-Schaffner posed for albums she never performed on and promoted them on the road.		

Refreshingly, not every Marvelette supports the overlooked narrative. In Taylor’s book, Horton says the group was encouraged to do show tunes, the Motown path to playing the Copacabana, but demurred: “It’s not that we were pushed aside, it’s just that I knew we couldn’t do it.” She felt that, while the Supremes could sing Andrews Sisters’ material, “the Marvelettes could not keep up.” So whom do you believe? It doesn’t matter. Both Anderson-Schaffner’s and Horton’s versions are at the bull’s-eye of the Marvelettes matrix.		

Which brings us to that movie Jennifer Hudson did about talented young women having their lives shredded by a greedy record label in the ’60s. Hudson’s Effie is tossed out of her group, but not before defending her turf like a madwoman. Her fight makes it easier for Effie to live with herself when she loses. But the Marvelettes let the train roll over them.		

In 1990 a British label reunited the ex-Marvelettes Horton and Rogers for an album featuring jumped-up remakes of “Bill” and “Beechwood.” There are also some non-Marvelettes on it, as there are with Horton on the rare occasions she performs. She’s the only member who still does, though not in a unit called the Marvelettes. Larry Marshak, a concert promoter, holds the Marvelettes trademark. Widely reviled in the business, Marshak specializes in multiple editions of the same faux oldies act, so “the Marvelettes” can be appearing in Boston and Washington, D.C. — on the same night.		

In 1964 Holland-Dozier-Holland wrote “Where Did Our Love Go.” That the Marvelettes were allowed to reject it tells you how much Motown prized the group in that period. Rogers had dismissed the composition as “ridiculous, the most pitiful tune we’d ever heard.” The song then passed to you know who, who were humiliated at having to accept their enemies’ discards and would have vetoed it if they’d had the power. When the Supremes bowed at the Copa the following year, Diana Ross demanded that Berry Gordy drag Horton downtown (she was opening the next night at the Apollo Theater) for a large ringside serving of humble pie. The rest is history.		
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Welcome to Planet Mumblecore, where a new generation of lo-fi filmmakers want a piece of the pie.
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Despite a record-setting, recession-proof box office, the movie business has lost its middle. Blockbusters, based largely on toys and comic books, which can be turned into hugely lucrative franchises for the studios, have all but replaced movies aimed at a smaller and perhaps more discerning audience. In the recent past, the studios wanted their slates to contain all sorts of movies at different budgets, but today certain equations seem to dominate. Will the movie have a star attached? (Add $20 million to your cost.) Will it play around the world? (Add a no-English-necessary action component.) Will it appeal to the widest possible audience? (Meaning, males 18-49.)		
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In autumn, around awards season, the menu shifts toward more adult fare, but the studios’ emphasis is still on big. Last year, for instance, Warner Brothers decided not to release 
“Slumdog Millionaire”
because it felt no one in America wanted to see a movie set in Mumbai, partially in another language. Despite the film’s low budget, the Warner execs decided that the considerable cost of distribution and promotion would far surpass the estimated profits. Instead, in 2008, they preferred to spend their money on hugely expensive movies like 
“Speed Racer”
(which lost tens of millions of dollars) and the record-setting “Dark Knight” (which made $530 million). Like most studios, Warner preferred the big gamble to the small. And when “Slumdog” was scooped up by Fox Searchlight, where it made more than $140 million and won the Academy Award for best picture, Warner said it did not regret its decision. The thinking seemed to be: better a loud, super-expensive popcorn extravaganza than a quieter, smaller (and riskier) film.		

In this big-is-better environment, a new independent movement has emerged. It has the (unfortunate) title of “mumblecore,” a cinematic genre that focuses on characters, mostly in their mid to late 20s, who are caught somewhere between college and adulthood. Although the characters in these films don’t actually mumble, they are, mostly, in a state of in-between-ness. Emotions are keenly felt but, as in life, not always clearly enunciated. Characters are neither poor nor rich, particularly successful nor unsuccessful — they’re a little aimless, but aware of that aimlessness. It’s a limbo world: stories of ill-timed love affairs, small misunderstandings between friends, missed cues and minor victories. The intimacy of the genre is its strength; the nature of youth — and all that represents, even into middle age — is the heartbeat of these movies.		

The first mumblecore film to garner attention was
Andrew Bujalski’s 
“Funny Ha Ha”
in 2002. Like subsequent mumblecore films, it was made on a tiny budget (a low-budget studio-backed “independent” may cost as much as $10 million, while a mumblecore budget can be as low as $1,500) and starred what seemed to be nonactors. Bujalski represented the East Coast wing of the movement, while Mark and Jay Duplass were making movies with a similar mentality on the West Coast. 
“The Puffy Chair”
— directed by Jay, written by both and starring Mark — was my first exposure to mumblecore. It’s the story of a road trip with a mission, one that subtly reveals the tensions between two brothers and the women in their life. Like Bujalski, the Duplasses share a sensibility: they work with friends and family who double as actors, producers and crew. Nobody really gets paid much (if at all), and the mood on the set is a combination of speed and focused attention. There are few frills and a bare-bones aesthetic. Unlike, say,
Quentin Tarantino, who wanted 
“Reservoir Dogs,”
his first film, to evoke the style of Godard and Scorsese, the mumblecore team is aiming more for the territory of
John Cassavetes (sans the violence). Cassavetes directed movies with his friends and his wife in his home. He was trying to plumb the depths of the human psyche. Mumblecore shares that goal, but the approach is less aggressive, softer. Where Cassavetes was dark and murky, these filmmakers are less fraught and generally more optimistic. Their community seems to be lighter, more fluid, without Cassavetes’s free-floating sense of dread and potential loss.		

But they share an intensity. Mumblecore is, at heart, about small defining moments: the affair that didn’t quite happen, the conversation that shouldn’t have taken place, the missed opportunity and the lost chance. In 
“Humpday,”
which was released in July,
Joshua Leonard and
Mark Duplass play former college buddies who dare each other to make a gay porno starring themselves. Duplass’s character is married and is afraid he has lost all bohemian impulses, while Leonard’s character has been restlessly roaming the globe. These two straight guys are afraid of being conventional, staid, old.		

Lynn Shelton, who wrote and directed “Humpday” (and who also co-stars as a bisexual woman), has a casual approach to the sex scenes — they stop and start like sex scenes in life. That’s another defining element of mumblecore films — the romantic entanglements have a documentary, real-time quality. In 
“Medicine for Melancholy,”
directed by Barry Jenkins, a couple walk around San Francisco after their first night together, and in 
“In Search of a Midnight Kiss,”
which was directed by Alex Holdridge, the actor Scoot McNairy looks for love in Los Angeles.
Joe Swanberg, who at 28 has directed and starred in more than a dozen mumblecore films, bases most of his work on the complex nature of sexual entanglements. His most recent film, 
“Alexander the Last,”
starred
Jess Weixler as a married actress who is attracted to a fellow actor. When her sister starts sleeping with him, jealousy and passion collide.		

This emphasis on sexual tension is reason enough for the studios to take notice of the mumblecore movement. Big-budget romantic comedies have become stale and formulaic; the women in these movies are usually after the same goal — a husband who will complete them. In hits like 
“The Ugly Truth”
or 
“The Proposal,”
ambitious women are seen as sexless and, despite their beauty, unattractive to men. Mumblecore makes no such assumptions. The comedic elements are not based on physical debasement — instead, the lo-fi approach gives romantic encounters a greater authenticity.		

Fox Searchlight realized this when it hired the Duplass brothers to write and direct a movie for the studio, which will star
Marisa Tomei. Naturally, there have been charges of selling out and a fear that the purity of mumblecore will be corrupted by bigger budgets and known stars. As with any movement, factions have emerged. For our photo shoot, Swanberg did not want to be shot with the “Humpday” cast, as he feels they’ve become mainstream.
Greta Gerwig, who is perhaps the first break-out female star of the movement, canceled our shoot at the last moment because she is currently starring in a
Noah Baumbach film and mumblecore is in her past. And Bujalski flatly refused to participate. Vague reasons were given, but it became clear that he does not want to be categorized or made part of this club.		

I understand (sort of), but I am also impressed by the ingenuity and individuality that movies like these allow and encourage. “Alexander the Last” was never seen in theaters: it was shown at the South by Southwest festival in Austin, Tex. (the home of all things mumblecore — it is where the name was born in 2005). The movie received glowing reviews, and IFC made it available via its on-demand IFC Festival Direct network. This new form of distribution may become a model for other independent releases like 
“The Snake,”
a comedy written and directed by Adam Goldstein and Eric Kutner, which was also a hit at South by Southwest. While a major theatrical release can cost millions, pay-per-view services may pave the way for even greater creative freedom. “I just want to have impact,” Swanberg told me last spring. “This generation of filmmakers just might change things.”		
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Ten days after Don Fisher’s death, it was not just the presence of the man you could feel in his office but also the power of his simple idea. The picture window on the 15th floor of the Gap’s corporate headquarters opened onto a giant bow-and-arrow sculpture that Fisher and his wife had commissioned for Rincon Park as well as a million-dollar view of San Francisco Bay, where cargo ships as brightly colored as Gap T-shirts crossed under the Bay Bridge. His desk, an uncluttered Jules Leleu knockoff, was bare but for a phone, a mechanical pencil and a pad scribbled with lunch dates and unreturned calls. Also reclining there: an atypical wooden figure by Alexander Calder, circa 1928, the earliest piece in Fisher’s major collection of contemporary art. The founder of the largest American clothing company was as eager to make a competition of art expertise as he had been of the apparel business, and any visiting curator or sculpture maven could expect a pop quiz: who do you think made that? In 13 years, only two people had guessed correctly.		
 
The lower floors of the Robert A. M. Stern-designed headquarters were a warren of executive offices, most of which could double for a Gap store in a pinch. The atrium in the lobby had been constructed around a 60-foot-high, four-sided Richard Serra sculpture — 118 radiantly enigmatic tons of rusted steel whose reverberant interior moved the rock star and Gap collaborator Bono to serenade the company’s art specialist, Laura Satersmoen, with the aria “Nessun dorma” from Puccini’s “Turandot.”		

Fisher never stopped being amazed by the transformation of his company from a single store on Ocean Avenue in San Francisco into an iconic American brand. He was the oldest of three boys born to a family of secular Jews who rode horses and who believed, in the words of his grandmother, that one was closer to God on the back of a horse than in Hebrew school. Fisher was a middling student but a star athlete, captain of the swimming and water polo teams at Berkeley. After graduation, he reluctantly went to work in his parents’ cabinet business but eventually got into real estate, where he proved a tough negotiator with an eye for a bargain. He was famously tight, seeing no reason to take a cab when he could take the subway. About clothes, he knew next to nothing.		

All the more remarkable, then, that on the day he died last September, a month after the Gap’s 40th anniversary, at the age of 81, his personal net worth was estimated by Forbes magazine at $1.3 billion, and the store he’d started was now 3,145 stores encompassing 134,000 employees, five brands (among them Banana Republic and Old Navy) and, as of 2008, annual revenues of $14.5 billion. And all of it — not just the 10 miles of shop windows and the 40 million square feet of retail real estate in 25 countries but the pervasive cultural influence, the infectious jingle, the ubiquitous logos, the landmark ads and innovative marketing that made Gap clothes synonymous with American style and fueled the khaki craze and helped create a new day of the week known as casual Friday — all of it could be traced back to a eureka moment two years after the Summer of Love, when a precociously bald 40-year-old real estate developer couldn’t find a pair of jeans that fit.		

That was then. Though still as hard to miss as McDonald’s or Starbucks, the Gap has been much easier to avoid. For the last five years the company has been wandering in a retail wilderness, losing market share, customers and that most priceless commodity of a fashion brand, cachet. Some of its troubles stem from the emergence of new competitors that have beaten the company at its own game, but much of what ails the Gap is self-inflicted, the result of distracted management, overaggressive store expansion and lackluster merchandising, marketing and design. Fisher — who retired as chairman in 2004 but remained on the board along with his wife and co-founder, Doris, and their oldest son, Bob — watched with alarm as the company’s “comps,” or comparative same-store sales, began declining in 2005.		

“A five-year down cycle is longer than a down cycle should last,” said Gap Inc.’s chairman and C.E.O., Glenn Murphy, who was hired in 2007. “We can sit around and cry about it, but I say, Let’s fix it. The brand is there to be returned to its rightful place. It’s going to take talent and effort.”		

When Murphy, the former C.E.O. of a Canadian drugstore chain called Shoppers Drug Mart, was bidding for the job, Fisher flew up to Toronto and spent eight hours looking at stores with him. He told him he wanted all the brands revived, but he was particularly keen to see the Gap growing again. “The Gap is the emotional brand in the business,” Murphy told me last October. “As it goes, so goes the company.”		

At the start, there was nothing remotely iconic about the Gap. As the now canonical story goes, Fisher was vexed by his inability to find a pair of Levi’s with a 31-inch inseam and hit upon the idea of a store devoted exclusively to selling the era’s top brand of denim in all sizes and styles. At the time, department stores carried only the most common Levi’s sizes and a narrow selection of styles. There were a few specialty stores around, like Fred Segal in Los Angeles, but the possibilities of specialty retailing had hardly been tapped.		

On June 12, 1969, Fisher drew up a seven-page business plan written in the stuffy voice of a man trying to mask his lack of retail experience: “One fails to find sufficient attention and inventory dollars given to the pants classification.” He and Doris threw in $21,000 each and raided their three sons’ bank accounts for a third share. The space he’d leased on Ocean Avenue was near two colleges and a high school. In case his approach to the “pants classification” wasn’t enough to beguile young people (he envisioned a clientele of men and women ages 12 to 25), he decided to sell records too. The name he had in mind — Pants and Discs — probably would have killed the infant venture in its crib; providently Doris came up with “the Gap,” inspired by the term “generation gap.”		

Goosed by ads boasting “three tons of Levi’s,” business boomed right out of the gate. Within six months the records were gone. A year later there were three stores. Ten years later there were 400, the majority of them in malls. The Gap rode the demographic wave as Americans migrated to the suburbs. Unable to get all the product it wanted from Levi’s, the company began developing merchandise under its own labels. By 1983, the Gap had more than 500 stores and was pulling down $481 million in annual sales. But Fisher was unhappy. He hated the chronic markdowns and tacky yellow discount tags. The brand, he observed in his privately circulated autobiography, “Falling Into the Gap,” was stalled in “a schlocky off-price rut.” He could hold the terms of hundreds of store lease deals in his head, but the creative aspects of apparel retailing bewildered him.		

“We sort of forget today, but my father wasn’t proud of the business before Mickey came,” recalled Bob Fisher. “He didn’t know how to fix the Gap. Mickey had a vision.”		

“Mickey” was Millard S. Drexler, a young merchant raised in the Bronx who had made his name overhauling the Ann Taylor brand. Fisher hired him to run the Gap brand in November 1983, and 12 years later made him C.E.O. of the entire company. Drexler had the intuitive feel for fashion that his boss lacked. At Ann Taylor, he’d envisioned his archetypal customer as Jackie Onassis. At the Gap he was guided by the heretical idea that style and quality didn’t need to cost an arm and a leg. He brought in fleece and pocket tees and dress shirts and sweat pants in a wide palette of colors and natural fabrics. He put in new store décor, better lighting, diamond-shaped display tables. He consolidated all the Gap brands into one. The logo was redesigned. Out went the radio, and in came specially programmed music.		

Within six months of Drexler’s arrival, 450 Gap stores had been remodeled. Buying a pair of Gap jeans in New York, none other than Jackie Onassis declared, “It’s a pleasure shopping here after Bloomingdale’s.” Unable to find clothes for his 6-year-old son, Alex, Drexler started GapKids in 1986. In 1987 the first Gap outside the United States opened in London. In 1988 the Gap introduced its celebrated “Individuals of Style” ad campaign, which linked the brand to iconic portraits of celebrities as diverse as Willie Nelson, Sharon Stone, Karl Lagerfeld and the chef of Nobu. Wall Street tagged Drexler “the merchant prince” as revenues climbed steadily, topping $14.5 billion by the end of his tenure. The growth and visibility of the company made Gap jokes a staple of late-night comics. (David Letterman built a Gap store in his studio control room.) There seemed no limit to the brand’s influence or its cultural ramifications. Possibly it was just coincidence, but a year after the Gap outfitted Mikhail and Raisa Gorbachev and 130 members of their delegation in its jeans and white T-shirts, the Soviet Union collapsed.		

he perils of stagnation, of failing to attend to the tenor of the times, are well known to the Gap’s current regime. Don Fisher fired Drexler in May 2002 after the company sales slumped for 10 quarters and the stock crashed from $50 to $8 a share. The next C.E.O., Paul Pressler, lasted four and a half years; his big gamble on a new brand, Forth and Towne, was shuttered a month later.		

“When the merchandising and the design don’t click or stay true to the soul of the business, the whole thing can fall apart so fast,” said Bob Fisher, who served as interim C.E.O. until Murphy arrived in August 2007. In February of that year, Fisher appointed a longtime Gap employee, Marka Hansen, to lead the turnaround effort at the flagship.		

“I think the brand got tarnished,” Hansen told me. “A lack of confidence led people to chase and follow fashion rather than lead.”		

One of her first decisions as president was to stop television advertising. “Why would you invite anyone to dinner if you didn’t like your house?” she said. After four months on the job, she consolidated all Gap design under Patrick Robinson, who had worked for Perry Ellis, Paco Rabanne, Giorgio Armani and Anne Klein. Mindful of the Gap’s history, Robinson, now 42, was resolved not to get trapped in it.		

“You won’t hear me use the word ‘iconic,’ ” he told me last October as we toured the design offices. “If one of my team says they got an idea from some old movie in the 1970s, I run into the closet and scream. For us to make Steve McQueen clothes is not relevant. We’re at our best when we talk about how Americans are living today. That’s what we’re exporting — an interpretation of how Americans live. That’s our whole reason for being.”		

One of his initial criticisms was that Gap stores looked “broken.” They lacked visual continuity: there was no coordination in the merchandise color schemes, no unifying point of view or sense of a pertinent theme. After he was hired, Robinson took down the partitions at the Gap’s New York design offices so that various teams could interact and ideas could percolate across traditional categories. “This is my favorite room,” he said as we walked into the color vault, where there were switches for three kinds of light — fluorescent, incandescent and daylight — and the walls were covered with hooks holding some 3,000 coded swatches of fabric with poetic names like Deep Carrot, Bog Brown, Comet Blue and Corncob.		

In early meetings with Robinson and Karyn Hillman, the head of merchandising, Hansen posed a series of questions. What are we good at? What do we own? What can we do better than anybody else?		

“I hate our jeans,” Robinson said.		

“Me, too,” Hansen said.		

They decided to start right there. Focus groups uncovered the depressing fact that Gap jeans — “our birthright,” Hansen called them — were considered suitable for mowing the lawn but not for the office or for a date. For 18 months, they focused on “the denim initiative.” One goal was to siphon business from the premium denim companies like Seven for All Mankind, which were charging $200 for jeans that the Gap hoped to replicate for less than $60. It’s common knowledge among retailers that when women try on jeans, they turn around and scrutinize their butts while men crouch in front of the mirror to ascertain the constriction in the upper thigh area. Untold hours were spent with fit technicians — an actual job — poring over patterns and worrying about things like “back drag” and the variations in the 12 “core fits.” There were meetings to discuss the finishes on the waist shanks and the curve of the stitching on the fly zipper flap, and what kind of embroidery would be on the back pocket, and the shade of blue on the one blue rivet that was the agreed-upon signature touch of the new line. And of course the various washes, and the intensity of bleach-line “whiskering” and the degree of destruction in the “destructed” styles. What emerged was Gap’s 1969 Premium Denim line.		

“For years we tried to do dark denim,” Hillman told me one evening in her office. Hillman, 42, was dressed in a ruffled black and white plaid Gap blouse, the Always Skinny jeans from the new line and a killer pair of Dolce & Gabbana heels. “We’d buy it big, and it would never sell. Every three years we’d try it. This year we doubled down, and it’s been unbelievable. It broke the mold.”		

In June 2008, Ivy Ross, who had worked at Old Navy, returned to the Gap to head up marketing. I caught up with her at the Sony studios in Culver City, where commercials were being shot for the Gap’s return to television advertising for its holiday campaign. She was wearing a black nylon Gap jacket, a Gap shirt and strands of real pearls mixed with Swarovski cut crystals.		

“I knew my task was huge,” she said. “The soul of a brand is a feeling. Gap has in its DNA the idea that we know what’s up culturally, and we will infuse our product with what’s going on in whatever way that makes sense. I think where we fell short was that we got too tricky, too fashionable. Gap clothes need to be a blank canvas that anyone can find themselves in. The brand is a very American way of dressing, a common language where we connect.”		

On the cavernous set, a bunch of kids in Gap scarves and sweaters from the Holiday collection were rehearsing choreography with the director Michael Gracey. Gracey had been hired by the Gap’s new ad agency, Crispin Porter & Bogusky, a hot Miami-based shop that had come up with some comfy scenarios for the “cozy cabin” theme of the holiday collection. From a cursory glimpse, the dance routines didn’t look all that different from the spots of past years that featured slightly self-conscious celebrities capering around in Gap outfits. But Gracey’s hilarious babies-on-roller-skates commercial for Evian, which has gotten more than 24 million hits on YouTube, entitled him to the benefit of the doubt.		

Can the Gap catch fashion lightning in a bottle again? To say it can’t is as silly as to say it will. There is nothing to prevent the brand, with all its economic leverage, from stitching up some hits, pulling customers and becoming, in the words you hear a lot around the Gap, “cool” and “relevant.” But the times have changed. The marketplace is teeming with competitors like J. Crew, American Apparel and Uniqlo. Even if the Gap’s comps perk up, it seems unlikely that it can ever dominate the zeitgeist the way it did in the 1990s, when it was as much a cultural phenomenon as a place to get some pants. Even on a mass scale, fashion is still a quasi-mystical art that has less to do with dictating public taste than divining buried desires and seismic moods. If rag-trade glory were just a formula, Don Fisher could have done it on his own.		

Whatever the outcome, Fisher is not around to see it. “He had an amazing life,” said his oldest son. The founder made his last public appearance in June at a conference for 400 senior managers. Thyroid cancer had put a quaver in his voice. In July, to celebrate the revamped jeans, he and Doris took Hillman, Robinson and Hansen out to dinner. “He said, ‘I’m so proud of what you’ve done,’ ” Hillman recalled. In August, he telephoned Drexler, who got the feeling that Fisher wanted to make sure there were no hard feelings. They spoke for only a minute; Drexler, now chairman and C.E.O. of J. Crew, was not tempted to accept an invitation to attend the 40th-anniversary party on Aug. 21. Fisher, himself, was not well enough to attend. Up until the end, however, he was anxious to find a home for his art collection after the bruising rejection of his bid to build a museum in the Presidio National Park in San Francisco. On Sept. 25 he reached an agreement that would entrust the collection to the San Francisco Museum of Modern Art. He read the news in the morning papers. As the T-shirt says, art is long, life is short; one day later, he was dead.		
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Losing Fatherhood





Published: December 4, 2009 




Ruth Padawer’s cover story presents a problem that didn’t exist a mere decade ago. With the advent of cheap and positive DNA identification, a new generation of what can be called “defatherization” now is prevalent. While it’s true that these scientific advances have caused myriad legal problems, the basic rules of child-rearing must remain the same. Regardless of who is the genetic father, whoever has initially contracted into the guardianship of a child is ultimately responsible for that child’s welfare and upbringing. In the eyes of the law, this must be the basic premise. All other injustices and misrepresentations are merely superfluous actions based on selfish motives. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
RICHARD C. GESCHKE
Bristol, Conn.
There is ample precedent in New York and other jurisdictions for allowing a nonparent to petition for visitation and even custody of a child. In New York, you must demonstrate “extraordinary circumstances” to establish standing to proceed with such a petition. A situation in which a mother permits a father-child relationship to flourish for years would constitute an extraordinary circumstance. Preserving the nonbiological father’s and, more important, the child’s right to their relationship would shield the child from the catastrophic effects of a father’s desertion that often is motivated, in large part, by dollars and cents. Moreover, permitting the mother to retain an unfair bargaining chip against the father — threatening to sever the relationship unless the father continues to pay support — empowers the perpetrator of the fraud over the victim a second time.
STEVEN P. FORBES
Huntington, N.Y.
When deciding the best course of action after it is determined that a father is unwittingly raising a nonbiological child, courts should bear in mind that a pregnant woman, knowing that at least two men could be the father of her baby, will most likely choose the one better suited for parenthood. This may be her long-term partner, the father of her other children or simply the person with traits like emotional warmth and economic stability that would lead to the reasonable conclusion that her child would be safer and better cared for than with the other option, regardless of what a DNA test might reveal.
KIMBERLY ADAMS
Allentown, Pa.
Questions pertaining to the role of nonbiological fathers are simply a manifestation of the different approaches we take to gender matters: where women are concerned, we emphasize rights; where men are concerned, we emphasize responsibilities.
Padawer noted the idea that DNA testing should be mandatory at birth, regardless of the wishes of the parents, with the results communicated to both mother and father. The remaining difficulty would be obliging the biological father to pay child support. One sure way to bring some equity to a patently inequitable situation is to give a presumptive right of custody to any man who has been duped into paying child support.
HUGH NATIONS 

Former Director, LoneStar Fatherhood Initiative
Austin, Tex.
Requiring a man to sign verification of his knowledge of paternity upon birth seems backward. Why should he be held accountable later for having signed a paper without executing due diligence? Why not instead have the mother sign to affirm his paternity or require a DNA test in cases of uncertainty? She ought to be the one to put her name on a legal document that eliminates the possibility of misunderstanding and held liable if it turns out to be false.
MATTHEW SAFRAN
Ithaca, N.Y.
While I have genuine compassion for men who engage in the lives of their children and continue to pay child support after theydiscover that they are not the biological fathers, I have a very strong response to what feels like a skewed view of fathers and support, financial or otherwise. Where is the balanced story of the many children who are raised by single mothers because the fathers chose not to be involved or those children who are living at or below the poverty level because of deadbeat dads?
HEIDI RANKIN
Woodbury, Conn.
Padawer’s article reduced me to tears: tears for the children, tears for the fathers and tears for what paternity testing implies about the low levels of trust in even our most intimate relationships. As a child who was raised by my mother and my loving and tender stepfather (whom I would not have traded for anything) and who also had the blessing of a continuing relationship with my biological father, I would appeal to all those men out there who might be considering paternity testing on their children not to do it.
The ancient Greeks had a legend about a woman named Pandora, who was given a wedding gift by an angry god who told her to keep it closed. Prompted by her own curiosity, however, she opened it, unleashing a plague of evils, fear, distrust, suspicion and labor upon humankind. Ordering DNA testing for a child who has already accepted you as their father is such a “gift.” The information you may learn will have the capacity to destroy notonly your marriage but also your children.
Before you swipe that swab, sit down beside your son or daughter. Play a board game together. Laugh. Read a bedtime story. Then ask yourself if you are willing to leave all that behind and walk away from that child? And if you are, ask yourself one more question: How did I get to be a person who cares more about pride than about love and more about money than about a child who would give everything to have me in his or her life?
THE REV. DR. DEBORAH MEISTER 

(Episcopal Priest)
Highland Park, N.J.
Letters should be addressed to Letters to the Editor, Magazine, The New York Times, 620 Eighth Avenue, 6th Floor, New York, NY 10018. The e-mail address is magazine@nytimes.com. All letters should include the writer's name, address and daytime telephone number. We are unable to acknowledge or return unpublished letters. Letters may be edited for length and clarity.
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By MATT BAI


Published: December 2, 2009 





After Walter Cronkite died earlier this year, Frank Mankiewicz, the onetime Democratic operative, recalled in The Washington Post how he had proposed that George McGovern select the CBS anchorman as his running mate during the 1972 presidential campaign. Cronkite was, of course, one of the most admired men in America and a known skeptic of the war in Vietnam. And yet McGovern’s others advisers unanimously rejected the Cronkite gamble, not just because they feared he would say no but also because the boundary between journalism and elective office was so absolute that the thought of merging them struck aides as too desperate a ploy. Cronkite was “wholly outside of politics,” as Mankiewicz described it. Voters and party leaders, it was thought, could no more accept a newsman as a Democratic spokesman than they could imagine a politician broadcasting the evening news.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Now it seems that Cronkite’s brief moment as a vice-presidential contender may have been the first inevitable step down a treacherous path. Today we’re not at all surprised to hear names like Chris Matthews and Lou Dobbs tossed around as candidates for higher office. And while it used to be that only political aides of notable talent, people like Bill Moyers and Pat Buchanan and George Stephanopoulos (and, well, Chris Matthews), could make the tricky transition from politics to TV news, now it’s the politicians themselves — Joe Scarborough, Mike Huckabee — who find themselves ensconced as hosts on a cable-TV set. The door between politics and television news now isn’t merely revolving; it spins so fast and so continuously that a fair number of people no longer seem to belong neatly on one side or the other. Is Sarah Palin, at this point, a politician, or is she the star of some “frontier family” reality show? In fact, she seems to realize that the changed environment allows her to be both at the same time.
It’s not hard to understand why political figures are lured into the realms of punditry or even outright entertainment. For one thing, in an era when the business of campaigning never really stops, the incursion of politicians into the news media enables officeholders who are between jobs to stay in our faces. (Look at John Kasich, the former Ohio congressman who parked himself at Fox News for a while and is now running for governor.) This isn’t a strictly political phenomenon. It has now become routine, after all, for fired baseball managers and football coaches to sign on with ESPN or some other sports broadcasting division for a year or two, where they can make a bunch of money pontificating while also positioning themselves for the next big job opening. A fast-moving culture demands constant visibility; you can’t just leave the scene for a while and expect the phone to keep ringing. And if Rush Limbaugh makes $50 million a year, commands the loyalty of some 13 million listeners and routinely scares the striped ties off every Republican congressman in Washington, then why wouldn’t your average politician aspire to be in Rush’s chair rather than in, say, Mitch McConnell’s? 

But it’s not just self-interest that drives the media migration. It’s the ability to control the larger conversation. The same temptation existed in the print age, of course. Alexander Hamilton started the newspaper that would become The New York Post, and for a long time in America being in politics meant at least dabbling, more often than not, in local publishing as well. These days, in a fragmented media world, a successful cable-news show might draw a few hundred thousand viewers on an average night. (To put this in some context, NBC’s “Today” show attracted 6.3 million viewers on a single morning this month.) But a sizable portion of that paltry cable viewership comprises nearly every congressional aide, White House official and assignment editor in Washington, where it is rare to find a political or news office that doesn’t have multiple televisions tuned to the punditry parade. And thus, even more so than Limbaugh’s radio broadcasts, the cable-news shows take on outsize importance, defining the hourly debate for all those political influentials who, in turn, define it for the rest of us. If cable personalities are debating their guests about death panels and the propriety of bowing to the Japanese emperor, then it is most often these things — as opposed to, say, financial-regulation reform — that will dominate the daily discussion of, and even in, the Capitol. 
All of this has created an upside-down dynamic in Washington. For most of the country’s existence, prospective candidates have relied on their news-media ties to catapult them into office. As far back as the 19th century, the newspaperman Horace Greeley used his New York Tribune as a platform for his political career; more recently, Ronald Reagan made his radio commentaries the basis for a campaign agenda. Now, however, we may be confronting the opposite phenomenon: some politicians seem to seek office mostly for the purpose of landing on TV. How else to adequately explain the calculated outrageousness of obscure backbenchers like the Republican congresswoman Michele Bachmann (who said Obama was practicing “economic Marxism” and worried that the census could lead to another internment of American citizens) and her Democratic colleague Alan Grayson (who called one lobbyist a “whore” and other Republicans “knuckle-dragging Neanderthals”)? Once, new members of Congress might have tried to work their way up through the ranks of the House, hoping to prove themselves worthy of leadership posts or of statewide office — the way even a talented media provocateur like Newt Gingrich once did. But now, just by their willingness to be whisked off by Town Car to appear on some pundits’ panel at a moment’s notice, our legislators can bypass the hard work of governing and fashion themselves the televised leaders of populist mini-movements, celebrated heroes of the ideological fringe.

This blurring of the roles played by our elected officials and our cable-news personalities is beginning to redefine our notions of political leadership. On television, a leader is usually one who fairly erupts with passion, who stands up to the system, who can outsimplify and outshout sinister adversaries. We watch a Bachmann or a Grayson, a Sarah Palin or a Lou Dobbs, and we think, perhaps, Now there’s somebody with real convictions. The more mundane existence of those who actually govern the country, the colorless persistence of senators and congressmen who are barely recognized outside the Capitol dome, begins to feel more like smallness — or worse, a kind of capitulation to the status quo. The real harm in the merging of politics and cable news isn’t necessarily that we elevate the natural-born entertainers and the bullies among our politicians. It’s that we begin to undervalue everyone else, confusing the theater of politics with the indispensable real thing. 
Matt Bai writes on national politics for the magazine.
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By DEBORAH SOLOMON


Published: December 2, 2009 





The Kindle, an electronic reader brought out by Amazon two years ago, has become your company’s best-selling product and a great success story. But several rival e-readers are coming out in time for Christmas. What do you think of the Nook, for instance, from Barnes & Noble? 

We have a long tradition of not talking about other companies, which I’ll stick to.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]

Barnes & Noble claims on its Web site that the Nook has several advantages over the Kindle — for one thing, a Nook book can be lent to friends. You can forward the text to another user. 

The current thing being talked about is extremely limited. You can lend to one friend. One time. You can’t pick two friends, not even serially, so once you’ve loaned one book to one friend, that’s it. 

You have to pick just one person? What are you saying? It’s like “Sophie’s Choice”? 

It is “Sophie’s Choice.” Very nicely done. 

What do you say to Kindle users who like to read in the bathtub? 

I’ll tell you what I do. I take a one-gallon Ziploc bag, and I put my Kindle in my one-gallon Ziploc bag, and  
it works beautifully. It’s much better  
than a physical book, because obviously if  
you put your physical book in a Ziploc  
bag you can’t turn the pages. But with Kindle,  
you can just push the buttons.


What if you dropped your Kindle in the bathtub? 

If it’s sealed in a one-gallon Ziploc bag? Why don’t you try that experiment and let me know. 

Of all the books that Amazon sells, what percentage are digital books? 

For every 100 copies of a physical book we sell, where we have the Kindle edition, we will sell 48 copies of the Kindle edition. It won’t be too long before we’re selling more electronic books than we are physical books. It’s astonishing. 

How quickly are paper books migrating into their digital equivalents? 

When we launched Kindle two years ago, it was 90,000 titles, and today it’s more than 350,000. We’re adding thousands of titles every week. Our vision is every book ever printed in every language, all available within 60 seconds. 

But so much is missing. I see the so-called Kindle store doesn’t carry “The Catcher in the Rye” or “Franny and Zooey.” Is that because J. D. Salinger has declined to authorize digital editions of his books? 

You’d have to ask him. 

You’re a longtime science buff who studied electrical engineering and computer science at Princeton. Why did you want to be a bookseller in the first place? You have to go back in time to 1994, and there’s something very unusual about the book category. There are more items in the book category than there are items in any other product category. One of the things it was obvious you could do with an online store is have a much more complete selection. 




Initially, Amazon sold books exclusively, but it has since expanded into a retail omnivore that sells basketballs and vacuum cleaners and hamster food and everything under the sun. What is your goal, exactly? 

We want to have earth’s biggest selection. Earth’s biggest river, earth’s biggest selection. 

Is it true that you add digital books to your holdings on the basis of their popularity and their sales rank in paper form? 

Yes, that’s basically true. We also have a self-service platform where small publishers or even self-published authors can put their books on themselves.

How does that work? 

Basically you submit the book, you set the price for it, we charge the customer and then we give you 35 percent of the revenue. 

And Amazon keeps 65 percent? That sounds like a lot. 

Does it? You’re an author, what does your royalty check look like? Are your royalties 35 percent? 

No. Let’s not have that conversation. 

O.K., I think we’re done. 




INTERVIEW HAS BEEN CONDENSED AND EDITED.
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You Don't Matter







By BEN ZIMMER


Published: December 4, 2009 




 When James Cameron’s science-fiction opus “Avatar” comes to the screen this month, audiences will witness meticulously conceived alien characters — speaking a meticulously conceived alien language. To lend extra authenticity to the Na’vi — the tall, blue-skinned, vaguely feline humanoids living on the distant world of Pandora — Cameron enlisted the help of a linguist to construct a full-fledged language, with its own peculiar phonetics, lexicon and syntax. From the mind of Paul Frommer, a professor at the University of Southern California, was born a Na’vi language, with mellifluous vowel clusters, popping ejectives and a grammatical system elaborate enough to make a polyglot blush.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Why go to all the trouble? Do audiences really care if aliens on the silver screen are speaking in well-formed sentences? When the extraterrestrial visitor Klaatu barked orders to his robot companion Gort in the 1951 movie “The Day the Earth Stood Still,” nobody was too concerned about such linguistic niceties. Even with the “Star Wars” films, few moviegoers objected to the jabbering of the various alien races, which never amounted to more than a sonic pastiche. The films’ sound designer, Ben Burtt, often just manipulated bits of audio from different human languages for the nonhumans to mouth: some Quechua from South America for the bounty hunter Greedo, some Haya from Tanzania for Lando Calrissian’s odd little co-pilot, Nien Nunb. 
Among discerning science-fiction movie fans, however, expectations are more sophisticated now when it comes to alien tongues, and for that we have the Berkeley-trained linguist Marc Okrand to thank. Okrand worked as a consultant on the “Star Trek” films, and his crowning glory is the development of Klingon, the most fully realized science-fiction language devised thus far. I asked Okrand recently about the legacy of Klingon, and he was modest about his accomplishments. He wasn’t the first academic linguist brought on board for such a project, he explained — that honor most likely goes to Victoria Fromkin, a U.C.L.A. professor who fashioned a language for the apelike Pakuni creatures on the 1970s children’s TV series “Land of the Lost.” Okrand also spoke admiringly of the prehistoric languages that Anthony Burgess created for the movie “Quest for Fire” in 1981.
But it was Okrand’s invention of Klingon, beginning with “Star Trek III” in 1984, that set the standard for cinematic xenolinguistics. Working from a handful of Klingon lines that James Doohan (the actor who played Scotty) came up with for the first “Star Trek” movie, Okrand concocted a rich, internally consistent language, with a dictionary that has sold more than 300,000 copies. In her entertaining new book, “In the Land of Invented Languages,” Arika Okrent details how the rise of Klingon has spawned a passionate subculture of fans versed in the language. Now the guttural sounds of Klingon can be heard in everything from a coming opera by the Klingon Terran Research Ensemble in the Netherlands to YouTube videos of the inimitable Klenginem, a Trekkie who performs Eminem’s rap songs in Klingon translation.
Cameron clearly had Klingon in mind when he began envisioning the linguistic landscape of “Avatar.” About three years ago, he hyped Frommer’s development of the Na’vi language by boasting to Entertainment Weekly that it would “out-Klingon Klingon.” Frommer now dismisses this as a bit of Cameronian hyperbole, assuring me that he has nothing but respect for Okrand’s masterwork. In fact, Frommer got the “Avatar” assignment in part on the strength of his work on “Looking at Languages,” an elementary linguistics workbook that includes a student exercise in deciphering Klingon word order. (Klingon follows the unusual object-verb-subject ordering.)
While Frommer was working out the structure of Na’vi in 2005 and 2006, however, he studiously avoided looking at Klingon or any other constructed language (or “conlang” for short). Instead he drew on his mentor Bernard Comrie’s work on linguistic typology and his own wide-ranging study of languages as diverse as Persian, Malay, Hebrew and Mandarin Chinese. The most exotic items in the Na’vi sound system are three ejectives — kx, px and tx — that require explosive bursts of breath. They come in handy for such piquant epithets as skxawng, loosely translated as “moron,” which became a popular put-down among crew members during production.
Like Klingon, Na’vi needed to be exotic enough for audiences to recognize its alienness but not so exotic that it was beyond the ability of human actors to articulate. Despite the much-heralded visual effects of “Avatar,” Cameron insisted that the sounds of Na’vi speech remain unmanipulated. What’s more, the film depicts human characters with varying proficiency in Na’vi. Sam Worthington as Jake Sully must learn the language when he is projected into alien form to go undercover on Pandora. Meanwhile, an experienced botanist (Sigourney Weaver) schools an eager young scientist (Joel David Moore) in the finer points of conversational Na’vi.
It is in these linguistically credible interactions that “Avatar” may make its biggest contribution to science fiction. In her foreword to “The Encyclopedia of Fictional and Fantastic Languages,” Ursula K. Le Guin mocked the conventions of pulp sci-fi perpetuated by films like the “Star Wars” franchise: “the permanent hegemony of manly, English-speaking men, the risible grotesqueness of non-English languages and the inviolable rule that pretty women have musical names ending in ‘a.’ ” The linguist Harold F. Schiffman has similarly noted that alien languages in films are primarily designed to “confuse and amuse,” with little or no attention paid to the nuances of cross-linguistic communication. Our sci-fi heroes may still be buff English speakers, but a little sensitivity across the human-alien divide could help them seem less like skxawngs. 
Ben Zimmer is executive producer of visualthesaurus.com.
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The Ethicist



Taking on Unlikables




By RANDY COHEN


Published: December 4, 2009 





While interviewing law students for jobs as paid summer interns and full-time associates for my firm, I noticed several had résumés listing their activities in the Federalist Society. Some of my partners have conservative views similar to those of the society, but I do not. These students’ politics would not affect their professional function, but my review is meant to consider their judgment and personality (though I don’t need to give reasons for the assessments given). May I recommend not hiring someone solely because of his or her politics? NAME WITHHELD, GREENWICH, CONN.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
You may not. If candidates can do the job, bathe regularly and work well with others, you should hire them. As you note, their “politics do not affect their function.” Is it your position that only people who share your politics should be allowed to make a living? It was odious when membership in the Federalist Society was all but required for some jobs in the Justice Department; it is no more appealing to make that affiliation a bar to employment at your firm.
I am tempted to believe that those whose politics differ from mine lack “judgment and personality” and taste in clothes and finesse on the dance floor. But this proposition is unsupportable. As to judgment: politics is famously a subject about which honorable people differ. As to personality — whatever that means — even in an era when radio blowhards fulminate and Tea Party crackpots threaten violence against their political foes, it is possible to disagree with civility. You must abandon your mini-McCarthyism and cease denying employment to those you deem politically misguided.

UPDATE: Believing that all the applicants were qualified, but able to hire only a few, this person recommended rejecting each member of the Federalist Society.

I am a doctor. A hospital physician asked me to care for a notorious medical-malpractice attorney whose cases include “birth injury.” My wife is a pediatrician who has been sued. She was utterly innocent and the case was dropped, but the experience was devastating. I refused to accept this patient, partly because of my wife’s history, partly for fear that he might turn around and sue me someday and partly because I could never look at him impartially. Now I feel guilty. Thoughts? NAME WITHHELD
Do not reproach yourself. In an emergency, you must, of course, provide care to whoever needs it. But in ordinary circumstances, physicians may choose their patients. You can not be forced to practice medicine.
Your criteria for making that choice are subject to ethical scrutiny, like any other decision. Were you to reject all Jews or African-Americans or Canadians, you would show discreditable bias — anti-Semitism or racism or some weird anti-commonwealth hostility. (You can’t blame an entire nation for Cirque du Soleil.) But even reasons that seem trivial or idiosyncratic may be permitted. If you simply take a dislike to someone — he’s a blowhard; she’s whiner — and cannot rise above those feelings, then you may honorably turn those folks away. It is not foolish to want your workday free from intimate interactions with people you detest.
As to this particular would-be patient, you acted reasonably. Because you and your wife have a history that causes you to resent him and his cohort, your ability to view him dispassionately and thus act in his best medical interest may be compromised. Therefore, not only may you decline to take him on; you should decline. I might feel different if you practiced medicine in a provincial town on the Russian steppes, like some brooding doctor out of Chekhov, with no other physician within a thousand miles. But in your actual situation, go forth guiltlessly.

UPDATE: This physician learned that the would-be patient “was able to find another physician, so he’s not out there in the cold.”
Send your queries to ethicist@nytimes.com or The Ethicist, The New York Times Magazine, 620 Eighth Avenue, 6th Floor, New York, NY 10018, and include a daytime phone number. Randy Cohen’s podcasts of The Ethicist are now available at NYTimes.com, iTunes and Yahoo.com.
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A Real Find




By ROB WALKER


Published: December 4, 2009 





New York City offers some top-notch trash. Practically anybody who has lived there has noticed, or even taken home, a perfectly good end table or a bookshelf that has been left on the sidewalk next to bags of garbage by someone who didn’t want it anymore. Even city dwellers who don’t partake know about this informal circulation of goods as a feature of urban object culture played out in the public sphere. And in the 21st century, almost anything that occurs in the public sphere can also serve as an inspiration, or even a medium, for the formal circulation of goods: that is, for a marketing stunt. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
And so in early November, a marketing agency’s “street team” began scattering a client’s products on the sidewalks of Manhattan and Brooklyn. The client was Blu Dot, a Minneapolis design studio and maker of furniture that has enjoyed the praise of the design press for some years now. The product: Blu Dot’s Real Good chair, a slim metal seat that comes in several colors and normally costs $129. Twenty-five were placed on sidewalks. They stood out visually, and about half of them came with something extra: a hidden global-positioning-system device. This allowed the object’s movement to be tracked and its new owner located and, ideally, interviewed for a video that will be shown in Blu Dot’s SoHo store on Dec. 14, marking its one-year anniversary in New York.
John Christakos, one of Blu Dot’s founders, liked the sound of all this when Mono, a marketing agency, suggested the scheme. “We thought it was cool,” he says. “To me, it felt almost like a performance piece.” That said, he concedes to being a little concerned about how the “piece” might conclude: that some chair takers, when eventually contacted, would react with “cynicism,” seeing the whole exercise as “just a marketing ploy.” That’s a fair concern; everybody’s sick of the branding hype and endless sales pitches that seem to pervade daily life. But in fact, at least some of the chairs went to people who reacted in precisely the opposite way. As soon as they heard about the publicity stunt, they wanted to participate.
Mono shared with me some notes taken by the employees who placed the chairs (and often hung around to watch what happened), as well as footage of a few interviews for its video about the project. Chairs left in TriBeCa went quickly. Chinatown’s Confucius Plaza turned out to be one of the “toughest” environments, possibly because in that setting the chairs looked less like discarded furniture and more like an official part of a public environment. In contrast, the “fastest grab” involved a chair left in the gentrifying Bushwick section of Brooklyn and picked up about 10 seconds later. “An early-30s man, later discovered to be an industrial designer, walked past the chair and took it at once, without a pause in his gait or his phone conversation.”
Web features promoted the chair giveaway in real time: a Flickr account, a chair-tracking Google map on the Blu Dot Web site and a Twitter feed that announced chair locations. Thus a small pack of people ended up making a lot of effort to get a free chair. The chair in Confucius Plaza was eventually taken by a woman who arrived in a cab with that express purpose in mind. But there was some concern that the chairs would all be taken by design freaks with notable eyewear and huge lofts, as opposed to a cross-section of New Yorkers. So the Blu Dot team stopped Tweeting chair drops in advance. 
There were a few snags, like the woman who picked up a chair left in the West Village. “She noticed the G.P.S., ripped it out and continued on her way,” Team Blu Dot reported. And an attempt to plant one where a particular “eccentric artist” would encounter it was foiled when this individual walked past the chair without stopping — and a “cute, hip couple” took it instead. But Michael Hart, a founder and the creative director of Mono, sounds pleased with the results: a few hundred Twitter followers, a bunch of blog posts (including an epic recounting of the efforts of one of the chair-chasing scavengers) and, obviously, this column.
As for the potential negative reaction to this marketing as street theater, there doesn’t seem to have been much. Maybe there’s a parallel to the way most Americans are said to loathe Congress in general but keep re-electing their own representatives: Marketing is an awful intrusion, unless we’re totally into the chair (or whatever) being marketed. In any case, almost every locatable chair-taker was willing to be interviewed on camera — including that cute, hip couple. Turns out she’s a Fashion Institute of Technology student and he’s a furniture maker (with notable eyewear). In the footage I saw, he was the only person to muse about a great street find turning out to be real-life product placement. “I suppose in this day and age,” he observes, “it’s only a matter of time till something like this happens to each one of us.” 
Real Good Chair Promotion
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Cooking With Dexter



The Boiling Point




By PETE WELLS


Published: December 3, 2009 




I had dinner with my family one recent weeknight. All it took was leaving work an hour early.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Wait, that’s not quite true. A few other things needed to align. Like the Eighth Avenue Subway, which was running on time. Like Dexter, who’s 5, and Elliot, now 2, who were both well rested and well fed that afternoon, and just might be able to wait to eat until 7 p.m. without bursting into flames.
Like the groceries: there were sausage and a stalk of brussels sprouts in the refrigerator and, for once, an onion and a garlic clove in the cupboard when I needed them. My wife had just ended our olive-oil drought by picking up a bottle of green Sicilian stuff, along with a block of pecorino. 
And, crucially, there was a pot of water, put on the stove to boil before the tiny sprouts had begun sizzling in their pan of oil. The vegetables still ended up waiting while the thick, imported orecchiette was soft enough to bite. But without the head start provided by steaming water, the boys’ hunger would, without a doubt, have snapped its leash. 
Every working parent, I’m sure, intends to eat dinner with the family more often. We hate ourselves every time we read about a new study that’s supposed to prove that children who eat with their parents every night grow up to accumulate multiple vacation houses and offshore bank accounts, while the ones who don’t end up press-ganged on a Somali pirate ship.
Dexter and Elliot had better learn to swab the decks. We eat together on weekends, but on weeknights I have a hard time leaving the office. My wife, Susan, almost always manages alone. By the time I get home, they are on their way to bed. Once they’re tucked away, I start cooking a parents-only dinner, but just before their bedtime, I usually manage to put a pot of water on the stove. It’s a trick I learned from a Polish-French scientist and cookbook writer named Edouard de Pomiane.
Pomiane had his priorities straight. Early in his book “Cooking in 10 Minutes,” he gives detailed instructions for a complete meal that takes longer to eat than to prepare. He tells you how to make an omelet, how to sauté veal scallops with peas while eating the omelet, how to brew coffee and how to smoke a cigarette. (“Take a nice long puff, then blow the smoke to the ceiling.”) 
Pomiane’s book is full of salads that sound a little funny and main courses that you can’t make if you don’t own a can opener. Many of his 10-minute recipes leave you wondering if you can make a decent meal in less than half an hour. Maybe they’re better than they sound. In truth, I haven’t tried a single one. Yet almost every night I think about his advice: 
“The first thing you must do when you get home before you take off your coat is go to the kitchen and light the stove. . . .
“Next, fill a pot large enough to hold a quart of water. Put it on the fire, cover it and bring it to a boil. What’s the water for? I don’t know, but it’s bound to be good for something, whether in preparing your meal or just making coffee.”
This is serious advice. Every time I follow it, I’m glad. Even when I don’t use the water, all I’ve done is handed National Grid a few extra pennies for wasted gas. But that’s rare. More often, I end up confirming my belief that boiling is one of the most underappreciated kitchen arts.
Obviously, a pot of hot water comes in handy for pasta, as it did the night I made brussels sprouts and sausage. It’s useful for frozen ravioli, too, and shrimp, hard-boiled eggs, string beans and grains. If I suspect I’ll need to pour the water into a measuring cup, as I do when I’m making bulgur or polenta, I’ll heat it in a kettle. When I’m making rice salad, though, a huge pot is just right. Boiled like pasta in too much water, rice gives up its starch. Drained and cooled, it drifts apart into separate grains, no clumping.
Vegetables that I would have automatically roasted a few years ago now often get boiled for speed. Boiled (or steamed) cauliflower is tender and ready to receive whatever help you have in mind — brown butter and anchovies, maybe — within 15 minutes, when the same vegetable, roasted, would still be as tough as jumper cables. Turnip or mustard greens, collards and kale will braise faster and be more tender if they are blanched first. 
And thanks to Pomiane, every once in a while I boil potatoes, cut them into long wedges and then fry them. As you know, that is the best way to make fried potatoes at home, but it’s a technique I would never bother with if I didn’t already have a pot of water on the burner. 
More often, boiled potatoes, or carrots, or rutabagas, or parsnips, or celery root, or some combination of them, end up in a rough mash, seasoned with scallions, chives, citrus zest, saffron. I butter and salt these mashed vegetables prodigally, as if the world were ending at midnight. 
Setting a big pan of water on a high burner is the cool-weather equivalent of firing up the grill. Each year sees dozens of new books about grilling, yet like other devotees of Pomiane, I’m still waiting for “The Joy of Boiling.” Since my stove has a big front burner marked Power Boil, I never wait more than 10 minutes for a two-gallon pot to bubble. Nevertheless, any one of those 10 minutes could be the one when Elliot or Dexter decides to leave civilization behind and embark on a course of pure, violent savagery.
Even the suppressed combat of the office is civilized compared to what Susan sees at home most nights. Even at their worst my colleagues don’t get down on the floor and wrestle over who gets which chair. They don’t cry over spilled milk, let alone throw their heads back and screech. 
My wife, who faces the savages every weeknight, is the hero of this story. Each night when I saunter through the door and start a pot of water for the adult dinner, I fall deeper in debt to her. Inspirational though he is, even Edouard de Pomiane doesn’t have a trick for paying her back. 
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It’s Just a Texas-Governor Thing




By ROBERT DRAPER


Published: December 2, 2009 





“Now I think you’re on to a better subject,” declared Gov. Rick Perry aboard a private plane as the topic turned to Texas. With relish, the longest-serving governor in the state’s history recounted its uninhabitable past. “I think it was Sheridan that said, ‘If I owned hell and Texas, I would rent out Texas and live in hell.’ I mean, this was a really hard place. You look at the men that founded it — the Bowies and the Travises, even Sam Houston, in my opinion possibly the greatest leader this country’s ever developed. . . . I don’t think Texas becomes an urbany, really highly cultured place until like the last decade.”

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Nasty storm winds slapped the plane along its journey south to Laredo. Perry, a former Air Force pilot with the rugged veneer of a “Bonanza” cast member, sat unperturbed with a plastic bag full of popcorn in his lap and rhapsodized further about the revered Republic of Texas’s president. “Houston became a Christian late in life because of his wife,” he said. “He was running for the presidency in 1860, and she talked him out of it. She thought he would lose his mortal soul if he ran for the presidency. He was highly respected in the North — an anti-slave Southerner. There are those that think he would’ve won the presidency of the United States and we probably would not have had a civil war. Interesting.” 
The governor was grinning broadly. “Then we wouldn’t have had Abe Lincoln,” I pointed out.
Perry contemplated this for barely a second before replying, “Maybe Sam Houston would’ve been better.”
He sat back and munched on his popcorn, clearly pleased to have said something that might provoke incredulity somewhere. In the past 12 months, Perry has endorsed “Choose Life” license plates as an option for Texans, hinted that his state might do well to secede from the Union, replaced commissioners who were about to review whether he allowed the execution of an innocent man and charged that President Barack Obama is “hellbent on taking America toward a socialist country.” And today, in his ostrich-skin cowboy boots with popcorn tumbling down his shirt while talking up Sam Houston and Christianity and oozing sufficient levels of testosterone to detonate a Geiger counter, Rick Perry was doing a fine impression of George W. Bush on steroids. But he was also revealing their acute differences. That crack about losing your soul by running for the presidency was one of Perry’s incessant stabs at all-corrupting Washington — the kind of thing a member of the Bush political dynasty would never say. More revealing, though, was his passing suggestion that Texas had acquired its sophistication only in the last decade, that is, during Perry’s tenure as governor (which began when the lieutenant governor ascended to complete Bush’s unexpired term in December 2000). This, of course, is not only an audacious claim but also an implicit swipe at his predecessor.
Perry’s opponent in the Republican gubernatorial primary on March 2, 2010, as he seeks a record third full term, isn’t Bush, obviously, but rather the state’s senior U.S. senator, Kay Bailey Hutchison. Nonetheless, as the ex-president spends his retirement giving speeches and scribbling his now-nearly-completed memoirs in Dallas, his ghost hovers over the Texas governor’s race in ways that aren’t immediately obvious. The George W. Bush who was governor was a consummate “uniter-not-a-divider,” and there remain many Texans who fondly recall that model and blame Perry — a big-business booster and social conservative whom Paul Burka, the respected Texas Monthly political commentator, recently described as being “more about politics and ideology than governing” — for its disappearance. The temperamental basis of Hutchison’s campaign is that, unlike her “arrogant” opponent, she will restore comity to governance and thereby make the ever-shrinking Republican Party more attractive to moderates. 
By contrast, the Bush who was president has been seen as divisive, and not just by Democrats. Indeed, of late his harshest critics have come from hard-core conservatives who charge that Bush’s federal activism in education, his unbalanced budgets and (most egregiously) his sponsorship of the Troubled Asset Relief Program (TARP) bailout paved the runaway path down which the free-spending Democrats now gallop. While campaigning on behalf of the presidential candidate Rudolph W. Giuliani in Iowa two years ago, Perry himself volunteered that Bush “has never, ever been a fiscal conservative.” Today, Bushworld veterans like Karl Rove, Karen Hughes and Margaret Spellings are Hutchison supporters. Most of them happen to be personally close to the senator. But another factor, acknowledges one adviser to the ex-president, is “vindictiveness due to the way he” — Perry — “behaved toward Bush.” 
Perry’s chief strategist, Dave Carney, accounts for the dearth of support among Bush alumni differently. “They’re not conservatives,” he said. “They’re country-club Republicans.” When I asked if he really believed Rove was a “country-club Republican,” Carney replied: “Yeah, absolutely. It would be impossible to deny that there are Reagan Republicans and there are Bush Republicans.” To the Perryites, then, the future of the G.O.P. — in Texas and beyond, next March and thereafter — requires buying into Carney’s assertion that yesteryear’s “Reagan Republicans” and today’s “movement conservatives” are one and the same. 
The Texas Republican gubernatorial primary is thus shaping up to be a public airing of that national party’s internal discontents. The issues and cultural references in the race are unmistakably Texan. But the contest’s central question — whether a highly popular general-election Republican (Hutchison) can defeat a less-popular Republican (Perry) who nonetheless knows how to excite conservative primary voters — goes to the heart of the party’s overall vitality. In an effort to reclaim Reagan’s scepter, both campaigns are aggressively ignoring the Gipper’s 11th Commandment to not speak ill of fellow Republicans. The mounting ugliness between “Slick Rick” and “Kay Bailout” seems destined to turn off independent voters because, as the veteran political handicapper Charlie Cook observes: “in a primary, shrillness matters. It’s a race to the fringe.” 
Republicans gamely offer the upside, as Democrats did last year while Hillary Clinton was heaving the kitchen sink at Obama. Disagreement? Healthful! Extended brawl? Great for turnout! Until recently, the Republicans could play down the damage from infighting by assuming that whoever prevailed would most likely face a weak Democratic candidate, Tom Schieffer, in the general election. But two weeks ago, Schieffer bowed out of the race. The mayor of Houston, Bill White, who has a large war chest for a campaign for the Senate, then announced he would consider switching races to run for governor. 
It’s bad enough that a sitting governor not beset by scandal is about to be embroiled in a costly (perhaps as much as $50 million) intraparty contest before a potentially tough general election. But in 2010, as the party writ large struggles to coalesce around a singular leader and message, the spectacle of two well-known Republicans savaging each other is a midterm gift to the Democratic National Committee. The pain is already being felt in Texas. Each candidate lays a claim to Texas royalty (Perry’s great-grandfather served in the Texas House in 1892, while Hutchison’s great-great-grandfather was among the 54 men who signed the Texas Declaration of Independence in 1836). Each is a Karl Rove protégé. Back in 1990, when each first ascended to statewide office (he as agriculture commissioner, she as treasurer), the two fresh-faced Republicans campaigned together and were seen as the party’s twin stars. Today they’re each other’s worst enemy. 

“I’m in it to save our party,” Kay Bailey Hutchison told me one morning this past October, “because I was there from the beginning, when it wasn’t cool to be a Republican.”
“Are you saying you made it cool to be a Republican?” I ventured jokingly. 
The senator’s campaign manager, Terry Sullivan, laughed, but she did not. Nor did she smile. “I’m saying he wasn’t there in the beginning,” she stated, referring to Perry’s having switched parties in 1989. “He’s a Republican of convenience. I’m a Republican of conviction.”
Compared with that of her backslapping opponent, Hutchison’s levity deficit is notable. When she was state treasurer in the early ’90s, her employees complained that she was abusive, and today Matt Mackowiak, who resigned last April as the senator’s press secretary, admits that she can be “somewhat needy and demanding.” Then again, the assorted cruelties perpetrated against their staff members by alpha-male Texas officeholders like Lyndon Johnson and former Lieut. Gov. Bob Bullock hardly detract from their legendary status. That Hutchison — who has written two books about pioneering American women — may come off as a tightly wound survivor in a male-dominated profession seems a relatively benign infraction, if one that the Perry camp hopes will metastasize over time. She is, as Sullivan puts it, “a driven lady”: University of Texas cheerleader and law-school graduate; TV reporter; bank vice president; state legislator and treasurer; and in 1993 the first Texas woman to be elected to the U.S. Senate. To this day, Hutchison remains one of the state’s most popular figures: in February, Public Policy Polling found that 76 percent of Texas Republican primary voters viewed her favorably. “Though she scores just as high as Perry on the conservative voting chart, Hutchison has softer edges,” says Bruce Buchanan, a professor of government at the University of Texas. “Like Bush, she comes off as the kinder-gentler practitioner of bipartisanship.”
Exactly how different Texas would look under Hutchison is unclear. Though her refusal to repudiate Roe v. Wade has upset some conservatives, Hutchison, like Perry, gets high ratings from pro-life and pro-gun groups, and she has consistently talked tough on immigration issues. “I’m not sure why she’s running for governor,” says Joe Allbaugh, the former FEMA director and sole prominent Bush affiliate to be backing Perry, though he refers to Hutchison as a friend. “I mean, is she running for better education? Prison reform? Tort reform? The military? What is it? She’s yet to articulate or crystallize it, and it’s gotten late in the game.” 
Playing into the allegation that Perry has rewarded his allies with appointments and lucrative contracts, the candidate tells supporters that it’s time “to take back Texas” from the “Austin insiders and lobbyists.” Similar rallying cries might have helped Sarah Palin win the Alaska governorship, but they don’t sound especially convincing coming from Hutchison, whose strengths are decidedly senatorial. At her best, she projects levelheadedness, caution and knowledge of the world outside Texas. Her love for her native state has been chiefly expressed through the insider’s game of appropriations. Dick Armey, the former House majority leader and a Hutchison supporter, told me that she once got in his face over refusing to protect a Texas military base from closing, telling Armey, “You’ve got to love Texas more than this!”
Parochial sentiments notwithstanding, Hutchison told me unequivocally that her contest with Perry has national implications for the Republican Party. “If we don’t see the losses in the House and Senate as meaning that we need to retool our party and our message and our governing strategy, then we’re going to keep losing,” she said that October morning as we flew from Dallas to Waco on a campaign-chartered plane. Nonetheless, as she spent that day attending four different events across the state to trumpet her endorsement by the Texas Farm Bureau, Hutchison’s calibrations seemed less about “retooling” and more about soothing the base of conservative voters. Determined not to resemble a buttoned-up Washingtonian, Hutchison instead went the “Oklahoma!” route, garbing herself in a denim blouse, flouncy skirt and monogrammed cowgirl boots to blend in with the studiously quaint backdrops of hay and tractors and quarter horses. At every stop, she vowed to defeat the “government takeover of our health care system.” She spoke expansively about low taxes and private property rights but did not bring up topics likely to appeal to swing voters like the environment or alternative energy sources. (Perry, whose base credentials are unassailable, discussed both during the day I spent with him.) 
Hutchison does not possess Perry’s colorful bombast, but she is a poised campaigner who does not commit unforced errors. That said, it has been 19 years since she has faced serious opposition, and the evidence would suggest that Perry — “a guy that’s got dirt under his fingernails,” says Charlie Cook, “who’ll say or do anything it takes to win” — has gotten into her head. She mentioned to me that a trespasser had recently photographed her McLean, Va., residence (which she has since sold), and that she imagined the images would soon appear in a Perry campaign ad as proof of her Beltway rootedness. When her campaign announced that Dick Cheney would be endorsing the senator (hardly a move likely to endear Hutchison to independents), Perry’s spokesman, Mark Miner, wasted no time replying, “The Washington establishment likes to stick together.” 
“Of course we’re not Washington!” Hutchison insisted to me. “I’ve spent the same amount of time at home” — in Dallas — “as I do in Washington. And unlike some senators, I go out in the communities. I’m a grass-roots person, and I’ve always been a grass-roots person!”
For some time, Hutchison has made no secret of her eagerness to return to Texas. In 2005, she made it clear that she wished to challenge Perry for the governorship. At Perry’s behest, several prominent Republicans persuaded her that to do so would be bad for the party. According to two individuals with knowledge of the conversations, Perry or a surrogate called several G.O.P. leaders, including Karl Rove at the White House, and suggested that 2010 would be “her turn.” 
Politicians have been known to change their minds about such matters — to which Hutchison can herself attest, having run for a third senatorial term in 2006 after having promised to serve only two. And so Perry’s announcement in April 2008 that he would run yet again did not divert her from the race. That same month, she hosted a dinner for the Texas Federation of Republican Women on Capitol Hill. One woman present, Kathy Jones, says that she asked Hutchison, “Why would you even consider this, when we need you so badly in Washington?”
According to Jones, Kay Bailey Hutchison’s tart reply was, “Texas deserves the best.”
 1961, a New Yorker writer named John Bainbridge, who had left his home in Bronxville, N.Y., for a nine-month stay in Texas, channeled Alexis de Tocqueville in “The Super-Americans.” Today a largely overlooked classic, the book argued that the Lone Star State was like America except more so: more optimistic, more preoccupied with bigness, more obsessed with self-invention. For those of us raised in the shadows of the Astrodome, Bainbridge’s references to newly enriched oilmen trading in their Cadillacs once the ashtrays require emptying are blush-inducing but hardly unfamiliar. And in any event, “The Super-Americans,” like Tocqueville’s “Democracy in America” 126 years before it, ultimately acquits its subject, proclaiming Texas to be “the land of the second chance, the last outpost of individuality, the stage upon which the American Drama, in all its wild extremes, is being performed with eloquence and panache, as if for the first time.”
Today’s Super-America looks a bit different. Its Hispanic population is both the state’s fastest-growing and its most impoverished. Texas’ high-school graduation rate is among the nation’s lowest, and its percentage of residents who lack health insurance is the highest. And as The Austin American-Statesman recently reported, “More government money has been spent on the cause of sexual abstinence in Texas than any other state, but it still has the third-highest teen birth rate in the country and the highest percentage of teen mothers giving birth more than once.” 
Still, the Texas proclivity for what Tocqueville termed America’s “irritable patriotism” continues to thrive. Though any election is invariably a referendum on the incumbent, criticizing Rick Perry’s performance in a way that can be construed as speaking negatively of Texas is no way for Hutchison to earn votes. Unsurprisingly, then, a favorite Perry campaign tactic has been to frame the senator’s harsh rhetoric as tantamount to “tearing down Texas” or “insulting to countless Republicans who have worked tirelessly to make our state the envy of the nation.”
Perry is himself a gifted boaster. This past September in Washington, he met with a dozen or so Beltway journalists at the offices of the American Gas Association so that — as he put it to us — “you can kind of hear straight from this horse’s mouth about what’s going on in the State of Texas.” The governor then lovingly unspooled his litany: “Texas is the No. 1 exporting state in the nation. We’re the state that is the destination when people move from one state to another, for the fourth year in a row. More Fortune 500 companies call Texas home than any other state. In 2008 we created more jobs than the other 49 states combined.” To some ears, Rick Perry is insinuating that Texas — long a right-to-work state with no state income tax and a limitless supply of semiskilled labor from neighboring Mexico — has become a business-friendly state only under his administration . . . which, even by Texas standards, would be a boast for the ages.
Like George W. Bush before him, Perry has declared that being governor of Texas is the best job there is. Never one to be confused with a workaholic — until recently, says a friend, Perry “traveled a long ways on some good looks” — the task of being a constitutionally weak chief executive who asserts his authority through appointments and speeches seems to suit him. Even so, Perry’s years as governor of a conservative state have not been accompanied by high approval ratings. His plan to build a network of toll roads met with loud resistance from landowners and was subsequently scuttled. Similarly, the State Legislature turned back the governor’s executive order in 2007 mandating that all teenage girls be vaccinated for a virus that can cause cervical cancer. In both cases, critics charged that the initiatives were designed to reward lobbyists who were tight with Perry. As of July, Perry’s statewide approval rating stood at 42 — and this was well after Perry had titillated the base in April by telling a reporter that Texas was “able to leave” the Union and that “if Washington continues to thumb their nose at the American people, who knows what may come of that?” 
Having blown the dog whistle that one time, Perry has been shrewd enough to leave it at that, for the most part. (When one of the Washington journalists asked him if Texas did in fact have the right to secede, the governor replied: “I will leave that to a constitutional lawyer to decide. You could take Laurence Tribe and Lino Graglia, and you would probably get different answers.” Later I called Graglia, a conservative scholar, who stated, “No, I don’t think there’s any basis to that claim.” The left-leaning Tribe concurred when I contacted him, adding, “Governor Perry will have to find some other foil for his outlandish view.”) His mantra since that Secession Moment has been the 10th Amendment of the United States Constitution. Ratified in 1791 as one of the Bill of Rights, it states succinctly that “the powers not delegated to the United States by the Constitution, nor prohibited by it to the States, are reserved to the States respectively, or to the people.” 
To Perry, the matter of states’ rights — for generations a tool used by previous Southern governors to institutionalize injustices against African-Americans — has gained new salience with the advent of trillion-dollar deficits and increasing federal intervention into the private sector. But when I asked him why he was not vocal during the Bush years of ballooning budgets and federal activism, he grinned sheepishly and replied, “A timid soul, is all I can say.” He added, with not much conviction: “I did talk about it. I may not have gotten quite the — I talked to people about it.”
“You talked to friends about it,” I suggested. “You talked to aides about it.”
“Look, although the Republicans spent too much money, they were pikers compared to this administration and this Congress,” the governor said, now feeling his oats again. “So I think trying to paint all these guys — Bush, the Republicans, and Pelosi, Reid and Obama in the same — that’s like trying to compare a third-grade artist with Michelangelo. . . . From my perspective, it was a more manageable problem. Starting in September of ’08, I started seeing an unmanageable problem.”
Perry was referring to the TARP bailout. “What would have been your remedy, then?” I asked.
He shrugged. “What was our remedy then is still the remedy,” he said. “Cut the spending, cut the taxes.”
Perry didn’t make clear how a little ad hoc belt-tightening on the part of Congress would have allayed a collapse of the financial markets. He seemed, instead, skeptical that such a collapse had been imminent. At his San Antonio event, I watched him mockingly recall “the cries that ‘the sky is falling, the sky is falling — you have to do something, and if you don’t do something, the markets are going to crash and the economic world as we know it is going to vaporize into thin air.’ ” Most economists might take issue with the governor’s sentiment. Then again, economists are unlikely to decide the outcome of the Texas primary. Hutchison’s position — that she voted for that first recovery bill but is now “very disappointed in TARP” and “if I’d known then what I know now, I probably wouldn’t have” voted for it — may be intellectually honest but also, as a sound bite, tortuously Kerry-esque.
“I guarantee you our message is much simpler and more believable — hers is a mess,” Dave Carney told me. Yet Perry has displayed a fighter pilot’s maneuverability during this election cycle. Though a vocal a critic of Obama’s financial recovery package, the Texas governor readily accepted all but a small fraction of the relief money offered to his state. (“It’s our money — we sent it up there,” Perry told me.) One October evening I listened to Perry the states’ rights champion tell the Justice Foundation, a Texas organization that promotes the rights of the unborn, that “as a pro-life Texan, I’d like to see our national laws reflect our shared priorities.” In discussing his earlier days as a Democrat, Perry told me that he returned home from the 1978 state Democratic convention and observed to his father: “Dad, those guys at the convention aren’t like you and me. They are very liberal.” Fully 10 years later, however, Perry served as state co-chairman for the Democratic presidential candidate Al Gore. He has been quick to dismiss Hutchison’s blue-ribbon conservative supporters — Cheney, Armey, Phil Gramm — as zombies of the Beltway, telling me: “I’m saying everybody that’s been out there is tarred. Everybody.” This, however, did not compel Perry to refuse the endorsement of the Mississippi governor, Haley Barbour, who spent a decade as one of Washington’s pre-eminent lobbyists.
Agile politician that he is, Perry possesses a nearly unerring sense of what he can get away with. On Sept. 30, he replaced three members of the Forensic Science Commission, a state board that was just about to revisit the case of Cameron Todd Willingham, who was convicted of killing his three children in an arson blaze but maintained his innocence all the way up to his state execution in 2004. The move had the effect of slowing the review process, but the governor told me two days later, “All I did was follow normal, routine replacement of people” whose terms had expired. Editorial boards across the state have shown extreme skepticism of his explanation. When I contacted John Bradley, the law-and-order Republican whom Perry named as the F.S.C.’s new commissioner (and someone I have known casually for more than three decades), I asked him if he had seen any evidence that Perry was concerned about appearances of a rigged commission. “No, I haven’t,” Bradley said. 
Still and all, the governor has reason to be unworried: according to a Sam Houston State University poll taken in 2007, 74 percent of Texans (including Kay Bailey Hutchison) support the death penalty, and the face of Willingham is not likely to appear in any Hutchison campaign ads.

On his airplane, I asked Rick Perry if he was taking a few tough swings at Kay Bailey Hutchison in hopes of scaring her out of the race. Perry grinned and replied, “Those are your words, by the way.”
“Well, it’s my question,” I said.
Laughing, the governor said, “It is a question that holds some truth.”
But just as Texas pride would constrain Hutchison from being too critical of the state’s woes, so, too, would Texas chivalry dictate that Perry pull his punches. After all, in the state’s 1990 election, the Republican candidate and West Texas rancher Clayton Williams may have cost himself the governorship by refusing to shake Ann Richards’s hand and by vowing to “head her and hoof her and drag her through the dirt.”
Hutchison, for her part, acknowledges that her popularity is somewhat ephemeral. “When it comes to specifics, I haven’t had one thing that resonates with a whole focus group,” she told me, which opens her up to being defined by the Perry campaign. Thus far, however, the Hutchison campaign’s greatest injuries have been self-inflicted. After an impressive kickoff at the beginning of the year, her candidacy all but disappeared. Hutchison spent the past several months dithering over when to quit her Senate seat to campaign full time until finally deciding in November not to quit at all, by which time one poll had her 11 points behind Perry. She recently explained to me that “I’m going to be a player” in writing conservative amendments to the Democratic health care legislation — that “it would hurt me if people thought I was quitting when the most important issue of my entire Senate term comes out.” When I suggested that remaining as senator might lead voters to think that she’s hedging her bets, Hutchison replied: “Well, I hope not. I hope that what they will see is that I’m making the decision about what’s best for Texas, even at a huge disadvantage to my political success.” 
But is Hutchison’s candidacy, and the angst it inflicts on the party, “best for Texas”? A similar question could be asked of Rick Perry: What unfinished business necessitated his going back on his promise and running for a third full term? The answer may have something to do with Perry’s ambitions, and with the fact that big-state governors tend to find their way onto a national stage. When I suggested to the governor that his anyone-who-crosses-the-Potomac-is-tainted rhetoric would result in derision should he ever run for a job in Washington, he assured me, “You won’t see me there.” But a prominent national Republican who knows Perry well asserts that Perry campaigned for Giuliani in hopes of becoming the latter’s vice-presidential choice. And a politically connected friend of Perry’s says: “My belief is that if he’s elected governor, he will immediately begin the campaign for president. Don’t get me wrong — he doesn’t expect to be president. But he will be an attractive candidate to be on the ticket with somebody because he’s the Texas governor and he’s got a great financial base and is a proven winner.”
A more vexing puzzle is whether either candidate offers a winning road map for the state’s Republican Party. Four years ago, Texas joined Hawaii, New Mexico and California as “majority-minority states,” with 50.2 percent of its 22.5 million residents belonging to minority groups. Today, 30 percent of all Texans speak Spanish at home. Though Perry has appointed a Latina to the Texas Supreme Court and Hutchison expressed to me her concern that “we have not done enough to bring Hispanics in who have the same basic values that Republicans do,” neither candidate spoke directly about Hispanic issues when I followed each of them. When I observed to one of Bush’s top advisers that the candidates seemed to be ignoring the state’s changing demographics while instead targeting the G.O.P. base, the response was one of palpable disgust: “Amazing, isn’t it? And the Hispanic vote is gettable — that’s the frustrating thing about it. Perry will probably benefit by that strategy in the short term. But I think the long-term consequences are stark.”
Dick Armey is among the handful of Texas Republicans who see little harm in next March’s contest. “When I first came to Texas in 1967,” he told me, “the only race you had was primaries between Democrats. They managed to cope with it emotionally.” Still, the question that awaits an answer is not whether the Texas G.O.P. will emerge from next March’s alley fight with a smile on its face, but whether it will be any wiser for the experience. 
Robert Draper is a contributing writer for the magazine and the author of “Dead Certain: The Presidency of George W. Bush.”
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Rebel militants in the Niger Delta have used kidnapping and sabotage to disrupt oil production.
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TWO CARLOADS OF gunmen wearing ski masks parked outside Goodfellas, a popular karaoke bar in the Nigerian city of Port Harcourt, on a damp August night in 2006. When the first militant barged through the front door, he was holding an automatic rifle and yelling, “Everybody down!” John, a gregarious Scottish oilman, was sitting at a round table near the entrance, watching one of the owners, another Scot, impersonate Mick Jagger while singing “Satisfaction” at the karaoke machine. He and the other 50 or so bar patrons dove for cover. John lay motionless on the ground as the intruders scanned the floor, randomly picking hostages.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Port Harcourt is the most populous city in the Niger Delta, a sprawling wetland in southern Nigeria that covers an area the size of Kentucky and possesses vast amounts of light, sweet crude oil. John, who specialized in offshore engineering — and whose full name cannot be given here because he still takes jobs in the delta — moved there in 1992, lured by the city’s boomtown aura. His new salary dwarfed what he had been making back in Aberdeen, the heart of Europe’s petroleum industry (thanks to North Sea oil). Nigeria’s proven reserves are the 10th largest in the world, and the swamps of the delta provide almost all of it. In the past 50 years, foreign oil companies and scores of crooked politicians have made billions of dollars while most residents of the Niger Delta continue to live in squalor. 
John had been working in the delta for 14 years when the kidnappings started. He saw the reports in early 2006 of expatriates being taken from offshore oil rigs by a group called the Movement for the Emancipation of the Niger Delta, or MEND. MEND pledged to cripple the Nigerian economy, and kidnapping foreign oil workers was one pillar of its strategy. Still, John didn’t think too much of it. He had been through years of military dictatorship and grown accustomed to the threat of armed robberies and the occasional sight of a body lying in the street. He went out to bars and restaurants and, as was his routine, to Goodfellas on Sunday nights. Until Aug. 13, 2006, MEND had never tried anything so brazen as abducting foreigners from the middle of the city. But everything John thought he knew about Nigeria was about to change. Port Harcourt was the center of a new industry: kidnapping for ransom. 
Few sectors have endured the economic downturn of recent years better than kidnapping. Confidence in big banks and stock markets might be shaky, but the crudest form of trade — abducting and bartering people — seems alive and well. Gregory Bangs, the kidnap-and-ransom manager for Chubb Group, an American insurance company, said that patterns of kidnapping around the world are “almost inverse” to that of the global economy. “In a recessionary environment, the kidnapping rate goes up,” he told me. More companies are requesting kidnapping and ransom insurance — Bangs reported a 15 to 20 percent jump at Chubb over the past three years — than ever before. But why? What makes kidnapping and ransom, or K.& R., such a growth industry? 
In April, speaking at a security conference in the Nigerian capital Abuja, Mike Okiro, then the inspector general of the national police, shared a revealing fact. He estimated that the total amount of ransoms paid in Nigeria between 2006 and 2008 exceeded $100 million. Over the same period, Nigeria emerged as one of the world’s kidnapping hot spots. And Nigeria shows no sign of relinquishing that dubious distinction; according to the minister of police affairs, there were more reported cases over the first seven months of 2009 than in all of 2008. 
The kidnappings took an economic toll, with oil production down dramatically. In August, the government started an amnesty program for militants willing to hand over their weapons, and oil production recovered. Two months later MEND declared a cease-fire, during which numerous top commanders surrendered and an unsteady calm settled over the delta. But recent violence in Port Harcourt has involved “former gunmen,” and MEND is already accusing the Nigerian Army of truce violations and threatening “appropriate retaliatory actions.” 
Besides, though MEND first introduced the kidnapping business to Nigeria, kidnapping for ransom has since become a broader phenomenon. One reason is the economic incentive. Two months ago, I met Okiro at his Abuja home. The room was decorated with fake sunflowers and many portraits of Okiro. He had retired as police inspector general but remained proud of the measures he took while in office to stop kidnappers. They included tougher penalties and a law requiring registration for all SIM cards, which would make it easier to track the criminals’ phone calls. But as long as families and governments and companies continue to pay ransoms, Okiro told me, “there will be no end to it.” 
The U.S. government concurs. Discussing the Somali pirates in April, Secretary of Defense Robert Gates said companies that paid ransoms to the pirates were “part of the problem.” “Clearly, if they didn’t pay the ransoms, we’d be in a stronger position,” Gates added. (When a terrorist organization is involved, paying a ransom can actually put individuals and companies in violation of U.S. laws, including the Patriot Act.) As Erik Rye, an adviser for hostage affairs at the State Department, puts it, “If you’re out there feeding the bears, the bears are going to keep coming into the camp.” 
But principles and policies are one thing. What about the victim? “Depending on who you talk to, we’re sort of the Antichrist: ‘You guys pay ransoms and that’s it,’ ” Jack Cloonan, the former president of Clayton Consultants, a leading kidnapping-and-ransom consultancy, told me. “That’s not necessarily the case. I don’t have any control over dysfunction in Somalia, which is just a hellhole.” To those who say the K.& R. industry only makes things worse, Cloonan replies, “Let’s wait for your kid to get kidnapped.” 

OHN, THE SCOTTISH OILMAN, felt a tug on his shoulder and looked up to see a gunman, who said, “Come with me.” He and five other hostages — an American, a Briton, an Irishman, a Pole and a German — were pushed into minivans idling outside Goodfellas. They raced to the waterfront. At a wooden jetty, two speedboats waited. Everyone boarded, and then they disappeared into the delta’s creeks. 
News about the kidnapping spread quickly around the world, and crisis-management teams formed in Lagos and Port Harcourt. At the meetings sat the hostages’ national and corporate representatives, along with kidnapping-and-ransom consultants. The K.& R. industry has four main components: K.& R. consultancies, insurance companies, corporations and governments. About three-quarters of Fortune 500 companies in the United States carry kidnapping insurance. John Chase, managing director of crisis response at AKE, a risk-mitigation company, has been in K.& R. for almost 20 years and says corporations are “taking out more and more policies.” American International Group (AIG) maintains 5,000 such policies. AIG, Lloyd’s of London and Chubb dominate the insurance side of the industry. All told, the global premium for kidnapping-and-ransom policies totals approximately $300 million.
What does a kidnapping-and-ransom policy entail? If an employee of Acme Widgets is kidnapped, Acme pays the ransom, and its insurance company pays out to Acme. But more important, once a kidnapping occurs, K.& R. consultants enter the picture. The consultant’s primary job is to negotiate the ransom. There are fewer than 30 such consultants with more than 10 years of experience around the world, according to Chase of AKE. 
The contemporary kidnapping-and-ransom industry emerged in the late 1970s in response to rampant kidnappings in Colombia and throughout Latin America. Globally, for the next 25 years, most cases occurred in Latin America. But political and economic developments have begun redrawing the map of kidnapping hot spots. Chase still considers Colombia “the most mature market” for kidnapping because Colombian perpetrators have been at it the longest — although incidents decreased after President Alvaro Uribe began to take on the country’s guerrilla movements in 2002. There were 465 reported cases in Colombia last year (down from almost 3,000 in 2002). Mexico now has the most kidnappings, with an estimated 7,000 in 2008, though this number has stayed steady in recent years. In fact, Latin America’s share of total reported kidnappings fell to 42 percent in 2008 from 65 percent in 2004. 
Gregory Bangs, the K.& R. manager at Chubb, doesn’t foresee the global market flattening out anytime soon. He said new markets were flourishing outside Latin America. Two emerging markets are in Africa and the Middle East; together their share of reported cases nearly quadrupled between 2004 and 2008. During that time, Somali pirates seized dozens of ships off the Horn of Africa. The ships were usually insured, and the pirates made off with increasingly large sums. In postwar Iraq, criminals relied on kidnapping to raise money, and Al Qaeda used kidnappings and beheadings to spread terror. The Taliban have also turned to kidnapping to raise money. And in Nigeria, what began with MEND quickly expanded. Foreigners are still kidnapped in Nigeria, but because many international companies have pulled their employees out of the country, the majority of cases now involve Nigerian victims. The range of victims seems to keep expanding. Kidnappers have grabbed children on the way to school. This summer, two politicians from central Nigeria were abducted; when their relatives couldn’t pay the ransom, the captors freed the two men to go and find the money — but only after they left their wives as collateral. 
Perhaps the most shocking incident occurred in August, when Pete Edochie, a star of Nigeria’s film industry, was kidnapped. Edochie is a national icon. He is chairman of a national rebranding committee that is assigned the task of improving Nigeria’s image. Nigerians were shocked when they heard that kidnappers on a road in Anambra State had blocked Edochie’s S.U.V. and pulled him from the vehicle. Days later, after he was released for a reported 10 million naira, or $64,700, a newspaper headline read: “But We Are All Kidnapped!”

THE MEND MILITANTS built makeshift huts for John and his fellow hostages while singing Christian hymns and drinking kai-kai, a locally made palm liquor. The hostages ate takeout, which the kidnappers ordered from a restaurant called Mr. Biggs in downtown Port Harcourt — an hour’s boat ride away.
Helicopters passed over the camp occasionally, though no one ever seriously thought about trying to escape. They would be lost without G.P.S. devices, maps or compasses. In addition, the kidnappers assured them that negotiations were moving ahead. 
If there’s any consolation to being abducted in Nigeria, it’s that kidnappers there seldom get violent. It’s purely business. “Someone’s going to pay them something; that they know,” Mark Courtney, a South African kidnapping-and-ransom consultant, recently told me. K.& R. consultants almost never get on the phone and haggle with kidnappers. Their expertise is devising the “target settlement figure,” taking into account numerous factors. Is the victim carrying anything that identifies him as working for a specific company? Are the kidnappers experienced? What was the amount of the previous ransoms paid in that city or state? “You go by what you know to be the going rate in that particular region,” Chase, of AKE, said. 
Negotiating a ransom is more art than science. “If you pay the ransom too quickly, the bad guys think you have access to more money,” Courtney said. If you pay too late, the victim could get sick and die. “You have to turn your client into a commodity,” he said. 
A breakthrough came on the 10th day of John’s captivity. That morning, one of the kidnappers handed him a camouflage shirt, pants, a pair of gloves and a balaclava, with instructions to suit up. John put on the clothes, which made him indistinguishable from his captors. They all boarded a speedboat and motored through the creeks. After about 20 minutes, the boat beached on a patch of sand, where three men were waiting. One of them held a cellphone. “We’re going to make a phone call, and a guy is going to speak with you and give you a proof-of-life question,” said the one holding the phone, whose voice brimmed with the measured confidence of someone about to close a deal. “They want to know that you’re alive.” 
Chase said the proof-of-life question — and the way it is handled — often defines the case. “It’s always comforting when they talk about the P.O.L.,” Chase said. “They’ve done this before. They know the form. They know how the game is played.” 
John took off his balaclava and held the phone to his ear. The man on the other end said he was with the State Security Services, or S.S.S. He asked John two proof-of-life questions: where did he live in 1986 and what was the company he worked for. John answered them both correctly. 
“All right, I know it’s you,” the officer said. He assured John that the S.S.S. was working hard for the release of the six men, and then he hung up. John pulled on the balaclava, climbed into the boat and returned to camp. 
That night, the kidnappers got ready. Everyone eventually loaded into three speedboats and raced toward a meeting point. After some time, John could make out the yellow glow of Port Harcourt up ahead. The boats eased against a crumbling concrete berth, and the hostages were hoisted out. They ran to a waiting Land Cruiser and then took off down a potholed, unlighted road, en route to the governor’s mansion. 
A battery of TV cameras was waiting for the six hostages, who were jubilant, shocked and relieved. Peter Odili, the debonair governor of Rivers State, of which Port Harcourt is the capital, hugged the men and smiled. During Odili’s two terms as governor, from 1999 to 2007, journalists and human rights organizations criticized him for paying thugs to rig elections and using public funds to pay ransoms. “Kidnapping business is a source of fraud for the governors,” Festus Keyamo, an Abuja-based human rights lawyer, said. (Among his clients is the militant leader Mujahid Dokubo-Asari.) One kidnapper in Port Harcourt told me that every ransom he received had been paid by the state government. 

ONE MORNING IN late August, I stood outside a villa in Port Harcourt with a kidnapper named Adiele Nwaeze. Overhead, clouds moaned with thunder, and rain began to fall. Nwaeze, who is 33 and a father of four, stepped under a ledge to stay dry. He wore a navy blue suit and black leather shoes shaped like gondolas.
Nwaeze got into the business 10 years ago. His father, who sold firewood for a living, died when Nwaeze was young. Nwaeze took a job as an auto mechanic to support his mother and three siblings. One day, he went to the governor’s residence and offered to work on the official vehicles. The gatekeepers told Nwaeze that the cars were under warranty, so he left. 
Not long after that, Nwaeze says, emissaries of Peter Odili, who was a gubernatorial candidate at the time, showed up at Nwaeze’s garage. He says they offered him 200,000 naira, or about $1,700, to help them rig a coming election. They threw in a machine gun and 10 AK-47’s to sweeten the deal, according to Nwaeze. (Odili told me he had never heard of Nwaeze.) Nwaeze says he accepted and spent Election Day stealing ballot boxes. Odili won with ease. But after the polls closed, there was no more work. Nwaeze formed a gang. “I had no choice,” he said. “I had a gun and I had to make a living. We started bunkering oil pipelines” — or stealing oil — “then kidnapping expatriates — a lot of white men.” 
In July 2008, Nwaeze’s gang of about 10 men abducted two Germans from a construction site near Port Harcourt. The kidnappers outgunned more than a dozen Nigerian soldiers who were assigned to protect the expatriate staff. “We kill the soldier and take the man,” he said. “We are not afraid of the soldiers.” Nwaeze took the German hostages into the creeks and held them for more than a month while their employer, a German-Nigerian construction company called Julius Berger, worked for their release. (Meanwhile, Julius Berger terminated its outstanding contracts in the Niger Delta.) Nwaeze first demanded 300 million naira, or $2.6 million. He claims he settled for 50 million naira, about $430,000. 
What did Nwaeze do with his cut? First, he hired an architect to design a home in Port Harcourt. Then he bought cars: a Honda City and a Nissan Pathfinder for himself, and a Honda sedan for the commissioner of police in Rivers State, according to Innocent Nzenwa, Nwaeze’s lawyer. Nzenwa described his client’s relationship with the commissioner as “a romance.” “They knew what each other were doing, but they were in payback,” he said. “You can’t commit such crimes without notifying the policemen. They usually inform the police on the day of the strike so the police stay off the road and allow them. The police get their own percentage.” 
Bala Hassan, the aforementioned police commissioner, told me Nwaeze was “the most-wanted kidnapper in Port Harcourt” as well as “very vicious.” He denied any ties with the man, saying: “I am a lawyer; I don’t put my hand in that. That’s a factual impossibility.”
Back in April, not long after Nwaeze’s new home was finished, the “romance” with the commissioner, if there was one, soured. Nwaeze’s home was unexpectedly bulldozed. Nzenwa, the lawyer for Nwaeze, blamed a “falling out” between the two men that resulted in wanted posters for Nwaeze all over Port Harcourt. 
The villa in which Nwaeze and I met in August doubled as a military safe house. Ten days earlier, he surrendered under the aegis of the amnesty program. Still, Nwaeze was skeptical. He expected more incentives from the government. “Let them give me back my house,” he said. “Then give me money to start my life so I can forget about how I have come. On my own, I used to make 20 million naira” — $130,000 — “in less than a week. Now that I have dropped the gun, they should give me more than that, so that I can remove my eyes from these things.” 
Nzenwa, the lawyer, suspected his client would be kidnapping again before long. “When the government doesn’t meet his requests, he will have to go and rearm himself,” he said. 

HE KIDNAPPING-AND-ransom-insurance industry thrives in a morally ambiguous space. But what is the alternative? “Fire insurance has been known to stimulate arson, and life-insurance policies have led to quite a few homicides, too,” said Thomas Hargrove, an American held for 11 months in 1994-5 by Colombian guerrillas and whose story inspired the making of the 2000 film “Proof of Life.” “Are you going to quit taking out life insurance and fire insurance?” 
Even kidnappers seem cognizant of their ethical compromises. Ransoms may perpetuate the consulting business, but kidnappers are the ones who decide whether abducting people remains a viable trade. In late August, I reached Mujahid Dokubo-Asari on the phone shortly after he fled Nigeria for Benin. He was among the first militants to take up arms in the Niger Delta. His arrest in 2005, and subsequent demands by other militants for his release, fostered the creation of MEND. 
Dokubo-Asari began our conversation by calling kidnapping “immoral,” “evil” and “counterrevolutionary.” Criminals were responsible for most of the kidnappings, he said. They were the ones accepting amnesty, he added, not the true militants or, in his words, “freedom fighters.” “Even if they drop their guns and come out today — what next?” he asked. “The money they were making, the undeserved money from kidnapping, they are not going to get it any longer. If they can’t get it any longer, they will go back to crime.” 
Dokubo-Asari’s objections to kidnapping softened, however, the more we spoke. When I asked him about those still fighting in the creeks, he referred to the militants’ “near agreement” that “abduction of government officials and those businessmen who have benefited from government contracts, that is not immoral.” And foreign oil workers? “We are discussing all that,” he said. “The conversation is going on now.”
On my last night in Port Harcourt, I had dinner at Cheers Bar with a kidnapper who asked to be identified by his nom de guerre, “De Don.” De Don, who is 28, wore a peach-and-white long-sleeve shirt, with the top buttons undone. A gold cross hung around his neck. “It is just for beauty,” he said. “It doesn’t mean I’m a Christian.” Three years ago, De Don graduated from college with a degree in political science. He considered “The Prince” his favorite book. While at school, he joined a campus gang known as the Greenlanders. When he couldn’t find work after graduation, he tapped into the Greenlanders’ alumni network and asked for help. Soon he was living in the creeks with fellow Greenlanders, part of a kidnapping syndicate. 
De Don admitted kidnapping three people. One of them was the 7-year-old son of a politician. He ran an amateur operation; the ransoms he received were paltry compared with those commanded by someone like Nwaeze. “I have never kidnapped whites,” he told me. “That’s where the real money comes.” Still, he made enough in the past year to rent an apartment in Port Harcourt, buy a 2002 Mercedes sedan, support his family and open a beauty salon for one of his girlfriends. He hoped one day to buy a cinema where he could show soccer matches. 
A World Cup qualifying match was playing on a TV across the room. A handful of boisterous middle-aged white men clustered around the bar. 
I asked De Don if he might contemplate coming back to Cheers Bar on a busy night to kidnap a few expats. “No way,” he said. “When I am coming into a bar, I’m coming to spend money and flex, not to kidnap anyone.” Plus, he was waiting to see how the amnesty played out. 
“After knowing what it takes to become a political scientist, then going into such things as kidnapping, it’s not really ideal,” he went on to say. The bar cheered when one team scored a goal. De Don turned to the TV and watched the replay. Then he looked back at me and shook his head. “I am not happy doing this,” he said. “But I need it to survive.” 
By Nicholas Schmidle
Nicholas Schmidle, a fellow at the New America Foundation and a frequent contributor, is the author of “To Live or to Perish Forever: Two Tumultuous Years in Pakistan.”
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The Missing-Piece Son




By RANDA JARRAR


Published: December 4, 2009 





I don’t think anything would rattle the mother of a preteen boy quite like the words my 12-year-old uttered this spring: “Mom, we need to talk,” he said. “It’s something serious.” The reversal of roles; the need for him to address me. The “serious” part. These were enough, in the very short time it took to follow him to his bedroom, to completely freak me out. He’d just returned to Michigan after visiting his father in New York. Had something catastrophic happened while he was there? Had he done drugs or had sex? I hoped he’d just left his iPod on the plane.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
In his room, I stepped around Xbox games, dirty socks, “Star Wars” Lego pieces and a lot of empty mugs (so that’s where they all were) to get to his bed. We both sat down. I waited. Except he didn’t say anything. He hemmed and hawed. The sense of role reversal continued: I felt as if I were the kid, and not for the first time. 
I was 18 when I became pregnant with my son, after all. When I chose to keep him, people warned that my failure with house plants and my ambivalence toward pets would make me a miserable mother — and that my decision would keep me from “accomplishing my dreams.” But it turned out not to be so. Unlike a house plant, my son eventually told me when he was hungry, and unlike a pet, he eventually could use the toilet, and within a few years he became a great conversationalist and brunch partner. As a single mother, I didn’t have anyone to consult with over matters of discipline, schooling, band instruments or firm bedtimes. And there were days when I felt more like his older sister or a baby sitter than his mother: I raided our fridge late at night and waited for his real parents to show up. But except for moments like this, that had mainly passed.
“The thing is . . . ,” my son finally said.
And that’s when it struck me. I could hear it in his voice. “You want to go live with your dad?”
“Yeah! How did you know?”
I’d recently married my boyfriend of two years, a wonderful man and an excellent stepdad. But during this same time my son’s father, an absentee for most of the early years, had become more and more of a positive and fun presence in his life. My son visited his father and his stepmom every school break. And often when my son came home from these visits, he was a little depressed for a while, and talked about how he wished he could see his dad more often. 
“It’ll pass,” I said.
“No, Mom!” he said. “I don’t think it’ll pass. Because. . . . ”
I looked at him, and waited. 
“I’ve always felt like I was missing something,” he finally said, careful not to hurt my feelings. “Like in that Shel Silverstein book, ‘The Missing Piece.’ Maybe my dad is the missing piece, you know? I just want to see.”
My son was truly my own: using a literary reference to help me understand the reasons behind his departure. I was moved. If he wanted to explore his relationship with his father, he ought to be allowed to. This could be his missing piece. And yet a huge sense of selfishness welled up within me. This was my son, my first real love, my baby boy, my responsibility. He was mine. Shouldn’t I get to keep him?
“We should think about this,” I said.
“I’ve been thinking about it, Mom,” he said. “And I really want to.”

Don’t go! I thought. 
“Well, then you should do it,” I said. 
“Really, Mom? I can?”

Please don’t!
“Absolutely.” 
Then he put his arms around me, and we both began to cry. 
“Don’t worry, Mom,” my son said. “This isn’t the end of our journey together.”
Wow. Right? That’s when I knew it would be O.K. I knew how important it was for him to do this. I knew he was ready, old enough, to try. I knew we’d spend hours and hours on the phone every week describing our days to each other, which is in fact what we’ve done since he left in July, in time to acclimate to his new home and to start school. And I was sure I’d be able to cope with his absence somehow, even though I didn’t quite know how, and I still don’t know. Because even though my son is right that this isn’t the end of our journey together, it is undeniably the beginning of our journey apart. 
Randa Jarrar is the author of the novel “A Map of Home,” which won a 2009 Arab American Book Award.
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Up Front: Holiday Books




By THE EDITORS


Published: December 3, 2009 




For many Americans this has not been an especially cheery year, and sagging book sales have been one acutely painful reminder of our contracted national economy.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
But sales count for only so much. From the perspective of the Book Review,  literary enterprise — the writing and publication of good books — has seldom looked more robust, as we discovered when we began sifting through the many books reviewed here since Dec. 7, 2008, in search of the 100 Notable titles listed in this issue. It was not easy picking the winners, and we doubtless made mistakes. To the authors who made the list: congratulations. To the equally deserving ones who did not: our apologies. 
The ever expanding literary universe resists generalizing, but one heartening development has been the resurgence of the short story — and of the short-story writer. Twelve collections made our fiction list, and four biographies of short-story masters are on the nonfiction list.  
As always, the Holiday Books issue also includes roundups of books on a range of subjects — from gardening and cooking to Hollywood and travel.
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Letters



Raymond Carver





Published: December 4, 2009 



To the Editor:

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
One can argue, as Stephen King did in his review of “Raymond Carver: A Writer’s Life” and “Raymond Carver: Collected Stories” (Nov. 22), that Gordon Lish overstepped editorial boundaries when pruning Carver’s masterly short stories. But how might Carver be remembered today had Lish not insisted that less is more? Without Lish’s profound cuts, Carver’s restored fiction may be newly regarded for its realism, but it is no longer notable for its minimalism, the very style and innovation that put Carver on the map. His stripped-down voice will never be mistaken for any other than his own, even if it belongs in part to his brilliant editor. Gordon Lish didn’t sign his name to these stories — Raymond Carver did, and they earned him a place at the table with Samuel Beckett, Donald Judd and John Cage, to name just a few in the minimalist pantheon. Not too shabby company, if you ask me.
ALEXANDER FEINSTEIN
Brooklyn
•
To the Editor:
The bigger story that Stephen King only touches on is the pathetic relationship between the writer and the publisher. As monstrous as Gordon Lish’s ego may have been, at least he cared about literature and made possible Carver’s publication. Today, when the gatekeepers are not editors but “literary” agents, Carver’s work would probably not be known.
ROBERT DAVIS

San Francisco
•
To the Editor:
It seemed more than a little insensitive to run a half-page photo of Raymond Carver with Tess Gallagher, his second wife, to accompany a review that devoted a significant amount of space to applauding the contributions of Carver’s first wife, Maryann Burk Carver. Especially when Stephen King makes it clear both that Maryann warned her husband about acceding to the editing demands of Gordon Lish and that she got shabby financial treatment after his death.
WENDY SMITH
Brooklyn
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Letters



Get in on It!





Published: December 4, 2009 



To the Editor:

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
In reviewing William Shawcross’s new book “The Queen Mother” (Nov. 8), Joe Queenan writes of Edward VIII and his bride, the Baltimore-born Wallis Warfield Simpson, that Edward was “a liar, extortionist and, for all intents and purposes, traitor, a man who ditched the throne of Britain to marry a Nazi-admiring gold digger from Crabcake Corners.” How very insulting! Baltimore is much more than Crabcake Corners.
RICK CRAMBLITT
Baltimore
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The Many Misses Leigh





Published: December 4, 2009 



To the Editor:

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
David Gates, in his review of Nabokov’s unfinished “Original of Laura” (Nov. 15), mentions the protagonist’s “sentimentally remembered first love — this one is called Aurora Lee, in a deliberate echo of Humbert Humbert’s Annabel Leigh.” Nabokov’s allusions are many and various, but surely one main reference here is to Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s “Aurora Leigh,” her book-length poem describing the growth of an artist.
DAVID GALEF

Montclair, N.J.
The writer is a professor of English at Montclair State University.
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Happy Daze





Published: December 4, 2009 



To the Editor:

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
It was gratifying to read Hanna Rosin’s lucid, sympathetic response to Barbara Ehrenreich’s “Bright-Sided: How the Relentless Promotion of Positive Thinking Has Undermined America” (Nov. 8).
As the reviewer and author both note, the “noxious virus” of fake cheerfulness that is Ehrenreich’s subject has its amusing side. Less risible, however, are some of the implications of this by now deeply ingrained behavioral pattern on American culture. In the arts, for example, the communal refusal to openly explore life’s darker dimensions has led to a drastic curtailment of those books, films, plays or television programs that present reality honestly and straightforwardly.
The consequent damage — in artists’ self-censorship and in the quality of the national cultural conversation — is incalculable. In politics, it’s hard to see much of a stretch between the woman who chided Ehrenreich, ill with cancer, on her “bad attitude” and the government that decided that sneaking dead soldiers home at night, without press, was just the way to keep the smile fixed on the national countenance. In fact, it could be argued that our current president’s declining popularity stems at least in part from his insistence that we face our problems openly.
Mass denial infantilizes a people. Barbara Ehrenreich has struck a blow for sanity.
XERXES MEHTA
Baltimore
The writer is an emeritus professor of theater at the University of Maryland, Baltimore County.
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Holiday Books



The Man Who Sang, Played and Smiled




By DAVID MARGOLICK


Published: December 3, 2009 




One of the hardest parts of writing a biography is finding a fit subject, but sometimes they’re in plain sight. Despite his incalculable contributions to American culture, there has never been a fully adequate narrative biography of Louis Armstrong. Terry Teachout now fills that void with “Pops.” He begins by suggesting how this omission came to be, then persisted for so long. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
No one disputes that Armstrong revolutionized music, helped popularize jazz throughout the world and created countless imitators. Even his sometimes disparaging successors readily acknowledged their debt. “You can’t play nothing on trumpet that doesn’t come from him,” Miles Davis once said. Satchmo’s influence spilled over into the rest of American culture, particularly regarding race. Through recordings, concerts, movies, magazine interviews, and radio and television appearances, he was the first black man whom millions of white Americans allowed into their homes, and hearts.
Why, then, the scholarly neglect? Teachout maintains that Armstrong’s detractors were so critical or uncomfortable over his public persona — the sweaty brow, the megawatt smile, the crowd-pleasing, ingratiating manner — that they ignored his enormous, continuing contributions to music and to civilization. To them, he was simply too entertaining, too popular or too pandering to be taken seriously.
Too pandering to whites, that is. Dizzy Gillespie complained of his “Uncle Tom-like subservience” and “plantation character,” for instance, while the narrator in a James Baldwin short story disparaged his “old-time, down-home crap.” Armstrong unabashedly liked whites, and wasn’t shy about saying so. “Believe it — the White Folks did everything that’s decent for me,” he once wrote, before comparing them favorably, in terms of kindness and industriousness, to blacks (and “blacks” was not the word he used). He particularly liked Jews, in part because it may have been a Jewish junk dealer named Karnofsky who helped him buy his first cornet.
Given this disrepute among some blacks, what white liberal would dare write about him, let alone extol him? Instead, enter the chief culture critic of Commentary and drama critic for The Wall Street Journal, which is what Teachout is. And Armstrong could not have a more impassioned advocate. At times, “Pops” reads like a defense brief, but a very loving and knowledgeable one.
Teachout leads us along Armstrong’s familiar path from the black Storyville section of New Orleans, where he was born in August 1901, the son of a father he barely knew and a 15-year-old servant girl (and probable prostitute). The road then leads to a honky-tonk where young Louis sneaked listens to the black cornet players Buddy Bolden, Joe Oliver and Bunk Johnson, then to the Colored Waifs’ Home for Boys, where he might have first played the cornet, holding the instrument improperly enough against his lips so that he eventually mangled them.
From there, he journeyed on Mississippi River steamboats, where he honed his ability to read music (and may first have developed his trademark hoarseness), then Chicago, then New York, then Chicago again. There, in his mid-20s, he formed his Hot Five and Hot Seven, with whom he recorded, for $50 a side, what Teachout quite properly calls the “Old Testament of classic jazz.”
There is a kind of perfunctory, dutiful quality to this part of Teachout’s tale; where Armstrong’s brilliance is beyond dispute, Teachout doesn’t seem fully engaged. Perhaps one simply can’t describe what’s so astonishing about “Potato Head Blues” — to me, it’s that Armstrong has miraculously made a trumpet laugh — but someone who’s thought about it as much as Teachout has should at least try, rather than leaning excessively (and pretentiously) on Woody Allen to do the job. Similarly, his account of the even more awesome “West End Blues” is clotted with hifalutin musical technicalities. It’s odd, because elsewhere Teachout praises Armstrong for avoiding musical jargon when talking about his music. The book sends you fleeing to your CDs, or to YouTube, just to figure out what he’s talking about.
Only when the critics start dumping on Armstrong does Teachout become energized. That started in 1929, when Armstrong abandoned small ensembles and took a big band on the road and, though he returned to more intimate groups — for many years after World War II, Armstrong had his All Stars — the attacks continued. Always, the charge was the same: that he’d sold out, playing or recording what one leftist critic called “the white man’s notion of Harlem jazz.”
To purists, the villain was Armstrong’s manager, Joe Glaser. With his mob connections, Glaser was able to get the gangsters off Armstrong’s back, and Armstrong was grateful, some felt, to the point of servility; if Glaser told him to “play for the public. Sing and play and smile,” then that’s what Armstrong did. (In any case, that’s where the money was.) But to Teachout, the purists themselves were the ogres. The most heinous was the record producer John Hammond, who has been credited with helping start the careers of Billie Holiday, Count Basie and Bob Dylan, among others. Teachout labels him, with uncharacteristic spleen, “a coupon-clipping Ivy League dilettante.” (He’s kinder to another Armstrong critic, Gunther Schuller, but then, Schuller’s still alive.)
Teachout concedes that for long stretches of time, the musicians around Armstrong were often second-rate, the musical selections pedestrian, the recordings often so-so or worse. But so prodigiously talented was he, Teachout insists, that “even when he was at his most trivial, seriousness kept breaking in.” And enough of Armstrong’s work, like his 1950s albums devoted to the music of W. C. Handy and Fats Waller, was great enough that his legacy only grew.
Teachout also acknowledges that on racial matters as well, Armstrong’s behavior — appearing as “King of the Zulus” at Mardi Gras, or adopting “When It’s Sleepy Time Down South” as his theme song despite its reference to “darkies” — could be, to use one of his terms, “wince-making.” Over time, his popularity among blacks waned, and younger black performers like the Davises, Miles and Ossie, saw him as a groveling relic, Stepin Fetchit with a horn. 
But here, too, Teachout writes, Armstrong was maligned. For all his bonhomie, he had few illusions about American racism. In myriad ways — like integrating the airwaves and innumerable hotels — Armstrong was a quiet revolutionary, and that was before, much to everyone’s surprise, he publicly denounced President Eisenhower for dragging his feet on school desegregation in Little Rock, Ark. 
But Satchmo — it comes from Armstrong’s original nickname, “Satchelmouth,” as foreshortened by a lock-jawed Briton — wasn’t pandering at all, Teachout maintains; ebullience was his very nature. And that ebullience was a statement in itself, persisting despite the decades of indignities he suffered. (Even his buddy Bing Crosby never invited him to his home.) To Teachout, Armstrong’s greatest contribution to civil rights was the enormous love he generated, a contribution that even Martin Luther King Jr. couldn’t have made.
The book is marred only by excess erudition. Teachout loves to show off his cultural smarts; he’s the sort to include a reference to the “Jupiter” Symphony without bothering to say who wrote it. One can’t help thinking he cites Philip Larkin and Herbert von Karajan and Jackson Pollock and Le Corbusier and Kingsley Amis and Darius Milhaud not just to tout Armstrong, but to toss around their names. Armstrong forever railed against people (including a couple of his wives) for putting on “aires”; he called a king of England “Rex” to his face, and joked about his lovemaking to a pope. Pops (it’s what everyone who really knew him called him) might describe “Pops” the way he once characterized Fletcher Henderson’s band: “a little stuck up.” 
In some ways, Armstrong regained his reputation long before Teachout came along. In his later years, he became America’s foremost cultural ambassador, met by rapturous admirers wherever he went. Denigrators like Dizzy Gillespie recanted. In 1964, “Hello, Dolly” bumped the Beatles off the top slot on the charts. 
Since Armstrong’s death in 1971, Wynton Marsalis has vouched for him, and his house in Corona, Queens, is now a museum. Every Wednesday  for the past nine years, you have been able to hear his “good ol’ good ones” performed at Birdland. But Teachout nails the case. Everyone now acknowledges what he amply documents: not just Armstrong’s prodigious talent, but his wit, courage, kindness, loyalty, charm. And his quirks: he smoked marijuana almost daily for 40 years — it “makes you forget all the bad things that happen to a Negro,” he once said — and he took (and touted) a laxative named Swiss Kriss just as enthusiastically.
It’s striking how many greats — Hoagy Carmichael, Jack Teagarden, Teddy Wilson, Django Reinhardt, Bunny Berigan, Bing Crosby, Gene Krupa — were moved to feats of great eloquence describing Satchmo. Another was Murray Kempton, who observed that “the pure and the cheap, clown and creator, god and buffoon” were all encompassed in him. But those contradictions ceased to matter, Teachout says, whenever Louis Armstrong raised his trumpet to his lips, “for that was when the laughter stopped and the beauty began.”
David Margolick, a contributor to Newsweek, is writing a book about the Little Rock school desegregation crisis of 1957.
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By STEVE COATES


Published: December 3, 2009 




“We had a hard time getting people to quiet down and listen,” Percy Heath, the Modern Jazz Quartet’s bass player, once explained about his innovative ensemble’s early gigs in clubs whose patrons were inclined to jabber during performances. “If it got too loud, we’d come off — just stop playing and walk off. . . . We were conservatively dressed, we played conservative music, and if you didn’t listen you didn’t get it.”

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The M.J.Q.’s formative role in the “cool jazz” movement of the early 1950s is just one of a century’s worth of musical milestones counted off in JAZZ (Norton, $39.95), Gary Giddins and Scott DeVeaux’s weighty, entertaining history. But Heath’s insistence on comprehension through attentive listening sums up the book’s ears-on approach to the music. To help you hear — really hear — Giddins and DeVeaux intersperse their text with remarkable tabular “listening guides,” detailed second-by-second, bar-by-bar descriptive breakdowns of 78 representative recordings, including many venerable classics (Louis Armstrong’s “West End Blues,” Charlie Parker’s “Now’s the Time,” Miles Davis’s “So What”) and some sweet surprises (the Georgia Sea Island Singers’ version of “The Buzzard Lope,” a slave-era folk relic, and “Piece Three,” Anthony Braxton’s 1976 vivisection of a traditional American march, glockenspiel and all). Alas, the companion set of four CDs costs an additional $62.50 from the publisher’s Web site, but for serious woodshedders, it’s worth it.
Giddins, a prolific critic on the faculty at the CUNY Graduate Center, and DeVeaux, who teaches jazz history at the University of Virginia, navigate the music’s evolution from its African roots to its current global status, with an emphasis on the sociological forces that have shaped it. They give a particularly good account of the social tensions after World War II, when “the swing jazz that had arisen from its New Orleans origins to become an extroverted popular music, inseparable from mainstream American culture, turned a sharp corner” into the introversion of bebop, which through a multitude of permutations is “still the ground on which jazz builds its many and varied mansions.”
Not all those mansions are equally congenial. “Even those of us who are seemingly enamored of every facet of jazz,” Giddins and DeVeaux write, “are likely to roll our eyes at a facet or two.” When sax-blowing Bill Clinton claims the great tenor man Lester Young and the smooth-jazz king Kenneth Gorelick, a k a Kenny G, as favorites, their skepticism is delicious. (“There are many things to dislike about smooth jazz,” they add. “For example, everything.”) They justly castigate the record industry for scattering CD “bonus tracks” amid the tunes of carefully edited classic LPs, many of which should be considered integral works “no less than a Beethoven symphony or a Verdi opera or ‘Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band.’ ” And they regret that “21st century jazz is plagued with countless tributes, re-creations and variations on its past”; if there’s a villain in the story of jazz, by the authors’ lights it’s the strict historicist and “ultimate Reagan-era jazz musician” Wynton Marsalis (though “Processional,” his swinging sample track from 1993, will lift you right out of your seat).
This isn’t the only book on jazz a fan will want; many of the great figures here, of course, merit full biographies of their own. But it’s a sure first call.
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This Cartooned Isle
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Illustration by Graham Laidler (Pont), from “The Best of Punch Cartoons”







By CHARLES McGRATH


Published: December 3, 2009 



The British humor magazine Punch, adornment of countless proper middle-class homes, not to mention club libraries, dentists’ offices and Oxbridge common rooms, ceased publication, after more than 160 years, in 2002. It had been on life support since the early ’90s and temporarily went under until the Egyptian businessman Mohamed al-Fayedbought the magazine and relaunched it in 1996, for much the same reason, it would appear, that he bought Harrods department store a few years earlier — because he cared more about venerable British institutions than the British themselves did. In the foreword to “The Best of Punch Cartoons,” a coffee-table-size anthology edited by Helen Walasek, he writes that Punch is still “a national treasure.”

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The problem with national treasures, though, is that they’re seldom very funny. What ultimately did Punch in was probably the success of the satiric magazine Private Eye (which also helped inspire Spy in this country). It was younger, snarkier, more topical and original and a whole lot more fun. 
But Punch had for years been running on fumes, except for the cartoons, which got better, oddly, as the rest of the magazine slipped into a kind of genteel, un-funny mediocrity. Circulation began to decline in the ’50s, after a postwar peak, and yet as you leaf through this big anthology, which is arranged more or less chronologically, you can’t help noticing that that’s also when the cartoons start to come alive and get looser, freer, funnier. The written humor — the light verse and comic essays that had so long been a Punch staple — beganto become ossified, and it’s as if the artists, seeing the editors and writers nodding off in their club chairs,decided they would carry the show by themselves.
Read straight through, from front to back, “The Best of Punch Cartoons” is more instructive than it is amusing. In some ways it’s a study in the evolution of the cartoon itself. The earliest examples in the book, dating back to the mid-19th century, mostly aspire to the condition of book illustration. They’re fussy, detailed woodcuts reminiscent of Cruikshank, say, or Tenniel. The best of these early artists was Charles Keene, whose cross-hatched drawings, subtly shaded, were admired both by Degas and by Whistler, who thought Keene the greatest English artist since Hogarth. Hogarth was funnier. Keene had no ear for a joke, but he was only slightly more tone deaf than many of his contemporaries. Cartoon captions in those days tended to be written in dialogue form (“Diner: ‘Thompson, do the members ask for this wine?’ Head waiter (sotto voce): ‘Not twice, sir!’ ”), and by today’s standard they were often astonishingly wordy. Thackeray, who drew (quite skillfully) as well as wrote for Punch, has one here that goes on for a couple of paragraphs.
The jokes, such as they were, were almost always in the writing, not the drawing, and a great many involved clubs and waiters, servants, clerks, bishops and vicars. One of the most famous early cartoons coined the term “curate’s egg.” It shows a humble young clergyman dining at a bishop’s table and assuring his lordship, who apologizes for serving him a bad egg, that “parts of it are excellent.”That’s what passed for a yuck in 1895. There were also a lot of cartoons making fun of yokels and lower-class accents: “Hairdresser: ‘Oh! I see you don’t hunderstand me, sir. I don’t mean the ’air of the ’ed, but the hair hof the hatomsphere!’ ”
The realistic, illustrational style of drawing, along with unfunny captions, persisted in Punch for a remarkably long time, until well into the 1940s, as the menu of subjects grew to include cricket, debutantes and society matrons, motorcars and the military. A recurring feature was “The British Character,” drawn by Graham Laidler, or Pont as he signed his work, one of the better artists of the prewar period. It fondly depicted archetypal British traits like dullness, patience in standing in queues, and enthusiasm for gardening and detective fiction. For most of Punch’s history, in fact, the magazine’s great theme was Englishness itself — or English middle-classness — which it celebrated and even helped preserve while seeming to poke fun.
Punch never entirely lost this fixation, but in the second half of the 20th century the cartoons shed their representational literalness and embraced a wider range of themes, many of them the old cartoonish standbys: cavemen, desert islands, angels, bars and bartenders, couples in bed. Where movie comedy began with gags and shticks — with tramps and racing policemen and guys dangling from clock faces — and moved toward more and more realism, ending up with the sitcom, the cartoons in Punch began with the sitcom, with the servants and the masters and the tuxedoed gents in their painstakingly drawn clubrooms, and moved more and more in the direction of gags and variations on ancient comic themes. The drawings got simpler, sparer, less “English” and more universal.
There also appears to have been an infusion of talent and influence from this side of the Atlantic and especially from The New Yorker, which after its founding in 1925 very quickly outstripped Punch as a showcase for first-rate cartooning. In her introduction, Helen Walasek favorably compares the cartoons in Punch with what she calls “the careful blandness of The New Yorker’s,” which to this old New Yorker alumnus suggests that she couldn’t have been reading the American magazine very carefully. Or her own either. The latter part of this anthology is filled with cartoons by artists who also drew for The New Yorker, among them Chon Day, Joseph Mirachi, J. B. Handelsman (who went by the name Bud when drawing for Punch), Henry Martin and Charles Barsotti. Considering that The New Yorker paid better in many cases, it’s likely that not a few of these drawings were New Yorker rejects.
Punch failed, moreover, to produce anyone on the order of a Saul Steinberg, a Peter Arno, a Charles Addams — an artist who raised cartooning to something approximating fine art. The closest it came, on the evidence of these pages, is Ronald Searle, who also drew for The New Yorker, it should be pointed out. His cartoons, like his caricatures, have a wit and spontaneity that are almost startling. A captionless Searle drawing of two grumpy, top-hatted gents — off-duty undertakers — disapprovingly reading a copy of Life magazine is one of several cartoons on the jacket of “The Best of Punch Cartoons,” and it catches your eye immediately.
Walasek’s judgment is otherwise unimpeachable. Her book suffers visually from trying to cram too many drawings on a page, and she made her selections, one suspects, with an eye more toward comprehensiveness than strict laugh value. But perhaps that’s as it should be. “The Best of Punch Cartoons” is as much a document of social history as it is a cartoon album, and it’s hard to read this big book without a twinge of nostalgia for a bygone era — if you’re an American, for a time when the English were more English and not quite so much like us. Even those ponderous, labored Victorian cartoons have their charm, for probably no one will ever again take being funny quite this seriously.
Charles McGrath, formerly the editor of the Book Review, is a writer at large for The Times.
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By DOUGLAS WOLK


Published: December 4, 2009 




Kyle Baker’s graphic novel SPECIAL FORCES (Image, paper, $16.99) reads at first like a nearly straightforward military fantasy, drawn with a peculiar hybrid of hyperrealistic precision and nutty exaggeration. Eventually, though, Baker bares his fangs: the book is the harshest, most serrated satire of the Iraq war yet published. These forces are “special” as in “Mama says I’m special” — the unstoppable American soldier Zone is severely autistic, which is why he’s so good at following orders. And the story’s plot, it gradually becomes clear, proceeds from the premise that every lie the Bush administration told about the war was true. So terrorists declare, “We hate your freedom”; felons forced into military service become brave tactical geniuses who wouldn’t dream of hurting children; and Iraqi weapons of mass destruction are not only real but concealed in an oil refinery, where Americans would never think to look because of course the war wasn’t about oil. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The style and tone of Gabrielle Bell’s comics are at the opposite end of the spectrum from Baker’s — flat, dry and understated — but they allow her, too, to get away with just about anything. The brief title piece of her collection CECIL AND JORDAN IN NEW YORK: Stories (Drawn & Quarterly, $19.95) is narrated by a young woman who’s just moved to the city with her filmmaker boyfriend; it’s a clear-cut tale of impecunious 20-something artists until halfway through, when the narrator abruptly transforms herself into a chair, gets taken home by someone who finds her on the sidewalk and decides that her old life won’t miss her. The engine of these mercilessly observed stories is squirminess: emotional awkwardness so intense that it can erupt into magic or just knot itself into scars. 
Lilli Carré’s NINE WAYS TO DISAPPEAR (Little Otsu, paper, $12.95) takes the same sort of discomfort as its starting point and aestheticizes it into fluid Symbolist imagery. It’s a laconic, darkly amusing set of short pieces about involution and self-effacement, with a single drawing on each little square page, framed in a decorative border. Some are surreal narratives (“We all resorted to eating the fruit that grew from my sister’s wildness in order to sustain ourselves,” explains the narrator of “Dorado Park”); others are barely gestures (a man repeats “What am I going to do?” until the thought itself turns into a beast that absorbs him, crushes his chair and lies down to sleep). 
The chubby, self-important protagonist of the Canadian cartoonist Seth’s GEORGE SPROTT, 1894-1975 (Drawn & Quarterly, $24.95) is the host of a local TV show built around documentary footage from his trips to the Arctic in the 1930s, which is to say that he’s the kind of person who’s been made extinct by modernity. Expanded from the much shorter version serialized a few years ago in The New York Times Magazine, this oversize, exquisitely designed volume is part scrapbook, part documentary about its fictional subject’s life and death. It approaches its subject from dozens of angles, from “interviews” with his intimates to immense, silent drawings of ice floes, all rendered in the painstakingly simple, bold brush strokes of midcentury illustration — a style of which Seth is the chief contemporary caretaker. As with most of his work, it’s a memorial to a lost age of localism and craft, even as it’s painfully alert to the dangerous allure of nostalgia. 
Back in the 1980s and ’90s, Art Spiegelman and Françoise Mouly made their bones as the editors of the bleeding-edge art-comics anthology RAW, but they also have a longstanding fascination with the wholly innocent comics that the medium’s early masters created to entertain small children. The material they’ve selected for THE TOON TREASURY OF CLASSIC CHILDREN’S COMICS (Abrams ComicArts, $40) appeared mostly in the 1940s and ’50s, and it has the patina of vintage newsprint in its faithfully reproduced smudges of off-register color. A handful of these stories feature familiar names, including Carl Barks’s Uncle Scrooge, C. C. Beck’s Captain Marvel (in an adventure involving Surrealist art) and Walt Kelly’s Pogo; many others are long-forgotten wonders, like George Carlson’s supremely ridiculous “Pie-Face Prince of Old Pretzleburg” and Sheldon Mayer’s high-whimsical “Sugar and Spike.” But all were clearly drawn out of genuine love for little kids and their sensibilities, and their playfulness and attention to detail made them the springboard for the comics avant-garde that arrived a few decades later.
The blandly didactic sobriety of old educational comics and earnest advertisements, on the other hand, is Michael Kupperman’s default tone for the deranged, gaspingly funny work collected in TALES DESIGNED TO THRIZZLE: Volume One (Fantagraphics, $24.99). Kupperman has a stiff, deadpan drawing style that suggests the textures of woodcuts, clip-art and old “Mary Worth” strips; his writing, on the other hand, jumps the rails at every opportunity. A boilerplate informational cartoon about Christmas and Easter abruptly changes into a screed about Jesus’ wicked half-brother Pagus (“Yes! Yes! Decorate that tree! Wonderful! Ha ha ha ha ha!”), Mark Twain and Albert Einstein solve mysteries as a pair of brutal cops, and a bar graph at the end of a series of images called “A Look Into the Near Future” is captioned “We have no idea what this graph means, because the person who made it was found this morning . . . murdered!”
The artists assembled by Andrei Molotiu for his anthology ABSTRACT COMICS (Fantagraphics, $39.99) push “cartooning” to its limits: the selections have few if any words, no characters or plot, and very few clearly identifiable representations — just abstract images in sequence. Some contributors draw on comics’ native vocabulary for their lines and compositions, while others avoid contour drawing altogether. (The “Mutts” artist Patrick McDonnell’s sequence is mostly circles, right angles and negative space; Janusz Jaworski’s watercolor blobs “communicate” with word balloons full of meaningless scribbles.) It’s a fascinating book to stare at, and as with other kinds of abstract art, half the fun is observing your own reactions: anyone who’s used to reading more conventional sorts of comics is likely to reflexively impose narrative on these abstractions, to figure out just what each panel has to do with the next. 
Douglas Wolk is the author of “Reading Comics: How Graphic Novels Work and What They Mean.” He writes frequently about comics for The Times.
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By JASON ZENGERLE


Published: December 3, 2009 




Pity the sportswriter. Like the fletcher and the wheelwright, he seems fated to become that most tragic of figures — the craftsman rendered obsolete by technology. His predicament was ably summed up by one sports fan a few years ago: “Unlike the old days, we can watch every minute of every game on TV. We can watch the postgame press conferences. We can watch highlights and sound bites on ESPN. We can argue about the team with other fans on message boards and blogs. By the time most newspaper stories are published, the news always feels a little dated.” 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The fan who offered these thoughts is actually a sportswriter himself: Bill Simmons, who writes the Sports Guy column for ESPN.com. But notice the “we.” Simmons writes about sports from the fan’s perspective. He avoids the press box, instead watching games from the stands or, more typically, on TV in his “man cave.” He prefers quoting his drinking buddies to quoting athletes. And his cultural references run more toward Paris Hilton than Paris in the ’20s. In other words, Simmons writes about sports the way fans — especially 20- and 30-something white guys who are in three fantasy leagues and dream of having their bachelor parties in Las Vegas — talk about them. And in the 12 years he’s been writing as the Sports Guy, he’s become, arguably, the most popular sportswriter in America, now scoring about 1.4 million page views a month. In the process, he’s pioneered a new (and, perhaps, the only currently vital) genre of sportswriting: the fan as scrivener. 
Now Simmons has written “The Book of Basketball,” a 700-page best seller about his favorite sport that showcases the strengths — and, alas, the fundamental weakness — of this genre. On the plus side of the stat sheet are Simmons’s passion for and knowledge of the National Basketball Association. When he was just 4, his father, a Celtics season-ticket holder, began taking him to Boston Garden, where he watched a procession of basketball legends, most importantly Larry Bird. “I spent my formative years studying the game of basketball with Professor Bird,” Simmons writes. Over time, he supplemented what he learned from Bird by marinating himself in hoops media: in his bibliography he says he consulted nearly 100 books and about 400 game tapes, along with “every relevant N.B.A. feature from 1954 through 2000 in Sports Illustrated.” YouTube is singled out for its “unbelievable help.” 
All this research has given Simmons an unusually keen eye for the game, which he uses to try to resolve some of basketball’s thorniest debates — from judging Wilt versus Russell to ranking the top players of all time. (He stops at No. 96, leaving room to add four younger players over the next few years.) Simmons knows his “Moneyball” and isn’t averse to statistics, but he’s not in awe of them, either. “Basketball isn’t baseball,” he writes. “Basketball is an objective sport and a subjective sport, dammit.” 
So, for instance, when justifying his ranking of Moses Malone as the 12th-best player in history, Simmons doesn’t just point out that Malone is “the greatest offensive rebounder ever by any calculation”; he explains how an undersize center with hands so small “he could barely palm a basketball” achieved that statistical feat. Malone “figured out a loophole in the rebounding system”: rather than trying to go around or over his man to crash the boards, he would lurk along the baseline, so that “when he felt like a shot was coming up, he’d slyly sneak under the backboard, start backing up, slam his butt into his opponent to create the extra foot of space he needed, then jump right to where the rebound was headed.” 
Of course, if Simmons brought only passion and knowledge to the table, he wouldn’t be any different from one of the countless superfans calling in to their local sports radio shows. What makes him such a successful sportswriter, after all, is that he can flat out write. “The Book of Basketball” is a few hundred pages too long, but it’s never boring. Because practically every page features Simmons performing feats like perfectly encapsulating the career of Patrick Ewing (“a second banana masquerading as a first banana”) or vividly psychoanalyzing Kevin McHale’s habit of raising his arms in victory after Celtic road wins (“the one N.B.A. legend who felt obligated to rub his armpits in the collective faces of 18,000 fans”), the book is guaranteed to hold a reader’s interest.
But that ultimately is what’s so frustrating about it. Simmons has the writing chops to transcend the genre he’s established and maybe even turn out something that approaches his (and pretty much every sentient basketball fan’s) favorite hoops book, David Halberstam’s “Breaks of the Game,” but he doesn’t seem to want to. Thus, at various points in the book, he’ll arrive at some remarkable but overlooked chapter in N.B.A. history — like the episode in which the players selected for the 1964 All-Star Game threatened to sit it out two hours before tipoff unless the league agreed to a pension plan — and simply express his disbelief that no one has made an Emmy-winning documentary about it, instead of going to the trouble of telling the story himself. Similarly, his reliance on pop culture references, one of the hallmarks of the fan-as-scrivener genre, has become a crutch. He spends three pages on a pointless analogy between Kobe Bryant and the cheesy ’80s movie “Teen Wolf” and compares the Suns’ desperate efforts to trade Amare Stoudemire to Spencer and Heidi’s shopping “their fake wedding pictures,” as if anyone reading his book in five years will know who Spencer and Heidi are (something Simmons himself acknowledges in a jokey footnote).
Indeed, despite its doorstop-worthy heft, “The Book of Basketball” is very ephemeral, so much so that in an epilogue, Simmons admits that the Lakers’ winning the N.B.A. championship in June “sent my book into a tailspin,” since he’d finished his manuscript before the playoffs and had thus ranked Bryant too low (No. 15) on his list. In writing a book that seeks to mimic the conversations and arguments that take place among fans, rather than, like Halberstam, telling stories that fans might use to make and inform those arguments, Simmons has produced something that already feels a little dated. 
Chris Ballard admirably reaches for timelessness with “The Art of a Beautiful Game.” Although he makes a few requisite head fakes in the direction of the new paradigm — subtitling the book “The Thinking Fan’s Tour of the NBA” and relating an odd anecdote about LeBron James’s flatulence — thisis a conventional work of sportswriting. Ballard, who writes about the N.B.A. for Sports Illustrated, sets out to explain and deconstruct various facets of the game, like blocking shots and running the point, and he turns to the players he covers for help. 
Sometimes this leads to moments of insight. His chapter on the “killer instinct” delves into the psyche of Kobe Bryant, “the most competitive life-form on the planet.” Forget any labored “Teen Wolf”analogies; Ballard tells us everything we need to know about Bryant — why he’s so successful and why so many people hate him — with the story of Rob Schwartz, an undersize bench warmer on Bryant’s high school team whom Kobe forced into playing one-on-one games after practices and then routinely throttled, sometimes 80-0. Amazingly, Bryant still does this sort of thing. “If you scored on him in practice,” one of his former Lakers teammates tells Ballard, “he would just keep on challenging you and challenging you until you stayed after and played him so he could put his will on you and dominate you.” 
Meanwhile, Ballard’s chapter on free-throw shooting reveals the mental toll it can take on a player with the sad tale of Nick Anderson, the Orlando Magic guard who notoriously blew Game 1 of the 1995 N.B.A. finals by missing four straight foul shots in the final seconds of regulation. For the rest of his career, Anderson, who had been a 70 percent free-throw shooter before choking, was a nervous wreck at the foul line. This ultimately caused him to become less aggressive on the court (for fear of winding up at the line) and eventually led to his early retirement. The missed free throws, Anderson tells Ballard, were “like a song that got in my head, playing over and over and over.” 
But these — along with other, less interesting vignettes — only serve to illuminate basketball truths so blindingly obvious that anyone who has even a passing familiarity with the game already knows them. Do we really need Ballard to tell us that “sometimes a dunk is more than a dunk” or that “shooting is a matter of confidence”? Indeed, Ballard’s book helpfully reminds readers why the revolution in sportswriting that Simmons kick-started was necessary in the first place. But it also highlights what’s missing from that genre. After reading “The Art of a Beautiful Game” and “The Book of Basketball,” I found myself wishing that Simmons, rather than merely holing up with a bunch of books and game tapes, had tagged along with Ballard on his reporting trips. After all, the strongest parts of “The Book of Basketball” are those that involved things Simmons experienced himself — whether as a youngster watching Bird at the Garden or as a journalist interviewing Bill Walton and Isiah Thomas. If these two books teach us anything, it’s that even the best newfangled sportswriter can learn something from a conventional one — namely, that it pays to get out of the man cave more often. 
Jason Zengerle is a senior editor at The New Republic.
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For many fans of professional basketball, revisiting the 1980s with Larry Bird and Magic Johnson will seem like channel-surfing from the couch and coming across a favorite old movie, a “Casablanca” or “Annie Hall.” There aren’t any major revelations in WHEN THE GAME WAS OURS (Houghton Mifflin Harcourt, $26). Still, greatness commands our attention.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Bird and Johnson were the best of a decade that many believe to be unrivaled in basketball history, one that melded old-school fundamentals with new-age athleticism. What began with a celebrated national college championship game in 1979, matching gifted sons of the Midwest, became a phenomenon of contrasting cultures when the two college stars turned professional: left coast (Los Angeles) versus right (Boston), black (Johnson) versus white (Bird), flash (Lakers) versus fury (Celtics). 
Writing in The Boston Globe during the Bird-Magic era, the sports columnist Leigh Montville imagined them at a nursing home years into the future, engaged in a cutthroat game of checkers. Bird and Johnson aren’t in a nursing home (yet), but in any case their collaborative memoir, written with Jackie MacMullan, is much more than checkers. It should satisfy both those who saw them play and younger fans inclined to snicker at television images of the legendary rivals in their tight short shorts.
While Bird and Johnson do most of the reminiscing, MacMullan, a longtime Boston sportswriter, supplies enough reporting to enrich the narrative, drawing on others to help illustrate what the sport has come to lack, or fake. During the playoffs last spring, airwaves were flooded with commercials starring combative Kobe Bryant and LeBron James puppets in anticipation of a finals matchup that never occurred. But Bird and Johnson memorably dueled three times in N.B.A. finals in the ’80s. These transcendent, team-first players were lucky to have each other to lift the bar. Better yet, they knew it. 
Building on what Bird and Johnson achieved, the N.B.A. flourished as a business, especially once Michael Jordan took ownership of the sport, flying gloriously solo. In September, his immodest Hall of Fame acceptance speech reminded us he would have had it no other way. And yet, awe-inspiring as Jordan was, he never had that constant opponent to provide him with competitive context. As a result, there was an executioner’s aloofness to his reign: it was easy to extol, more difficult to embrace. 
If Jordan was incorrigibly corporate, Bird and Johnson fit snugly into more engaging roles, the blue-collar Bostonian and the Hollywood icon, stoking passions together as they realized they were far more alike than they had initially believed. Their book is at its best when it examines this evolving relationship, which began icily but warmed considerably after Johnson traveled to Bird’s rural Indiana home to shoot a commercial. 
To be sure, they weren’t playing for the sheer joy of sport any more than Jordan was. But in an age of competitive incivility, Bird and Johnson’s account of how much they grew to care about each other while maintaining their ferocity is especially uplifting, peaking at the book’s emotional climax, when Johnson describes his agony after testing positive for the virus that causes AIDS. 
On the day he went public, Nov. 7, 1991, Johnson told his agent, Lon Rosen: “You’ve got to call Larry. . . . I don’t want him to find out about this on the news.” Bird was napping when his wife told him he needed to call Rosen back. He tells MacMullan that the feeling he experienced was comparable to when his father “took his own life.”  
Thanks to treatment, Johnson’s fate wasn’t sealed. He and Bird have remained in each other’s lives and, as they so often say, in each other’s dreams. If ever there was a two-man Dream Team, they were it. 
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By JOSHUA HAMMER


Published: December 3, 2009 




This winter’s travel books offer a roughly even mix of vice and virtue. From prostitution, thievery and violence in Bangkok and Johannesburg to the classical antiquities and literary treasures of the Greek islands and Oxford, they explore both the dark and sunny sides of human nature. Which is more fun? It’s an open question.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
In the wickedly enjoyable BANGKOK DAYS (North Point, $25), Lawrence Osborne, a down-and-out British writer living in New York, flies to Bangkok for a round of cheap dental work — and embarks on a romp through a city whose prime commodity is sex. Many of Osborne’s nocturnal rambles through the Thai capital’s bars, brothels and hotels are carried out in the company of other expats, including an Australian watercolorist named Dennis, “an elderly man with skin as white as fine library dust, with a fop of dyed blond hair falling between his eyes,” and McGinnis, a sinister air-conditioner salesman with a shaved head and a face “like that of a pleasant hoodlum who has just shot down a kite.” Osborne himself knows no shame: at one point, the cash-strapped writer picks up a middle-aged Japanese woman at the bar of the Peninsula Hotel and rips her off while she’s taking a shower: “I lifted my hand and pried into the handbag, knowing there must be money there. . . . I pulled out two thousand-baht notes, which felt like they had been extracted from the warm rollers of an A.T.M. only minutes earlier.” 
Osborne also savors the city’s non-libidinous pleasures: gaudy Buddhist temples, exotic fruit and noodle stands, and the handful of tucked-away canals that have survived the asphalting of the old Bangkok. But it’s his descriptions of bar girls and their fellow travelers, of desperate couplings to ward off loneliness, that resonate. At one point, severely ill with a throat infection, Osborne finds himself in a hospital restaurant with a fellow patient who has just told him he’s dying: “Women on crutches with face masks flirted openly with men suffering from epileptic fits and sciatica. Hobbling, limping, squinting, this injured mass proved that the sex drive is the supreme of all instincts and cannot be suppressed even by terminal cancer. We lust till we die, we concluded with some relief, and ordered Tuscan white bean soup.”
In THE LAST RESORT: A Memoir of Zimbabwe (Harmony, $24.99), Douglas Rogers, a white Zimbabwean expatriate, tells of his wrenching return to the backpackers’ hotel his parents built and still operate in that country’s fertile eastern highlands. Swept up in Robert Mugabe’s farm seizures and Zimbabwe’s economic implosion, the elderly couple watch as the tourists flee, then struggle to hang on financially, scheming to keep the property from falling into the hands of Mugabe’s cronies. 
Rogers’s tale is reminiscent of Peter Godwin’s “When a Crocodile Eats the Sun,” which described Godwin’s parents’ ruination in the capital, Harare. There are similar riffs on algae-infested swimming pools, break-ins, hyperinflated Zim dollars and rampages by thuggish “war veterans.” But Rogers skirts the bigger political picture and instead homes in on the hotel as a microcosm of a collapsed country. His mother starts writing a cookbook called “Recipes for Disaster: Adventures in the Kitchen of a Failed State.” His father rents out the property’s abandoned guest houses to a sleazy entrepreneur who turns them into a brothel. Eventually, the hotel fills with dispossessed white farmers, a whole new source of eye-witness accounts of the country’s devastation. 
Rogers chronicles his parents’ encounters with a boisterous black-market currency trader nicknamed Miss Moneypenny and with a Mugabe loyalist who appoints himself the family’s protector. And always there are the maneuverings of a sinister — and never identified — figure known only as Top Man, a high-ranking official who covets the hotel and its land. Throughout, Rogers’s father battles to outwit Mugabe’s henchmen: “He thought back to all the schemes he had adopted over the years to ward off the war veterans, the settlers, the Top Man, the Commissar. He’d hauled out the shotgun. Grown the bush wild. Erected an electric fence around the house. Shot at baboons and the poachers’ dogs just to let the settlers know that he had a gun.” This vibrant, tragic and surprisingly funny book is the best account yet of ordinary life — for blacks and whites — under Mugabe’s dictatorship.
Ivan Vladislavic’s PORTRAIT WITH KEYS: The City of Johannesburg Unlocked (Norton, paper, $14.95) is an unsettling portrait of Zimbabwe’s southern neighbor. Written as a series of snapshots of life during the first years after apartheid, this memoir-cum-prose poem from the South African-born son of Polish immigrants describes a city overwhelmed by poverty and crime. Among the emblematic details he shares with readers are the manholes Johannesburg’s growing homeless population uses as personal storage spaces, the ubiquitous “Gorillas” (expandable steel bars) employed by car owners to immobilize their steering wheels, and his own bulging key ring, filled with keys for burglar alarms, security doors and other barriers against thieves and marauders. Vladislavic also follows the bizarre story of a real-life gorilla, Max, a denizen of the Johannesburg Zoo who is shot during a scuffle with an escaping robber and survives his wounds to become a local hero. 
Seizing on unexpected details, Vladislavic describes the blurring lines between white and black Johannesburg. “The township is made of cardboard and hardboard,” he writes of the slapdash signs for painters, builders and other service providers that begin appearing across formerly whites-only enclaves: “Handpainted on unprimed plaster, scribbled on the undersides of things. . . . Tied to a fence with string, leaning against a yield sign, propped up by a brick, secured with a twist of wire, nailed to a tree trunk.” 
Yet too many of Vladislavic’s mini-chapters consist of pointless anecdotes: allusions to friends and lovers who show up once or twice and never appear again, mystifying descriptions of construction sites and storage bins, monotonous encounters with inebriated beggars, parking attendants and other hustlers. However, his descriptions of a long-privileged, long-sheltered tribe, grappling with new realities, can be painfully effective. Gazing at his fellow white South Africans in an airport terminal, he writes: “In a brush cut’s yellow nap, the drawstring of a Woolworths track suit, a splay-heeled foot in a rubber slipslop, a way of lounging against one another like seals, we recognize our kind. Relieved and repulsed, we slip back into the brown water of South African speech.” 
Justin Cartwright’s OXFORD REVISITED (Bloomsbury, $18) is a loving tribute to a different sort of cityscape. A South African-born novelist who graduated from Oxford University in the 1960s, Cartwright returns to the medieval campus nearly four decades later on a combination nostalgic tour and journalistic inquiry. Seeking to define the university’s greatness, Cartwright offers erudite meditations on everything from the solidity of its buildings (the color of their limestone is “a washed-out russet, like the skin of an obsolete apple”) to the fiercely individualistic lives of its students. These include the German Rhodes scholar Adam von Trott zu Solz, drawn home before World War II and executed for his part in the 1944 bomb plot against Hitler. 
Cartwright visits the New Bodleian Library, where he inspects an original edition of Shakespeare’s First Folio and finds in the library’s “outward-looking, interested, open-minded” atmosphere a metaphor for Oxford itself. He offers sharply observed homages to the thinkers and writers — Isaiah Berlin, J. R. R. Tolkien, Charles Dodgson — who shaped Oxford’s discourse, and maps out the university’s peculiar mix of silly rituals and sublime intellectual life. In addition, the book retraces Cartwright’s own journey from callow teenager to confident young scholar-athlete. “That first October,” he writes of his early days on campus, “the shadows lengthening and then fading on the Front Quad, the bells pealing all over Oxford, figures cycling . . . through the thickening gloom, the soft halation of lights on walls, I had the overwhelming feeling that life had just begun.”
In TRAVELING WITH POMEGRANATES: A Mother-Daughter Story (Viking, $25.95), Sue Monk Kidd (author of the novel “The Secret Life of Bees”) and her daughter, Ann Kidd Taylor, embark on a series of European journeys to heal a rift in their relationship. The story unfolds between 1998 and 2000, when Kidd, then in her early 50s, was experiencing both menopause and writer’s block and her daughter was coping with depression after a failed romance and a graduate school rejection. Mother and daughter take turns narrating this sometimes overwrought tale, which evokes the Greek myth of Demeter and Persephone to explore themes of death and rebirth, and the complex relationship between mother and daughter. 
Kidd’s passages have some lovely turns of phrase. Of a visit to a ruined Greek temple dedicated to the sorceress Hecate she writes: “A flight of steps leads up to a rectangular terrace where prickly cacti grow wild in the stone crevices like an incarnation of the crone Goddess herself — vexing, unbridled, subversive, tough and vibrantly green.” Kidd is brutally honest about her conflicted feelings toward Ann: “Perhaps all mothers of daughters possess a secret talking mirror that announces when their young womanhood begins to fade and their daughters’ begin to blossom.” The experience “can unleash a lacerating jealousy” or “usher in fears that I’ve sworn I’d never have. Of invisibility, anonymity, irrelevance. And deeper down, fears of decline and death.” 
Eventually the pair reconcile and overcome their self-doubt — Sue through the burst of inspiration that led to her best-selling novel, Ann through a loving new boyfriend and a fledgling career as a writer. But too much of the book consists of pedestrian jaunts through all-too-familiar tourist locales — the Acropolis, the Louvre, even a bateau-mouche on the Seine. Kidd’s ruminations on aging grow tiresome, as does her daughter’s wallowing in misery. Eventually you wish they’d just lighten up.
In his introduction to the 2009 edition of THE BEST AMERICAN TRAVEL WRITING (Mariner/Houghton Mifflin Harcourt, paper, $14), this year’s guest editor, Simon Winchester, laments the sorry state of American globe-trotting. Constrained by isolation and a historical lack of empire as well as a dismissive attitude toward foreign places, Americans, he argues, have never developed the wanderlust that characterizes their British cousins. (In United States high schools, Winchester points out, the word geography “is buried in a shallow grave . . . known as the social studies and humanities programs.”) Still, the contributions in this book prove that a restless, intrepid spirit isn’t unwelcome to American readers.
 In “The Generals in Their Labyrinth,” which originally appeared in Outside magazine, the indefatigable Patrick Symmes travels to Myanmar on the eve of the 2008 cyclone that claimed more than 100,000 lives. As the weather worsens, Symmes makes his way to Naypyidaw, the Burmese junta’s newly built capital in the bush, “an open-air prison where functionaries twirl their fingers at make-work jobs and generals loot the budget.” Symmes — who wisely gives up on a plan to sneak into the house-prison of the Nobel Peace laureate Daw Aung San Suu Kyi in Yangon — vividly captures the paranoia and callousness of one of the world’s most appalling dictatorships. 
Roger Cohen, a former foreign correspondent who is now a columnist for The International Herald Tribune, meets dissidents, revolutionaries and ordinary Cubans in his clear-eyed Times Magazine article “The End of the End of the Revolution,” and finds a population trapped in the grip of a senseless economic system, desperately awaiting the end of the American embargo. 
Also memorable are Caroline Alexander’s “Tigerland,” about her trip to the Sundarbans Tiger Reserve, at the mouth of the Ganges River, for a look at one of the world’s rarest creatures, and Eric Weiner’s brief essay “My Servant,” about his relationship through the years with his Indian houseboy. Perhaps the most disturbing contribution is Paul Salopek’s “Lost in the Sahel,” which recounts this Pulitzer Prize-winning journalist’s arrest and detention in Darfur. “He was built square as a butcher’s block, and at age 30 his hair was leached of color,” Salopek writes of Corporal Salah, the “chief whip man” at the prison in the town of El Fasher, where Salopek is detained on charges of being a spy. A brute who dreams of being a doctor, Corporal Salah “spoke to his victims tenderly, urging them not to be afraid, even as he scourged the hide on their backs.” 
If that kind of scene quashes your urge to hit the road, you needn’t give up on new — even foreign — experiences. In fact, many of the most pleasant adventures can be found without traveling very far from home. The latest evidence appears in NEW YORK’S UNIQUE and UNEXPECTED PLACES (Universe, $24.95), by Judith Stonehill and Alexandra Stonehill, and NEW YORK: The Big City and Its Little Neighborhoods (Universe, paper, $25), by Naomi Fertitta. The Stonehills’ delightful book is a guide to lesser-known but worthwhile museums, markets, shops, gardens and even a wilderness refuge. Among the highlights: the Map Room at the New York Public Library (a geography buff’s dream, packed with nautical charts, frontier-expedition maps and Dutch-colonial drawings that expose Manhattan’s “hilly topography”) and the garden at the Church of St. Luke in the Fields, a hidden oasis of crab apple trees, roses and magnolias. 
Fertitta’s book serves up mini-profiles of 20 ethnic enclaves across New York City, from Flatbush’s Little West Indies and Astoria’s Little Egypt to Little Senegal in Harlem. Her colorful juxtaposition of faces, foods and architecture is a bracing reminder of the city’s diversity. “In the course of exploring 20 neighborhoods, I was humbled,” Fertitta confesses, “by the fact that not only had I been unfamiliar with the ‘outer’ boroughs but, in fact, hardly knew these areas of Manhattan that were often only a short subway ride from my home. My great realization was that in my quest for sophistication, I had become just a provincial New Yorker who thought that the city began and ended at my front door.” 
Joshua Hammer, a former bureau chief for Newsweek, is a freelance foreign correspondent. He is writing a book about German colonialism in southern Africa.
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“The Red Book: Liber Novus”





By KATHRYN HARRISON


Published: December 3, 2009 



From 1914 until 1930, C. G. Jung recorded, revised, rewrote, recopied and painstakingly illustrated what he considered “the numinous beginning” from which all the rest of his work derived. “The Red Book,” or as Jung called it, “Liber Novus,” consisted of some 200 parchment pages of meticulous calligraphy and visionary paintings collected into a huge folio bound in red leather. While its content, either whole or in part, was made available to a handful of colleagues and patients, its publication was postponed until now, nearly 50 years after his death, because Jung feared the book’s potential impact on his reputation. After all, anyone who read it might conclude what Jung himself first suspected: that the great doctor had lost his mind.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Jung began what would become “The Red Book” shortly after he had fallen out with Freud, each unable to accept the other’s understanding of the unconscious. Though Jung agreed with Freud’s basic theory that the unconscious mind existed beyond the reach of consciousness and yet influenced human behavior, he believed Freud’s conception of it as a dark vault of repressed urges and denied emotions was incomplete and unnecessarily negative — too focused on neurosis. The 1912 publication of Jung’s “Psychology of the Unconscious,” which had grown out of his psychoanalysis of the heroes and heroines of “mythology, folklore and religion” made the two doctors’ differences of opinion public, and the Zurich Psychoanalytical Society, with which Jung was actively involved, broke away from Freud’s International Psychoanalytic Association. 
Undoubtedly, Jung’s liberation from his mentor was as unnerving as it was exciting, and in the fall of 1913 he had a series of waking visions that disturbed him both for their overwhelming, bloody devastation, and because he could not interpret them. Having worked with schizophrenic patients in thrall to their own tormenting hallucinations, he concluded he was “menaced with a psychosis” and, ever the clinician, decided to take notes on his madness. But the advent of World War I changed his understanding of the visions. In the face of actual widespread carnage, he now received them as prophecy, evidence, the editor and translator Sonu Shamdasani writes, of “deep subliminal connections between individual fantasies and world events.” 
Jung’s study of archetypes in myths had convinced him that the creation of symbols was a characteristic of mankind; it wasn’t necessarily pathological — quite the opposite. The “union of rational and irrational truth,” symbols were the essential and necessary product of the unconscious, its “most important function.” Using a language of archetypes and symbols to speak to the conscious mind, the unconscious offered a means toward self-awareness far more profound than the groping of consciousness alone. Armed with this conviction, Jung embarked on a journey into his own unexplored depths. 
Practicing “active imagination,” Jung conjured characters with whom he interacted and conversed. Dreams, he felt, were “inferior expressions of unconscious content” because there was less tension in sleep. “The Red Book” “faithfully transcribed” visions Jung recorded privately in his “Black Books,” adding commentary and painting what he had seen in his waking dreams to encourage readers to “understand the psychological nature of symbolism” and challenge them “to a new way of looking at their souls.” The whole is structured after Nietzsche’s “Thus Spoke Zarathustra,” a work of great influence on Jung. But while Nietzsche had announced the death of God, “The Red Book” described “the rebirth of God in the soul,” drawing from many and varied sources, including the Bible, the Apocrypha, Gnostic texts, Greek myths, the Upanishads, the ancient Egyptian “Am-Tuat,” Wagner’s “Ring,” Goethe’s “Faust” and Dante’s “Divine Comedy.” And, as Shamdasani points out, although the writers on whom Jung drew “could utilize an established cosmology, ‘Liber Novus’ is an attempt to shape an individual cosmology.” Jung continued to practice while working on “The Red Book” and encouraged his analysands to summon and record their own visions, as he had done. The book a patient created would be, he said, “your church — your cathedral — the silent places of your spirit where you will find renewal.”
In fact, reading “The Red Book” is like visiting a foreign place of worship. To understand Jung’s text — to meet and listen to the creatures of his unconscious — requires solitude, silence, concentrated effort. At the beginning of the book (which is divided into “Liber Primus,”  “Liber Secundus” and “Scrutinies”), Jung rediscovers his soul, alienated while he “had served the spirit of the time.” With it, he embarks on a series of adventures and meets, among others, Elijah, Salome, a serpent and the Devil. The narrative proceeds like a blend of biblical prophecy and dialectic, in places unexpectedly funny, as when, in “The Castle in the Forest,” he encounters a woman from the kind of novels he had “spat on long ago.”  “I am truly in Hell,” Jung remarks, “the worst awakening after death, to be resurrected in a lending library!” But the conventional heroine who fills Jung with disgust has something to teach him: what he considers “banal and hackneyed contains the wisdom” he seeks. The heroine trapped in a castle in a forest is an archetype — one that, in this instance, challenges his intellectual snobbery.
“Individuation” is the word Jung used for the integration of conscious and unconscious required for a person to reach psychological wholeness, an evolved state of being he did not consider within the reach of every person. Rather than breaking with convention, the “insufficiently creative,” as Shamdasani calls them, should remain within the “collective conformity” of society, which encourages us to assume that all cosmologies, all myths and religions, lie without rather than within ourselves. But, as Jung argued, the collective unconscious, even deeper than the personal, is a realm into which we can travel to discover all we contain, making the beauty, terrors and wisdom of the unconscious available to consciousness.
“The Red Book” includes a facsimile of every page of the original, followed by a comprehensive introduction by Shamdasani and the full translation of Jung’s handwritten text. Jung’s paintings, many of mandalas or, as he described them, “cryptograms on the state of my self,” are vibrantly reproduced. Accomplished works informed by various ancient motifs, they encourage one to leave “The Red Book” on the coffee table. Most likely, it will not fit on the shelf. At 15› by 12 inches and nearly 10 pounds, the physical size and weight of the book serve as a warning: once a reader decides to follow Jung into his unconscious, it will be some time before the tour is over. Shamdasani provides the historical context of Jung’s inner journey, on which he embarked when self-experimentation was common and spiritualism attracted the interest of leading scientists, who explored methods used by mediums, including “automatic writing, trance speech and crystal vision” as means of accessing the minds of the living rather than the dead. 
Do the decades between the completion and publication of “The Red Book” render it less potent or interesting? Not at all. As Shamdasani observes, “in a critical sense, ‘Liber Novus’ does not require supplemental interpretation, for it contains its own interpretation,” and so it is at last possible to begin a study of Jung with the work he held above all the rest. “The Red Book” not only reminds us of the importance of introspection, but also offers a guide to separating the self from the spirit of a time that would have astonished and offended Jung with its endless trivial distractions, its blogs and tweets and chiming cellphones. The creation of one of modern history’s true visionaries, “The Red Book” is a singular work, outside of categorization. As an inquiry into what it means to be human, it transcends the history of psychoanalysis and underscores Jung’s place among revolutionary thinkers like Marx, Orwell and, of course, Freud. The dedication — the love — with which it was assembled makes “The Red Book” as beautiful and otherworldly as  a medieval book of hours. 
“What is this I am doing?” Jung asked himself at the beginning of his “most difficult experiment.” A voice answered him. “ ‘That is art,’ ” it said.
Kathryn Harrison’s most recent book, “While They Slept: An Inquiry Into the Murder of a Family,” has just been released in paperback.
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By CHRISTINE MUHLKE
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Done well, memoirs about love and food go together like steak and martinis. Meals are a perfect application for the “show, don’t tell” directive, from proposal soufflé to break-up pastina. These foodoirs have become a successful subset, one part chick lit mixed with one part chicken lit.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Julie Powell water-skied to notoriety on Julia Child’s apron, following every recipe in “Mastering the Art of French Cooking” for a blog she called The Julie/Julia Project. The blog became a memoir, “Julie & Julia,” which in turn became a movie, the momentum of which whipped both Child’s and Powell’s books to the heights of the best-seller lists. 
The publishers of Powell’s second memoir wisely waited until December to release it, lest they freak out book-buying admirers of “Julie & Julia’s” plucky co-star. “Cleaving” promises marriage, meat and obsession, but the object of said obsession is not a standing rib roast. It’s a man she calls D, who likes trussing our anti-heroine and covering her in bruises before sending her home to cook for her husband. The woman who came across as simply whiny and self-absorbed in the film reveals a dark, damaged persona. Nora Ephron won’t be touching this one with a 20-foot baguette. 
Powell and her “long-suffering husband,” Eric, are really suffering now. Unsatisfied by her new career, the author (“just call me Julie ‘Steamroller’ Powell”) — whose motto is “Want. Take. Have.” — has a two-year affair with D. His forceful wanting/taking/having of her instills the confidence that being played by Amy Adams in the movie apparently did not. “It was when he smilingly roughed me up that I finally felt fierce, strong — emancipated,” she writes of his first smack. 
But wait. It gets more abject. Eric knows. So he has an affair, too. Powell relishes punishing him with kindness. “Have fun,” she texts him. “Come home whenever you like.” After D ends things (“You know it’s over when he’d rather show you ‘Team America’ than his penis,” he had warned her months before flipping open his laptop in bed on the fateful day), she resorts to cyberstalking.  Powell’s not kidding about the “obsession” part: she pathetically texts and e-mails into the ether for almost a year, then fleshes her longing into a book that doesn’t spare the reader a single full-frontal flashback.
Eventually, she seeks a numbing distraction, something to reroute her self-destructive, addictive tendencies. How about butchering? Butchers are hot, Powell reasons, ahead of the current craze for men with cleavers. They are “more certain of meat than I’ve ever been about anything.” She apprentices at Fleisher’s, a cult butcher shop in Kingston, N.Y. (where I shop), and learns how to take things apart in the hope of putting her life back together. Or not. Rather than assuage her pathologically adoring husband, she wills her BlackBerry to buzz after sending D texts like: “Just had the worst sex in the world with a total stranger to try to get you out of my head. It didn’t work.” 
Meaty bits over, she still can’t take the cleaver to her miserable marriage. She travels to Argentina, Ukraine and Tanzania, a 100-page exercise in self-indulgent writing, in which she dwells on how attractive the locals find her and how much Malbec, Cognac or goat’s blood she can drink. It makes the reader miss the circus of Fleisher’s. More meat, less obsession, please. Sorry, Hollywood: there’s no happy-ending resolution with longer-suffering Eric, either. 
Despite all this, Powell can be an engaging writer. Fast, funny and observant — though too busy steamrolling to Google facts — she’s your mean best friend sending instant messages that make you snort at your desk. Her reliance on snark and pop-cultural references is cheap, but her sincere interest in butchery and love for the Fleisher’s crew bring the book’s slasher scenes to life. If you don’t know how to break down a side of beef or debone a turkey, you might be able to figure it out after working your way through “Cleaving.” The squeamish — morally and otherwise — should read elsewhere. In her acknowledgments, Powell thanks her editor for reminding her that there is such a thing as too much information. And how.
In comparison, Michelle Maisto is Doris Day. Her quiet, writerly book contains not a tongue kiss or swear word — or even a glimpse of chicken breast. (She’s a pescatarian.) Rather, “The Gastronomy of Marriage” is a squeaky-clean examination of how an engaged couple get to know each other in their first shared kitchen.
Maisto reads her meals with Rich, her betrothed, as if they were tea leaves, better indicators of whether their life together is fated to work than, say, how they travel or fight. Their Brooklyn kitchen presents a few challenges to the young food lovers. He likes to keep the ketchup in the pantry. She prefers her peanut butter chunky and cold. He craves the Chinese comfort foods of his childhood. She cries when offered penne rather than the soothing rigatoni of her Italian-American upbringing. Golly. Will it work?
When Rich takes on extra work to pay for their wedding, Maisto steps up to the plate, offering to cook every night. Feminist hand-wringing ensues, as do some botched meals (oyster soup that her heroine, M. F. K. Fisher, would never consider). She writes about the genesis, provisioning and preparation of symbolic dinners, which can be charming when she’s describing her purveyors’ wares in carefully rendered detail. (Unlike Powell’s gale-force, cathartic style, Maisto has polished each line: A produce cart “has a pile of frying peppers in high shine. They’re the green of a newly unfurled leaf, nearly bright as highlighter pens.”) But it can be a little so-what when you realize that all the blow-by-blow is for a sweet-potato stew made with canned corn. Foodies beware: Maisto might quote the great food writers, but her fare is more Epicurious.com than French Laundry.
Maisto eventually gains confidence in both her meals and her chosen mate. Like Powell, she too finds the key to emancipation — this one rated R for Redbook. One night, as Rich decides what ingredients to throw into an impromptu meal, she writes of her “new favorite sight: the man I love taking the reins of dinner. It makes me feel buoyed, empowered; fit for a propaganda poster in which I’m striding with renewed confidence toward the great unknown of marriage.” Bon appétit. 
Christine Muhlke is the food editor of The New York Times Magazine.
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“Avedon Fashion: 1944-2000.”





By CAROLINE WEBER


Published: December 3, 2009 



Writing in Vogue in 1978, Susan Sontag identified Richard Avedon’s fashion photography as symptomatic of the recent historical shift whereby “fashion” had ceased to refer to elegant conduct (“general deportment, etiquette, style of speech, diction, accent”) and had come instead to mean surface refinement alone. “Fashion,” she observed, “has become something that is almost entirely visual — that is, photographic. As fashion becomes pure appearance, it finds its perfect summing-up in photographs.” As applied to Avedon, the key word is “perfect,” for the exquisite stylization of his compositions produces a world of ethereal, almost impossible beauty. By way of an example, Sontag noted that “it would be as easy to identify with the woman in Avedon’s 1953 photograph of Marella Agnelli as with a Brancusi statue.”

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Edited by Carol Squiers and Vince Aletti, curators at the International Center of Photography, AVEDON FASHION: 1944-2000 (Abrams, $100) is a gorgeous book cataloging the photographer’s contributions to magazines like Harper’s Bazaar and Vogue. These images do depict women as consistently lovely as Brancusi statues, though sculpture may not be the most fitting metaphor, given Avedon’s gift for capturing comeliness in motion. Suzy Parker roller-skating on the Place de la Concorde. Dovima, flanked by elephants, lifting her arm to mimic their raised trunks as the beasts swing their right front legs aloft in tandem. Cyd Charisse strutting her stuff in a swirl of airy chiffon.  Nadja Auermann dashing headlong into a wind storm, pursued by a skeleton that clings to the train of her gauzy gown. Penelope Tree and Jean Shrimpton and Veruschka and Linda Evangelista and Stephanie Seymour, all caught leaping and twirling and high-kicking in transitory postures of ineffable grace. “Fashion,” in these pictures, is pure visual flourish, and one doesn’t wish it to be anything else.

THE WORLD IN VOGUE: People, Parties, Places (Knopf, $75), a compendium of Vogue society photographs selected by Alexandra Kotur, the magazine’s style director, illustrates another aspect of Sontag’s dictum about fashion-as-surface: nowadays “fashion is hardly at all about what people do but almost exclusively about how they appear — and where they are seen.” In this glossy, glamorous book, environment is a — perhaps even the — defining component of modern chic. Invitees to the legendary balls at Venice’s Palazzo Brandolini play second fiddle, in Vogue’s photographs, to the building’s imposing 12th-century facade and its fantastical interior décor, designed by Tony Duquette. Pictures of Vogue’s own annual Costume Institute Gala feature the usual roster of fashion-forward celebrities (Nicole Kidman, Kate Moss, Rihanna), but the real showstoppers are the “enchanted garden path, dotted with twinkling tea lights,” that sprouted up on the Metropolitan Museum of Art’s main staircase at the 2006 event, and the peacock-filled, 20-foot-high gilded cage that graced the red carpet a year later. Style legends like Paloma Picasso, Inès de la Fressange and Loulou de la Falaise are shown in their respective home interiors: a Picasso-stuffed New York duplex; a Paris living room adorned with 18-century Swedish wall panels; and, in a cottage in Picardy, an eclectic, colorful “Matisse-inspired” master bedroom. In settings as alluring as these, individuals and even — counterintuitively — their clothes become incidental to the presentation of “fashion.” As the ’60s trendsetter Talitha Getty, snapped by Vogue on one of her exotic Moroccan palace’s many spectacular terraces, explained: “You can wear anything marvelous and strange here. Everyone looks beautiful in Marrakesh.”
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By CHRISTINE MUHLKE


Published: December 3, 2009 




Summer’s homesteading how-to’s and grilling guides have given way to fall’s fearlessly bountiful lineup. It’s the time of year when big chefs send out their big books and publishers release doorstoppers that will have U.P.S. trucks listing with the weight as they leave the warehouse. It’s also the time for really useful books that will nudge you deeper into the winter kitchen to discover (or rediscover) the secret to no-brainer bread — or find out how much more your co-workers will like you if you bring in a “Naughty Senator” cake. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Let’s start with the biggest American chef with the biggest book. Thomas Keller is a pro at translating his restaurant menus into lavish cookbooks for the advanced home cook. His latest, AD HOC AT HOME: Family-Style Recipes (Artisan, $50), written with Dave Cruz, Susie Heller, Michael Ruhlman and Amy Vogler, serves up cozy dishes from his “casual” restaurant, Ad Hoc, a set-menu, elbows-on-the-table spot in Yountville, Calif., where the meatballs and fried chicken are inarguably better than your mother’s. Keller loosens up accordingly — or at least as much as the country’s most obsessive chef can — with hand-holding tips (how to extract more meat from a lobster, snip the ends of green beans with scissors or use a No. 12 Parisienne melon baller to prettily pit cherries — naturellement!) and pictures of him looking sheepishly “ad hoc” in front of kooky chalkboard illustrations. Keep in mind that in Keller-ese, “casual” doesn’t mean “effortless.” The idea for Ad Hoc may have been born from staff meals, but let’s consider the staff.
There are straightforward dishes like tomatoes with mozzarella — homemade mozzarella. And you will truly aspire to make them. Do you have a day? Chicken soup with dumplings, “a simple, satisfying” dish, requires seven pots for what is ostensibly a one-pot meal. The celery is cooked differently from the carrots. The pâte-à-choux dumplings are trimmed with scissors. The result was satisfying and elegant, but what isn’t when a soup course calls for a stick and a half of butter and you have a staff of dishwashers? Ditto the mozzarella-stuffed meatballs. I tracked down, then ground, the four required cuts of meat; made the breadcrumbs and slow-roasted the tomato sauce while my husband hand-cut pappardelle. The result? How do you say “Meh!” in Italian? But I will persevere: chocolate chip cookies and blowtorch prime rib roast beckon. And jars of Keller’s “Lifesavers,” like fennel mustard and tangerine-kumquat marmalade, will make great gifts. Hey T. K., when are you opening that burger joint? I need to start polishing sesame seeds.
Gordon Ramsay has also set out to prove he can cook like the little people, via a book of homey recipes that can actually be cooked at home. By you. Because when he’s not humiliating the BLEEP out of the BLEEPing contestants of “Hell’s Kitchen” before eight million viewers, he’s apparently eating “posh kedgeree” and fish curry with his friends and BLEEPing family. Seeing Ramsay’s jack-o’-lantern maw and reading the words Gordon Ramsay and COOKING FOR FRIENDS (Morrow/HarperCollins, $35) elicits a nervous titter. Gordon, you’ve built a career out of being a first-class . . . chef. Now you want us to believe you still have friends? To judge by the (lovely) pictures inside, he has six: they appear throughout in almost identical shots, as does Ramsay, who apparently didn’t have more than an afternoon to pose for the camera. 
But the food! It’s nice! Stuff you’d like to make — and actually can in a reasonable amount of time — from an international menu of comfort foods and slightly more ambitious fare: Thai-style fish cakes with sweet chili sauce, wild mushroom tarts in a walnut-Parmesan crust, lamb shank cassoulet. The recipes, written with Mark Sargeant and Emily Quah, are clear and not scary in the least. Chef Ramsay, I stand corrected. You may step back in line.
One of the most talked-about restaurant books of the season is David Chang’s MOMOFUKU (Clarkson Potter, $40). In five years, this 32-year-old New York chef has built an empire on inspired, porky excess. Chang’s Virginia upbringing, upscale restaurant experience and love of certain Korean and Japanese flavors result in the kind of dishes that will jam your eyeballs into the back of your head, like brussels sprouts with bacon and kimchi puree. This fawningly produced book, written with the former New York Times “$25 and Under” reviewer Peter Meehan (who contributes the Grass Fed column to the blog of T: The New York Times Style Magazine), is fueled by Chang’s hard-core attitude and punctuated with a “Hell’s Kitchen” season’s worth of unprintable words. The dude’s intense, and he wants you to know it. The food is intense, too, especially as the recipes increase in difficulty as the chapters move up the Momofuku restaurant scale, from Noodle Bar to Ssam Bar to Ko. 
It’s exciting to think that thousands of American kitchens will soon be stocked with dashi, kochukaru and fish sauce. It’s even more exciting to think that some people will confit chicken wings in five cups of pork fat and attempt the cassoulet-level marathon that is Momofuku ramen. For those just in it for the coolness (or without access to an Asian market), you don’t need to make tare or ramen broth: the easy ginger-scallion sauce and miso butter are keepers. In both food and tone, “Momofuku” encapsulates an exciting moment in New York dining. In 20 years, when we’re all eating McKimchi burgers and drinking cereal milk, we’ll look back fondly on the time when neurotic indie stoners and their love of Benton’s bacon changed the culinary landscape.
Heston Blumenthal, the chef of the three-Michelin-starred Fat Duck in Bray, England, is a brilliant obsessive of another school. Not afraid to geek out, he’s just as curious about how sound affects taste (diners who order a dish called Sound of the Sea listen to an iPod playing waves) as he is about 17th-century English cuisine. Last year, he oversaw the publication of “The Big Fat Duck Cookbook,” written with Pascal Cariss — 11.6 pounds and $250 worth of engagingly written personal history, scientific research and recipes from his lab. . . . I mean kitchen. Republished as the somewhat more portable and accessible FAT DUCK COOKBOOK (Bloomsbury, $50), it now weighs in at just under six pounds. A lavish extravaganza larded with cartoons and Ralph Steadman-esque illustrations by Dave McKean, the book downloads everything in Blumenthal’s head (which is a lot), including recipes for already legendary dishes like snail porridge as well as  nitro-scrambled egg and bacon ice cream. If your dream cuisine involves liquid nitrogen and a rotary evaporator, Blumenthal’s your bloke. 
Molecular gastronomy didn’t kill Gourmet magazine. The dump-and-stirrers did. Still, the timing of GOURMET TODAY: More Than 1,000 All-New Recipes for the Contemporary Kitchen (Houghton Mifflin Harcourt, $40),  compiled by the magazine’s editor, the former New York Times food critic Ruth Reichl, is tragicomic: the book was published two weeks before the magazine was shuttered, its staffers given 48 hours to clean out their desks; a sticker on the cover offers a free subscription with purchase. But what a great final act. “Gourmet Today” offers a thoughtful, thorough portrait of the way Americans are eating, documenting a cuisine that seamlessly incorporates ethnic ingredients, farmers’ market produce, vegetarian entrées and quick-cook staples — plus plenty of cocktails. This big green book isn’t the big yellow one you bought your mom for Christmas ’04. Not with recipes like Korean bulgogi, farro risotto with cauliflower or Afghani dumplings. Your mother might not make the recipe for David Chang’s Momofuku pork belly buns, but chances are she’d try the pork chops with fennel-pomegranate salsa, and you should, too. Like many of the dishes in the book, it’s simple, satisfying and pretty au courant. Thank you, Ruth Reichl. Come back soon.
This season, the 1,000-plus recipe category also includes books of French and Italian cuisine. I KNOW HOW TO COOK (Je Sais Cuisiner) (Phaidon, $45) was written in the early 1930s by the Sorbonne home-economics teacher Ginette Mathiot, who was tapped to compile a comprehensive collection of recipes for young brides. The resulting 1,400 recettes tick through the French repertoire, from abricots à l’anglaise to zephyr veal scallops, and are written in a brisk, authoritative manner that assumes the reader does indeed know how to cook. As Mathiot wrote in the original introduction, “A good cookbook must only offer useful information.” 
With up to six recipes per page, this translation by Imogen Forster is more “Joy of Cooking” than “Mastering the Art of French Cooking.” Like “Joy,” Mathiot’s book has been updated through the years.  Considerable visual charm aside, it earns its chunk of shelf space with unfamiliar vintage dishes like potage à l’aurore, sauce bâtarde and sheep’s foot rémoulade. You’ll have to make them on faith, like the chocolate cake that requires grating rather than melting chocolate. It wasn’t the chocolate cake I had envisioned (i.e., a brown one), but given the mystery factor and brisk instructions, it was a pleasant surprise nonetheless. Under Mathiot’s guidance, the vanilla soufflé did exactly as told, which is really all you can ask.
Twenty years after Mathiot’s brides entered the kitchen, members of the Italian Academy of Cuisine began gathering 2,000 recipes from nonnas, farmers and other cooks in order to document the roots of the country’s classic dishes. If you’ve traveled in Italy, you’ve probably wondered why, say, pasta with chickpeas is made differently in towns 10 kilometers apart, or why you never found that spice cake you loved in Terni anywhere else. That’s because Italian cooking isn’t just regional, it’s microregional, as Jay Hyams’s translation of LA CUCINA: The Regional Cooking of Italy (Rizzoli, $45) proves to fascinating effect. 
The book packs in so many recipes there’s no room for bucolic back stories, photos or detailed instructions. And, this being an Italian book, organization isn’t a strength. Recipes within a section aren’t alphabetized or grouped by ingredient or region, so if you’re looking for a bean soup, it’s best to hunt through the ingredients appendix. But what delicious, oddball treasures you’ll find: Trentino-style hare braised in spiced red wine, black polenta, stuffed lasagna and five varieties of bread soup. O.K., so the donkey and cabbage stew doesn’t translate beyond Piemonte, but picking and preparing dishes at random will prove an enjoyable game for a winter’s day.
The editor Judith Jones has introduced millions of Americans to the joys of global cooking during her 50-year (and counting) tenure at Alfred A. Knopf, starting with “Mastering the Art of French Cooking” and continuing to this day. Now 85 and a widow (and writer), Jones has re-examined what making dinner means when you’re “only” cooking for yourself, and has concluded that it’s a delight: “I open up the wine and light the candles, turn on some music, and give thanks.” Her wise pep talk of a cookbook, THE PLEASURES OF COOKING FOR ONE (Knopf, $27.95), is also a manifesto: she encourages readers to experience food with all the senses and to pester supermarkets to sell individual cuts of meat rather than giant value-pack sizes that are downright discriminatory. 
Jones is a dyed-in-the-ragg-wool Yankee: nothing goes to waste, and portion sizes are controlled. So each small-scale recipe is followed by pointers on what to do with that 14-ounce skirt steak in the days to come. (How about beef with sauce gribiche, followed by a gratin of beef, mushrooms and breadcrumbs?) “A potato dish for Julia” and boeuf bourguignon are things she could cook in her sleep (that’s good), and corn and salmon pancakes and “a small meatloaf with a French accent” are simple pleasures indeed. Those who’ve taken to takeout rather than gorging on recipes designed to feed four to six will find this restorative book an encouraging friend in the kitchen.
Speaking of manifestoes, Jim Lahey, the owner of New York’s Sullivan Street Bakery pizzeria, staged a baking coup with his no-knead bread recipe. Mark Bittman’s 2006 article about it in The Times probably sold more Le Creuset cast-iron casseroles than Julia Child’s coq au vin. Lahey reminds people whose recipe it was with his humbly titled MY BREAD: The Revolutionary No-Work, No-Knead Method (Norton, $29.95), written with Rick Flaste, formerly the editor of The New York Times’s Dining section. If you haven’t tried it already, it is life-changing: Stir flour, water, yeast and salt for 30 seconds. Let rise overnight. Scrape dough into a round and let rise for another hour or two. Shape and bake in a covered pot. You’ll get a perfect loaf, even if it means smoldering holes in your oven mitts. 
Lahey offers a few spins on his flawless boule: carrot bread, coconut-chocolate bread, olive bread, fennel-raisin bread. And there are recipes for things to make with said bread, fresh and stale. But the second-best thing about this book is that Lahey demystifies the pizzas that made his name when he opened his first bakery in SoHo. The crisp, Roman-style slices — topped with everything from cauliflower and red pepper flakes to potatoes and rosemary (my former breakfast staple) — now sell at Dean & DeLuca for $5 a slice. But guess what? Lahey gives away the store, telling you how to make a whole, identical pizza for less. Novices will find the dough-shaping instructions on the minimalist side. But keep on stretching: perfection awaits. If you’re coming to my house for drinks in the next year, you know what you’ll be eating.
And now, dessert. Karen DeMasco won a James Beard Award as the pastry chef overseeing Tom Colicchio’s Craft-pire until jumping ship to Locanda Verde last spring. Like Claudia Fleming, her mentor at Gramercy Tavern, who wrote the near-perfect “Last Course,” DeMasco has (along with her co-author, Mindy Fox) written a book of sweets to savor, the title of which — THE CRAFT OF BAKING: Cakes, Cookies and Other Sweets, With Ideas for Inventing Your Own (Clarkson Potter, $35) — underlines the way in which book publishing works (i.e., very slowly). 
DeMasco layers the homey foundation of her childhood favorites with the spontaneity she honed working in seasonal-ingredient-driven kitchens and a love of modern touches. And so her grandmother’s cashew brittle becomes cacao nib brittle, which gets sprinkled onto a chocolate hazelnut panna cotta. She encourages readers to build and vary their craft, suggesting tips, twists and jumping-off points. That brioche pain perdu would, for example, be great with a scoop of caramel ice cream or a dollop of lemon curd. Recipes vary from adult comfort foods like butterscotch cream pie with gingersnap crust, brown-butter ice cream and chocolate custard tart to kid-friendly doughnuts, raspberry granola bars and s’mores (with homemade grahams, natch). This is the woman who brought the ’Wichcraft peanut-butter sandwich cookie into the world. I will do whatever she tells me.
Don’t look for any restaurant credentials or fancy farmers’ market ingredients in ALL CAKES CONSIDERED (Chronicle, $24.95). Melissa Gray’s sassy-pants prose will inspire even food snobs to shamelessly lube a tube pan with Pam before pouring in Crisco-filled batter. Proof that a good idea and a catchy title will still get you somewhere — as will knowing your audience — Gray, a producer for the National Public Radio program “All Things Considered,” parlayed her status as the office Cake Lady into a book deal. 
A taste of Martha Washington’s “great cake” at Mount Vernon gave rise to Gray’s cake project, in which she perfected a sweet a week for her colleagues. The book’s retro-kitsch design sets the mood for recipes like sweet-potato pound cake, Stephen Pyles’s heaven and hell cake, and Spanish meringue cake. A year’s worth of favorite recipes are here, in order of difficulty. 
Gray’s snappy Southern storytelling drives every recipe, whether it’s the “collective cake-gasm” caused by a coffee cake, or the political shenanigans that led to the Naughty Senator cake (thank you, Larry Craig). Her chattiness runs from the titles — Dark-Chocolate Red Velvet Cake: For Those for Whom Plain Red Velvet Cake Is Too Jejune — to the instructions: the Procrastinatin’ Drunken Monkey Banana Bread features a “new technique alert!” for plumping dried fruit with rum. She unapologetically worships Dorie Greenspan and Paula Deen in equal measure, takes recipes from old church cookbooks, “To Kill a Mockingbird” and Southern Living magazine, and has a ball throughout. May a thousand Cake Ladies arise from this project. Who knows? Media-related cookbooks could save the industry. Here’s looking forward to The New York Review of Cookies.
Christine Muhlke is the food editor of The New York Times Magazine.















                This article was downloaded by calibre from http://www.nytimes.com/2009/12/06/books/review/Cooking-t.html?pagewanted=all





            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            |
        




Holiday Books - Book Review  -  'The Complete Lyrics of Johnny Mercer' - Review - NYTimes.com













































            | Next
            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            | Previous
            |
            




Holiday Books



That Old Black Magic




By BARRY GEWEN


Published: December 3, 2009 




The appearance of “The Complete Lyrics of Johnny Mercer,” edited by Robert Kimball, Barry Day, Miles Kreuger and Eric Davis, is cause for ambivalent celebration. This is the seventh volume in one of the most worthwhile scholarly enterprises of our time, the effort to collect all the lyrics of the great pop songwriters of the 20th century. Other entries in the series, overseen by Kimball, have provided us with the work of Cole Porter, Irving Berlin, Lorenz Hart, Frank Loesser, Ira Gershwin and Oscar Hammerstein II. These men gave witty, colloquial, heartfelt voice to American life from the days around World War I through the 1950s; their most famous lines are embedded in the brains of three generations of their countrymen. They deserve to be memorialized and celebrated.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The ambivalence comes with the scholarship. We want the complete record, but these volumes are made for reference, not reading. Unlike stand-alone poetry, pop lyrics require the accompanying melodies coursing through one’s head to come alive. When the tunes are unknown, the words tend to go flat. Patter peters out on paper. That is why it was smart of Kimball to team up with Robert Gottlieb some years ago to produce “Reading Lyrics,” a one-volume distillation of the best and most familiar work. One turned its pages with a cheerful shock of recognition, marveling at the skillful fit of words to music, merrily singing along.
In the case of “The Complete Lyrics of Johnny Mercer,” the scholarship is impressive, even by the standards of the earlier collections. Mercer churned out words with casual abandon. There are more than 1,200 items here; two sections of miscellany reproduce dozens of uncopyrighted and undated lyrics that will be of interest to, well, almost no one. It’s clear that the four editors were engaged in a labor of love, working right up to deadline (this year is Mercer’s centennial) to ferret out all the material they could find. Though 462 pages long, “The Complete Lyrics” is probably incomplete.
Amazingly prolific, Mercer made contributions over the course of his career to more than 90 movies and (less successfully) a number of Broadway musicals. He collected 18 Academy Award nominations, winning four times (for “On the Atchison, Topeka and the Santa Fe,”  “In the Cool, Cool, Cool of the Evening,”  “Moon River” and “Days of Wine and Roses”). His list of pop standards is a musical road map of pre-rock America: “Skylark,”  “You Must Have Been a Beautiful Baby,”  “Blues in the Night,”  “One for My Baby,”  “Ac-cent-tchu-ate the Positive,”  “Come Rain or Come Shine.” He was, along with Hammerstein, the most chameleonesque of lyricists, supplying words to Ziggy Elman’s klezmer-inflected “And the Angels Sing” as well as to an oom-pah German ditty from 1902 that in his hands became a No. 1 hit, “Glow Worm,” in 1952. 
Though not as witty as Porter or Hart, Mercer was easily their equal at incorporating the slang of his day into songs: “Hooray for Hollywood! That screwy, ballyhooey Hollywood”; “Jeepers creepers! Where’d ya get those peepers?” He was a master of the economical line: “Laura” and “Autumn Leaves” are triumphs of brevity and control. And he mischievously sneaked autobiography onto the Hit Parade: “That Old Black Magic” is said to be about his affair with Judy Garland, including a covert reference to her sexual penchants.
He wasn’t a man of the theater. Mercer tended to think of each lyric as complete in itself, a little poem, and he wanted the music written before the words so that he could relax into the song and capture its particular mood. An extraordinary number of collaborators obliged him, 230 in all, each dutifully identified at the end of this book. They ranged from Jerome Kern and Vincent Youmans through Fred Astaire and Duke Ellington to Marvin Hamlisch and Bobby Darin. Mozart is mentioned, Liszt listed. One of Mercer’s earliest songwriting partners was William H. Woodin, who became Franklin Roosevelt’s first secretary of the Treasury. (Mercer also wrote his own music from time to time, collaborating with himself.)
But his two most successful partnerships were with Hoagy Carmichael and Harold Arlen, both, like Mercer, outsiders to the Tin Pan Alley community. Carmichael was a jazzman from Indiana, Arlen a cantor’s son (like Irving Berlin) from Buffalo,  and the bluesiest of the great pop composers; Ethel Waters called him the “Negro-est” white man she knew.
Mercer hailed from a wealthy, established family in Savannah, Ga., and he arrived in New York City with a broader geographical palette than the predominantly Jewish, Manhattan-centric songwriting establishment. Until Rodgers and Hammerstein discovered gold in the hills of Oklahoma, the New Yorkers’ idea of the country looked like the famous Saul Steinberg cartoon. When Lorenz Hart wrote a “western” song, it was about West End Avenue (“Git along little taxi, you can keep the change / I’m riding home to my kitchen range”). Mercer rambled more widely than they did, “from Natchez to Mobile / From Memphis to Saint Joe.” He seemed comfortable across the entirety of America, and said as much in song: “Any place I hang my hat is home.” But he always kept up his connection to the South, which provided him with the inspiration for much of his best work. In one memorable instance, it provided him with a single word.
“Moon River” flows along pleasantly, an exercise in Mercer’s tight craftsmanship, until the end, when the phrase “my huckleberry friend” turns the song into something more than it had seemed to be. “Huckleberry” leaps out, evoking Mark Twain, the Mississippi, the South, vagabondage, companionship, the fond nostalgia of one’s youth. Henry Mancini, the composer of the music, got chills when he heard it. Mercer’s wife, Ginger, used it in the title of her own book. It was, Mercer said simply, “the right word” (though perhaps not for the posh Audrey Hepburn, who introduced “Moon River” in “Breakfast at Tiffany’s”). The other great lyricists had many ear-bending adjectives in their quivers. But none of them ever came up with a more perfect word for a song than Johnny Mercer did when his Southern unconscious gave him the gift of  “huckleberry.”
Barry Gewen is an editor at the Book Review.
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By CAROLINE WEBER
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In his 1781 “Picture of Paris,” the left-leaning journalist Louis-Sébastien Mercier lamented, “Ah, if Louis XIV had spent in Paris a mere quarter of the costs of Versailles, Paris would have been the most astonishing city in the entire universe.” On the eve of the monarchy’s fall, Mercier’s complaint resonated with the zeitgeist. But in hindsight it rings hollow, because as astonishing cities go, Paris could give any place in the universe a run for its money. And this is in no small part due to Louis XIV (whose contributions to the capital include the Champs-Élysées, the Invalides and the Tuileries) and his predecessors and successors. From the Capetian kings’ Cathedral of Notre-Dame to François Mitterrand’s I. M. Pei pyramids, the landmarks of Paris have always functioned to express and enhance their sponsors’ stature.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Indeed, as the historian Georges Duby notes in his preface to the gorgeously illustrated, brilliantly curated HISTORY OF PARIS IN PAINTING (Abbeville, $235), which he has edited with Guy Lobrichon, Paris’s manifold architectural charms are best understood as manifestations of a political will to power. “The city,” Duby writes, “must be monumental, a great theater set where sovereignty is revealed through . . . avenues, public squares, palaces, basilicas and fountains. In Paris, this theater became exceptionally sumptuous as each government that adopted the city as its capital made a concerted effort to outdo its predecessors.” The resulting cityscape “forcefully evokes the memory of the dramas of public life that have played out on its vast stage at the nation’s center.”
The genius of “The History of Paris in Painting” is, accordingly, to concentrate on the intense interplay between aesthetics and politics from which the city has, under each of its many political regimes, emerged transformed. Ever since the popularization of easel painting in Paris in the 14th century, artists have compiled an unparalleled record of the city’s metamorphoses — a record this volume reproduces in abundant and captivating detail. To study this magnificent book is to recognize Paris’s paramount role in the development and deployment of French political glory.
Although peppered with familiar masterpieces like Watteau’s “Enseigne de Gersaint,” Manet’s “Bar at the Folies-Bergère” and Picasso’s “At the Lapin Agile,” this book’s chief contribution lies in its generous array of relatively unknown paintings of Paris throughout history. Notable among the early works is the 16th-century “Pietà of St.-Germain-des-Prés,” which shows a clutch of biblical figures mourning the dead Christ at the foot of his cross, with the Abbey of St.-Germain-des-Prés, a significant seat of medieval ecclesiastical power, in the background. At the time, the juxtaposition of Golgotha and Paris would have boosted the city’s claims to being a new Jerusalem; today, it offers the viewer a rare glimpse of the St.-Germain abbey, still one of the Left Bank’s foremost landmarks, in its earliest days.
Other pictures call to mind the links between city architecture and secular authority. The Renaissance king Henri IV’s penchant for grand public works gave the capital such august monuments as the Pont Neuf and the Place Royale (today the Place des Vosges) — monuments captured in paint by artists who saw the city changing dramatically before their eyes. Dramatic change is also evident in the book’s many images of violent social upheaval. During the revolutions of 1789, 1830, 1848 and 1871, crowds laid waste to Parisian monuments explicitly understood as stand-ins for state authority. In their erection and their destruction alike, urban structures cannot be dissociated from the political superstructures that created them. Reformulating Mercier’s criticism of Louis XIV’s relationship to Paris, then, one might complain not that the king didn’t spend enough money adding to its splendors, but that he failed to coin a phrase that he and practically all other French leaders might have made their motto: Paris, c’est moi.
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By STEVEN HELLER


Published: December 2, 2009 




The look of a typeface can determine how readers perceive a word or phrase. Take the common seasonal greeting “Happy holidays.” When set in an ornamented Latin style, the words appear jolly and joyous, while spiky Old English or German Fraktur reads as dour — Scrooge-like. Various typefaces symbolize the holidays, and not just those goofy novelty faces with dangling icicles or sprigs of holly. Ecclesiastical gothics, bifurcated Tuscans and filigreed slab serifs are fitting styles for this season. Display types are designed to convey a host of notions and emotions. They are as versatile (and functional) as articles of clothing — and as with clothing, some types are basic black, while others go in and out of fashion like hemlines. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
In the late 19th and early 20th centuries, American and European type foundries — the factories where type was designed and cast for commercial and industrial use — churned out literally tons (since type came in lead and wood) of eccentrically decorative typefaces and typographic ornaments, most of it bought by printers. Advertising was a burgeoning industry, and the more outlandish display styles were conceived in equal measure to attract the public’s eye and to distinguish one merchant from the next. 
TYPE: A Visual History of Typefaces and Graphic Styles, Volume I, 1628-1900 (Taschen, $59.99), edited by Cees W. de Jong, is a collection of exquisitely reproduced pages from an array of lusciously printed vintage foundry specimen books that were used to promote type fonts to commercial printers. Many quirky specimens in this compilation predate the mid-1800s, but most were produced in the second half of the 19th century, when fierce competition among foundries fostered an abundance of smartly designed and ludicrously gaudy faces. 
Among professionals, type-specimen books from this era were like Bibles, big leather tomes filled with stunningly illuminated pages. In addition to the sample settings of specific forms (sometimes using actual psalms, other times just random words or nonsense phrases), examples of decorative borders, cartouches and flourishes of all kinds added luster to the printed page. Some of these books defined the Victorian, Art Nouveau and other fin de siècle graphic mannerisms. The faces were used for all sorts of everyday purposes: wedding announcements and business cards, posters and packages, medicines and whiskeys. In some there was even a page or two devoted to “black letter” faces designed for newspaper mastheads that looked a lot like The New York Times’s logo. 
For the incurious, vintage type books might be a little less exciting than plumbing parts catalogs, but for anybody interested in design, they are jewel boxes filled with incredible riches (and today antiquarian copies are usually priced high). Not surprisingly, some of the ornamental designs found in type books were actually called “printers’ jewels.” 
“Type” offers a generous selection of pages from some of the most historically significant and largely forgotten typeface volumes. There are samples culled from H. Berthold, the most famous German foundry at the turn of the 20th century and beyond, and a collection of optically distorted faces from the esteemed Enschede foundry in the Netherlands. Most type books of this era sold the same fundamental materials; nonetheless, each country represented in this volume — Germany, France, England, the United States, the Netherlands — had its own distinct typographic idioms. Since type was so heavy and expensive to transport, getting the latest Parisian or German import to New York was something of an event, and was aggressively promoted through posters and brochures. While “Type” does not delve as deeply as it might into the history of these artifacts (the introductory essays, printed in German and French as well as English, give only a modicum of context), as the subtitle states, this is a “visual” confection devoted to milestones that defined the typographic language of the times. 
These days, noncommercial artists — painters, printmakers, conceptual artists — are as obsessed with type as graphic designers are. The fascination started in the early 20th century, when Cubists, Futurists and Dadaists cut up pieces of standard type specimens and included random bits and pieces in their paintings and periodicals. Type was at once a substitute for paint and a method of integrating textual language into art. 
“The use of typographic materials for visual and representational means was a strategy common to the work of El Lissitzky and Vladimir Mayakovsky,” Will Hill writes in an essay in ART AND TEXT (Black Dog, $45), an extensive survey of 20th- and 21st-century attempts to use text in modern and contemporary art. Indeed, El Lissitzky’s collaboration with Mayakovsky on a book titled “For the Voice” resulted in a significant blurring of artistic boundaries. It included images “made entirely from typographic elements,” and it is now accepted by historians as a significant bridge between art and design. 
Today, artists are probably combining verbal language and plastic art more than ever before. “Contemporary text art finds itself located at the intersection of contemporary philosophy, contemporary thinking on art and contemporary theories of language,” Dave Beech writes in an essay included here. The Pop artists of the early ’60s — many of whom, like Andy Warhol, began as commercial artists — used advertising slogans and product logos to challenge verities of art history and to raise the perennial question “What is art?” 
Through words and pictures, this book basically asks what role text and type play in art. And the answer, through numerous examples, is that integration of word and picture is as natural to the artistic process as brush and canvas. Tom Phillips, a pioneer of text art, is represented by his famous work “A Humument,” which “refigures” the 1892 novel “A Human Document,” by W. H. Mallock. He uses collage, paint and overprinted images as he entirely rewrites the book by rearranging the author’s words. Phillips describes it as “a curious unwitting collaboration between two ill-suited people 75 years apart.” Another master of the form is here as well: Lawrence Weiner, whose spare, bold sans-serif typographic mural installation at the Museum of Contemporary Art in Los Angeles features personal narratives and aphorisms writ large. For Weiner, as for Jenny Holzer and Barbara Kruger, typography is essential to the political and social resonance of art. Other artists, notably Bob and Roberta Smith, borrow from rough-drawn, hand-painted wooden signs. Their impressive installation “I Am a Living Sign” recalls the old Burma Shave advertisements. Incidentally, their homage to naïf lettering is extremely fashionable in graphic design circles too. 
Although signs are not the only inspiration for text art, they are decidedly dynamic. Monica Bonvicini’s “Not for You,” a mammoth electric sign in the tradition of the Great White Way, is replete with bright lights, dimmer packs and scaffolding, and is known as a “spectacular” in the outdoor advertising profession. But for me the most engaging piece is a sign that blurs the line between art and commerce as well as text and art. Ken Lum’s “Taj Kabab Palace: Peace in Kashmir” is a pitch-perfect simulacrum of a cheap restaurant sign, made of aluminum with plastic letters — or, just maybe, it’s the real thing. But whether it’s real or fake, these days it’s considered art.
MMedia critics are always railing against the evils of subliminal messages, urging the public to beware — and be literate — when it comes to media intervention and information consumption. Type styles can be deceptive. So watch out for subversive typography and other visual sneak attacks on the subconscious. And if you are as worried about them as you should be, THE BOOK OF CODES. Understanding the World of Hidden Messages: An Illustrated Guide to Signs, Symbols, Ciphers, and Secret Languages (University of California, $29.95), edited by Paul Lunde, will certainly aid you when it comes to decryption. 
You don’t have to be paranoid to believe that codes are everywhere and, therefore, drive our behavior. So what could be more important for everyday code-breaking than a section in this book called “Brands and Trademarks”? The brand is “one of the most high-profile codes that surround us today.” Sadly, though, this section, which could be a book all its own, is much too short (a mere two pages). And while this primer is meant to introduce the reader to many overt and covert codes, it is more sampler (each code is given two pages) than in-depth analysis. Still, what is presented has value even for those with only casual interest. The book includes sections called “Codes of Construction” (which examines masons’ marks and other mysteries of ancient engineering), “Field Signals” (which looks at signal corps drums and horns used in battle) and “Rosicrucians” (which discusses the rose, the Cross and other mystic symbols). There are also spreads devoted to “The Genetic Code,”  “Youth Codes,”  “Cockney Rhyming Slang,”  “Formal Dress Codes” and “Graffiti,” along with an entire chapter centering on “Codes of Human Behavior.” It’s a good start, but I would have preferred a less cursory overview.
Nevertheless, the book is illustrated with an abundance of vintage and new imagery, even if it’s a tad overdesigned — which may be a code for something, but I am not sure exactly what. 
There were loads of covert codes and messages to be found in a distinct Japanese art form that was popular during the 1930s and ’40s but that until now has been all but forgotten. “Before manga (Japanese comics) and anime (animation) hit the West with the force of a tsunami, there was an earlier popular art form known as kamishibai — paper theater,” Eric P. Nash states in MANGA KAMISHIBAI: The Art of Japanese Paper Theater (Abrams ComicArts, $35). These melodramatic and fantastical picture stories, played out live on street corners by itinerant narrators using illustrated boards displayed on handmade proscenium stages, were ostensibly two-dimensional puppet shows. Their appeal as entertainment and propaganda was palpable. “At its height in the ruined landscape of postwar Japan, more than five million children and adults were entertained by kamishibai daily,” Nash writes. 
Although it was not a particularly subtle art form, the original paintings used for kamishibai, beautifully reproduced in this book with all their wear-and-tear imperfections intact, served as the starting point for many popular comic and animation characters in the postwar era. The stories included much of the raw material of later Japanese fantasy — the robots, monsters and masked villains that are so fashionable today. Included in the repertory were bloody World War II serials, filled with heroic banzai attacks on American forces. Yet in addition to depicting battle scenes, kamishibai propaganda taught children (and adults) how to survive air raids in bomb shelters and help with fire-fighting bucket brigades, and provided other cautionary and practical wartime tips. 
Postwar kamishibai were produced under the control of the supreme commander of the Allied powers, Gen. Douglas MacArthur, whose censors banned many aspects of Japan’s popular entertainment because they represented the country’s “warlike nature.” The approved kamishibai “promoted high-minded ideals such as freedom of the press, public health, overthrowing feudalistic attitudes and countering pickpockets,” Nash reports. Before the war, many kamishibai were inspired by American superheroes, like Batman, but during the occupation considerably less threatening characters were introduced, including Cinderella and Little Red Riding Hood. Rather than horror and mystery tales, optimistic stories about a rosier Japanese future — which would include the rise of baseball — started to appear. 
The fate of kamishibai paralleled the postwar renewal of Japanese society, which shed its traditional feudal past. Shortly after the occupation ended, in 1952, Japan’s public television station began broadcasting to a small number of homes. By 1963, 4.5 million sets were operating, and cartoon shows ostensibly put an end to the street corner kamishibai forever. Eric Nash, who is a staff editor at The New York Times Magazine, superbly documents this lost legacy, a missing link in the evolution of comics. 
Peter de Sève is much better known than kamishibai artists, but he does the same job of telling stories. His numerous covers for The New Yorker tell ironic tales of the city. “Panhandler,” a fanciful drawing of the mythical half man, half goat Pan playing his proverbial pipes on a New York street corner, is as farcical as it is evocative of the real talents who busk for loose change. De Sève’s “Through the Wringer,” showing a flabby naked man walking through an airport metal detector (ignored by all the passers-by), captures the way many people actually feel when going through the ordeal. These and many more illustrations are collected in a gorgeously designed coffee-table book, A SKETCHY PAST: The Art of Peter de Sève (Akileos, $54.95). 
The sketches implied in the title are probably the best part. De Sève’s finished pieces are very fluid and impressionistic while totally representational, with hints of caricature at every turn. But his looser sketches are the real masterpieces of visual erudition. He depicts character and expression so completely with only a few well-composed lines and shades. And among the most delightful, in a book that will doubtless serve as a textbook for today’s aspiring artists, are production sketches for the animated “Ice Age” films, for which he designed the amazing characters (under the supervision of the director Chris Wedge, who wrote the book’s foreword). Although de Sève is certainly a people person, drawingwise, I haven’t seen such a master with animals since John James Audubon — if Audubon had done caricatures of prehistoric creatures, that is. 
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By DOMINIQUE BROWNING


Published: December 3, 2009 




Winter is setting in, our gardens are full of dried stalks of whatnot and our backs are just beginning to recover from the miles of rows we hoed, right? Be honest now: how many of you actually put in those vegetable gardens we kept reading about last spring? I thought so. Book publishers seem to have made a collective decision that they asked too much of us. Everywhere you turned, it was helpful advice and more than a dash of sanctimony — in the service of raising everything from gourds to goats. This winter, it seems we are to plan our vacations instead. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Japanese gardens are making a good show, with four new books devoted to an art form that has been cultivated and refined over 14 centuries. I find Japanese gardens stunning in their austere beauty, but I can sympathize with people who want to know where the garden is, exactly — you mean those rocks? For a swift but interesting overview of the arcane and elegant discipline of placing stones and capturing water, turn to INCOMPARABLE JAPANESE GARDENS (IBC, $24.95), by the photographer Gorazd Vilhar and his writing partner, Charlotte Anderson, who have been based in Japan since 1985. In her introduction, Anderson acquaints the reader with the Sakuteiki, the oldest known aesthetic gardening text, written nearly a thousand years ago, which outlined the essential considerations — waterfalls “should always face the moon” — for the design of gardens that can still be viewed today. “Incomparable Japanese Gardens” is a book to buy for its pictures, with nearly 200 pages of arresting images from Kyoto, Tokyo and beyond. These are uncaptioned throughout, a deliberate decision, I assume, to leave viewers to their meditations. But I couldn’t shake my Western rationalistic manner and had to know what I was looking at, which meant much flipping back and forth to the caption section at the end. Having gone to all that trouble, I wish I’d been given more than a sentence of explanation for each picture.
One way to prod a clod like me into a place of metaphysical receptiveness is to induce exhaustion. THE JAPANESE GARDENS: Kyoto (Pie, paper, $34.50) is nearly incomprehensible in its organization. I had that sinking feeling you get at the end of a trip, when you flip through your haphazard deck of souvenir postcards and realize you can’t remember what went with what. I gave up trying to figure it out. Still, it was worth ambling through the pages to stumble on “Poets’ Gardens,” a charming essay by Hidetaro Sugimoto about the Ryoanji rock garden. “Smiling, weeping, laughing, playful,” he notes, “in their many faces, gardens are just like people.”
Marc Peter Keane is the undisputed American master of Japanese garden scholars; he is also an educator and garden designer in his own right. Two of his previous books, “Japanese Garden Design” and “The Art of Setting Stone,” are indispensable. His latest, THE JAPANESE TEA GARDEN (Stone Bridge, $59.95), opens with an evocative scene of people arriving for a tea ceremony. “The important thing is that a guest be neat and clean as an expression of respect for the host and of purity of mind. No one wears jewelry or uses perfume or cologne, those being too worldly and distracting.” Since tea gardens have had a major impact on the design of Japanese gardens in general, this book is a necessary addition to the library of any serious student. The rest of us will enter with humility — mindful of the small door through which one must crawl into the tea room — and sip slowly. The sweeping historical ambition of this work emphasizes the connection between social and economic change and the development of tea gardens. In the 16th century, for example, moss was a sign of decrepitude and poor housekeeping; that it went on to become a revered element in Japanese gardens represents “a paradigm shift,” Keane notes, “as to what constitutes beauty.” We learn that stepping stones not only create beautiful patterns on the ground and keep feet dry but also slow the visitor’s pace. It’s impossible to be in a hurry and expect to understand anything about Japanese gardens — a lesson that holds for understanding life in general.
Yin, yang and yen: Those rocks really do it for me. I’m enchanted by the contemplation of precisely raked waves of sand and pebble, and I don’t think it’s just because I’m in awe of the meticulous housekeeping required to maintain such tranquil vistas. It is, rather, my yearning response to all forms of minimalism: Oh, for the simple life, undisturbed by the hyper-stimulation of modernity, unattached to material possessions, untouched by messy reality. “In this newly induced state of mind,” Stephen Mansfield writes in JAPANESE STONE GARDENS: Origins, Meaning, Form (Tuttle, $24.95), “the essential symbolism of the garden elements, stones standing for the eternal structure of the universe, sand and gravel for the temporary nature of the phenomenal world, reveals itself.” How can you not be enthralled by the Kyokusui no Niwa (Garden of the Undulating Stream), which “takes its name from an ancient Japanese ceremony called Doll Floating, in which dolls were sent down rivers on miniature boats, carrying off bad luck with them.” Though I do wish photographers wouldn’t shoot in the glare of noon, this survey of the best of Japan’s stone gardens may send you into the sort of fugue state in which you wake up to find yourself floating through the airport, boarding pass in hand. 
Those whose sensibilities are roused by the splashy exuberance of mixed borders will welcome the release of the revised edition of HIDCOTE: The Making of a Garden (Norton, $45), by Ethne Clarke. Hidcote, along with Sissinghurst and Great Dixter, is one of England’s most beloved — and most-visited — gardens, welcoming more than 100,000 tourists yearly. Some claim that it’s the most influential garden of the 20th century, and in the face of the politely intense snobbery of which only English gardeners are capable, it’s particularly delicious that Hidcote was created by an American, Lawrence Johnston. Hidcote was, as Clarke relates, the first property to be taken on by the esteemed National Trust on the strength of its gardens alone, thus preserving it for the future. 
My only complaint with this book is that the pictures are perversely mingy. The occasion of a second edition, 20 years after the first, is the discovery of personal information pertaining to Johnston, a confirmed bachelor whose circle included Henry James and Edith Wharton. Hidcote combines informal, almost naturalistic planting with the more formal structure of the Italian garden, with its green rooms and strong visual axes. But an equally fascinating axis revealed in this book is the one that connects mother and son. This Eden was created by a shy, enigmatic man who, when lost among the roses, could shake off the “short rein” on which his formidable mother held him.
Tree lovers lucky enough to visit Hidcote will never forget the sight of the glorious cedar of Lebanon around which the entire garden was planned — not that we get a good look at it in this book. It’s surprising how rarely garden books actually focus on trees; rather, they become just another consideration of landscaping. But there’s nothing more satisfying than planting a woodland garden, even if you have to plant the woodland first. For gardeners who want to incorporate trees into their designs, I highly recommend the new SIBLEY GUIDE TO TREES (Knopf, $39.95). David Allen Sibley is the artist and author responsible for several excellent bird books (mine are well thumbed), and his tree guide holds its own against the Audubon series. His paintings manage the neat trick of being both evocative and accurate; the telling details are clearly articulated. 
Trees are in the front line when it comes to suffering the effects of climate change. Consider, for example, the thousands of acres of lodgepole pines in Colorado and Wyoming that are being consumed by the relentless pine-bark beetle, a pest that is thriving in our milder winters. This is a good time, then, to become more sensitive to the enriching presence of trees. “Our lives are intertwined with trees in countless ways,” Sibley writes, “and they remind us that we are not simply neighbors, but part of an integrated community.”
Edith Wharton and Henry James did get around. We bump into them again in BEATRIX FARRAND: Private Gardens, Public Landscapes (Monacelli, $60), by Judith B. Tankard. Farrand, who was Wharton’s niece, created some of the most important gardens in the United States, including the spectacular rose garden at the New York Botanical Garden in the Bronx (on whose board I serve), the East Garden at the White House and Dumbarton Oaks in Washington, D.C. Her client list reads like a Who’s Who of the early 20th century: she worked for Theodore Roosevelt, J. Pierpont Morgan and Abby Aldrich Rockefeller. She also consulted on gardens for Yale, Princeton and the University of Chicago. 
Tankard chronicles Farrand’s childhood in the New York society Wharton probed in her fiction and charts Farrand’s success in what was essentially a man’s world. This book brings to life the gardens of a nascent and grand American landscape style, influenced by European gardens, modified for the nouveaux riches. You might want to get out a magnifying glass to view Farrand’s meticulous plans, a trove of inspiration. For English majors, this book does double duty as a companion to Aunt Edith’s novels.
In 1899, Farrand wrote in an article about parks, “Their great artistic value is not as yet fully recognized, especially by those who have charge of our municipal finances.” Echoing that sentiment, still urgent more than a hundred years later in these times of severe budget cuts, is Lynden B. Miller, author of PARKS, PLANTS, AND PEOPLE: 
Beautifying the Urban Landscape
 (Norton, $49.95). “Beautifying your city brings environmental, social and economic benefits,” she writes. “But to create successful public spaces you need energy, determination and above all a belief in the powerful connection between people and nature.” Miller has directed the design and restoration of countless public gardens; she has seen firsthand how green spaces simply make people happy. I remember all too well the experience of crossing Central Park in the late 1970s; it was so dicey that I resorted to roller-skating to get through faster. The park’s transformation, briefly chronicled here, is remarkable, a valuable case history in the power of public-private partnerships.
Trained as an artist, and then a horticulturist, Miller was responsible for reviving the lost Conservatory Garden at 105th Street and Fifth Avenue: “I had inadvertently stumbled on a key to successful public space: a planting design for four seasons.” She is correct. When I recently dragged my reluctant sons into the park for an autumnal walk (it was so much easier to get them into gardens when they were strapped into buggies), I could tell, in spite of their grumbling, that they were enchanted by the riot of Korean mums spilling from the deep beds. So were thousands of bees. 
Miller was also responsible for the generous perennial garden at the New York Botanical Garden. Her recent work on that garden’s “Ladies’ Border” (as it’s been called since the 1920s) experiments with plants that are pushing the limits of the region’s hardiness zones. Miller’s authoritative book should be required reading for any study of urban planning, but it’s equally relevant to the home gardener. It’s full of useful design and planting advice, clearly and unpretentiously presented. 
Many of us feel that we can go all the way around the world only to find what we were looking for in our own backyards. With all due respect to Japanese monks, when we’re digging, a rock is a rock is a rock. For those of us who can’t wait to get our mitts on our spades but need something to dream by until the spring thaw, I highly recommend Anna Pavord’s fascinating BULB (Mitchell Beazley, $39.99). It warms the blood. 
This is the most beautiful garden book of the season. Quite apart from its liveliness and wit, “Bulb” is handsomely produced, full of ravishing photographs by Andrew Lawson and Torie Chugg, and, appropriately enough, positively biblical in its binding. (There’s even a ribbon to mark your place — when was the last time you saw that in a garden book?) Pavord is justly revered for an earlier book, “The Tulip.” This new one, garnered from notes taken over years of cultivating her own gardens in Dorset, is a selection of 600 plants, organized alphabetically, along with tips on cultivating “the most glorious group of plants on earth.” A warning: “Bulb” is enough to induce lust in the most abstracted Zen gardener. I was converted by the time I got through Brimeura (“Think bluebell, seen down the wrong end of a telescope. Then take away the thuggish element of bluebells.”) By the time I was united with my personal favorite, fritillaria, I was a goner: “Part of the charm of fritillaries lies in the way they are made — the hanging bell suggesting a kind of bashfulness which is very appealing.” A few moments with Pavord is worth a few hours with a psychiatrist. “Sadly for gardeners, many fritillaries seem determined to die. . . . The death wish seems embedded in their souls. ‘Why?’ I asked the ghost of my Fritillaria pallidiflora. ‘Why can’t I make you happy?’ ” So that’s the attraction, eh? 
Pavord is a bulb evangelist. “One of the few infallible rules of gardening,” she insists, “is that no garden can have too many bulbs. Splurge. It is the only way.” The section on Arum (Arum nigrum: “the whole thing is very weird and splendid”) will have you reaching for your credit card; you will be deep in debt by Zephyranthes, which “bursts from its papery sheath to produce a flower of pristine whiteness.” Broke you may be, but also buoyed by happiness and hope. 
For the person taking timid steps toward the toolshed, the American Horticultural Society’s NEW ENCYCLOPEDIA OF GARDENING TECHNIQUES (Mitchell Beazley, $45), edited by David J. Ellis, Fiona Gilsenan, Rita Pelczar and Graham Rice, provides a considerate nudge. This is a book to turn to over a lifetime of garden misadventures. My copy, when it arrived, mysteriously flipped open to a section on my favorite veg, brussels sprouts. But there’s plenty here for the would-be flower child, whether her heart is in cultivating water lilies or propagating woody shrubs with suckers. Instructions are exemplary throughout; the illustrations have the charm of a children’s book, showing only the androgynous gardener’s (pinkly clean!) hands or legs clothed in baggy blue trousers and green wellies. This is a book for expert and beginner alike. And, let’s face it, every spring, like it or not, we are all beginners, all over again. 
Dominique Browning writes an online column for the Environmental Defense Fund. Her new book, “Slow Love,” will be published next spring.
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THE MAKING OF “SOME LIKE IT HOT”


My Memories of Marilyn Monroe and the Classic American Movie.


By Tony Curtis with Mark A. Vieira.


Wiley, $25.95.




[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Curtis’s writing in this memoir of Billy Wilder’s 1959 comic masterpiece is staccato, repetitive and occasionally baffling. But even if the voice is a little insane — on Wilder: “He was wiry. Energetic. I don’t think I ever saw him stand still. Not a guy given to repose. Always moving. Like his pictures” — it suits the edgy, emotionally charged set of “Some Like It Hot” perfectly. There are sexual encounters with Marilyn Monroe, whom Curtis describes as his “first adult relationship.” They slept together both before she was a major star and later, when they were working together on this film. It’s left an open question whether Monroe was subsequently pregnant by Curtis or by her husband at the time, Arthur Miller. What is definite is that the racy seduction scene on the yacht in “Some Like It Hot” was Method acting at its finest. Speaking of the Method, Curtis suggests that Lee and Paula Strasberg were to blame for Monroe’s neurotic behavior on the set and her failure to get there with any regularity. “Before going to the Actors Studio she was like a tightrope walker who doesn’t know there was a pit she could fall into,” Curtis quotes Wilder as saying. “After the Strasbergs got to her, she thought of nothing but the pit.” Sometimes Curtis’s revelations about Monroe feel invasive (especially when it comes to her abortions and miscarriages) or borderline mean (were her hips really those of “a Polish washerwoman”?). But to the extent that he could overcome his own dazzling narcissism, Curtis was clearly under her spell. His book (written with Mark A. Vieira) may be more feverish than fluent, but it’s a wonderful tribute to one of the funniest movies ever made.

AMERICAN REBEL


The Life of Clint Eastwood.


By Marc Eliot.


Harmony, $25.99.



Eliot’s formulaic and occasionally overblown analysis of Clint Eastwood’s life in Hollywood (“And on it went, the low din of whispers that had followed Clint around for his entire career, like Shakespeare’s infamous sound and fury”) paints Eastwood as shrewd, gifted and a bit of a cad. For Eliot, Eastwood is the ultimate alpha male, and not always in a good way. His movies have often placed women in the category of “murderer, witch, prostitute, deceiver or helpless victim.” In his personal life, he’s had seven children by five different women: evidence, Eliot suggests, that while Eastwood has played “the role of the happy Hollywood husband,” he was always “a lone-wolf womanizer.” Sondra Locke, his former longtime companion, has said Eastwood pressured her into repeat abortions and set her up with a career-devastating sham development deal at Warner Brothers. Eliot provides a great deal of detailed information about how each of Eastwood’s films came together. We learn that Eastwood has always been a first-rate star, and has always been terrific at bringing films in on time and under budget as a director. Eliot’s Eastwood is the kind of guy you’d kill to have starring in or directing your movie — but not someone who’s been as dependable on the home front.

IN MY FATHER’S SHADOW


A Daughter Remembers Orson Welles.


By Chris Welles Feder.


Algonquin, $24.95.



This memoir by Orson Welles’s daughter — whom he eccentrically named Christopher — is remarkably kind toward Welles, even though he was by all evidence a terrible father. In one heartbreaking scene, the young Christopher sits all dressed up in the front hall of her mother’s house from noon until dusk awaiting her father’s arrival for their lunch date; he never shows. At other times he materializes like a genie and lavishes her with attention, making her delirious with joy, as though he were not her father but the love of her life. “To feel this way about your father is not natural or desirable,” a headmistress tells her. Feder’s glamorous, miserable childhood and the pain it caused her will be familiar to anyone who’s read “The Drama of the Gifted Child.” While Welles dismissed her acting ambitions and vanished for years at a time, Feder’s stepfather constantly belittled her; her mother beat her and called her “a little bore.” Positive relationships — for example, with her stepmother Rita Hayworth or her crush Danny Kaye — were short-lived. With only occasional help from kindly relatives or friends, Feder essentially raised herself. Still, until Welles’s death in 1985 she maintained hope that he would come around to fatherhood. “In addition to being a director, actor, magician and one of the most spellbinding personalities of the 20th century,” she wondered, “why couldn’t he also be Dad?” And yet she is far more loving than bitter. Miraculously, Feder seems to have become a well-grounded adult, with a “steadfast” husband and a good career, first as an encyclopedia editor and an educational writer and now as an accomplished memoirist. Along with providing Welles’s fans with behind-the-scenes insight, the book is a testimony to one woman’s exceptional gift for self-preservation. 

IN AND OUT OF HOLLYWOOD


A Biographer’s Memoir.


By Charles Higham.


Terrace/University of Wisconsin, $29.95.



The author of the Hepburn biography “Kate” and numerous other books is a master at getting celebrities to reveal themselves. Now, in this autobiography, Higham is like an accompanist suddenly grabbing the microphone from the diva and shouting, “My turn!” Thus we learn that Higham — who is so old-school that he’s apparently never learned to use a computer — can boast of just as crazy a life as any of his subjects. He had a gothic childhood (the author claims, later in life, to have had encounters with ghosts) and was party to an astounding number of star secrets. He reports that Errol Flynn was a Nazi collaborator; Walt Disney disliked nearly all of his company’s movies; and Bette Davis, Hedda Hopper and Marlene Dietrich were — believe it or not — homophobic. Despite the Hollywood gossip, the book sometimes feels like a vanity project. When Higham waxes poetic about his wealthy and abusive childhood, no literary device is left unturned: “We fished for tadpoles that flickered like living commas in the brackish stream water . . . and examined the strange, lumpy gray forms of lichen on tree boles.” This over-the-top prose gives way to matter-of-fact accounts of his pre-AIDS-era promiscuity, featuring orgies, prostitutes and bathhouses. But by the later pages, in which Higham tiresomely brags about his success and settles old scores, it’s clearly time for him to hand the mic back to the stars. 
Ada Calhoun is a frequent contributor to the Book Review and the author of “Instinctive Parenting,” which will be published next year.
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Holiday Books



Fake News




By JOHN LELAND


Published: December 3, 2009 




Who doesn’t remember the simpler days of fake news, when front-page headlines announced that President Clinton had taken a leave of office to stand in line for tickets to “Star Wars: Episode I — The Phantom Menace,” or that a disaster at a Snak-Tyme pudding factory had brought creamy, mouthwatering devastation to the town of Centralia, Ill.? The year was 1999, and the news source was The Onion, then still in Madison, Wis. Back then fake news wasn’t supposed to be more real than real news, just funnier. Its target was real news’s mannerisms — the stodgy self-importance and contrived graphics that go into a daily newspaper. Fake news took for granted that the content of real news was less than compelling. If you were going to read straight-faced newspaper accounts of the events in Kosovo (and chances are, you weren’t), you might as well read “Data-Entry Clerk Reapplies Carmex at 17-Minute Intervals.” Fake news reminded you why you didn’t read the paper.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
But 1999 was also the year that Jon Stewart took over “The Daily Show” and changed the nature of fake news. Stewart’s targets, and later Stephen Colbert’s, were not only the media’s manners but also its newsmakers (who were sometimes also members of the news media). For Stewart, current events mattered, and they were being bungled by public officials and the purveyors of real news. He made you feel better about not reading the paper or watching CNN because his take was more real.

THE ONION PRESENTS OUR FRONT PAGES: 21 Years of Greatness, Virtue, and Moral Rectitude From America’s Finest News Source (Scribner, $28), the gazillionth coffee-table-size spinoff from the former University of Wisconsin campus humor weekly, captures some of this drift, moving from absurdist early exclusives like 1993’s “Triumphant Return of Jesus Christ Adds Excitement to Kegger” to more topical fakery like 2006’s “Bush Urges Nation to Be Quiet for a Minute While He Tries to Think” or last year’s “ ‘I Would Make a Bad President,’ Obama Says in Huge Campaign Blunder.” The early pages, from The Onion’s pre-Internet years, have ads for local restaurants across the bottom. Much of the humor comes from a proudly noncoastal dissonance between the media’s slickness and the mundanity of average American life: the headline “That One Chinese Place Closes,” beneath a photograph of a generic Chinese restaurant with its gate down, will ring painfully true in many parts of the country. 
The Onion, which built its national audience online, remains tied to the look and rhythm of a printed newspaper, where headlines huff decorously for attention, and the articles that follow are largely excuses for the headlines. Satire generally arises from a congenitally glum disposition, and many of the early front pages reflect an apocalyptic or just plain bummed starting point: “Super-Special Gum Disease Issue” declared one headline in October 1990; “Run for Your Lives!” the front page screamed a year later.
But there is also a closet optimism running through these pages, a dweebish belief that news about other dweebs is not only readable and entertaining but newsworthy as well. All it needs is a pedestal — a synergy-loving media empire of its own, giving everyday Joes the Britney treatment. Headlines that declare “Area Bedroom Has That Weird Jeff Smell, Housemates Report” or “Spelling-Bee Runner-Up Bursts Into Tears Whenever Anyone Says ‘Proprietor’ ” reflect American lives more closely — and more affectionately — than much of what passes for real news. 
The collection ends with mock front pages imagining the paper’s distant past and future, including a news flash from its “tricentennial” year of 2056, “Grave Robbers Pry Valuable Rifle From Charlton Heston’s Cold, Dead Hands.” It is yet another projection of Onion optimism: that as the weekly celebrates its third century, the sky still hasn’t fallen, the dire predictions of real news haven’t materialized, the news industry still exists, and there will still be a place for straight shooters who call it the way it wasn’t, but perhaps should’ve been. 
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Holiday Books



Rock ’n’ Roll




By ELSA DIXLER


Published: December 3, 2009 




Bob Dylan walking down snowy Jones Street arm in arm with Suze Rotolo; John, Paul, George (and Pete and Stu) perched on a rusty steel wagon in Hamburg; Janis Joplin going at full tilt — these images are as familiar to many of us as the face in the mirror. Gail Buckland, the curator and scholar who assembled WHO SHOT ROCK AND ROLL: A Photographic History, 1955 to the Present (Knopf, $40), wants us to be equally familiar with the names of the photographers responsible for them — Don Hunstein, Astrid Kirchherr and David Gahr. The book, she says, is “not a history of rock and roll, but of the men and women who photograph it with integrity and give the music its visual identity.”

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Buckland examined the archives of a hundred photographers to choose the work in this book, which also functions as a catalog of a show by the same name now at the Brooklyn Museum of Art, running through Jan. 31. Although there are more or less contemporary shots of Amy Winehouse and M.I.A., the book’s emphasis is on the ’60s and ’70s, and on the most successful and recognizable musicians. 
Leafing through the book or walking around the exhibition is delightful. But some images are especially arresting — Jean-Marie Périer’s 1964 portrait of a somber Chuck Berry (who, one realizes, is almost always shown in motion); Amy Arbus’s photograph of a beautiful but still unknown Madonna in the East Village in 1983 (“She looked fabulous walking down the street”); an almost frightening shot, by Ernest C. Withers, of Ike Turner keeping a close eye on Tina during a performance at a Memphis club in 1962.  
Buckland’s goal, she writes in an introduction, is to see the work of music photographers accepted “into the pantheon,” in the way that fashion photography is now acknowledged as art. The book, however, doesn’t make her case, or any case at all. The arrangement of pictures seems more or less random. The images aren’t presented chronologically, or by musician, genre or photographer — indeed, multiple images by the same man or woman are separated by many pages. There’s no way to analyze this work as either art or cultural history without flipping back and forth.
Even more frustrating is the organization of Buckland’s critical material. The book starts off with an essay, and each image comes with a biography of the photographer and occasionally a discussion of when and how the picture was made. Some of these “captions” are short, but many are not, and they continue in the back of the book. So the reader who wants to learn about one photograph and then look at the next one is forced to enlist some serious bookmarks; my copy of the book is a blizzard of Post-its. It would have made more sense either to limit the commentary to what fit on the page or to collect all of it in the back of the book, perhaps integrated into one or more essays.
The Brooklyn Museum show, unlike the book, has been organized so that a viewer can think about what she is seeing. There is a section of photographs of rockers taken early in their careers (heavy on Elvis, but also including David Gahr’s wonderful image of Bruce Springsteen surrounded by girls outside a store in Red Bank, N.J., in 1973). Sometimes the differences between these early images and later ones — the Rolling Stones, smiling shyly, at a London pub in 1963 in a photograph by Philip Townsend, for example, contrasted with Michael Putland’s strutting Mick Jagger in 1982 — show what happens when musicians become involved in creating a visual presence. There is also a section on musicians in performance, one that looks behind the scenes and another that focuses on audiences. This includes both Andreas Gursky’s huge computer-assisted composite shot of the crowd at a series of Madonna concerts in 2001, and more intimate shots at CBGB’s. The exhibition highlights, as the book does not, Albert Watson’s wonderful multiple images of Michael Jackson dancing from 1999.
“The music alone cannot convey the rebellion, liberation, ecstasy and group dynamic that is rock,” Buckland writes. The “still image” is also “conduit for the electricity that is rock and roll.” Well, of course — there is meaning in movement, clothing and hairstyle, and the evocative images in this book and show have decorated endless dorm rooms. But any teenager in the 1950s listening to the radio late at night could testify that rebellion and liberation were in the music alone.  
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illustration by R. O. blechman, from “Dear James”







By SARAH BOXER


Published: December 3, 2009 




An unreliable narrator — everyone knows what that is. But an unreliable letter writer? “Unreliable” not in that he doesn’t write, or takes too long to answer letters, but in that you don’t know how far to believe him. Are the dates on his letters right? Is his advice sincere? Is he actually writing a letter at all?

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
R. O. Blechman is an illustrator with a notably tremulous line; he is also a filmmaker. He drew the book “The Juggler of Our Lady” in 1953. His 1967 commercial for Alka-Seltzer, in which a troubled stomach sits in a modernist swivel chair arguing with his host about the gut-wrenching foods his host eats, is in a class of its own. 
This R. O., whose R stands for Robert and O for Oscar, is now the author of DEAR JAMES: Letters to a Young Illustrator (Simon & Schuster, $21). The letters are plain-spoken, charming and earnest. But Blechman is not the letter writer he first appears to be, for as he notes at the end of his book, his pen pal, James Wetherington, who signs his drawings “Jaz” and who has a snoring girlfriend and a younger brother contemplating art school, “is a figment of my imagination.” 
Then whom did Blechman imagine writing to? And when? He dates the letters 1984, but in one he mentions that his son Nicholas is an art director, which happened over a decade later (Nicholas Blechman is now the art director of the Book Review). In another he shows an illustration from 2007. His likeliest imaginary pen pal is the cartoonist Nurit Karlin, who was once his student. After all, it’s her drawings (the ones signed Jaz) that he comments on. (The book also has drawings by Saul Steinberg, Peter Arno, William Gropper and Blechman himself.) But why not say so? Because these letters weren’t written for Karlin or anyone, but rather composed as a book at the suggestion of his other son, Max: “Why don’t you write something like Rilke’s ‘Letters to a Young Poet,’ but for illustrators?” 
“Dear James” is, thankfully, nothing like Rilke’s book. Where Rilke, whom Blechman calls “that ultimate dandy,” constantly urges his pen pal poet to look “deep within” and shun outside opinion, Blechman advises young James to “meet people” and take all graphic work that comes his way: “I look forward to your next letter — and I want it written on Young & Rubicam letterhead.” Funny. 
Blechman pooh-poohs the Rilkean test “Ask yourself in the most silent hour of your night: Must I write?” and counters it by reeling off a list of artists who didn’t give up their day jobs: Wallace Stevens, William Carlos Williams, Anton Chekhov, Peter Paul Rubens. Yes, even the liveliest spirit, Blechman says, can be killed by “the grinding anxiety of worrying about when you’ll see your next check.”  
Or by the grinding anxiety of freedom. After the Renaissance but before the mid-1950s, Blechman notes, illustration was almost always handmaiden to the text. Then “a new word entered the vocabulary of commercial art” — “concept,” which brought its own set of hits and misses: “We had become so many Charlie Parkers.” Or would-be Charlie Parkers. (Did you know that Blechman almost collaborated on an animated film about Parker with the Rolling Stones’ drummer, Charlie Watts?)
It’s tough work starting your own engine without an external push, and Blechman tells how other gentlemen have done it: by stroking red velvet (Wagner), “dipping feet into hot water (Turgenev), drinking noxious quantities of black coffee (Balzac) and smelling rotten apples (Schiller).” What’s Blechman’s poison prod? Boundaries. Tight deadlines. Little spaces. Before he does a spot drawing for a newspaper, he photocopies the whole page, leaving a blank space for his drawing. He likes the push and pull of terrible constraints.
And he says he’s strangely attracted to Dr. Doolittle’s pushmi-pullyu. That may explain why he wrote this book as a series of letters, even though nobody was at the other end. To push himself to write, he needed another half to pull. Or, in the language of Alka-Seltzer, if a man has no stomach to bicker with, where then will he get all that lovely heartburn?
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By JOSEPH BERGER


Published: December 3, 2009 




There is TriBeCa as a bucolic meadow and craggy hill in a 1763 engraving; Brooklyn looking like a sleepy upstate village in 1817; the Great Fire of 1835 consuming practically all of Manhattan’s business district; a 21-million-gallon walled reservoir where the New York Public Library now stands; the progenitor of Brooks Brothers looking like a poky clothing shop on Catherine Street in 1845; the unfinished Brooklyn Bridge having its suspension cables stretched in 1881; and the Bond clothing store still hawking two-trouser suits in 1952.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
They’re all here, hundreds of photographs, lithographs, maps, paintings, posters, playbills, music sheets and assorted artifacts from the irreplaceable collection of the Museum of the City of New York, gathered together in NEW YORK 400 (Running Press, $40), a hefty and handsome coffee-table book. Edited by the baseball historian John Thorn, it lightly but stirringly skims over the city’s kaleidoscopic chronicle to 9/11 and beyond, just in time for the 400th anniversary of Henry Hudson’s voyage up the river that took his name. 
The novelist Colson Whitehead once said that “you are a New Yorker when what was there before is more real and solid than what is here now,” so for those New Yorkers this book is a gold mine. It evokes not only scenes we may vaguely remember from childhood but the pentimenti behind everyday events, like the buying of the first, 5-cent ticket for the Interborough Rapid Transit in 1904 — a forerunner of the MetroCard.
And “New York 400” captures not only places and structures but also people, who remind us that New York was from its Dutch and English beginnings polyglot, raffish and brashly full of itself. The book recalls that in 1785 “a Negro wench named Maria” — as her pictured bill of sale reads — was sold to one John Jones for £60 and that New York was among the last Northern states to outlaw slavery, which it did in 1827. It tells us that a scion of the patrician Livingstons owned a dozen brothels. It shows us an 1889 photograph, from Jacob Riis’s “How the Other Half Lives,” of 12 men and women crammed into bunks in a single room on Bayard Street in what is now Chinatown, paying 5 cents a spot per night (though it doesn’t remind us that not-so-dissimilar apartments can be found today in immigrant warrens in Queens). 
It tells us of the great Barnumesque age of hype and hokum, in which a dentist on Flatbush Avenue known as Painless Parker could advertise his wares in gigantic painted letters across his building and further market himself by extracting 357 teeth in one session on a vaudeville stage. 
The pictures are enhanced by 16 pointillist essays that bore in on an aspect of a particular historic age. There is a powerful one by the historian Owen Gutfreund on the draft riots of 1863 — the deadliest riots in American history — during which groups of Irish immigrants and others rampaged across Manhattan for four days against an often powerless police force. They did not want to go to war to help free slaves who would compete with them for jobs, but their protests left more than 100 people dead, many of them freed slaves, who were sometimes hanged from trees. 
Some quibbles: Each essay, while uniformly enlightening, might have benefited from a wider reflection on the historic period. And the captions, while concise and polished, are in type too small to be read by people old enough to have lived through any part of the first half of the 20th century. 
For lovers of New York City as well as amateur archaeologists, this book provides a matchless trove that tells us how New York grew into the city it now is, with practically the same cosmopolitan and clamorous DNA that was there at the beginning.
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By JENNIFER BASZILE


Published: December 3, 2009 




Whether the lashed back of an enslaved person, the charred remains of a lynching victim or a terrified marcher fleeing a fire hose, shocking images of degradation seem to dominate the visual history of the African-American experience. Amid so much hardship, one might wonder what, if anything, to say about the nature of black beauty in photography. Deborah Willis, head of New York University’s photography and imaging department, spent a decade exploring the question. In POSING BEAUTY: African American Images From the 1890s to the Present (Norton, $49.95), Willis makes a monumental contribution to contemporary American culture by presenting a definitive history of black beauty.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The book’s title captures the defining duality of posing: “positioning the subject and questioning the trappings of beauty.” Willis avoids monolithic definitions, and the more than 200 duotone and color photographs capture nearly every African-American skin tone, hair texture and body type. Willis also leads readers through a careful yet broad survey of beauty in every decade since the 1890s. On every page, she tracks changing social, political and aesthetic contexts, but she never allows them to overwhelm the subjects or photographers. 
“Posing Beauty” contains revealing photographs of American icons like Madame C. J. Walker, W. E. B. Du Bois, Josephine Baker, James Brown, Angela Davis, Malcolm X, Serena Williams, and Michelle and Barack Obama. Many well-known figures appear outside their usual context — Miles Davis is pictured standing in front of his closet. Condoleezza Rice smiles broadly as she holds a football helmet. These unexpected images offer fascinating meditations on the centrality of beauty to each celebrity’s power.  
Willis also presents equally striking photographs of waitresses, children on Easter morning and others in the midst of everyday life. The longstanding celebration of black beauty in festivals, pageants and contests might surprise, and even trouble, some readers. The throngs of people who assembled in the 1920s to observe the Pacific Beach Beach Club Beauty Contest probably never imagined they would be captured in the panoramic photograph that marks the event along with the beauty queens in the foreground. If a single thread unifies the images in this amazing collection, it is the subjects’ agency in the conception and presentation of their own beauty, which is itself a radical departure from the more familiar objectification of African-Americans in the nation’s collective visual memory.  
The photographers whose works populate this collection are also as diverse as the subjects they capture. Gordon Parks, Walker Evans, Carl Van Vechten, Charles (Teenie) Harris, Anthony Barboza and Annie Leibovitz create evocative works that convey the complexity and scope of black beauty. Carrie Mae Weems’s 2006 self-portrait, entitled “I Looked and Looked to See What So Terrified You,” provides one of the most arresting reflections on the relationship between subject, photographer and viewer.    
With “Posing Beauty,” Willis has forever changed the conversation about beauty in American life. After centuries of exclusion and segregation in which African-American beauty existed on the margins of the culture, Willis offers readers a thoughtful and nuanced consideration of the relationship of beauty and power. She invites us to marvel at the glamour and elegance contained in the photographs, and in the process instructs us on how to expand the definition of beauty within our national imagination. 
In the pages of “Posing Beauty,” readers can appreciate African-American men and women as dandies and debutantes, models and beauty queens, politicians and clubwomen across the generations. The book is a treasure, a triumph and a singular achievement that invites fresh and enduring insights with each viewing. 
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By ADAM GOPNIK


Published: December 4, 2009 



Kate DiCamillo’s new book, “The Magician’s Elephant,” though intended for young readers, has enough, and then more, of weird parable and enigmatic puzzle about it to bring it into the Borges precincts, if not right into the heart of Calvino country. A magician, working in the old city of Baltese — a Central European town perfectly evoked by DiCamillo’s sentences (“the small shops with their crooked tiled roofs, and the pigeons who forever perched atop them, singing sad songs that did not quite begin and never truly ended”) and Yoko Tanaka’s chiaroscuro drawings — has made a comic and sinister mistake. Intending to call down a bouquet of lilies in a concluding trick, he has instead summoned an elephant, who crashes through the roof of the opera house to land in the lap of a rich woman named Madam LaVaughn, paralyzing her.  

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The magician is arrested and imprisoned, while the elephant is at first detained and then displayed in the chateau of the local countess, where she is cared for by a “bent and twisted” mason named Bartok Whynn, who was injured in a cathedral accident. The elephant becomes the talk of the town, and the pages in which DiCamillo catalogs Baltese elephant mania are among the funniest and most charming in the book. (“The street vendors sold, for exorbitant prices, chunks of plaster that had fallen onto the stage when the elephant made her dramatic appearance. ‘Cataclysm!’ The vendors shouted. ‘Mayhem! Possess the plaster of disaster!’ ”) Then, through the work of strange dreams and associations, the elephant becomes the centerpiece in the longings of an assortment of seemingly unrelated and lonely people: a fatherless boy training to be a soldier; a girl — could it be his lost sister? — in an orphanage; an old lady and a blind ex-army dog. The true matter of the story is the slow interweaving of this thwarted and longing group, who will come together around the elephant on a snowy night. 
All of this might seem oddly gray and heavy material to land in the laps of children, even fans of DiCamillo’s sad and smoky earlier books. And, to be sure, though “The Magician’s Elephant” offers pleasures for the nighttime read-aloud — chiefly in the variety of accents it demands for the many nicely distinguished voices — it is more a book for quiet corners and Christmas evenings than for bedtimes. DiCamillo writes here in a register entirely her own, catching not the whimsical-fabulous note of earlier masters for young readers, nor the jokey-realistic one that has too often taken its place, but instead a mood of sober magic that unfolds into something that can be called, without pejorative, “sentimental,” meaning straightforward and heartfelt. The style may evoke Calvino, but the substance belongs to Christmas. 
Though the spell the story casts depends on its grasp of human cruelty (both the blind dog and the boy have in different ways been wounded by war), when at last the participants are memorialized in a cathedral relief — “Each person has a hold of the other, each one is connected to the one before him” — we feel in the presence of a bright, reassuring truth about community.
A dull but significant book might be written on the attraction, here as elsewhere recently in children’s literature, of this particular fantasy cityscape: the Middle European town with its culture of soldiers and countesses and traveling magicians and long service to the emperor. Perhaps we now share a knowledge, implicit but never entirely articulated, that these tragic invisible cities, darkened by history, have become the perfect setting for modern fables. But however much truth that study might contain, the magic of DiCamillo’s stories is that while they have the dignity of literature, they’re never unduly “literary.” Young readers are caught up in the fable before they know they are being fabulized at, trapped in the poetry of the allegory without any idea that allegories are set as traps by authors. 
Kate DiCamillo has a gift, inequitably distributed among writers of all kinds, of eliminating the obvious and still egging on the reader. She writes beautifully but thinks simply. The purity of her prose — the reader goes from paragraph to paragraph delighting in the wonderful simple sentences — only adds to the winsome purity of her vision. Her faith in her own images (an elephant in snowfall in twilight) has once again given us a light but potent fable, and a moral: we are all alone, and sometimes it takes the untimely appearance of an elephant to bring us together.
Adam Gopnik is a staff writer at The New Yorker. His new children’s book, “The Steps Across the Water,” will come out next year.
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By JAMES HYNES
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P. T. Barnum may not have invented the museum, the freak show, the zoo or the circus, but he was (during the 19th century, anyway) their greatest American impresario, a canny businessman who was just a little luckier, more energetic and more imaginative than his competitors. As a result, he wound up the most influential progenitor of much that is spectacular, vulgar, cheerfully phony and just plain fun about American popular culture. He’s not only one of the founders of the circus that still bears his name, but he’s also a direct ancestor of everything from Bat Boy in the Weekly World News  to all those pseudoscience shows on the History Channel like “MonsterQuest” to the careers of such enterprising vulgarians and spectaclemongers as D. W. Griffith, Jerry Bruckheimer and the creators of reality television. Barnum himself took a refreshingly simple view of his career, saying to an interviewer at the end of his life, “I am a showman, and all the gilding shall make nothing else of me.” 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Candace Fleming’s lively and well-researched biography, “The Great and Only Barnum,” takes an evenhanded approach to her subject, though it’s clear from the start that she has real affection for him. Through a vivid central narrative, fascinating period photos and informative sidebars on everything from the history of the museum to the uses of circus slang, Fleming gives us an engrossing portrait of a Yankee entrepreneur who was inventive, shrewd and fundamentally happy; he loved to entertain people. Although he’s best known today for his circus, Barnum made his reputation with his American Museum, located in New York on lower Broadway from 1842 to 1868. In the best chapter in the book, Fleming evokes the experience of a stroll through the building’s seven “grand saloons,” where one might see miniatures of a Venetian canal; gawp at midgets, Siamese twins and bearded ladies; visit the nation’s first aquarium; and wander through the zoo on the top floor. From the start of his career, Barnum was labeled by some “a Prince of Humbugs” — Mark Twain said he represented “everything crass and self-serving in the American character” — but Fleming takes a more nuanced view. Frauds like the “Fejee Mermaid” (actually the upper body of a monkey sewn onto the tail of a fish) were pretty easy to see through, and Barnum himself understood that half the fun was being in on the joke. “Most people enjoy a harmless hoax,” he said, and as one of his employees pointed out, “First Mr. Barnum humbugs them, and then they pay to hear him tell how he did it.” For much of the book, Barnum comes across as a fundamentally good-hearted old huckster, like Frank Morgan as the man behind the curtain in “The Wizard of Oz.” Indeed, according to Fleming, Barnum didn’t even deliver the line most associated with him: “There’s a sucker born every minute.” Apparently that sentiment came from a competitor, surveying the lines outside Barnum’s museum. 
As fond as she is of her subject, Fleming is scrupulously honest about the less savory aspects of his character. She makes it clear that he was a bad husband and a neglectful father. When his first wife died in 1873, Barnum was traveling in Europe — he got the news while buying racing ostriches in Hamburg — and not only did he not come home for the funeral, he remarried less than 13 weeks later, to an Englishwoman 40 years younger. 
More to the point, much of what he did professionally will strike the modern reader as cruel and exploitative. His first successful attraction was an elderly slave named Joice Heth whom he purchased (though Barnum said “rented”) in 1835 and exhibited as George Washington’s wet nurse, claiming she was 161 years old. This distasteful episode is followed by a career built in large part on the display of “human curiosities,” not to mention countless exotic animals who often didn’t survive long in his care. He lost a whole zooful of animals not once but twice, when his two museums in New York burned down one after the other. The saddest animal story in the book is that of Jumbo, the giant elephant Barnum purchased from a London zoo (to the outrage of the British public) and displayed at his circus, making millions. Even after Jumbo was killed in a collision with a train, Barnum managed to milk more money out of him, displaying both the elephant’s skin, stretched over a wooden frame, and his skeleton, as a “double Jumbo” exhibit. 
Still, as Fleming is careful to note, Barnum was a man of his times, and perhaps not as callous as he seems in retrospect. The sideshow acts he employed in the American Museum were well paid by the standards of the day, and rather than being displayed like zoo animals, they mingled freely with visitors, shaking hands and answering questions. And while his behavior with Joice Heth was shameful under any circumstances, nearly 30 years later, during his successful run for the Connecticut Legislature in 1864, Barnum argued that black citizens should be given the vote. 
All in all, Fleming’s biography of Barnum manages to be both honest and fun — which is more than you could say about Barnum himself — and the volume’s handsome design, giving the book the look and feel of an old-time scrapbook, evokes both the era and Barnum’s breathless showmanship. 
For younger readers who aren’t necessarily interested in the history of American popular entertainment, Johanna Wright’s lovely picture book “The Secret Circus” approaches the subject in a strikingly different way. Here, Parisian mice sneak out at night to visit “a circus that is so small and so secret, only the mice know how to find it.” The portly mice troop unseen through the city to a big (or little?) top under a carousel in a park, where they eat peanuts and popcorn and watch circus mice juggle, perform acrobatics and tame a cat. The text has a gently incantatory rhythm, while the book’s twilight colors perfectly evoke the magic hour when shadows deepen even as the lights become more luminous. 
While “The Great and Only Barnum” emphasizes the spectacle and razzle-dazzle of the circus, Wright’s book is all about expectation and mystery, that effervescent moment when the spotlight first hits the ringmaster, and all the faces in the dark around the ring light up with anticipation.  
James Hynes’s new novel, “Next,” will be published in March.
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Children’s Books



Dangerous Beauty




By ALISSA QUART


Published: December 4, 2009 



We may all want to be exceptional, but having superpowers isn’t easy. We learn this from Greek myths, the television show “Heroes,” the “X-Men” comics and the diaries of middle school students. It is also the theme of Kristin Cashore’s “Fire,” a novel whose heroine is endowed with special skills that both distinguish her and threaten her happiness, and sometimes her life. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Fire can read minds. She can communicate without speaking. She even provides silent comfort to wounded and dying soldiers: her thoughts alone are mental morphine. And she is outstandingly beautiful. In the book’s parlance, her beauty and her coloring — “hair the color of flame” — make her a “monster.” In Fire’s home, the kingdom of the Dells, monsters are ridiculously attractive variations of humans and animals. 
This is not the first time Cashore has alighted upon the theme of difficult gifts. In her first novel, the well-received “Graceling” — a companion to “Fire” — the heroine, Katsa, had a gift for murder. 
As a fantasy writer, Cashore sets herself apart with a passionate descriptive style; in “Fire,” a pet mouse has “glimmering gold fur”; a raptor hunting Fire is “the violet of sunrise.” When Fire encounters a murderous boy, we sense her telepathic talent from the inside: “The feeling of his mind bumped against hers, simmering with strangeness, taunting her with its unreachability.” The book is also commendably realistic — almost cynical — about romance. In its pages, young women get pregnant and regret it. 
Cashore can also write action scenes — lords plan coups d’état against the king; war breaks out; Fire nearly freezes to death and wins the incredible loyalty of a mare, who saves her life more than once. But perhaps the real charm of the novel is Fire’s love for Prince Brigan, a young man whose mind she cannot read, at least at first. This struck me as an example of a thriving pop culture trend: the female telepath who knows she has found the One when he’s the guy who prevents mental intimacy. (See Sookie Stackhouse and her inscrutable vampire lover in “True Blood.”) Curiously, the uncommunicative male is here held up as the erotic ideal, while in ordinary life women seek out the inaccessible man’s enlightened, expressive brothers. The laconic, stonewalling prince brings a welcome tension to the book — we worry he will never let Fire in — but I’m not sure I like what he signifies. 
The novel has other flaws. There are too many characters — always yet another whimsically named young man or woman whom Fire has to heal or offer succor to. I started to feel like her: drained by strangers. The sheer number of people in the book means it is neither as coherent nor as muscular as “Graceling.”
And as a character, Fire doesn’t possess the inner turmoil of Katsa, whose gift, after all, was to bring death. A wild proficiency at caretaking just isn’t as dramatic as a superhuman capacity for murder. Similarly, while Fire’s beauty can conjure lovers and other monsters, the benefit and burden of physical attractiveness here (and probably anywhere) is a familiar plot device.  
But “Fire” is a good addition to the young adult bookshelf. It has action, romance and mysterious creatures, and it allows readers to indulge in a primal fantasy: What would it be like to have such powers? “Fire” may not lessen anyone’s desire for transcendent beauty or the ability to read the minds of the lords and ladies of the lunchroom. But by the end, readers will better understand that even these gifts are double-edged. 
Alissa Quart, a Nieman Fellow at Harvard University, is writing a book about American alternative cultures.
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Children’s Books



The Dachshund’s Revenge




By JOHN SCHWARTZ


Published: December 4, 2009 



Perfection is overrated. Just ask Sam the Lion, the ne plus ultra of wiener dogs. An Austrian red dachshund sporting the ultra-rare Duüglitz tuft, he seems destined to win the Westminster dog show someday.  

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Things don’t work out that way. Through a series of misfortunes, Sam becomes outcast, tuftless and three-legged, clunking around with a ladle strapped to his stump in Berkeley Breathed’s engaging new book, “Flawed Dogs: The Novel.”
It may be unclear why the title is “Flawed Dogs: The Novel,” as if there were also “Flawed Dogs: The Opera” or “Flawed Dogs: The Tea Cozy.” But Breathed, better known as the Pulitzer Prize-winning cartoonist who gave the world Opus the Penguin and Bill the Cat, has touched on the subject before. In his 2003 picture book, “Flawed Dogs: The Year-End Leftovers at the Piddleton ‘Last Chance’ Dog Pound,” he presented a verse catalog of lovable misfit dogs and happened to include a three-legged dachshund. (Breathed is a thrifty soul: some of the characters in his first nationally syndicated comic, “Bloom County,” originally appeared in “The Academia Waltz,” his strip from the University of Texas at Austin student newspaper, where we occasionally crossed paths in the 1970s.)   
In “The Novel,” Breathed, through words and lush illustrations, tells a story that will charm many readers and perhaps annoy others, depending on one’s taste for whimsy and manifestos about animal adoption. In the story, Heidy, an orphan, is brought to tiny Piddleton, Vt., after several unhappy years at the St. Egregious Home for Troubly Girls, where she distinguished herself by rigging the nuns’ toilets to flush backward. She has been called back to live with her uncle, a former dog breeder who became a recluse after sending Heidy’s parents to their doom in a tragic schnauzer-related incident.
The relationship between Heidy and Sam begins with an unexpected dog kiss. “Not on the mouth, with the common paint-roller application of dog spit. The Big Kahuna, as Labradors call it. No, this was a gently executed upward swipe of the last quarter-inch of tongue on the tiny band of flesh between the nostrils: the forbidden promised land of dog affection.” 
Heidy wipes her nose and pronounces the moment “completely gross.” But a line has been crossed, “a baby step taken into life’s endless possibilities for wonder and joy and surprise that could no more be reversed than one’s first taste of chocolate.”
From such heights, the story descends into often tragic events, punctuated by the wickedness that poodles do. Be forewarned: Younger readers will be horrified by Sam’s suffering — he is betrayed, shot, mangled in a trap, subjected to lab experiments, hit by a car and even entered in a dog fight. He might as well be named Job.
But Sam finds company in his misery at the National Last-Ditch Dog Depository — “not just any dog pound,” an occupant explains. “It’s the country’s worst. It’s where they send the hopeless cases.” 
Together, in the best zeroes-versus-heroes tradition, Sam and company attack the temple of perfection: the Westminster Dog Show. Wackiness ensues, though the question of whether all dogs go to heaven must eventually be asked. 
In the end — am I giving too much away? — Sam and Heidy learn that in an imperfect world, a lack of love is the only true flaw. And being loved for who you are beats a Duüglitz tuft any day.
John Schwartz is The Times’s national legal correspondent.
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Children’s Books



Good Night, Sleep Tight




By DANIEL HANDLER


Published: December 4, 2009 




Mystery is made at night. A daytime meeting pushed past sunset becomes an assignation. A tourist wandering the streets past dusk is a stalker, and a vehicle idling outside one’s window in the wee hours is up to no good, but come afternoon is probably U.P.S. It’s no wonder that literature finds it easier to probe the darkness in man’s soul when it’s dark outside, as the rejected titles “The Arabian Midmornings” or “Tender Is 2:30 P.M.” attest.
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Children’s literature has followed suit, often most wondrously in picture books, which have to walk a trickier line at night. Whereas Peter Straub has the perfect right to keep us up after dark with his intrigues, nighttime picture books have the requirement of being soporific. This fall season brings a handful of picture books set sometime after cocktail hour, when they are most likely to be read, and offer a good night’s sleep, some oddball dreams and the makings of a new classic. (If you just want to hear about the classic, you can do what I often do when reading to children — skip to the end.) 
It is difficult to praise “A Book of Sleep,” by Il Sung Na, without sounding as if I’m knocking it: “the literary equivalent of Tylenol PM” is an unlikely blurb for the paperback, but it is apt, so thoroughly does the book inhabit its sleepy world. “When the sky grows dark and the moon glows bright,” it begins, “everyone goes to sleep,” and an ellipsis leads us across the page to the exception — the wide-eyed, homemade-looking figure of “the watchful owl,” backlighted by the full moon. Our silent hero stays up to guide us through a sleeping animal kingdom. The art moves easily from the actual (horses sleeping standing up) to the fantastical (giraffes resting their elevated heads on clouds) in a blurry variety of textures and styles — from stark, clean sketch lines to a cavalcade of splotchy color — that might sound overbusy but work very well on the page. An endnote explains this multifaceted approach as “combining handmade painterly textures with digitally generated layers, which were then compiled in Adobe Photoshop,” which I take to mean that it’s none of my business how Na does it. By my second read-through I found myself yawning, so this book deserves a cozy place on the shelf for reading to children at 7 p.m., or, in the case of other people’s children, 4:30. 
Of course, it rarely takes a single book to put a child to sleep. The bedtime ritual can often feel like the plot of “Not Last Night but the Night Before,” the new picture book by Colin McNaughton, in which the characters of familiar children’s literature — the three little pigs, the three blind mice — all drop in on the nameless and bewildered narrator. The effortless rhymes (“I came downstairs to let them in; they knocked me down like a bowling pin”) maintain a manic tone, as do Emma Chichester Clark’s pencil and acrylic drawings, which come to a rolling stop at the line between being inspired by Maurice Sendak and ripping him off. By the final spread (spoiler alert: birthday party), the book is crowded with color and noise; despite the closing line “I went to bed and I fell asleep!” the book is a roaring good time rather than a quiet night in; fun for the whole family, except whoever has to clean up. 
And then there’s John Burningham and his new book, “It’s a Secret!” Expecting a classic from Burningham is like expecting one from Beethoven — he’s already given us plenty — but with “It’s a Secret!” he outdoes even “Mr. Gumpy’s Outing,” and I will pause for a moment while you go read that and then gasp at my scandalous assertion.  
Marie Elaine is told by her mother that the family cat, Malcolm, just goes “outside somewhere” at night, but then the girl runs into the cat on his way out, “all dressed up in fancy clothes and a hat.” The text pauses as Malcolm stares out at us, caught by surprise, before he allows Marie Elaine to go with him, as long as she’ll dress up too and “get small.” 
From there, the book is everything you want in a journey — a familiar face, a grave danger, tricky maneuvers, elegant delectables, some trail marks so you know you can find your way home and, yes, a wonderful secret, which like all good secrets points to more secrets and the big, dark secret world in which we live. “It’s a Secret!” is a perfect night, one that knows when to give a party and when to stay silent — the wordless spread of Malcolm leading his friends down a high-swinging cable leaves one breathless — and Burningham, in plot and in painting, knows when to color in the lines and when to leave them stark and empty. In the morning, Marie Elaine is lounging on the same sofa where Malcolm sleeps all day, and our heroine is exhausted — there’s the sly soporific effect — but in possession of the delicious knowledge of the wonderful title. It is the real world of night, the one that may begin in the literature we read before turning in, but that really flourishes when the lights are off and the mystery unravels.
Good night, young and old. Personal to Mr. Burningham: I’ll meet you you-know-where.
Daniel Handler is the author of three novels for adults and far too many books as Lemony Snicket.
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Children’s Books



Animal Spirits




By LEONARD S. MARCUS


Published: December 4, 2009 




Have you ever heard a lion roar? I did one evening at the San Diego Zoo, and I recommend the experience. From 20 paces, the bone-rattling sonic blast, both thrilling and terrifying, leaves no doubt as to who’s still king of the jungle — or ought to be. Neither do the photographs of a lion in Andrew Zuckerman’s first book for children, “Creature ABC.”  

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Zuckerman is an accomplished photographer and filmmaker whose previous books include “Wisdom,” a coffee-table compilation of portraits of celebrity graybeards and their reflections on life, and “Creature,” an equally sumptuous album of animal studio shots. That volume is the photographic mother lode from which all but a handful of the images in “Creature ABC” have been drawn. 
Animal alphabets have long been a mainstay of children’s books, a resilient subgenre with a basic 26-part structure that provides ample room for all manner of graphic inventiveness. Zuckerman’s signature white backdrops and minimal captions rendered in crisp, clean Helvetica Bold suit the format well, leaving the way clear for readers to lock eyes, largely undistracted, not only with a lion but also with a mandrill, hippopotamus, black bear, kangaroo and screech owl, to name a few.  
Not every animal is equally ready for its close-up. Zuckerman’s porcupine displays the rodent equivalent of a steely expression and, crowned with an impressive thicket of spiky quills, the resolute look of a warrior on red alert. But the oryx — perhaps only puzzled to be representing the letter “X” — stares blankly at the camera, and the zebra, a black-and-white vision in a black-and-white world, looks less like a wild equine than the centerpiece of a high-concept design or fashion statement. 
More often than not, however, Zuckerman connects with his subjects to an uncanny degree. In one of the book’s more effective spreads, a king-size “L” appears opposite the headshot of the proud male lion, with his laserlike gaze. The big cat, with his “been there, done that” air of sublime assurance, might almost pass for one of the photographer’s graybeards — Zbigniew Brzezinski with a poofy mane. But then on the next page Zuckerman gives us another shot of the same lion baring his huge teeth in midroar, as, vicariously, we beat a hasty retreat to safer ground. 
Photo portraits like these can make the animal world seem less remote to children. In “Life-Size Zoo,” Teruyuki Komiya, a naturalist and the director of Tokyo’s Ueno Zoo, pursues a playful and developmentally savvy variation on the same idea. The book captures — with photographs by Toyofumi Fukuda — the life-size portraits of 20 animals, or (for the larger ones) at least close-ups of a horn, an eye or a nose. 
The book stands nearly 15 inches tall, a span roughly equal, it turns out, to the height of a koala. In three instances, double gatefolds expand the photographer’s reach, a great deal by ordinary book-making standards but not all that much in elephant terms. Fully deployed, the supersize spreads are big enough to accommodate only a section of an adult elephant’s head (never mind the trunk) and can just about frame the head of a giraffe. 
Young children measure themselves against their parents, siblings, pets and friends as they come to grips with the various nuances of the concept of big versus small, eventually recognizing, for instance, that a clown’s bulbous clodhoppers are “too big” and therefore funny. This portable zoo feeds their natural inquisitiveness, and Komiya’s thoughtfully prepared “fun facts” and questions, tucked away comic-strip style in vertical panels at the right margin, make the book a kind of scavenger hunt as well. Why do gorillas have such enormous foreheads, and camels such long eyelashes?  
From concrete matters of size and scale, Komiya leapfrogs to one of natural science’s big ideas: evolutionary adaptation. Young readers may or may not be ready to take the next step and turn their curiosity back onto themselves as they page through the photos of this fascinating megabook, aided in no small measure by the nifty grasping power of their very own primate opposable thumbs.
Leonard S. Marcus is the author of “Minders of Make-Believe” and the editor of “Funny Business: Conversations With Writers of Comedy.”
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“Cars: Freedom, Style, Sex, Power, Motion, Colour, Everything.”





By P. J. O’ROURKE


Published: December 3, 2009 



The beautiful, big, excessively subtitled CARS: Freedom, Style, Sex, Power, Motion, Colour, Everything (Conran/Octopus, $65) is, in fact, a one-man show of Tif Hunter’s black-and-white photography. Buy this book, but don’t read it. 
 Hunter is poorly served by the author, Stephen Bayley, a longtime writer for Car magazine. In a 22-page but seemingly endless introductory essay, Bayley claims, “This is a book about the 80 or so greatest car designs ever.” He announces: “You will find no references to power outputs, speed, acceleration. . . . My subject is the more elusive one of art.” Bayley over-proves his point: “The ’57 Chevrolet Bel Air is at least as interesting as a ’57 David Smith.” Surely sculptors appreciate mention of dimensions and materials. Smith, by the way, learned his craft at a Studebaker plant. Auto enthusiasts greatly admire his welds. Bayley doesn’t mention this, or much else worthwhile.
Bayley seems to think Henry Ford built his first car in 1908 (not true); says “there was a time before cars were designed” (not possible); and calls the 1959 Cadillac “the most absurd, magnificent, appalling and perfect demonstration of consumerism without morals.” (It was just an ugly car.) Bayley natters mystifyingly about General Motors’ midcentury styling chief, Harley Earl: “He flew on the inaugural flight of the Boeing 707 and was filmed eating a banana.” The pages of “Cars” are littered with inapposite quotations:

Everywhere,

Giant finned cars nose

forward like fish;

A savage servility

Slides by on grease.

                            Robert Lowell 
Didn’t the mental hospital take Lowell’s license away? 
Hunter has a degree in botany and a botanist’s eye for structural harmonies. He cites Irving Penn as an inspiration and uses the same technique of portable tent and seamless backdrop that Penn used for “Worlds in a Small Room.” But Hunter’s cars show more character than Penn’s people. (Then again, I’m not a “people buff.”) The photo of a 1941 Willys Jeep makes everything taught at the Bauhaus new again and shows Le Corbusier for the baroque fussbudget he was. There is a picture of a 1947 Cisitalia roadster that, if affixed to youngsters’ bedroom walls, will cause more broken hearts (and emptied wallets) than any fleshly pinup. Hunter’s skill is especially evident with mass-produced cars that deserve a second critical glance — the quietly exuberant 1949 Ford, the exuberantly restrained 1971 Fiat 130 Coupé.
Alas, Bayley hasn’t picked the “greatest car designs ever,” or even tried. In “Cars,” the reader — viewer — will not see: the 1901 Curved Dash Oldsmobile, the 1910 Rolls-Royce Silver Ghost, the 1929 4.5-liter Blower Bentley, the 1938 Alfa Romeo 8C 2900 B, the 1948 Ferrari Barchetta, the 1956 Lincoln Mark II or any Bugattis at all. And the 1955 Chevrolet is a better example of G.M.’s art than the ’57. Appearing instead are a number of wonders mixed with absurdities (that 1959 Cadillac), ticky-tack (the 1955 Ford Thunderbird) and belly-flops (the 1958 Nash Metropolitan).
What “Cars” could have been was a photo history of automotive styling. And sometimes it is. Hunter gives us the exposure-to-enclosure progress of sheet metal. The evident mechanicality of the Model T becomes the organic envelope of the Chrysler Airflow and turns into the crisp minimalism of the first Range Rover. Then comes a dramatic moment when car styling simply dies. Hunter captures it in the 1971 Lamborghini Countach, with its “fold along dotted lines and toss in wastebasket” looks. Styling was reborn, of course. First came Volkswagen’s New Beetle and other so-called blobjects. None are illustrated in “Cars.” There was the retro trend of Chrysler’s PT Cruiser (not shown). Cadillac has tried sharp edges (not shown), and BMW has attempted “flame” shapes (represented, mildly, by the 2003 BMW 5 Series). Something worthy of a Tif Hunter photograph is taking baby steps — maybe in Seoul or Mumbai. But Stephen Bayley has lost interest. He ends his introduction by saying: “Henry Ford’s ‘faster horses’ have had their run. Since, a century of glorious inventiveness when ‘freedom, style, sex, power, motion, colour’ and everything else which excites consumers took refuge in the car. Freedom seems a delusion, the rest a selfish indulgence. But magnificent, nonetheless.” I have no idea what he’s talking about, but his last three words are an apt blurb for “Cars.” 
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Al Ravenna, From “Baseball Americana”


Playing ball in a vacant lot in East Harlem, 1954.





By IHSAN TAYLOR


Published: December 3, 2009 



The story of baseball is, inevitably, a story of America itself. The game is as old as the Republic, derived from the English bat-and-ball games brought to the Colonies in the 18th century. And baseball, like America, has its mythmakers: Abner Doubleday and the year 1839 will probably always be linked, incorrectly, to the sport’s origins. Fortunately, its deep roots also inspire retrospectives like BASEBALL AMERICANA: Treasures From the Library of Congress (Smithsonian/HarperCollins, $29.99), a trove of artifacts and photographs that skillfully conveys the evolution of the game and how it has been chronicled and embraced.
 The Library of Congress is home to the world’s largest baseball collection. This book, written by Harry Katz and others, showcases the game’s history — and presses the case for its uniquely American character — with newspaper clippings and cartoons, magazine covers and New Deal photographs, movie posters and music sheets. There are historic firsts (an organized intercollegiate game, in 1859: Amherst 73, Williams 32) and arresting portraits of those who excelled on baseball’s fringe (the All-American Girls Baseball League, the Negro leagues). Images of vintage baseball cards that once came tucked inside cigarette packs pop off these pages.
The book spans nearly two centuries: baseball’s genesis in the late 1700s; its expansion in the late 19th century; the “glory years” of the early 20th century; the period between World War I and the Great Depression; and from World War II to the “wonder years” of the ’50s and ’60s. Each section is anchored by an essay outlining the period in broad strokes, and copious sidebars help round out the details. The pages are busy, but never scattershot.
The early parts of the book are especially roving and inclusive. Nineteenth-century diagrams contrast the emerging styles of baseball — “the Massachusetts game” and its New York counterpart — and there is this from the 1786 diary of a student at the College of New Jersey (later Princeton): “A fine day play baste ball.” Touches like these give “Baseball Americana” the lived-in air of a personal scrapbook.
Some sections dovetail better than others. “Opening Days,” a sweeping look at the early 20th century, shows baseball’s impact on the development of Tin Pan Alley, professional photography and silent film; all found inspiration in the game. Other choices are more peculiar — there is as much space dedicated to the House of David, an early-20th-century barnstorming team formed by a religious commune, as to the Black Sox scandal of 1919 — but there are moving tributes to the game’s two most essential figures: Babe Ruth and Jackie Robinson.
The most resonant images in “Baseball Americana” capture anonymous figures simply playing the game: on an Arkansas farm during the Depression, at a Japanese-American internment camp in California, on a trash-strewn lot in Harlem at midcentury. These photographs, like baseball’s history, have a cumulative power. 
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By MARILYN STASIO


Published: December 3, 2009 




Like the inhabitants of Lake Wobegon, every single one of my friends is exceptional, and I assume the same applies to your crowd. Which means that all our exceptional friends are expecting exceptional books for Christmas.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Lucky for us, some favorite authors came through with genre-stretchers this year. Tops on my list: THE SCARECROW (Little, Brown, $27.99), Michael Connelly’s cri de coeur for the journalism profession he once practiced as a crime reporter for The Los Angeles Times. The techno-savvy serial killer who stalks through this thriller serves as a grim metaphor for the implacable forces Connelly sees as draining the life from the nation’s newspapers.
Walter Mosley also went off the grid this year with THE LONG FALL (Riverhead, $25.95), a big-bad-city crime novel, set in New York, that introduces a new hero in Leonid McGill, an ex-boxer who sets himself up as a private eye in an attempt to make amends for his past sins as a mob fixer.
You never know what’s in store when Ruth Rendell is writing as Barbara Vine, but her savage humor is on fine display in THE BIRTHDAY PRESENT (Shaye Areheart, $25).
In this lethal political novel, a Conservative member of Parliament’s attempt to cover up a sexual misadventure goes awry when his mistress is killed during a bogus kidnapping. Keep in mind that the author is herself a member of Parliament — and be prepared for plenty of political animus. 
It’s always wise to expect the unexpected from Jeffery Deaver, whose technology-driven mysteries are the most fiendishly plotted in the genre. Alternative-reality games are the devil in the machine in ROADSIDE CROSSES (Simon & Schuster, $26.95), a morbid thriller about California teenagers who turn into cyberbullies when they become addicted to violent role-playing on arcane Web sites.
Although it’s much harder to pull off something astonishing in a longstanding private-eye series, Sara Paretsky manages to do just that in her new V. I. Warshawski novel. HARDBALL (Putnam, $26.95)
reaches back to the incendiary summer of 1966, when civil rights marches set off race riots in Chicago, to solve a case involving a youth who served as a bodyguard to Martin Luther King. The way Paretsky tells it — with fist raised in moral outrage — the anger is still fresh because the pain never goes away. 
Crimes of social injustice commonly fuel the action in mysteries by international authors. In A DARKER DOMAIN (Harper/HarperCollins, $24.99)
, Val McDermid returns to 1984 for a damning look at the coal miners’ strike that tore the heart out of a working-class Scottish community. The criminal motivation in Arnaldur Indridason’s ARCTIC CHILL (Minotaur, $24.99) can be traced to murderous racial prejudice against Asian immigrants in Iceland. Sex trafficking is the common theme of two high-impact Swedish thrillers: BOX 21 (Sarah Crichton/Farrar, Straus & Giroux, $26),
by Anders Roslund and Borge Hellstrom, and THE GIRL WHO PLAYED WITH FIRE (Knopf, $25.95), by Stieg Larsson. 
Looking beyond the best sellers, there were several surprise hits this year. THE GHOSTS OF BELFAST (Soho, $25), a bleak, despairing first novel by Stuart Neville, is the most authentic piece of Irish noir fiction since Ken Bruen’s thriller “The Guards.” The brooding antihero, an I.R.A. enforcer during “the Troubles,” sees the ghosts of the people he killed, and if he doesn’t execute the men who ordered their deaths, these wrathful spirits will never let him rest.
Strange as it sounds, Hannah Berry also catches the essence of noir in her first graphic novel, BRITTEN AND BRÜLIGHTLY (Metropolitan/Holt, paper, $20). The eerie narrative, elegantly drawn in sharp lines and monochromatic hues, conveys the metaphysical collapse of a melancholy private eye who specializes in confirming his clients’ worst fears about their cheating lovers. 
The characters who wander into the Tick Tock restaurant in THIS WICKED WORLD (Little, Brown, $23.99), a first novel by Richard Lange, are the kind of drifters and grifters who give Hollywood Boulevard its local color. Jimmy Boone, the ex-con who tends bar at the Tick Tock, is an anomaly in this crowd — a guy who lives to help people. 
Charlie Huston lives to shock. But not even his novels about a vampire private eye have the kick of THE MYSTIC ARTS OF ERASING ALL SIGNS OF DEATH (Ballantine, $25). In this outlandish but rather sweet crime caper, a young slacker who works as a “trauma cleaner” (the guy who scrapes up the blood and gore after someone commits suicide) gets caught in a range war between rival cleaning companies. The oddball characters are originals; the dialogue is sublime.
Speaking of sweet stuff, consider THE CASE OF THE MISSING SERVANT (Simon & Schuster, $24),
by Tarquin Hall. This first novel is set in Delhi, where Vish Puri, founder and director of Most Private Investigators Ltd., performs discreet investigations into the backgrounds of prospective grooms, with surprising and often comic results.
Other appealing oddities: THE BROKEN TEAGLASS (Delacorte, $25),
a literary gem by Emily Arsenault, set in the fusty offices of a venerable publishing house and showcasing the research skills of two young lexicographers who discover clues to an unsolved murder in the citation files, and THE SWEETNESS AT THE BOTTOM OF THE PIE (Delacorte, $23), Alan Bradley’s English country-house mystery about a precocious child who is training herself to be a scientific sleuth by working her way through “An Elementary Study of Chemistry.” 
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By JENNIFER SCHUESSLER


Published: November 27, 2009 





SECRET SANTA: Planning on stimulating the literary economy this holiday season but at a loss for ideas? We asked a few best-selling novelists what books they’ll be giving as gifts this year. Kathryn Stockett replied: “David Benioff’s ‘City of Thieves’ is the book I have been raving about to everyone. It is a brilliant killer adventure.” Michael Connelly is going to be wrapping up Joseph Wambaugh’s “Hollywood Moon,”  “the last and best entry in his fabulous Hollywood Station trilogy.” Patricia Cornwell is bullish on Bruce Lipton’s “Biology of Belief,” a favorite of her heroine Kay Scarpetta. It’s “a fascinating and inspiring look at the connection between science and spiritual principles, reminding us of the enormous power we have to change ourselves and the world,” Cornwell said.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Jeannette Walls has her whole list worked out: “Mom is getting Jill Bolte Taylor’s ‘My Stroke of Insight’; my brother, who is now a schoolteacher, ‘Friday Night Lights,’ by H. G. Bissinger. My sister will be getting Elizabeth Strout’s ‘Olive Kitteridge,’ and I’m buying my husband ‘The Hemingses of Monticello,’ by Annette Gordon-Reed.” Stephen King, mindful of potential plot complications, declined to get too specific: “I could tell, but all my relatives read the Book Review. Could I just say that a signed Cormac McCarthy plays a part in my plans?”

I, READER: James Patterson scores his umpteenth best seller with “I, Alex Cross,” new on the hardcover fiction list this week at No. 1. Patterson’s stoic psychologist may be superbusy chasing bad guys, but he still finds time to read. In “Double Cross” (2007), Alex was spotted with Nicole Krauss’s “History of Love” and Daniel Woodrell’s “Winter’s Bone.” In “I, Alex Cross,” he gets a stack of books for his birthday, including “the latest George Pelecanos and an autobiography of Keith Richards.” His beloved grandmother is tearing through “A Thousand Splendid Suns,” while the whole clan spends the evening reading aloud from James Baldwin’s “Another Country,” an “old favorite.”
This Christmas, Patterson himself will be giving Kathryn Stockett’s best seller “The Help” and Sapphire’s “Push.”  “It’s even more terrific than ‘Precious,’ the film based on the novel,” he said.

TOP GUN: Surprise! Sarah Palin’s “Going Rogue” enters the hardcover non-fiction list at No. 1. Since the book’s release, at least two wits have rushed to supply the index it so frustratingly lacks. Slate’s Christopher Beam and The Daily Beast’s Christopher Buckley both noted Palin’s references to Plato (Page 24); Alec Baldwin (“preference for Stephen over,” Page 314); and John Kerry (“elitist loon,” Page 181). But Beam gets extra credit for noting Palin’s endorsement of Kid Rock (“pro-American” with “common sense ideas,” Page 300), while Buckley directs readers to “Sarah Palin, likability of” (Pages 1 to 413). Palin doesn’t offer any gift recommendations, but she does give a shout-out to childhood favorites “Jonathan Livingston Seagull,”  “Animal Farm” and “anything by C. S. Lewis.”
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By JENNIFER B. McDONALD


Published: December 3, 2009 




Quick: How would you react were you to cross paths with a lion in the Kalahari? Would you run away? Play dead? Or would you be “too dazzled to do anything” and freeze, boggle-eyed, right on the spot? According to Elizabeth Marshall Thomas, whose work Graeme Gibson excerpts in THE BEDSIDE BOOK OF BEASTS: A Wildlife Miscellany (Nan A. Talese/Doubleday, $35), the appropriate reaction is to “walk purposefully away at an oblique angle without exciting the lion”; or, hope that the lion, too, would rather avoid a skirmish and will muster the decency to saunter off himself.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Such silent understanding between predator and prey belongs to an innate “wild self-sufficiency,” a quality, Gibson observes, that centuries of civilization have bred out of domesticated beasts — the human animal among them. This disconnect is a major motif of his nimbly curated bestiary. So is the idea that as much as we have divorced ourselves from the natural world, we cannot escape that we are of it. “We harbor a primordial animal memory in our being,” Gibson writes. “Its shadows dwell in our instincts, just as they stir in our dreams and fears.” 
As he did four years ago in “The Bedside Book of Birds,” Gibson, the Canadian novelist (and longtime partner in birding and berry-picking to Margaret Atwood), has compiled poetry and myth, fairy tale and folklore, sacred texts and travelogues in an enchantingly illustrated volume that will awaken something primal in any human who dips into its pages. But this is far from a merely pretty survey of the animal kingdom. It is a book of raw spirit, a polemic against cold industrialization buttressed by Darwin, Forster, Murakami and Neruda, Audubon, Rubens and Leonardo, among many others.
The phrase “Book of Beasts” has a ring of fancy to it, and Gibson does include the fantastical, like Hesiod on “fierce Echidna,” half nymph and half snake, “eating raw flesh beneath the secret parts of the holy earth.” The Taittiriya Upanishad declares, “O wonderful! O wonderful! / I am food! I am food! I am food!” while Kafka spins a cat-and-mouse fable. But mostly we encounter the corporeal: there’s George Orwell felling an elephant (“His mouth was wide open — I could see far down into caverns of pale pink throat”) and Tolstoy in a close scrape with a bear (“I realized that he was drawing my whole face into his mouth”). Gibson himself recalls “the only time I thought I might conceivably be eaten,” by what may or may not have been a shark: “It was an unpleasant feeling.” Alongside these entries appears a pageant of art spanning cultures and centuries — paintings, drawings, woodcuts, tribal masks; foxes howling, panthers crouching, a lioness embracing a boy, even as she sinks her teeth into his pliant neck. 
The scariest parts, though, come less from tales of sharp fangs and ferocious claws, and much more from the disquieting message, stalking the reader throughout, about a delicate balance disturbed. The dark presence of man is felt most keenly in the section “Killing Without Eating,” where Atwood writes of predators who slaughter recklessly, “angry old men / sneaking around in camouflage gear / pretending no one can see them.” These are not true hunters, she says. “They have none of the patience of hunters, / none of the remorse.”
Thankfully, Gibson favors awe over stuffy moralizing, leaving it to the muscular words and images of his miscellany to reveal human evolution as a beautiful and a terrible thing: it has given us the poetry gathered here, even as it threatens to make the subjects of this poetry familiar to future generations only as pictures in a book. 














                This article was downloaded by calibre from http://www.nytimes.com/2009/12/06/books/review/McDonald-t.html?pagewanted=all





            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            |
        




Editors’ Choice - List - NYTimes.com













































            | Next
            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            | Previous
            |
            






Editors’ Choice





Published: December 3, 2009 




TOO MUCH HAPPINESS, 
by Alice Munro (Knopf, $25.95.) These stories take on pulp fiction’s sensational subjects. But episodes of murder, suicide and adultery turn out to be just anterooms to an echo chamber filled with subtle and far-reaching thematic reverberations.

 
FAMILY ALBUM, 
by Penelope Lively (Viking, $25.95.) It’s the slow, inexorable way everyone comes to acknowledge the suppressed event at the heart of this domestic novel that makes it quietly devastating.


YOURS EVER: People and Their Letters, 
by Thomas Mallon (Pantheon, $26.95.) Mallon’s fine meditation on the art of letter-writing embraces old friends — Flaubert, Freud, the Mitfords — and plenty of unknowns.


THE LAST EMPRESS: Madame Chiang Kai-shek and the Birth of Modern China, 
by Hannah Pakula (Simon & Schuster, $35. ) Pakula’s often absorbing biography presents Madame Chiang as far more complicated, awful and brilliant than we had imagined.


JUSTICE: What’s the Right Thing to Do?, 
by Michael J. Sandel (Farrar, Straus & Giroux, $25.) Sandel is a professor of government; his popular course at Harvard is the basis for this book, and for a PBS series.


EMPIRE OF LIBERTY: A History of the Early Republic, 1789-1815, 
by Gordon S. Wood (Oxford University, $35.) An account of America’s first quarter-century, presented with great insight and scholarship.


GOOGLED: The End of the World as We Know It, 
by Ken Auletta (Penguin Press, $27.95.) Most of the many media chiefs Auletta interviews are unhappy, in one way or another, with what Google has become.


THE MAN IN THE WOODEN HAT, 
by Jane Gardam (Europa, paper, $15.) Gardam revisits the complex marriage explored in her novel “Old Filth.”


THE ART STUDENT’S WAR, 
by Brad Leithauser (Knopf, $28.95.) In this novel of midcentury Detroit, a young woman searches for authenticity and passion.
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By ELSA DIXLER


Published: December 3, 2009 





THE SNOWBALL: Warren Buffett and the Business of Life, 
by Alice Schroeder (Bantam, $20.) This colorful biography, written with Buffett’s enthusiastic cooperation, explains his approach to investing and tracks his rise. Schroeder presents fiscal issues clearly and Buffett’s personal story perspicaciously in what Janet Maslin in The Times called a “definitive portrait.” This edition is condensed and updated to take account of the 2008 crisis.


[bookmark: secondParagraph]

THE MAGICIAN’S BOOK: A Skeptic’s Adventures in Narnia, by Laura Miller. (Back Bay/Little, Brown, $14.99.) Combining memoir, criticism and biography in a meandering but appealing narrative, Miller describes her response to C. S. Lewis’s “Chronicles of Narnia.” Her childhood enchantment with the world of Narnia gives way to a horror of the series’s racism, sexism and pinched view of Christianity. Eventually, Miller resumes her appreciation of the books “that made a reader out of me.” Another imaginative destination for children is 123 Sesame Street. In STREET GANG: The Complete History of Sesame Street (Penguin, $16), Michael Davis delivers a comprehensive account of the show’s 40 years, with emphasis on its beginnings. Madison Avenue advertisers and game show creators joined with New York intellectuals and the Harvard education department to demonstrate that children could be simultaneously educated and entertained. 

ALFRED AND EMILY, 
by Doris Lessing (Harper Perennial, $14.99.) Lessing’s parents, as readers of her autobiography “Under My Skin” know, led an unhappy, impoverished life on a small farm in colonial Rhodesia. In this book, part fiction, part memoir, she imagines that World War I never occurred: her father would have farmed in England and not been haunted by his wartime experience; her mother would have married the doctor she loved, who would not have been killed. The second half of the book is distressingly factual. “It’s amazing to witness Lessing, at 88, still ferociously grappling with the meaning of her parents’ shattered lives,” our reviewer, Caryn James, said.


SONGS OF OURSELVES: The Uses of Poetry in America, by Joan Shelley Rubin. (Belknap Press/Harvard University, $18.95.) This deeply researched, wide-ranging study illuminates the social and cultural functions of poetry in the period from 1880 to 1950, when ordinary Americans recited poems in classrooms, churches and citizenship ceremonies. WHITE HEAT: The Friendship of Emily Dickinson and Thomas Wentworth Higginson, by Brenda Wineapple. (Anchor, $16.95.) Dickinson’s relationship with Higginson, the abolitionist and later commander of the Union Army’s first regiment of freed slaves, is the subject of this “lively, thoughtful and admirable book,” as Miranda Seymour described it in the Book Review. Higginson (who knew Dickinson mostly through correspondence — they met only twice) eventually assisted in the first posthumous publication of Dickinson’s work. Literary reputation is also a subject of POSTHUMOUS KEATS: A Personal Biography (Norton, $17.95), by Stanley Plumly. In these “moving and perceptive” linked essays, Charles McGrath said in The Times, Plumly looks both at the life of Keats’s work and at the poet’s slow death.

WHILE THEY SLEPT: An Inquiry Into the Murder of a Family, 
by Kathryn Harrison (Ballantine, $7.99.) In 1984, an 18-year-old boy killed his horribly abusive parents and the younger sister who surprised him in the act. Harrison wrote this account with the cooperation of a second sister, who survived, powerfully describing “that place where the impossible does happen” and the struggle to go on.


THE PRINCIPLES OF UNCERTAINTY, 
by Maira Kalman (Penguin, $20.) Kalman, who has written and illustrated 12 children’s books, contributed an illustrated blog to The Times from May 2006 to April 2007. Her posts, collected here, constitute a “children’s book for adults,” eccentric and whimsical, Ariel Levy said in The Times.


THE AGE OF ENTANGLEMENT: When Quantum Physics Was Reborn, 
by Louisa Gilder (Vintage, $17.) Gilder begins the story of quantum physics in the early 20th century, using dialogue reconstructed from letters, papers and memoirs to evoke confrontations among the players. But this “sparkling, original book,” as Peter Galison called it in the Book Review, comes most alive in the postwar period, when she concentrates on the work of David Bohm, John Bell and a host of contemporary experimentalists.


POLANSKI,
by Christopher Sandford.
 (Palgrave Macmillan, $20.)
This unauthorized but mostly devotional biography portrays a “disturbed, disturbing man who happens to be a great filmmaker,” our reviewer, Ada Calhoun, said. SOMEBODY: The Reckless Life and Remarkable Career of Marlon Brando,  by Stefan Kanfer. 
(Vintage, $16.)
There are few new insights in this first serious biography since Brando’s death in 2004, which draws heavily on earlier books and on Brando’s autobiography. But Kanfer’s focus on Brando’s work is welcome. SPELLBOUND BY BEAUTY: Alfred Hitchcock and His Leading Ladies by Donald Spoto. (Three Rivers, $16.) many of the actresses with whom Hitchcock worked provide Spoto with anecdotes about the director’s often sadistic behavior.
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What to do about an ugly cover: 1. Brown bag it; 2. Reverse it; 3. Try spandex; 4. Use house paint; 5. Duct tape it; 6. Tear it off 





By JOE QUEENAN


Published: December 3, 2009 



For the longest time I wondered why it took me so long to get around to reading certain books in my personal library. Last month I hit upon the answer when I took “The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn” on a trip to Los Angeles. I had not read Mark Twain’s masterpiece since my teens but had fond memories of that most unlikely of high school experiences — reading an assigned work I did not loathe. Now, decades later, I had every confidence that this experience would be repeated.
 It was not. This, however, was not Twain’s fault; I simply could never get physically comfortable with the book. The problem was the packaging. My copy, which I’d picked up at a rummage sale, was a traditional Bantam Classic, but the cover was a doctored photo from the 1993 Walt Disney film version of the novel. It was typically nauseating Disney iconography, depicting a promiscuously cute little Huck, played by a very young Elijah Wood, and a surprisingly dapper Jim (Courtney B. Vance) sashaying through the woods into a gorgeous synthetic sunset. Tucked inside were pictures of Huck sucking on a corncob pipe, dickering with the Duke and the Dauphin, posing as an English valet. Every time I picked up the book, my eyes were lured back to those fulsome photos of Sugarplum Huck. I do not know what Huck looked like as Twain imagined him, any more than I know how F. Scott Fitzgerald envisioned Jay Gatsby. But Gatsby cannot look like Robert Redford, and the most memorable character in American fiction cannot look like the diabolically cuddly Elijah Wood. Cannot, cannot, cannot.
I ditched the Bantam edition of “Huck Finn” and when I returned home fished out a second copy I owned. But the experience was exactly the same. The cover of the Signet Classic was a drawing of a ruddy-cheeked scamp, buck teeth prominent, clutching an apple, with a perky little newsboy tam cocked at a saucy Depression-era angle. Here Huck bore an alarming similarity to both Jerry Mathers of “Leave It to Beaver” and Britney Spears. Revolting. So once again my efforts to polish off this peerless classic were stymied. I could never get more than a few pages into the book before the illustration on the cover made me sick.
All this prompted me to think more closely about magnificent books I had resisted reading over the years. The first to come to mind was Arthur Miller’s “Death of a Salesman.” When I was in high school, the assigned version of Miller’s seminal play had a grim, depressing, green-and-brown cover depicting a stubby, doomed man with his back to the viewer, clutching two suitcases filled with merchandise for which no buyer could possibly be found. I was living in a subpar neighborhood at the time, and my dad was out of work, so it never seemed like that play was going to be as uplifting as “The Black Arrow.” So I never read it. A few years ago, when the Whitney Museum of American Art mounted an exhibition of postwar art that turned out to include some famous book covers — “The Catcher in the Rye,”  “Catch-22,”  “Soul on Ice” — I avoided the museum until the show closed.
Spurred by this recollection, I recently scrutinized my library to see how many unread books had disgusting covers. The results were staggering. In one bookcase sat rows and rows of beautiful Penguin classics. Beneath them sat my favorite works of fiction, all of which had very nice packaging, ranging from the catchy (Haruki Murakami’s “Norwegian Wood”) to the elegant (Andrea Barrett’s “Ship Fever”) to the ominous (Robert Olmstead’s “Coal Black Horse”). And beneath them were a few dozen gorgeous art books.
But in the next room, in the cabinet where I keep my unread books, I was stunned to realize how many of these neglected works were eyesores. Some were bland or ugly because they dated from earlier eras or because they came from England. Particularly ghastly was the 1951 Modern Library hardcover edition of Edward Bellamy’s “Looking Backward,” which looks like a trash-bagged Malevich drawing; a putrid aquamarine collection of Patrick White stories called “The Cockatoos”; and an uninspired 1976 “Portable Dorothy Parker,” adorned with a photo that made Parker look like the least amusing woman that ever lived, with the possible exception of Ayn Rand.
Some of the least appetizing covers were relatively new. The 1994 hardback of the Kinks front man Ray Davies’s “unauthorized” autobiography, “X-Ray” looked like a poster for a concert that had been canceled because of lackluster sales. A 2001 paperback of Louise Erdrich’s “Love Medicine” was chartreuse, orange and baby blue, a lethal combination even Milton Avery would have shied away from. And the 1983 edition of Grace Paley’s “Enormous Changes at the Last Minute,” with its drab black, green and red cover, looked more like an out-of-date employee handbook: “A Handy Guide to Your 401(k)!”  
It all added up. Until now, I’d thought that I had set these books aside for so many years because they were too daunting or, in the case of Thomas Mann, too dull. Now I realized that what these books had in common was that they were ugly. Really, really ugly. The 1987 hardback of George Perec’s “Life: A User’s Manual” is a dreary reimagining of a Balthus street scene. The shabby 1991 hardback edition of the Thomas C. Reeves biography “A Question of Character: A Life of John F. Kennedy” looks as if somebody in the design department got desperate and pasted clip art onto the cover seconds before it was shipped to the printer. A 1997 edition of “The Bad Seed” comes adorned with a photograph of a macabre doll that bears an odd resemblance to a girl I sat next to in fifth grade. A girl who creeped me out. 
Gradually, I realized that the books I had put off reading for so long all had covers that screamed: “Pulp me! Pulp me!” I’d owned Jorge Luis Borges’s “Personal Anthology” for 35 years, but had never opened it because the cover looked like somebody had smeared mustard all over it. This may also be the reason I’d never taken a crack at Wallace Markfield’s unjustly overlooked novel “Teitlebaum’s Window,” or Don DeLillo’s “Libra.” Graphic vileness was also the common denominator linking “Stock Market Logic”; “Three Plays,” by Sean O’Casey; “Can You Drill a Hole Through Your Head and Survive?”; “History of the Conquest of Peru”; “The Crying of Lot 49”; “L’Assomoir” and even “The Satanic Verses.” 
For years I’d put off reading Antonio Gramsci’s “Letters From Prison” because I thought it would depress me. Finally I realized why I’d never gotten very far into Willa Cather’s “O Pioneers!” Now it became clear why I had so long resisted the allure of “Climate: The Key to Understanding Business Cycles,”  “A History of Taxation and Expenditure in the Western World” and “When Golf Is a Ball.”
Thrilled by my discovery, I raced out and bought a copy of “Huckleberry Finn” with an inoffensive cover. I loved it! Then I did the same with “Nicholas Nickleby.” Fantastic! I then moved on to “Doctor Faustus,” a book I had tried to plow through a half-dozen times. No problem! That left only one more magic mountain to climb. I went to the library, checked out a copy of “Death of a Salesman” which was encased in perfectly innocuous packaging, and curled up in bed.
I hated every word of it. So much for that theory.
Joe Queenan’s memoir, “Closing Time,” will be released in paperback next spring.
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The Longhorns after beating Nebraska, 13-12, on a 46-yard field goal on the final play in the Big 12 title game.  Texas remained unbeaten at 13-0.
More Photos >





By PETE THAMEL


Published: December 6, 2009 



ATLANTA — The scintillating ending to the Big 12 championship game almost certainly clinched a spot for No. 3 Texas in the Bowl Championship Series title game on Jan. 7 against No. 2 Alabama in Pasadena, Calif. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
But because the Longhorns needed two critical penalties to set up a field goal as time expired in their 13-12 victory over Nebraska, one big question is certain to be asked: could Texas Christian or Cincinnati leap past the Longhorns in the B.C.S. formula?
We won’t find out until about 8 p.m. on Sunday. But the short answer is no. 
“There is no reason to think otherwise,” the independent B.C.S. analyst Jerry Palm said. 
The Longhorns’ brand-name power will probably be too difficult to overcome for teams like T.C.U. and Cincinnati, which lack the Longhorns’ pedigree. 
Five teams are undefeated in the Football Bowl Subdivision, but Alabama (13-0) and Texas (13-0) seem almost certain to play for the title. Strong arguments can be made for T.C.U. (12-0), Cincinnati (12-0) and even Boise State (13-0). Those three teams can claim they have better wins than Texas does. 
But there is little chance that one of those teams will slip past the Longhorns. Palm said that voters simply were not conditioned to do that. Human votes account for two-thirds of the B.C.S. formula. 
“I’m not sure I would vote Texas No. 2, but most people will,” Palm said. 
The biggest arguments against the Longhorns are that they won the title in a down year in the Big 12 and did not schedule a competitive out-of-conference game. 
The other teams’ résumés are more impressive. T.C.U. blew out ranked Brigham Young and Utah teams and also won  at Clemson. 
Boise State beat No. 7 Oregon in its opener and demolished the rest of its competition. Cincinnati beat Oregon State and Pittsburgh on the road, two solid victories. 
“I think we’ll be ranked No. 2 going to Pasadena,” Texas Coach Mack Brown said. “That’s what should happen.” 
That’s up for debate, but it looks as if the Longhorns’  status and high ranking all season will carry them to the Rose Bowl. 
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Bloomberg Technology Embraces Baseball




By RICHARD SANDOMIR


Published: December 5, 2009 




Bloomberg L.P. has billions in revenue and 280,000 customers for its sophisticated financial software. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
So why is it taking a big step into a small niche Monday by introducing player-evaluation software for baseball teams?
The Major League Baseball market is a spinoff for Bloomberg business. The majors have  30 teams. Even if the company sells numerous copies of the software to team personnel and to player agents and to local and national sports networks, the potential for a classic Bloombergian payoff seems remote.
“If they convince all 30 teams to pay $50,000 each, that’s $1.5 million,” said John Dewan, the owner of a rival, Baseball Info Solutions, which sells software that analyzes fielding to about half the major league teams. “Is that  big enough? It’s nice for a small company. For a big company? I don’t think they’ll get the return they want.”
Daniel L. Doctoroff, Bloomberg’s president, disagreed and said, “Not everything we do has to be huge.”
 Still, playing in the numbers-delirious world of baseball is a natural extension, at least technologically, for Bloomberg. After a quarter-century spent managing huge amounts of data to help clients manage risk and their investments, shifting to baseball has taken a relatively small investment, which Doctoroff did not disclose.
 Couching baseball in the language of Wall Street is an easy leap. Doctoroff, during an interview in Bloomberg’s Manhattan headquarters last week, said,  “If you think of players as securities and teams as portfolios, then our infrastructure for managing information about securities and portfolios could be adapted to sports.”
Bloomberg is actually in business with baseball. It has licensed M.L.B.’s statistics; pitch location and velocity data; and video to create the team software and fantasy products for fans that will roll out in February. For the past year or so, it has been soliciting the opinions of team executives and players about the team software.
Seeking a return beyond baseball, Bloomberg is  expanding into developing software for teams and leagues around the world.
 Doctoroff said Bloomberg’s sports goal was not connected to any slowing in growth of its financial business, but to use its data-management abilities and “reinforce our culture of innovation.”
He added, “This is not a diversification ‘away from.’ ”
The challenge for Bloomberg is to create software that is better, faster and more visually useful than what rivals offer to help develop players and predict their performances. A demonstration of Bloomberg’s software showed dazzlingly colorful graphics and an easy way to plot statistics and compare players in complex combinations.
 The developers say that after studying rival software makers, they can do more and do it better. 
 What looks impressive are highly visual pitch charts that can be summoned for any particular period, with parameters including arm angles that can, based on diminishing performance, suggest physical injury. 
 “It’s one thing to say, I want to see how various players hit home runs over the years,” said Bill Squadron, who is managing the product introduction. “But it’s another  to say, I want to see home runs, on-base percentage, pitches per plate appearance, take it all together and look at 10 guys who exceed a certain level.”
 Bob Bowman, the chief executive of M.L.B. Advanced Media, who made the deal with Bloomberg, said that despite the company’s financial-world capabilities, it still had to prove itself to teams and fans.
“Can they transfer their expertise to baseball?” he said. “Time will tell.” He said that he wanted Bloomberg’s fantasy software to lure users to MLB.com from competitors like Yahoo and ESPN.com.
 As Bloomberg takes its software to baseball’s winter meetings on Monday in Indianapolis to give teams a six-month free trial, its competitors are curious about what the data behemoth has concocted. And why.
One of them, Yates Jarvis, the vice president for strategy and creative at Scout Advisor, said: “We view Bloomberg as a complementary product. It’s one thing to talk about providing the software it’s promising, but a different thing to do it at a level that the teams respect, and which helps them on a day-to-day basis.”
For Jeff Wilpon, the chief operating officer of the Mets, the value in the software will be in evaluating free agents.
 “If you take X player on another team who’s around a great cast of players,” he said, “we want to look at him in our ballpark with different players around him to see how he will fit in.”
 Doctoroff was skeptical about entering the baseball market when Jay B. Lee, a Bloomberg product sales manager, and Bo Moon, a business and product manager, suggested it. Lee and Moon were frustrated that they could not find better fantasy league analysis.
“It wasn’t our core business,” said Doctoroff, who was persuaded by prototypes developed by Moon, Lee and Stephen Orban, the research and development manager for Bloomberg Sports.
 Why not sooner? “Timing is everything,” Lee said. “We saw the trend of the old cigar-chomping G.M.’s giving way to newer, tech-savvy people who ran and owned teams — some of whom were Bloomberg customers.”
The sabermetrics revolution, of course, turned player personnel executives from stogie smokers to wonks; new ways to measure performance has changed the way players are judged.
But the historian John Thorn, who used to edit the statistical encyclopedia Total Baseball, sounded mournful about the trend and Bloomberg’s decision to take its technology to baseball.
 “It tells me that baseball is increasingly a business and less a sport, which has been going on for 150 years,” Thorn said. “I’m just sick of stats.”
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Essay



Not Playing by the Rules




By CHARLES McGRATH


Published: December 5, 2009 




Tiger Woods is hardly the first golfer to find himself in an uncomfortable spotlight. John Daly has been suspended so often and has struggled so publicly with drinking and gambling that it’s scarcely news anymore. Fuzzy Zoeller, to take an example closer to home, got himself in hot water by making what seemed to be a racist joke as Woods was winning his first Masters  in 1997.
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Nor, despite its current squeaky-clean, country club image, is professional golf itself above reproach. For an unconscionably long time, it excluded black players. And we don’t know half of what went on in the ’30s and ’40s, when the pro tour was a barnstorming road show, except that nobody was shy about taking a drink and golfers made more from betting than they did in purses.
In those days, though, journalists, and sports journalists especially, tended to protect those they wrote about. Woods has had the misfortune to come of age at a time when the public appetite for details about the private lives of celebrities is apparently insatiable. Had any other resident of Windermere, Fla., crashed his sport utility vehicle into a fire hydrant at 2:25 a.m., it wouldn’t have merited more than a line or two in the local weekly, and maybe a joke about whether the golf club used to smash the back window was a 5-iron or a pitching wedge.
But because Woods was behind the wheel, the incident became worldwide news, and a few tabloid rumors gave rise to such a plague of Internet gossip-mongering that it’s hard not to sympathize with his plea for privacy. Yet, as so many have pointed out, Woods has become a public figure not just in the way that most great athletes are public figures, but also in a way probably unparalleled in the history of publicity itself. He has made far more money from selling himself, or his image, than he has made from playing tournaments. That image, partly genuine and partly sculptured, has been one of decency, modesty, filial devotion and paternal responsibility, and not of mysterious car crashes and evasive explanations.
It also matters to the image that Woods is a golfer and not, say, a football player.  N.F.L. players get into these kinds of scrapes all the time and we hardly notice, while pro golfers, to be honest, sometimes seem straight-arrow to the point of blandness. But golf, unlike just about any other  sport, is built on honesty and integrity. It’s the only one whose players are expected to call penalties on themselves and whose rules, rather than being something to be worked around, are accorded a kind of Talmudic reverence. When a golfer’s ball moves while he’s trying to hack it out of the rough, he doesn’t privately acknowledge and regret the mishap and move on; he announces it to his opponent. When he whiffs, he doesn’t look around to see if anyone noticed before marking his card appropriately.
Golf is not life, though it sometimes resembles life in its unpredictability and bad bounces. It actually holds participants to a higher standard than life does, penalizing them for infractions that would readily be forgiven in most social transactions, like accidentally signing the wrong scorecard. That’s why golf is one of the rare games that really do build character, or at least reveal it. And it’s why Woods’s behavior, to golf fans, anyway, has been so disappointing. We hold him — or held him — to a higher standard.
At this point, do we really want a detailed laundry list of what he called “transgressions,” whatever they may be? Probably not. But he has yet to offer a convincing account of what really happened in the early morning of Nov. 27. The scorecard is still muddled. Had he owned up then, he might have saved himself a lot of misery, and the rest of us would have had to find something more elevated to talk about.
None of this, let’s hope, will affect his play on the course whenever he tees up next. He will almost certainly remain one of the most thrilling athletes ever. But watching him won’t be quite the same, either. It turns out that the principles of golf, if not the game itself, are so hard, so exacting, that even Tiger Woods can’t live up to them.
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Keeping Score



A D.H. in the Hall? It’s a Numbers Game




By DAN ROSENHECK


Published: December 5, 2009 




Ever since the designated hitter was introduced in 1973, the role  has vexed baseball purists, who complain about its babying effect on pitchers and its dumbing down of managerial strategy. This year, for the first time, the Baseball Writers’ Association of America will have to decide whether to admit a serious Hall of Fame candidate who spent most of his career as a D.H.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
 The case of Edgar Martinez will force voters to answer a difficult question: What is the intrinsic value of playing defense, however poorly? How much better must a D.H. hit than, say, an oafish, immobile first baseman before their contributions are considered equal?
Two statistical methods can determine the relative worth of baseball’s positions. One is examining players who occupy multiple spots on the field, and observing how the quality of their fielding changes depending on where they are stationed. Since 1987, when modern play-by-play defensive statistics were introduced, those who spent at least three-quarters of the time as a D.H. fielded about 11 fewer balls per season when playing first base than a league-average defender would have reached. Thus, one can subtract 11 hits per year (mostly singles and some doubles) from a D.H.’s batting line to compare him fairly with first basemen.
The other approach is to look at replacement players any team can sign for peanuts, and use their production as a baseline. In a study of players older than 27 earning less than twice the league minimum salary, Nate Silver, formerly of Baseball Prospectus, found that D.H.’s posted a combined on-base and slugging percentage (O.P.S.) of .781, and the first basemen compiled a .744 mark. That gap is equivalent to 13 hits (with the same mix of singles and doubles) per season.
 But the first basemen were also good defensively. They got to about three balls per year that a league-average first baseman would not have fielded. Thus, the total spread is 10 hits a year.
One additional element must be considered. Hitters typically perform worse at D.H. than they do when playing the field. Frank Thomas, for example, had an O.P.S. 179 points lower as a designated hitter than as a first baseman. Many players, like David Ortiz, defy this pattern, and some of the drop-off is because of managers who put ailing batters at designated hitter. Because of this uncertainty, statisticians differ over whether to give hitters extra credit in the D.H. role. But those who do value the so-called D.H. penalty at some six hits a year.
Taking Martinez’s career batting line and subtracting nine singles and two doubles per year, giving no extra credit for the D.H. role, his career O.P.S. drops to 37 percent above the league average from 47 percent. An average-fielding first baseman with Martinez’s 8,672 plate appearances at that rate would be in the neighborhood of Norm Cash, Boog Powell or Jack Clark — good, but short of the standard for the Hall of Fame. 
But there are two extra arguments for Martinez. First, he arrived in the majors late. The Mariners were committed to Jim Presley, so they did not make Martinez a starter until 1990. According to calculations by Dan Szymborski of Baseball Think Factory, Martinez’s minor league numbers in 1988 and 1989 suggest he would have accumulated 469 plate appearances at an O.P.S. 12 percent above average had he played in Seattle. 
Second, Martinez played a perfectly good third base through 1992, and was relieved of his glove only to keep his bat in the lineup after a series of injuries. If Martinez is to be docked for being a D.H. in his later years, he needs to be credited for being a two-way threat early on. The position-switcher and the replacement-player methods each find that playing third base is worth 19 hits per year more than playing first.
After adding on the minor league years and four seasons of credit for playing third base, Martinez winds up with the same value as an average defensive first baseman with 9,141 plate appearances and an O.P.S. 44 percent above average. That translates to one notch below Harmon Killebrew (9,830 plate appearances and an O.P.S. 43 percent better than average) or Willie McCovey (9,686 plate appearances and an O.P.S. 47 percent better than average) — or near the bottom of deserving Hall of Famers but worthy of induction. Analysts who do give extra credit for the D.H. penalty would see Martinez as a peer of those sluggers, and an obvious selection for Cooperstown.
It is important to note, however, that like Paul Molitor, Martinez’s career as a designated hitter alone would not be sufficient to justify his enshrinement. The game is still waiting for a pure D.H. candidate to truly test the voters.
E-mail: keepingscore@nytimes.com
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In-Box



Letters to the Editor





Published: December 5, 2009 



To the Sports Editor:
 Re “N.F.L.’s Moves Signal a Truce,” Nov. 26: It is refreshing to read that the N.F.L. is not turning a blind eye to the seriousness of concussions in sport. 
But the research regarding former N.F.L. players and their long-term effects from recurrent concussions is inconclusive. The studies to date were not well designed, and merely implied a risk, not a cause-and-effect situation. 
 Furthermore, experts need to get their facts straight and stop working the public-emotion angle. Protecting children is not the issue. They are at risk of different head injuries, with different, sometimes more acute, sequelae. 
The issue, so far as research has shown, may or may not affect a small subset of former professional athletes who played at a high-impact level for a relatively long time. This is a serious issue, but the management of it should be based on fact, not emotion.K G Swan, M.D.
New Brunswick, N.J. 
The writer is the team physician for the Woodbridge Township School District in New Jersey.
•
To the Sports Editor: 
My father played semipro football in the ’30s and ’40s and often said it was never a sport. His coaches directed his team to maim the opposition.
 As a teenager, I, too, wanted to play tackle football. My father refused to sign the release forms. I cheered on my team at Madison High School in Brooklyn, and I resented him for his decision. In time, I came to appreciate his wisdom born of painful experience.
 That’s what I recommend to all parents: Abandon the brutality of this so-called sport. Don’t waste a minute or a cent participating. 
The most obvious legacy of injuries to my father were his inability to walk in the later years of his life. How much he suffered mentally we’ll never really know.
Anthony Del Plato
Interlaken, N.Y.
Diminishing Woods
To the Sports Editor:
Until now, I have always thought of Tiger Woods as a great golfer and great person; an intelligent, articulate man whose concern for others could lead him into politics someday. Now I can think of him only as a great golfer. He has admittedly transgressed and not been true to his values.
 On second thought, he may still have a political career. John DeProspo
Long Beach, N.Y.
Light Punishment
To the Sports Editor:
Re “Probation and Fine for Serena Williams’s Tirade,” Dec. 1: I disagree with the Grand Slam committee’s decision on Serena Williams for what was more than a vocal tirade at the United States Open.
The committee did not mention an incident at the 2009 French Open in which Williams accused María José Martínez Sánchez of cheating when Sánchez was apparently hit by a ball. The chair umpire didn’t see the infraction, and Sánchez didn’t concede the point. Williams threatened Sánchez on the court. This should have resulted in a serious sanction.
It was ridiculous for the committee to give Williams credit because she had no significant past altercations with an official. Threats against another player should count. Isaac Godinger
New York
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For a League of the Past, the Uniforms Live On




By KEN BELSON


Published: December 5, 2009 




It’s every retailer’s dream: a product so hot that demand outstrips supply. The Denver Broncos could not have guessed that this season’s hot product would be one of the ugliest sports socks ever created, the brown-and-yellow, vertically striped leggings that the team wore a half-century ago.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
That does not seem to  bother Tim Kellond, who runs the Broncos’ team store in Denver. Kellond has sold more than 1,800 pairs of the high socks at $14.95 and receives about 250 calls a week from customers asking when more will arrive from the manufacturer who, he said, has run out of brown yarn.
“I thought I ordered a whole lot that would last until next year,” Kellond said. “My problem is deliveries. I get them in and sell them out in two hours.”
The socks have been an unexpected hit for the Broncos and the N.F.L., which is near the end of its season-long 50th-anniversary celebration of the American Football League. The original eight teams — the Buffalo Bills, the Denver Broncos, the Los Angeles Chargers (now the San Diego Chargers), the Boston Patriots (the New England Patriots), the Oakland Raiders, the Houston Oilers (the Tennessee Titans), the Dallas Texans (the Kansas City Chiefs) and the New York Titans (the Jets) — have been featured in legacy games that have included vintage uniforms.
The last of these 16  matchups will be Sunday when the Patriots play the Miami Dolphins, who joined the A.F.L. in 1966. The Cincinnati Bengals became the 10th team in 1968. The commemoration of the A.F.L. has provided a much-needed lift for the teams and the league, which were looking for ways to offset the effects of the recession on merchandise sales. More than two dozen licensees have been making about 100 A.F.L.-related products, which have produced tens of millions of dollars in sales, said Leo Kane, the N.F.L.’s vice president for  consumer products.
“This economy has been challenging, so it’s been a great story for our clubs to have a positive story out there,” Kane said.
Sales of throwback goods are a small slice of the $3 billion worth of N.F.L. merchandise sold annually, but they are proving to be the biggest sellers this year. 
In New England, sales of A.F.L. and 50th anniversary goods have made up 20 percent of overall sales, compared with 12 percent last year, said Stacey James, a spokesman for the Patriots. The best sellers have been 50th-anniversary T-shirts for $19.95 and red jerseys worn in 1963.
The Chiefs, who started in 1960 in Dallas, played the Dallas Cowboys this season in a contest billed as “the game that never was” because the teams never faced each other when they were both in Texas. Sales of red sweatshirts with the original Dallas Texans logo have been hot sellers.
“We didn’t have vertically striped socks, but it did very well,” said Jim Fisher, the manager of merchandise services for the Chiefs.
Russ Brand, the chief operating officer of the Bills, said 30 percent of all merchandise sales this year had been 50th anniversary or A.F.L. related.
“There was a lot of hype, and it’s certainly helped,” he said. 
Bills fans have celebrated their team’s 50th anniversary at an exhibit at the Buffalo and Erie County Historical Society, which has 900 team-related items, many of them from the collection of Greg Tranter, an avid fan.
The exhibit includes black-and-white photographs of players caked in mud at the old War Memorial Stadium, which had notoriously bad drainage. Tranter, who has 100,000 Bills-related items in all, is clearly fond of the team’s original, silver-and-blue uniform.
Few exist because old uniforms were given away to high schools at the end of the season, said Tranter, who grew up in Elmira, N.Y., and went to his first Bills game in 1965. His other favorites include a Johnny Hero doll in a 1965 Bills uniform and a straw hat that says “All the Way with O. J.”
The A.F.L. still resonates with fans not just because of the snazzy uniforms and innovative marketing, but because the league was a scrappy underdog derided as a Mickey Mouse league filled with N.F.L. rejects.
“The fans definitely felt that the A.F.L. represented something new,” said Angelo Coniglio, who runs  RemembertheAFL.com. “The owners were rebels, and they acted the part.”
That spirit lives on in an  HBO Sports documentary from 1995, “Rebels with a Cause: The Story of the American Football League.” The one-hour program will be rebroadcast on Dec. 31 and several times in January.
“There are a lot of 20-somethings looking at all these funny uniforms and do not dig any deeper,” said Ross Greenburg, the president of HBO Sports. “This truly was the first sports league that became a power on its own.”
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Sabres’ Miller Has His Best Year at Best Time




By JEFF Z. KLEIN


Published: December 5, 2009 




BUFFALO — Ryan Miller, the Buffalo Sabres goalie, is trying not to think about the Olympics. 
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But no matter how hard he tries to put them aside, the Olympics are in Miller’s face. People keep asking him if he thinks he will be the No. 1 goaltender for the United States at the Vancouver Games. Does he think Brian Burke, the general manager for the United States team, and Ron Wilson, the coach, will give him the nod come February?
“No selection process has been more drawn out and more microscopic than the last few Olympics,” the 29-year-old Miller said Friday. “It’s not like you show up and have an evaluation camp and they select the team. It’s every night, they’re trying to see how you handle different situations. There’s videotape, there’s highlights, there’s other G.M.’s reporting to Brian, people critiquing your play every night.”
Miller is thriving under the scrutiny. He has been superb this season. Before Saturday’s 2-1 loss to  the Rangers, he had the league’s best save percentage (.936) and goals against average (1.84), and he is a big reason the Sabres  are off to such a strong start (16-8-2). 
Burke has certainly noticed. In a telephone interview Friday, he would not say whether Miller would be the United States team’s No. 1 goalie, but he did say, “Ryan Miller has been the best goalie in the National Hockey League this season.” 
The  consensus over the summer was that the top spot would go to Boston Bruins goalie Tim Thomas or to Miller. Thomas was the practical and sentimental favorite for the starting job, having won the Vezina Trophy last season as the N.H.L.’s best goalie, a 35-year-old who had a long apprenticeship in Finland and the American Hockey League.
The goaltending job for the United States will be especially important at the Vancouver Games because, on paper at least, the team is rated far behind Canada, Russia and Sweden. But a hot goalie can push a team into contention for a gold medal.
Thomas carried the Bruins last season, the club’s best in decades. But Thomas’s play has fallen off a bit this season (his .914 save percentage is tied for 17th in the N.H.L.), and he recently returned after missing six games with an undisclosed injury. 
Miller, whose play has carried the Sabres this season, played down the competition. 
“There are a lot of good American goalies,” he said. “Thomas had some kind of lower-body injury there for a little while, but he’s their guy, and he had a great season last year. Craig Anderson is having a great season in Colorado, and Jonathan Quick in L.A. So you just end up focusing on what you can control, and that’s playing on your team.”
Miller’s play for the Sabres has been impeccable, never more so than Monday in Toronto, when he stopped all 38 Maple Leafs shots in a 3-0 victory. Burke happens to be the Leafs’ general manager, and Wilson is their coach. 
“He’s a pure butterfly package,” Burke said, referring to Miller’s goaltending style, before referring to his height. “And he’s big, 6-2. A lot of pucks hit him.”
Burke said that Miller’s greatest strength was his even temper. “He’s got an eerie calmness that can really benefit a team,” Burke said. “He’s not jumping around out there like Denis Lemieux in ‘Slap Shot.’ ” 
Asked whether Miller would be the starting goalie for the United States team, Sabres Coach Lindy Ruff said: “Based on the stats, he’s got a real good chance to be. Thomas had a tremendous year last year; Ryan’s having a tremendous year this year. That’s going to end up being a coach’s decision. They may use both guys, which isn’t totally unheard of.”
Miller is in his seventh N.H.L. season, all with the Sabres. He grew up in East Lansing, Mich., in an extended hockey family. His brother, Drew, is a forward with the Detroit Red Wings; and his cousins Kelly, Kevin and Kip Miller all played in the N.H.L. All five Millers played for Michigan State, and as a Spartan, Ryan Miller set several N.C.A.A. goaltending records and won the 2001 Hobey Baker Award as the country’s top collegiate player. 
Miller was not chosen for the 2006 Olympic team, even though many believed he should have been among the three United States goalies. The team took Rick DiPietro, John Grahame and Robert Esche to the Turin Games — and finished eighth. But Miller was injured during the run-up to the naming of the roster. 
“Yeah, some people reacted like I got slighted or punched in the stomach or something,” he said. “But it was a business decision. You can’t think as a fan; you’ve got to think as a hockey professional. The three goalies they took last time were way more established than I was. I’d played only a handful of games, maybe 10, before I was injured, and I was out till the day they selected, which is funny.”
He added, “Now I have a lot more N.H.L. time under my belt, and probably someone could feel better about selecting me.” 
He also said he was intrigued by the prospect of playing in a tournament.
“When you grind out a season and shoot for the playoffs, which are the end-all be-all, you forget what it’s like to play tournament hockey,” Miller said. “But when you’re a kid, the entire season is about the challenge cups and the tournaments.
“That’s kind of what hockey was originally — the Stanley Cup was a challenge cup, and it evolved into a professional sports season. Hockey has its roots in tournament, and it’s a lot of fun to get back to that.”
Miller remembered watching the Olympics as a 12-year-old. 
“I remember watching in ’92 when they were over in France,” he said, “being in hockey tournaments and a lot of the parents had those conversion vans with the antennas. We’d finish a game and go out and figure out where we could park the van so we could get a signal and go and watch the U.S. team.”
Burke and the five other N.H.L. general managers who will help him pick the United States Olympic team will meet this month to make their choices, which will be announced Jan. 1 during the Winter Classic game in Boston.
In the meantime, it will be the grind of the N.H.L. regular season for Miller, who will be trying to take care of business for the Sabres without being distracted from the selection process. 
Still, if he has the chance to take care of business for the United States the way he has for Buffalo, the Americans may be as surprising as the Sabres have been, and on a much bigger stage.
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Giants Try to Speed Progress of Their Young Linebackers




By JOE LAPOINTE


Published: December 5, 2009 




A Giants fan, or opponent, might ask: who is the  hardest-hitting tackler on the Giants’ defense, the player most feared by other teams? Perhaps it is a trick question.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The answer could be none of them, which is part of the reason much of the defense might be rearranged Sunday when the Giants (6-5), who have lost five of their last six games,  host  the Dallas Cowboys (8-3).
At least three starting positions could feature new names: Jonathan Goff at middle linebacker for Chase Blackburn, Mathias Kiwanuka at end for Osi Umenyiora, and Chris Canty at tackle for Fred Robbins.
Bill Sheridan, the first-year defensive coordinator, said last week that his players “look like world-beaters” on some downs, but not often enough.
“That is as frustrating as anything, just the inconsistency,” Sheridan said. “When guys are missing tackles, people are going to gain first downs and get extra yards.”
The problem was particularly acute in the Giants’ last game, on Thanksgiving night in Denver, when the defense gave up 373 yards and 23 first downs in a 26-6 loss to the Broncos.
Coach Tom Coughlin did not formally announce starting lineup changes. But a move to the second string in practice sent a message to a unit that is ranked fourth in the N.F.L. in total defense.
Blackburn said he was not happy about his demotion. “But it’s part of football,” he said. “They may want to see what Jon can do.”
Goff, his replacement, is a second-year player who has delivered hard hits on special teams. But Goff will assume a more complex job without much professional experience.
“I am a versatile player,” Goff said. “Whatever the team needs me to do  — special teams, defense  — I am ready.”
Danny Clark, the strongside linebacker, said of Goff: “He’ll go out there and be physical and get us lined up and make some plays. He has what it takes.”
The middle linebacker position was manned in recent seasons by Antonio Pierce, who missed the last two games with a bulging disk in his neck and went on injured reserve Monday.
Pierce is 31  and a veteran of nine seasons. Should he be unable to return next season, the Giants need to know whether Goff can handle that job. If not, they will need to fill it through the draft, a trade or  free agency.
 The 32-year-old Clark,   a 10-year veteran in the last year of his contract, also faces an uncertain future.
His backup is the rookie Clint Sintim, a second-round draft choice who has played in six games and is probably being groomed as Clark’s successor.
“I’ve been through this before, where they draft guys to take my place,” said Clark, who has played for five N.F.L. teams.
 Rather than be resentful, Clark has become a tutor. “Danny’s a quality dude,” Sintim said. “I can’t say enough about him. He’s been a great help in trying to help me figure it out.”
 The Giants have reason to speed Sintim’s progress. When he played at  Virginia, the 6-foot-2, 256-pound Sintim said, “I was more physical than most players I played against.”
Clark said there was not much about technical football he could teach  Sintim, who is big and skilled enough. So he said he led by example and offered friendship.
“I teach him the mental aspect, how to be a professional,” Clark said. 
“When you reach out and give, it comes back to you tenfold. What you give, you grow. And what you keep, you lose.”
Sheridan said the situation could be awkward because “Danny is used to being a starter and playing all the first- and second-down snaps,” and  Sintim’s chances broke up Clark’s routine.
“But he has a great attitude towards it, and he is actually trying to mentor Clint and bring him along,” Sheridan said.
Sheridan was the linebackers coach last season but was promoted when Steve Spagnuolo became the St. Louis Rams’ head coach. The transition has not gone entirely smoothly.
Before training camp, Sheridan said he would call plays from a coaching booth upstairs, a plan vetoed by Coughlin after Pierce said he preferred to work with a coordinator on the sideline. Shortly before the season, Umenyiora walked out of practice after a dispute with Sheridan. He apologized and was fined upon his return.
 And last week brought another rumble. It came on the NFL Network telecast  when the color analyst Matt Millen reported that Sheridan had told him that the Giants’ defense did not play with enough consistent physicality.
Sheridan repeated it last week. “The players know that,” Sheridan said. “They watch the same film.”
 But at least one of them, defensive end Justin Tuck, seemed to take offense.
“I disagree,” Tuck told The Daily News. “Everybody has an opinion. Maybe I’m completely wrong by saying I disagree.”
Tackle Barry Cofield seemed to agree with Sheridan, saying the Giants “really just didn’t show up” for the Denver game, although he added, “I hesitate to say guys aren’t taking their jobs seriously.”
Cofield added: “You have to hit the reset button. I can’t say we are out there smashing people’s faces in. I hope guys aren’t resting too much on what’s been done in the past.”
That would be a reference to the Super Bowl championship that capped the 2007 season and the 11-1 start last year. Since then, the Giants are 7-9, including one playoff loss.
Sheridan’s promotion was one of many off-season moves on defense. Canty, linebacker Michael Boley, tackle Rocky Bernard and safety C. C. Brown were signed as free agents by General Manager Jerry Reese. None of them  have excelled.
 Because safeties Kenny Phillips and Michael Johnson are injured, Brown could start Sunday. Earlier in the season, he looked overmatched in pass coverage.  Boley and Canty have missed significant time with injuries.
 Umenyiora, Robbins and Cofield are returning from knee surgery and may not be at full strength. 
But the defense’s woes may be more than physical. Before Pierce was injured, he complained of communication problems on defense, a word occasionally echoed by teammates.
When a defense declines as steeply and rapidly as the Giants have since their 5-0 start, the blame can cascade from the line of scrimmage through the coaching staff to the front office.
Coughlin said last week that “football to me is the physical aspect of stopping the run and running the ball,” and praised the Cowboys as “a physical football team.”
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Skating Roundup



Lysacek Wins Grand Prix; Kim Takes Women’s Title
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Shuji Kajiyama/Associated Press


Evan Lysacek, who was second entering the free skate, took the title from Jeremy Abbott, last year’s winner, who finished fourth.





By THE ASSOCIATED PRESS


Published: December 5, 2009 



The world champion Evan Lysacekwon the Grand Prix Final on Saturday in Tokyo, becoming the second consecutive American to capture the figure skating title.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
In the women’s event, Kim Yu-na of South Korea rallied to win the free skate and claim her third Grand Prix title in four years.
Lysacek, who was second entering the free skate, received a season’s-best 249.45 points to finish ahead of Nobunari Oda of Japan, who was second with 243.36. Johnny Weir of the United States was third with 237.35 points. 
Skating to “Sheherazade,” Lysacek opened his routine with a triple lutz-triple toe loop combination and followed with a triple axel and a triple salchow.
Lysacek’s only major mistakes came when he singled a triple axel and failed to do a double loop at the end of a triple combination jump.
“I’m glad that the improvements I made since Skate America were reflected in today’s result,” Lysacek, 24, said. “I had one glaring mistake today but was satisfied with my overall performance.”
Lysacek improved his chances of making the United States team for the Vancouver Olympics in February. The top six skaters in the regular-season Grand Prix standings qualify for the final.
Kim, who was second after the short program, landed four triple jumps to finish with 188.86 points.
“I’m still not completely satisfied with my performance,” she said. “My jumps weren’t perfect, but I will use the experience I gained here to build for the future.”
Miki Ando of Japan, first after the short program, was second with 185.94 points, and her teammate Akiko Suzuki was third with 174. Ashley Wagner of the United States was fourth.
 
U.S. WINS WOMEN’S BOBSLED The Americans Shauna Rohbock and Michelle Rzepka won the women’s two-man bobsled World Cup race in Cesana Pariol, Italy, and the U.S. team of Steven Holcomb and Curtis Tomasevicz placed third in the men’s event.
Rohbock and Rzepka led both heats for a combined time of 1:56.09 in United States III, running under the lights in the night race on the track used for the 2006 Turin Olympics.
The victory snapped a run of three second-place finishes for Rohbock in Cesana, including a silver medal at the 2006 Games with Valerie Fleming.
Holcomb and Tomasevicz moved up from seventh after the opening run of the men’s race to place third in United States I, finishing 0.50 behind the winning time of 1:52.36 posted by Beat Hefti and Thomas Lamparter in Switzerland II. 

bRONZE FOR U.S. BIATHLETE Tim Burke won the first medal by a United States biathlete in a World Cup sprint competition in Ostersund, Sweden, finishing third in the 10-kilometer, or 6.2-mile, race.
Burke, of Lake Placid, N.Y., finished behind the winner Ole Einar Bjorndalen of Norway, whose time was 23 minutes 30.1 seconds. Emil Hegle Svendsen of Norway was second. Burke was a perfect 10 for 10 shooting and finished in 24:07.3, becoming the first American to reach the biathlon podium twice in the same week. On Thursday, Burke, 27, tied for the best finish for a United States biathlete in a World Cup event by placing second to Svendsen in the season-opening 20-kilometer, or 12.4-mile, race.
Tora Berger of Norway won the women’s 7.5-kilometer, or 4.66-mile, race in 21:21.5, hitting every target in strong wind.
CANADA 1-2 IN SPEEDSKATING Kristina Groves led Canada to a 1-2 finish in the women’s 1,500 meters at a speedskating World Cup event in Calgary, Alberta. Groves skated in the last pairing and finished in 1:54.35 to bump Christine Nesbitt into second. Elma de Vries of the Netherlands took third in 1:54:55. Jennifer Rodriguez was the top American finisher, taking sixth in 1:55.10. 
GERMANS SWEEP LUGE Felix Loch won his first World Cup luge event and his German teammates won the doubles race in Altenberg, Germany. Loch’s two-run total was 1:48.91, followed by Armin Zoeggeler of Italy, the overall World Cup leader with 260 points. Albert Demtschenko of Russia was third.
The Germans completed a sweep when Andre Florschutz and Torsten Wustlich captured the doubles event.
2 WINNERS IN SPRINT  Alexei Petukhov of Russia and Hanna Falk of Sweden won cross-country World Cup sprint events in races along the Rhine River in Duesseldorf, Germany. 
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Soccer Roundup



Portsmouth Gets Out of Cellar in England




By REUTERS


Published: December 5, 2009 




Manchester United posted a second straight four-goal away win in the English Premier League, defeating West Ham United, 4-0, on Saturday.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
United, which won at Portsmouth last week, 4-1, has 34 points, and is 2 points behind first-place Chelsea, which lost at Manchester City, 2-1. Both clubs have played 15 games.
Arsenal moved up to third with a 2-0 home win over Stoke City; Aston Villa beat Hull City, 3-0; Liverpool’s poor run continued with a goalless draw at Blackburn Rovers; Portsmouth defeated Burnley, 2-0; and Wolverhampton subdued Bolton, 2-1.
HANNOVER HOLDS LEVERKUSEN Bayer Leverkusen squandered the chance to build a 6-point lead in the German Bundesliga after playing to a goalless draw against Hannover 96.
Leverkusen, which has gone 15 matches without a loss, has 31 points to lead second-place Werder Bremen. Bremen could move a point behind if it beats Cologne on Sunday.
Bayern Munich edged past Borussia Mönchengladbach, 2-1, on Friday to move into third place. 
In other games Saturday, Borussia Dortmund extended its unbeaten run to eight league games, beating Nuremberg, 4-0; and fourth-place Hamburg and Hoffenheim played to a scoreless tie.
FIFA IN FIGHT AGAINST AIDS The FIFA president, Sepp Blatter, hopes Africa’s first World Cup will leave a lasting legacy that will help win the fight against HIV, the virus that causes AIDS.
Blatter opened the first Football for Hope center on Saturday in Khayelitsha, an impoverished township on the outskirts of Cape Town.
The center is the first of 20 community centers that will be built by FIFA across Africa. They will help tackle HIV/AIDS and some of the issues facing young people in Africa.
South Africa has an estimated 5.7 million people infected with HIV, the most in the world.
At Saturday’s event, children dribbled a ball with the retired South African player Lucas Radebe and took part in education about the risks associated with HIV. (AP)
DUTCH CHAMPION FIRES COACH AZ Alkmaar, last season’s champion in the top league in the Netherlands, fired Coach Ronald Koeman after a series of disappointing results, the club said on its Web site.
Koeman, 46, joined AZ in June 2009, after Louis van Gaal took over at Bayern Munich in the German Bundesliga. He won the Dutch Supercup but failed to reach the Champions League knockout phase from a group including Olympiakos Piraeus, Arsenal and Standard Liege.
On Friday Alkmaar lost at home to Vitesse Arnhem, 2-1, its seventh defeat in 16 matches, leaving it sixth in the league, 16 points behind first-place Twente Enschede.
“I’m disappointed with this decision,” Koeman told Agence France-Presse. “I had the impression that things were coming together over the past few weeks and that the management had confidence in me.”
Koeman was also fired by the Spanish team Valencia in April 2008. (REUTERS)
CHINA LANDS ITALIAN SUPER CUP The Italian Super Cup will be played in China for the next three seasons after promoters in Beijing agreed to pay $15 million to host the matches.
“A meeting of Serie A has accepted the offer from China to play the next three Super Cups in Beijing, Shanghai and Guangzhou,” Maurizio Beretta, the president of the Italian league, said.
The Super Cup last August between the league champion Inter Milan and the Cup winner Lazio was played at Beijing’s Bird’s Nest stadium, which was used during the 2008 Olympics. (REUTERS)
TAR HEELS BACK IN FINAL Casey Nogueira scored in the 83rd minute and North Carolina advanced to its 23rd championship game with a 1-0 victory over Notre Dame in the late match at the N.C.A.A. Women’s College Cup on Friday in College Station, Tex.
The Tar Heels (22-3-1) will go for their 21st national title against undefeated Stanford (25-0) in Sunday’s final. The Cardinal beat U.C.L.A., 2-1, in the first semifinal.
The Irish (21-4-1), who had a 19-game unbeaten streak snapped, were playing in their fourth straight College Cup. They lost to North Carolina in the championship games in 2006 and ’08.
North Carolina improved to 23-2 in semifinal games and 7-1 against the Irish in the College Cup. (AP) 
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For the Cowboys, a Cold Front Looms




By JUDY BATTISTA


Published: December 5, 2009 




IRVING, Tex. — The Dallas Cowboys would seem to be singularly suited for success during the holiday season. The Christmas trees in their training complex are festooned in blue and silver with giant sparkly stars dangling from the branches, as if a pine forest were clad in Cowboys jerseys like the rest of North Texas.
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But instead of good cheer, December evokes only shivers around here. Years of late-season failings have become as grating as a loop of Christmas music at the mall. The Cowboys are 15-26 in regular-season games in December and January this decade, putting them in a league with Cleveland, Detroit and Oakland. Coach Wade Phillips took his first question about December when training camp opened in July.
 The calendar has turned again, and the Cowboys (8-3, with a one-game lead in the National Football Conference East) are preparing for a brutal stretch run that begins on the road Sunday against the Giants. Jerry Jones, the Cowboys’ owner, mentioned that a strong finish and a good playoff seeding would help Phillips’s chances of keeping his job. That prompted Phillips to say that he does not get the respect he deserves for averaging 10 victories in his first three seasons with the Cowboys. 
The Cowboys have not had  a winning record in December and January in 13 years. The last few years have been dismal: an early playoff loss as the top seed to the Giants in 2007, a 1-3 record and a blowout loss to the Philadelphia Eagles to miss the 2008 postseason.
 The fallout is pervasive. Phillips’s job is in jeopardy. The offensive coordinator, Jason Garrett, at one time such a hot head-coaching prospect that Jones gave him millions to stay, could be on the chopping block, too, especially if the Cowboys struggle to score.  They totaled two touchdowns in the two games before a 24-7 Thanksgiving victory over Oakland. Quarterback Tony Romo has been given the dreaded “can’t win the big one” tag. 
“I don’t know that that’s a perception,” Romo said last week. “Maybe for you it is. I don’t care. I think we’ve played plenty of big games and won plenty of them.”
Maybe that depends on the definition of big. N.F.L. coaches  divide the season into segments. The former Steelers coach Bill Cowher said coaches want their teams in a groove for the last six games and starting to peak.
 Romo has done the opposite. According to an analysis by The Dallas Morning News, his December quarterback rating is 71.9, just a shade better than Tim Couch’s was in five seasons with Cleveland. But Romo’s rating is also 2 points better than that of the Giants’ Eli Manning, who has won a Super Bowl.
 An indication of how his past looms over his present, Romo’s one-day trip to Las Vegas — with his new best-friend-forever receiver Miles Austin — evoked comparisons to his bye-week jaunt to Cabo San Lucas, Mexico, that preceded the Cowboys’ 2007 playoff fiasco. The good news: Jessica Simpson was nowhere in sight.
Maybe that is a sign that it really will be different this time around. When Jones told Phillips that he was going to be retained after last season, he also told him to make changes. Phillips has been vague about what they are, other than saying he is resting veterans more to keep them fresh.
 Phillips is never going to be a stern taskmaster.  But after giving his players time off after Thanksgiving, he had them practice in pads last Wednesday, an unusual move this late in the season that many players embraced. Phillips said he wanted players to get their timing back after a long layoff, particularly because the schedule (against opponents who are a combined 35-20) presages lots of physical games, with three N.F.C. East opponents and the division leaders San Diego and New Orleans. 
“I’ve talked to them about this game, that’s all,” Phillips said. “I don’t think the big picture is as important as the immediate picture. You can’t play five games at once. You can just play one, and this one is really important.”
Most players have embraced Phillips’s hear-no-evil public approach to December, although they also say it is a source of locker room conversation. Receiver Roy Williams invoked the Arizona Cardinals — how times have changed — as an example of a team that can change its fortunes and  reputation by heating up at the right time.
 Only linebacker Bradie James broke from the script last week, opening his session with reporters with a long soliloquy on the Cowboys’ dislike of the Giants and their need to break through in December. The former running back Tony Dorsett had told James that during his playing days, there was a belief that the Cowboys could not win when they wore blue jerseys. The only way to put that behind them was to win in the blue jerseys, Dorsett told James. 
“I can’t downplay it because I’ve been here,” James said. “We need to right the wrong as far as December. I think it’s more of a psychological thing. You don’t want to think about it while you’re out there on the field if something is going wrong. In order to get out of the funk, you need to continue to push forward.”
The atmosphere is certainly different than it was last year, when the Cowboys endured injuries to Romo and running back Felix Jones, among others, and Terrell Owens’s public petulance about his role in the offense. 
This Thanksgiving, Jones shed his knee brace and ran with a burst he had not shown in weeks. That provided hope that the ground game might relieve some of the burden on Romo, especially against a Giants defense that allowed 251 yards rushing but intercepted Romo three times in the Cowboys’ Week 2 loss. In the locker room last week, there were also subtle suggestions that the angst of recent years — read Owens  — was gone. 
“This feels a lot different,” linebacker DeMarcus Ware said. “Just guys feel a lot more comfortable. They feel a part of the team.”
Perhaps that will be enough to catapult the Cowboys into the company they would prefer. They have the most over-the-top stadium in the United States and the most recognizable brand in football. But the Cowboys are striving for the sort of late-season heroics of glamour-devoid and headline-averse teams like New England, Pittsburgh and Indianapolis. Those teams have Christmas trees too, but their lights do not dim at this time of year. 
“I love December,” tight end Martellus Bennett said. “I just want to play football and enjoy Christmas.”
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After Brief Respite, Longtime G.M. Is Back in Business




By TYLER KEPNER


Published: December 5, 2009 




When baseball’s general managers gathered at an airport hotel in Chicago last month, Kevin Towers was a world away in mind, body and spirit. Towers, who had spent the previous 14 years as the general manager of the San Diego Padres, was with his wife, Kelley, in Costa Rica. He read four books. He golfed and hiked and relaxed by the beach. He said he never felt healthier.
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“I had taken some vacations as a G.M., but never one where I was able to relax,” Towers said. “This vacation, I don’t think I looked at my BlackBerry one time.”
The Padres’ new chief executive, Jeff Moorad, fired Towers on Oct. 3, absorbing the $2 million or so the team owed him through 2010. The contract gives Towers a chance to spend a year living in Pacific Beach, waking to leisurely breakfasts and walks with his three English bulldogs, far from the baseball grind.
Instead, he will board a plane to Indianapolis on Sunday, looking for work at the winter meetings beginning the next day. 
“I’m actually looking forward to these winter meetings more than any I’ve ever been to,” Towers said. “I can float from room to room. It’ll be nice to stroll through the lobby and eat like a regular human being instead of room service five nights in a row.”
Towers, 48, will be the best connected of all the job seekers. He does not need a stack of résumés in his briefcase. Towers had the longest tenure of any general manager when he was fired, and he has spoken to half the teams about helping as an adviser next season.
“He should get the next G.M. job that opens,” said Jack Zduriencik, the Seattle Mariners’ general manager. “If you want somebody who’s talented, experienced and honest, why wouldn’t you look at Kevin Towers? He would get my highest recommendation as a person, and his track record speaks for itself.”
The Mariners will meet with Towers in Indianapolis. So will the Yankees, the Mets, the Boston Red Sox and probably more. Towers knows better than to schedule his appointments too far in advance. 
“I know what it’s like,” Towers said. “You start getting pestered with calls. ‘Hey, can you slot me in?’ You never know what your schedule is going to be like. Theo, Cash, Omar and Jack all know I’m going to be there.”
Zduriencik hired Towers as a scout for the Pittsburgh Pirates in 1991. Towers groomed Theo Epstein, the Red Sox’ general manager, when Epstein worked for the Padres. The Yankees’ Brian Cashman and the Mets’ Omar Minaya are among Towers’s closest friends in baseball.
Since the last weekend of the regular season, only two general manager jobs have opened. The Padres replaced Towers with Jed Hoyer, a Red Sox assistant, and the Toronto Blue Jays promoted Alex Anthopoulos after firing J. P. Ricciardi.
Towers built four playoff teams, including the 1998 National League pennant winner, and said he was surprised to be dismissed. He had followed orders to slash payroll, patching together a team that went 37-25 down the stretch and did not have any bad contracts. Minaya was among the first to call.
“He was in a good mood,” Minaya said. “When you do this job, sometimes you just need a break. He told me: ‘You know what? It’s time to enjoy myself.’ He said the last thing he wanted to do was go into an office. He just wants to be out there and scout.”
Towers, a former first-round draft pick from Brigham Young, pitched in the Padres’ system until arm surgery effectively ended his playing career in 1988. He scouted for San Diego and Pittsburgh before returning to the Padres, first as the scouting director and then as the general manager in 1995.
The Padres did not produce much homegrown talent, but Towers made shrewd trades for Kevin Brown, Adrian Gonzalez, Heath Bell and others. He approached the winter meetings aggressively. 
“I never felt I was going to the winter meetings to have clubs propose deals to me,” Towers said. “I always wanted to propose deals, get out front, get the conversations going. I liked to move quickly.”
Now he wants to move at a slower pace, he said, at least for a year. Ideally, Towers said, he would work in the American League, to see how those teams are constructed and what skills they value. Almost any team would allow him to experience life with a higher payroll.
Towers was a bargain hunter with the Padres, collecting scraps after richer teams signed the splashy free agents. With the Yankees, the Red Sox, the Mets or the Mariners, he could consider a broader range of players.
“That information-gathering is exciting for me; it gets the adrenaline flowing,” Towers said. “But I don’t mind being a sixth man or extra guy, either. I had that role before I was ever a G.M. I don’t mind being a good listener and just seeing how another G.M. works. I’ve always wanted to see how someone else does it.”
Towers’s presence, even as an adviser, could seem threatening to a vulnerable general manager. But Cashman and Epstein have recently won championships, Zduriencik had a strong first season in Seattle, and Minaya is signed through 2012.
For now, Towers said, he wants to help and he wants to learn. He is proud of his work in San Diego but eager to be better for his next opportunity.
“I have that desire and that passion,” he said. “As much as I’ve enjoyed the time off, once spring training starts, I’m going to be itching to be out there evaluating players and reading box scores every day. It’s still in my blood.”
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Sports of The Times



A Football Program Ends. A Romance Doesn’t.




By GEORGE VECSEY


Published: December 5, 2009 




Rosemarie Mitchell is sure she would have fallen for Tom Mitchell even if he had not been captain of the football team, the Northeastern University football team.  

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
He was shy, he was smart and he was handsome, and she was the homecoming queen and class president. Both still look their parts. 
The Mitchells are currently in mourning, Tom understandably more than Rosemarie, since Northeastern terminated the football team Nov. 23. 
Tom had gone home to Boston for the 50th anniversary of his senior team this fall, but now there will be no more homecomings, at least with a game as the centerpiece.
What is the true cost of football? How much is it worth to any college to have football as its major identification, particularly when things go wrong, like the Charlie Weis debacle at Notre Dame, or the scandals at so many universities? 
Why are three major state universities in New York — in Albany, Stony Brook and Buffalo — subsidizing football programs, as reported recently in The New York Times? 
As a New Yorker, I always thought my home state had better priorities than building a college football program with tax dollars. 
Last Thursday, it became even more personal when my alma mater, Hofstra University, abruptly canceled its football program. My classmates on the 1959 Hofstra team won all nine games that season and have done quite well out in the world. They had to pass their courses, as did Tom Mitchell’s teammates at Northeastern. 
The Mitchells run a business and understand the bottom line. Their alma mater said it would cost millions of dollars to maintain the team and the shabby and distant little field where Tom played 50 years ago. The conclusion was that football was no longer a prudent option. 
Together, Tom and Rosemarie operate ABS Associates in Rolling Meadows, Ill., a company that outsources information technology services — “outsources within the country,” Tom quickly added. 
They are both convinced their business skills come from Northeastern, known for its five-year co-op and internship program, geared to putting students into jobs when they graduate. They were both working-class kids from outside Boston who came to college feeling like outsiders.
Rosemarie Dovidio of Arlington, Mass., kept to herself in high school, where people made fun of the homemade eggplant sandwiches she brought from her Italian home. 
When she commuted to Northeastern, she felt she could be herself — and new friends asked if she could pack an extra eggplant sandwich for them. “People are more open in college,” she said. 
Tom Mitchell of Westwood, Mass., did not go out for football as a freshman. It was the loneliest he had ever been in his life. He went out for the varsity in spring practice and was a regular for three years — in the days of limited substitutions, a tight end and defensive end, at 180 pounds. 
The football team practiced on a parking lot, with pebbles and dust instead of grass. The lights were so dim, the players could barely see. He choked up the other day when he talked about the practices — the best part of football, he said. Except of course for the blind date the quarterback, Jim Hennessey, arranged for him.
(Personal note. Tom and Rosemarie have a daughter living across the street from us on Long Island. In a few years, they have become good friends; all four of us come from similar backgrounds. I must have seen Tom play in the Hofstra-Northeastern game in 1957, but I don’t remember him. “Aw, I was mostly a blocker,” Tom said. “They didn’t throw to me much.”)
Tom values the lessons he learned from Joe Zabilski, the coach. “You win some and you lose some,” Tom said. “You learn resiliency. Not everything in business is up. We’ve had downturns where you worried about things. But you learn. You lose a sale, that’s yesterday’s news.” 
Rosemarie said: “I’m the pathological optimist. Coming from a poor background, I learned anything is possible. It’s such a privilege to meet a payroll, to set up health benefits for people. It’s an honor.”
She prepared for her career in business without ever playing football, except what she learned from the quiet guy who escorted her to a frat party on the blind date, then asked her out again. After that, she started to go to games.
She somehow got to Storrs, Conn., and after the game, surprised herself by running out on the field and finding the captain, No. 83, and telling him she needed a ride back to Boston.
Rosemarie said she never realized how much she liked football until that moment when she ran on the field. 
“He was so tall and handsome,” she said.
“Aw, mostly pads and cleats,” he said. 
They have four children, all doing well, and are taking a graduate Shakespeare course at the University of Chicago under a renowned teacher and writer, David Bevington. They stay young; they’re still working; football is a tiny portion of their lives. 
The businessman in Tom looks at the decision by Northeastern and says, “good move.” The football captain in him adds, “But you can’t put a figure on it.” Every time he thinks about a fall without Northeastern football, he feels sad all over again. What would his life have been without Northeastern football?
“I got a wife out of it,” he said. 
E-mail: geovec@nytimes.com
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Spain Wins Doubles to Retain Davis Cup
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Denis Doyle/Getty Images


Feliciano López, left, and Fernando Verdasco defeated Radek Stepanek and Tomas Berdych of the Czech Republic.





By THE ASSOCIATED PRESS


Published: December 5, 2009 



BARCELONA, Spain (AP) — Spain won its second straight Davis Cup on Saturday by capturing its doubles match against the Czech Republic.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Feliciano López and Fernando Verdasco beat Radek Stepanek and Tomas Berdych, 7-6 (7), 7-5, 6-2, on clay to give the Spaniards an insurmountable 3-0 lead in the best-of-five finals.
Spain won its fourth title since 2000 and is the first country since Sweden in 1998 to retain the trophy.
Stepanek netted a shot on match point to hand Spain the title at the same place it took its first title nine years ago. López threw his wristband to Crown Prince Felipe after the team bench emptied to chants of “Campeones!” at Palau Sant Jordi. “We didn’t expect to win it this quickly,” Albert Costa, Spain’s captain, said. “The key to this team has been its unity.”
Spain is the sixth-most-successful team in the competition’s 108-year history after the United States (32 titles), Australia (28), France and Britain (9), and Sweden (7).
Rafael Nadal, the four-time French Open champion, beat Berdych in Friday’s singles. He missed last year’s final victory at Argentina on a carpet designed to stop the Spanish mastery of clay.
“First thing, you have to have good players,” Nadal said of his team’s prowess. “In Spain, we have a lot. Sure, last year was disappointing for me not to be there, but for sure the team was better. They play unbelievable and they won, so they did much better without me than with me.”
Stepanek said, “To win four times in nine years,  it shows how strong Spanish tennis is in general. The team is so strong, you have four players now in the team but you can build up a second team that is nearly as strong.” 
Spain took advantage of Berdych’s shaky serve for three of its four breaks. Verdasco overcame early jitters to help clinch the title by scoring two crucial breaks, including in the 14th game of the second set.
 The ninth-ranked Verdasco won the deciding singles match in Argentina last year.
The Czech captain, Jaroslav Navratil, selected Berdych and Stepanek — who were 5-0 in Davis Cup doubles coming into the match — although each lost his singles match on Friday. They replaced Lukas Dlouhy and Jan Hajek.
On Friday, Stepanek blew a two-set advantage in a four-hour defeat to David Ferrer.
Spain is unbeaten on clay in 20 straight series and has not lost at home since 1999 — a run of 18 opponents. 
The Spanish team prides itself on its unity in a country where allegiances can sometimes divide along regional lines. 
Costa made a point of bringing Juan Carlos Ferrero and Tommy Robredo to the news conference because they also played a part this year.
López said: “I think to play for our country, for all of us, it’s very special. It’s an extra motivation that we all have.”
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Fordham Retires the Jersey of a Female Pioneer




By KEVIN ARMSTRONG


Published: December 5, 2009 




In March 1980, Anne Gregory, a 6-foot-1 ponytailed forward for Fordham, entered  her final college game against Queens College needing 19 rebounds to round out her career with a total of 2,000.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
When she had two to go, a Lady Ram alerted her teammates. Looking to increase Gregory’s opportunities, they aimed to miss. The ball and milestone were in her grasp when a referee’s whistle blew. It was an over-the-back call against the overly aggressive Gregory. She had fouled out.
 “One stinking rebound away!” said Mary Ann Bilotti, who played forward in that Eastern regional consolation game run by the Association of Intercollegiate Athletics for Women, which then conducted the tournament that determined the national championship.
Time has passed. Gregory married Jim O’Connell, Fordham’s sports information director during her playing days, and had her No. 55 retired on Saturday at Rose Hill Gym during halftime of her alma mater’s 65-56 victory against Rider. The recognition was as much for her perseverance as for her pioneering ability to score 2,548 career points. She is the first woman to have her jersey retired at the university, joining the former men’s star Ed Conlin (No. 11). 
“I really hope today’s girls appreciate what they have,” said Anne O’Connell, 51, whose rebound total stands as a pre-N.C.A.A. record. “We were excited to get the men’s maroon, white and gold hand-me-down sweats.”
 In a game against Cortlandt State at St. John’s during her freshman season, she had a career-high 36 rebounds, breaking the Alumni Hall record held by Mel Davis of St. John’s. Jim O’Connell said the St. John’s men’s basketball coach Lou Carnesecca had told him, “Ain’t no dame going to hold the rebounding record for this gym.”
Equal time for men’s and women’s teams was a foreign concept then. As part of the second class of Lady Rams recruits to receive scholarships, Anne O’Connell paid partial tuition until her senior year. She paid for boarding each year. 
“Playing in that era, you really needed an internal fire because there were not many means of motivation externally,” said Liberty Coach Anne Donovan, who collected 1,976 rebounds from 1979-83 at Old Dominion.
 But there was a carefree feel to the Rams. At a tournament in Florence, S.C.,  O’Connell missed a late free throw in a loss to Pepperdine, and the Rams were eliminated the next day. Still, the squad, many of whom had never flown on a plane, appeared loose at the airport before flying home. 
Jim O’Connell said a woman asked him if the group was a team.
“Yes, they play basketball,” he said.
“Well, what did they just win?” the woman said.
“Nothing,” replied O’Connell, now a basketball writer for The Associated Press. “They just lost two games.”
The wins came in bunches soon after. Anne O’Connell led the Lady Rams to a 91-34 record and four consecutive postseason appearances. 
Though the program was in its nascent stages, the team challenged growing national powers. Fordham hosted the 1979 A.I.A.W. quarterfinals and played a Tennessee team coached by a 26-year-old Pat Summitt. When a Tennessee guard threw a behind-the-back pass, O’Connell said she wondered, “Should we stop to applaud?”
It was her board-crashing techniques that inspired teammates, and she had an uncommon ability to track errant shots. “It’s amazing how strength and conditioning changed the game, but you still need players with good noses for the ball like in the past,” Summitt said.
Gregory was well positioned for life after Fordham. At the 1980 Women’s Basketball League draft, she was asked, “Would you play in Tampa?”
O’Connell said yes, but then decided to play in Antibes, France. She was given an apartment and a car, and enjoyed her time there. While stateside over the holidays, Kathy Mosolino, formerly her Fordham coach but coaching the W.B.L.’s New Jersey Gems at the time, asked her to stay. Within days, O’Connell was also engaged.
 “I told the French team it was love, but it was really basketball,” said O’Connell, a guidance counselor at Holy Trinity High in Hicksville, N.Y.
Basketball is forever a conversation topic between the O’Connells. Though Jim’s favorite tale is the rebound that never landed in the record books, his wife said Saturday’s ceremony was a proper ending to her storied career.
“I look up there at Mr. Conlin’s jersey next to mine and I can’t help but think what a fabulous rebounder he was,” she said.
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Stephen Davis and Jeffrey Busch
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Shana Sureck for The New York Times


WESTPORT, CONN., NOV. 29  Mr. Davis, top left, and Mr. Busch walk down the aisle with their son, Elijah, 7.





By LOIS SMITH BRADY


Published: December 3, 2009 




WHILE some people describe their family as a unit, Stephen Davis and Jeffrey Busch’s family is nowhere near as tidy as that.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
 Theirs is more like a family complex. Mr. Busch, 46, and Mr. Davis, 58, live with their 7-year-old son, Elijah Davis Busch, and Mr. Busch’s mother, Iris Busch, in a contemporary home in Wilton, Conn. 
At their dinner table on any given night you might also meet Monica Pearl, Mr. Busch’s longtime best friend, and her 8-year-old daughter, Vita Aaron Pearl. Mr. Busch is Vita’s donor dad or, as Vita’s friends sometimes say, “doughnut dad.” 
Mr. Busch and Mr. Davis are both very funny, yet strict about three things: they do not eat meat, watch television or kill insects. “Jeffrey always stood up for the underdog, the mosquito,” recalled Jordan Busch, his older brother. “He’s the person who will find somebody on the street who doesn’t have Thanksgiving dinner and invite them to the house.” 
Mr. Busch, now an administrative law judge for the New York City Department of Finance, and Mr. Davis, who works in the libraries of Columbia University, overseeing a group that digitally preserves rare manuscripts and other materials, met 20 years ago in a West Village restaurant. Mr. Busch was dining with Ms. Pearl when he made eye contact with Mr. Davis, who was alone at the bar. “I felt that shiver,” Mr. Busch recalled. “His gaze was so steady, and his eyes were warm. They looked at me like they knew me.”
He eventually walked over to Mr. Davis with this opening line: “Where did you go to school?” 
Mr. Davis was startled by Mr. Busch in every way. “He looked like this sweet, innocent-but-not-innocent kid,” he said. “There was something riveting about him, off-kilter and different and warm.” Mr. Busch invited him to go dancing later that night. The bookish Mr. Davis never dances. But he said yes. 
The next morning Mr. Busch returned to Boston, where he then lived, and wrote a note saying he would like to see him again. Mr. Davis replied that he did not think they could be together for three reasons: they lived in different cities, there was their age gap and Mr. Busch was on the rebound from another relationship. 
Mr. Busch called Mr. Davis the next time he was in New York anyway, and visited him in his apartment in Morningside Heights. “He had floor-to-ceiling books,” Mr. Busch remembered. “He was so well read. I thought, ‘I’m not going to be able to coast in this relationship.’ ” 
They talked for hours that visit, and on the phone every night after. “Stephen allows conversation to go absolutely anywhere, which makes it really fun,” Mr. Busch said. 
Mr. Busch wanted to move in together, but Mr. Davis suggested that they wait for their infatuation to pass. “I wanted to make sure it didn’t wear off too soon,” he said. So they dated long distance. After two years, both realized that “the glow” was “never, never passing.” said Mr. Davis, who in 1991 began moving books to make room for Mr. Busch to move in. 
Mr. Busch did all the cooking and brought home all kinds of homeless things, like 60 abandoned potted trees from a nearby office that had closed. “We had to crouch really low to  walk through the apartment," Mr. Busch recalled, but Mr. Davis never balked. He doesn’t  ever roll his eyes, Mr. Busch said.
In the late 1990s, Mr. Busch started talking about having a child. “Jeff is daring in a way that stuns me sometimes," said Mr. Davis, who drafted a list of reasons why they shouldn’t. 
But after a year, Mr. Busch said, Mr. Davis agreed to follow him on this adventure, just as he had followed him onto the dance floor. “He keeps making these leaps of faith, again and again," said Mr. Busch, who is also a real estate agent. 
They were soon reviewing profiles of potential egg donors, choosing one who identified herself as a personal trainer and prom queen. “Science can do what natural selection never would have done,” Mr. Busch said. “She never would have dated me.” 
Two years later they found a surrogate mother to carry the frozen fertilized eggs. “We each took an embryo and defrosted it — one of them took,” Mr. Busch said, noting that they do not know which of them is Eli’s biological father. “We like that mystery.” 
Mr. Davis, who installed a camera by Eli’s crib so he could watch from work, now says, “I never knew I liked children until we had Eli." 
In August 2004, Mr. Busch and Mr. Davis were among a group of same-sex couples who sued Connecticut for the right to marry, a case the group won in October 2008. “Marriage is so much more than a collection of rights and privileges," Mr. Busch said. “Nobody says, ‘Oh, I want to civil union you.’ ” 
He added: “Stephen loves me in the marrying kind of way. He loves me when I’m unlovable.” 
On Nov. 29, 200 people attended their wedding at Temple Israel in Westport, Conn., where Rabbi Leah Cohen performed the ceremony. 
As the couple, dressed identically, walked the aisle, Eli played a minuet on the cello, fearlessly blazing his way through squeaky notes.
The synagogue was just a few miles from where Mr. Busch spent his childhood. “Growing up, I thought I’d have to move 10,000 miles away,” Mr. Busch said. “That’s what it meant to be gay then.” 
Now the couple are not only living in his hometown, but Mr. Busch’s mother, 72, shares the house with them. When they walk in the door, she asks, “Have you eaten?”
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Caroline Cummings and Nicholas Rafferty


Published: December 5, 2009 



Caroline Barnet Cummings, the daughter of Julie Fisher Cummings and Peter D.  Cummings of Palm Beach, Fla., was married in Jamaica Saturday evening  to Nicholas Kernan Rafferty, the son of Emily Kernan Rafferty and John P. Rafferty of New York. Rabbi James Ponet officiated with the Rev. Gerald Blaszczak, a Roman Catholic priest, at the Round Hill Hotel in Montego Bay. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The bride and bridegroom, both 29, graduated from Trinity College in Hartford,  where they met.
Mrs. Rafferty is a founder  of Carolina George, a custom furniture company in New York.   She is on the boards  of the Fresh Air Fund in New York and of the Lovelight Foundation in Detroit, which provides financing  to programs seeking to help impoverished women and children.   She is studying for a Master of Fine Arts  degree in art history at New York University.
The bride’s father works in Palm Beach Gardens, Fla., as the chairman of Ram, a real estate management and development company. He is on the boards of the  League of American Orchestras, the New York Philharmonic and the Detroit Symphony Orchestra. Her mother is a managing trustee of the Max M. and Marjorie S. Fisher Family Foundation, an organization in Detroit founded by the bride’s maternal grandmother and the bride’s grandfather, who was a founder of a company there that once owned  the Speedway gasoline  station chain.  
Mr. Rafferty is an associate  at Morgan Stanley Smith Barney in New York, where he analyzes and trades foreign currencies for its private wealth investment group. 
The bridegroom’s mother is  the  president of the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York. She is also a member of the board of the National September 11 Memorial and Museum  and the chairwoman of NYC & Company, the city’s tourism and marketing agency.  His father retired as a partner in  Ernst & Young, the accounting firm in New York. He worked in the financial services department and. is now on the  board of the Visiting Nurse Service of New York. 
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Merrill Falkenberg, Christopher Mahan





Published: December 5, 2009 



Merrill Brooke Falkenberg and Christopher Parker Mahan were married Saturday at the St. Regis in New York. The Rev. Michael L. Lindvall, a Presbyterian minister,  officiated. 
 Ms. Falkenberg, 38, is keeping her name. She is a curator with the artist Eric Fischl of “America: Now and Here,” a mobile exhibition on American identity since 9/11; the exhibition is to travel the country on specially designed trucks in 2010. She graduated  from Vassar and received a doctorate in art history from Stanford. 
She is the daughter of Patricia and Edward Falkenberg of Scarsdale, N.Y. Her father owns commercial real estate in Westchester and northern Connecticut. Her mother is an  interior designer in Scarsdale and  is on the board of the American Jewish Committee in New York and also the Caramoor Center for Music and Arts in Katonah, N.Y. 
Mr. Mahan, 42, is a partner in and chief financial officer of AEA Investors, an investment firm in New York. He is on the board of the Stanley M. Isaacs Neighborhood  Center in New York.  He graduated cum laude from Amherst. His previous marriage ended in divorce.
He is a son of Sally Mahan and Gerald D. Mahan of State College, Pa.  His father is a professor of physics at Pennsylvania State University and the author of “Many-Particle Physics.” 
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Anne Oliver and Robert Schumacher




By ROSALIE R. RADOMSKY


Published: December 5, 2009 




Anne F. Oliver and Robert D. Schumacher were married Saturday in New York. The Rev. Darwin Price, an Episcopal priest, officiated at the apartment of Patricia T. Ewert, a childhood friend of the bride. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The bride, 71, is taking her husband’s name. She retired as a senior vice president in the account group at DDB Needham, the New York advertising agency. She is the daughter of the late Margaret B. Feller and the late Samuel R. Feller of New York. The bride was a widow whose previous marriage ended in divorce. 
The bridegroom, 75, retired as a senior vice president in charge of administrative services and property management at the Irving Trust Company in New York. He is a son of the late Dorothy Hilton Schumacher and the late F. Ade Schumacher of Medford, Ore. He is a paternal great-grandson of Ferdinand A. Schumacher, who developed a process for flaking oats in Akron, Ohio, an innovation that eventually led to the creation of the Quaker Oats Company.
 The bridegroom is the clerk of the vestry of the parish of Calvary and St. George’s in New York. He graduated from Williams. He was a widower.
  The couple met in 1956. Ms. Oliver was a Vassar classmate of Mr. Schumacher’s future wife, Mary Montgomery, and that August she attended their wedding in upstate New York.  
In 1977 she ran into Mr. Schumacher at an event at the Trinity School in New York, where her daughter and his two sons were students. 
 The Olivers and the Schumachers became friendly and would get together for dinner at each others’ apartments a couple of times a year. 
In 2005, Ms. Oliver’s husband, John Lee Oliver, died of Parkinson’s; three years later Mrs.  Schumacher died. 
Mr. Schumacher continued to use the theater and concert subscriptions he and his wife had purchased. “I went to the theater with an empty seat next to me,” he said.  He soon started inviting friends, including Ms. Oliver, to join him. 
“I don’t know what it was, but Anne and I had a lot of fun together,” he said, “and we were closing up restaurants. We were having three-hour dinners. It was fairly late for old geezers like us.”
Last summer, when Ms. Oliver rented a house in East Hampton, N.Y., and Mr. Schumacher went to his house in Chatham, Mass., they realized how much they missed each other.
“Thank God for e-mail,” Mr. Schumacher said. 
Ms. Oliver added,  “It was an old-fashioned kind of courtship, the way we used to write to our beaus and would rush to the door to see if there was mail. I rushed to the computer to look for the e-mails.” ROSALIE R. RADOMSKY  














                This article was downloaded by calibre from http://www.nytimes.com/2009/12/06/fashion/weddings/06oliver.html?pagewanted=all





            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            |
        




Sarah Sommerfield, Justin Poitras - Weddings and Celebrations - NYTimes.com













































            | Next
            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            | Previous
            |
            






Sarah Sommerfield, Justin Poitras





Published: December 5, 2009 



Sarah E.  Sommerfield and Justin Robert Poitras were married Saturday in Manhattan at the home of Sally Wigutow, a cousin of the bride, and her husband, Dan Wigutow. The Rev. Judie L. Guild of the Humanist Ethical Society of Spirituality officiated. 
  The couple met  at Dartmouth, from which they both graduated. 
Mrs. Poitras, 29, is a digital manager at CCG Metamedia, a medical education and digital media agency in Manhattan that serves the pharmaceutical and biotechnology industries.  She helps create interactive educational programs for the agency’s clients. She received an M.B.A. from New York University. 
The bride is the daughter of Jean Sommerfield of Manhattan and Stefan Sommerfield of Ossining, N.Y. She is the stepdaughter of Sally Swift.  
Mr. Poitras, also 29,  is an assistant vice president in the global operations and technology division of Citigroup in Long Island City, Queens. He helps units within Citigroup to prepare audits and comply with information security rules.
 He is the son of Patricia Poitras of Lindenhurst, N.Y., and Richard Poitras of Massapequa, N.Y.
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Lara Sullivan, Michael Fontaine


Published: December 5, 2009 



Lara Suzanne Sullivan and Michael Damian Fontaine were married Saturday  at the Church of the Blessed Sacrament in New York. Msgr. Robert B. O’Connor performed the ceremony. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Mrs. Fontaine, 36, works in New York as an associate principal  at McKinsey & Company, the management consulting firm, where she specializes in offering strategic advice and advisory services to pharmaceutical clients.  She graduated from Cornell and earned a joint medical degree and an M.B.A. from the University of Pennsylvania.
She is the  daughter of Dr. Cordy E. Sullivan and Dr. John K. Sullivan of Penn Yan, N.Y. The bride’s father is an emergency room physician at North Medical Center in Syracuse. Her mother is an anesthesiologist  in Canandaigua, N.Y. 
Mr. Fontaine, also 36, works in New York as a vice president for institutional accounts in the securities unit of Deutsche Bank. He graduated from Furman University and received an M.B.A. from Southern Methodist University. 
He is a  son of Margaret  Fontaine and Raymond J. Fontaine III of Charlotte, N.C.  The bridegroom’s father is an independent textile sales representative there.  
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Micol Ostow, Noah Harlan





Published: December 5, 2009 



Micol Ostow and Noah Harlan were married Saturday evening at the Metropolitan Building, an event space in Long Island City, Queens. Rabbi Eric B. Wisnia  officiated. 
 The bride, 33, will continue to use her name professionally. She is the author of nine novels for young people, including “Emily Goldberg Learns to Salsa” and “So Punk Rock (and Other Ways to Disappoint Your Mother).”  She has also written short stories and essays. She graduated from Tufts  and received a master’s degree in creative writing for children and young adults from the Vermont College of Fine Arts in Montpelier, Vt.
The bride is the daughter of Carmen Ostow and Meir Ostow, who live and work in South Orange, N.J. Her father is a lawyer in private practice. Her mother is a social worker. 
The bride is a granddaughter of the late Dr. Mortimer Ostow, a psychiatrist and neuroscientist who studied the psychological sources of anti-Semitism.
The bridegroom, 34, is an independent film producer in Manhattan who has produced or co-produced five features including “Tehilim” and “The Vanishing Point,” both released in 2007.  He has also produced commercials, documentaries and new media projects. He graduated from Williams.
The bridegroom is a son of Elizabeth Harlan of Paris and Leonard M. Harlan of Manhattan. His mother is the author of “George Sand.” His father is a founder and the chairman of Castle Harlan, an investment firm in Manhattan, and is a member of the board of Weill Cornell Medical College. 
The bridegroom is a stepson of Fleur Harlan.
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Elizabeth Gibson, Ronald Owens Jr.





Published: December 5, 2009 



Elizabeth Munger Gibson and Ronald Morton Owens Jr. were married Friday at the Athenaeum, a club  on the campus of the California Institute of Technology in Pasadena, Calif. The Rev. Joyce Jackson, a minister of the First Church of Religious Science, officiated.  
 The bride, 55, will continue to use her name professionally. She works in New York as a freelance planner in the marketing field. Until 2001, she was the producer of “The Barry Farber Show” on the Talk Radio Network.   She graduated from the University of Aberdeen in Scotland and received a master’s degree in journalism from Columbia.
She is the daughter of Edwin S. Munger of Pasadena and the late Elizabeth Nelson Munger, who lived in Galena, Ill., and the stepdaughter of Ann Boyer Munger. The bride’s first two marriages ended in divorce.
The bridegroom, 53, is the senior designer at Digitus Biometrics, a company in Savannah, Ga., that manufactures security systems and software. 
He is a son of Joanna Owens and Mr. Owens Sr. of Savannah. The bridegroom was a widower; his first two marriages ended in divorce. 
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Rachel Josué, Jonathan Goldner





Published: December 5, 2009 




Rachel Olga Josué and Jonathan Todd Goldner are to be married Sunday  at Park Avenue Synagogue in New York. Rabbi Arthur Schneier  is to officiate.









The couple met in 2003 at MTV News in New York, where the bride is a digital producer and the bridegroom is the director of online operations.
The bride, 27, will take  her husband’s name. She makes and chooses images and videos for the MTV News Web site. She graduated cum laude from the University of Pennsylvania.
  She is a daughter of Karen Sue Josué and Salomon Sabi Josué of New York. Her father works in New York as a consultant to American and European fund managers trying to raise money in Asia. The bride’s mother is on the board of Nadeshiko Kai,  a Japanese cultural exchange group in New York and Tokyo.
The bridegroom, 32, graduated from Tufts.  He is the son of Dina Goldner  and Abraham B. Goldner of New York.  His father is a lawyer in private practice in New York.  
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Heather Camp, Jordan Prutkin





Published: December 5, 2009 




Heather S. Camp and  Dr. Jordan M. Prutkin were married Saturday evening  at the Salish Lodge and Spa in Snoqualmie, Wash.  Rabbi Jeremy Winaker, a cousin of the bridegroom, officiated. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Ms. Camp, 32, is keeping her name. She is a registered nurse with the Seattle branch of HRN Services, a Beverly Hills, Calif., company  that provides nursing and medical staff to hospitals and other organizations. She graduated from the University of Northern Colorado and received a master’s degree in public health from Johns Hopkins. 
She is a  daughter of Sarah S. Camp and Dr. Gregory V. S. Camp of Portland, Ore. Her father is an internist specializing in geriatrics there. Her mother is a nurse practitioner for the Multnomah County Health Department, also in Portland. 
Dr. Prutkin, 34, is an assistant professor in the medicine-cardiology department  at the University of Washington School of Medicine in Seattle. He graduated from Yale, where he also received a medical degree. 
He is a  son of Dr. Beverly L. Richman of New York and the late Lawrence  Prutkin. His mother retired as the chief of medical services of the methadone maintenance treatment program at Beth Israel Medical Center in New York. His father was an associate professor of cell biology at the New York University School of Medicine. 
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Angela Diamantini, Kurt Polk





Published: December 5, 2009 




Angela Michelle Diamantini and Kurt Andrew Polk were married Saturday at Hill Country Barbecue Market, a restaurant in New York. Col. James S. Park, a Christian and Missionary Alliance minister, who is the chaplain at the Virginia Military Institute, led a nondenominational ceremony. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Until June, Mrs. Polk, 28, worked in New York as a vice president for institutional sales at Nyfix, a maker of electronic securities trading systems that is now part of NYSE Euronext. She graduated magna cum laude from St. Louis University.
She is a daughter of Kathryn F. Diamantini and Warren F. Diamantini of St. Louis. The bride’s father retired as a pipefitter there with Local 562. 
Mr. Polk, 37, is a partner in Rainier Investment Management, a mutual fund company based in Seattle. He manages the company’s East Coast office in New York. He was in the Air Force from 1994 to 1998, serving in San Antonio, Tex., and Ramstein, Germany. He left the service as a captain. He graduated from the Virginia Military Institute and received an M.B.A. from St. Mary’s University in San Antonio. His previous marriage ended in divorce.
He is the son of Bronwyn M. Polk and Robert C. Polk of O’Fallon, Ill. His mother retired as a registered dietitian at Memorial Hospital in Belleville, Ill. His father retired from the Air Force as a colonel at Scott Air Force Base, near Belleville.
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Haylee Seltzer, Gregg Donovan





Published: December 5, 2009 



Haylee Sara Seltzer and Gregg Kanner Donovan were married Saturday evening at the New York Botanical Garden in the Bronx. Rabbi Jill Maderer officiated. 
 Mrs. Donovan, 30, works in Manhattan as a clinical social worker for the Metro-North Railroad employee assistance program and also as a psychotherapist in private practice. She graduated from Indiana University and received a master’s degree in social work from Columbia. 
She is the daughter of Amy P. Richer and Jay S. Seltzer, both of Huntington, N.Y. Her father is a lawyer there. Her mother is a claims manager in the Elmsford, N.Y., office of the Nationwide Mutual Insurance Company. 
Mr. Donovan, 32, is a software programmer for TheLadders.com, a job-search Web site based in Manhattan. 
He is the son of Ellen Kanner and Brian Donovan, also of Huntington. The bridegroom’s mother is a psychologist in private practice there. His father, who retired as an investigative reporter at Newsday, is the author of “Hard Driving: The Wendell Scott Story.”
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Jennifer Kroog, Jared Rosenberg


Published: December 5, 2009 


Jennifer Kroog, the daughter of Dorothy and Leonard Kroog of Wesley Hills, N.Y., was married Saturday evening to Jared Evan Rosenberg, the son of Robin C. Rosenberg of Parkland, Fla., and the late Todd S. Rosenberg. Rabbi Lawrence Hajioff officiated at the Roosevelt Hotel in New York. 
  The bride, 30, is a marketing manager at Juicy Couture, the clothing and fashion accessories company in Los Angeles. She graduated from George Washington University. 
The bridegroom, 27, works in Los Angeles representing the R&B singer Mateo and others in the music industry. Until January, he was a manager for Janet Jackson.
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Lisa Zuckerwise and Brian Levy




By ROSALIE R. RADOMSKY


Published: December 5, 2009 




Dr. Lisa Caren Zuckerwise, a daughter of Leslie Hyman Zuckerwise and Peter Zuckerwise of Scarsdale, N.Y., was married Saturday evening to Brian Joseph Levy, a son of Caryl Levy and William J. Levy of Mamaroneck, N.Y. Rabbi Amiel Wohl performed the ceremony at the Angel Orensanz Foundation in Manhattan. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The bride, 26, will continue to use her name professionally. She is a first-year resident in the department of obstetrics and gynecology at Yale-New Haven Hospital. She graduated from Cornell and received a medical degree from Albert Einstein College of Medicine. 
The bridegroom, 29, works in Scarsdale as the general manager for Last Licks Ice Cream, which owns three ice cream shops in Westchester County, N.Y., and one in Manhattan. 
The couple met in the summer of 1999, when they worked at an ice cream parlor in Scarsdale that eventually became Last Licks Ice Cream. 
 “We started flirting while we were both scooping,” Mr. Levy said. “She can brighten up a room when she walks in.” 
 One evening while she was sitting on top of the yogurt machine waiting for him to lock up the shop, he went over and kissed her, and then they became something of an item for a few weeks. 
“It was a summer fling,” Dr. Zuckerwise said. 
Over the years they spoke and e-mailed, dated here and there. “There was always, always a connection,” Dr. Zuckerwise said. “In college and med school my mother always asked, ‘Why don’t you date Brian?’ and my answer was ‘I won’t date him until I’m ready to get married.’ ”
In 2007, they began dating again. “I always knew I’d end up with Lisa,” Mr. Levy said, “and she knew the same.”
 ROSALIE R. RADOMSKY  
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Dani Schleifer and Scott Heifetz




By PAULA  SCHWARTZ


Published: December 5, 2009 




Dani Rachel Schleifer and Scott Craig Heifetz were married in New York Saturday evening. Rabbi Harvey Daniels officiated at the New York Academy of Sciences.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The bride, 36, is a program director, working with mentally ill adults in New York for the Federation Employment Guidance Service and Health and Human Services System. She graduated from the University of Vermont and received a master’s in social work from New York University. She is a daughter of Doris S. Schleifer of Monsey, N.Y. and the late Ronald L. Schleifer. 
The bridegroom, 41, is the founder and owner of Launch Math Achievement Centers, a learning center for children, in New York. He graduated from the University of Michigan and received a master’s degree in aeronautical engineering from the California Institute of Technology and an M.B.A. from N.Y.U. He is a son of Diane Heifetz and Saul Heifetz of Somerset, N.J. 
As children, Mr. Heifetz and Ms. Schleifer’s brother Aaron had been school friends, and Ms. Schleifer was the pesky little child who got in their way when they traded baseball cards. 
Mr. Heifetz didn’t hear from his friend’s little sister again until three decades later when he ran into her at a bar in New York. She didn’t immediately recognize Mr. Heifetz. “He used to have a really big Afro,” Ms. Schleifer recalled. Mr. Heifetz, who was living on Upper West Side, didn’t recognize her either, but once they were reintroduced and she told him she wanted to move to his neighborhood, he volunteered to show her around.
Other invitations from Mr. Heifetz followed, she said, but “always with his friends.” Mr. Heifetz explained that he still felt constrained by the fact that “she was my friend’s little sister.”
On July 24, 2008, he invited her to a gathering at a bar for his 40th birthday. As the night wore on and everyone else left they were alone.
“He made some comment how he felt so comfortable around me,” Ms. Schleifer said. “There was a pause and I remember thinking if I don’t kiss him now it’s never going to happen, so I leaned in and kissed him.” Afterward, he appeared shocked. “That wasn’t exactly the look I was looking for,” she recalled telling him.
“I was floored,” Mr. Heifetz explained, “I fell for her and didn’t recognize it until she gave me a kiss.”   PAULA  SCHWARTZ 
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Caitlin McGauley, Christopher Yamamoto





Published: December 5, 2009 



Caitlin Anne McGauley and Christopher Kenji Yamamoto were married Saturday in New York. The Rev. George W. Rutler, a Roman Catholic priest, performed the ceremony at the Church of Our Saviour, where he is the pastor.
 The bride, 29, will continue to use her name professionally. She designs bedding for the home collection at Ralph Lauren in New York. She graduated summa cum laude from Syracuse.
She is the daughter of Mary W. McGauley and Robert McGauley of Sparta, N.J. Her father works in New York as a manager for the medical division of Siemens, the German electronics manufacturer. He is responsible for sales and marketing in the Northeast. Her mother is a special-education teacher at the Alpine School in Sparta.
The bridegroom, 30, is an associate in the mergers and acquisitions group at the Blackstone Group in New York. He graduated from Williams. 
He is the son of Catherine Marks Yamamoto and Roger M. Yamamoto of Williamstown, Mass. His mother is a senior fund-raising officer at Williams. His father works in Morrisville, N.C., as the chief operating officer of Bijur Delimon International Lubrication, a unit of the Industrial Manufacturing Company International of Cleveland. 
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Nicole Schreier, Matthew Kaplan


Published: December 5, 2009 



Nicole Hayley Schreier, a daughter of Alison Schreier and Andrew M. Schreier of Boca Raton, Fla., is to be married Sunday to Matthew Ian Kaplan, the son of Dr. Ronnie J. Kaplan and Dr. Mitchel A. Kaplan of White Plains. Rabbi Melvin N. Sirner is to officiate at the Harmonie Club in New York.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The bride, 28, is a real estate associate in the New York office of Greenberg Traurig, the Miami law firm. She graduated from the University of Pennsylvania and received a law degree from New York University. 
Her father is the executive vice president of Kin Properties of Boca Raton, a commercial real estate investment company. 
The bridegroom, 29, is a real estate associate at Willkie Farr & Gallagher, the New York law firm. He graduated with distinction from Cornell and received a law degree from the University of Virginia. 
His mother retired as an assistant clinical professor of pediatrics at Albert Einstein College of Medicine in New York. His father is the president and the chief executive of Park Avenue Medical Associates in White Plains; he is also a clinical instructor of medicine and psychiatry at the Mount Sinai School of Medicine in New York. 
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ONCE BITTEN Rene Gonzalez and Colleen Mathis moved to get away from mice.





By TERI KARUSH ROGERS


Published: December 4, 2009 




WHEN it comes to homes and spouses, one bad experience can alter a person’s choices forever. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]


And in New York City, where there are untold challenges to vertical living, a seemingly endless number of pitfalls lie in the real estate road.
Bad choices include: the location of one’s building, insufferable neighbors both human and feral, long-distance supers, heat-conducting windows and prized  amenities that turn out to be booby prizes.
Consider the unfortunate story of Rob Paladino. Three years ago, he rented a one-bedroom pied-à-terre on the fifth floor of a new apartment building in the garment district. For $3,800 a month, he got a generous 600-square-foot patio, built above four floors of retail space on top of the building’s first setback.
“It was a big feature, and I really believed it was worth the extra few hundred dollars a month,” said Mr. Paladino, a single 52-year-old digital media entrepreneur who looked forward to entertaining friends outdoors.
Soon after unpacking, Mr. Paladino furnished his outdoor space with a table and chairs, a barbecue and Christmas lights.
Then came the cigarette butts:  incendiary paratroopers raining down from Mr. Paladino’s neighbors — 40 stories of them, or about 280 apartments. Mr. Paladino thinks his neighbors, mostly young professionals sharing places, assumed the butts would float to the street.
Instead, “they would burn through my awning and the patio chairs,” he said. “I would make a game trying to figure out what the brands were.” (Lots of Newports, he said.)
Enough flotsam made its way to the patio that Mr. Paladino asked the super to clean it up every week. 
Then one morning a sad young Japanese couple appeared at his door.
 “They couldn’t communicate why, but they seemed to really need to get out on the patio, so I let them through,”  Mr. Paladino said.
Their cat, it turned out, had plunged from the 36th floor  to the great beyond.
Still determined to enjoy what most New Yorkers would consider a perk of enviable proportions, Mr. Paladino persevered — until the night he held an alfresco gathering that collided with a couple’s argument 8  or 10  floors overhead.
“When the first candy dish hit, it sounded like gunfire,” he said. “Glass shards went everywhere. We ran inside and more stuff came down — a little statuette, a child’s toy, a model car. After that, it didn’t feel safe out there.”
Mr. Paladino forsook his prized patio and, six months later, the apartment. He moved to a third-floor walk-up in the meatpacking district. Now he says he would consider another patio or terrace only if it were on a very high floor.
“If you’re on the 16th floor with a setback patio and there’s only 9 floors above you, that’s totally different,” he said. Not only are there fewer potential sources of detritus, but, he speculated, people who pay a premium to live on a higher floor might be more courteous and respectful.
Many of the walking wounded have nothing against their apartment or building: It’s the location that offends. 
For example, people who have lived near an elevator frequently balk at doing so again.
“They feel the elevators themselves are noisy and also people tend to congregate in front of the elevator,” said Laurence P. Mitchell, an associate broker at Prudential Douglas Elliman. 
Others refuse to live beneath a terrace after suffering through floods caused by blocked drains and the like, said Paul Purcell, a  founder of Charles Rutenberg Realty.  And just as veterans of sixth-floor walk-ups don’t reprise the experience if they can afford not to, many ground-floor-dwellers vow to shoot higher next time.
When Alina Munoz moved to New York nearly four years ago, she shared a ground-floor street-facing two-bedroom apartment with several roommates. 
 “It didn’t allow much natural light because we kept the blinds closed for privacy from the street,” said Ms. Munoz, 27, a founder of Culintro, a restaurant-industry trade organization. “You could hear every conversation. And every single morning at 7:30, the doorman would hose off the sidewalk and the windows, so every Saturday and Sunday, I would be woken up with what sounded like a fire hose blasting at my windows.”
Ms. Munoz’s low-level misery was complicated by another location issue: Her building was adjacent to a church. 
“On Saturday and Sunday mornings, you would hear kids playing and the parents would stand around letting kids be kids,” she said. “Then they also had gatherings like Alcoholics Anonymous, and on Tuesday or Thursday night there would always be a group of smokers outside — you could hear them when you’re on the ground floor.”
Loud, smoke-emitting crowds are more commonly associated with nightclubs, bars and  restaurants, not always the best downstairs neighbors. Once bitten, many people vet prospective blocks, sometimes conducting late-night sweeps to check for club activity invisible during the day. 
But it is easier to miss acoustical nightmares on the next block, in the form of a fire station or something more mysterious.
Flavie Bagnol, the director of communications for Thrillist.com, rented an apartment on East 64th Street, near but not facing Second Avenue. Late-night trucks racing down the avenue would hit something that sounded like a bump, triggering thunderous, bone-rattling explosions. 
“I looked many times to see if there was a speed bump or a hole, but there was really nothing beyond maybe an uneven part of the road,” Ms. Bagnol said. “I tried earplugs, white noise, thicker curtains, music, and nothing ever covered it. I didn’t sleep well for two years.”
When her lease was up, she bought a studio apartment facing a courtyard in the West 60s. 
“The first thing I did when I looked at the apartment,” Ms. Bagnol said “was see if there was a lot of traffic, like any buses stopping by, and I made sure I was not on a main artery. I went back at night and checked the noise with the window open and closed.”
Other city dwellers run from a more intimate nuisance.
Last December, Colleen Mathis, 27, and her boyfriend, Rene Gonzalez,  35, sublet a rent-controlled apartment from a friend of Ms. Mathis’s family. It was a one-bedroom walk-up in the East 70s for $600 a month.
“When we first moved in, we noticed a little bit of a problem with mice,” Ms. Mathis said. “Then, in January, I was sleeping and felt this little tickle on my feet, and I woke up to a mouse scurrying off the bed. About two months ago, it got really bad — we were seeing maybe two mice a day.”
This fall, after a mouse stole up her arm and she accidentally drank a cup of coffee laced with mouse droppings, Ms. Mathis and Mr. Gonzalez reluctantly went looking for another apartment. 
They took  a flashlight on their hunt, searching for telltale signs: droppings and “weird holes” between walls and floors. 
“We almost took a duplex that seemed too good to be true,” said Ms. Mathis, a publicist. They ruled it out when Mr. Gonzalez, a freelance videographer, turned up incriminating evidence with the  flashlight.
They recently rented a large one-bedroom apartment in an older, well-maintained walk-up on  East 88th Street near Madison Avenue for $1,600 a month. The day they moved out of their mouse pad, their downstairs neighbor was leaving for the same reason.
Lee Alexander, a television producer, broke her lease two months after moving into a building on St. Marks Place that turned out to have rats in the walls and the basement laundry room.
When she found the ground-floor apartment, it had never occurred to her to look for signs of rats, like the presence of pesticides and warnings to keep garbage cans tightly shut. 
Having come to believe that living on the ground floor means living closer to vermin territory, she fled to a top-floor apartment around the corner on Second Avenue.
Her rat problem vanished, only to be replaced by a different species of nuisance, one she might have avoided if she had checked out the apartment at night. Her place was  within shouting distance of “Stomp,” a musical predicated on the percussive potential of not only heavy boots, but hub caps and garbage can lids.
“My bathroom was right over the backstage for ‘Stomp,’ so from 8 to 11 p.m. nightly I got the full show in my bathroom,” Ms. Alexander said. “It was an awful, noisy situation.”
She lived there for several years before rising to the top of the waiting list (and a top-floor apartment) in Stuyvesant Town, a sprawling apartment complex whose residents don’t drum on trash bins. However, the owners were recently found to have improperly raised rents and deregulated units.  
“For the most part it’s a lovely, quiet place to live, except for the weird increases in rent,” Ms. Alexander said. 
As Ms. Alexander’s experience illustrates, it can be hard to spot trouble unless you are already sensitized to the dangers.
“I will never again buy a sponsor-renovated apartment,” said Matthew Grob, who along with his wife, Betsy Lichtenstein, purchased a two-bedroom apartment in Lincoln Towers on the Upper West Side a decade ago.
At the time, with Ms. Lichtenstein six months pregnant, the deal seemed too good to pass up. They were happy not to have to renovate. But Mr. Grob, a health care consultant, said they came to regret it: He and his wife are disappointed by the shoddy workmanship, cheap fixtures and cramped kitchen layout they continue to endure.
One of the couple’s neighbors harbors a different regret, in the form of the 15th- floor terrace that transformed into a menace after her daughter was born.
“Once I had a baby, I wanted to nail it shut forever so she could never get out there,” said Wendy Siegel, a career counselor at New York University’s School of Law. “I would rather have a bigger apartment — or a parking spot.”
Mr. Purcell, the broker, said that among the recurring never-agains he hears  is the one about buying something that doesn’t actually exist.
“I have had many people say I will never live in new construction again until it’s fully built out and I can see what I’m getting,” he said.
As for Mr. Purcell, he fled south-facing floor-to-ceiling windows, trading them for an apartment with open views facing north.
“I boiled, even in the winter time — it was like a heat box,” he said. 
Also, he complained, “my floors were bleached and my furniture was bleached if I didn’t put my blinds down every day, so what was the point of having a view?”
Other apartment hunters, shuddering at the memory of long winters without a ray of sunlight streaming through the windows, give north-facing apartments the cold shoulder.
But some would rather go without sunlight than an on-site super.
“We didn’t have a live-in super at my last apartment, and it was just a disaster,” said Laura Zanzal, 24, a  renter who works in public relations. She shared an East 89th Street walk-up apartment with three roommates; the super lived in Queens.
“When we didn’t have heat, we would call him and if it was only one of us calling, it didn’t make much of an impact. And the first month we lived there we had power outages and he would say ‘five minutes,’ but you’d have to call him again to make sure he was coming.”
This fall, after one super-less year, she moved with two roommates  into a full-service building: “As soon as we call with a problem, someone is there within minutes,” she said.
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In Jersey City, Not Your Run-of-the-Mill Condo




By ANTOINETTE MARTIN


Published: December 4, 2009 




JERSEY CITY

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
 “I KNOW there is something I would rather be doing than trying to sell another 104 condos in this market,” George Filopoulos recalled saying to himself drearily last winter, as work on the third tower at the immense Beacon complex approached the halfway point.
 Then, suddenly, he saw it: There was something radically different that could be done, and it might be worth the gamble; the project instantly changed shape in his mind. 
It is now 10 months later and that third tower is on the market, but offering just 25 units —  really huge live-work loft units, all with panoramic views and private or semiprivate elevators. 
 Metrovest Equities, the development company that Mr. Filopoulos heads, has completed work on a full-floor model apartment at the building, which is now called Mercury Lofts at the Beacon. The apartment is 144 feet long, has 6,600 square feet of space, 24 extra-large windows, and a 2,300-square-foot terrace. Half the unit was finished as living space and half left to be customized as possible work space with a separate entrance.
 The building has three banks of elevators, which had already been installed when the Mercury Lofts idea took shape, so each single-floor unit has three possible entry points.
 The lofts went on the market in late October at the top of the price range for New Jersey’s Hudson riverfront area. A half-floor loft is priced at $880,000; a whole floor is $1.76 million.
 With the condo market still generally considered to be limping along, are there buyers out there for these soaring spaces at sky-high prices?
 “It’s a gamble,” Mr. Filopoulos said. “But we wanted to do something fresh and exciting. And compared to Manhattan, this pricing is an amazing bargain. If you could even find something like this in Manhattan, and that is certainly problematic, the cost would be double, or maybe more.” 
 The developer, whose company is based in Manhattan, estimated that a one-bedroom apartment in the city would cost about the same as one of the eight 3,000-square-foot half-floor lofts being created at the Mercury. And in Manhattan, such space would not  possess equivalent amenities. The Beacon has a large theater, restored in historical detail; a spa with his-and-hers steam rooms, Jacuzzis, and fitness and dance space; and valet parking for all residents.  
 Mr. Filopoulos and a few other area developers assert that high-end buyers are returning to the market. They also say that while the supply of midprice condos is swollen, there is less of a surfeit  at the top end.
 After Lehman Brothers collapsed a little over a year ago, said Benjamin D. Jogodnik, a director of Toll Brothers’ City Living division, sales “pretty much ceased” for a couple of months at his company’s high-end developments in Hoboken: Maxwell Place, Hudson Tea and Harborside Lofts. In March, the pace of sales began to pick up slowly for the lower-priced units, in the $600,000-to-$700,000 range.
 By June, he said, the “million-dollar buyer was back,” and just recently, both the model apartment at the first building in the Maxwell and the penthouse at Harborside Lofts sold. “Sixty percent of our sales in the last six months have been for prices of $1.1 million to $1.6 million,” Mr. Jogodnik added.
 At the Beacon, which is set back from the riverfront on a hill off Montgomery Street, prices have until now been set well below those at riverfront buildings in Hoboken, although maintenance fees tended to be higher.
 The first tower in the 10-building conversion project, completed in 2006, sold out rapidly. The sales pace at the second tower, completed in late 2007, was also brisk, the developer recalled, until “hitting a wall.” Actually, several walls: the housing finance debacle; the Wall Street debacle (especially the collapse of Lehman, which had a significant presence here in a city then known as “Wall Street West”); and, ultimately, severe recession. 
 Admittedly in some desperation to get sales moving in the early months of this year, Mr. Filopoulos decided to sell units at the second tower, called the Rialto, in a “close out” auction — with minimum bid prices set at about half the original asking prices.
 More than 30 units sold in a few hours at the auction held in July, fetching prices that MetroVest found “respectable.” A half-dozen other area developers quickly copied the auction idea.  
 It was around that time that Mr. Filopoulos decided to scrap his initial plans for the Mercury.  “The walls were up,” he said, “and my construction manager and I were standing there in the structure, and suddenly he said: ‘You know what? You keep saying you don’t want to be putting any more regular condos on the market right now. How about some really incredible lofts?’ ”
 Something clicked. Looking up at the 13-foot ceilings, gazing around him at enough space on a single floor for a small warehouse or retail store, Mr. Filopoulos seized on the notion.
  It would cost much less to finish the 17-story building as lofts rather than conventional condos. If artists and entrepreneurs were attracted to the lofts for live-work space, it would add “liveliness” to the Beacon community of more than 500 residents.
 This month, Mr. Filopoulos said, he has talked with two potential buyers interested in full-floor units, even though the lofts have been fitted out only up to the fifth floor so far. 
 One buyer asked to have plans sketched out for an apartment with an adjoining fitness spa and entertainment center, including a simulated putting green. Another expressed interest in using some portion of the space to house a gallery for private customers.
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TREASURE-TROVE Elizabeth Lewis, a jewelry designer, lives in a one-bedroom apartment that is also her studio.
More Photos >





By CONSTANCE ROSENBLUM


Published: December 4, 2009 




WITH their imitation gaslight lanterns, carved stonework and trailing ivy, the brownstones along East 35th Street between Park and Lexington Avenues seem a backdrop for a drama set in a more gracious era, especially if you tune out the traffic from the Queens-Midtown Tunnel.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
And to enter one of these turn-of-the-last-century buildings and climb the two winding flights leading to the apartment occupied by Elizabeth Lewis is to set foot in a truly alluring world. 
Ms. Lewis,  38, a jewelry designer, works largely in semiprecious stones, like rock crystal, rose quartz, smoky quartz and green onyx. Because she cannot afford separate quarters in which to make and sell her wares, her apartment does triple duty as showroom, work space and living area.
During the day, the pendants, chains and earrings that she laboriously fashions by hand glitter in the sun that pours through the large window in the living room. At night, under the inviting glow of the brass chandelier and matching sconces, they look rich and festive. It may be a cliché to say that walking into this tiny Murray Hill apartment is like walking into a jewel box, but the image is irresistible. 
No one who knew Ms. Lewis as a lively, dark-haired little girl growing up in Ridgewood, N.J., would be surprised that she ended up as a designer. She was one of those immensely creative children: She wrote poetry; she studied ballet. But when she came to New York in 1994, six days after graduating from college, where she studied theater, graphic design and psychology, her first job had more to do with profit-and-loss statements than with making pretty things.
“I worked as a junior account executive for Donna Karan, and I spent all my time sitting in front of an Excel spreadsheet, crunching,” she said the other day. She was  perched by her work table  and wearing long gold earrings and a crystal pendant on a thin gold chain, both of her own design. “That was definitely not where I saw myself.”
There followed a stint doing various odd jobs at Calvin Klein’s Madison Avenue boutique, and then she took time off to care for her ailing mother. Her moment of truth, so to speak, came shortly after her mother died in 1999.
“A friend of my father reminded me that I was approaching 30,” Ms. Lewis said. “He told me that although I wanted to do something creative, and that was nice as a hobby, I should do it on the side and make some money.”
She was still raw from her mother’s death; this was about the last piece of advice she cared to hear. 
“But he swayed me with his tough love,” she said of the family friend. A month later she went to work for him doing Web site development and stayed for four years.
Nevertheless, the urge to live a more creative life had not disappeared. After a time, Ms. Lewis began “playing around with beads,” as she put it, and hanging out in the bead district. (Who knew New York had a bead district? But it does, an area that lies in the 30s and 40s between Fifth Avenue and the Avenue of the Americas.) 
Ms. Lewis plunged into this world despite having no formal training. One day, she simply walked into a shop, bought some beads and wire and asked a woman in the back  how to proceed. 
“They didn’t have an abundance of tools, and she took a liking to me and gave me hers,” Ms. Lewis recalled. “She said, ‘They’re old and need replacing anyway.’ ” 
Ms. Lewis proved to have an aptitude for the work. Not long afterward, at a friend’s suggestion, she held a cocktail party at which a few guests modeled her creations. Within three hours, she had sold more than $10,000 worth of merchandise, and a business was born. 
Two years ago, eager to leave the Upper East Side apartment where she was then living, in part because it was depressingly near the hospital where her mother had died, Ms. Lewis moved to her current one-bedroom apartment. 
The place has its downsides: It’s small, just a shade over 700 feet, and the rent,  $3,000 a month, is hardly cheap for someone trying to expand a business. But the upsides include its proximity to the bead district along with architectural details that speak to another time.
There are 12-foot ceilings, a brick-lined fireplace (sadly nonworking), decorative moldings applied with a lavish hand, original wood floors and a window seat overlooking  the street. The chandelier and sconces came with the apartment, as did the glass-paned pocket doors leading to the bedroom. 
Partly so that visitors can admire prospective purchases, mirrors lurk everywhere. Some are elaborate affairs with gilded frames that came from Ms. Lewis’s father’s house. Others, like one she bought for $1,600 from Design Within Reach, are starkly modern. 
Because the apartment functions as a public space as much as a private one, she has tried mightily to keep signs of domestic activity to a minimum.
The beige marble bathroom, accented with votive candles, is so pristine, it looks as if no one ever so much as powdered her nose there. In the bedroom, the black Parsons table that doubles as a desk is neater than the floor models you see in stores. On the platform bed, which is covered with a pale-sea-foam green comforter from Bed Bath and Beyond, pillows are nowhere in evidence because, as Ms. Lewis explained, “I wanted a bed that didn’t scream bed.”
 It is fortunate that Ms. Lewis rarely cooks, because her kitchen cabinets are packed with supplies like leatherette neck forms, satin pouches, lengths of gold chain and her 10 pairs of pliers. The oven is stuffed with serving trays and Champagne glasses. 
When it is time for her to display her work to  invited guests, the stage is reset. Ms. Lewis invites a hundred or more people, breaks out the festive glassware and serves  Veuve Clicquot, crudités, cupcakes “and maybe a little candy for color.” Arrayed on every surface are examples of her creations — the letter-charm necklaces, the necklaces hung with tiny golden stars (“I’m a big fan of stars,” she said), the double-drop rock crystal quartz pendants that are a  favorite bridesmaid’s gift, the dangling black onyx earrings. The pink roses in a vase of hand-blown glass were  $10 from the Green Leaf deli around the corner.
Living and working in the same small space can have its drawbacks, especially when the work is labor-intensive and often solitary. 
“Sometimes, the job takes over,” Ms. Lewis said. “You’re never off duty. And it can be very quiet and lonely here.”
Hence the appeal of her gym, where she has recently taken up yoga. Hence also the appeal of a new boyfriend, a furniture designer who understands the demands of the creative life.
Previous boyfriends, she said, were mostly lawyers and men who worked in finance. “Not that there’s anything wrong with that,” she added hastily. “But I’m better off with this guy.”
E-mail: habitats@nytimes.com
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Downtown, Living Upstairs




By MARCELLE S. FISCHLER


Published: December 4, 2009 




LIVING over a store has sometimes been a tad too convenient for Neal Lewis. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Most mornings for most of the last 15 years — until it was replaced by a mortgage company —  the delicatessen downstairs was the first stop for Mr. Lewis, who headed there for breakfast from his two-bedroom Massapequa apartment. 
“It’s good and bad having a deli right under you,” Mr. Lewis said, lamenting its departure. “It enhances quality of life being able to walk to stores and professional services.”
He orders pies at Krisch’s, an ice cream parlor across the road, and is also within walking distance of a Dunkin’ Donuts, Japanese and Chinese restaurants, several coffee shops, a CVS drugstore, his tax preparer and his doctors’ offices.
Mr. Lewis, the executive director of the Sustainability Institute at Molloy College, acknowledged that parking was frequently an issue, and said that since his office had moved six miles away he was no longer able to walk to work or sneak home for lunch or dinner. 
Still, he added, “there is a convenience factor to living in a downtown and having some activities around you, so you don’t feel too isolated. If you want to play darts at the local bar, it’s an option.” 
Historically speaking, it wasn’t until relatively recently that apartments over stores on Main Streets in the suburbs lost their cachet. 
And these days, if smart-growth advocates and suburban planners have any say in the matter, they seem poised to get it back.  The social and cultural advantages of living downtown, with proximity to mass transportation, are being extolled as a way to revitalize the suburbs and keep young people on the Island. 
Richard V. Guardino Jr., the dean of the Wilbur F. Breslin Center for Real Estate Studies at Hofstra University in Uniondale, says living over the store “makes a lot of sense,” as proved by the successful downtowns in Rockville Centre, Long Beach and Huntington. 
Four years ago, Doug Partrick, an owner of the Islandia-based Heatherwood Communities, redeveloped a dilapidated old building in Huntington village with four retail units downstairs and four one- and two-bedroom apartments upstairs, accessible via an elevator. 
Frank Felicos moved into Mr. Partrick’s building from an apartment in a home in Dix Hills, a residential area he had found “quiet” and “boring.” 
His new two-bedroom, at $2,400 a month, “is all positive.” It’s not just the wood floors, granite kitchen and washer-dryer, or the balcony from which he can see Town Hall. 
“Huntington is the closest feel to Manhattan style —  it’s all night, all weekend,” said Mr. Felicos, a restaurateur who also owns a catering business. On Sunday mornings, for instance, he goes out for breakfast and walks to the bookstore. “I can’t imagine living in a regular neighborhood after living there,” he said. 
June Williamson, an associate professor of architecture at City University of New York and a co-author with Ellen Dunham-Jones of “Retrofitting Suburbia: Urban Design Solutions for Redesigning Suburbs” (Wiley, 2008), said in an e-mail message that mixed-used developments and living above the store were “key to retrofitting our suburban landscapes,” and that  “over the store” apartments were  relatively affordable and “appealing to a wide range of potential tenants.” 
Redeveloping single-story retail strips “can address suburban housing needs without significantly increasing congestion on roads or ceding more open space to subdivision development,” she pointed out.
Cary Staller, the president of the Hauppauge-based Staller Associates, a real estate development and management company, has applied for permits to knock down four vacant stores that he owns on Main Street in Farmingdale and put up a four-story elevator building with shops on the ground floor and 20 to 25 apartments above. 
“We need to bring more people into downtown Farmingdale,” Mr. Staller said, “people who live there and work there.”  
In Port Jefferson, Charlie Lefkowitz, the president of Calco Development, is planning an 80-unit mixed-use development with underground parking and one- and two-bedroom units near the railroad station, where there is now a hodgepodge of one- and two-story buildings.
“It’s so logical to create both stores and housing,” Mr. Lefkowitz said. But, he noted, “when you build retail and then build the residential on top, you have to be careful: often the on-street parking is not sufficient.” 
In Riverhead, John Burke, the chief executive of the Vintage Group, is hoping to break ground in February or March on Vintage Square at Riverhead, an $80 million five-story complex with a pedestrian plaza, stores, a multiplex theater and up to 100 one- and two-bedroom  condominiums in the $280,000 price range, over a parking lot adjacent to the Long Island Rail Road station. “Hopefully we will get a candy store, and we will sell chocolate egg creams,” he said.
 Eric Alexander, the executive director of Vision Long Island, a smart-growth group, practices what he preaches, to the extent that he lives in an 1,800-square-foot apartment over a clothing store in downtown Northport. 
“Essentially, you are situated in the nexus of community life,” was how he described his living arrangement. 
Mr. Alexander, who in his spare time plays with a band, moved his office to a space up the street, “so walking to work is a daily option,” and says he loves the proximity to stores, parks, restaurants and local festivals. He knows neighbors and shopkeepers. The only downside is a “really loud fire horn” 100 feet from his apartment. But after 5 p.m., when the stores close, “no one cares when my band plays.”
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Price Cuts of a Princely Kind


By JOSH BARBANEL

Published: December 4, 2009 



THE  downtown market has the largest inventory of unsold luxury properties in Manhattan, but brokers say deals are being done on some of the most talked-about places in some of the most sought-after neighborhoods.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Palazzo Chupi, five condominiums that the artist and filmmaker Julian Schnabel built atop a former stable at 360 West 11th Street, has been the scene of considerable activity lately. Mr. Schnabel, who also has a studio in the building, has suffered through a year of embarrassing accounts of unsuccessful price cuts in the real estate blogs.
 But in October, the triplex penthouse with Venetian-style arches, once listed for $32.5 million, was sold for $10.5 million to William J. B. Brady, a banker at Credit Suisse. Mr. Brady had spent $15.5 million in the fall of 2008 for a slightly smaller apartment in Palazzo Chupi.
The final condo being sold by Mr. Schnabel, a 3,960-square-foot duplex with three bedrooms and three balconies, is said to be in contract negotiations. The asking price was $12.95 million; Peter McCuen & Associates has the listing.
And now brokers say an apartment in the Chupi bought by the actor Richard Gere for $12 million has just been resold, for about $1 million less than he paid for it. Richard Orenstein, of Halstead Property’s SoHo office, who handled the sale, declined to comment. 
Mr. Gere bought the apartment in fall 2007 as the luxury market was approaching a peak. Brokers say that it appears that Mr. Gere actually got a bargain, perhaps in exchange for adding celebrity pizazz to the palazzo.
The apartment has nearly 3,500 square feet of space, including four bedrooms, along with a small balcony and two larger terraces connected to the apartment by French doors. 
But Mr. Gere, who between films has immersed himself in country life — with a house, a bed-and-breakfast, and now a dispute over some trees he chopped down on his property in Westchester — showed little interest in his Chupi pied-à-terre. 
He put the apartment on the market  in April 2008 for $17.995 million, and the following October, in the midst of the financial crisis, cut the price to $15 million. 
 The Gere sale was completed just as the appraiser Jonathan Miller reported that the largest backlog of unsold apartments in Manhattan is of the expensive downtown variety. Mr. Miller defines downtown as south of 34th Street from the Hudson River to Fifth Avenue, and south of 42nd Street from Fifth Avenue to the East River. He found that at the current sales rate, it would take 27 months to sell the existing inventory of condos listed at $5 million and up, and more than three years to sell the current stock of downtown co-ops in the same price range.
But brokers point to recent movement downtown. 
Another former stable, at 11 Spring Street, just off the Bowery, sold for $19.5 million, a significant sale —  though far less than the $39.8 million once asked.
 It was not clear whether the developers, who paid $12 million for the graffiti-splattered wreck  in 2006, and spent millions to convert it  to luxury housing, made a profit. 
Brokers also report a deal taking shape on an unusual 8,000-square-foot duplex penthouse loft space at 140 Perry Street that was once listed for $19.9 million. They say the apartment, though not officially on the market, has been shown by Jan Hashey, a broker at Prudential Douglas Elliman. She did not return several phone calls.
And in the West Village, a town house at 26 Bank Street owned by James D. Huniford, the interior designer, sold for $7.25 million, nearly $1 million below the asking price, property records say.
Leonard Steinberg, a broker at Prudential Douglas Elliman, said that brokers showing larger apartments in hot neighborhoods like the Village were busy, with a shortage of properties and a “surplus of buyers.”
“I tell people if you have a good apartment in the Village, you don’t have to worry about a darn thing,” he said. “And the West Village is about as recession proof as any neighborhood I have ever seen.”
E-mail: bigdeal@nytimes.com
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Stratosphere, Redefined


By JOSH BARBANEL

Published: December 4, 2009 



 NOW is the  season to cut prices, and not just on wide-screen TVs, towels and cameras. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
On the Upper East Side last week, Sotheby’s International Realty sent luxury brokers an e-mail blast showing a voluptuous wood-paneled living room, a fire in the hearth and a treetop-level view of Central Park. The apartment was described in delicate blue print  as the “epitome of elegance and refinement.”
But in large red-block letters across the notice were the words “Price Reduction,” and the new reduced price  — $25.6 million (maintenance $8,422 a month) — was shown below, also in red.  The sale price, 21 percent off the original asking price last  January, captures the spirit of the times.
More and more, wealthy sellers on the Upper East Side are reaching the uncomfortable conclusion that they have to reduce asking prices, in the hopes of catching the wind in the sails of the market now that some of Wall Street’s wealthiest are moving into bonus mode again. 
The “epitome” listing, by Serena Boardman and Eva Mohr, is for a 13-room duplex co-op at 960 Fifth Avenue, on the fifth and sixth floors of a prestigious building designed in part by Rosario Candela. 
The seller, Murray H. Goodman, a shopping center magnate, had hoped to make another fortune in real estate, with an asking price of $32.5 million. The apartment has eight large windows facing Central Park at East 77th Street. Mr. Goodman may yet get that fortune, but it will be smaller.
A day after the reduction was circulated, the price on another celebrated apartment in another celebrated building got a nip and tuck. A regal duplex penthouse at 1020 Fifth Avenue, with 17 rooms including 5 bedrooms, 6 baths, a solarium and large roof terraces, can now be yours for only $34 million, down from $50 million in 2007.
To reach that penthouse’s 20-by-40-foot grand salon, you descend  a staircase said to have been carved from a quarry in Pietrasanta, Italy, where Michelangelo got his marble. The apartment has been in the Kress family since the building opened in 1925. Samuel H. Kress, the founder of the long-gone but once ubiquitous S. H. Kress & Company variety stores, paid $150,000 for it.
Leighton Candler, a Corcoran broker, listed it in September 2008 for $46.5 million, cut the price to $39 million in January, and then cut it again last week. Brokers say the price cuts are part of a reassessment in a market with few sales each year, making it difficult for both buyers and sellers to figure out what the value of an apartment is, now that the luxury market has come back from the dead. 
Of co-ops listed for more than $5 million, about 9 percent had their prices cut in the last 30 days, according to analysis of data on Streeteasy.com; about 16 percent had prices cut in the last two months. As more such units  trade, it will become easier for everyone involved to make deals. 
One high-end broker says pricing is particularly important at the rarefied upper end of the market, since low-ball bids risk insulting sellers and damaging buyers’ chances of approval from sometimes finicky co-op boards.
And even though the reduced asking prices represent a retreat from the huge highs of a few years ago, they are still far above the prices of the same apartment five or six years ago, brokers said.
E-mail: bigdeal@nytimes.com
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A New Castle for Chess King




By JOSH BARBANEL


Published: December 4, 2009 



GARRY KASPAROV, the retired world chess champion, is a master of strategy and logical thinking, and he has begun to apply those skills to the New York real estate market.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Last week, Mr. Kasparov, who makes his home in Moscow, bought a penthouse with his wife, Daria, for $3.4 million at the Harrison, a new condominium designed by Robert A. M. Stern at 205 West 76th Street, off Amsterdam Avenue. 
He bought the unit, which has three bedrooms and 1,800 square feet of space, at a $350,000 discount off the listing price, with a $1.25 million mortgage. To close the deal, he used his gains from an earlier purchase at the Lombardy at 111 East 56th Street.
Mr. Kasparov has long had an association with the New York area. He gives chess workshops here, and is the chairman of the  Kasparov Chess Foundation, based in Montville, N.J.  Since his retirement from competitive chess in 2005, he has been active as a motivational speaker for business groups. In addition, friends say, a daughter from an earlier marriage lives in New Jersey with his former wife.
Property records show that Mr. Kasparov paid $320,000 for a 900-square-foot co-op at the Lombardy in 2005, and sold it in late October for $630,000, nearly doubling his money. 
E-mail: bigdeal@nytimes.com 
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City Brushes Up Definition of Artist




By ELSA BRENNER


Published: December 4, 2009 




PEEKSKILL

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
WITH Westchester County’s real estate market a challenge these days, Peekskill is doing its part by rethinking the criteria for eligibility for its artists’ housing. 
The city’s live-work rentals were developed over the last two decades in the downtown historic district. Peekskill created an artists’ zone in this eight-block area by allowing the conversion of empty space over storefronts as part of a revitalization project. In all, 49 rental units have been built on the upper floors of commercial buildings, along with 28 units in a co-op built with city, county and state funds.
But in the current climate, tenants are scarce, said Mayor Mary F. Foster, and city officials are reviewing the definition of “artist.” 
From the beginning, Peekskill, a city of about 24,400, had a broad understanding of the term artist. Over time, the category came to include not only painters and sculptors, but writers, musicians, graphic designers, digital artists, and even, as of last year, culinary artists.
 Now the list is again being studied and may grow longer by a few more creative types. 
“We keep re-examining what we call an artist,” she said. “We’re changing from a blue-collar industrial city to one that makes different kinds of things now, with an economy increasingly based on craftspeople and artists and those in the green industries.”
Along with a plan to broaden its advertising for artist-tenants, Peekskill’s redefinition of terms can only help developers of this kind of housing, like Glenn Markley, who points out that “however competitive the market is for other landlords, it’s that much harder for us.” 
Mr. Markley recently fashioned two lofts from the second and third floors of a late-Victorian house in the artists’ district. As a landlord, he has been hampered by “a very limited pool to draw on,” he explained.   
The economy has also dealt Peekskill a blow by creating new purchase opportunities elsewhere for normally cash-strapped artists. One potential tenant backed out of a deal in favor of using federal incentives to buy a first home instead. 
Another, according to Mr. Markley, was checking out some of the good deals offered  by the owners of condominiums and single-family homes who are holding off selling and instead putting their properties up for rent.
Edward Burke, another Peekskill developer, has held steady on his asking price, $1,600 a month, for a 1,400-square-foot loft in a former clothing factory in the artists’ district, despite the fact that the unit is taking awhile to rent. “In the past,” Mr. Burke said, “one tenant would move out and another move in. That’s not the case anymore.”
Problems like this have also nudged Peekskill forward on the advertising front, said Christopher Marra, an economic development specialist hired by the city last year.
 Conceding that “the universe is indeed limited” for residential developers downtown, officials are now pursuing various publicity measures, including posting ads on Craigslist and joining a marketing effort called Art Along the Hudson, which also focuses on Beacon, Catskill, Kingston, New Paltz, Newburgh and Poughkeepsie. 
Mr. Marra is also accompanying prospective tenants on walking tours through the historic district to highlight its charms. 
 Its live-work spaces make Peekskill a rarity in Westchester, several artists said. Trix Rosen, a photographer in Jersey City, searched for a loft in the Bronx and Manhattan, but said she ruled out those high-rent locations. Now she’s looking in Peekskill, as well as in Cold Spring in Putnam County and in Beacon in Dutchess.
Another artist, Szilvia Revesz, a paper maker and printer in Suffern, looked for a loft in Jersey City, Montclair and Hoboken but could not find one she could afford. She briefly considered Nyack because of its “European flavor and artistic social scene,” she said, but rents there were high too. She is now looking in Peekskill, where rents for lofts range from $1,100 to $1,800.
Judith Solomon, a painter and sculptor, moved to Peekskill in June after years of shuttling between her home in Fishkill, a job as an administrative assistant in Midtown and a studio in Long Island City.
 Ms. Solomon and her husband, Stephen Spiegel, an animal behaviorist, scoured Lower Manhattan and Brooklyn, where the prices, she said, were “astronomical.” They are now paying about $1,700 a month for a 1,700-square-foot live-work loft in Peekskill.
“We looked everywhere for this kind of space,” she said, “but it’s hard to find, at least in our price range.” 
Meanwhile, because government subsidies for development of artists’ housing are still available, some work on new lofts is moving ahead despite the down market. 
Mohammed Amin, who has owned a pharmacy in Peekskill for 30 years, is  renovating a 135-year-old three-story building downtown  —  applying for a $35,000 grant from the city to upgrade the building’s facade and $60,000 in state funds for the lofts. 
“Even in this economy, I’m optimistic,” he said. “There’s just not a lot of this kind of space around.”
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House Hunters Wanted a Place for Baby
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Joseph and Monica Patrenicola, with Luciano, are happy in the suburbs.





By JOYCE COHEN


Published: December 4, 2009 




LIVING in a cramped, noisy one-bedroom in their native Bronx, Joseph and Monica Patrenicola dreamed of the space they could have in the suburbs. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
“In the Bronx or in the city in general, your neighbors are right next to you,” Mrs. Patrenicola said. In their apartment, on the ground floor of a house owned by a relative, they could easily peer into the living room of the people next door. “When they were arguing, we could hear everything,” she said, “and we thought they could hear us, too.”
Mrs. Patrenicola, a Tremont native who attended the Fashion Institute of Technology, and her husband, who is from Williamsbridge and attended St. John’s University in Queens, met through a friend. After they married three and a half years ago, he left his parents’ home and joined her in the Bronx one-bedroom, on the edge of Morris Park near Castle Hill.
The two, who are in their mid-30s, were planning for a baby, and soon began hunting for a house in a good school district with a safe yard. They assumed they would move to Westchester County, but the high property taxes discouraged them. Besides, “we didn’t find anything that spoke to us,” Mr. Patrenicola said. 
He grew frustrated. “We would see five houses in one day and miss lunch,” he said. “Most of the time, I would come home with a headache.” 
About a year ago, a friend in Norwalk, Conn., suggested they consider nearby Darien. Though their price target of around $650,000 was low for a house there, prices were sinking. 
They contacted Sue Okie, an agent at Halstead Property Wheeler in Darien, who told them that the town did have some houses starting in the $500,000s. Such homes are typically on busy streets or within earshot of the Connecticut Turnpike or the Metro-North Railroad tracks. 
Sure enough, a cute Cape listed at $699,900 was on West Avenue, a “double yellow line street” with heavy traffic, Mrs. Patrenicola said. As they stood in the yard, “this humongous tractor-trailer zoomed by.” (That house later sold for $652,500.) 
Mr. Patrenicola loved a house with a huge, airy family room on Edgerton Court, a cul-de-sac.
It was a short sale, with the owner selling for less than the amount owed on the unpaid mortgage, so the Patrenicolas felt there was room for negotiation. The list price was $850,000, down from $895,000. The owner accepted their final offer of $680,000. 
But that was the day after the house went into foreclosure. Despite repeated attempts, they were never able to receive a reply from the bank, which now owned the property. (The house was relisted months later, and sold last spring for $695,000.)
In the winter, Ms. Okie told the Patrenicolas about two R.E.O.’s, or “real estate owned” houses that had been repossessed by the mortgage lender. Both were asking $699,000. “They were really well priced for their location,” Ms. Okie said. 
One cold, rainy day, Mrs. Patrenicola, now pregnant, went by herself to see them. Mr. Patrenicola, an accountant, was working. Besides, his enthusiasm had flagged. “I had given up looking,” he said. “I didn’t want to deal with closing on a house and having a baby at the same time.” He assumed they would renew their search  in a year or so. 
Both houses had been poorly maintained. One, built in 1926, was on a pie-shaped lot on Glenvale Avenue. The basement seemed damp; water pooled in the yard. “It is good to see a house when it’s raining, because you get to see drainage issues,” Mrs. Patrenicola said. (That house sold for $630,000 last summer.)
The other, circa 1957, was on Dickinson Road, a lovely residential street within walking distance of the train station. There were cracked windows, peeling paint and a half-gutted kitchen. 
“It was in really bad shape, but I saw so many opportunities,” Mrs. Patrenicola said. 
She announced to her husband that she had found their home. When he arrived, he said, “I couldn’t believe it. The house was a wreck. I said, ‘Out of all the houses we saw, this is the one you want?’ ” 
The house had been listed for $825,000. The Patrenicolas assumed the previous owner had been unable to repay a second mortgage. 
They bid $550,000, but were told there were two other offers. They upped the bid to $580,000 and then $630,000. Taxes are around $6,200 a year.
From the get-go, nothing was simple. Just to place their bid, they had to provide a slew of financial documents. Then, the house had to be dewinterized for inspection. When the water was finally turned on, it gushed into the garage. 
The biggest problem was a buried oil tank, a leftover from the days when those were allowed. The Patrenicolas’ offer was contingent on the tank’s removal, which involved a town permit, two removal companies and uncertainty over whether there was contamination from oil or merely tar. “I was ready to walk away,” Mr. Patrenicola said. “I would twist and turn at night thinking, What am I getting myself into?”
Meanwhile, their son, Luciano, was born in May. “The day Monica gave birth, I was on the phone with Sue,” Mr. Patrenicola said. “It was almost a daily routine” of conversations with their agent, lawyer and mortgage broker. When Mrs. Patrenicola went on maternity leave from her job for a children’s wear company, her lack of a recent paycheck meant more mortgage paperwork. 
They finally closed in July. “You hear that people close and move in the next day,” Mr. Patrenicola said. Not the two of them. “It takes a special buyer,” he said. “We were the special buyer.”
They had the walls painted, the floors redone and the kitchen remodeled. Mr. Patrenicola’s father, Peter, a retired carpenter, replaced every door. “My whole garage is filled up with his tools,” Mr. Patrenicola said. 
The downside is the commute to work. They drop Luciano off in the Bronx, where he spends alternating days with his grandmothers, Dina Patrenicola and Maria Cisneros. Mr. Patrenicola drives his wife to the subway. She heads for the garment district, while he drives to Garden City in Long Island, where his office is now located. 
The couple, though, feel their new home was worth the effort. Both house and neighborhood, Mr. Patrenicola said, are “exactly what we were looking for when bringing up our son.”
E-mail: thehunt@nytimes.com















                This article was downloaded by calibre from http://www.nytimes.com/2009/12/06/realestate/06hunt.html?pagewanted=all





            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            |
        




Living In  -  Midwood, Brooklyn - Living in -  Midwood, Brooklyn - NYTimes.com
















































            | Next
            | Section menu
            | Main menu
            | Previous
            |
            




Living In | Midwood, Brooklyn



Where Prosperity Breeds Proximity
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DETAILING  In Midwood, houses like this one on East 23rd Street take full advantage of their lot size. The area, historically Jewish, is increasingly Orthodox these days.
More Photos >





By VIVIAN S. TOY


Published: December 4, 2009 



MANY blocks in Midwood, with its rows of orderly detached homes and private driveways, give the feeling of a carefully planned suburb — a serene surprise after turning off a thoroughfare like Coney Island Avenue or Ocean Parkway.
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But closer inspection reveals that the landscape has, in fact, been altered: on virtually every block, at least one or two homes have been significantly expanded — built up, built out, even built down.
The larger homes blend in as best they can with their smaller neighbors, but their oversized shadows are hard to miss: they are evidence of the wealth and the larger families that a thriving Orthodox Jewish population has brought to Midwood in recent years.
“Midwood has always been Jewish, but it wasn’t always Orthodox,” said David Maryl, a broker at Jacob Gold Realty. “Now for every family that’s moving out, it’s an Orthodox family moving in.”
Brooklyn’s Community Board 14, which covers the eastern half of Midwood, fields several home expansion requests each month from the area, said Alvin M. Berk, the board’s chairman.
He said the board first noted the steady trickle of requests about eight years ago and now handles about 30 a year. “This seems to be a fairly high rate of building expansion,” he said. “But there’s generally no opposition — maybe just some concerns about a proposed enlargement reducing a neighbor’s light and air.” But applicants often make concessions to ease those concerns, he added.
Rather than building a larger home, Bill and Diana Spiegel bought one. They’ve moved about a mile east. “We love the area,” Mr. Spiegel said.
They walk more than a mile each way to attend the synagogue in their old area, because “we have a little separation anxiety,” he said. But on their way, they probably pass more than a dozen synagogues; they will probably switch to one nearby once the weather turns cold. “It seems like there’s a real sense of community here, and they welcome you,” Mr. Spiegel said.
Brokers say that Orthodox families first moved into Midwood about 25 years ago as they were priced out of Borough Park, a better established Orthodox neighborhood to the west. Nowadays, Midwood is “very sought after, because people want to be near family and friends, a yeshiva or a synagogue affiliation,” said Sora David, a broker with Eisberg Lenz Real Estate. Being within walking distance of a synagogue is critical for those who observe Orthodox Jewish laws forbidding driving and other activities on the Sabbath.
There are dozens of synagogues and many yeshivas scattered throughout Midwood. Some Hasidic synagogues, known as shtibls, are in single-family homes where the rabbi might live upstairs and the congregation might meet on the first floor. 
Mr. Berk says synagogues are allowed as of right in any residential zone. But many of them have growing congregations that eventually require more space. He said that the community board had fielded and helped approve many applications for variances to turn houses into larger synagogues. 
WHAT YOU’LL FIND
Midwood lies south of Flatbush and Brooklyn College, and north of Marine Park. Its eastern and western borders have expanded in recent years, pushing out to McDonald Avenue on the west and Flatbush Avenue on the east. “As people have moved in, they’ve expanded the boundaries,” said Raizy Brisman, the owner of Brisman Realty.
Between Nostrand and Flatbush Avenues, younger Orthodox families first moved into the East 30s about five years ago; prices were lower there than in the East 20s and East 10s, she said. That area used to be considered part of Flatbush or East Flatbush, she said, “but it’s all semantics. It’s called Midwood now, because if you called it East Flatbush, the value for it would be less.”
Most homes sit on 40-by-100-foot lots and were built in the early part of the 20th century. The vast majority are detached single-family homes, but there are some two-families, as well as some semiattached and attached houses. There are also some rental and co-op buildings along parts of Avenue K and Ocean Parkway. 
Brokers refer to an exclusive pocket between East Seventh and East Ninth Streets, running from Avenue I to Avenue K, as Midwood Manor. Many of its homes are on larger lots, and “it’s more manicured and very sought after,” said Abraham Steinmetz, the owner of Steinmetz Real Estate. “But there’s very little available there. You’re lucky to see one or two houses available in a year.”
The neighborhoods known as Midwood Park, West Midwood and South Midwood are all actually north of Midwood proper and were developed as parts of Victorian Flatbush.
During the recent building boom, developers tore down some single-family homes along Ocean Avenue and off Ocean Parkway and replaced them with six-unit condominiums. But brokers say that because the condos are primarily made up of one- and two-bedroom apartments, they do not appeal to large Orthodox families and have not sold well, although some units have sold to Russian immigrants.
The area is mostly residential, with a few commercial streets. Yeshivas and synagogues often blend right in —  in unassuming converted office buildings or on strictly residential streets. 
WHAT YOU’LL PAY
Brokers say that prices in Midwood have dropped 10 to 15 percent in the last year. Homes tend to sell by word of mouth, and at any given time, there are only about 40 homes on the market.
An attached home on a busy street can sell for $400,000 to $500,000, but detached homes start at $600,000 and run over $2 million, depending on its size. Most houses in the East 20s, considered the oldest part of Midwood, are detached, with three to five bedrooms and private driveways, and sell for over $1 million.
 The larger homes in Midwood Manor start at about $2 million and run above $5 million.
Along Ocean Parkway, one-bedroom co-ops sell for less then $200,000, two-bedrooms for about $250,000. On Ocean Avenue, one-bedroom condos sell for about $275,000, two-bedrooms $400,000.   
 THE SCHOOLS
Most Orthodox children attend local yeshivas. The Yeshiva of Flatbush is perhaps the best known, with classes from preschool through high school.
At Public School 193, on Avenue L, known as the Gil Hodges School, 86 percent of fifth-graders met state English standards in 2007-8, and 93 percent met math standards.
 At Intermediate School 240, on Nostrand Avenue, 58 percent of eighth graders met English standards, 71 percent met math standards, and 79 percent met science standards. 
Edward R. Murrow High School, on Avenue L, emphasizes a college preparatory curriculum and has selective music, art and theater programs for which students must audition. SAT averages there last year were 476 in reading, 507 in math and 481 in writing, versus 435, 459 and 432 citywide.
Midwood High School is north of Midwood, opposite Brooklyn College.
WHAT TO DO
Midwood’s appeal is its quiet residential quality. On school days, yellow buses fill the streets, ferrying children to and from their different yeshivas. Traffic along the shopping strips on Avenues J and M can be downright dangerous, as drivers double-park to get their shopping done. But the streets grow quiet at sundown on Friday, with the start of the Sabbath, and most stores stay shuttered until Sunday. 
Avenue J’s commercial strip, between Coney Island Avenue and East 16th Street, is filled with kosher restaurants, delis and bakeries. Di Fara Pizza, at East 15th Street, harks back to Midwood’s more Italian past. It’s known for its $5 slice, handmade with imported ingredients by the pizzeria’s septuagenarian founder, Domenico DeMarco.
Avenue M’s shops run from Ocean Avenue to Ocean Parkway. In addition to kosher pizzerias and kosher and Russian supermarkets, the street has discount stores and chains like Godiva.
Coney Island Avenue, a much wider thoroughfare, has a range from auto repair shops and carwashes to ladies’ wig shops, Judaica stores and kosher restaurants. Among these are Schnitzi, a schnitzel bar; and Carlos and Gabby’s, a Mexican grill. Food bloggers compare Pomegranate, a gleaming new kosher supermarket, to Whole Foods. 
THE COMMUTE
The Q and B lines, both of them express, bisect Midwood along East 16th Street, providing a relatively easy 40-minute commute to Midtown.
 The F train, which makes many more stops, runs along the western edge of Midwood on McDonald Avenue.
THE HISTORY
Settled in the mid-1600s, the area was forested and got its name from the Dutch for “middle woods.” Subways arrived in the early 1900s. 
Famous residents include Woody Allen, who graduated from Midwood High School; Marisa Tomei, a Murrow High graduate; and Gil Hodges, a first baseman for the Brooklyn Dodgers in the 1950s and a manager of the Mets.
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HUDSON VIEW Jared Della Valle peers out a window at 459 West 18th Street, which he designed with Andrew Bernheimer.





By ALEC APPELBAUM


Published: December 4, 2009 



IF West Chelsea seems like a canvas for ambitious architects and their indulgent developers, the midrise condominium  at 459 West 18th Street makes a disciplined self-portrait. 

The 11-story black-and-white building looks restrained on a corner between the irregular-grid tower that Jean Nouvel designed at 100 11th Avenue and the rippling facade that Audrey Matlock concocted for Chelsea Modern. 
Designed by Jared Della Valle and Andrew Bernheimer of Della Valle Bernheimer, a small but prestigious  architecture firm in Dumbo, Brooklyn, the inverted peak building is a case study for architects  in selling high design in a turbulent market. It is also  the first venture in a new business.
Materials, predominantly prefabricated, were chosen to support a construction schedule quick enough to calm a troubled lender and a pricing scheme that would appeal  to buyers after the financial markets collapsed.
The building, near the High Line, with loftlike full-floor apartments, is Mr. Della Valle’s first foray as a developer, in partnership with Katherine McConvey. 
  Mr. Della Valle  and Ms. McConvey, a design client, bought the odd-sized parcel from Michael O’Neill for $5 million in 2006 with the intention of developing it together. By 2007, after a now-defunct lender called United Commercial Bank gave the partners a $19 million mortgage for construction, Mr. Della Valle and Ms. McConvey decided to form Alloy Development (complete with duly bend-resistant business cards). Ms. McConvey is the chief executive, and Mr. Della Valle is the president.
“This site is 100 feet deep on the east side and 50 feet deep on the west,” Mr. Della Valle said of its appeal as a residential lot in the fast-changing neighborhood. “Because we have 50 feet in width, we can get 100 feet of glass in each apartment, where most full-floors in TriBeCa sit on a 25-foot lot with impediments to light and air.” 
 Mr. Della Valle said that because he was a developer as well as an architect of the project, it was easier  to keep construction costs under control. “Our goal was to deliver a true three-bedroom, and we aimed to cost $50 per square foot less than everybody else on the block,” he said. 
And because the architect and developer were on the same page, Mr. Della Valle said,  they were able to make choices that both saved time and satisfied their aesthetic, like rectangular tubs that have no surrounding skirt. The built-in unity over design decisions helped shave four or five months from the development process. 
For all that cohesion, the financial-market collapse in 2008 troubled the project’s path. Two buyers broke their contracts after the financial crisis hit, Mr. Della Valle said, but the deals were resolved in the developer’s favor. Today, Mr. Della Valle said, 7 of the building’s 10 apartments have sold. Mr. Della Valle said buyers paid  $2.48 million to $3.8 million, in line with asking prices. 
“We’ve closed enough units that we’re comfortable,” he said. “Our market position was never picky, because we knew Jean Nouvel was going to be here and we wanted to be less expensive than that.”
 According to the appraiser Jonathan J. Miller, enterprising sorts like Mr. Della Valle and Ms. McConvey who bought West Chelsea land before the High Line arrived, got it cheaply enough that they should be able to profit from the area’s new luster. Mr. Miller also said that buyers west of Eighth Avenue care more about living in a funky new neighborhood than about opulent amenities. 
From the start, Alloy worked lean. For instance, Mr. Nouvel’s outré  design required that every window on his tower assume a unique shape. For 459 West 18th Street, a company in China made the windows, which were then fitted into panels by International Exterior Fabricators of Calverton, N.Y.,  to create the facades. The panels were delivered on a flatbed truck, and the prefabricated exterior went up in less than two weeks.
“It cleared the Manhattan Bridge by an inch and a half,” Mr. Della Valle said, laughing. “They said they would never use panels this big again.” 
Alloy hopes to plant other stakes in a nascent far-west neighborhood. The firm controls three parcels from 10th to 11th Avenues and 35th to 36th Street, with an option for 22,500 more square feet fronting a planned park boulevard in the eventual Hudson Yards district. 
“We’re actively seeking partners,” Mr. Della Valle said. “It’s out of our bailiwick in terms of scale.” 
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Portrait of a Building as a Young High-Rise
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A view of the co-op at 66 Court Street in Brooklyn in 1939 and today. The building, designed by Abraham J. Simberg, was also known as the Court-Livingston.




Published: December 3, 2009 
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Q. We are renovating the lobby of our co-op at 66 Court Street, which was finished in 1927. Can you give us a lead on where to look for an image which could be enlarged? ... Ellen Murphy, Brooklyn
A. The photograph published here of your building as it looked in 1939 is from my collection. The Brooklyn Public Library has a good one from the 1940s, perhaps of higher resolution, on its Web site at www.brooklynpubliclibrary.org/brooklyncollection/.
Although a bit distant, another  photograph of the building, from 1928, is posted online at the New York Public Library’s Web site, http://digitalgallery.nypl.org/nypldigital/, reference number 705481F.
 Your building was designed to be 430 feet high, with a dining room on the terrace at the 25th floor. The architect, Abraham J. Simberg, had previously done some four- and five-story apartment buildings in Brooklyn and one- and two-story buildings in Manhattan. 
Born in Ukraine in 1892, Mr. Simberg arrived in the United States in 1900, and the 1920 census found  him working as a draftsman in the Brooklyn Navy Yard. He received his architectural license in 1922.
The Court Street building was a big project for a beginning architect, but Mr. Simberg developed a blocky, faceted neo-Gothic tower that is perfectly credible against the rest of the skyline.
 The owners began missing tax and mortgage payments in early 1929, however,  and by 1932 the building had gone into receivership, according to a 1939 article in The New York Times.
And Mr. Simberg? It is unfortunate that just after his big break the stock market crashed. Through the 1930s, he did a series of modest alterations, like many major architects.
 But he did have a specialty to fall back on. When he registered for the draft in 1942, he also gave his occupation. He was working for Kindlund & Drake, naval architects. 
Mr. Simberg died in 1981, and his tombstone, viewable on a subscription database, Ancestry.com, bears the inscription “renowned architect.” 
A Building’s Many Hats 
Q. The Barnes & Noble building on 83rd Street and Broadway looks as if it might have been a department store, or something interesting, in its former life. What was it? ... Benjamin A. Waldman, Manhattan
A. Although it looks like a single structure, this two-story blocklong building was built in two stages, the 83rd Street end in 1896, the 82nd Street end in 1897. 
Advertisements in the first 15 years indicate that the tenants were individual businesses: Pease & Elliman, real estate; Haas “Smart Women’s Wear”; and a travel office of the New York, Ontario and Western Railway. 
It was built by Charles T. Barney, a prominent banker and real estate investor who was a central figure in the panic of 1907. The architect, William Strom, designed a two-story “taxpayer,” a structure meant to cover taxes and other expenses until conditions are ripe for more substantial development. 
A 1897 photograph, a high view looking downtown on Broadway from 83rd Street, shows the south half of the Barney taxpayer just at the end of construction, as well as numerous vacant lots on Broadway, whereas there were plenty of five- and six-story apartment houses on West End Avenue. 
The photo also gives an idea of the hopes placed on Broadway, which had a central parklike mall with a  walkway down the middle. Some thought that Broadway would be the Champs-Élysées of New York.
The second floor of Mr. Barney’s building was occupied in part by Leslie Hall, a public meeting place. In 1914, The New York Times reported that the Feminist Alliance had met there for a costume ball with dress inspired by art movements  from “the primitivists to the futurists.” The Times took particular note that very few women wore trousers. 
In 1928, the movie producer King Vidor took over the hall to interview hundreds of African-Americans who wanted parts in his 1929 movie, “Hallelujah!” It depicted the difficult lives of two sharecroppers and is considered an important early film that does not cast African-Americans in demeaning roles. The New York Times observed that all the candidates for the male lead wore spats and had silk handkerchiefs in their breast pockets. 
For many years Schrafft’s leased a large store there with an entrance on Broadway, and in 1944 Joseph P. Kennedy, the father of President John F. Kennedy, bought the building as an investment. In 1991, the Barney taxpayer was reconstructed by its owners, Stanley and Saul Zabar. 
Barnes & Noble soon took much of the south end  — including the old Schrafft’s space — and the top floor.
 At the time, Alan M. Simon, the leasing broker, said that additional steel supports were being inserted in the building to accommodate a future enlargement. That time has not yet come. 
E-mail: streetscapes@nytimes.com
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Square Feet | The 30-Minute Interview



Marc Holliday




By VIVIAN MARINO


Published: December 4, 2009 




Mr. Holliday, 43, is the
chief executive of the SL
Green Corporation, a real
estate investment trust,
which is one of Manhattan’s
largest landlords of
commercial office buildings.
SL Green owns around 23
million square feet of
property, including retail
space, throughout the region.
It is now hoping to win a bid
to redevelop the Aqueduct
racetrack in Queens.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
Q. How’s business? 
A. Business is getting much better. The worst is behind us. We’re revising our strategy for growth going forward. 
Q. What’s your outlook for Manhattan’s office sector? 
A. We’re always surprised with the resiliency of New York and how quickly it is able to pick itself off the bottom and reach new heights at the next cycle. I have no reason to think it will be any different this time around. 
We are starting to see signs of improvement in our tenants’ businesses: they’re beginning to hire again; they’re making more money; they seem to be more optimistic. And that’s a great leading indicator that the recovery is at hand. We definitely feel that in the next three to five years New York is going to be back — and back in a big way.
Q. Did you lose much occupancy in the downturn? 
A. In Manhattan, the occupancy rate is close to 96 percent, and in the suburbs, it’s right around 90 percent. At the peak, we might have been 97 or 98 percent occupied in Midtown and in the low 90s in the suburbs, so we’re not far off our peak levels of 2005 and 2006.
Q. And rental rates? 
A. Rental rates from the peak have taken a hit, and that’s true citywide. But the interesting stat for our portfolio is that even after reflecting the downturn in rents we were still able to re-rent space at higher rents than expiring leases. Through the first part of the year, we were up around 20 percent; today, that has drifted down to somewhere between zero and 10 percent. 
Q. What is your average price per square foot portfoliowide? 
A. Low $50s. That’s very affordable by Manhattan standards, and that’s what sets the Green portfolio apart from all other portfolios. The rents in our portfolio could withstand and tolerate a much greater rental decrease than buildings that had top-of-the market rents. 
Q. Lower rental rates will certainly help retain tenants. What else are you doing?
A. We will figure out what hot buttons the tenant cares about most. It could be efficiency of floors, it could be a new build-out, it could be free rent, it could be rate, it could be location. 
 A great case in  point was a deal we did at the end of last year with Viacom, which has its headquarters at 1515 Broadway. That was a building we had scheduled for a complete top-to-bottom retrofitting. We narrowed down the scope of those improvements to exactly what Viacom needed. 
Q. You’ve been upgrading many buildings through retrofitting and other energy-saving initiatives. How is that going? 
A. We just completed about eight projects citywide in the past 12 to 18 months at a cost in excess of $300 million. We would like to be done with everything within the next five to seven years. 
Q. Are you looking at any distressed properties? 
A. We are expected to complete in the first quarter of 2010 our first new acquisition by way of a settlement with a borrower at 100 Church Street. We’re taking over a property that’s about a million square feet, and it’s about two-thirds’ vacant. So we’re going to kick off a substantial marketing campaign where we’re going to be upgrading the building, the level of service, and reaching out to tenants downtown. We’re able to offer that product at low rents, because our basis is very low. 
Q. You’ve also had your eye for some time on redeveloping the Aqueduct racetrack in Queens. Anything new to report in the bidding process? 
A. We’ve been pursuing this franchise for a number of years. The state has indicated that a selection will be made shortly, but I think the evidence is such that that’s been the case for many months now, so you really can’t point to a date.  
It’s probably the best redevelopment opportunity in New York City today. It’s 100 acres of redevelopable property in the middle of Queens. It has great highway access a mile and a half from J.F.K., and you can basically use gaming and entertainment as an engine around which you can develop retail and other uses.
Interview conducted and condensed by Vivian Marino.
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New Rules for Counselors
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By BOB TEDESCHI


Published: December 4, 2009 



OLDER homeowners who are considering a reverse mortgage can now get more help in the decision-making process.

The Federal Housing Administration, which insures reverse mortgages, last month instituted new standards for the counselors who, according to federal law, must meet with prospective borrowers before a loan can be approved. 
Under the new rules, counselors are required to pass an exam that was used in recent years by the AARP Foundation to qualify its reverse-mortgage counselors, and they must take part in training every two years. Counselors will also have to follow a set of protocols to help determine whether a reverse mortgage will help a borrower. 
“We’ll be weeding out the bad counselors going forward,” said Meg Burns, the director of the F.H.A.’s office of single-family program development.
Reverse mortgages — otherwise known as home equity conversion mortgages — are an increasingly popular way for older people to remain in their homes unencumbered by monthly mortgage payments. Borrowers can receive more than half of the home’s value in an upfront payment or in monthly payments. After the owner’s death, the estate repays the loan, typically by selling the property.
But reverse mortgages can be costly; on a $400,000 loan, closing costs can reach $15,000. And some who opt for lump-sum payments may have difficulties managing the money.
The F.H.A.’s changes follow a June report by the Government Accountability Office, which sent investigators, posing as borrowers, to 15 reverse-mortgage counseling sessions. The report said that none of the counselors covered all the required topics, and that some overstated the length of the sessions in records provided to the government.
Seven of the counselors, meanwhile, did not discuss required information about alternatives to reverse mortgages. “Because of these weaknesses,” the G.A.O. report said, “some prospective borrowers may not be receiving the information necessary to make informed decisions.” 
Ms. Burns said she welcomed the G.A.O. investigation.  In coming months, the F.H.A. will issue preliminary regulations that would be the first step in developing a method to mathematically determine a borrower’s eligibility for a reverse mortgage. 
The most meaningful addition to the new counseling standards, she said, are the new protocols. 
Counselors will focus more attention on assessing borrowers’ household budgets and carefully addressing whether a reverse mortgage will help achieve their goals. Sometimes, Ms. Burns said, counselors will suggest social service options like Meals on Wheels to alleviate some of their financial difficulties.
Counselors will also be required to determine whether the consumer actually understands the information. If they cannot make that determination with confidence, they must withhold the counseling certificate, which is needed before a loan can be approved. The counselor can recommend that a borrower bring along a family member or financial counselor to a return visit.
Nina Simon, a lawyer for the Center for Responsible Lending in Durham, N.C., says the new approach is an improvement, though it contains potential pitfalls. 
For example, borrowers will have the option of taking part in the counseling sessions by telephone. “How do you, as the counselor, know if the person you’re actually talking to is the person who is taking out the mortgage?” she asked.
Peter Bell, the executive director of the National Reverse Mortgage Lenders Association, said that counselors would verify borrowers’ identification “by asking for personal information,” and that some might conduct credit inquiries so they could ask specific financial questions. 
Phone-based sessions, he added, are necessary because “counselors are not widely available throughout the country.”
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Economy Without the Ennui
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RABBIT REDUX The name is Golf again, and generation No. 6 is entertaining, yet economical.
More Photos >




By CHRISTOPHER JENSEN

Published: December 3, 2009 


PINCKNEY, Mich.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
THE Volkswagen Golf is proof that there is more to motoring fun than a cooperative powertrain and a well-designed suspension. The window sticker is important, too, especially when it shows a nicely equipped hatchback priced at just over $18,000 with estimated highway mileage of 30 miles per gallon.
 The new 2010 Golf is the sixth generation in a line of small cars that dates back, in the United States, to the 1975 Rabbit. The car is better known as the Golf, although apparently lagomorph-loving marketing types have sometimes badged it the Rabbit, a less-than-heroic moniker most recently used for the 2006-9 model years. For 2010 it is a Golf once again.
The new model is still a front-wheel-drive hatchback with two or four doors, assembled in Wolfsburg, Germany. There are three models: the Golf, the high-mileage, diesel-powered Golf TDI (rated 42 m.p.g. on the highway) and the 200-horsepower sports-oriented GTI. 
Prices begin at $18,240 for a two-door Golf with a 5-speed manual transmission and $19,940 for a four-door, which comes only with a 6-speed automatic. The cheapest Golf TDI diesel, a two-door, is $22,939, and the least expensive GTI, also a two-door, is $24,239. A jump from two doors to four costs $600 for either the TDI or GTI.
The entry-level Golf is so pleasing because it is so good. I drove a two-door on the demanding roads here, about 25 miles northwest of Ann Arbor. These are roads often used by auto company engineers doing development work — the turns and surfaces make it seem as if the road builders’ goal was not to design safe here-to-there routes, but to challenge suspensions. 
On such roads, the Golf’s suspension shows its multitasking versatility. When the pavement is bad, the suspension has its guard up, protecting the Golf’s occupants. But it is also ready on roads with surprising turns and odd banking that could fling a quick-moving vehicle into the woods. There is some body lean under hard cornering, but the Golf steadies itself and moves along. The steering is quick, with nice weight and good feel. One disappointment is a soft brake pedal. 
The Golf has a 2.5-liter 5-cylinder engine rated at 170 horsepower and 177 pound-feet of torque at 4,250 revolutions per minute. The engine handles the car’s 3,000 pounds quite nicely: VW says the Golf goes from zero to 60 miles per hour in 8.1 seconds with the automatic and 7.8 seconds with the 5-speed manual. 
Fuel economy is rated at 23 m.p.g. city and 30 m.p.g. highway with the automatic and 22/30 with the manual.
The Golf I tested had the optional ($1,100) 6-speed automatic. With the transmission in its regular Drive setting, the engine speed needs to be above 3,000 r.p.m. for a quick and strong response. Putting the transmission into “S” tells the computer to care less about fuel economy and delays the upshifts. That keeps the engine speed in a higher, more responsive range and makes the Golf feel much more eager.
 For those who want the best fuel economy, there is the TDI, which also has a sport suspension. The diesel engine is a 2-liter turbocharged, direct-injection 4-cylinder that is clean enough to be sold nationwide. 
The TDI is rated at 140 horsepower and an ever-ready 236 pound-feet of torque from 1,750 to 2,500 r.p.m. A 6-speed manual is standard, and a 6-speed Direct Shift Gearbox, which functions like an automatic, is a $1,100 option. The car has an E.P.A. rating of 30 m.p.g. in town and 41 m.p.g. on the highway with the manual and 30/42 with the automatic. VW claims a zero-to-60 m.p.h. time of 8.6 seconds with either the manual or Direct Shift Gearbox.
The new car’s dimensions are virtually unchanged — meaning the package is wonderful for one or two people who can use the back seat for cargo. Rear legroom is limited for adults, with barely enough room for a six-foot driver with a six-foot passenger directly behind, though still better than most compact cars. With the two-door, however, getting into the back involves something akin to a contortionist immunity challenge on “Survivor: Wolfsburg.” 
Like most hatchbacks, the Golf is a marvelously flexible creation. Folding down the split rear seat creates 46.1 cubic feet of cargo capacity, which is about what Ford offers behind the second row of its midsize Explorer S.U.V. With the rear seat up, there is 15 cubic feet of cargo space, matching the trunk space of many midsize sedans.
Volkswagen is known for turning out handsome, well-assembled interiors, and the Golf’s qualifies. Even the cloth upholstery is attractive. The driver’s seat offers good thigh support and is height-adjustable. Still, changing the angle of the seatback requires an awkward reach back to turn a knob. The good news is that the knob allows minute adjustments that are impossible on most cars with easy-to-reach, but clunky, levers. 
The controls are easy to find and use. The biggest problems are a general lack of storage and smallish cup holders that may not meet the needs of Americans accustomed to extreme hydration.
The Golf comes with all the top safety equipment, including electronic stability control and side-impact air bags. After crash tests by the Insurance Institute for Highway Safety — including a new roof-strength test — the four-door Golf was rated a Top Safety Pick. (A spokesman for the institute, Russ Rader, said the results did not apply to the two-door Golf, which was not tested.)
 Reliability has been an issue with recent Volkswagens. The automaker was rated second to last in J. D. Power & Associates’ 2009 Vehicle Dependability Study, which looked at how 2006 models had held up. But Consumer Reports magazine says its reliability studies show Volkswagen has been improving; the magazine rates the new Golf among the most reliable small cars.
 In the end, the standard Golf beguiles with neither speed nor cornering ability, but with its overall charm. The Golf combines practicality and distinctive style with a suspension that can either comfort or, to some extent, cavort. And the window sticker is nicely done, too.
•
INSIDE TRACK: Putting some fun into frugality.
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Racecar Dream Deferred by His Rip Van Plymouth




By RICHARD S. CHANG


Published: December 3, 2009 




ARMONK, N.Y.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
AS a teenager, Alex Atallah, a 23-year-old analyst for an investment bank, favored the television series “Victory by Design.”
In each episode, Alain de Cadenet, the British sports car racer, piloted a handful of vintage racecars on winding roads as he described the thrill of the drive.
“I used to watch it every morning,” Mr. Atallah said recently from behind the wheel of his 1949 Plymouth Special Deluxe Club Coupe. “And I would get so pumped up that I would get into my car and pretend I was hosting that show — slamming the shifter into third.”
He paused. The mild-mannered Plymouth was already in third and had nowhere to go but back down. “There are only three gears,” he said, shrugging. “But I have the old car. I have the road.”
Outside a youthful imagination, the parallel is a loose one. Though the Plymouth is old and slightly weathered, no one would mistake it for a vintage racecar — not even Mr. Atallah.
“This is the Ford Taurus of 1949,” he said, moving at a respectable clip over suburban back roads near his home north of New York City. 
The coupe’s simplistic box shape was conservative even for its time, even though it was Plymouth’s first significant postwar redesign. Its 6-cylinder engine produced only 97 gross horsepower.
On a straight patch of road, Mr. Atallah demonstrated the car’s driving dynamics (or lack thereof) by moving the steering wheel back and forth. The car did not zig or zag; rather, it seemed to tilt.
“In high school, I called it the ‘uncontrollable cloud,’ ” Mr. Atallah said. “Because it’s a soft drive, and it was so wobbly.”
Mr. Atallah was 14 when he inherited the Plymouth from a family friend, Walter Simpson, who had bought the car in 1970. Mr. Simpson drove it for two years, tried to repair the radio and then eventually packed the Plymouth away in a garage.
The car stayed in that barn, Rip Van Winkle-style, for the next 30 years, until one day Mr. Atallah’s family dropped by for dinner.
It was 2000. By that time, Mr. Atallah said, Mr. Simpson had developed a severe case of tunnel vision and could no longer drive. At the dinner table, he offered the car to the flabbergasted teenager.
“He said, ‘If you can take it away, you can have it,’ ” Mr. Atallah remembered. His father had it towed away a month later.
Mr. Atallah and his father worked on the car together, and it didn’t take long to get it running. “We replaced the distributor and few other electrical parts, and the car started right up,” Mr. Atallah said. 
 It hasn’t let him down since. He had the master cylinder for the brakes replaced in 2005, and there has otherwise been no problem with the engine or the electrical system — though the radio is still defunct.
Mr. Atallah said the car, which is in original condition, including the black paint, is a breeze to work on. “Everything is so straightforward,” he said. “It’s as simple as a lawnmower. I rebuilt the carburetor when I was 15 just for fun.”
It was an overcast afternoon, and the leaves were still in full color as Mr. Atallah drove east, then west and then back east, seemingly recreating the path of his television-inspired jaunts.
The Plymouth ran fine at 45 miles per hour, and Mr. Atallah said he often clipped 55, but then at 60, “you start hearing the motor.”
He added, “There’s such a dramatic difference between 60 and 55.”
And so, Mr. Atallah keeps the Plymouth off the Interstate, even during a drive up to Lime Rock Park in northwest Connecticut last summer — about an 80-mile trip and the farthest he has taken the car. 
“The second-longest trip was to Bridgeport, Conn.,” he said exuberantly. “I was literally just driving; I was taking back road after back road after back road. And the next thing I know I’m in the middle of Bridgeport, and there were people with stereo systems on their porches, grilling me in this car. At first I didn’t think much of it because I forgot what kind of car I was in.”
Mr. Atallah was not quite so lost in his thoughts (or imagination) on this recent drive, though the conversation jumped seamlessly from Volkswagen buses (“I really like the pickup-truck versions”) to the Citroën 2CV (“Those cars were so high-tech for their day”) to British TVR sports cars (“I feel like the later TVRs are the Corvettes of England — overpowered”).
“I don’t think I would ever, ever be in a ’40s car had I not inherited this one,” he said. “The oldest car I’m into is a 1970s BMW 2002 or a 1970s Triumph.”
While there may eventually be a sports car in Mr. Atallah’s future, he said the Plymouth would always have a place in his garage. ”No matter where I live, where I am, this car has to come with me because the sentimental value is way too high,” he said. “As floaty as this car is, you still feel it. You’re totally in control of everything.”
He said he had just lubricated the speedometer, and during the drive he couldn’t help admiring how the Plymouth was running. 
“The car was so crisp,” he said. “I drove it 20 miles.”
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An Auto Show? No, Reality Show




By JERRY GARRETT
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LOS ANGELES
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THE future — as defined in auto show terms, anyway — has long seemed a nebulous automotive utopia of three to five years away.
The fabulous fuel-saving technologies, the mold-shattering designs, the unprecedented new cars the public is clamoring to buy have teased auto show attendees for decades, always just beyond reach.
But here at the 2009 Los Angeles auto show, a transformation of sorts seems to be under way. That fuzzy picture of a future we thought would never arrive is at last coming into focus.
“In 2006 only one automaker, Tesla Motors, had a production-intent electric car promised,” said Robert A. Lutz, General Motors’ vice chairman. “Just three years later, virtually every automaker has one in the works.”
Mr. Lutz, pinch-hitting for Fritz Henderson, who had been ousted just hours earlier from his position as G.M.’s chief executive, delivered the keynote address on Wednesday. After the speech, two days of media reviews began. 
“We will one day look back on this time as a tipping point that enables the electrification of the automobile,” Mr. Lutz predicted.
A look around the Los Angeles convention center, where the show runs through Dec. 13, certainly confirms that the age of the electrification, if not quite here, is coming closer to reality. 
G.M. displayed a Chevrolet Volt that it says is 90 percent production-ready, needing only final tweaking of its software. The company promises that the Volt, which will go on sale  late next year as a 2011 model, will be capable of driving 40 miles on battery power before its gasoline-powered generator fires up.
A slightly less ambitious effort, in generally the same direction, is the 2010 Toyota Prius plug-in hybrid on display here — a demonstration vehicle that will  travel up to 13 miles on its batteries alone. A total of 500 vehicles will be used in the initial phase of the program, which begins this month; no date has been set for public sales.
Audi can expect to draw large crowds with its e-Tron electric vehicle concept. Johan de Nysschen, president of Audi of America, said the car was no auto-show prop: a production version based on the e-Tron’s technology will be built, he said, and could be on sale by 2012.
BMW has two production-ready hybrids here, the X6 and 7 Series ActiveHybrids. Gov. Arnold Schwarzenegger was given a ride in BMW’s Vision EfficientDynamics design study, a zoomy 2+2 with four electric motors and 590 pound-feet of torque. 
A little further out were off-beat concepts like the Honda P-Nut, which envisions a fast-approaching future of ultra-efficient, ultrasmall city vehicles, and Subaru’s gullwing Hybrid Tourer. 
The Nissan Leaf, an electric-only model that is to enter volume production early next year, was not here because Nissan did not have a display. The Leaf is currently on a countrywide tour to build public awareness.
Several other manufacturers, including high-profile crowd magnets like Bentley, Ferrari and Lamborghini, were also no-shows. 
Automakers often introduce their newest sports cars in Los Angeles, and that practice is being perpetuated this year by the premiere of the 2011 Porsche Boxster Spyder. But bread-and-butter models like the newest versions of the Hyundai Sonata sedan, Toyota Sienna minivan, Ford Fiesta subcompact and Chevrolet Cruze sedan were also unveiled here. 
On Thursday, the 2010 Green Car of the Year award was presented to the Audi A3 TDI, which defeated the odds-on favorite, the new 50 m.p.g. Toyota Prius.
The auto industry seems ready, after years of false starts, to deliver on promises for production-ready electric and alternative-fuel technologies that will power cars in the future.
“Developing solutions for sustainable transportation is not a fleeting fad,” Mr. de Nysschen of Audi said. “Nor are green features novelties any longer.”
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Britain’s 3-Wheel Solution to Mobility for the Disabled




By TUDOR VAN HAMPTON


Published: December 3, 2009 




Momence, Ill.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
IAN HELLINGS had heard of invalid cars, but he did not realize he was bidding on one. 
“I bought it by mistake,” Mr. Hellings, a 62-year-old retired economics professor, said of the purchase he made on eBay five years ago. “I just thought it was another cute little minicar.”
At the time, the Australian-born collector was unaware that his latest acquisition, an odd single-seat conveyance with three wheels, was an artifact of British social policy. But it was not long before he embraced the car. 
Today, Mr. Hellings is considered the world’s most active collector of the motorized three-wheelers built after World War II under a government program that provided reliable transportation to Britain’s wounded veterans and disabled citizens.
 “If he is not right now, he very soon will be the largest collector,” said Stuart Cyphus, 28, who maintains the Invalid Carriage Register, a British organization that tracks these unusual vehicles and helps owners preserve them.
No member of Congress — at least none hoping to stay in Washington — would dare suggest adding such a vehicle program to the health care reform legislation working its way through Congress. But the existence of invalid cars is a reminder of how far the British government once took its health care services. 
In those less-sensitive times, the brand name of one model, Invacar, became a generic label for vehicles designed for invalids.
“I’m fascinated by it,” said Mr. Hellings, who had his $180 eBay car shipped to his workshop here, about 55 miles south of Chicago, from England. He restored its fiberglass body shell and gave it a fresh coat of pale blue paint. 
Though he has since acquired another two dozen trikes, that first one, an Invacar Model 70 from 1977, remains the centerpiece of his collection. Designed by A.C. Motors and built by both A.C. and Invacar Ltd., the Model 70 was the last model of invalid vehicles built under the health service’s program, and it was the most common.
“It runs like a top,” he said. “Of the invalid carriages, this is probably the easiest one to find.”
The car operation for the disabled began in 1948; government contracts were eventually signed with eight producers for three-wheelers built to its specifications. The early efforts were crude open-air affairs designed by committee, but over the years the designs evolved into enclosed cars. Model 70 cars like the ones in the Hellings collection ceased production in 1978; when the program was canceled, there were some 21,500 invalid cars in service.
As three-wheelers, the invalid cars skirted some tax and licensing laws and were able to negotiate both roads and sidewalks. Still, police officers ticketed scofflaws who ignored a directive affixed to the dashboard: “Passenger carrying is forbidden.”
“Officially, they have never been regarded as proper road vehicles,” said Mr. Cyphus, who owns a rare 1949 Argson Electric, an open-air trike that preceded the Model 70. 
Powered by a 600 cc Steyr-Puch gas engine in the rear and fitted with a belt-drive automatic transmission, Mr. Hellings’s Model 70 sits inches off the ground. The doors tilt away from the body and slide forward for easy access. 
The car has no foot pedals; controls for the accelerator, brakes and steering are on a motorcycle-style handlebar. “This particular car was designed for a person who had lost the use of his legs,” Mr. Hellings said. The Model 70 offered more than 50 variations of control arrangements.
“They were built specifically for the patient,” explained Ken Weger, 61, a collector in Crystal Lake, Ill., who owns a 1969 A.C. Acedes with an L-shaped tiller so the controls could be operated with one hand — probably made for an amputee.
By the 1960s, the program’s cars were painted the same shade of pale blue — nicknamed Ministry Blue for the Ministry of Health — so drivers could be easily recognized. But as war memories faded, the diminutive cars became eyesores. Able-bodied drivers gave them such nicknames as “mobile roadblocks.” People who still drove the boxy blue Invacars became the butt of welfare jokes.
“A lot of people see them as the ultimate comedy car,” Mr. Cyphus explained.
Regardless, many drivers loved their Invacars. They “would look at them with the same faithful passion as their pet dog,” he said.
Marion Webb, 79, of London received her first invalid trike, an open-air Argson Runnymede, on Sept. 6, 1949, when she was just 19. Mrs. Webb remembers the date clearly because it was the first time she left home alone.
“I had to be pushed everywhere,” Mrs. Webb said of life before the Argson. She was thrilled with the freedom: “It was a nervous excitement — I couldn’t keep any food down for a week.” 
Mrs. Webb’s Argson, with no weather protection, was not the most comfortable way to get around, especially in the rain. But it gave her, and thousands of others, mobility. The trikes helped disabled Britons shop for groceries, visit their doctor — even fall in love.
Mrs. Webb met her husband, Dennis, in September 1951. He was driving his invalid trike around London when he saw Mrs. Webb sitting on a Hyde Park bench. They married in March 1954, but they still celebrate their wedding anniversary in September.
Mrs. Webb received periodic upgrades through the years, including a Model 70 in 1979 that she drove for 25 years.
Of all the government-subsidized producers, it was A.C. Motors that became the most famous — though not for its slow-moving invalid trikes.
In 1962, A.C. adapted its Ace sports car for the American racecar driver Carroll Shelby, who brought international stardom to A.C. with the Cobra, an Ace powered by a Ford V-8.
A.C.’s roadster had classic sporting style but its wimpy 2-liter engine left much to be desired on the track. The company’s contract to supply Invacars to the government helped provide the resources for the Shelby project.
A.C. was already a market leader in invalid cars. Last April, Mr. Hellings acquired what enthusiasts call their holy grail — a 1950 A.C. All Weather. With its tapered nose, single headlight and bifold door, it was the first of Britain’s mass-produced invalid cars to protect drivers from the elements.
Flash fires and other problems plagued the ragtop car, though, and relatively few were produced. It was long believed to be extinct, but Mr. Cyphus found one in a shed in Essex several years ago. He kept its location secret and later helped Mr. Hellings buy it.
After several rounds of negotiations, Mr. Hellings paid $1,600 for the car, which is en route to Illinois in a shipping container along with several other cars and spare parts. He plans to restore the A.C. in time for a large microcar meet in Chicago next August.
Though only a few known survivors remained when Mr. Hellings bought his Model 70, more are surfacing. You did not have to be an invalid to drive them, Mr. Hellings said. “And it’s still inexpensive.”
They usually are in good working condition because the government provided free maintenance — a huge capital expense that eventually contributed to their downfall.
“We’ve never seen a poorly upkept invalid carriage,” Mr. Weger said. “It was a real gravy train.”
Eventually, the money dried up. The government recalled the last few Invacars on the road in 2003 and began issuing weekly allowances to drivers to finance their own vehicles. Mrs. Webb’s Model 70, retrieved in 2004, was the last in use. “I suppose a bit of my life went that day,” she said.
 Mrs. Webb’s Model 70, which she said she never drove faster than 42 miles per hour, sits in the foyer of the Mobilise Organisation, a nonprofit club for drivers in Norfolk, England. 
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Clarence Petty, Protector of the Adirondacks, Dies at 104




By DENNIS HEVESI


Published: December 5, 2009 




Clarence Petty, who so revered the pristine Adirondack wilderness he first roamed nearly a century ago that he spent virtually all his adult life fighting to preserve it, died Monday at his home in Canton, N.Y., a town tucked between the Adirondack foothills and the St. Lawrence River Valley. He was 104.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The death was confirmed by his son Ed.
Mr. Petty, a lanky man who well into his 70s could still snowshoe 35 miles a day, was an Adirondack Park ranger and later a liaison between the New York State Conservation Department (now the Department of Environmental Conservation) and the State Legislature. In 1975 he helped found the Adirondack Council, a nonprofit environmental group, and became its first director. 
For decades Mr. Petty defended what he called the Dacks, a 5.8-million-acre oasis of publicly owned and private land in upstate New York that is considered the last great wilderness in the Eastern United States. Into his late 90s, he spoke at public hearings, gave lectures and typed letters to legislators. His greatest fear was that the park would be nibbled away, lot by subdivided lot, and he vigorously opposed the intrusion of motor vehicles. 
Long before he began lobbying, Mr. Petty had made his mark on the park. In the late 1950s, in his scratchy woolen hiking pants and battered boots, he and a colleague conducted a three-year survey of thousands of acres in the park. 
“What Clarence did with Neil Stout, another employee of the Conservation Department, was to backpack throughout the most remote terrain in the park,” Phil Brown, the editor of Adirondack Explorer, a bimonthly newspaper, said on Tuesday. “Based on their research, the Adirondack Park Agency eventually decided which tracts of land would be wilderness and which would be wild forest.” 
The distinction between wilderness and wild forest is significant. The slightly more than one million acres designated as wilderness in Adirondack Park are totally off limits to snowmobiles, all-terrain vehicles, motorboats and seaplanes. Some motorized vehicles are allowed in the park’s 1.3 million acres of wild forest.
In the early 1970s, Mr. Petty, then in his mid-60s and traveling on his own, paddled his canoe (except when he had to carry it on his back) along more than 1,300 miles of rivers and streams to map the most remote regions of the park. He undertook that task after Gov. Nelson A. Rockefeller asked him to be a member of a commission set up study the future of the Adirondacks. The commission’s final report prompted the creation of the Adirondack Park Agency, which develops land-use policy for the park, about half of which is privately owned.
“His studies led to the strongest protection of vast tracts of wild lands and additional protection of more than a thousand miles of rivers,” Mr. Brown said.
The protection did not come without opposition. In 2005, when Mr. Petty criticized a plan to create more snowmobile trails in the park, Carol W. LaGrasse, president of the Property Rights Foundation of America, which opposes state control over private land, told The New York Times: “The environmentalists treat him like the great father, a dignitary par excellence. But to my mind, he’s just a repressive, arrogant individual who, along with others, has caused a great deal of hardship for lots of people who live in the Adirondacks.” She and others equate wilderness expansion with loss of personal freedom and potential income. 
For his part, Mr. Petty was adamant. “I would be just as pleased if I could stand on the Capitol steps in Albany and look towards Montreal and not see a damn thing except wilderness,” he said then. 
In a written statement on Tuesday, Pete Grannis, the state’s commissioner of environmental conservation, said Mr. Petty “helped shape the Adirondack Park we know today.”
“He didn’t do it for the thanks,” Mr. Grannis added, “but for the love of a magnificent place that he called home for the past 104 years.”
Clarence Adelbert Petty was born on Aug. 8, 1905, in the Lake Champlain town of Crown Point, N.Y., the second of three sons of William and Catherine Van Druska Petty. The family lived in an illegal lakeshore shanty until being evicted by the state, then moved into a small house with no plumbing or electricity in Coreys, N.Y., on the edge of the wilderness. 
William Petty eked out a living as a guide. His sons spent their days hiking, fishing, trapping and, for a time,  hanging out in the woods with a famous local figure known as the Hermit of Cold River.
When Clarence was 11, his mother ordered him to begin hiking 16 miles into town every Sunday night and to stay there all week so he could attend school. He graduated from Saranac Lake High School in 1926, then earned a bachelor’s degree from the State College of Forestry (now the State University of New York College of Environmental Science and Forestry) in Syracuse. 
After working for the Civilian Conservation Corps during the Depression, Mr. Petty served as a Navy pilot in the Pacific in World War II. He returned home and got a job as a ranger, combining his forestry and flying skills. He was the first person in New York State to extinguish a forest fire by dumping lake water from an airplane. He also trained hundreds of fledgling fliers at a school he ran in Potsdam, N.Y., from 1967 until 2000, when, at 95, he sold his planes.
Mr. Petty’s wife of 56 years, the former Ferne Hastings, died in 1994. In addition to his son Ed, he is survived by another son, Richard; a brother, Archibald; four grandchildren and four great-grandchildren. 
Mr. Petty was a legendary trekker who climbed 46 of the highest peaks in the Adirondacks. 
“Not all people feel they need to have wilderness, but I do,” he said in the 2005 Times article. “If things go bad and everything seems to go wrong, the best place to go is right into the remote wilderness, and everything’s in balance there.” 
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Malcolm Wells, Champion of ‘Gentle Architecture,; Dies at 83




By BRUCE WEBER


Published: December 5, 2009 




Malcolm Wells, an iconoclastic architect who tirelessly advocated environmentally responsible design and who promoted the idea of earth-sheltered architecture — that is, buildings at least partly underground — died Nov. 27 in Brewster, Mass., on Cape Cod. He was 83.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The cause was congestive heart failure, his son Sam said. Over the last decade his father had suffered a series of strokes, he said.
Bearded, affable, self-deprecating and appalled by the destructive footprint that buildings, roads and parking lots can leave on the earth, Mr. Wells was dedicated to what he called gentle architecture, something that would, as he put it, “leave the land no worse than you found it.”
 Writing in Architectural Digest in 1971, he set forth 15 goals that he said all new buildings should strive to meet. Among them were to use and store solar energy, to consume their own waste, to provide wildlife habitat and human habitat, and to be beautiful. 
To that end, his designs incorporated the land. He designed some homes (and other buildings) that seemingly burrowed into hillsides, and others whose main living space was subterranean, perhaps with above-ground lean-to roofs or atria and skylights to let in the sun. In general, his roofs were covered with layers of earth, suitable for gardens or other green growth. 
It was a philosophy he extended beyond buildings to infrastructure. In a 1994 article for the magazine The Futurist, he proposed — and sketched — underground airports, underground stadiums, even earth-covered bridges. 
“The worst thing about a bridge, any bridge, is what it has in common with all man-made structures,” he wrote. “It is a land-killer, a dead footprint on land or water. To last for centuries, to provide a sheltered roadway, to serve all creatures and to present a living surface to the sky, a bridge must have a roof and a deep covering of earth.” 
Mr. Wells never saw his ideas take root, so to speak, and catalyze the vast change in building standards that he advocated, but his ideas influenced architects that came after him, especially in the 1970s, as the environmental movement gained traction. The New York Times estimated in 1979 that underground houses, virtually nonexistent at the start of the decade, would number as many as 2,000 by the end. 
“As a thinker, he was a hidden jewel,” said William McDonough, an architect and the author, with Michael Braungart, of “Cradle to Cradle: Remaking the Way We Make Things,” an environmental-design manifesto. 
“In the world of what has become known as green building,” Mr. McDonough added, “Malcolm Wells was seminal, actually inspirational, for some people, me included.” 
Malcolm Bramley Wells was born in Camden, N.J., on March 11, 1926, and grew up in nearby Haddonfield. After high school, he joined the Marines and was sent for a time to Georgia Tech, where he studied engineering. He later took courses at Drexel Institute of Technology, now Drexel University, in Philadelphia, but he never received a degree. 
Mr. Wells earned a living as a draftsman and went to work for RCA, starting by drawing designs for portable radios and eventually remodeling showrooms. He apprenticed at a small architectural firm in New Jersey until he passed the state exam, becoming an architect in 1953. He had commissions in the United States and abroad; eventually he designed the RCA pavilion at the 1964 World’s Fair in New York City. 
It was at this point that he abruptly changed course. With the realization that the pavilion would be torn down two years after it was completed and that all his other buildings, with their parking lots and concrete footprints, had destroyed whatever had lived there before them, he began to develop his theories of gentle architecture. He was influenced by the nascent environmental movement, by Taliesin West, Frank Lloyd Wright’s low-slung desert house and studio in Scottsdale, Ariz., and by the work of a French architect, Jacque Couëlle. 
Mr. Wells, who wrote a number of books, including “Gentle Architecture” (1981), “Infra Structures” (1994) and “Recovering America” (1999), taught environmental design at Harvard in the mid-1970s and lectured at other architecture schools through the ’80s. 
He also lived his philosophy, building underground homes and offices for himself, first in New Jersey and later on Cape Cod. He bicycled to work.
His first marriage, to Shirley Holmes, ended in divorce. In addition to his son Sam, an architect who lives in Petaluma, Calif., he is survived by his wife, Karen North Wells; a daughter, Kappy Wells, of Santa Fe, N.M.; another son, John, of Harleysville, Pa.; a stepson, Jonathan Kelly, of Wellfleet, Mass.; a stepdaughter, Kirsten Engstrom, of Bedford, N.H., and seven grandchildren.
“I’m a lucky man,” Mr. Wells, in declining health, wrote in 2006 in an attempt at his own obituary. He added: “I am an atheist, a Democrat, a skinny old bearded guy, and an owner, with Karen, of the Underground Art Gallery at 673 Satucket Road in Brewster. My former wife, Shirley, down in Cherry Hill, N.J., remained and is a better person and better sport than I would have been if she’d left me. (My luck continues.)” 
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Aaron Schroeder, Writer of Hit Songs for Elvis Presley, Dies at83




By DOUGLAS MARTIN


Published: December 5, 2009 



Aaron Schroeder, a songwriter whose more than 2,000 songs included 17 recorded by Elvis Presley, among them the 1960 worldwide hit “It’s Now or Never,” died Wednesday at the Lillian Booth Actors’ Home in Englewood, N.J., where he lived. He was 83.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
The cause was complications of Alzheimer’s disease, said Dale Olson, a publicist. 
The melody of “It’s Now or Never” was borrowed from “O Sole Mio,” a Neapolitan standard. Influenced by an English-language version of the song sung by Tony Martin, “There’s No Tomorrow,” Presley, then in the Army in Germany, decided to record his own interpretation.
Presley told the idea to his music publisher, Freddy Bienstock, who was visiting him in Germany, according to the book “Behind the Hits” (1986) by Bob Shannon and John Javna. Mr. Bienstock, who many times found songwriters for Presley, returned to his New York office, where he found two songwriters, Mr. Schroeder and Wally Gold, the only people in that day.
The two wrote the lyrics in half an hour. Selling more than 20 million records, the song became No. 1 in countries all over the world and was Presley’s best-selling single ever.
“Aaron wrote other hits, I wrote other hits,” Mr. Gold, who died in 1998, was quoted as saying in the book. “But a song we finished in 20 minutes to a half-hour was the biggest song of our career.”
Mr. Schroeder’s other hits for Presley included “Stuck on You” (1960), written with J. Leslie McFarland; “Good Luck Charm” (1962), written with Mr. Gold; and “A Big Hunk o’ Love” (1959), written with Sidney Wyche. 
Aaron Schroeder was born in Brooklyn on Sept. 7, 1926. In addition to writing for Presley he founded Musicor Records, an early independent label; managed the singer Gene Pitney; and wrote songs for Frank Sinatra, Nat King Cole, Roy Orbison and other artists
He was also a noted collector of antique cast-iron and tin toys.
Mr. Schroeder is survived by his wife, Abby Schroeder, and his daughter, Rachel Schroeder. 
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Bill Lister, ‘Tallest Singing Cowboy,’ Dies at 86




By THE ASSOCIATED PRESS


Published: December 5, 2009 



SAN ANTONIO  (AP) —  Big Bill Lister, who toured with Hank Williams and was once billed as “Radio’s Tallest Singing Cowboy,” died here on Tuesday.  He was 86.

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
His death was announced by his family.
 Mr. Lister’s association with Williams was unexpectedly revived decades after Williams’s death. Although Mr. Lister’s family said he himself did not drink, he decided to record a drinking song in 1951, two years before Williams’s death, and Williams gave him a demo of a song he had written called “There’s a Tear in My Beer.” 
The demo ended up in Mr. Lister’s attic until his wife discovered it, and he offered it to Hank Williams Jr. in 1988. 
The following year Hank Jr.  overdubbed his voice onto the demo to turn his father into his posthumous duet partner. That record won a Grammy in 1990.
Mr. Lister, who was born Weldon E.  Lister in 1923, earned his radio nickname because he stood 6-foot-7. He was performing nightly on a cruise from Galveston, Tex., to the Caribbean until just a few months ago, his family said.
Mr. Lister’s wife of 65 years, Lila, died before him. He is survived by a son, Weldon E. Lister Jr.
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Vyacheslav Tikhonov, Film Actor, Dies at 81




By THE ASSOCIATED PRESS


Published: December 5, 2009 




MOSCOW (AP) — Vyacheslav Tikhonov, a Russian film actor best known in the West for his role in an Oscar-winning version of Tolstoy’s “War and Peace,” died here on Friday.  He was 81. 

[bookmark: secondParagraph]
He died shortly after suffering a heart attack, Russian news agencies reported, citing the Russian Cinematographers’ Union as their source.
Mr. Tikhonov appeared in dozens of films, often portraying Soviet heroes who fought for the triumph of Communist ideas. “He was an actor who became part of our national psyche,” the director Sergei Ursulyak said.
In the 1973 television series “17 Moments of Spring,” he portrayed a historical Soviet spy who teamed with a United States operative to thwart Nazi negotiation attempts. That role won him immense popularity and government awards, including a K.G.B. medal. 
In “War and Peace,” released in three parts between 1965 and 1967, he played Prince Andrei Bolkonsky, a jaded aristocrat who joins the Russian Army. The epic won the Academy Award for best foreign film in 1969.
Mr. Tikhonov was born in 1928 in the Moscow region and worked as a lathe operator before becoming an actor.
His last role was a cameo in the coming film “Burnt by the Sun 2,” a sequel to an Oscar-winning 1994 drama about Stalinist purges.
His survivors include a daughter and four grandsons.
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