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"THOSE WHO BUY FOR BEAUTY,
HAVE PROFIT ASSURED IN THE
PLEASURE OF OWNERSHIP.”

—Lowell Jones
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Rare Jewel Collections by Lowell Jones, International Gems * Consultant: Information on
fees and services available by writing, on your letterhead. to Lowell Jones, Inc., P.O.B.
1266, St. Louis, MO 63043 (tel. 314-291-6643).

Lowell Jones' Gemstone Seminar: September 22, 1981, Algonquin Hotel, N.Y., N.Y.,
interim 6:30 P.M. and 8:30 P.M.; subject: Natural, American Pearls. For reservations, call:

314-291-6643. Admission is free, but space is limited.

*Marketing consultant to Pearls of America. Inc., US.A. Portrait of Lowell Jones by George Stavrinos




Exclusive Representatives for Two of
America’s Foremost Artists. ..

Allan Houser and
Dan Namingha

Right: Allan Houser, Sounds of the Night,
Bronze, ed. 10, 18" x 24” x 1414". '
Below: Dan Namingha,

Eagle Dancer, Lithograph,

ed. 75, 26” x 40”.
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Cross Country

Art

Indubitably Italian

'he Egyptians started it all. They were followed
y the Greeks, Koreans, Japanese, Chinese, and
candinavians. And American museums have
jooperated with them all in mounting inter-
ational blockbuster exhibitions, ever since King
l'ut opened the floodgates.

It is now the Italians’ turn. A sumptuous
khibition of more than 200 paintings and
ecorative objects, ‘“The Golden Age of

pcause of our six-week lead time, changes in scheduling may have oc
rred since the magazine went (o press

Self-Portrait by Francesco Solimena,
1729/1730, oil on canvas, 50 x 45 inches,
Jrom the Museo Nazionale di San Martino,
part of ““The Golden Age of Naples.’’

Naples: Art and Civilization under the Bour-
bons,”” had its American premiere at the
Detroit Institute of Arts on August 11 where it
remains until November 1. A second and final
showing at the Art Institute of Chicago follows
January 16 to March 15, 1982.

Originally scheduled to open in February
1981, the exhibition was delayed when earth-
quakes devastated much of Naples last fall.
Although one hundred of the objects at the
Museum of Capodimonte in Naples scheduled

for the show were spared, top priority went to
disaster relief. In fact, the Detroit and Chicago
museums are assisting with art and architec-
tural restoration efforts.

The paintings, sculpture, drawings, por-
celains, furniture, tapestries, silver, jewelry,
and other works were created under the reign
of Naples’ first king, Charles Bourbon, who
ruled from 1734 to 1759, and his son Ferdi-
nand, who ruled from 1759 to 1825. The works
are the products of a unique civilization
wherein the baroque, rococo, and neoclassical
coexisted peacefully although somewhat flam-
boyantly. Several of the most important
decorative pieces, lent from the spectacular
Treasury of the Cathedral of San Gennaro,
have never been out of Naples before. The
most exciting of these is the ten-foot silver
candelabrum, one of a pair executed by Filip-
po del Giudice after models by Bartolomeo
Granucci.

The American tour is sponsored by the Bank
of Naples, and supported by a grant from the
National Endowment for the Arts and by a
federal indemnity from the Federal Council on
the Arts and the Humanities.

The Phillips Away From Home

In the world of art museums, it doesn’t pay to
be shy and retiring. When asked why the
Phillips Collection of Washington, D.C., had
chosen the California Palace of the Legion of
Honor in San Francisco for the inaugural
showing of its first major traveling exhibition,
Director Laughlin Phillips replicd, ‘‘Because
nobody else ever asked us.”

Two years ago, lan McKibbin White, direc-
tor of the Fine Arts Museums of San Fran-
cisco, boldly suggested that it was time for a
larger audience to share the glories of the
Phillips Collection. It was exactly the right mo-
ment for the suggestion. Laughlin Phillips, son
of the founder, was at the point of launching a
$5-million fund raising drive for the collection.
He saw this as an excellent way of acquainting
a wider public with the collection that pre-
viously has been on view only in the Phillips’
old home in Washington, D.C. (Individual
paintings have been loaned.)

So he, White, and Thomas P. Lee, curator of
paintings at the Fine Arts Museums, selected
seventy-five masterworks, ranging from El
Greco to Mark Rothko, to form “‘the most
important exhibition of impressionist and
modern paintings ever to tour North America.”’
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HIGH QUALITY escorted tours. In-
depth sightseeing, best hotels,

most meals, entertainments, lim-
ited size.

HAWAII. 2 deluxe tours. 9 days, 3
islands or 13 days, 4 islands. Oahu,
Maui, Kauai, Hawail. Best resorts.

SOUTH PACIFIC. 3 tours. 29 days
to Fiji Isles, Tahiti with Bora Bora,
New Zealand, Australia. 15 days for
Australia's cities and the Outback.
15 days for New Zealand's North
and South Islands.

ORIENT. 2 tours. 24 days to Japan,
Taiwan, Philippines, Singapore,
Thailand, Hong Kong. 17 days for
Japan exclusively. A la carte dining.

INDIA. 2 tours. 29 days including
Nepal, Mt. Everest flightseeing, Taj
Mahal by moonlight. 19 days for
northern India, Nepal and Kashmir.

Ask your Travel Agent for brochures
or send this coupon to Maupintour:

1 Alaska (] California I Japan (7] East Africa
[ Europe [ The USA [0 Canada [) Galapagos
O] BritishIsles [ USASouthwest [J France
0 Hawaii (0 Alps[C Colorado[l] Egypt/The Nile
(] BlackSea [J Scandinavia South Pacific
Cl NewMexico [ TransCanalCrulse India
O Orient O USA Deep South [ Spain/Pertugal
O SouthAmerica [ MiddleEast [ Morocco
[ USAHistoricEast  [] Greece/Aegean |sles
[ Australia/New Zealand [ Mexico [ Italy

==/ & Maupintour

owrs since 1951

Maupintour, P.O. Box 807, Law-
rence, Ks. 66044, 800-255-4266.

name

;d'?fress

city
state/zip

mytravelagent “hor -pac-2
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The show, titled ‘‘Impressionism and the
Modern Vision: Master Paintings from the
Phillips Collection, Washington, D.C.,”” open-
ed in San Francisco July 4 to large and
enthusiastic crowds.

No professional art advisor ever told
founder Duncan Phillips what to buy. He
made all his own decisions, consulting only his
wife, painter Marjorie Acker.

The first paintings Phillips acquired were the
works of such American impressionists as
Twachtman and Weir. From there it was a
natural step to the French impressionists, and
backward to old masters whom Phillips con-
sidered the inspiration for many modern
artists—El Greco, Chardin, Goya, Constable,
Daumier, Corot. He looked ahead to abstract
artists who inherited the impressionist legacy,
such as Motherwell, Pollock, and Nicholson.
He was responsible for the discovery and
encouragement of young artists like Arthur
Dove and John Marin.

It's inevitable that the largest crowds will
collect in front of Renoir’s The Luncheon of
the Boating Party. Considered Renoir’s finest
work, Boating Party is a celebration of light,
color, composition, and the triumphant solv-
ing of every technical problem.

Picasso’s The Blue Room, 190/, oil on
canvas, 19 s x 24 inches, from the Phillir
Collection’s impressionist show at the Pal:
of the Legion of Honor.

“Impressionism and the Modern Vision"""
close at the California Palace of the Legior
Honor in San Francisco November 1. On 1
vember 22 it opens at the Dallas Museum
Fine Arts where it will remain through Febru
16, 1982, after which it travels to the Min
apolis Institute of Arts from March 14 thro
May 30, and finally to the High Museum of /
Atlanta, from June 24 through September
The traveling exhibition is funded by a gr
from BATUS, Inc., with extra support dur
its San Francisco stay from Mrs. Paul I. Wa
and the museum society.

—Joy DeWeese-Wei

A Matter of Taste

For reasons that will become apparent,

first annual ‘‘Eat Your Art Out”’ exhibitio
not something we can recommend you vi
Bay Area artists and food people created th
food sculptures as a benefit for the Univer:
of California-Berkeley Art Museum'’s acqu




““The soul of the apartment is in the carpet”

An early 20th Century Indian Carpet of exceptional weave, measuring 15'3" x 11". The exquisitely
drawn arabesques envelope the field in a delicate but firm design concept. The glorious color
palette, although restrained is permeated by bone and apricot framed by varying shades of sky
blue. The outlines of the arabesques are defined by a thin but significant line of deep wine. The

impact is distinctly that of Mughul India.
The gallery features an eclectic array of room-size carpets and small collector pieces of outstanding merit in
Oriental, European, Khelim, and Dhurrie weaves.
By Appointment
ANTIQUE AND EXEMPLARY CARPETS

AND TAPESTRIES
: M'b ,‘ ﬁ{“‘ P f%’ in New York
@M L*ﬂ"'—- at 15 East 57th Street
212-759-3715
A Dealer Interested in this Art Form in America




A majestic and
enchanting view
of Santa Fe
within walking
distance of

the Plaza.

Own a

vacation home
by the week

1 & 2 bedroom condo-
miniums completely
equipped & luxuriously
fumished.

Call or write for details:

FORT MARCY
TIMESHARE

320 Artist Road
Santa Fe, NM 87501

(505) 982-9480

Call toll free:
1-800-227-1617, Ext. 344
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The tasty The Man from Marzipan by Vida
Pavesich, a work in marzipan, fudge,

and bittersweet and white chocolate promptly
consumed by art lovers.

tion fund. The event was the inspiration of

Bonnie Grossman, an avid food sculptor
herself, chairman of the museum council, and
owner of the Ames Gallery in Berkeley.

Specifications for entries were minimal. The
sculptures had to be edible and provide at least
fifty taste samples each; nonedible materials
were permitted as long as food was the basic
ingredient. Seventy-two pieces of cuisine art
were exhibited, including a thirty-foot clothes-
line with cookies, a truffle pig in clover, a
racetrack cake, a floor mosaic of McDonald’s
hamburger boxes filled with Big Macs, a mar-
zipan bust, a cactus head with sausages form-
ing the buds and shoestring potatoes for the
thorns, and a steaming Mount Saint Helens
sculpture,

Last Days of Vienna was voted ‘‘Most
Popular’' by attendees: a tea party of white
chocolate cups filled with chocolate on a light-
and-dark-chocolate-checkered tablecloth.
‘“Best went to Homage to My
Parents, a plastic box lined on the bottom with
sacramental topped with Cheerios,
raisins, and candied violets. A ceramic musical
figure holding the keys decorated the top of
the closed and locked box. ‘““Most Colorful””
was We Quir Thinking about It and Dipped

Fantasy"’

wafers,

Vida Pavesich

Our Panties in It, a tiled bathroom floor *
cigarette butts, stockings, underpants, and
all dipped in rich chocolate. Christo Phallu
Fine Art—a pate wrapped and tied
dough—won ‘‘Most Appropriately Title
““Tastiest’’ went to Maguette for a Propt
Medal of Art, a medallion of pie crust fi
with ground meat. On top was a chicken
for plucking to symbolize the artist, an ac
to symbolize the critic, a tapeworm for
dealer, a dull knife for the eternal spirit,
two coins as the object of desire, A *“*Spe
Judges’ Award’’ went to an untitled sculp
of a big bread door with spun-sugar wind
panes opening onto a field of wheat g
where a Kool-Aid laser beam poured intc
egg filled with rising dough.
Immediately following the viewing and ju
ing, the crowd consumed the artworks.
—Melanie A

Architecture

Boston Piece of Pei

Nati
seen

If you've been to Washington’s
Gallery lately, you've probably
smudge. Located at chest level on the soa

fin that flanks the entrance to architect 1

A curved skylight runs the length of I. M.
Pei’s new West Wing for the Boston Muse¢
of Fine Arts.




Build your own private library
for less than $20 a month!

In a time-honored
collecting tradition . ..

the greatest books of the
greatest writers of all time.

Each volume bound in genuine

leather and fine fabric . ..
the leather embellished with
22 karat gold.

Imagine being able to glance
up at vour bookshelf, and see
there your own private library.
With its pl'nlld expanse of
leather spines, richly
ornamented in gold, bearing
the titles of the greatest books
ever written.

Here, clearly, would be
something of permanence in a
changing and uncertain world.
.‘umn‘l}nnu to treasure now ...
and to pass along to future

generations in vears to come.

A treasure, indeed, you might

think—but surely an expensive

luxury, out of step with these
inflationary times? Far from it.
For this is The Heirloom
Library of the World’s Greatest

Books. Fifty enduring works of

genius, selected by a
distinguished board of
advisers, In the handsome
Collector’s Edition, bound in
genuine leather and fine
fabrics. Ornamented with
exclusive designs, the spines

embellished with 22 karat gold.

And issued at the convenient
rate of one a month, for Just
$19.50 a volume—a price
guaranteed for the duration of
vour \Ill)\('l'iI!liUl]. However,
you need make no long-term
commitment, \.(-lll nl.l'\ ('J]ll'('l
vour subscription at any time,
upon 30 days’ notice,

THE HEIRLOOM LIBRARY OF THE WORLD'S GREATEST BOOKS - Collector's Edition

The Franklin Library, Franklin Center, Pennsylvania 19091

As a subscriber to the

Heirloom Library, you would
enjoy, whenever you wish, the
rich pleasure of taking one of
these books from your
shelf—with its fragrance of
leather, its satisfving weight in
vour hands. You would savor a
moment of anticipation as you
open the volume, to see your
own inscribed |1|)tll\‘p];lt(-’ on the
decorated l‘ll(ll)ilpt'l'h. You
would leaf through the pages at
vour leisure, admiring the
tarnish-free gilded edges. ..

the crisp, legible type ... the
wonderfully evocative
illustrations.

'\l)”\(_" ||.]l. }'(l‘! \\"]]1](] l)(' ilI)I"
to enter at will , ., as one
embarking on a voyage of

. the world of
Hemingway or Melville,
Shakespeare or Dante, Dickens
or Mark Twain. The greatest
books ever written, in bindings

discovery ..

worthy of the incomparable
works they contain.

Your private library will
include the most perfect, most
timeless classics of all . . .

Great Expectations. Moby Dick.
Huckleberry Finn. The Odyssey.
Paradise Lost. The Divine
Comedy. A Farewell To Arms.
The Arabian Nights. Towering,
unforgettable works of romance
and adventure . .. wit and
humor.. power and
compassion. Books that are,
and always will be,
indispensable to any fine

home library.

By the time your library is
complete, even ordinary books
are likely to be selling for more
than $19.50. For the costs of
materials, and of printing and
binding, are rising almost daily.
And thus it may never again be
possible to offer subscriptions
to the Collector’s Edition of
The Heirloom Library at this
guaranteed low price.

To be sure of acquiring this
remarkable private library for
no more than $19.50 a volume,
please mail the attached form
by September 30, 1981.




Pei’s East Building, the dark stain on the gray
stone testifies to the thousands of visitors
whose instinctive response to the edifice is to
walk up and touch it.

Passersby are not likely, however, to fondle
Pei’s new West Wing of the Museum of Fine
Arts in Boston, which opened in late July. Its
unprepossessing exterior mutes its modernism,
disguising the potentially chimerical union of
the wing with Guy Lowell’s stately 1909
museum. But the spendid interior, which turns
the wing into a cathedral of natural light, is
quite as startling as that of Pei’s Washington
gallery, while a good deal more comfortable
and inviting.

Not so long ago Pei's name was mud in
Boston, when the windows in his towering
John Hancock Building kept falling out. The
blame for that disaster remains to be fixed con-
clusively, but a skyscraper that threatened to
be an unusable, dangerous monstrosity is now
generally acclaimed for its glassy and graceful

Cross Country

place in the downtown Boston skyline.
Responses to Pei's new West Wing have so
far been uniformly favorable. The Museum of
Fine Arts regards Pei’s addition as the institu-
tion’s most important event of the century. The
West Wing’s inaugural exhibition, ‘‘The Great
Bronze Age of China,” will be on view through
September 27. The exhibition was made pos-
sible by grants from the Coca-Cola Company,
the National Endowment for the Humanities,
and the Robert Wood Johnson, Jr. Charitable
Trust. In its last stop of a five-city United States
tour, the China show has never been more
handsomely exhibited. —David Roberts

The Personification of Palladio

He started as a mason specializing in
monuments and decorative sculptures; his
name was then Andrea di Pietro della Gon-
dola. He became Palladio, the greatest ar-
chitect of sixteenth-century northern Italy and

one of the most influential figures in all
Western architecture. The most American
buildings, the White House, Mount Vern
and Monticello, are all Palladian.

Palladio died 400 years ago, but his
fluence persists in columned bank buildin
pedimented homes, and classical facad
Commemorating the anniversary of his dea
“The Drawings of Andrea Palladio™ »
organized by the International Exhibitic
Foundation and funded by grants from Fi
S.p.A./Turin, Italy, and the National Endc
ment for the Arts. It is a major exhibition c«
taining more than 130 drawings and schedu
for a yearlong, six-city tour.

“Drawings’’ was at the National Gallery
Art in July and the Art Institute of Chicago
August. From September 15 through Octol
30, it will be at the Ackland Art Museu
University of North Carolina, Chapel H
then at the San Antonio Museum of A
November 15 to December 31. In 1982, 1
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INCORPORATED

WILLARD METCALF
(1858-1925)

“The Pool”

oil on canvas: 36 x 36 inches
signed, dated: lower right

312/664-9620

100 EAST OHIO, CHICAGO, IL 60611




‘ogg Art Museum at Harvard will host it from
anuary 15 to February 28, followed by the
irooks Memorial Art Gallery in Memphis,
Aarch 15 through April 30.

Dance

Tharp Turns Talking Heads

first it was the music of the Beach Boys, then
hat of John Simon and Bruce Springsteen.
Jow choreographer Twyla Tharp has chosen
o set her works to the music of David Byrne,
ead singer/composer for the new wave rock
rroup, Talking Heads.

“] heard David's Talking Heads recordings
ind someone told me he had seen my company
serform in Los Angeles,”” Tharp says of her
‘hoice. ‘1 discovered that he lived in New
York not far from my studio, so I contacted
1im and offered him a commission to create a

Cross Country

score for a full-length company piece.”

The piece, as yet untitled, is a blend of
abstract, mime, and character dance set
against elaborate sets by Santo Loquasto and
lighting by Jennifer Tipton. ‘‘Amongst other
things, it is about the horrible family,”” Tharp
explains. ‘‘“While most of the dancing and all
of the music are evolving alongside each other,
David and I describe the style as modern and
ancient.”

The work will receive its world premiere dur-
ing the Twyla Tharp Dancers season at the
Winter Garden in New York, September
22-October 17. The company will also present
the New York premieres of Short Stories,
which was first performed this year in Los
Angeles; Uncle Edgar, premiered earlier this
year in Elmira, New York; and Assorted
Quartets, which was given its first performance
last year at the Saratoga Performing Arts
Center Summer Festival.

Following the New York season, the Twyla

Tharp Dancers will perform November 12 and
13 at the University of Florida in Gainesville;
November 16 and 17 at the Kentucky Center
for the Performing Arts in Louisville;
November 19-21 at The Fox in Atlanta; and
December 3-5 in the Auditorium Theater in
Denver.

For more information about the New York
season call 212/966-2590. —Judith A. Jedlicka

Noh Show

Ancient theater and dance forms of Japan,
with their exaggerated painted faces and
brightly colored costumes have a timeless,
universal appeal. These historical Japanese
performing arts will be highlighted during a
four-night festival of concerts beginning
September 15 at the Asia Society's Lila
Acheson Wallace Auditorium in New York.
The performances conclude a national tour by
the Classical Performing Arts Friendship Mis-

santa f€ €ast
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Gallery
Guide

NEW MEXICO

Santa Fe

Ayocuan Gallery 127 East Water Street, 87501,
(505)983-8962. Specializing in Contemporary
Zapotec Indian weedings and antique and con-
temporary Mexican Indian masks.

Carol Thornton Gallery The Inn at Loretto,
87501, (505)982-4915. Representing Earl Biss,
Bert Seabourn, Don Chunestudey, Dyanne
Strongbow, Carol Thornton and Nathan Begaye.

Dewey/Kofron Gallery 74 East San Francisco
Street, 87501, (505)982-8478. Fine art of
American West and American Indian paint
ings. Sculpture. Museum quality artifacts, pot-
tery, baskets, jewelry, and plains beadwork.

Field Contemporary 110 Old Santa Fe Trail
and across from La Fonda, 87501,
(505)983-7886. September show: Gallery artists
group show. Thursday, October 8, featuring
Southwestern subject matter by Katalin Ehling
(Batik).

Gallery of 21st Century El Centro Mall, 87501,
(505)983-2002. September: One woman show
featuring C.J. Wells (photo catalog available
upon request). For additional information
contact Steve Fox at the gallery.

Gondeck Gallery and Publisher Inn at Loretto,
211 Old Santa Fe Trail, 87501, (505)988-3580.
Featuring original Kevin Red Star, Robert Mon-
taya, Lynn Elton Baker, Gilbert Atencio and
King Kuka. Specializing in original lithographs
etchings, monoprints, monotypes , and wood-
carvings

Gallery Wall 104 Old Santa Fe Trail, 87501,
(505)988-4168. Gallery of contemporary art.
September show: paintings, lithographs, and
sculpture by Dan Namingha. Sculpture and
bronzes by Allen Houser. Cast paper and
welded metal sculpture by Chinese artist
Cheung Yee.

porary arts and crafts. New works by James
Faust, Tom Martin, Jean Promutico, Linda K.
Smith, Harold Joe Waldrum. September
11-October 3.

Jamison Galleries 111 East San Francisco Street,
87501, (505)982-3666. Visit our centrally located

.gallery during the Festival of the Arts. October

9-18. Traditional Southwestern art and
sculpture.

Kevin Red Star Studio 2200 West Alameda
Street, 87501, (505)471-2079. By appointment
only. American Indian Contemporary. Featur-
ing original paintings and graphics by Kevin Red
Star.

Linda Durham Gallery 400 Canyon Road,
87501, (505)988-1313. August 28- September 30:
Betty Moody Gallery of Houston at Linda
Durham Gallery featuring Jack Boynton, Lamar
Briggs, Bob Camblin, Roy Fridge, Lucas
Johnson, Ida Kohlmeyer, Charles Pebworth,
Don Shaw, Bill Steffy, Arthur Turner, Donald
Roller Wilson, and Dick Wray. October 2: One
man show of David Anderson. Metal sculpture.
October 9: Featuring 19th and 20th century
Master drawings.

Los Llanos Gallery 72 East San Francisco Street
on the Plaza, 87501, (505)983-1833. Fine arts
gallery showing Southwestern art: Amado Tena,
Jr., Harry Fonseca, Len Argrella, Kirk Hughey,
Gail Ohyama, Ben Buffalo, Grey Conoe, Tavlos
and Doug West.

Park Row Editions Inc. 2392 Johnson Street,
Santa Fe, 87501, (505)983-3866. Original fine
graphic art. Deal with Tom Palmore and Earl
Biss among others. Upcoming editions by Robert
Wade, Elaine Kurtz, Murray Dessner, Mel
Ramos, and Gary Rich.

Santa Fe East Galleries 200 Old Santa Fe Trail,
87501, (505)988-3103. ““Voices and Visions,"’
September 18-October 31, featuring Ben Shahn.
Catalogue available. Essays by Dr. Kenneth
Prescott, Martha Fleishman, John Canaday,
and Jacob Schulman

Heydt/Bair Gallery 376 Garcia Street, 87501,
(505)988-1379. Gallery hours: Monday-
Saturday 10-5. Contemporary art by Woody
Gwyn, Tom Berg, Earl Linerman, Bob
Haozous, Armond Lara and Garo Antreasian.

Hills Gallery 100 West San Francisco Street,
87501. (505)982-3867. Gallery of contem-

Seth’s Canyon Road 710 Canyon Road, 87501,
(505)983-6831. Featuring mostly traditional and
modern art. Paintings and sculpture.

Taos Poster 725 Canyon Road, 87501.
(505)983-4735, Contemporary Southwestern art.
Signed and unsigned limited edition posters,
sculpture, graphics, paintings, and pastels.
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Cross Country

sion of Japan, cosponsored by the Asia Soci
and the College of Fine Arts, University
California, Los Angeles.

On the evenings of September 15 and 16, 1
twenty-three-member troupe of Japan's t
performers will present Nihon Buyo,
Kabuki dance, and Naguato, both popu
music and dance forms dating from the s
teenth century. Performances on September
and 18 feature Noh, the Japanese classi
theater, and Kyogen, short comic interlude:

The festival is part of the Asia Societ
“Celebration of Asia’’ marking the inaugu
season of its new theater, which opened
April. Their performances also conclude a s
week program of cultural seminars and cc
ferences on the Japanese classical performi
arts for students and scholars from both he
and abroad, which began in August at UCL.
The Friendship Mission tour, which has al
appeared in Los Angeles and Washingtc
D.C., is supported by grants from t
Japanese Business Association of Southe
California and the Commemorative Assoc
tion for the Japan World Exposition (197
Ticket information is available by writing t
Asia Society box office, 725 Park Aveni
New York or calling 212/288-6400.

The classic Japanese arts of Noh, Nihon
Buyo, Naguato, and Kyogen will be
performed at the Asia Society in New York
as a part of a Friendship Mission Tour.




Cross Country

furt Adler, General Director of the San
rancisco Opera, appreciatively described by
is successor as “‘a benevolent despot.”’

Music

Adler’s Finale

\ change in leadership is always traumatic, but
28§ so in a democracy—where it may occur
wvery four years or so—than in an autocracy:
he San Francisco Opera, for instance. The
ipera has had only two general directors in its
ifty-eight-year history—Gaetano Merola, its
ounder, and, since 1953, Kurt Herbert Adler.
[he season beginning this month will be the
ast for Adler, seventy-six, who says he plans
o do some reading and resume conducting.
Adler’s hand-picked successor is Terry
vicEwen, fifty-two, chief of London Records;
ilthough the recording company specializes in
»pera, McEwen has never worked for an opera
ompany.

Adler, who joined the company in 1953 as
‘horus master, is going out with a bang. As he
suilt up the opera over the years, Adler
srought many new productions and per-
formers to the U.S.; several who made their
American debuts in San Francisco—Stuart
Burrows, Birgit Nilsson, Leonie Rysanek,
Leontyne Price—return for Adler’s finale
year. Anson Austin will make his American
debut in Franz Lehar’s The Merry Widow.

The fall season—a record seventy perform-
ances of eleven operas—includes two other
firsts for the company, Rossini's Semiramide

"Moonlight Gossip”

Katalin Ehling
Santa Fe Exhibition: October 9-31

J:lxlxl

110 Old Santa Fe Trail
Santa Fe, New Mexico 87501
505/983-7886

More people
goto museums
than play tennis,
go bowling,

jog, play softball,
or go fishing.
R e

National Endowment for the Arts || "

&
' ll!
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Carol
Thornton
Gallery

The Inn at Loretto
211 Old Santa Fe Trail
Santa Fe
New Mexico, 87501
505/988-4669

Earl Biss
oils and graphics

Bert Seabourn
watercolors and
graphics

Dyanne Strongbow
watercolors

Don Chunestudey
stone sculpture

Nathan Begaye
fired clay sculpture

Russel Sanchez
San lldefonso
black pottery

Carol Thornton
bronzes

Gallery hours
9:30 to 5 Daily
excluding Tuesday
9:30 to 2, Sunday
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(which opens the schedule September 11) and

Massenet’s Le Cid. New productions are
scheduled of Verdi’s Aida (with Luciano
Pavarotti singing Radames for the first time in
his career) and Bizet's Carmen (Adler’s last
production, closing December 13). Shostako-
vich's Lady Macbeth of Mtsensk will be per-
formed on the American stage for the first time
in forty-five years. Adler’s farewell season also
includes: Massenet’s Manon, Berg's Wozzeck,
Donizetti’s Lucia de Lammermoor, Wagner’s
Die Walkiire and Verdi’s Il Trovatore.

National Public Radio (NPR) will continue its
Peabody Award-winning broadcasts of the San
Francisco Opera, beginning with three produc-
tions from the summer season: Die Meister-
singer, Rigolerto, and Lear. The weekly broad-
casts begin September 12; check local listings for
exact times. Nine performances from the fall
season will follow, beginning October 3.

Mass Reunion

When the John F. Kennedy Center for the Per-
forming Arts in Washington, D.C., celebrates
its tenth anniversary this month, its Opera
House will reprise the work that opened the
center: Leonard Bernstein’s Mass. Bernstein's
work is a vibrant ‘‘theater piece’’ that com-
bines elements of the traditional Latin Mass,
rock music, and modern dance. Mass not only
launched the Kennedy Center in 1971, it also
ignited the careers of its performers. Both

Leonard Bernstein, whose Mass both
opened the Kennedy Center and marks its
tenth anniversary celebration.

dancer Judith Jamison and lyric baritone Al
Titus have since become major stars.

In the past ten years, the best opera coi
panies in the world have graced the stage of t
Opera House: Berlin, Bolshoi, La Scala, Par
and Vienna. Balletomanes have seen t
Royal, Danish, Stuttgart, and Bolshoi cor
panies. Of course, the Metropolitan and Ne
York City opera companies and George Bala
chine’s New York City Ballet and tl
American Ballet Theatre have been regul
visitors. Perhaps most important of all, tl
Kennedy Center has given the Washingtc
Opera and National Symphony Orchest
(NSO) a stage to match their aspirations.

In September, Soviet cellist Mstisl:
Rostropovich begins his fifth season as tl
NSO’s music director with an ambitious repe
tory, including works commissioned for ti
orchestra from William Walton and Jacc
Druckman. The Eisenhower Theatre
scheduled to start its season with Claudet
Colbert in a three-week run of a new comec
thriller, A Talent for Murder. Then it will ho
Tom Courtenay in The Dresser, winner (¢
London’s “‘Best Actor’’ and ‘‘Best Play’’ la
season. Later in the fall John Mauceri oper
the Washington Opera with La Boheme.

—Peter J. Ognibene
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HUNTINGTON T.BLOCK
INSURANCE

2101 L Street, N.W.
Washington, D.C. 20037
Telephone 202/223-0673 or
800/424-8830 Toll Free

Telex 892596

Taxes, American silver, investment prob-

lems, prints, Oriental arts, buying trends,
English silver, Americana. . . $8 BILLION
LET THE EXPERTS g

ANSWER YOUR QUESTIONS TO SPEND

If you are an advertiser seeking an untapped af-
fluent audience of art enthusiasts, HORIZON magazine,
il America’s magazine of the arts, is for you. According to

our fall 1980 readership survey by Marketing Asso-
@/34/ M @Q f’ ciates, the average HORIZON subscriber has $132,971

in investment holdings not including his home. For up-

W @aw @%/pég %Ww scale advertisers that translates into almost $8 billion
available for reinvestment in goods and services

Mé M HORIZON's New York advertising professionals

would like to tell you more interesting facts about our

24 - 25, 1988 quality audience. Call or write Susan Meskil or John Pox-

@% @: %/ ton today for an appointment or additional information.
New York Office
@%«» W @ Susan E. Meskil

John Poxton
488 Madison Ave.
New York, N.Y. 10022
(212) 759-5531

Frformation: 205-I45-0978
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Canada

Hurtubise Expresses Himself

Van Gogh left evangelism; Gauguin grew im-
patient with stockbrokering and fled to Tabhiti.
The art world is loaded with renegades from
other professions. Jacques Hurtubise (pro-
nounced URCH-uh-bees) taped canvases to
the refrigerator as a teenager, painted
everything in sight, and changed his mind
about taking over the family grocery store. In-
stead he enrolled at Montreal’s Ecole des
Beaux Arts in 1956, and has since built a
reputation as one of Canada’s leading modern
expressionist painters. The Vancouver Art
Gallery, in cooperation with Hurtubise and
borrowing many of the artist’s own canvases
—never before exhibited—has organized an

Top: One of Canada’s leading “‘action”
painters, Jacques Hurtubise working on
Tapocalips—a large acrylic-and-charcoal
painting. Right: Tangara, 1978, acrylic-and-
charcoal on canvas, 61 x 81 inches.
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Announcing

for 30 days...

without obligation to buy. And we will send you “Boating”

absolutely free.

“Wild
Honeysuckle™
official issue of
Southern Living Gallery®
and the United States Historical Society

For more than two years the
United States Historical

\ Society and Southern

N\ Living Gallery” have

\ been researching

\ and planning a

\ series of plates that

| capture in fine art

| the natural beauty

| of our Southland’s

' wildflowers and

their lush surround-

ings—a series of

twelve limited edition

porcelain collector’s

plates that you, your

grandchildren, and gen-

erations yet to come can

cherish and enjoy. And now,

we're pleased to announce that “Wild Honeysuckle,” the first issue
of WILDFLOWERS OF THE SOUTH, is ready.

Each plate in the WILDFLOWERS OF

THE SOUTH series will be an outstand-
ing example of the porcelain maker’s art.
A full 9 inches in diameter, rimmed and

hand-numbered in precious 24-karat gold,

with art transfers prepared by Bavarian

craftsmen and fired onto Royal Windsor ™

porcelain. Limited to an edition of
19,500, each plate will be individually
hand-numbered in gold. Should you de-
cide to collect the entire series, each plate
you receive will have the same registra
tion number.

Ralph Mark
Southern Living® artist

Mark’s works are well known to readers of
Southern Living® His paintings of the
South’s flora and fauna have been captur
ing their imagination since 1974. Like the
wildflowers and wildlife he loves to paint.
Mark is a native of the South; he grew up in
Birmingham and graduated from Auburn
University. Described as a “romantic im
pressionist,” he has, according to art con-
sultant Margo Lewis, “the rare talent of
combining an almost photographic exact
ness with selective detail that adds warmth
and impact.”

Mark describes WILDFLOWERS OF
THE SOUTH as, “The most important
work of my career.”

Twelve original paintings
transferred to fine porcelain

QUEEN ANNE'S
-  LACI

FLOWERING
DOGWOOD

Wild Honevsuckle. Frost Aster, Flowering
Dogwood, Bee Balm, Queen Annes Lace,
Bluebonnet. Buttercup. Regal Lily, Southern
Magnolia. Lady Slipper Orchid. Birdsfoot
Violet. Black-Eyed Susan.

Generations yet to come can share the
precious legacy of flowers growing with-
out cultivation or human intervention—
nature’s own legacy. preserved on fine
porcelain, an art form that is both practi-
cal and elegant.

wersof the South

tant first edition in your home

“Boating” Masterpiece
yours Free

Examine “Wild o e
Honeysuckle™ 7
in the privacy
of your

home and
Southern
Living ‘
Gallery® will
send you a spe-
cial gift—an ele-
gant art masterpiece
on porcelain, “Boating,”

by Edouard Manet—a plate that com-
pares in every way with plates selling for
$40 to $50. Whether you decide to own
“Wild Honeysuckle” or not, this free
plate is your gift to keep. Display it in any
room in your home, or give it to some-
one you love. It’s yours forever to do with
as you choose.

Opitefloniers of the South

RESERVATION COUPON

YES. Please enroll me in the WILD-
FLOWERS OF THE SOUTH plate ser-
ies and send me “Wild Honeysuckle.” I
understand that you will assign me the
lowest registration number available and
that same number will appear on every
plate I collect. The price of $49.50 (plus
postage and handling) applies to every plate
I collect in the series.

I need send no money now. I will be in-
voiced when “Wild Honeysuckle” is ready
to be shipped. If I decide to keep “Wild
Honeysuckle™ after my 30-day examina-
tion, you will send me additional plates
at the rate of about one every other month.
Each plate will be sent for a 30-day exami-
nation and I may return any [ do not wish
to keep. I may cancel my membership any-
time I choose simply by notifying vou.
“Boating” is mine to keep absolutely free
just for examining “Wild Honeysuckle’
Please print or call toll-free
(1-800-633-4712) between 8:00 a.m.-
4:30 p.m. Central Daylight Time
Name
Address
City
State/Zip
WILDFLOWERS OF THE SOUTH
Southern Living® Gallery

United States Historical Society

P.O. Box 2262 Birmingham, AL 35201

._______.___________._.__._._..._.___..._______._..__________._._‘
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“Falling Leaves-Arroyo Seco”  oil on canvas 30" x 36"

THE
JAMISON
GALLERIES

111 East San Francisci 1
Santa Fe. New Mex
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Trans World

exhibition of sixty-nine works from the ps
two decades. The show is traveling to tl
Musee d’Art Contemporain in Montreal th
month, where it will open September 24 ar
remain on exhibit through November 8.

Hurtubise paintings resemble circa-19
Jimi Hendrix LP covers, with flames of col
and electric contrasts. His work remains, |
says, basically unaffected by artists arour
him: *I wanted to become a man that c:
make paintings that are himself and nothir
else. It will go on and on, but I feel that nov
the point I'm at now, I can say this is my shov
this is Jacques Hurtubise.”’

A Desire Named Streetcar

The year was 1909. Women in cotton law
blouses with lace jabots cinched into wid
belts, ankle-length skirts brushing lace-u
shoes, grabbed the arms of men in derbie:
shredded-wheat mustaches, and vested suit
with watch fobs, to scramble aboard the newl
opened trolley-car system in Calgary, Alberte
The same scene was taking place in countles
other cities across Canada and the Unite
States, as city politicians heralded and installe
the lines for a modern, streamlined form o
transportation. Within fifty years, streetcar
had gone the way of the passenger pigeon, th
saber-toothed tiger, and the dodo bird. Buse
were the coming thing: buses that could pas
one another, were not restricted to predeter
mined routes, and used the same lanes a

Calgary’s first streetcar, photographed with
its founders at its 1909 christening. The
recent streetcar revival has inspired a unique
exhibition at the Glenbow Museum.




Trans World

butomobiles that, by then, were common.

The Glenbow Museum of Calgary, which in France
he past has staged such unusual exhibitions as
primitive mothers’ parkas and a pile of pennies Paris Meets Paris

called, fittingly, ‘“1,000,000 Pennies’’), has
prganized a nostalgic showing called ‘‘Fast, The last and most ambitious of four interna-
Frequent and Safe: The Calgary Municipal tional retrospectives at the Georges Pompidou
ailway 1909-1950.” Including such trolley- Center in Paris is ‘‘Paris-Paris: Creations in
ar memorabilia as uniforms, tokens, the France, 1937-1957."" Like its predecessors
greaseman’s switch bar, an air-brake pressure —‘‘Paris-New York," ‘‘Paris-Berlin’’ and
gauge, and a streetcar air whistle, the display ‘‘Paris-Moscow’'—the current exhibition
of artifacts is supplemented with a collection communicates the spirit of a culture and an age
of photographs, illustrations, and cartoons through a multimedia presentation whose ef-

that transports visitors back to a day when ur- fect is telescopic: one feels as if twenty years
ban life was a bit slower and, at least in happen in a single afternoon.
retrospect, more colorful. Sprawling over the Pompidou Center’s vast

Appropriately or ironically enough, *‘Fast, fifth-floor gallery, ‘‘Paris-Paris’’ takes up for-
Frequent and Safe’’ coincides with the opening ty rooms, each devoted to an artistic or
in Calgary of a new trolley-car system—or — - -

Light Rail Transit, its contemporary Willy Ronis’ Nude in Provence, /1949, is
equivalent. ‘‘Fast, Frequent and Safe’’ re- among many works on display during *‘Paris-
mains open through September 27. Paris” at Beaubourg through November 2.

American

Roy Lichtenstein Painting and
Sculpture

Represented by Early and Contemporary
Leo Castelli Gallery Appraisals

Estate Consultations

420 WeSt Broadwa\/, NeW York Research Department
212/431.5160 Catalogues Available

We are interested in purchasing
finest quality paintings
at premium prices

Graphics available at

Castelli Graphics
4 East 77th Street, New York P
212/288.3202 a — (& @GIRAMIAM —

1014 Madison Avenue (at 78th Street)
New York 10021 + Telephone (212) 535-5767

Member, Art Dealers Association of America
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historical theme: surrealism, Picasso, the Nazi
occupation, daily life in the fifties. The variety
and amplitude of its paintings, posters, films,
books, etchings, photographs, manuscripts,
and sculptures amount to a cultural immersion
bath, and represent another innovative
triumph for a museum whose reason for being
is to restore to Paris the primacy in contem-
porary art it relinquished to New York after
MOMA opened in 1929.

Among the exhibition’s paintings are such
canonized works as Matisse's Blue Nude (1952)
and The Sword-Swallower (1947), Picasso’s
L’Aubade (1942), Antonin Artaud’s Self-
Portrait (1946), and Kandinsky’s Reciprocal
Agreement (1942). One room is devoted entire-
ly to Alberto Giacometti’s sculptures. Abstract
art has five rooms, literature has three, and
sacred art has one.

The most powerfully affecting artifacts are
those relating to the occupation. They are rare-
ly shown in France and draw more absorbed

Trans World

attention than anything else on display. There
is something guilty about every one of
them—from the poster urging Frenchmen to
work in Germany for the glory of the Third
Reich to the film showing well-dressed Pari-
sians struggling to maintain their dignity as
they are ferried around the empty streets of the
city on chauffeur-driven bicycles.
‘*Paris-Paris’’ closes November 2.
— Thomas Noland

Spain

Score Juan for Culture

When Juan March Ordinas died in 1962, he left
behind one of Spain’s largest fortunes. Ordinas
owned banks, factories, newspapers, ships, and
tobacco fields, and was prime financier behind
Franco's 1936 seizure of power. He also left one
of Europe’s finest art foundations.

The Juan March Foundation, located in
spectacular six-story building surrounded by
lawns and sculptures in a fashionable distric
of Madrid, celebrated its twenty-fifth anniver
sary last year. Its track record is remarkabl
for a country not popularly considered
cultural mecca: for twenty-five years the foun
dation has offered 5,000 grants, sponsore
hundreds of concerts, expositions an
seminars, published almost 200 books, an
served as the center of Spanish artistic activity

On a trip to the foundation on any given da
you may visit the main exhibit on the groun
floor, go downstairs to hear a lecture or concer
in either of two halls, or wander up to th
second-floor library and flip through any o
100,000 books, theses, magazines, and journals

General Director Jose Luis Yuste says h
and his fifty-member staff are aiming for
university-educated and professional audience
““Popular consciousness about culture is con
nected to the standard of living in a society,’

N’

SUNRISE SPRINGS
INN + CONFERENCE CENTER

Call for reservations (800) 545-2177
(505) 471-3600 Mgjor Credit Cards

A SPECIAL PLACE IN SANTA FE

SunRise Springs 1s a lovely Country Inn
and unmique conference and workshop
laciity for small groups Suites available

Located on 33 acres, built around two
natural spring-fed ponds Blending of
old adobe, new solar arc hitectural forms
and expernimental gardens

A retreat for renewing Indian Sweat
lodge, hot tub, massage, jogqging trail,
and comphmentary SunRise breakfast

With an emphasis on quality

e ——————————
R —
“HILLS IS
THE BEST PLACE
TO SEE
ABROAD SAMPLING
OF GOOD
CONTEMPORARY
NEW MEXICO WORK”
ART in AMERICA magazine,1980

HILLS GALLERY

SANTA FE. NEW MEXICO 87501
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he Juan March Foundation, housed in this
x-story Madrid edifice, is currently
yoying both public and curatorial success.

: explains. ““The cultural life in Spain has
:en very discontinuous owing to its turbulent
story over the past two centuries, but
iltural creation has always existed here.’’ The
roblem, according to Yuste, has been lack of
tistic promotion, and the foundation is
1anging that.

Yuste is justly proud of public response to
ost exhibitions. One of this year’s twenty-
ght art shows, a Matisse exhibition, had the
rgest attendance of any Juan March show
s far—150,000 visitors. Yuste predicted
1at success, but even more rewarding has been
1¢ high attendance for smaller exhibits. A col-
ction of Goya engravings, for example, is
arrently touring the country and having
emendous and unexpected success in the
rovinces. With the donation this year by the
rtist Fernando Zobel of the entire Cuenca
fuseum of Spanish Abstract Art—one of the
nest collections in the country—the founda-
on will be even better equipped to share the
ation’s art with the Spanish people.

The Juan March Foundation is open seven
ays a week:; admission is free. This month the
ioya engravings continue their journey
wough Spain in Galicia, and several Cuenca
cquisitions will be exhibited in Madrid.

—Ruth McKay
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POSTER

ACRYLIC
MASONITE
CUT-OUTS

WATERCOLORS

72 E. San Francisco St.
Santa Fe, NM. 87501
505-983-1833

‘Kevin Red Star

“Small War Party”
Etching / Image 4" x12" / Ed. 60

KEVIN RED STAR STUDIO
2200 West Alameda
Santa Fe, New Mexico 87501
(505) 471-2079
-by appointment only-

GONDECK GALLERY
AND PUBLISHER
The Inn at Loretto
211 Old Santa Fe Trail
Santa Fe, New Mexico 87501
(505) 988-3580
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China

Apres Mao, La Deluge

Seventy paintings and a dance troupe join
U.S. diplomatic corps to China this montt
part of the 1979 Agreement signed by b
governments in the wake of the 1966 Cultt
Revolution. Supplied by the Boston Muse
of Fine Arts and organized by Theodore
Stebbens, curator of American paintings at
museum, the art collection spans 250 years
includes such lop- American painters
William Aiken Walker, James Whistler, M
Cassatt, Childe Hassam, Edward Hopper, ¢
Jackson Pollock. The Boston Museum coll
tion, scheduled for display in Peking :

James Peale’s A Porcelain Bowl with Fruit
1830, 162 x 22V inches, oil on canvas, is
one American painting touring China.

GENUINE CONTEMPORARY ZAPOTEC
INDIAN RUGS AND TAPESTRIES

We are proud to present for sale in our shop in Santa Fe, rugs and wall
lapestries from the oldest and finest weaving tradition in the Americas, that
of the Zapotec Indians

Using methods developed from processes evolved 2,000 years ago in the
weaving of sisal and cotton, the Zapotecs of today still card, spin, and dye
wool for their rugs completely by hand

Flowers, trees, vegetables, leaves, nuts and some animal substances, such
as cochineal, are used for coloring the wools, giving these completely hand-
crafted pieces color that is softer and more lasting than chemical tints which
are used in most readily available contemporary weaving

Color Catalog of Currently Avallable Pleces - $10
127 East Water Street
Santa Fe, New Mexico 87501
505/983-8962
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TAOS POSTER CO.

204 KIT CARSON RD.
TAOS, NEW MEXICO
505/758-1141

Contemporary Southwestern
Signed Limited Editions

and Graphics. Also
featuring all of the
Georgia O'Keeffe

%
Southwestern oY posters

0
Contemporary O\
Arts: Sculpture, ¢
Paintings, Pastels,
Graphics, Signed Posters
Opening date, August1,1981

505/983-4735
725 CANYON RD.
SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO

AN AMERICAN PLACE

22

HORIZON SEPTEMBER 1981




shanghai, marks the first showing of
American paintings in China since the 1979
\greement unlocked the doors for artistic and
liplomatic exchange.

For those Chinese preferring performing
irts, the Jerome Robbins Chamber Dance
Zompany will plie through thirteen perform-
inces in three weeks across the People's
Republic. Scheduled visits from the company
nclude the Tiangiao Theater in Peking, the
Zity Hall Municipal Auditorium in Peking,
ind Canton, where the Americans will conduct
1 workshop with the Guangzhou Folk Dance
Zompany.

Both tours are sponsored by U.S. Interna-
iional Communication Agency, the administra-
tive arm that maneuvered the 1979 Agreement.
The Chinese Ministry of Culture continues its
involvement in the two nations’ cultural crash
courses with a Chinese film festival scheduled to
debut this fall in Washington, D.C., New York
City, Los Angeles, Berkeley, and Chicago.

Trans World

Ireland
" An Cafe Literia -

Nearly a century has passed since Yeats, Synge,
and Lady Gregory inspired a Gaelic renaissance
and major Irish writers struggled to harness the
language’s lively Celtic meter and master its
quirky antiphonal harmonies. Now the Irish
government is encouraging the dissemination of
Gaelic literature—modern novels, histories, and
travelogues, and a second flowering of old
ballads, songs, and plays.

Gaelic is everywhere: on road signs, in news-
papers, and most strikingly in the west, where
it has been spoken for centuries by the people
of County Kerry's green hills and doll-like
fishing villages. In the two-story town of
Dingle, a charming literary cafe is emblematic
of the country’s resolute plank-walk toward
linguistic isolation—which, like so much of

Irish life, is at once absurd and appealing.

An Cafe Literia, on a hill overlooking the
town, has a library-bookstore in front and six
tables in a brightly lit cafe behind. The raison
d’etre of the place is its extensive collection of
Gaelic dictionaries,
literary works, and translations. The staff is
English speaking, but the hand-lettered posters
taped to the wall, the scroll-like **Literary Map
of Ireland,” even the cafe's thick wooden
tables contribute to the feeling that what in-
forms the workers’ genial smiles is a perverse
determination to ignore the modern world—a
world that cannot read most of what is for sale
in the shop, and doesn’t care to.

Down the hill, five village children play tag.
Can they speak Gaelic? **Oh yes. We take it in
school.”” Laughing, they utter a few words:
words that stretch back to a time long before
there was English or England even—words
that, in their ancient musical perversity, suit
the Irish and no one else. —Thomas Noland [

grammars, spellers,

RAMON KELLEY: Market at San Miguell de Allende, pastel, 16" x 20".

Traditional &
Contemporary Art
Paintings & Sculpture

710 Canyon Road * Santa Fe, New Mexico 87501
505/983-6831
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Hanging
Offenses

Rogues in the Gallery: The Modern
Plague of Art Thefts, by Hugh
McLeave. Boston: David R. Godine,
1981. 288 pages, thirty-five black-
and-white illustrations. $14.95.

During the past twenty years,
about one in every twenty works
of art in existence has been stolen:
in Italy alone, 12,000 objects each
year. At $100 million per annum—a figure that
has doubled since 1970—art theft amounts to
the world's second most lucrative crime,
following drug smuggling. But the true loss is
incalculable: only one in every eight or nine
stolen art works will ever be recovered.

This alarming phenomenon involves a com-
plex knot of issues. As thieves have become
more sophisticated, their techniques have
evolved. The old system of dumping stolen
paintings on unscrupulous dealers or fences
who in turn sold them (usually after an ap-
propriate wait) to private collectors has given
way to more fiendish extortions. Now thieves
often threaten to destroy stolen masterpieces
unless a ransom is paid. Other thieves simply
grab, no questions asked, the reward money
offered by the insurance companies whose on-
ly alternative is to pay the victimized museum
or collector the full value of the stolen works.

Experts (and laws around the world)
disagree on the very definition of art theft. If
the wholesale removal of antiquities con-
stitutes theft, then the Earl of Elgin and
Heinrich Schliemann were two of history’s
greatest art thieves. In the early 1970s Thomas
Hoving of New York's Metropolitan Museum
of Art got embroiled in a nasty controversy
over a priceless vase it was suggested may have
been pilfered from Etruscan ruins; top officials
from Boston's Museum of Fine Arts were
questioned about an acquisition in Italy of a
hitherto unknown Raphael canvas.

In the face of the complexity of his subject,
Hugh McLeave has opted for a narrative
strategy designed to enliven a book full of
murky dealings among half-identified
miscreants. A former crime reporter, McLeave
casts his chapters as a series of true-detective
case studies. They open as formulaically as the
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Vincenzo Perugia, former Louvre workman
who made off with the Mona Lisa, is one of
Hugh McLeave's Rogues in the Gallery.

most avid crime buff could wish: “‘Drizzling
rain was falling when Madame Baptistine
Roux arrived at the Colombe d’Or restaurant
she owned in Saint-Paul-de-Vence at 1:30 a.m.
on April 1, 1960. . . .”

The strategy has mixed results. The you-are-
there tone camouflages the dreary sameness of
the heists and bargainings. For every hero of
art recovery, like the Italian detective Rodolfo
Siviero, there are a score of faceless thugs,
middlemen, and anguished art lovers. To the
reader who grew up on Alec Guinness’ perfect-
crime comedies, Rogues in the Gallery offers
the temptation to identify and sympathize with
the *‘art-napper.”’

Kepton Bunton, for instance. A former taxi
driver living on a $19-a-week dole, he had
become outraged upon reading in the papers in
June 1961 that Goya's portrait of the Duke of
Wellington was sold for $336,000 as a patriotic
deed to keep the painting in England. His
peeve of the moment was that the government
was taxing old people for TV watching. Al-
though he had never heard of Wellington, he
decided to kidnap the painting and ransom it
in order to pay for TV licenses for senior
citizens. An overweight man of sixty, Bunton
hitchhiked to London, climbed into the Na-
tional Gallery at night via a lavatory window,
and made off with the Goya. Detectives soon
deduced that it must have been an inside job
pulled off by a team of professionals.

Over the next four years, in a series of ransom
notes sent to authorities, Bunton demanded
smaller and smaller sums for the return of the
painting. The experts got so involved in their

theories of international conspir:
that they unwittingly starved p«
Bunton out. In July 1965 he walk
into Scotland Yard and turn
himself in. During the time he h
the painting in captivity, Bunt
imagined that Wellington was st
ing at him ““in cold contempt’’ a
uttering such imprecations :
“Thou low-born wretch, I'll bre
thee for this.”

It makes a good story. But -
romance of Bunton's cruse
tends to obscure, in McLeav
telling, the stupid tragedy of m
art theft. We need to make equa
vivid in the imagination (as McLeave does ni
the hoods who deeply scratched a Rembrar
as they slid it through a broken window, or t
Matisse left in tatters by a gang that bungled
removal, or the bored oafs who used Mod
lianis and Utrillos for target practice. We ne
the constant reminder afforded by Rob
Adams’ recent The Lost Museum of all t
masterpieces we will never see again.

Just as McLeave has been seduced by t
crime-story genre, so he all too casually reso
to stock dialogue that may or may not actua
have been uttered. Did the British superinte
dent really say, ‘‘Blimey, it's bigger than t
Great Train Robbery"’? Did the skeptical co
struction worker who accidentally uncover
Sir Ronald Penrose's stolen Picassos a
Braques really mutter to his mate, ‘“We mig
get a few bob for the ones that are framed’

The determination to tell a rattling good tz
obscures the guts of McLeave's book.
biographer of Cezanne as well as a crir
fighter, he is for the most part firmly in cor
mand of his subject. The final chapter, a bri
analysis of what might be done to deter ¢
theft, cries out for expansion. Yet its ironi
are ineJuctable, its prognosis necessari
gloomy. Collectors and curators might wi
become more vigilant; Interpol, Scotlar
Yard, and the New York Police Departme
might further beef up their art-theft squad
governments ought to make uniform their lay
on import and export of art works. But tl
bottom line is that a civilization that conside
a painting to be worth millions of dollars mu
face the inevitable chance that someone w
steal it. In the Eastern Bloc countrie
McLeave points out, there are no art thieve
There is also no market, either legitimate «
black, for art itself. —David Rober
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ether the latest or the
est—in dance, music, art,
terature, theater, and
Im—HORIZON lets you in
n trends and digs up
istory’s secret story.

When Nureyev donned the

ecked jester suit of
ijinsky’s Petrouchka,
IORIZON stood in the wings

d recreated that moment.

When Lincoln Kirstein
evealed the inside story of
ounding the School of

erican Ballet with George
alanchine, HORIZON put
ou at the barre.

You've watched from the
ont row as de Mille,
avlova, and Laura Dean
aped and bounded through
IORIZON’s pages. Upcoming
erformances star Meredith

om young to old, from
ydney, Australia, to
louston, Texas—HORIZON
overs the innovators, the
reats of the footlights and
ooden floor.

When there’s a dance
=nsation, HORIZON's
ackstage. You can be, too.
ill out the card. Join in the
pplause.

Jox 517 Birmingham, AL 35201




B.B.Kingo

I don’t think there is a better blues
guitarist in the world than B. B. King.
—Eric Clapton, in an interview in
Rolling Stone

By 1967, B. B. King was known to Afro-Amer-
icans as one of the very best blues men. He had
had his first hit record in 1949, and he had
toured continually since 1954, playing an un-
surpassed 342 one-night stands in 1956; but by
1967, his name was scarcely familiar to white
audiences. True, some whites had bought and
treasured his records, and some at times even
ventured into black neighborhoods to see him
perform; but he had not yet played before an
audience that was predominantly white. Per-
haps because he had not diluted his blues with
jazz or pop, he had never gone to Europe; he
had never sung in a folk club; he had never
been invited to a jazz festival. The places in
which he played made up the *‘Chitlins Cir-
cuit, U.S.A.”

Early in 1967, he received an invitation from
a familiar San Francisco hall. “We used to
play the Fillmore before Bill Graham bought
it,”" he recalled recently. “‘I was booked out
there by the agency. When 1 got there, I didn’t
know that it had changed. It used to be about
90 to 95 percent black. This time it seemed to
be 98 percent white, so I thought maybe we
had gone to the wrong place. I knew we were
liked by some whites, but I didn’t know that
our popularity had reached the position where
we could play an audience where we’d have
mostly whites and go over. Bill carried me into
the same old dressing room we used to go to,
and I was very nervous—very, very nervous. I
was kind of frightened, 'cause I was consider-
ing how I would go over, if people would like
me this time.

“Bill Graham introduced me himself. He
said, ‘Now, ladies and gentlemen,’ shortly,
just like that, ‘I bring you the chairman of the
board, B. B. King.” That was the first time I
heard that. And at that time, when everybody
stood up, it was the first standing ovation I
ever had in my life. And I cried, ’cause I'd
never had it happen before. It was very touch-
ing to me. Everybody was honoring me so
much I was hoping I really deserved it. It’s a
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Theo Westenberger/Gamma Liaison

feeling I can’t describe to you. It’s almost like
going to another country where people don’t
understand what you are trying to say and
maybe you might need to call for an emergency
of some kind, and you can’t make anybody
understand. Well, I felt lost. It is kind of like
looking at a baby that’s crying, and you want
to help it but you don’t know how to.”

That concert was such a success that King
was booked into the Fillmore East, which he
played in early March, 1968, and a month later
at a private concert, in tandem with Janis
Joplin, in Greenwich Village. A few days after
the assassination of another King, Martin
Luther, Jr., it was a performance to remem-
ber. A rounded, middle-age black, of average
height, with a broad smile, advanced to the
middle of the small stage. His hair was process-
ed high on his head in a “‘conk’ style that
resembled a prosthetic crown. Behind him
were five musicians: a drummer, an organist, a
bassist, a trumpeter, and a saxophonist.

After making some now-forgotten remarks
about a premature death, he took a deep
breath, closed his eyes, and plucked a riff that

made his audience gasp in awe. No one th
had ever heard before could play guitar li
that, and no one has done so since. The no
were clear and crisply played, in a bouncing
guence; and they were played slower than mu
electric guitarists would, the fingers on Kin,
left hand bending each note for its particu
resonance. It was truly beautiful; it w
sublime. After a few more runs, he began
sing ‘‘Every Night I Got the Blues’’ in a vo
that was neither sweet nor harsh. Its ¢
distinction was that his lyrics were enunciat
with unusual clarity—more clearly than m
of the blues singers or even rock singers that
had already heard.

Since those career-turning concerts, B.
King has played in colleges both white a
black, in Central Park, in open-air festivals,
Radio City Music Hall, at night clubs both fz
cy and plain, and on national television. ]
has traveled around the world and played ev
in Africa and Asia. The Moscow news servi
Tass, reported that over 100,000 people :
tended his concerts in a month-long tour
Russia early in 1979, In the past dozen yea




he Blues

= has traveled beyond the Chitlins Circuit
ithout, in certain respects, ever leaving it.

He was in Manhattan again, as the top act
n a golden bill that also included Bobby Blue
land and Muddy Waters, two friends and col-
agues for over two decades. Even though
ckets cost an average of ten dollars apiece,
ey sold out a large Manhattan theater for
vo shows on Friday night and then sold out
ymphony Hall in Newark the following
ight—all 3,400 seats. He had enlarged his
ack-up group, so that it now had, in addition
) the bassist and the keyboard man, a rhythm
pitarist and six horn players, all led by a
onductor-arranger whom King introduced as
Mister Owens, Mister Calvin Owens.”” It is
ow called the B. B. King Orchestra.

His audiences at these concerts consisted
irgely of middle-age blacks, elegantly attired,
omplemented by a few younger whites, infor-
1ally dressed; and it was apparent that most of
1em had seen B. B. King perform before. He
ad only to pluck an opening riff before the
udience cheered its recognition of the song to
sllow. He rocked from side to side as he
layed, his eyebrows arching high and his face
oing through grimaces and smiles as he ex-
cuted spectacular crystalline runs; and then he
ulled the guitar way down to his right hip
‘hile he sang into a microphone across his left
houlder.

On both evenings, near the end of his set, he
romised a brand-new song, ‘“‘one I just wrote.
'm sure most of you have never heard it
efore. I’m almost scared to try it.”” After an
pening phrase on his guitar, the audience
new that he would again sing his masterpiece,
The Thrill Is Gone.” Even in the wake of
land and Waters, 1 sensed that everyone
new this man was still the King of the Blues.

We met in his Newark dressing room, just
efore his set. Unlike performers who prefer to
eep to themselves before they go on stage,
ing was affable and relaxed. He wore gold-
mmed glasses, bifocals; since he takes them
ff only when he goes on stage (because they
ide down his nose as he plays), most of his
ans would recognize him on the street less by
is face than by his left-hand ring of diamonds
st into the letters ‘“B. B.”” He spoke slowly

and somewhat formally, in great control of
what he was saying, only his elongated vowels
betraying his Mississippi origins.

King was born fifty-six years ago, on Sep-
tember 16, 1925, in the countryside between It-
ta Bena and Indianola, Mississippi, a few miles
west of Greenwood—notorious Greenwood,
right in the heart of the Mississippi Delta
region. His mother left his father when he was
four, taking her only child, then named Riley
B. King, back to her own home town,
Kilmichael, in the Mississippi hills east of
Greenwood. When she died five years later,
young King inherited her plantation hut and
lived alone amidst an extended family. ‘I
stayed there mostly because that was home to
me, instead of living with a relative here, a
relative there. Some of them 1 didn’t like
anyway. That’s one thing about those little
places. It’s kind of like a little village, a little
area where everybody knows everybody.
Everybody else in the area was my mom and
everybody my dad. You had guardians all
around you. You couldn’t play hooky from
school, like the city kid does,”” he
remembered, ‘*because if you were supposed
to go to school and you didn’t go, it would get
out that you didn’t. Anybody could chastise
you about it, anybody. You had no way out,
really. Usually most of the people in the area
knew you and liked you—white, black, and
what-have-you.”’

It was here that he learned singing in the
church and guitar from a minister uncle, and
before long he was regularly performing in a
gospel quartet. When school wasn’t in session,
he worked twelve hours a day in the fields,
mostly walking farm implements behind a
mule. ‘‘My education ended in the tenth grade.
I didn’t finish high school.”

During World War II, farm workers were
excused from military service if they stayed on
the farms, and they were paid more than the
$5.15 a month that King had previously receiv-
ed as a hired hand. For the first time in his life,
he had enough money to break the economic
stranglehold that would otherwise have kept
him on the plantation. He could afford to take
public buses to the Mississippi cities—Jackson,
Greenville, even Hattiesburg in the south

B.B. King has traveled
the world over

without ever leaving his
home: the stage.

By Richard Kostelanetz

—where he played the blues on streetcorners,
“‘making more money on a weekend than I
could in a week.'” At the end of the war, he
moved north to Memphis and lived for a while
with a cousin, the blues-man Bukka White.
(King’s mother’s mother and White’s mother
were sisters.) ‘““There was a lot I had to learn
when I moved to the city. I’'m still learning.”’

His first professional break was a ten-minute
daily program on a local radio station. He
played the blues and wrote jingles advertising
Peptikon Tonic. This show was so popular
that it was expanded to fifteen minutes and
moved to lunch time, and King was given an
additional hour-long disc-jockey program,
which had yet a second hour on Saturday. He
also formed a trio that included on piano a
young man named Johnny Alexander, Jr.,
who was later known as Johnny Ace. Their
first hit was ““Three O’clock Blues™ (1949).
Before long, Riley King was known as Blues
Boy King, or B. B. for short and just plain B to
his friends.

Meanwhile, he was beginning to tour outside
of Memphis, taping his radio program in ad-
vance of his absence; by 1954, he decided to
make touring his principal activity. ‘I noticed
that my popularity and income would be better
if 1 started moving about. I'd been to New
York by then, and a lot of the major cities, and
I came over pretty well.”’ In his book, Urban
Blues (1966), Charles Keil reprints an itinerary
for late November, 1962, that includes, on
eight successive nights: ‘““Rhythm Club, Baton
Rouge, LA; Stardust Club, Longview, TX;
High School, West Helena, ARK; Fairgrounds
Night Club, Muskogee, OK; Stevens, Jackson,
MI; Club Handy, Memphis, TN; Madison
Night Spot, Bessemer, ALA; Club Ebony, In-
dianola, MI.”” Every day King and the band
drove, and every night they played the blues.

Opposite page left and overleaf: These

are just some of the many faces of B. B.
King. Some crowds want to hear the old hits
while others want “‘something that's
happening.’’ King has learned to please
them all. Overleaf: Photograph by Sydney
Byrd/Gamma Liaison. Inset Photographs by
Theo Westenberger/Gamma Liaison
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“I’'m supposed to be
the guy who goes
out there to make the
audience feel good.”




o

“Each audience is kind
of like a lady. They
have a right to change
their mind.”

SEPTEMBER 1981

Even now, he is still performing at least
three hundred nights a year. A full sixteen
weeks of each year are spent in extended
residencies in Nevada hotels, and this is one of
the reasons why King moved his permanent
residence from 10 West Sixty-sixth Street, off
Central Park in Manhattan, to Las Vegas six
years ago. However, if you ask him where his
home is, he’ll point to the floor of his dressing
room and say, ““Here.”” Behind him were
stacks of unanswered letters; beside him was a
bag with his composing notebook and a por-
table tape recorder. The night after the per-
formance would be spent in a chartered bus
journeying from Newark to Buffalo.

King’s music is the blues, which is not gospel
and not jazz. Essentially the blues is songs,

B. B. King knows how to handle an
audience. After performing 300 days a year
for 30 years before 15,000 audiences, il's as
natural to him as singing.

customarily composed in a twelve-bar unit
whose lyrics fall into four-bar lines. The firs
line is often repeated, and the third ling
generally completes a rhyme. The lyrics of thg
blues are generally about disappointment (ang
thus about feeling blue), and the subject ang
symbolism of a blues song are usually sexual
The melody runs through a harmonic chord
progression that typically goes from tonic td
subdominant to dominant to subdominant ang
back to tonic (e.g., I, IV, V, IV, I). Most blue
singers accompany themselves on the guitar o




iano, usually with the help of a back-up
and. Within this comparatively strict form
ae blues singer creates his own variations.

With this definition in mind, we can see that
he blues differs from gospel, which is songs in
raise of the Lord; and blues differs as well
rom jazz, which is an expressionistic, freely
ormed, mostly instrumental music. The blues
Iso differs from work songs, which are meant
> sustain body rhythm, and from pop songs
/hose sentiments are contrary to the blues.
"he grandfathers of the blues were solo
ingers, both known and unknown, including,
mong the best, Robert Johnson and Blind
.emon Jefferson; their most familiar descen-
lants were the British rock groups of the early
nd middle sixties—the Beatles, the Rolling
itones, Cream, and the Bluesbreakers. In fact
nany of these pioneer rockers learned their in-
truments from listening to the records of
3. B. King.

King himself is self-taught. Had he actually
ieen drafted into World War II, he would
iave qualified for the postwar GI bill and thus
ould have gone to music school at govern-
nent expense. That he did not go to music
chool is more of a regret to him than one
night think; for, before any discussion of art
urns technical, he will tell you that the prin-
ipal tragedy of his professional life is that he
loes not have a musical education. “Wouldn’t
! be a sad thing,”’ he said, while looking at the
loor, ““if a person could speak but could not
vrite down what he’d want to say and pass it
m to someone else?”’ To compensate, King
ook correspondence courses. However, he
till does not consider himself sufficiently
idept. He says that he can hear a printed score
n his head “‘slowly, but I read, I've been
eading, trying to, since the late fifties, but I
annot write down what 1 want, the way 1
vant. That is sad, very, very sad. Any person
vho doesn’t get educated to the point that he
an write down what he wants to say is sad. In
ny case, musically, it's awful, it’s terrible.””

King has literally devoted his adult life to
verforming, and there is no other subject he
vould rather talk about. Sooner than boast of
\is competence as a singer or a guitarist, he will
ell you, “I'm supposed to be the enter-
ainer—the guy who goes out there to make the
udience feel good, to make them enjoy what I
1ave to present. I think I know my job pretty
vell. You get out, and you work hard as you
:an. You try to play as many tunes as you can
vith as much care in doing it as possible. You

can’t satisfy all the people. You know you're
not going to; you know that everybody isn’t
going to like it. Some people want you just to
get up there and sing and play. Others want
you to move.

““Let’s say we’ll split the audience into four
groups. One group wants to hear only the old
songs, all the hits you’ve made; but you've
made albums that had tunes on them that
weren’t hits. Another group wants to hear
those hits, too, but they're open-minded and
want to hear what else you have. Then you’ve
got another group that comes to hear some-
body else that is along with you, another act in
the show, and they want to hear things that are
moving. And you want to keep them too. Then
you have another group that doesn’t want to
hear any of the older stuff you've done. They
want to hear something that’s happening. All
right. You're thinking about the whole au-
dience. When people come out to hear you
with someone else, 1 fix my program so I'll
have something that will make them remember
B. B. King. I can make friends. That is what I
think of when I'm on stage—an entertainer
trying to make friends. And I think I've done
pretty good through the years.””

Even as he sings King listens to his audience,
partly to hear which songs go over best. He is
prepared to change his program in midconcert
to win its allegiance. ““‘I'm concerned about
them. Those are the people that caused me to be
on the stage, and they can take you off the
stage. It's kind of like in any business. Are you
listening to them, pro or con? Each audience is
kind of like, excuse the word, a lady. They have
a right to change their mind, and they do. You
have to be alert enough to tell that if you're not
going very well in this direction, change it,
abruptly. There are times when you imagine you
have long rubber arms and can envelop the au-
dience and make them move, or not move, with
you."” When King talks about live performing,
he speaks with the authority of someone who
has performed three hundred days a year, often
with two or three shows a day, for thirty
years—for at least 15,000 audiences.

Even though he has also been making rec-
ords for over thirty years—a few dozen albums
and scores of singles—King has yet to make a
disc as superlative as his live performances.
Records can capture his guitar playing, which
remains inimitable, so that anyone turning on
the radio, say, can usually tell after a few
plucked notes that the guitar they hear is his.
However, some of the awe is lost when you

cannot see the expressions on his face and the
agility of his fingers; some of the communica-
tion is lost when the audience doesn’t respond
with you. King has not yet learned to compen-
sate, as, say, the Beatles did, by exploiting the
radical possibilities of recording technology.
Most of his recordings are unedited transcrip-
tions of his live performances. The best of
these is probably a disc he made fifteen years
ago, before the B. B. boom—Live ar the Regal
(the Regal is a Chicago blues palace).

How has he managed to accomplish so much
in fifty-six years? In Listen to the Blues (1973),
Bruce Cook observes, ‘““As booze [is] to
bluesmen, so heroin is to the jazzmen, so am-
phetamines to country and westerners,’’ and in
blues songs there are far more references to
alcohol than to any other drugs. But King
eschews all stimulants, not on religious
grounds but for practical reasons: ‘‘If you spin
around many times you can’t stand straight. I
know that, because I've been drunk. I'm not
trying to be a preacher or a priest. After the
show a man can do what he wants to do in his
own room. I can see a man drinking because
drinking is socially acceptable. I'm not against
guys smoking grass, if I don’t see them. I don’t
think smoking grass is any worse than smoking
cigarettes, but it’s not socially acceptable. But
on stage, no drinking, no smoking, no drugs,
no pills, no booze, no nothing else. I'll fire a
man if I catch him using them.”’

Charles Keil quotes one Chicago disc jockey
in the midsixties introducing him as ‘‘the presi-
dent of the Amalgamated Blues Association,
Incorporated!”” while another referred to King
as ‘‘the boss hoss—like Sea Biscuit, he never
lost a race!”’ By the time Bill Graham introduc-
ed him to white audiences, he was known to be
the living master of an acknowledged tradi-
tion. As an artist, he has been less of an inven-
tor than a perfectionist, less of a mixer of
musics than an extender, who has brought a
particular style to its unsurpassed culmination.
He is the blues singer who has no egregious
faults, other than the absence of them (which
some think betrays the funky origins of the
blues). B. B. King is not a Stravinsky or a
Charles Ives—a volatile, fecund in-
novator—but a daily-working, prolific master,
like Johann Sebastian Bach. Indeed, he is the
Bach of the Blues. O

Richard Kostelanetz is the author of
Master Minds, he’s currently working on a
sequel, The Genus of Genius.
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T'he Lumet Network

You can’t make films by committee. But don’t
tell director Sidney Lumet or his latest
collaborator, screenwriter Jay Presson Allen.
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By Dan Yakir

The title of Sidney Lumet’s latest film, Prince
of the City, applies to a New York narcotics
detective played by Treat Williams. But it
could as easily refer to Lumet himself, who has
spent much of his twenty-five-year film career
celebrating the wit, grit, and guts of New
York. In films such as Serpico, Dog Day A fter-
noon, The Pawnbroker, and Network, he’s
used the city not so much as backdrop but as a
member of the cast. Lumet’s refusal to “‘go
Hollywood’'—physically or cinematically—is
reflected in his themes, which often center on
the struggle of an individual against an imper-
sonal corporate mentality not unlike that
which Lumet sees in Hollywood itself.

““I probably wouldn’t have been able to do
my pictures in Hollywood,"’ says Lumet, fifty-
seven, who will have two new pictures this
year—Prince of the City, which opens na-
tionally in October, and Deathtrap, a
Christmas release starring Michael Caine and
Christopher Reeve. “‘Over there, they still suf-
fer enormously from departmentalization,
which could become too cumbersome. I don’t
like anyone who hasn’t worked on the movie
to see the rushes, and I'm not interested in the
opinions of anybody not working on the
movie. The second reason [ haven’t gone there
is historical: some of the best talent that ever
worked in movies went to Hollywood, but no-
body got better. I don’t think I’m going to be
stronger than Orson Welles or Billy Wilder, so
why take that on?"’

Lumet is the first to admit that the freedom
he enjoys away from Hollywood stems primar-
ily from the box-office success of his movies in
the midseventies. Ever since, he has main-
tained artistic control, particularly the power
of *“final cut.”

In spite of his box-office prominence,
Lumet has sometimes failed to garner critical
kudos: his talent, some claimed, was ‘‘inter-
pretative’” rather than ‘‘personal.”” He was

Sidney Lumer and Jay Presson Allen, who
are working together on two new films,
Prince of the City and Deathtrap, premiering
this season.

not, those critics accused, an auteur. Lumet,
his eyes glittering behind dark-framed glasses,
sneers at the term: “‘Film for me is a perform-
ing, communal art form, and not the work of a
single individual.’” He acknowledges his de-
pendence on the cast and crew no less than on
unpredictable factors—even the weather. ‘I
think the magic is in the community of it.”

The director’s loyalty to a community of
talented professionals has brought about fre-
quent repeat collaborations: with cinemato-
grapher Oswald Morris on The Hill, Equus,
and The Wiz, editor Dede Allen on Serpico,
Dog Day Afternoon, and The Wiz, screen-
writer Frank Pierson on The Anderson Tapes
and Dog Day Afternoon; composer Quincy
Jones on The Anderson Tapes, The Deadly
Affair, and The Last of the Mobile Hot Shots;
producer Burt Harris on most of Lumet’s films
from 1965 on; and production-designer Tony
Walton on The Seagull, Murder on the Orient
Express, Equus, and The Wiz as well as on
Lumet’s most recent pictures, Just Tell Me
What You Want, Prince of the City, and
Deathtrap—all of which had scripts by Jay
Presson Allen.

Allen, who also served as coproducer on the
three films, is emerging as Lumet’s major part-
ner. The director says, ‘““The joy of working
together more than once is that once you really
know and respect each other, you can talk in
shorthand. You get much more out of your
time together.”

““We work at the same speed,’”’ Allen ob-
serves. ‘“He’s a speed demon—the first person
I've ever met whom I have to jog to keep up
with. He's a great technician—he knows what
it’s about, and if he doesn’t, unlike other big-
time directors, he still wishes to learn.”” Allen
says she shares Lumet’s belief in the merits of
collaboration—*‘I don’t see how you can ask
someone to direct a screenplay unless, in some
way, he makes it his own' —primarily as a
result of their work together.

““Sidney creates a set of working conditions
that is fun for everybody around him,”’ Allen
adds. ‘““He doesn’t have anybody who isn’t
good at his job, so you always feel safe. He's
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totally professional and has a very good sense
of humor. He likes to laugh. Humor is a part
of me—that’s the way I view things. Some peo-
ple cry; I laugh. But I don’t think we have had
collaboration in humor; it’s been more one of
professionalism."”

The collaboration began after she had sent
him the script of Just Tell Me What You
Want, based on her novel of the same name.
Allen thought her story of Max Herschel (Alan
King), a fast-talking, vulgar millionaire, and
his protege (Ali MacGraw), an ambitious TV
producer, would fare well in Lumet’s hands
‘“‘because I thought he wouldn’t be censurious
of Max—nor puritanical.”” Although the
movie was a commercial failure, a successful
team was formed.

At first, the contrasts are the most striking
thing about the pair: Lumet, the street-smart
city kid, born in Philadelphia, grew up in New
York; Allen, the girl from Texas who says of
the movies, ‘“They made me aware that some-
where there was a greener environment than
the one I was in."”’

More slowly, the similarities come out. Both
aspired to be actors. As a boy, Lumet played
on the New York Yiddish stage where his
father, Baruch Lumet, wrote, directed, pro-
duced, and acted. He made his Broadway
debut at age eleven as one of the original Dead
End Kids in Sidney Kingsley's Dead End, and
his sole screen appearance in the film version
of One Third of a Nation, alongside Sylvia
Sidney. Lumet abandoned performing
because, he says, he didn’t want to keep on
revealing himself to hundreds of strangers
every night. ‘I wanted to do it through
others,’” he once explained. ‘‘If I reveal a char-
acter on the screen, I am necessarily also
revealing myself.”’ In 1947, he founded one of
the first off-Broadway theatrical groups,
where his work as a director brought him a job
offer three years later. He started as an assis-
tant director on “‘live’” New York-based
television dramas and, within a year, was
directing his own shows for such leading series
as ‘““You Are There,”” ““Danger,”” ““The Alcoa
Hour,” and ““The Goodyear Playhouse.”” His
output was impressive: 250 shows in ten years.
Like Arthur Penn, John Frankenheimer, and
Robert Mulligan, he soon made the transition
to theatrical motion pictures with Twelve
Angry Men (1957), starring Henry Fonda. It
earned him an Academy Award nomination
and a Directors Guild Award. Dearhtrap is his
twenty-eighth feature film.
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Allen left Texas for New York, where she
still lives today, to become an actress: “‘I
thought I'd be Ginger Rogers and wear
feathers, but it took me twenty-five minutes to
find out that it wasn’t like in the movies.”’ Like
Lumet, she contributed to the golden age of
television in the fifties, for ““The Philco
Playhouse.’’ That teleplay was followed by her
first movie script, Marnie (1964), directed by
Alfred Hitchcock. ‘*Hitch taught me how to
write screenplays, and I just couldn’t learn fast
enough,”” she recalls. Her play and screenplay
for The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie were highly
successful, the latter garnering her an Oscar.
Allen’s scripts for George Cukor’s Travels
with My Aunt, Bob Fosse’s Cabaret, and Her-
bert Ross’ Funny Lady solidified her movie
reputation. She created the television series,
“Family.”” In 1975 she wrote her first novel,
Just Tell Me What You Want.

Switching from one medium to another
‘‘gives me a feeling of independence, of not be-
ing trapped in any one of them,’ says Al-
len—who, like Lumet, doesn’t discuss her
career in auteurist terms. Indeed, Prince of the
City, based on the book by Robert Daley, and
Deathtrap, from Ira Levin's comedy/thriller
(the longest-running play in Broadway
history), couldn’t be more dissimilar. ‘‘Every
job of adaptation is singularly different,’’ the
writer insists, ‘‘but you have one aim in
mind—to protect the essence of the material
you’'re adapting. Prince of the City was an as-
tounding project for me. I've never done
anything based on journalism; I've never
worked with real-life characters whom [ inter-
viewed and got material from. . . . I had hun-
dreds of hours of tape. There was no such
thing as being stalled.

“Prince tells the story of Daniel Ciello
[Treat Williams], a member of an elite band of
narcotics detectives in New York who are com-
pletely unsupervised and consequently become
insanely corrupt,’’ she explains. ‘‘It’s the story
of one man who reaches a point in his life
where he can’t go on with it—because of fear,
shame, and arrogance.”” So he decides to col-
laborate with the prosecution, informing on
the corrupt cops, many his friends.

“In my view, it’s a genuine tragedy,’” offers
Sidney Lumet. ““It’s a story that’s built on
Greek tragic lines: a man who thought he could
control circumstances and the circumstances
controlled him. Serpico has an identical subject
matter, but is not of an identical dimension. It
was more ‘natural,’ shot with several cameras,

Above: Lumet and
Allen at work.
Right: Going over
the script for Prince
of the City. Says
Allen of her script:
“It was very
carefully written, but
has the quality of
real speech. I'm very
pleased with it.”’
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had improvised scenes. ... Here, there was
rigid control, frame by frame.

““The film is highly stylized,’” he continues,
“but subtly so—because it has to appear real.
There are almost no people in it. The streets
are always empty. You don’t see the sky
through the entire movie [except in one shot].
The walls keep getting more and more
bare. . . . It was a question of slowly stripping
everything down to an essential until finally
nothing is left but faces. In the end, Ciello is
confronted by a sea of faces.”

Lumet’s increasing interest in stylization
became most evident after Dog Day After-
noon, when he felt that ‘I had gone about as
far with naturalism as one can go, except for
doing a documentary. It was spontaneous, and
| improvised about 70 percent of it. The only
thing left to do was to stand with the camera
on the corner of Forty-second Street and wait
for a traffic accident. It's as if I really used it
all up.” Network (1976), for instance, starts on
a naturalistic level and ends up in the domain
of surrealism. Long Day’s Journey into Night
(1962), which the director still considers his
best movie, employs different lenses, lighting,
and editing pace for each character.

With Prince of the City, the styliza-
tion—making the decor reflect the internal
processes of the main character—is especially
striking since the film has 130 speaking parts
and was shot in 122 locations.

By contrast, adapting Dearhtrap was simple,
“It’s an enormously skillful work of construc-
tion,”” says Allen. ‘““You pull one brick out and
the whole structure collapses. When a studio
buys a property like Levin’s play, they want
what they paid for—not your idea of what it
should be. Deathtrap doesn’t lend itself to
opening up very much.”’” Aside from the first
and last scenes, which serve as “bookends,’’ it
was shot entirely on one set, the study of a fail-
ing mystery writer (Michael Caine) who plots
the murder of an ex-student of his (Chris-
topher Reeve) in order to steal a flawless play
the ex-student has written.

“I had to keep it real enough for the au-
dience to suspend their disbelief,”” Allen says,
““because it's a highly theatrical—and im-
probable—plot. I had to make the characters
more subtle and give them more serious ra-
tionale than on the stage. A comedy/thriller
like that is much easier to pull off on stage than
in film. When the camera comes in close, it
won't pick a lie. It’s tricky. Levin wrote a lot
of funny lines, and I had the thankless task of
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Below: Lumer and
cinematographer
Andrezej
Bartkowiak. Right:
Treat Williams
(right) as narcotics
detective Daniel
Ciello and Tony
Turco (left) as

his father, Socks
Ciello, in Prince of
the City. The movie
was adapted from
Robert Daley’s
nonfiction book.
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Above: Lumet works
with Michael Caine,
star of the upcoming
film, Deathtrap.
Left: Caine on the
single set of
Deathtrap, which
was adapted from
Ira Levin’s
Broadway
comedy/thriller.

removing quite a few of them, because they
didn’t translate into reality and because you
can't give a film audience the same number of
words that you do on stage. The words in film
are secondary to the visuals.”” While she met
Levin once to hear his opinions about the
adaptation, Allen confesses, ‘‘You can’t have
any dealings with the original author. It’s too
painful for everybody. It’s bad enough to rape
and dismember the piece of material without
watching the anguish of the original writer.”’

Deathtrap, which was shot in the old Pathe
Studio on East 106th Street in New York, is
overtly stylized. Says Lumet, ““It’s a further
refining of what we started with in Murder on
the Orient Express [1974]—the laughter, the
glamour, the melodrama which is improbable
but hopefully becomes possible. We’re taking
it on a much more theatrical level than the play
was: it's larger than life.”” To counter the
static, unchanging decor, Lumet explains, the
camera work had to be fluid and mobile. Also:
“For the first time in years I used make-up on
everybody: no pores, no moles, nothing to
bring you back to the real world. When it’s
nighttime, you can still see everything. We
created those conventions to heighten the sense
of artificiality.”

Lumet is an old hand at making screen ver-
sions of stage plays. Among his previous ef-
forts are films of Tennessee Williams' The
Fugitive Kind (1960), Arthur Miller’s A View
JSfrom the Bridge (1961), Peter Shaffer’s Equus
(1977), Chekhov's The Seagull (1970), and
Eugene O’Neill’s Long Day’s Journey into
Night. *‘1 was attacked for years for
photographing stage plays,”” Lumet says,
““which is nonsense. Critics are constantly con-
fusing cinema with scenery. It's a movie if a
camera can define and reveal it as no other
medium can.”’

Ultimately, it’s the characters and the actors
who portray them—whatever the source mater-
ial—that draw Lumet to a project. “The face is
the ultimate landscape,’’ he has stated. ‘““To me,
it’s a much better landscape than any moun-
taintop.”” Lumet’s favorite faces include Sean
Connery, Al Pacino, James Mason, Simone
Signoret, Henry Fonda, and Vanessa Redgrave;
he’s brought all back for repeat performances in
his films. ““I love actors,”” he says. ‘“They are the
infantry. They are the ones who, at the moment
of creation, are being rejected or accepted—and
that’s not easy. I understand that it’s themselves
they’re revealing, and I never ask them to do
anything that I'm not prepared to do myself. On

actors,” he
says. “They
are the
infantry.”

The Seagull, after we'd read it, the first thing I
told them was a very intimate story about a part
of my life that only my wife knew. It was totally
unrelated to the script, but they got the message.
They respected that. Also, I won’t do any viola-
tion of them as human beings—I'd rather lose a
performance than exploit a personal quality
without their knowledge. There are many great
directors who work the other way, but I couldn’t
do that. If I can’t get it with craft, I'm prepared
to lose it rather than use guile.”

“l always wanted to work with Sidney,"”
says Michael Caine, the star of Deathtrap. “‘In
this sort of film the actor counts. And where
the actor counts you’d better have someone
like Sidney, who's an actor’s director. He's
completely sympathetic to actors—they’re the
first and foremost thing in the film to him. He
doesn’t run around with a viewfinder all day
looking for an angle and letting the actors take
care of themselves. He’s already done all that.
Once you go wrong, instead of a two-hour lec-
ture, he has the facility to correct you with one
sentence. That, to me, is a great director.”’

Adds Reeve, ““He knows how to speak the
performer’s language as well as the
technician’s. He really directs actors as if we
were in the theater—we rehearsed for two
weeks. He does an immense amount of prepa-
ration and is always ready. He's very specific
about what he wants, vet allows the actors to
follow their instincts and bring him ‘presents,’
surprises. I can’t imagine a better situation.”

On some level, Allen notes, the actors—like
their characters—should project an intriguing
quality, a hard-to-sum-up complexity. “‘I
don’t really like simple characters,”” she
declares. ‘‘It’s not much fun to write about
them. The complex ones always acquire a life
of their own—and then they write you. It’s in-
evitable. You don’t have to like them, but they
do have to interest you."”

The same might be said for the prospect of
future collaborations between Lumet and
Allen. Neither will make an exclusive commit-
ment to work with the other on his or her next
film, but they've each promised to be receptive
to future projects together that prove mutually
interesting. ‘‘I've worked with some very good
people,”” Allen says—citing Alfred Hitchcock
and George Cukor—*‘but I've never had this
kind of collaboration.” O

Dan Yakir writes regularly for the
New York Times, Film Comment, and
American Film.
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RESULT IS

AS HIS TEN-YEAR RETROSPECTIVE
SHOWS, WHEN ROY LICHTENSTEIN
COLLIDES,WTH ART HISTORY THE

HAMY'

V" BY JUDD TULLY

In 1962 Roy Lichtenstein painted a canvas
called Masterpiece, in which a ravishing blonde
sprung from a True Romance comic coos pre-
sciently in a balloon caption: *“*“WHY BRAD
DARLING. THIS PAINTING IS A MAS-
TERPIECE! SOON YOU’LL HAVE ALL OF
NEW YORK CLAMORING FOR YOUR
WORK!"" Yet even Lichtenstein’s humorous
miniskirted oracle could not have predicted the
enormous success—and controversy—that the
artist’s so-called pop paintings would spawn
over the next two decades. By 1965 he had
given up the comic-strip captioned style in
favor of a more eclectic vision culled from the
history of art. But before the radioactive dust
of pop had settled, critics were seriously
debating whether Lichtenstein was among the
best or the worst artists of the century.

““Roy Lichtenstein 1970-1980"" is an exhibi-
tion that magnifies the artist’s recent casual
comment, “‘I don’t mean to go through the
history of art. It just seems to work out that
way."” The ten-year survey just coming down
from the walls of the Seattle Art Museum will
be unveiled in New York’s Whitney Museum
of American Art on September 22. The show
will no doubt spark a new round of debate.

The new pictures radiate both pomp (not pop)
and power. With nary a cartoon in sight, the
show of sculptures and lush canvases unfolds in
a suite of still lifes. Silver pitchers, red lobsters,
slivers of yellow lemon peel, and plump goldfish
pose on table tops or squeeze into crystal bowls.
Diagonal stripes of blue and white clash against
horizontal lines, pushing the picture plane in a
riot of directions. His signature Ben Day dots,
recruited in the early 1960s from the commercial
printing process, parody their halftone function,
teasing in relentless variation the play between
light and shadow.

Lichtenstein table-hops from American In-

dian motifs, suffused with tribal symbolism, to
turn-of-the-century Parisian boulevards and
the likes of Gris, Leger, Braque, and Picasso.
Sandwiched between are slices of Italian futur-
ism and architectonic entablatures. A dressing
of wry trompe ['oeil collages further accents
the visual feast. In close collaboration with
Lichtenstein, Jack Cowart, the show’s director
and organizer (as well as curator of nineteenth-
and twentieth-century art at the Saint Louis
Art Museum), sifted through ten years of ka-
leidoscopic output. Having initially agreed on
showing fifty paintings for the international
retrospective, artist and curator exchanged lists
of favorites, and eventually laid out the chosen
canvases on Lichtenstein’s studio floor to fine
edit. Elbow to elbow, the two collaborators
cast their principals in the spirit of a big-budget
Broadway musical, making sure their stars
would shine under the klieg lights.

Crowned the prince of pop during the 1960s,
Lichtenstein catapulted onto the wings of a
McLuhanized media with his cartoon heroes
and blonde beauties from teen-romance maga-
zines. While President John Kennedy exuber-
antly ordered military advisors to Vietnam,
Lichtenstein bombarded the moody and intro-
spective art world of abstract expressionism
with squeaky-clean, hard-edged pictures. The
artit was far more successful with his
signature Ben Day dots and bubbled captions
than were the M-16s that disappeared in the
quagmire of Southeast Asia. But the tempo of
those times—*“Twisting the Night Away’’ with
Chubby Checker—embraced Lichtenstein and
positioned him in the full-color pages of Life
magazine with the taunting headline, ‘“‘Is He
the Worst Artist in America?”’

Wordsmiths with buttoned-down adjectives
had a field day with the painter’s canvases
depicting aerosol cans, light switches, roller

Judd Tully is the author of Red Grooms and
Ruckus Manhattan (George Braziller, New
York, 1977). He is contributing editor to The
New Art Examiner, Art World, and Flash Art.
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Right: Roy Lichtenstein on the pier in East
Hampton, where he moved in the seventies
Jfrom his sixties marble-walled loft apartment
in the Bowery.







skates, step-on garbage cans, and comic-strip
blowups of abstract brushstrokes. The big im-
ages, flat as pancakes, without a trace of
depth, infuriated and bewildered most con-
noisseurs of modern art. The red and yellow
flames belching out of the belly of Lichten-
stein’s cartooned warplanes escalated comic-
book vocabulary into pop onomatopoeia:
““Whaam,” *‘Varoom,’ “‘Brattatta,”” and
““Takka Takka.” The aerial dog fights over
unpolluted skies—‘‘OKAY, HOT-SHOT,
OKAY! I'M POURING!"—poleaxed the ab-
stract bandwagon of the Second Generation
and brought representational art—of a
kind—back into the living room.

Artists, liberated from the brooding couches
of analysts’ offices, sprung from the tortured
angst that would translate onto huge canvases
in spatters and drips, looked outside and saw
the sun was shining. It was time to have fun, to
exorcise the postwar blue period. So the ‘‘New
Vulgarians'’ (a term used for Lichtenstein and
company before ‘‘pop’’ was canonized)
arrived on the scene. What Waring blender co-
coon could produce in short order the likes of
Lichtenstein, Andy Warhol, and James Rosen-
quist? Only New York. This trio was painting
in the same city with remarkably similar sub-
ject matter, yet without having met or even
seen a reproduction of each other’s work.

Though born and bred on Manhattan’s Up-
per West Side, Lichtenstein first gravitated to
the Midwest, specifically Ohio State University
in Columbus. He picked up a bachelor of arts,
a master’s in fine arts, a wife, two children, a
long string of free-lance jobs, and his first one-
man show, in 1949, at the 1030 Gallery in
Cleveland. No stranger to New York galleries,
Lichtenstein had four consecutive one-man
shows at the John Heller Gallery from 1952 to
1957. The reviews were not earth-shattering,
but the noted figurative painter and active art
critic, Fairfield Porter, wrote in a 1953 issue of
Artnews, ‘‘He gets it down in one spontaneous
layer, and he gets it down right.”” The shock
waves did not hit until February 1962, with
Lichtenstein’s first one-man show of pop pain-
tings at Leo Castelli’s fledgling art emporium.
Overnight, Lichtenstein metamorphosed from
professor at Douglass College (Rutgers Univer-
sity’s sister school) in New Brunswick, New
Jersey, to world-class artist.

While Jasper Johns and Robert Rauschen-
berg—earlier shock troops from the Castelli
stable—were turning the art world topsy-turvy
with bronzed Ballantine Ale cans and a mangy-
looking billy goat, Lichtenstein delivered super-
market colors and comic-book compositions to
the museum arena. In 1963 Lichtenstein’s pain-
tings and works on paper shuttled from the

Right: Lichtenstein
blazed into the
popular (and pop)
consciousness in th
early sixties with
such comic-book-
influenced works as
OKAY, HOT
SHOT, 1963, oil an
magna on canvas, ¢
x 68 inches.

Left: Straight from
the comics,
Lichtenstein’s
Popeye, 1961, oil
and magna on
canvas, 42 x 56
inches, delivers a
pop-art knockout
blow to Brutus.
Overleaf: The artist
enters the eighties
with Reclining Nude
1980, oil and magna
on canvas, 60 x 100
inches.

All paintings courtesy of Leo Castell €
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“| DON'T MEAN TO GO THROUGH

THE HISTORY OF ART. IT JUST
SEEMS TO WORK OQUT THAT WAV.”
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Ferus Gallery in Los Angeles to Galerie Ileana
Sonnabend in Paris before returning to
Castelli's in New York. From 1966 to 1968 his
work shattered attendance records at the
Cleveland Museum of Art, the Pasadena Art
Museum (now the Norton Simon Museum), the
Stedelijk Museum in Amsterdam and—the
crowning jewel—the Tate Gallery in London.
Never before had a living American artist been
shown at the Tate. Never again would one, liv-

(L

ing or dead, create such a stir.

While the artist’s caravan of images hop-
scotched Europe, the home fires were kept
burning with two Time magazine covers. The
May 24, 1968, issue featured a Ben Day polka-
dotted Bobby Kennedy, one of the artist’s rare
representations of a “‘real” person. The June
21 issue had Lichtenstein’s smoking revolver
spitting vellow and red curls of destruction for
“The Gun in America.”” Though
the artist brushes aside the sociological and
political portent of his work, the near-history-
book unfolding of contemporary times that
weaves in and out of his sixties canvases merits
consideration. As Nigel Gosling declared in
the London Observer, Lichtenstein is a ‘‘kind
of Ingres from Manhattan.”

In September 1969, the Solomon R. Gug-
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Above: Pow Wow,
1979, oil on canvas,
97 x 120% inches.
Right: Artist’s
Studio: ‘“Foot
Medication,’” 1974,
oil and magna on
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*| DON'T KNOW IF | TALKED
MYSELF INTO THEM OR IF THEY
NOW REALLY DO LOOK LIKE
BRUSHSTROKES.”

Left: Lichtenstein’s genheim Museum in New York mounted a ma-
new approach to still  jor survey show of the artist’s work; a fat,

lifes is exemplified coffee-table volume organized and written by
by Jar and Apple, the museum'’s curator Diane Waldman, sweet-
1980, oil and magna  ening the tail end of Lichtenstein’s roaring six-
on canvas, 36 x 40 ties. Within a year, Lichtenstein would pack
inches. “When I up his easels and leave the marble-walled loft
Sfirst did apartment building on the Bowery for the
brushstrokes,’” says ocean-sprayed main street of Southampton.

the artist, “‘they Long Island has traditionally been a strong-
looked like strips of  hold and blue-chip haven for the abstract
bacon.” expressionists (De Kooning still lives and

works in the Hamptons and Jackson Pollock is
buried in East Hampton's quaint cemetery).
The thought of the pop patrician invading this
turf, I thought, heading there for an early-
morning interview, seems a delightful heresy.
Outfitted in faded blue jeans, gray V-neck
sweater, scotch-plaid flannel shirt and burnt-
sienna chukka boots, the fifty-seven-year-old,
silver-haired artist moved gazellelike across the
dewy lawn, ushering his visitors into the
pristine calm of his studio.

Inside the studio, a first impression was akin
to visiting a new-car showroom, circa 1957,
with chrome fenders and the high polish of
metallic paint blinding the senses. Nine paint-
ings in various stages of progress stood on
caster-wheeled easels, German expressionist
heads with bold diagonals of color stared at
calmer yet harder-to-read brushstroke paint-

Right: The artist
Slirts with depth in
Fishbowl 11, 1978,
painted bronze, 39 x
2444 x 11% inches,
one of a group of
recent efforts in
sculpture.
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ings of simple still lifes. With fifty paintings
and nine sculptures already installed at the
Saint Louis Art Museum, the platoon of easels
immediately demonstrated that the artist was
hell-bent on exploring a new wave of work.

Staring hard at the shimmering images of
two sailboats, their red and white spinnakers
puffed out to maneuver on choppy blue water,
the artist asked hesitantly, ‘*‘Can you tell what
they are?’” When I replied, ‘‘They’re making
me seasick,’’ Lichtenstein laughed and moved
over to another canvas in a less finished state.
By far the largest of the new group, temporary
cut-out strips of collaged brush strokes on the
canvas created an unfamiliar depth to the sur-
face. Taped to the bottom of the easel was a
small drawing on acetate, a miniature of the
towering canvas under which it rested. The
lush strokes on acetate (the brush-stroked
studies translate better on the transparent sur-
face than on paper) are popped into an opaque
projector that beams the enlarged image
directly onto the desired canvas.

Stepping back from the canvas, I could
make out a sunset sinking into the ocean as
viewed through a grove of trees. A few feet
away a large (also on wheels) mirror mimed the
image. The artist’s wife Dorothy had looked at
the painting and said she couldn’t make out
the house. In an exaggerated moment of truth,
before the impending punch line, the artist ad-
mitted the house wasn’t there—yet.

Under the Lichtenstein apparently fas-
cinated with subject matter is a painter con-
cerned with abstraction. Back in the early
1960s Lichtenstein had executed a long series
of heroic brush strokes, abstract expressionist
in style, but his new canvases read as exotic
creatures from another hemisphere. One of the
new works in the studio, Jar and Apple, just
made it into the exhibition and onto the hand-
some pages of the accompanying publication,
Roy Lichtenstein 1970-1980, written by Jack
Cowart (Hudson Hills Press, New York, 175
pages). To illustrate the difficulty of painting
the new still lifes, Lichtenstein strode up to an
easel, grasped one end like a roulette-wheel
croupier, gave a whirl and the vertical canvas
rotated to a horizontal position: ““When I first
did brushstrokes, they looked like strips of
bacon. I don’t know if I talked myself into
them or if they now really do look like brush-
strokes.”” The temporary realignment upset the
still life and transformed the composition into
a brash, abstract one. Two easels away, parked
next to a flame-red track bike, stood the origi-
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nal rotating easel that Lichtenstein designed
back in Ohio in 1951.

The assembly line of paintings that
dominated the white-planked center of the
studio camouflaged the scores of drawings,
prints, and sculpture fluttering on the walls
and wedged between packing crates and work
tables. A bronze-cast expressionist head stared
fiercely into space, waiting for element-beating
coats of Bostic airplane paint. Standing fifty-
five inches high, the flat-chested beauty slaps
most notions of the third dimension in the
face. Lichtenstein has managed to remain
faithful to his first love, Surface, while flirting
with depth and at the same time successfully
creating a full-blown object. Like its peers in
the museum show—the Matisselike Gold Fish
Bowl, the steaming vapors of Cup and Saucer
[1I, and the gold and amber rays from Lamp
on Table—the sculptures are succulent editions
in his ever-exploding repertory.

Despite the incontrovertible proof—‘‘You
can spot a Lichtenstein 500 yards away,’’ as art
dealer Ivan Karp is fond of saying—it is still
difficult to fathom how the artist could pro-
duce so much work of such high quality in a
ten-year span. Lichtenstein modestly attests,
“I work from 10 am. to 6 p.m. with all sorts of
interruptions’’—casting a revengeful eye
toward the studio Touchtone phone. “I'm
waiting for the day that’s really ten in the mor-
ning to six at night without any interruptions.
Working on all the paintings is time-
consuming. But what else am I going to do?”’
He bursts out laughing. *“If I didn’t paint for
three days I think I'd go crazy. I love to paint.
I’m very uneasy when I'm not doing it. The
last thing in my mind is to stop working.”” [J

Exhibition Schedule

Following stints at the Saint Louis Art Museum
and the Seattle Art Museum, ‘‘Roy Lichtenstein
1970-1980"" opens at the Whitney Museum in
New York on September 22 and will be on ex-
hibit there through November 29. It travels to
the Fort Worth Art Museum, December 16,
1981 to February 7, 1982, before crossing the
Atlantic to the Museum Ludwig in Cologne,
West Germany (spring, 1982); Orsanmichele in
Florence (summer, 1982); La Musee des Arts
Decoratifs in Paris (fall, 1982); the Fundacion
Juan March in Madrid (winter, 1982); and the
Seibu Museum in Tokyo (spring, 1983). The ex-
hibition was funded with grants from the
American Express Foundation and the National
Endowment for the Arts.

Right: In his studio,
Lichtenstein works
amidst a platoon of
easels, rapidly
adding to his already
massive oeuvre.
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Stage Fright

Every performer knows the terror that when the
show must go on, he can’t. Leading musicians tell how they
master it—and how, sometimes, it masters them.

Stage fright—with its awful, sickening lurch in
the pit of the stomach; its racing, thumping
heart; its clammy hands and shaking knees; its
pervasive sense of doom seeping through every
pore of the victim's body—does not require a
stage to make an appearance. Even the least
theatrical among us can be subject to its
manifestations. Reliable authorities advise that
it’s part of the human condition, affecting
people in every walk of life; we are told that
when our caveman ancestors went out grizzly-
bear hunting, they, too, suffered from stage
fright. Physiologists describe these unpleasant
sensations as the *“fight or flight'’ reaction and
explain that they result from the triggering of
the body’s defense mechanism, activated by a
sudden outpouring of adrenalin. But while this
power surge may have helped the caveman in
subduing whatever it was that he hoped would
become his dinner, its clammy-handed side ef-
fects are most emphatically not considered
desirable by, say, a concert pianist attempting
to cope with a slippery-keyed Steinway.
Nevertheless, almost all performing artists,
no matter how experienced, admit to feeling at
one time or another (if not always) this
atavistic form of discomfort as they go out on
stage to pursue their evening meal. Or before.
For some, the worst moments come as the
clock ticks inexorably closer to curtain time.
And these are not necessarily moments of rac-
ing heart or quaking knees. One of the most in-
sidious forms of stage fright—and the type
that seems to attack experienced performers
most frequently—is the sense of utter hopeless-

Naomi Graffman is a free-lance writer
based in New York who writes about music
and the arts.
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By Naomi Graffman

ness about dealing with the task at hand. Feel-
ings described range from extreme lassitude
through deepest, almost suicidal, depression,
back to actual drowsiness—complete with
heavy eyelids and jaw-dislocating yawns.
Three well-known instrumentalists, whose
combined length of service on the international
concert circuit totals 105 years, requested
anonymity before unburdening themselves on
the troublesome, intimate subjects of dressing-
room depression, failed remedies, and the
probable causes of both. To all appearances,
these respected professionals are perfectly
comfortable, even happy, on stage; what
private hells they may endure while plying their
trade are never to be shared with the audience.
Mr. X, elder statesman of this trio and par-
ticularly subject to preconcert despair, holds
his colleagues, Mr. Y and Mme. Z, spellbound
with his explicitly horrific recollections of per-
formances past. He has only to groan, ‘‘Ach,
Chicaaaago,”’ to elicit his companions” heart-
felt shivers. He conjures up scenes worthy of
Poe: the dismal cell where the artist sits, or
stands, or paces, to await that moment—that
supremely dreadful moment—when he must
force leaden feet to carry sickened body from
womblike backstage darkness to relentlessly
brilliant stage where he must thread his sud-
denly myopic way through a black jungle of
glistening, extended tentacles (could they be
orchestra players?), the path becoming nar-
rower, narrower, more overgrown, leading
straight to the yawning precipice. . . .
““Chicaaaaaago,”” groans X again. ‘“‘And it
was a recital that time. Harry Zelzer’'—dapper
little impresario with big cigar, mournful
Groucho of Orchestra Hall—*‘he came to the
dressing room as he usually did, just before I

was to go on, and he saw me sitting the:
looking like death, and he said, ‘Whatsamatt
with you? Why’re you so depressed? Why a
you so flat?’ Yet, meanwhile, inside of me,
was hysterical. But he was right. Because pz
of that hysteria was a kind of hiding from
sense of hopelessness, of ‘No, I can’t play.
just can’t do it.” ”’

Murmurs of agreement come from Mr.
who adds, **Sometimes, just before a perforr
ance, | have no reactions. Or, anyway, slow
reactions. It’s not at all shaking, or even co
hands or fast heartbeat. In fact, it’s quite tl
contrary. | get lethargic. The excitement go
down, and I get depressed. I'm very ofte
sleepy. And down, down...the dow
thing. . . ."" Y, matter-of-fact about his sym
toms, continues briskly, **But I must say tha
in its controlled state—which it is, more oftt
than not—nervousness is not terribly notic
able. A disease it is, but it's not really a co
tagious disease.”

*““Hmph! What do yow know?"" asks Mm
Z of her old friend, Mr. Y. ““Nervousness
very contagious. I remember so well how I fir
became subject to stage fright. You know, as
child, making music for me was extremel
pleasurable. Even when I was seventeen, and
gave my first New York recital. I won’t say
was a lark, but it was nothing to be terrified o
There was no enormous upheaval and no gre:
turmoil, no playing my program over an
over, no ‘Now you must sleep for twely
hours,' no ‘Don’t eat,’ or ‘Do eat.’ I just wer
and played. It was a fact of life...
pleasurable fact.”” A drastic change occurre
shortly afterward, however, when a stern ne'
teacher appeared on the scene: “‘She introdu
ed me to listening to myself in a completel







After a bad fall, Pablo Casals
thought “Thank God, now I'll never

new way—in a super-critical way. Now, I
honestly don’t know if what 1 am about to
describe might have happened to me anyway,
even without her, because I had reached the
age where one becomes self-conscious and a
little bit insecure, maybe also from having had
a big success and then being measured against
others, and against that success—but I do
know that, although what I learned from her
was absolutely invaluable, I also had to recover
from it for quite a number of years.” Z's next
New York performances were every bit as terri-
fying for her as the debut had been
pleasurable. ‘1 was not only desperately afraid
when my teacher came to my concerts—which
she always did, of course—"" Z recalls. “‘I was
a wreck. I had to stay at her studio until mid-
night the night before. Everything I did was
wrong, and she was sarcastic because she was
terrified, and besides she had been preventing
me from sleeping decently for weeks. And the
thing is, she made me so nervous because she
was so nervous. My God, 1 was not only
desperately afraid when she came to my per-
formances, I was an absolute wreck.””

How much of stage fright is a learned reac-
tion, then? Can it be that a young person, in-
nocent of lurking dangers, does not instinctive-
ly call upon his body’s adrenalin for protection
until the age of self-consciousness makes him
aware of possible failure? Mr. X claims that he
suffered equally at eight and eighteen. ‘‘Lis-
ten,'” he says, ‘‘I was a/ways like that. The first
time I played with Bruno Walter—it must have
been in the midforties—I remember sitting
with him just before the performance. I guess
I'd assumed that same expression—the one
that Harry Zelzer called ‘flat,” because Walter
looked at me and said, “Why are you so
depressed, why are you so in this state? Don’t
you understand, this is what we five for.” "’

““This is what we live for.”” And yet even the
most outgoing of concert artists admits to cer-
tain feelings of ambivalence. Pablo Casals
never made a secret of his first thought after a
bad fall: ““Thank God, now I'll never have to
play the cello again!" Even the normally ex-
uberant Isaac Stern is often heard to mutter
(perhaps ritualistically) before striding
onstage, ‘‘Ah, God, I can't play. Why do I
have to play now? [ can’t play!”’ And then, of
course, he does play—seemingly as naturally
and happily as a dolphin cavorts off the coast
of Maui. For the true performer knows that
he, as well as the show, will go on.

‘‘But the first note was terror. Pure terror.”
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have to play the cello again

Mezzo-soprano Joanna Simon describes her
operatic debut, when her first note with the
New York City Opera orchestra also happened
to be, for reasons beyond her control, the first
note she had ever sung with any orchestra any-

y

where. ““And just before my entrance,’” she
reports, ‘I was standing in the wings thinking,
‘There’s nothing in the world that's going to
get me on that stage. . . . | remember hearing
my entrance music and thinking, ‘I'm not go-
ing. This is it, this is just the end. I'm going to
go home now and be a housewife and mother
and forget the whole thing."” And then I
remember somebody actually pushing me on
the stage. And that was how I got there.”
Granted, this experience deserved a severe case
of stage fright. For Joanna Simon, however, it
became a triumph which also served to help
her consolidate some rules to live by—rules
observed by most performing musicians.
Paramount among these is the idea that
solid preparation helps most to quell—if not
completely vanquish—stage fright. Says
Simon, ‘“Some of the best advice I ever got was
from the great basso, Paul Schoeffler, who
told me, ‘Never go onstage unless you are so
sure of every note that you're not concen-
trating through the first two acts on whether
you'll make the B-flat in the third act. So that
you can concentrate instead on the music, on
the character. And you never have to be preoc-
cupied with that inner dialogue—Oh, God,
will I sing that B-flat correctly? If you can’t
sing it correctly, then don’t take the role.” ™’
Pianist Claude Frank agrees that unshakable
preparation is the best remedy against stage
fright. ‘“‘By preparation,”’ he explains, *‘I
mean not only hours of practicing. | mean par-

"9

ticularly the most concentrated, and the I
distracted, practicing possible.”” Frank c
tends that almost everyone at one time
another will allow his mind to wander w
practicing. The secret, he insists, is to simu
in one’s studio the kind of intense concen
tion that must be employed at the performa
itself—difficult, but worth the effort.

Even the most concentrated preparati
however, cannot guarantee that tumbrels
doom will not accompany the performer to
fate. Fear of forgetting—even if the perfon
has an impeccable memory and knows
score as well as his soul—ranks high in
catalogue of stage-fright demonology. Wha
do if the mind suddenly goes blank and
fingers or vocal chords, therefore, falter?
few performers prone to such lapses overce
the obstacle simply by bringing the mu
Myra Hess began to do that toward the enc
her long career, and it is said that the sco
mere availability perked up her fail
memory. ‘“She put it on the piano, but I ne
saw her refer to it,”” says a long-time conc
goer, who was present at a near disaster dur
a Hess performance, which, it is thought, n
have precipitated the artist’s desire for t
printed insurance.

In case of blank-outs, it is considered pr
er—in fact, necessary—for even the m
honorable of artists to improvise or fake
way back to safety. ‘“Whatever you do,”” VI
imir Horowitz once lectured a neophyte on
afternoon of a Carnegie Hall performan
“Don’t stop! Whatever happens, DOM
STOP! Remember, it's prowincial to stog
Rudolf Serkin, whose artistic honesty is st
that a tiny slip in a Mozart concerto has cau:
him to cover burning face with guilty hands
public mortification—thus signaling to an :
dience which might not have otherwise notic
that he had sinned before God and Moz
—often says that he hopes any mistakes v
surface early in the performance, to get th
over and done with. ““Or else,’”’ confesses t
keyboard hero, “‘I'll keep worrying abc
when it will happen!”’ Claude Frank adm
that ““when 1 am nervous, the fear of forg
ting is so total that I truly believe I could for;
‘Chopsticks.” But it doesn’t happen,
course.”’

It may not happen to Claude Frank w
*““Chopsticks,’” but it did happen to somec
else, at a recital in New York, with the ““St
Spangled Banner.”” A witness describes t
torment of the pianist on this occasion (duri




1e war, when all recitals began with the na-
onal anthem): *‘She started to play it, and
1en she forgot. . . . She couldn’t fake it, she
ouldn’t do it by ear, so she just threw her
ands in the air and walked off the stage. Well,
elieve it or not, she did come back. I must
ay, that took guts. But by then, of course, the
thole audience was so nervous about her for-
etting again that the concert was really quite
poiled. A terrifying experience for
verybody."”’

Even those artists who are blessed with so-
alled photographic memories are not immune
o> moments of onstage doubt. One such per-
ormer, the pianist Lilian Kallir, who can sum-
aon at will in her mind’s eye the exact notes on
he exact spot on the page of any music she has
tudied, confesses: ‘‘I've had more horrible
noments as a direct result of that dratted pho-
ographic memory than I am conscious of be-
1g helped by it. I'll never forget what happen-
d in Omaha when 1 played the Waldstein
yonata for the first time in my life. There was a
ady in the front row with music to every piece
was playing. And when it came to the Wald-
tein, 1 started out merrily along my way, and
uddenly I heard a ‘f-f-f-t"; a few minutes later

heard another ‘f-f-f-t,” and I saw out of the
orner of my eye and realized what was hap-
ening: that lady, she was turning her pages,
wt it was not where I was turning my mental
sages. She was making me realize that she had
. different edition by doing this ‘f-f-f-,
“f-f-t,” distracting me, and my knowing,
Aaaaah, this is her page turn,” but | was not at
ny page turn, and I tell you I had a horrible
ime finishing that piece. It was just ghastly. A
otal lack of equilibrium for me. And after
hat, I realized it was the aural and tactile
nemory that is much more important.”’

Sophia Rosoff is a New York piano teacher
vith a wide reputation for helping musicians
vho have more than the usual share of per-
‘ormance problems. Her dark eyes mirror sym-
»athetic concern as she complains that normal
itage fright can be exacerbated by the crisis-
yriented training provided by some music con-
iervatories. ““They make life as miserable as
sossible for the student performer,”’ she says.
‘The idea is that if the kid survives the conser-
satory, he's then equipped to go out into the
‘eal world. But I don’t think life is actually like
hat. . . . What these conservatories do, it’s
ike beating a little child on the head every day
ind saying, ‘There, that’s good for you
secause when you get out in the world, that’s

what’s going to happen to you.” I don’t quite
agree. I think it's going to make a crazy child.”

Rosoff is the calm in the eye of the hurri-
cane. She doesn’t believe in torture. She also
doesn’t—or didn’t until a recent experi-
ence—believe in the use of drugs of any kind to
alleviate symptoms of stage fright. She prefers
to assist her students around the quagmires of
public performance by teaching them to con-
trol the symptoms through awareness of
breathing, balance in sitting, and ‘‘making
playing feel simple,” so that the physical
“‘feel”” of the music becomes an inseparable
counterpart of the sound that the performer
wants to make. The virtual epidemic of Valium
popping by conservatory students before per-
formances appalls her. ““Of course Valium
changes your feeling,”” she explains, ‘‘but it
also affects the muscles. It knocks everything
out. And you've got to have adrenalin to
play.”

Doctors point out that not only does each
human body secrete different quantities of
adrenalin on *‘fight or flight”" occasions, but
that the matter of controlling its effects is fur-
ther complicated because each body reacts dif-
ferently to the adrenalin it secretes. This is one
reason why, confronted by a grizzly bear or an
expectant Carnegie Hall audience, one person
may be relatively calm and dry handed while
another will be, for all practical purposes,
paralyzed.

Samuel Sanders, one of the world’s busiest
accompanists, is frank about his need for a
palliative before his almost nightly perform-
ances. “‘I'm not ashamed of admitting that |
take Valium,” he is quoted in the Piano

Quarterly, a publication read primarily by

piano teachers. ‘*And I’m not the only person
who finds that a pill helps. [ know at least a
couple of instrumental soloists who take tran-
quilizers before they play. 1 take a Valium
about three-quarters of an hour before a per-
formance. It brings me down from a wild panic
to a mild hysteria.”’ Sanders feels that Valium
helps him to deal with his nervous energy, to
channel it into productive ends. “‘I used to hate
myself for being nervous,’’ he continues. ‘‘But
then | realized that | couldn’t control my
adrenal glands. If that's the way they worked,
that’s the way they worked.""

Sophia Rosoff’s blanket distrust of medica-
tion for performance nerves was lessened con-
siderably in the course of an experiment which
took place during the summer of 1980. For
some time before, word had been spreading
through musical circles about a relatively new
drug, propranolol (commercially known in the
United States as Inderal), mainly used to treat
certain heart conditions, which was said to
reduce the symptoms of stage fright without
the usual adverse side effects.

**Stage fright is treatable!” crowed an article
in the American Organist, while the Rocky
Mountain Medical Journal reported, in some-
what more measured tones, that ‘‘Recent
studies . . . have suggested that the physical
manifestations of stage fright are mediated by
the beta adrenergic receptors of the sym-
pathetic nervous system. Previous clinical
trials have suggested that blockade of the beta
receptors can eliminate these effects without
affecting mental function. Our initial uncon-
trolled trials have shown small doses of pro-
pranolol to be spectacularly successful. . . .”
The article then described a ‘‘double-blind
crossover study’’ performed at the University
of Nebraska with eight keyboard students and
teachers and three doctors. The results were
seemingly conclusive enough to warrant a men-
tion in the New York Times and, among per-
forming musicians, the question: If it works in
Nebraska, will it also work in New York?

Accordingly, the three doctors were invited
east to perform a similar experiment. ‘‘They
came here with all their equipment, because
they're so interested in helping people get off
Valium and the other drugs, and they would at
least like to offer them this as a substitute,”
Rosoff says. ‘‘Because, you see, Inderal only
blocks the racing heart, which in turn produces
the sweaty palms and the shaking knees, and
even when that’s blocked off, the other excite-
ment is still there. They say you don't feel
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“Some of my best octaves were
on Equanil. And some of my best

drugged in any way. You feel exactly the same,
except the physical symptoms are cut off. And
ideally, the reason the doctors wanted the
students to use Inderal instead of the other
drugs was not so they'd get hung up on this
new one instead. No,” she adds hastily, ‘“‘the
idea was that they should be able to learn the
feeling of how it is to play without the usual
physical symptoms of stage fright, and that
once their bodies got the feel of it—once their
bodies learned a different physical pattern, a
pattern of performing without having those
symptoms present—they should be able to play
without needing any drug at all.”’

The New York experiment took place in a
small concert hall. For three days, seventeen
more-than-normally nervous instrumentalists
(students and professionals alike) participated
in a marathon concert before which some of
them were given a forty-milligram Inderal pill
and some were palliated with a placebo. *“The
performers didn’t know who had what, of
course, and the judges didn't know, either,””
Rosoff relates. ‘‘But our guessing was pretty
accurate as to when they had Inderal, and in
almost every case it seemed to us—the judges
as well as the players—that the better perform-
ance was with the Inderal.”

Sophia Rosoff emphasizes that Inderal, even
at its most successful, is not to be considered a
panacea: ‘‘It doesn’t cut out that dialogue in
your mind. The people who took it said they
were just as scared as usual. And, as usual,
they kept wondering, would they get through
the performance? Would they forget the
music? In other words, they were miserable,
but the Inderal cut out the physical manifesta-
tions, at least. And this is important. Because
you may be unhappy and you may be scared,
but it’s worse when you also have a racing
heart and clammy hands.

“I can tell you about a first-rate violinist
who heard about Inderal, and he did three or
four concerts with it, and he said it was won-
derful. Then I ran into him the other day, and
I said, ‘I heard Inderal works well for you,’
and he said, ‘Yes, it did, but I don’t need it any
more. I never have to use anything any more.’
And he’s playing all over the place. I don't
want to mention his name because I think the
general public might be tempted to say, ‘Oh,
he played well because he’s on that drug,’
which has nothing to do with it, as you see. It
just gave him and his body a chance to learn
how to cut out some of the excesses because of
nerves. He never needs to use it any more.””
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Mr. X rolls his eyes incredulously at the idea
of taking a pill to eliminate the need for taking
a pill. ““Sounds like Marxism,”"* he grunts. The
performer is quick to admit, however, that he
himself has ingested, on various occasions
throughout the decades of his career, all the
popular tranquilizers—including Inder-
al—with varying degrees of success. He sighs
nostalgically, as if recalling former girl friends.
‘“Ahhhh, Dexamyl ... Equanil .. . they
were the rofu of the fifties!”” X smiles. “‘Yes,
some of my best octaves were on Equanil. And
some of my best concerts were on . . . never
Benzedrine, but Dexamyl . . . Dexamyl, that
was it . . . those green pills, the Happy Pills. 1
made many good recordings with those. I re-
member, | would sit up the night before in my
hotel room—insomniac, of course, after the
performance—and then 1'd take a pill, and I'd
get up and drink coffee, and more coffee, cof-
fee, coffee, coffee, and then finally the phone
call would come. It was time to go down to the
recording studio, and by then I was in a com-
pletely mad state—this physically mad state.”

X agrees that Inderal does not seem to alter
the *“‘psychological environment.”” He says
““Inderal is not like the Happy Pill, the Dex-
amyl, which at certain times could make me
feel optimistic and yet adrenalized. 1 felt that
things would turn out all right because 1 knew
the pill was going to work—brainwashing
myself.

““Eventually, though, I wasn’t able to fool
myself that on those occasions when the damn-
ed thing didn’t work, either 1 would become a
shaking wreck—to myself only, of course, be-
cause, I repeat, this all takes place within one’s
own consciousness—hyperconsciousness, real-
ly. Generally, I've given it all up. I'm now talk-
ing about any pill. Because that sort of thing
has to be reserved, as medications ought to be,
if one really has a good reason for being afraid
of something. Then you have to try to remove,
pharmaceutically, that fear.”” X sums up the
peril of performing as “*a situation in which
there's an ultimate kind of effort to be made,"”
adding the codicil, “‘but remember, when you
deal with situations w/timately too many times,
the solution doesn’t work.”

Mr. Y offers a word of hope for younger
performers. “‘It gets a tiny bit better with age,"’
he promises, outlining some possible psycho-
logical causes for the concert artists’ ‘‘fight or
flight”’ reaction. Y divides into two categories
the terror that can unexpectedly envelop even a
well-prepared, experienced performer. ““It’s all

concerts were on Dexamyl.”

very simple,”” he elucidates. ““The first has
do with the fear of consequences, and the ¢
ond has to do with the anticipation of rewa
So. What makes one afraid of the cor
quences of a concert? For me, I'd say fi
things, mostly: microphones—I hate the
unfriendly colleagues in the audience—thi:
more prevalent in Europe; pupils; and crit
But these things do seem to matter less w
age. The other category—looking forward t
reward—gets practically eliminated with a
One has most of one’s experience behind o
Therefore, there’s less to look forward to.
if one plays a good concert, it's really for
concert’s sake and for the music’s sake—e»
for the audience’s sake!—and not for the :
vancement of one’s own career, because t
doesn’t matter any more.”’

X takes a darker view. ““It's got to do w
an inner conflict about succeeding, a striv
for perfection. Part of this is the built-in se;
of guilt about winning. To win is not alw:
good. Of course, to lose is horrible, too. 1
really, there’s this possibility that it's trium
which is so frightening. Because when y
triumph, you kill. You kill . . . your eld
Your teacher? Your father? You may succe
in fulfilling his wishes, his dream; but at 1
same time, there’s a primitive act involved
doing that. If you succeed on the stageinap
formance, you kill. How many times have
been told, ‘Go on out there and kill 'em!” K
Kill! No wonder you shake. Ha! Comp«
yourself before you go out on stage, with 1
philosophy, ‘kill 'em!” There's ambivalen
Considerable. Yes, to succeed is very lone
Because nobody has sympathy for victo
And yet the fear of failure is even greater.’

Mme. Z nods as X repeats that nothing cc
nected with performing is very simple, af
all. ““And with all of this,”” he says slow
“‘you have to bring everything to the po
where you're strong enough, somehow, to |
it out on the stage at that certain time. Tha
what being an artist is.”’

Silence for a moment, as X stubs out 0
cigarette and lights another. The match—an«
sudden grin—illuminate his face as he assw
his listeners that ‘‘there’s a kernel of truth
all this poppycock, you know.”” Then, conte:
plative again, he concludes, ‘‘After all, the b
man condition is one of anxiety. And being
up. | mean, what the hell is consciousne
anyway?”’

There is no escape. Maintains Mr. X: “T
grizzly bear is oneself.”’




John Caird tells how Nicholas Nickleby became an

8%2-hour play.

Interview by John Engstrom

Dickens on Broadway

e Royal Shakespeare Com-
ny’s two-night, eight-and-a-half
wr dramatization of Dickens’
cholas Nickleby was the sensa-
n of the London stage last year.
opens QOctober 3 at the Ply-
wth Theater in New York and
omises to be one of the most
travagant productions ever (o
* Broadway: a cast of 42, with
5 speaking parts, and a record
ket price of 3100. Codirector
hn Caird talks about the chal-
1ges and satisfactions of putting
ckens on the stage.

e started on Nicholas Nickleby
November of 1979 with two di-
stors—Trevor Nunn and my-
If; a designer, John Napier; a
mposer, Stephen Oliver; a
iter, David Edgar; and about
‘ty actors. We set ourselves an
itial period of five weeks, which
er turned into an eight-week
riod, of saying, “We’ll see if
is is possible. We’ll work on it.
¢’ll experiment with methods of
iging and writing. We’ll find out
nether we think it is possible to
age an entire Dickens novel.”
That was our brief. Not to put
1 a play with scenes from
ickens in it, or—like the films
y—do the funny bits or the char-
tter bits and give the audience a
ystalgia trip, reminding them of
hat the book was like when they
ad it. Our brief was to stage an
itire Dickens novel without the omission of a
ngle plot.

There was a very good reason why almost
rery other Dickens novel was not chosen.
liver Twist has been done as a musical;
:ople know it too well. Also, it depends on
1e central idea, which is sentimental and not
rribly interesting—although it's a far more
teresting novel than you would imagine from

»hn Engstrom is a writer for the Living Arts
action of the Boston Globe. His articles

ave appeared in the Boston Phoenix, the
ew York Times, and the London Observer.

THE

LIFE AND ADVENTURES

CONTAINING

A FAITHFUL ACCOUNT OF THE

fFortunes, FMisfortunes, WAprisinas, Dotonfallings,

AND
COMPLETE CAREER OF THE NICKLEBY FAMILY.
A EDITED BY “ BOZ.
WITH ILLUSTRATIONS

BY ““ PHIZ.”

Title page for Charles Dickens’ Nicholas
Nickleby, originally published in 1839, edited
by “Boz”’ (Dickens) and illustrated by
“Phiz.”” (Halbot K. Browne).

watching the film or the musical. David Cop-
perfield, too, has been overdone. So have
Great Expectations, the Pickwick Papers, and
A Christmas Carol. Martin Chuzzlewit is an
interesting book, but it doesn’t quite hang
together in the same way.

Practically every single Dickens novel was
unsatisfactory. But that’s not to say that we
chose Nicholas Nickleby by default. Its attrac-

tions are that it is a picaresque
novel with a strong central char-
acter. And to make a novel into a
theater piece, you need something
to hang all the clothes on, you
know? To have a central character
who goes all the way through it,
whose experiences one can attach
everything to, is a very useful the-
atrical aid.

It’s also crucial to remember
that Nickleby is the work of a man
just at the beginning of his inven-
tive powers. In our first week of
rehearsal, everybody in the pro-
ject was sitting around in a big cir-
cle, and somebody said, “‘Is there
anybody in this room who is
twenty-six or under in age?’’ Two
people put up their hands. Out of
the sixty-odd people sitting in the
room, these two were the only
ones who were as young as Dick-
ens was when he wrote Nicholas
Nickleby. Now that was a humbl-
ing statement to start with—that
you are in the presence of a man
than whom you've almost certain-
ly had more experience of life, yet
than whom you have a smaller
view of the world.

Dickens wrote Nickleby in mon-
thly installments over eighteen
months, and while he was starting
it, he was finishing Oliver Twist.
As the installments came out, he
got more and more interested in
some of the characters. The novel
acquires more and more facets as
it goes along. The character of Ralph, for in-
stance, starts off as an absolutely stereotyped
villainous Victorian devil. He snarls a lot; he
frowns; he’s bitter; he gives a harsh hollow
laugh. Pure melodrama. Then, toward the
center of the novel, you can feel Dickens
beginning to think, ‘‘I wonder what it is that
makes a guy like that tick?"’ And you realize
he’s not just writing from form. He's actually
interested. By the end, you really feel about
Ralph that he’s somebody who missed out on
life. That’s sad. There’s a reason for it, buried
somewhere in Ralph’s character, and Dickens
is just beginning to perceive it.

The Bettman Archive
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“You'd get an

agitprop version with
songs, Or an opera, or a
mimed version.”

Our production reflects this shift in tone.
The first half is light, much less dangerous
than the second, which is far more serious and
less obviously funny. It’s much darker. In a
sense, it reflects Dickens’ own feeling about his
novel.

The actors contributed very, very much to
the whole shape of the thing in the very
beginning, by the experiments we did in
rehearsal. Various actors have skills in certain
areas—we had a mime artist, and we had
three opera singers. They contributed a great
deal all the way through, in a completely
unspecifiable way. They were so positive all
the time, they wanted it to happen so much,
that despite all the drawbacks and set-
backs—and there were plenty of them—even
when we were at our lowest ebb, the actors
were still willing it forward.

I think the idea that the actors actually did,
or helped to do, the writing—which has been
reported in some places—is slightly romantic.
It’s been overstated. The fact of the matter is
that the writing as such was done by David
Edgar. When we began, we knew that a first-
class writer would be an absolute sine gua non.
David was our first choice, and we were so
lucky that he was available. He’s erudite. His
reading is amazingly wide. He’s young enough
to be very receptive to new ideas of dramaturgy
and staging. He is somebody whose political
insight into today, his ability to see the impor-
tance of political ideas now, is such that he can
look at an old novel or an old play and say,
““What is it about this that will really excite a
modern audience?’’ or ‘‘Isn’t it fascinating
that they felt this way about women, or this
way about prisons, or this way about
schools?’’ or whatever. He has a pedigree in
adapting novels that is already well charted.

Trevor and I only began to see the scale of
the work after we came out of the project.
Some scenes link up with others in ways that
we’d never imagined. David’s got themes run-
ning through it that Dickens hasn’t got. It was
a very lonely job, a huge thing for him to have
done, but he did it splendidly.

The first stage adaptation of Nickleby was
done before Dickens had finished writing it.
The author was a man named Edward Sterling,
who wrote a pirated version in which Mr. Man-
talini is the villain, and he's after Kate's
virginity, and he gets his comeuppance. It also
turns out that Smike is a very, very rich young
boy who is owed an enormous fortune. And he
marries Kate! It’s a very short play, as one

Culver Pictures

would imagine, based on something so slight.
But Dickens went to see it, and although he
fought all his life against people who pirated
his work—particularly Americans, who are
dreadful, miserable plagiarists—he so enjoyed
this production of Nicholas Nickleby, before
he himself had finished writing it, that he took
his family along the next day and wrote ac-
colades to the actors and the writer! That is
proof positive of his love for the theater.

Trevor Nunn has a theory that Dickens rep-
resents a sort of lost world of English drama.
You have Shakespeare and [Ben] Jonson and
the Restoration and eighteenth-century drama-
tists. But then, suddenly, the theater starts to
die off. It becomes flaccid; it stops being really
exciting; it stops dealing in any profound way
with human psychology; it stops being able to
chart social change. And the form that now
does these things is the novel. You have great
novelists: Dickens, Jane Austen, George Eliot.
They go using the novel as the central form of
social, human expression, until [Henrik] Ibsen
and [Anton Pavlovich] Chekhov and George
Bernard Shaw and other great naturalists come
along and start to lay down blueprints for a
new sort of theater. . . .

We took some of the scenes which would be
most difficult to stage from a novel—that is,
scenes without characters or dialogue, passages
in the novel where Dickens says what outrages
him about society or what he finds unjust
about a particular instance—and we split up

Above: The
character of Nicholas
Nickleby as
envisioned in an
early engraving (left)
and as portrayed by
actor Roger Rees in
the theatrical version
debuting on
Broadway this fall.
Right: Just part of
the forty-two-person
cast of the London
production. The cast
handles 135 speaking
parts in the 8 2-hour
production.

All photographs by John Napier

the company into four groups of actors, abc
fifteen actors in each group, and we got ez
of them to do a version of that passage. They
come back, and you’d get an agitprop versi
with songs, or you'd get it rendered down ir
a dramatic unit, or you'd get a melodrama,
an opera, or a mimed version. We also did
exercise where we asked everybody in the a
ing company to choose a character that rea
fascinated them, a character that they thoug
they had a perception about that was pi
ticularly innovative or interesting, irrespect
of age or sex. We asked them to do a tw
minute scene from the novel, and if they us
dialogue, i1t had to be from the novel We g
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many characters who were chosen,
ee Kate N
Smikes
Smike

r the most fascinating ¢

, four Mr. Squeerses, and

, from an actor’s point of view, by
acter in the play. I

ean, to be able to play a mentally deficien

enty-year-old boy who has been starved of

fection and intellectual stimuli for ten, fif-
odsend! I think—this
ward the end, and
really discussed in philo-
e were doing it—that Smike

en vears of his lifeis a

ling that I got onl

central figure in the novel
voung man of a pros-

d background, comes out

into the world with no money and nothing but
moral outrage in his pocket, and he finds
himself up against a very cruel, mercenary
society. In the middle of this he finds a boy
He's been killed,
basically. He has already such

who's been brutalized.
suffered
deprivation that he is mentally retarded. But
more than that, he is emotionally deprived in a
way that nowadays we find horrifying and it
gets spread all over the papers, but in those
days was just absolutely normal. He's been so
emotionally deprived that he’s
pletely. Nicholas, a young man with

education, sees him, and he's immediately fac

lost hope com

da g0« H_{

ed with a proposition. If you are stuck in the

middle of a society such as the one he's livir

in, or such as the one we're living in, and
you're full of outrage and full of dudgeon
about it, and you hate the society’s institutions
and all that

the society ¢ ds for—if you are,

in other words, a revolutionary—and you are
faced with another human being who for a
series of quite arbitrary reasons comes to de-

ipon you for support, what do yvou do?

W that's the central image of Nic/

Nickleby. What you do is you help him. You

have

*hoice. Or vou become a theorist: vou

become an acac cian moral outrage; you
It doesn’t

When

don’t actually anvthing

matter what vour political beliefs are

5Q




“To be able to play a
mentally deficient
twenty-year-old boy is
a godsend!”

the chips are down, do you give the beggar a
dollar or do you not? It’s all very well to say,
““He’ll only spend it on drink.”” But the fact is,
he’s asking you for it. So what are you going to
do? It’s the point at which he asks that you
have to decide.

In this case, Nicholas Nickleby is twenty
years old—exactly the same age as this retard-
ed boy—and the boy says, ‘‘Help. I will follow
you to the ends of the earth.’’ In our adapta-
tion he says, ‘I would go with you to the
churchyard grave. You are my home. I don’t
have any other home. You are it."”” What do
you do?

Nicholas raises his hand, and he says,
““Come on, I won't let my hand fall. You can
put your hand in mine. We’ll go off together.”’
What Nicholas does to himself is very much
what a young man or woman would do if they
agreed to have a child. You're saying, ‘“My
freedom is over; it’s finished. I no longer have
the total freedom to do whatever 1 want.
Everything I do is conditioned by the fact that
I have a backward boy with me.”’

Now, to be able to do that at twenty requires
a sort of courage and a certainty that what
you're doing is right that makes one identify
with that man and say, ‘““Yes, I could never
have done that in your situation. I probably
would have turned my back. I probably would
have made excuses. But because you are doing
it, good for you. I will be with you till the very
end. More than that, what you do for that boy
must mean that his life gets better.”

The tragedy of Nicholas Nickleby, however,
is that it’s too late for Smike. He's too weak,
too diseased. But what’s most tragic about
him—and in our production, David Threlfall
brings this out in a most chilling and thrilling
way—is that if you take somebody who is emo-
tionally deprived, and warm him up, and say,
“Look, life isn't so bad. You can get a
job”—Smike becomes an actor, in a very
modest way—‘‘You're useful to people. People
love you for who you are,”” what happens then
is that they turn ’round with needs. And in
Smike’s case, they fall in love. He falls in love
with Nicholas’ sister Kate. It’s tragic, but what
can you do about it? It's bound to happen. And
you can’t say, suddenly, that his boy’s life is
better, because it can’t be better. He’s been
bludgeoned and deprived for so long that
whatever happens to him from now on will be
more or less tragic, because the more you warm
him up, the more his needs are going to be.

In the end, it is somewhat sentimental of
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Dickens. It's safe to say, ‘“Well, he’s going to
die of this incurable disease.”’ But at the same
time it’s a very good, strong, central image for
the novel, because he’s saying that this boy was
actually dead when he was found, in some
sense. It is extraordinary that he has been given
a life by this other lad, that this whole other
area of life which Smike had never perceived is
open to him by his association with Nicholas.
And, not to spoil the play for anyone who
hasn't seen it, the fact that Nicholas turns out
to be Smike's cousin is, of course, the final
irony.

What we’ve tried to do with the end of the
play is to approximate what Dickens does at
the very end of his last chapter. Which is to
say, he pulls his usual Dickensian happy end-
ing—everybody was happy, life was golden,
there were endless children and grandchildren,
and they all lived in perpetual happiness in the
old house where their parents had lived—but,
he says, *“The grave of Smike remained as a re-
minder of their poor dead cousin.’’ He doesn’t
mean that sentimentally. He means that as a
reminder, not just that the young boy suffered
all that he did, and in the end dies of it, but
that there are boys like him all the time. At the
end of our adaptation, we dramatize that last
sentence of Dickens’ by saying that even
though the Dotheboys Hall is broken up, final-
ly, there's another Smike. Another young boy.

The extraordinary thing for Nicholas is that,
once you have helped one Smike, you can’t
look at his grave and say, ‘‘Well, I've done my
bit.”” You will always be helping them. You
won’'t be able to stop. You can’t go back.
Charles Dickens’ Nicholas Nickleby is avail-
able from Penguin Books (1978, paperback,
$3.95).

Above: *‘Nicholas
astonishes Mr.
Squeers and family”’
as seen by “‘Phiz.”
Squeers is the
sadistic master of
Dotheboys Hall.
Right: The Royal
Shakespeare
Company’s
production.
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Fred Wiseman’s
Candid Camera

The controversial documentary filmmaker turns
his unblinking eye on the world of high fashion.

By Elizabeth Ames

Frederick Wiseman’s very first documentary,
Titicut Follies (1967), is the only *‘‘non-
obscene"’ film ever to be banned in the United
States. Subsequent Wiseman films have been
censored and canceled and have spurred
heated debates. His latest effort, Model (to be
aired on Public Broadcasting System Septem-
ber 16), is unlikely to cause such a stir. Its
focus—the modeling industry—seems far from
the grittier worlds of Hospital, Welfare, Law
and Order, and Wiseman’s other well-known
controversial films. Model is his lightest work
so far. Yet, in all respects, it is very much a
Fred Wiseman film.

For each of the last fourteen years, Fred
Wiseman, now fifty-one, has produced a por-
trait of some institution or professional
enclave in American life. His technique is by
now almost legendary. For about a month, he
films the day-to-day activities at his chosen
site; eventually, his subjects barely notice they
are being filmed. The footage is—over a
period of approximately ten months—edited
down to the essential Wiseman documentary:
a stark collection of sequences, two hours or
more in length. Shooting only in black-and-
white, without voice-over narration, Wiseman
simply serves up reality to his viewers—cut
and spliced his way.

That reality can be devastating. Wiseman’s
subjects rarely seem to be acting for the
camera, and they allow him to film their most
revealing—sometimes anguished—moments.

Watching a Wiseman documentary, the New
Yorker critic, Pauline Kael, once wrote, ‘‘You
feel that the experience is totally naked, that
there is no protective tissue between you and
the people on the screen.”

These are not simple films. Wiseman is not
interested in a single issue but, as he rather
plainly puts it, in ‘“‘how people behave.” His
fourteen documentaries are variations on one
set of themes. Nearly all show, for instance,
how people exert—and interact with—authori-
ty: teachers face students in High School
(1968); recruits confront officers in Basic
Training (1971). A group’s “‘formal ideology™’
—to use Wiseman's term—is also held up
against its actual practices. The Benedictine
monastery in Essene (1972) echoes with prayers
for brotherly harmony and serenity, but its ab-
bot must cope with a contentious monk, others
with emotional conflicts.

In Wiseman'’s films, social problems appear
so vast and complicated that they defy solu-
tion. Needy clients in Welfare (1975) are
frustrated by bureaucratic caseworkers, who
are in turn snowed under by swollen case loads
and blatant cheats.

While Wiseman'’s editing highlights these
ironies, much in his films is left to the viewer's
subjective interpretation. He presents in-
dividuals with varying points of view, and,
since there is no narration, you must draw your
own conclusions—which will depend as much
on your prejudices as on what you see.

Elizabeth Ames is a former staff reporter for
Look magazine where she covered films and
entertainment. She’s now a free-lance writer,
contributing to New York, Newsweek, Self,
Avenue, Omni, and other publications.
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Right: Documentary filmmaker Frederick
Wiseman, whose latest film for the
Public Broadcasting System,

© Robert Whittington







Wiseman has intended it that way. He is a
blunt, intense man with an underlying sense of
humor. Though he exudes a certain warmth, it
is tempered by a definite reserve. In conversa-
tion he is unpretentious and direct, and he has
long frustrated interviewers who want simple
explanations of his work. ‘“You may think it’s
a cop-out,”’ he says firmly, “‘but I do think
these films speak for themselves."”

He has always encouraged diverse viewer
responses, but Wiseman admits he never ex-
pected the furor caused by Titicut Follies. The
film exposed harrowing conditions at Bridge-
water State Prison for the criminally insane in
Massachusetts. Its appalling footage revealed
an Auschwitzlike institution where gaunt in-
mates, heavily sedated, shuffle aimlessly. In
one particularly disturbing scene, guards bait
and slap an-elderly inmate, “‘Jim,”’ as he is
led—naked—for a shave. Later he is returned
to his cell; for an uncomfortable length of time
we watch him stamp like a caged animal.

1 expected that once the people in Massa-
chusetts saw what a horrible place this was,
they'd certainly do something about it,”” the
filmmaker recalls. Yet the public’s wrath
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focused not on the horrors at Bridgewater
but—ironically—on the bearer of that bad
news. A bizarre dispute raged over the nudity
in the film. The Boston press attacked Wise-
man for—of all things—exploiting the in-
mates’ misery for his own financial gain.

““My phone was tapped. There were a lot of
crank calls, threats to throw acid,”” Wiseman
says. ‘‘1 was portrayed as a Jewish por-
nographer.’’ The worst part of the experience,
he says, ‘‘was the personal disappointments,
the friends that fell away.”

Public officials who originally supported the
film also turned on him. According to Wise-
man, Elliot Richardson, then state attorney
general, had helped him obtain permission for
Follies to be made and later praised it at a
screening. But once the controversy started,
Richardson began proceedings against the
film, partly on the grounds that it violated the
privacy of the inmates. (Yet national press ac-
counts fail to mention any inmates who ever
complained.) Eventually, the Massachusetts
Supreme Court ruled that the film could be
seen only by ‘‘professionals’ concerned with
custodial care, and today Tiricut Follies is—ac-

Above: In Law and Order (1969), Wiseman
camera followed the grim business of police
work. One startling sequence shows a cop
choking a prostitute; the film'’s soundtrack
was heavily edited for expletives.

cording to Wiseman—the only film banned i
this country on other than obscenity ground:
So far, two attempts to take the case beforet
United States Supreme Court have failed.
Later Wiseman films were also controve
sial. High School, widely interpreted as a swi
at the dehumanizing quality of public educ
tion, so infuriated the board of education i
Philadelphia, where it was made, that Wis
man cannot show it there for fear of court i
junction. Repeat showings of Juvenile Cou
(1973) were canceled in its locale—Me
phis—after complaints that it invaded t
privacy of subjects in the film (even thou
they had given consent). Primate (1974),
look at the Yerkes Primate Research Center
Atlanta, prompted accusations from the ce
ter’s chief scientist that distressing scenes
forced ejaculation and decapitation of I
monkeys were shown unfairly out of contex



vy phone was tapped.
(here were a lot of
rank calls, threats to
hrow acid.”

‘he soundtrack of Law and Order (1969) was
eavily censored for expletives, and Hospital
1970) appalled many with its graphic scenes of
urgery and drug withdrawal.

Not all of Wiseman's documentaries have
aused such flaps, and the angst and gore are
otably absent from Canal Zone (1977), Sinai
“eld Mission (1978), and Manoeuvre (1979),
is most recent documentaries. The controver-
ies have quieted, but they have left their
nark. Known to be reluctant to talk about
iimself or ongoing projects, Wiseman admits,
‘I'm very secretive. Part of it is a joke, and
sart of it comes out of the experience I had
vith Titicut Follies."' He is ‘‘more pessimistic
ind less interested’” in affecting social change
hrough his work. ‘“What matters to me most
10w is to make a good film about the subject.”

Such pronouncements and the choice of a
“glamour"’ subject for his latest project may
suggest to some that the filmmaker has turned
nward. Model and its world could not provide
1 greater contrast to the misery seen in Titicut
Follies. Much in the film indicates that perhaps
this is precisely the point.

Shot in and around the Zoli model agency in
New York, the film shows prospective models
at interviews and then trails the successful ones
as they are put through their paces at photo
sessions, screen tests, commercial shoots, a
cocktail party, and a fashion show. This is a
world preoccupied with height, looks, make-
up, and pricey clothes. But this is no glossy
glorification of the high-fashion world. As
models and photographers create fantasy im-
ages in the city’s streets, they are shown being
watched by the poor, the elderly, and the
derelict, people who could have come from the
frames of Welfare or Hospital.

Aside from such ominous overtones, Model
may ‘be Wiseman’s most consistently funny
film. Zoli himself saw in it elements of *‘situa-
tion comedy,”" and there were many laughs at
an early press screening. The comedy arises,
however, from the extreme self-absorption
that pervades the world of Model. A jour-
nalist asks a male model, ‘““What are your
favorite soaps and shampoos?’” in a tone he
might use to discuss War and Peace.

Wiseman shows modeling for what it is:
tedious. As models make-up and pose, there is
little talk and much repetition. In a major se-
quence, models endure endless takes during
the filming of a pantyhose commercial,
repeatedly descending steps, striding down the
street, and posing in a video studio. The scene

!
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Above: In films such as Basic Training
(1971), Wiseman examines the interaction
of ordinary people with the forces of
authority. In this case, military recruits
confront their officers.

lasts twenty-two minutes.

This kind of realism can be wearing on
viewers, and Wiseman has been criticized for
long-windedness. The lengths of his films and
their sequences are, he replies, ‘‘appropriate’
to his subjects. Viewer response is secondary.
“The only audience I have in mind is myself,”
he says. *‘I don’t mean that in an egomaniacal
sort of way—it's hard enough to know your
own standards and your own views.”’ Despite
his disinterest in ‘‘feedback,”” he later
acknowledges that Kael's reviews of his early
films ‘‘gave what 1 was doing the Good
Housekeeping seal of approval and helped
legitimize what I was doing. That meant a lot
to me."’

Though he may not exactly be mindless of
his audience, Wiseman is exceptionally absorb-
ed in his work. During a project, he can be dif-
ficult to reach; his business manager often does
not even know his schedule. *‘I get totally in-
volved in the world that I'm in so that I can’t
do anything else,’” he says. *‘I work on a film
seventeen and a half hours a day.”

Immersed as he may be, he keeps his emo-
tional distance. The behavior he has witnessed
has been outrageous, but Wiseman has almost
never intervened. He came close once, while
filming Law and Order. Watching a cop choke
a prostitute, *‘I was about to intervene when he
let her go. Had I done so, it would have been
the end of the film.” His sympathetic image

1

o
P
with the police would have been shattered, and
he would have no longer been “‘invisible.”

That Wiseman actually manages to blend in-
to the woodwork seems remarkable, particu-
larly when he describes his shooting technique.
Along with a cameraman and an assistant, he
will hover as close as two feet away from his
subjects. As he does the sound, he directs the
shooting. “‘It’s like a little dance. It looks real-
ly strange. Sometimes these horrible things are
going on, and you’re sort of creeping around
the floor. And sometimes there are tape run-
outs and film run-outs and you're in the wrong
position. It's actually a great comedy."’

Wiseman's apparent invisibility seems to
have a lot to do with his ability to project a
low-key, compassionate persona. ‘“‘You look
at him one time, and you're won over,’’ says
Bob Whittington, one of the photographers in
Model. Appolonia, a Dutch model, found him
“warm’’ but *‘shy.’” She says, ‘‘He lets you
talk about yourself.”” Yet he does have his de-
tractors. One magazine article quoted a young
filmmaker who attempted to show his work to
Wiseman and got a chilly response: ‘‘He didn’t
like my film. . . . He was right . . . but I also
felt terribly let down personally when I left
him. It struck me that he has the intellectual
liberal’s type of compassion—displaced from
real feeling.”

Wiseman concedes he is a loner, and it is not
surprising he was an only child. In an odd way,
he appears to be the perfect product of his
background. His parents’ professions seem to
foreshadow the subjects of his films: his father
was a lawyer and his mother the administrative
head of psychiatry in a children’s hospital.
Wiseman grew up ‘‘sheltered.”’
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Above: Male models in Model are asked such
penetrating questions as, ‘‘What are your
favorite soaps and shampoos?’’ The humor
in the film comes from this relentless self-
absorption. Right: Wiseman shows what a
Sfashion model’s life is really like, and by and
large, it’s a life of tedium, endless makings-
up and shootings.

He had a love for the movies, but it gave way
to family expectations—he was to study law.
Dutifully, he entered Yale Law School in 1951
after graduating from Williams College. Find-
ing law “‘boring,’” he retreated into literature.

Wiseman then did a stint in the army and
later worked for an American lawyer in Paris.
Upon returning to the states, he taught for a
while at Boston University Law-Medicine In-
stitute. Finally, ‘‘at the witching age of
thirty,”” Wiseman decided ‘‘that I better do
something I liked.”” He would make films.

In 1964, he produced The Cool World, a fic-
tion feature about a ghetto kid in Harlem. The
film was a financial failure, but it acquainted
Wiseman with filmmaking techniques and left
him determined to try again.

Several years passed. In the interim, Wise-
man and a friend formed a consulting firm
known as OSTI—the Organization for Social
and Technical Innovation. OSTI worked with
the Office of Economic Opportunity and the
Department of Health, Education and Welfare
to implement social programs. Despite good
intentions, the firm turned out to be a ‘‘boon-
doggle’; the experience did much to shape his
pessimistic social views. ‘“That was a pretty
good education in the limits of social change.””

Eventually, Wiseman decided to try another
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The comedy arises
from the extreme
self- absorption that
pervades Model.

movie—one he’d direct himself. So he pro-
ceeded to film that hellish place he had visited
with his law students: Bridgewater,

Sometime after Titicut Follies, Wiseman
contracted with PBS to produce one film an-
nually. That arrangement, along with income
from domestic and foreign rentals and leases,
sustains Wiseman and his company, Zipporah
Films.

Ever mysterious, Wiseman won’'t disclose
the titles of his newest projects. But he will talk
about something more remote, his screen
adaptation of Anne Tyler's novel, Celestial
Navigation. According to Wiseman, producer
Tony Unger has an option on the property and
is rounding up studio backing. The film, he
says, is about a ‘‘fat, timid, ugly sculptor who
lives in a rooming house and makes things out
of fragments. He falls in love with a destitute
woman. . . . She is interested only in prac-
tical, earthly day-to-day matters . . . while he
operates by celestial navigation and is very in-
volved with abstractions, and they drift
apart.”

Does he see himself in this character? *“The
emotional part of it I understand, but it’s not
part of my personal experience,” Wiseman
says carefully. “‘I think I relate to people better
than the man in the book. I'm interested in
abstractions, but not to the exclusion of
anything else.”

Still, he will not deny the connection: ‘I
relate to his making things out of fragments.”’
After all, he says evenly, ‘‘that’s what I do.”’ []

New American Cinema Showcase

Fred Wiseman’s Model is featured in ‘‘New
American Cinema Showcase," a collection of
works by independent filmmakers organized
by the Independent Feature Project and the
American Film Institute Exhibition Services
Office. These nonprofit organizations, with
the help of a grant from the National Endow-
ment for the Arts, are seeking to expand the
audience for independent films. Other
showcased films include Jon Else’s Day After
Trinity (nominated for an Academy Award),
Anna Thomas’ The Haunting of M, and Mark
Rappoport’s Imposters.

Five of the nine featured films will be shown
at each screening; at least two directors will be
present. The New American Cinema Showcase
will be at the River Oaks Theater in Houston
(October 16-22), the Prytania Theater in New
Orleans (November 13-19), and the Rhodes
Cinema in Atlanta (December 4-11).

Oliver Kool
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Art among the Adobes

The city glistens with astonishing light that has
beckoned artists for more than a century. Soft
adobe edges fuse with a brilliant sky. Thé
horizon is alive with passionate tradition meld-
ed from New Mexico's proud past.

It is Santa Fe. This beautiful town, with one
art gallery for every 400 or so residents and
world-famous opera and chamber-music activ-
ities, opens her collective doors next month for
the Santa Fe Festival of the Arts. A major na-
tional event, the festival pools the creativity of
New Mexican artists and American Indian
artists from throughout the U.S. Scheduled for
October 9-18, the fifth annual festival includes
six separate shows that span photography,
crafts, American Indian art, sculpture, and
painting. Every item exhibited by 600 partici-
pating artists will be for sale and five of the six
shows are installed in the same location, Santa
Fe's Sweeney Convention Center located one
block from the historic downtown plaza. The
sixth, a fine-arts exhibition of traditional
Southwestern art, will hang in the Armory for
the Arts.

Eliot Porter Retrospective. A photographer
for all but the first ten of his seventy-nine
years, Porter established a home and studio in
Tesuque, New Mexico. As with Ansel Adams,
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The city of Santa Fe
salutes local and
Indian artists, and they
return the favor.

Edward Curtis, and the twentieth century’s
other great landscape photographers, Porter
was drawn by the amazing light. Porter’s color
photography will be featured in this year’s
Santa Fe Festival with a major retrospective of
his work in the Sweeney Convention Center.
Rosalind Constable Invites. For twenty
years, Rosalind Constable advised editors of
Time, Inc., about emerging avant-garde trends
through an in-house briefing sheet sometimes
called ‘“Rosie’s Bugle.”” The first to write
about Warhol and Lichtenstein, she now lives
on a Santa Fe hillside where she observes the
city’s and state’s art community at work.
Visitors to Santa Fe next month will see eight
rooms of works by forty artists whom Con-
stable invited to participate in one festival exhi-
bition. All artists are residents of New Mexico
and are invited to show works in any medium
—paintings, sculpture, or decorative items.

American Indian Art Show. From Florida
Oklahoma, Alaska to New York, 1
American Indian artists will gather in Santa ]
for a special segment of the Santa Fe Festivz
The invitational show encompasses painting
sculpture, pottery, jewelry, weaving, ar
basketry displayed in the convention center.

Festival organizers anticipate participatic
from the country’s best American Indian artist
The setting is appropriate; one of the first effor
to preserve Indian art began in Santa Fe mo
than fifty years ago and the Institute of Amer
can Indian Arts is located in the city today.

New Mexico Photography Exhibition. Ne
York dealer Lee Witkin is among three judg
for this competition open exclusively to Ne
Mexico residents. Joining Witkin on the pan
are Ernest Brooks II, president of the Brool
Institute (known for underwater and Arct
photography) and free-lance photographt
Nicholas deVore 111 of Aspen, Colorado.

Entrants, whose works will hang in the cor
vention center, are not restricted by siz
format, or subject requirements.

Crafts 81. Textiles, ceramics, jeweln
stained glass: these popular craft areas will t
represented in a juried show featuring abot
one hundred artists. This segment of the Sant
Fe Festival is limited to works by New Mexica
artists/craftsmen, representing a region rich i
excellent crafts tradition.

Images of the Southwest. The only festivi
segment installed in the Armory for the Art
the show offers a traditional Southwester
flavor. From landscapes to Indian portrait:
realism is the thrust of this fine-arts exhibitior
Jim Forrest, director of the Fine Arts Musew
at the University of Wyoming, will jury th
selection of works by more than eighty artist:

Admission to the Santa Fe Festival of th
Arts is $2.50 for adults, $1.50 for children, an
hours for all six individual shows are 10 a.m. t
7 pm. Satellite activities throughout the cit
during festival-time include a walking tour o
art galleries, performing-arts events and stree
theater. The fifth annual Santa Fe Festival i
supported by participation from the Santa F
Gallery Association, the Santa Fe Chambe
Music Festival, the Santa Fe Communit

Theatre, and the College of Santa Fe. C

Among six shows in the Santa Fe Festival of
the Arts, Rosalind Constable Invites
showcases works by New Mexican artists.
Right, Tesuque Hills by Dick Mason, left,
Buffalo Medicine by John Nieto.
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[lluminating Ray

In the late 1950s, Indian film maker Satyajit
Ray made a tremendous international impact
with three lyrical films known as the Apu
trilogy. But Ray has since become a stranger to
American audiences. Did his talents vanish?
Did he stop making films? The fault lay not
with Ray’s consistently extraordinary art, but
with distributors who doubt Americans’
appreciation of foreign subject matter and
tolerance of subtitles. Fortunately, Film India
has mounted a nationwide retrospective of
Ray's body of work that should dispel those
doubts and, if the lines for the screenings at
New York’s Museum of Modern Art are indic-
ative, spawn more of the same.

In his twenty-seven films, from the 1955
Pather Panchali to the 1981 Pikoo, Ray has
earned a place with the likes of Ingmar
Bergman, Andrzej Wajda, and Francois Truf-
faut. And he is a film maker in the fullest sense
of the word: he often writes the stories, com-
poses the music, and designs the sets.

Like his author grandfather and father
before him, Ray is torn between the cultural
influence of the British and fascination with
his Indian heritage. This tension is felicitously
felt in work that draws on both European and
Indian modes. Like the films of Bergman, Wa-
jda, and Truffaut, Ray’s work looks intensely
at the particular in order to evoke a universal
truth. Ray's “‘particular’ is not India in its
entirety, but his native Bengal—in present and
past, country and city, languid wealth and
ravaging poverty. His visual and narrative
details are parochial, but his themes are as rele-
vant in Kansas as in Calcutta.

Though distinctive in any context, Ray's
films are especially remarkable in contrast to
the song-and-dance and simple-message for-
mula of mainstream Indian cinema. Although
it produces more films than any other country
in the world, the Indian film industry is
egregiously limited in range.

Visually, Ray's eloquence and economy are
breathtaking. He can make a sturdy tree seem
a portent of famine in Distant Thunder; can
suggest the dissipation of the landowner class
by hypnotically circling a chandelier in The
Music Room; or can describe the fear and
passivity of a young woman by watching her
toes curl inward like a wave. With their loca-
tion settings, nonprofessional actors, and
poetic evocation of everyday life, the Apu
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All photographs courtesy of the Museum of Modern Art

trilogy films won Ray the label of neorealist
film maker. But even Ray’s early work is

stylistically varied. There's a Chekhovian
flavor to Charfuta and The Mountain, a
vaporous surrealism to The Music Room.
More recent films such as The Chess Players
and The Kingdom of Diamonds deftly in-
sinuate animation or fairy-tale sequences into
works that are difficult to pigeonhole.
Diversity notwithstanding, the fundamental
unity of Ray’s films is affirmed by the works

Film India brings us this vear. Ray has ofte
said that he finds villains boring. An indif
ference to villains as well as heroes, and
fascination with strong characters—both fo
themselves and as suggestive of large
geographical, social, or political realities
—continue to distinguish all of Ray’s art.
Geographical realities are the determinin
force in The Mountain (made in 1962, hut only
now showing in the U.S.), where variou
characters spend the last hours of a summe



Dpposite page: Satvajit Ray, subject of a
“ilm India retrospective now touring the
‘ountry. Top: Nani Ganguly (left) and
Sandhya Ray in Distant Thunder (/974), one
of only two of Ray's films to be widely
distributed in the United States before now.
4bhove: Subir Banerjee as Apu in Satvajit
Ray'’s first film, Pather Panchali (1955);
ubsequent films (The Unvanquished, The
World of Apu/ follow the voung Bengali

hov's journev into manhood and fatherhood.

holiday in a small town at the foothills of Kan-
chenjunga, the world’s third-highest moun-
tain. Though the mist-enshrouded peak ob-
durately refuses to show its face before the
film’s last minutes, its presence casts a spell
over the day. An upper-class young girl sum-
mons the nerve to defy her powerful father and
reject his choice of a suitable mate. A proud
young man, rendered obsequious by his im-
poverished circumstances, finally speaks his
disrespectful mind to a potential employer. A
woman who has not sung in years finds pas-
sionate voice. Yet, as is true with all Ray’s
works, The Mountain’s conclusions are neither
so cheerful nor so direct as they at first appear.
Kanchenjunga’s lucid appearance at film’s end
is ironic, for human destinies are not half so
clear. The young woman must yet select a
mate; the young man remains jobless. Soon
holiday and mountain will be left behind, and
pressures more insistent than those of moun-
tain atmosphere will reassert their influence
over all the characters’ lives.

These social and political pressures are more
pressing in The Chess Players (1977), one of
Ray’s strongest and most scathing films. The
time is the mid-nineteenth century, the subject
the British appropriation of the final Indian
outpost of Oudh. Whereas The Mountain dif-
ferentiates between more and less sympathetic
characters, The Chess Plavers remains
scrupulously distanced from British and Indian

alike—small wonder that Indian audiences
took umbrage. The Indian king, who cherishes
his crown but not the ordeal of ruling, who
bursts into sorrowful song in the midst of a
military conference, is scarcely more heroic
than the British resident general whose
unpleasant, unethical duty it is to overthrow
him. The chess players of the title are buffoons
who bury their heads in the old Indian game of
chess while rulers come and go and even the
rules of chess change. But these situations are
more provocative as part of a complex social
and political vision, of Ray's perception of In-
dia’s somnolent aestheticism as both seductive
and inimicable to good leadership. For once
Ray’s message is clear. Yes, the British be-
haved deplorably, but the Indians have only
themselves to blame.

Social tensions between British and Indian
traditions are felt within individual characters
in Rays’ recent short feature, Pikoo. On its
surface, Pikoo tells a simple story. A wealthy
Calcutta husband discovers his wife’s infideli-
ty. The wife weepingly informs her lover,
who—inconvenienced by the new situation and
embarrassed by her emotions—abruptly
leaves. In another quarter of the large house,
the wife’s father suffers a fatal heart attack.
But Ray complicates his drama by viewing
much of it through the innocent, mischievous
eyes of the couple’s young son, Pikoo. From
Pikoo’s perspective, we observe the interplay
of past and present, native and European in-
fluences in contemporary India. After his
father drives off in an expensive modern car,
Pikoo watches a human-drawn carriage and a
band of raggedly dressed native singers pass his
driveway. While his mother prepares an elab-
orate lunch table, Pikoo stares at an old
gardener shoveling rice from plate to mouth
with work-worn hands.

The Mountain, The Chess Players, and
Pikoo are among nearly thirty Satyajit Ray
films Film India is bringing to this country.
Only The Chess Players and Distant Thunder
have been distributed with any vigor in the
west before now. Seen at last, the films of
Satyajit Ray are arevelation. —Diane Jacobs

The Satyajit Ray retrospective will also be seen
at: the Walker Art Center, Minneapolis (Septem-
ber-October); the Pacific Film Archives, Ber-
keley (October-November); the Denver Center,
Denver (January 1982); the Museum of Fine
Arts, Boston (February); and the Los Angeles
County Museum, Los Angeles (March).
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et Travitips i
CRUISE & TRAVEL ASSN.

Save 100’s of Dollars on Luxury Crulses! Our

members do, on every cruise they take. You can too!

Write for detalls, including FREE MEMBERSHIP

PLAN: TRAVELTIPS INC., Dept 5618, 183-09 Depot
Road, Flushing, NY 11358, 212/938-2400.

Letters

:!1- % FREE DOVER FINE ART CATALOG % *4;

Fully-illustrated 48-page catalog of over 150 fine paper-
b dbacks in art, art 1‘|i$tc:rs":1 theory and aesthetics, most .4

iced from $3.50 to $6 Blake, Bruegel, Degas, Doré,
mst, Picasso, Durer, Goya, Mucha, Erté — Renaissance g
to 20th century. Catalog absolutely FREE! Write Dover
) _§Pubns., Dept. A33 180 Varick Street, New York, N.Y.b.4
10014, “America’'s most imaginative reprint publisher.”
— Time Magazine.

L R S S S SR E LR EEE & E

The Book That Aut
Pueblo, Colorado
On The Map.

The book is the free Consumer Informa-
tion Catalog. And the new edition lists
over 200 helpful publications, more than
half of them free. Publications filled with
useful consumer information. To get your
free Catalog, write:

CONSUMER INFORMATION CEHTE%
DEPT. G, PUEBLO, COLORADO

General Services Administration

-

There’s alot worth
saving inthis country.

Today more Americans
who value the best of yester-
day are saving and using old
buildings, waterfront areas
and even neighborhoods.

Preservation saves energy,
materials and the artistry of
these quality structures.

Help preserve what'’s
worth saving in your com-
munity. Contact the National
Trust, P.O. Box 2800,
Washington, D.C. 20013.

Naﬁon%or

Historic Preservation

Preservation bulds the natior
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Notes on Steinberg
Although 1 agree that Michael Steinberg’s
writings on music are perceptive and entertain-
ing, the article (May 1981, ‘“‘Annotator of
Note’’) also displays a familiar attitude: “‘I'd
rather be right than understood.”’ The notes
on “‘Schubert’s Symphony No. 8" must be
read before the work at hand can be identified.
One must know the entire history of
Schubert’s symphonies to know which is ‘“No.
8, former No. 9, formerly former No. 7"’—not
to be confused with the orchestrated piano duo
No. 7, now presumably ‘““No. 6%2," or we
could leave things so we can know what we're
talking about.

Before they educate, writers must com-
municate.

Richard E. Sebelt
Springfield, Massachusetts

Never Heard of It
The ““Twenty-first Museum™ on Professor
Hazard's list (June 1981, “Twenty Museums
You've Never Heard Of"’') is the Gilcrease in
Tulsa, Oklahoma.

This is probably the least known museum of
all with one of the most extensive, if not the
most extensive collection of American cow-
boy, Indian, and Western art anywhere.

Professor Hazard should include this
museum in his proposed guidebook with ap-
propriate emphasis.

If there are any questions about the impor-
tance of this collection, one should talk with
the president of Kennedy Galleries in New
York.

R. S. Strickler
Killingworth, Connecticut

Wrong Hunt

I was amused at the know-nothingness of your
‘‘itinerate art prospector’’ from (are you jok-
ing?) Beaver College, who states that the
$2.5-million Jcebergs was given to the Dallas
Museum by H. L. Hunt. H. L. Hunt never
bought a painting in his life, either for $2,500
or $2.5 million. The painting was purchased by
his son, Lamar Hunt, who, I believe, has only
loaned it to the Dallas Museum. Nevertheless |
give H. L. Hunt full credit for having launched
me on my painting career, although in-
advertently. In 1959, after 1 had edited his

book, Alpaca, 1 spent several days designir
the cover, although I had not been hired to ¢
this. When I returned to New York, a frier
saw my sketches, said that I should be pain
ing, and took me to Rosenthal’s for a comple
outfit. The rest, as they say, is history.

Eustace Mullins
President

Ezra Pound Institute
of Civilization
Staunton, Virginia

Best

I read with interest your article on ‘‘Futurist
Architects” in the June 1981 issue of Horizc
magazine.

The subject matter was indeed fascinatin
the piece itself, well written; and its appearan:
in this era of “‘postmodern’ (however yc
define the term) architecture, most timely.

However, I was somewhat confused by
misleading statement concerning the Best Pr¢
ducts headquarters in Richmond, Virgini
The building to which you refer as ‘‘the newe
SITE/Best building, also in Richmond,
Best’s headquarters,”” in fact is our newe
SITE-designed showroom. The *“‘Forest Shoy
room’ is not our headguarters, but one ¢
ninety-two catalog showrooms which the con
pany operates across the nation.

Our headquarters here in Richmond wi
designed by Hardy Holzman Pfeiffer Ass¢
ciates of New York. It is not a SITE buildin;
although SITE originally did refer us 1
HHPA when we began the search for an a
chitect to design our headquarters.

J. Michael Welton
Corporate Communications
Best Products Co., Inc.
Richmond, Virginia

No Boost for Santa Fe

In your column in the June issue, under
Boost for Santa Fe,”” mention is wrongly mac
that D. H. Lawrence died in Santa Fe. Whi
he deeply loved the area around Taos, he a
tually died in Saint-Paul-de-Vence, Provenc
France.

0

John J. Walsh
Publisher, Black Swan Books
Redding Ridge, Connecticut




