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Andrew Wyeth, in the studio of his father, N. C. Wyeth, in Chadds Ford, Pa. It was here, near the house where he was born, that Andrew, now 79, learned to draw. ]

Sovereign of His Own Art World
For Andrew W yeth, a New Biography Is Reason Enough to Break# Long Silence

By RALPH BLUMENTHAL

CHADDS FORD, Pa. — Andrew Wyeth 
is still alive. He proved it the other day 

i by ordering a Bloody Mary,, a shrimp 
cocktail (“Five shrimp, please”) and 
sweet-potato fries.

Sure, he said over lunch at the colonial 
Chadds Ford Inn in the Brandywine 
country of 'Pennsylvania — home to 
three generations of painting Wyeths — 
he and his wife, Betsy, had resisted publi
cation of a confidant’s revealing new 
biography in his lifetime. And now here 
was the book, “Andrew Wyeth: A Secret 
Life,” with his scowling countenance 
staring from bookstore ^shelves. People _ 
may have thought he haci died, and more 
th a n a fe w  critics m ayhavT ’wished he 
h acT T fu F n^^
seamed with-leathery creases over a 
worn gray Irish sweater, “I’m not dead 
yet.”

At 79, Mr. Wyeth, who has conjured 
some of the most arresting popular im
ages of the age and reaped extraordi
nary financial success, still paints every 
day, plowing through fields and river
beds in a beat-up CMC Suburban with a 
sketch pad on the seat. Despite the near-

fatal loss of most of a lung many years 
ago, along with a recept hip operation 
and some frailties of age, he works in 
frenzy and always has-JHlT hridte&~Jat 
labels, m ciudlngthe seemingly

‘‘elusive” instead.
He has, of course, long been the bane of 

much of the art establishment, and crit
ics have over the years dismissed him as. 
a pop icon and sentimentalist, a glorified 
Norman Rockwell, too accessiblersiic- 
cessful and ‘pbpuiarwith the public to be 
important. It is, in fact, in repudiation of 
their scorn, as well as to demonstrate 
that his subjects are not mere conceits 
but real slices of Americana, that Mr. 
Wyeth has used the publication of the 
biography to break a long silence. (He 
did cooperate with Thomas Hoving, a 
longtime supporter and former director 
of the Metropolitan Museum of Art, in 
“Autobiography,” an annotated book 
based on an exhibition of his works, in 
1995.)

“To say I’m this or I’m that,” b e said, 
impatiently waving off categorization.
‘‘What you have to do is break all the 
rules.” HlTsaia he was out to cjpiura. 

-^tfte^eptli in every object,” and he be- 
ligve37pke. Constable', that “you don’t

Birth of an Indelible Image
In May 1948, Andrew Wyeth peered out 
a window of a house in Cushing, Me., 
and saw his crippled friend Christina Ol
son dragging herself across a field from 
her garden, where she had been culti
vating flowers. He spent the summer 
working that image into a painting, 
which later that year was purchased by 
the Museum of Modern Art for $1,800. 
The work, “Christina’s World,” went on 
to become one of the most recognizable 
of artworks, an image embedded in pop
ular iconography. Mr. Wyeth has ruled 

out “Christina” T-shirts and mugs, but spoofs have abounded, from underwear 
ads to cartoons (Richard M. Nixon crawling toward the White House, the Statue of 
Liberty crawling toward the Manhattan skyline). RALPH BLUMENTHAL

“Christina’s World “ (1948)

have to make thingsup,yomdt5nrt have^ 
p ^ in  animaTs'm:̂ 6 n le , you just have, 
sft there, and itw ill^pp$a7/, \
-^gnrtng a dayloSg conversation that 
coursed from the studio where he 
learned to draw at the feet of his father, 
the renowned illustrator Newell Convers 
Wyeth, to the settings and subjects of 
some of his most famous works, Mr.

vWyeth talked about his life today, his 
family history and his art. “I can’t get 
going on a picture unless I have a real 
reason to paint it, unless it gets me 
Excited,” he said. “I have to feel the hair 

/raised on my neck. It’s all strictly uncon- 
fscious.” He was ongukrd against pr'etti-

Contimed on Page B2
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For Andrew W yeth, a New Biography Is

By RALPH BLUMENTHAL

CHADDS FORD, Pa. — Andrew Wyeth 
is still alive. He proved it the other day 
by ordering a Bloody Mary, a shrimp 
cocktail (“Five shrimp, please”) and 

l sweet-potato fries.
Sure, he said over lunch at the colonial 

! Chadds Ford Inn in the Brandywine 
country of Pennsylvania — home to 
three generations of painting Wyeths — 
he and his wife, Betsy, had resisted publi
cation of a confidant’s revealing new 
biography in his lifetime. And now here 
was the book, “Andrew Wyeth: A Secret 
Life,” with his scowling countenance 
staring from bookstore ^shelves. People,, 
may have thought he hacj died, and"more~~ 
th a n a ’T iw c r ifo
ha^rBut noThe said, hislinprsFTace 
seamed with leathery creases over a 
worn gray Irish sweater, “I’m not dead 
yet.”

At 79, Mr. Wyeth, who has conjured 
some of the most arresting popular im
ages of the age and reaped extraordi
nary financial success, still paints every 
day, plowing through fields and river
beds in a beat-up GMC Suburban with a 

L sketch pad on the seat Despite the near

fatal loss of most of a lung many years 
ago, along with a recent hip operation 
and some frailties of age, he works in j l ,

labels, including the seemingly irmfuL. 
able oner of “felDis^
■ elusfv?’ instead.

He has, of course, long been the bane of 
much of the art establishment, and crit
ics have over the years dismissed him as. 
a pop icon and sentimentalist, a glorified 
Norman Rockwell, too accessible, suc
cessful and pbpuiarwith the public to be 
important. It is, in fact, in repudiation of 
their scorn, as well as to demonstrate 
that his subjects are not mere conceits 
but real slices of Americana, that Mr. 
Wyeth has used the publication of the 
biography to break a long silence. (He 
did cooperate with Thomas Hoving, a 
longtime supporter and former director 
of the Metropolitan Museum of Art, in 
“Autobiography,” an annotated book 
based on an exhibition of his works, in 
1995.)

“To say I’m this or I’m that,” .he said, 
jmpatiently waving off categorization!
‘ ‘What you have to do is break all thp 
rules?^^ was out to ^apturp
r̂iiiejfejpth in every object,” and he be

lieved, like Constable, that “you don’t

Reason Enough to B reaks Long Silence 
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Birth of an Indelible Image

In May 1948, Andrew Wyeth peered out 
a window of a house in Cushing, Me., 
and saw his crippled friend Christina Ol
son dragging herself across a field from 
her garden, where she had been culti
vating flowers. He spent the summer 
working that image into a painting, 
which later that year was purchased by 
the Museum of Modern Art for $1,800. 
The work, “Christina’s World,” went on 
to become one of the most recognizable 
of artworks, an image embedded in pop- 

S  . ular iconography. Mr. Wyeth has ruled
out Christina T-shirts and mugs, but spoofs have abounded, from underwear 
ads to cartoons (Richard M. Nixon crawling toward the White House, the Statue of 
Liberty crawling toward the Manhattan skyline). RALPH BLUMENTHAL

“Christina's World |  (1948)
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learned to draw at the feet of his father, 
the renowned illustrator Newell Convers 
Wyeth, to the settings and subjects of 
some of his most famous works, Mr.

x Wyeth talked about his life today, his 
family history and his art. “I can’t get 
going on a picture unless I have a real 
reason to paint it, unless it gets me 
excited,” he said. “I have to feel the hair 

/raised on my neck. It’s all strictly uncon- 
Iscious.” He was onguard againsFpFetti-
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Ihotographs, Mr. Burns 
In  with the architectural

suming his role as a pivotal "figure in 
the jazz record business after a few 
years away, has done it by heavily 
promoting pop jazz to support his 
more cutting-edge artists.

Mr. Backer, 53, who recently as
sumed top-level positions at both RCA 
and Impulse Records, is now oversee
ing six separate reissue labels and 
busily signing new artists. And he is 
negotiating with several more compa
nies to oversee their jazz programs. 
That he is allowed to operate for 
unrelated companies is a sign of the 
respect he has within the jazz world.

Mr. Backer has returned to jazz at 
a time when album sales are flat and 
there is a widespread feeling in the v 
industry that too many recordings 
are being made and that too many of 
them are unimaginative and badly 
produced. Even worse, the record 
business at large is in a depression,* 
meaning that jazz albums, generally 
perceived as ephemera, frequently 
get dropped, especially in the larger 
chain stores.

“I think that jazz sales go in cy
cles,” Mr. Backer said. “But even if 
the general situation for music in thé 
United States weren’t so bad, with 
bad distribution and bad stores, jazz 
would still be in trouble.”

Mr. Backer, a tall man with a close- 
cropped beard, entered the record 
industry in 1969, working the pop side 
of the market at MGM Records. Im
mersed in jazz most of his life — his 
father was a saxophonist in New York 
— he wanted to work for a music he 
loved, and so he took his pop market
ing expertise and moved over into 
jazz.

In 1974, while working for Arista 
Records, he succeeded in doing some
thing that now seems improbable, if 
not impossible: he marketed the 
avant-garde.

K|gGi
V  Sara Rrulwich/The New York Times

Steve Backer, a marketer of jazz, in his Manhattan apartment.

His roster included Cecil Taylor, 
Anthony Braxton, Oliver Lake, Julius 
Hemphill and Michael Gregory Jack- 
son, musicians who can rarely raise 
an audience beyond their own small 
cults, at least in this country. But in 
the early 70’s, thanks to Mr. Backer — 
who was packaging them well, plac
ing them in major record stores with 
displays and treating them with some 
respect — their music was noticed.

“I had a theory that if you don’t 
document the cutting edge of an art 
form, it stands a good chance of with
ering,” Mr. Backer said. “And it could 
be documented because I had bal
ance. I could sell-fusion artists Jike the 
Brecker Brothers, to support the 
other music.

“But as importantly, thé music was 
a real reflection of the times, sbciolog- 
ically and economically, and we fig
ured out how to market the music, to 
package it as something important. It 
was a movement, and movements at
tract attention.”

Mr. Backer worked his* way

through a series of other trends. He 
landed at Windham Hill, the New Age 
label, for a year. And when he went to 
RCA in the early 80’s he was an 
influential part of a trend that defined 
jazz until the last few years. He began 
signing, at a clip, an entire generation 
of younger musicians, some remem
bered and some forgotten, including 
Danilo Perez, Roy Hargrove, Steve 
Coleman, Marcus Roberts and Mul- 
grew Miller,

This was on the heels of Wynton 
Marsalis’s arrival on the scene, which 
opened the eyes of record executives 
to the potential profit — and good will 
— that might be reaped by having 
jazz subsidiaries. Over the years sev
eral labels were formed, often using 
the “young lion” marketing ploy as a 
sales angle.

And while Mr. Marsalis and the 
musicians who have followed have 
been controversial for their perceived 
conservatism, there isn’t any doubt 
that the jazz environment was pro
foundly changed when their records

help to create a new trend _ 
being manipulative of, the mu 
musicians.

“Whatever the new movemj 
whether it’s fusion or New 
instrumental pop music or the ] 
lions or the avant-garde, if you < 
part of the movement you h i 
great chance of being successfif

“It’s not even about the qual 
the recordings, really,” Mr. B | 
said. “It’s about a complex coa 
of things, and when the mainst| 
press, for example, has tired 
young lion idea, it has to find 
thing else to write about.

“ Television shows, or fashion 
azines, don’t care about quality 
care abcfut the package, and to I 
a jazz artist out you need that oj 
support. The music has to be so f  
pop product, where the artists i 
something extra-musical.”

Mr. Backer has signed the vd 
Dominique Eade and the tenor! 
phonist Don Braden. He has his f  
the Jason Lindner Big Band, 
regularly draws full houses on| 
day nights at Smalls, the tiny * 
wich Village club with a rapidly] 
ing reputation as a breeding 
for young artists.

“I was knocked out by wha 
going on at Smalls,” Mr. Backe| 
“But I dbn’t want to give away a 
intend to do. Suffice to say thl 
music is still developing and ev l 
no matter what’s against it soef 
cally or geographically. The 
continually evolves and it’s j] 
question supporting the bands.

“My bet is that the new milleri 
will allow, at record companiel 
coexistence of both adventurous 
conservative music.”

TELEVISION REVIEW

Life With This Mother Is Really Creepy
By JOHN J. O’CONNOR

Fuzzy nostalgia for traditional fam
ily values, the supposedly good old 
ways, gets a swift kick in the. pants 
tonight in the CBS “inspired by actual 
events” movie “The Perfect Moth
er.” Played with fiendish creepiness 
by Tyne Daly, Eleni Podarus is a 
family matriarch who, always for the 
good of the family, rules her two 
cowed sons and their wives with a 
firm hand. If that doesn’t work, she 
has access to hired killers.

Speaking directly to the camera, 
Eleni tells us that she came to this 
country in steerage from Greece all 
alone at the age of 7. An aunt and 
uncle met her at the boat. “I under
stood what family means,” she says, 
her patronizing smile not quite mask
ing eyes as cold as frozen moussaka. 
A widow, Eleni runs the family’s auto 
repair shop — and some mysterious 
sideline scams with her two boys 
kept close to her side. She always 
pays them in cash. Mama knows best. 
Now she wants grandchildren.

Dan Podarus (David Cubitt) is al-

THE PERFECT MOTHER 
CBS, tonight at 9; 8 central time
Directed by Peter Levin; script by 
Clark; Roger Gimbel and Orly Adelson,! 
utive producers ; Colleen Nystedt, produci 
Gimbel/Adelson Production for Citadel 
tertainment in association with New Citjf 
ductions.
WITH: Tyne Daly (Eleni Podarus); ] 
Skye (Kathryn) ; Justin Louis (John); 
Cubitt (Dan) and Tuesday Knight (Chari

CBS
lone Skye, left, and Tyne Daly in “The Perfect Mother,” on CBS.

ready married, but Eleni isn’t too 
keen on his working-class and rebel
lious wife, Charlene (Tuesday 
Knight). So she practically handpicks 
a wife, Kathryn (lone Skye), for her 
weaker son, John (Justin Louis). 
Charlene warns Kathryn, “Welcome 
to the family from hell.” Eleni takes 
over from the beginning of the mar
riage, paying for the traditional wed-

ding party and getting the newlyweds 
a house close by hers. She buys the 
groceries and cooks many of the 
meals. She warns an increasingly un
easy Kathryn, “When you take our 
ñamé, you take our blood and it goes 
back 700 years.”

When Kathryn insists that she and 
John really ought to be more indé- 
pendent, Eleni coldly moves into ac-

tion. In the beginning, her maneij 
are petty. Is Kathryn severely 
gic to peanuts? Guess what I 
mashed into the hors d’oeuvrep 
John’s birthday party. When Kai 
continues to balk, the harassmeq 
calates, especially after she 
birth to a son that Eleni wants to | 
herself. The nasty little tale 
itself out in the equivalent of a nijj 
movie.

Miss Daly, who has won four| 
actress Emmys for “Cagney and 
ey” and a Tony for the 1990 Broal 
revival of “Gypsy,” here de" 
strates her uncanny ability to tuj 
unlikely role to her unmistakabl 
vantage. Watch her at John’s w e | 
as she commandeers her groon 
for a dance that simmers with 
gant authority and passion. Thisl 
matriarch to make you shudder!

Tumbling to Grab Onto One Last Chance at Love
Continued From Page B1 clean. White people in this play are 

the “other,” task masters waiting at THE OLD SETTLER
staying out until all hours at tn 
voy Ballroom, which holds “Kj 
Mechanics’ Nights” for maid
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ness in his art, he said, recalling that 
he once had thrown water over a 
finished portrait. “ ‘It was beautiful 
— why did you do that?’ ” he said an 
onlooker objected. ‘That’s the trou
ble,” he went on. “It was too beauti
ful.”

Although the new biography, by 
Richard Meryman, a longtime friend 
of the Wyeths, offers a warts-and-all 
look at a strange i f ’gifted clan,’Mr. 
Wyeth voiced no regrets at having 
cooperated with the author. “I wanted 
it so tough that I wouldn’t read it,” he 
said with a laugh. In fact, he said, he 
did not read most of it. “Betsy read 
me two chapters,” he added. “I said, 
‘No more, I might not like him any
more.’ ”

The «book, coupling admiration for 
Mr. Wyeth’s work with striking reve
lations about his personal affairs, has 
received mixed reviews. Based on 
many years of conversations with the 
Wyeths and v 
recounts i f j  
of N .C ^ y e th  on his children an<| 
Andrew’s fascination with the vio
lence underlyinf^eW rydanr^er^

ipulsive
secrecy and his strong attachments to 
his moafeiSvJjne of theg£^-^eigh15or\ 
Helga Testorf, became the focus of a 
15-year artistic obsession that genu
inely rocked the Wyeths’ marriage, 
despite the enduring skepticism of 
critics who insist that the affair was 
concocted for publicity.

Mr. Meryman is a former writer 
and editor for Life magazine and the 
son of a landscape painter and por
traitist, also named Richard, who di
rected the art school of the Corcoran 
Gallery in Washington in the 1920’s 
and 30’s. He first interviewed the Wy
eths in 1964, and worked toward the 
book over the next 32 years, although 
the Wyeths, he said, didn’t sit for 
formal interviews or want him to take 
notes in their presence.

The writer remains close to the 
family, bound to it by a shared trage
dy that lurks like the menace behind 
so many seemingly placid Wyeth still 
lifes and landscapes. When he and his 
first wife, Hope, who later died of 
cancer, visited the Wyeths in Chadds 
Ford more than 30 years ago to show 
off their newborn daughter, the baby, 
laid to sleep in the Wyeths’ living 
room, regurgitated milk and choked 
to death.

Although some critics have deemed 
the book credulous and partisan, Mr. 
Meryman insisted that he was no 
‘‘apologist and worshiper’’ of the art
ist. He said he had written a tough, 
investigative book that explored Mr. 
Wyeth’s fascination with the gro
tesque and left few family skeletons 
untouched.

He examines, for instance, the pe
culiar infatuation between N. C. Wy
eth and a daughter-in-law, Caroline 
Wyeth, shortly before the patriarch’s 
car stalled at a railroad crossing and 
was struck by a train, which killed 
him and Caroline’s 4-year-old son, 
Newell, in 1945. The book reports fam
ily speculation that N. C. Wyeth may 
have committed suicide, but Mr. Mer
yman now says he regards the ac
count as unsubstantiated and would 
like to remove it from subsequent 
editions.

Chadds Ford, between Philadelphia 
and Wilmington, Del., is a kind of 

“ Wyeth’s World,” as austere and 
haunting in its way as “Christina’s 
World,” Mr. Wyeth’s widely known 
painting of his crippled friend Christi
na Olson crawling toward her deso
late farmhouse in Maine. This time of 
year, the "wintry ground stretches 
tight like skin over the bare* hills, and 
the stubbly brown grass is finely

! i  !

Wyeth Collection

Andrew Wyeth’s “Spring Fed” (1967), painted at a neighbor’s farm.

crosshatched, as if by strokes of the 
artist’s brush.

The Wyeths are a kind of cottage 
industry in Chadds Ford, where the 
m*l, buiJjUn 1736, has menus decorat
ed wiffi Mr. wybth’s sketch of Wash
ington and Lafayette, who were rout
ed  ̂there by the British. Nearby, the 
irandywine River Museum displays 

Betsy Wyeth’s unparalleled collection 
of her husband’s works, and storage 
vaults shelter racks of seldom-seen

How to reach the 
essence? ‘You just 
have to sit there, 
and it will appear.’

Wyeths — including “Helgas” that 
were not part of the collection of 240 
works sold reportedly for $6 million to 
a newsletter publisher, Leonard E. B. 
Andrews, in 1986. After he put them 
on show at the National Gallery in 
Washington, to an avalanche of pub
licity, Mr. Andrews sold them and 
other Wyeth works for as much as 
$45 million in 1990 in Japan.

At the Chadds Ford Inn, Mr. Wyeth 
occupied his regular seat at a corner 
table. He had arrived late, explaining 

i that he did not wear a^wgtCObr fear.

ACADEMY AWARD'

(he saidri^Hmythin^ external felling  
i wnen to stop puffing

ETe was asKecffdoes he seem to 
ntagonize so much of the art world? 
It is because he dismissed as boring 

so much of the abstract art that crit
ics say is good for people, Mr. Wyeth 

‘T beheve in TfiO rm ciple of 
what I’m doing,” he said. “ That chal
lenges them, threatens them. I’m not 
interested in their profound*thoughts
onT r t ”"“------  f  '

‘TFsTa boring period in art,” he 
said.'^I'hey've gone asTar as they 

"gSTTGo look ara blank picture. Some
thing has to take its place. Abstrac
tion has become predictable.” 

Although some art professionals 
say that the lines of this dispute have 
long been blurred and that the mod
ernist movement has not held sway 
since the 1960’s, Mr. Wyeth said that 
he saw the issue as real ancLthat he, 
stood in the tradition of Thomas Ea- 
kiris, Edward Hopper and Winslow 

" Homer, w nats more, he said, there 
"are new realists coming along, includ
ing his son, Jamie, although he added, 
“I don’t like to blow my own son’s 
horn.”

After lunch, with most of his Bloody 
Mary and fries untouched, he took the 
wheel of his Suburban and, clattering 
over the railroad tracks where, he 
paused to note, the train killed his 
father, drove to the farm of his 
friends Karl and Anna Kuerner, who 
figure in many of his paintings. Karl, 
an avid hunter and a German ma-

rH ! $ n lchine-gunner in World War I, died m 
1979 at 80, but his widow, Anna, 97, 
still lives in the 200-year-old farm- 
houseT 1 — -  -
T h e ir  sunlit kitchen table, set with 

knife, plate, cup and saucer, was the 
setting for a 1959 tempera, “Ground 
Hog Day,” a scene of eerie calm 
against the background of a violently 
sawed log, almost fanged, visible 
through, the window. Upstairs, a top- 
floor room still exposes the ominous 
meat hooks and cracked ceiling 
agqinst which Mr. Wyeth posed Karl 
Kuerner in 1948. In the adjacent sew
ing room, Mr. Wyeth painted his first 
nude of Helga.

And it was in a room next door with 
a moose rack on the wall that Mr. 
Wyeth was painting Kuerner cradling 
his rifle in 1971 when Anna walked in 
to summon her husband to dinner. Mr. 
Wyeth took one look at the barrel 
pointing straight at the wife, rubbed 
out the antlers with sandpaper and 
painted in Anna. Later, he said, Wal
ter Annenberg called it “a perfect 
portrait of a m arriaseT Betsv Wv- 
etli's p ieferred title is T Emerica’s 
Sweethearts.” * *
- “lie was-m severe man, but he ap
preciated painting,” Mr. Wyeth said 
of Kuerner, whose brutal aspects 
seem to leap from the artist’s paint
ings. In fact, Mr. Wyeth said, rumors 
of Kuerner’s German sympathies 
during World War II drove him one 
day to search the Kuerner house, in 

; vain, for a wireless spy transmitter.
The Kuerners’ barn provided the 

setting of another well-known Wyeth 
painting, “Spring Fed,” a 1967 tem
pera depicting an overflowing trough, 
the water draining off like lifeblood, a 
pail like a crusader’s helmet on the 
wall and, through the window, cattle 
standing transfixed as if in dread. Mr. 
Wyeth swung aside a peeling door, 
and there was the old trough, looking 
strangely prosaic in real life. “I re
moved one of the screens so I could 
see,” Mr. Wyeth said, demonstrating 
his old vantage point.

Next, he got back behind the wheel 
and headed for his father’s glass
sided studio, just up the hill from the 
house in which Mr. Wyeth was born in 
1917. Now part of the Brandywine 
museum, the studio was built by N. C. 
in 1911 with the $10,000 Scribner’s 
paid for his now classic illustrations 
of “Treasure island.” Over the 
rafters hung a rare Indian birch-bark 
canoe from the Penobscott River in 
Maine. “The Indian came down the 
river drunk in 1730, and they shot 
him,” Mr. Wyeth said simply.

He showed his father’s easels, a 
fancy musket owned by a hunting 
companion of Daniel Boone, and a 
skull and plaster-cast death masks 
for drawing studies. But he balked at 
climbing a wooden staircase N. C. had 
used to paint the tops of large mural 
commissions. It was his father’s, he 
said.

It was in and around N. C.’s studio 
that Mr. Wyeth often posed Helga

Testorf, a married postwar refugee 
fro$n Germany who worked for the 
Kuerners. Keeping the modeling ses
sions secret from his wife fob 15 
ye£rs, Mr. Wyeth sprang the results 
on her and the art world in 1985: 45 
paintings, ihcluding many nudes, and 
about 200 other sketches. In the ensu
ing publicity uproar, Mr. Wyeth was 
widely branded a huckster.

Mr. Meryman said he knew for a 
fact that far from being a publicity 
stunt, the episode severely strained 
the Wyeths’ marriage. As recently as 
1992, he says in the book, Betsy doc
tored a sketch of Helga and, to her 
husband’s horror, sent it to friends as 
a jokingly obsceiie Christmas card. 
“Barring her from this work was a 
terrible betrayal,” said Mr. Mery
man. While Betsy had seen a painting 
or two of Helga in progress, he added, 
Mr. Wyeth had explained them away, 
leaving her with no idea of their im
port, much less the possibility that 
her husband was carrying on a rela
tionship with an unknown model.

Today, Mr. Wyeth remains largely 
unapologetic, saying the critics “were 
just looking to bop me on the head.” 
Proudly he showed the spot in the 
studio where he posed Helga, her 
closed eyes striped in shadow as she 
lay deathlike in a black coverlet, for 
“Night Shadow” in 1979. “The sun 
came down and hit on her,” he re
called, “and as she was posing on this 
cot, I got that shade.”

Mr. Wyeth^whp headed next to his 
exquisiteltf'spare) compound with a 

"stone mill DjrmeTushing Brandywine 
River, said that the episode had been 
a way to “break loose” from the 
confining influences of his wife and 
his father.

Still, he admitted, “it didn’t look 
very good.” He has said that he and 
Ms. Testorf did not have a sexual 
relationship.

“That’s what he says,’’ Mrs. Wyeth 
responded drily. What does she think? 
“It was love,” she said simply, leav
ing aside the question of physical con
summation.

Mr. Wyeth says he knows he has 
wounded his wife. “She said she didn’t 
like me very much anymore but be
lieves in my art,” he said. “I’m lucky. 
She could have said, ‘Move you but 
hate your art.’ ”

Betsy Wyeth, who has been mar-

At 79, Wyeth 
paints every day. 
The excitement . 
hasn’t paled.

ried to her husband since 1940 anil has 
also modeled for him, did not dis
agree. “If I had said I loved him but 
not his work, it would have devastated 
him,” she said. Ms. Testorf still lives 
nearby, and she and Mrs. Wyeth are 
correct with each other if hardly con
fidantes.

“I learned a lot,” Mrs. Wyeth said 
as her husband busied himself light
ing a fire in the hearth. “I didn’t 
realize he was «so concentrated 
against me.” Has she gotten over the 
hurt? “I don’t think you ever do,” she 
said.

Still, she remains her husband’s 
leading partisan as well as chief ar
chivist and business manager, work
ing out of a converted 1913 one-room 
schoolhouse she has turned into a 
magnificently decorated office. His 
work, she said, “is not about technical 
adeptness — it’s a different lan
guage.”
* Mr. Wyeth said he was just going to 

keep painting, critics be damned. 
“I’m not going to let them disrupt my 
old age,” he said.
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by Sam Curtis

The shenanigans o f spring have a way of 
catapulting some of us out o f bed earlier . 
than w e’d like. Birds sing cacophonous songs _  
from the trees. Coyotes howl in the hill ̂ N e ig h 

bors pound fence posts aero Jig the road. Out in the 
fields prairie dogs jump and yip and w iggle their 
tails.

The crazy thing about this hubbub o f noise and 
activity is that it all has the same purpose. It’s not 
a plot to wake us up. It’s a statement o f owner
ship; lt |g a  marking o f  turf; it’s a proclamation o f |S  
property rights. Thefbirds and the coyotes and the 
neighbors and the prairie dogs are all saying:
“This is my space! Trespassers be warned. There 
will be consequences i f  my boundaries are 
crossed. KEEP OUT OF HERE!’■

Territorial creatures— tjigre~are,a lot o f jhem^n^ 
MonfenraT shrews. wolveC^TgeeseTbtillfrog^. troutl H  

^  m bm f^^agiesyllizary cougaM fnarm otsy sutiilsh, 
^^^et^leM lieu^drive to hold and defend a piece~of 

land, air, or water as a private preserve for the 
exclusive use o f an individual or family is a basic 
tactic o f survival in a world where space and 
resources are limited.

In scientific circles, defense is the operative 
word in defining territoriality in animals. A critter 
has to be willing to defend and fight for its real 
estate if that area is going to be consideffd a 
territory. The area that provides all the necessities

o f life (food, water, shelter, escape cover, 
breeding and rearing grounds) for an animal iWm 
called its home range. But only that part o f the 
home range that is defended is considered its 
territory!
— A'TTjuirrelSor example, may fight with a 

neighboring squirrel 3 | it com es within 30 yards 
of her nest, but she may forage for nuts beyond 
that boundary and pay no attention to the same 
neighbor. The area within 30 yards o f the 
squirrel’s nest is her territory; the area she uses 
outside that boundary is her home range.

Territoriality | | a  species-specific arrangement, 
in most cases. A shrew does not consider a rabbit 
a trespasser. But by claiming, marking^ and 
defending a territory against trespassers o f its own 
species, animals gain a number o f advantages.

^selecting a suitable mate. In many cases, a female, 
simply ignores a male who .doesn’t hold property.

Male bullfrogs * for example, fight among each 
other for control o f the sites where females prefer 
to lay eggs. The larger, more mature males bully 
their ways into the best sites. W hile they proclaim  
property ownership with a chorus oS k erch u n k s,0  
females parade by to check out the quality o f each 
territory before they finally choose their mafef^K

Sage grouse hens, on the other hand, seem  
more interested in the quality o f the property

The birds 
and the 
coyotes and 
the
neighbors 
and the 
prairie dogs 
are all 
saying:
“This is my 

space !■
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Pikas cut, dry, 
and stack 

grass from 
defended 

territories to 
make it 

through the 
winter.

advantageBphernTcomes to securingfbod. By 
guarding exclusive hunting rights to an arek, 
hun jgfL su ch ^ ^  wolve^ an d
great-horned owls^hejzer their chances o f securing 

^enough foodJxMrerfvive and successfully rear their 
young. And food gatherers, like pikas, which cut, 
dry, and stack grass from defended territorieBM 
make it through the winter on food from their 
private land holding® ^

In addition, territories offer security through 
familiarity. An animal that willing to f i g h i f e  a 
given space knows that space well. A rabbit 
learnsth e  topography o f its own tufffjan  gek 
around in it easily and quickly, and knows the 
tesTspots foFTood, shelter, and escaperThis 
territorial fanhlianl^rgrves it an acute aw areness^  
and sensitivity to danger from intruders o f  its own 
kind and a better chance to avoid the fox.

In his intriguing book The Territorial Impera
tive (1966), Robert Ardrey claims that “in all 
territorial specie®  .poBesHon o f a territory le n d *  
enhanced energy to the proprietor...the challenger 
is almost invariably defeated, the intruder 
expelled. In part, there seems some m ysterious®  
flow  o f energy and r e v iv e  which inv!/sts$k s 
proprietor on his home ground. But h k ew iseB g iS  
marked is the inhibition lying on the intrude K 1  
evident hiM ense o f trespass, we may be permit
ted to wonder if  in all territoriakspecies there does! 
not exist, more profound than simple learning^;

When prey is 
abundant, the 

territorial 
needs of a 
wolf pack 

shrink.

owner than the quality, o f the property its e l f  Sg 
Cocks gather in an arena, or strutting ground, that 
may be several hundred yards long and wide, but 
the hens just stand back until the males have 
strutted and fought out a hierarchy o f p osition ^ *  
The most cocky and vigorous male, the one who 
fans out his feathers and pops his chest sacksl|| 
most convincingly, ends up owning the key 
mating stationMometimes only a few  yards wide. 
It is here that a majority o f the hens flock to mate.

But holders o f territory also have some
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We now know that 
the riotous 
chirpings and 
twitterings of birds 
in spring are not 
songs of simple 
delight but 
belligerent male 
shouts of: “This is 
my space. You 
guys keep out!”

some universal recognition o f territorial rights
At the very least, holding a territory is a way 

for a robin, or a pika, or a fox to live within a 
defined boundary without intense competition or 
interference from other members o f its species. 
It’s a way o f spacing birds and animals, of 
spreading them around, o f parceling out available 
resources.

Some ecologists see territoriality as a form of  
social behavior in which established territories fit 
together like pieces o f a jig-saw puzzle to form a 
social structure with acceptable customs for 
marking and defending property rights. Within 
this structure, individuals or families hold 
property for their own use but still follow  social 
conventions that allow them to coexist with their 
neighbors. It is in these social conventions o f  
marking and defending territories thaTwe find 
some o f the most fascinating kinds o f animal 
behavior.

Ornithologist Eliot Howard, in 1920, first 
recognized the existence o f territoriality in 
songbirds when he observed individual males in 
spring singing from specific trees, bushes, and

fence posts. Their 
songs, he d iscovered®  
were the m a le s®  
proclamations of 

property ownership to other males. They were 
sung from prominent visible landmarks that 
staked out each homesteader’s borders.

W e now know that the riotous chirpings and 
twitterings o f birds in spring are not songs of 
simple delight but belligerent male shoutsToff 
“This is m y space. You guvs keep out! ” The 
songs are loud and relentlessly repeated so 
neighboring males can learn the exact location of 
the songsters. And the songs o f  woodland birds,, 
like wrens, may be loudest and longest because 
foliage makes it difficult for neighbors to see onefl 
another. And so thjgBong itself becomes the 
territorial marker.

Experiments have shown that the effectivenH s 
of these well-defined territories cannot be denied. 
For example, one researcher placed a robin in a 
cage in the bird’s own territory. When a neighbor
ing robin entered that territory, the caged bird 
chased the intruder off-by the strength o f his song 
alone. Another researcher* Arthur Allen o f  
Cornell University, put a song sparrow in a cage 
in another sparrow’s territory. When the owner o f  
the territory tried to get at the bird in the cage, the;



The drive to 
hold and 
defend a 

piece of land, 
air, or water is 
a basic tactic 

of survival in a 
world where 

space and 
resources are 

limited.

caged bird, so frightened by its inability to 
escape, died o f a heart attack.

But song is not the only way birds mark their 
turf. Downy woodpeckers announce their territo- 
ries by pecking vigorously on boundaiyTime-trees 
unci occasionally, with resounding effectiveness, 
by hammering on our metal stove pipes. They 
also wave their bills and raise the red feathers on 
the backs o f their heads as a way o f saying “stay 
away.”

Among canids-Hfoxes, coyoteH  w olves— the 
best known custom for marking territory is the 
squirt o f urine on a bush, tree, or rock. This, along 
with strategically placed piles o f feces, serves as a 
kind o f scent fence that has a sniffable sign 
reading NO TRESPASSING. Yaps, howls, barks, 
and yips also help clarify property boundaries.

Using a variation o f the scent fence, a moun
tain lion scrapes together visible mounds o f earth, 
twigs, and leaves along its boundaries and then 
adorns them with urine and fec^ la s It way of 
laying claim to a hunting territory.

Although not hunters, pikas jealouslff guard 
their farm lands Bln addition to urine marking 
the haystacks they pile up for winter use, pikas

rub against the stacks with a ®  
facial scent gland in a j^ ^ k in fe :  
ritualK ned chinning. Their 
chirpy bleats, and whistles are 
also territorial announcements 
familiar to anyqpe w h||spends 
time in the mountains.

Not to be outdone, y e llo w ^  , 
bellied m arm ofjvocalize and 
tail-flag to make them selves®  
conspicuou^as they patrol their 
territorial borders. If another 
marmot comek too closp, it i|f§i 
greeted with a tail-raised, hair- 
erected, tooth-chattering threat.

For sheer silliness, how ever,, 
you can’t beat the “jump-yip 
displayBof prairie dogs'V  
guarding the entrances o f th eb ®  
h om e§ |T h Jp p  o f one prairie 
dog leaping into the air with 
forelegs held high is enough to 
plunge an entire town of 
righteous home owners into 
jump-yipping their customary 
territorial d isp la j^ g  

Conventions are l o  
adhered to in the defense of 
territory. Like, fencers in a duel, 
fighting cock robins use their 
beaks for swords, thrusting and~— 

parrying to settle territorial d iSputtSuccasion- 
ally, w e are reminded o f the intensity o f their 
resolve when a robin or some other bird repeat
edly attacks its own reflection in a window of our 
home,, aisuming that its own image is that o f an 
unwanted trespasser.

Crayfish, wedged into their territorial crevices 
among the rocks, first threaten intruders by 
waving their claws, and if  that fails, they bite the'/;; 
would-be trespasser. Lizards resort to biting, t o o ®  
buLpnly, after rivals circle and strut (and som e
times change colors) in a ritual intended to scare 
each other away. If neither backs down, they try 
to bite each other’s snout. The firp o n e to get a 
good chomp of his opponent usually wins.

In moving water, trout are S trem ely  territorial^* 
and usually defend their space from a fixed  
^ ŝTalion” within a territory marked by prominent 
^^^^^^H jancT snags. A ll s p e c iS o f  trouFreact 
in similar ways to intruders, When one trout 
crosses into another trout’s territory, the o \^ e r  
confronts it with agfFbntal threat display,^B  
arching his backBxtending his fins,flaring his 
gill covers, and opening his mouth in an attempt 
to appear larger than life. Should the threat fail to
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^ o n g ^ a n l l Í
like coyotes, 
the best 
known custom 
for marking 
territory is the 
squirt of urine 
on a bush, 
tree, or rock. 
Yaps, howls, 
barks, and 
yips also help 
clarify 
property 
boundaries.

rout the intruder, the proprietor immediately 
charges and triéis to bite the trespasser. This I ®  
usually enough to send an intruder packing, but 

" sometimes a fight breaks out in which participants 
circle, bite, and shake one another until one o f  
them flees the contested territory.

B ecause breeding and rearing are at the root o f  
much territorial behavior, the maintenance ot . ~~ 

"Territories is often a seasonal matter. Bird songs,!? 
afe most startlingly raucous on spring mornings 
since the urge to sing es largely influenced by 
birds’ sex hormones. £ater in the year, when birds 
have finished nesting, their singing dies down 
considerably.

Although not strictly territorial, whitetail and 
mule deer does and bucks do exhibit some 
seasonal territorial behavior. Does who are about 
to give birth in spring drive away their offspring 
of the previous year and go into seclusion in a 
well-defined birthing area. Dominant bucks, in 
the fall, make numerous and vigorous antler rubs 
on young trees which some researchers believe 
mark mini breeding territories where the buck is 
not challenged by subordinate bucksM

Other animals defend their territories all year 
long. Beaver use scent fences and the unmistak
able whack o f their tails to define boundaries o f 
permanent fam ily territories. And a pack o f  
wolves continually marks borders as the size and 
shape of its territory fluctuates throughout the year.

The size o f any animal’sTerritory w ill often r"" 
vary depending on the availability o f food. When 
prey animals are abundant, the territorial needs of 
a w olf pack shrink considerably, only to expand 
again when prey populJfjoiSlare sparse.

The size o f a territory may also depend on the 
availability o f suitable habitat. For example, 
female and male mountain lions, both reclusive 
by nature, need up to 50 and 150 square m iles 
respectively for their territories. As lion popula
tions increasefjfoung lionsTnoving out to estab
lish their own territories may find unoccupied 
habitat difficult to com e by, especially with the 
increasing use o f formerly wild land by that other 
territorial creature called man.

As the territorial nature o f man and wildlife 
increasingly interact, it is often the wildlife that 
gets pushed out. Suitable duck and goose habitat 
shrinks when we drain wetlands. Mule deer lose 
critical winter and spring range as summer homes 
and subdivisions sprout on once-wild foothills.

With this intricate and often delicate mosaic of 
human and wildlife territories becoming increas
ingly crowded, we may do w ell to remember 
Robertj^xdrey^s- words from-¥keTerritorial

“Ownership o f land is, |carcelv a
invention. M an’s innumerable territorial expresffi« 

-sioiis areHuman responses to an imperative lying 
with equal force on mockingbirds and m en -.lllfiB
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W atchable W ildlife

Montana’s Endangered Species
A Status Report
by M ike A derhold

As of the end of 1995, 758 animals and plants were listed as endangered in the United States, 
and 204 animals and plants were listed as threatened. In Montana we now have seven animals 
classified as endangered, and five animals and plants classified as threatened. This article 
summarizes information available at the beginning of 1996 for Montana’s endangered species; 
the May/June 1996 issue will include a similar summary for the state’s threatened species.

B lack-footed ferret

Twenty-nine years after listing, this two-pound weasel 
remains the rarest mammal in North America. Introduced 
diseases and a century of prairie dog control have brought 
it to the brink of extinction.

With the death of the last of nine captive ferrets at 
Patuxent Wildlife Research Center in 1978, most people 
feared the species had become extinct. Then in 1981, 
hopes were buoyed by discovery of a new population near 
Meeteetse, Wyoming (129 ferrets observed over a five- 
year period). Unfortunately, these ferrets, and the prairie 
dogs on which they preyed, were soon ravaged by sylvatic 
plague and canine distemper.

Again fearing extirpation of the species, biologists 
rounded up the 18 survivors. These became founders of a 
captive population that today numbers close to 300. For 
safety, these ferrets are now housed in nine facilities in 
six states and Canada.

Three free-roaming populations have been started by 
reintroducing animals from this captive population. In 
1991, 49 ferrets were released into white-tailed prairie 
dog towns in Wyoming’s Shirley Basin. Not unexpect
edly, predation and starvation took a heavy toll. Addi
tional ferrets were released there in 1992, 1993, and 1994.

In 1994 ferrets were also released into black-tailed 
prairie dog towns in Badlands National Park, South 
Dakota, and in northeastern Montana’s C.M. Russell 
National Wildlife Refuge. Last summer, prior to addi
tional releases in South Dakota and Montana (the Shirley 
Basin population was not augmented in 1995), the three 
populations contained about 10 ferrets each.

Black-footed ferret.

Montana’s first release in 1994 followed long discus
sions involving local ranchers, tribal leaders, the Bureau 
of Land Management (BLM), U.S. Fish and Wildlife 
Service (USFWS), National Biological Service (NBS), 
and Montana Fish, Wildlife & Parks (FWP). Of 35 kits 
and five adults released in October, only eight ferrets 
could be located in December. In spring of 1995, two or 
possibly three pairs produced at least five new kits.

In fall of 1995, an additional 36 ferrets were released 
in another prairie dog town several miles from the first 
site. Prior to this release, 66 coyotes were removed from a 
50-section area surrounding the site, and an electric fence 
was strung around the prairie dog town for a few weeks to 
deter predators. In December of 1995, a survey of both 
release sites documented 24 ferrets (eight at the first site 
and 16 at the second).

None of the three reintroduced ferret populations is

8 MARCH/APRIL1996 MONTANA OUTDOORS
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ST. HELENA, Calif. — There are pessi
mists who say the heart has gone out of the 
wine business, that the pioneers and risk 
takers have abandoned the stage to number 
crunchers and marketing types and that one 
day, not too far off, all wines will taste pretty 
much the same.

They haven't met Dick Grace.
;  It is said that there are only three wines in 
the world as eagerly sought after as the 
cabernet sauvignon from the Grace Family 
Vineyards: a Bordeaux, Château Pétrus, 
and two Burgundies, Romanée-Conti and Le 
Montrachet, both from the Domaine de la 
Romanée-Conti.

A spiritual man, Mr. Grace, 58, takes his 
success in stride. Some years ago, in re

searching his 
family name, he 
discovered that 
one meaning 
was “an unwar
ranted gift" And 
that, he said, “ is 
exactly what the 
vineyards and 
winery have 
been to our fam
ily." A former 

marine, a recovered alcoholic who cannot 
drink his own wine, a Buddhist and a deeply 
committed philanthropist, he sees his win
ery more as an integral part of his spiritual 
quest than as a business enterprise.

"My family had no money," he said, "and 
when I started to make some, I had no 
control." A successful career as a stockbro
ker and a budding wine business were not 
enough to hold him together. By the early 
1980's, he had a drinking problem. A brush 
with clinical depression prompted him to 
take stock of himself.

Today, Mr. Grace notes proudly that he 
hasn't had a drink in nine years. He still 
judges his wines — by bouquet and color.

^When I reviewed my life, I saw it was all 
about self," he said. "Not that I was excep
tionally selfish, it’s just that everything I 
did, every decision I made, was self-gener
ated, self-willed. And I realized that a self- 
willed life was doomed to failure. We are 
here for another purpose."

Searching for harmony and peace in his 
l i f e ie a  mm — inevitably, he says — vto 
^Buddhism. For each of the last six years, he 

spent a-month in Nepal, part of it
Continued on Fage B4 i -

A scarce 
and much- 
admired 
wine.



ral Conflict
tates Mr. Huntington’s vision of the 
rmed emerging world seem s especially 
ts, or apt when applied to the theme of the 
have relative decline of the West, or, to put

it another way, the/death of the idea 
d con- of a universalist, global civilization 
ut the based on the Western model. Here he 

diffi- seem s to be taking aim at Francis 
ped to Fukuyama, whose notion about the 

this: end of history was a provocative 
r, the attempt to make general sense of the 

logical confusing plethora of events. Mr. Fu- 
s has kuyama posited that the Western lib- 

opensi- eral-democratic idea had triumphed 
tity in globally, and there was no place else 
blood, for humankind to go. 
ht. Af- Mr. Huntington, by contrast, pro- 
domi- poses that the very idea of the end of 
w be- history is a Western solipsism, an 
y ear- example of what Arnold Toynbee 
s ma- called “the mirage of immortality.’’ 
stern But as Western power has declined, 
t Mr. so has its cultural appeal, Mr. Hun- 
ic or tington argues. Meanwhile, in the 
from dispersed Islamic world and the 

more centralized Chinese One, there 
simi- is a renewed assertiveness and self- 
her,” confidence, a sense that after four 

and centuries, it is time for something 
are else. And that something else, Mr. 

dby Huntington says, is not an end of 
ions history but the beginning of its next 
ined perilous, stage.

This leads Mr. Huntington to a set 
con- of recommendations at the^end, most 

his of them anchored in the idea that 
con- unless the West recognizes the power 
sub- of cultural conflict, it could perish 
tries from ignorance, overconfidence and 
alcu- complacency. “The principal respon
ding sibility of Western leaders,” he con- 
divi- tends, “is not to attempt to reshape 
racy other civilizations in the image of the 

are West, which is beyond their declining 
turns power, but to preserve, protect and 
tion, renew the unique qualities of West- 
1 be- ern civilization.”
. “A That notion will be debated like 
nan just about every other one in this 
viet book. But it will be more cogently 
. *‘ It and knowingly debated thanks to the 

do richness and power of Mr. Hunting- 
tion- ton’s searching reflection on our 

global state.
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Today’s Sunshine and Clouds

H J  PARTLY
CLOUDY 
MOSTLY CLOUDY

Weather
Highlight
A large storm will 
develop over the 
Southeast late this 
week and will cause j 
inclement weather 
from the Northeast 
to the Midwest this 
weekend.
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JetStream -
This Weekend. xf  M É g É
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fell at the Los Angeles civic center,, six inches of rain was measured. As creases. To the ea$t Q ^the ,
while Palm Springs on the other side of moist Pacific air ascends the western t descending air warms byLCompressĵ
the San Bernardino Mountains had only slopes, it continuously cools, more wa- ^ which turns the torrentia^rain inx5aliflht 
0.14 inches. But in the mountains, up to ter vapor condenses and rainfall in- drizzle.

In Cities
Houston 
Indianapolis 
Jackson 
Jacksonville 
Kansas City 
Key Wèst 
Las Vegas 
Lexington 
Little Rock ' 
Los Angeles 
Louisville 
Lubbock 
Memphis 
Miami 
Milwaukee 
Minn-St. Paul 

. Mobile 
Nashville 
Newark 
New Orleans 
New York City 
Norfolk
Oklahoma City 
Omaha 
Orlando 
Philadelphia 
Phoenix 
Pittsburgh 
Portland, Me. 
Portland, Ore. 
Providence 
Raleigh 
Reno 
Richmond 
Rochester 
Sacramento 
St: Louis 
St. Thomas 
Salt Lake City. 
San Antonio 
San Diego 
San Francisco 
San Jose 
San Juan 
Seattle
Shrevëpo/j

0 73/44 S 70/38 
0 68/57 PC 62/54 

v0 78/56 S 79/63 
0 38/34 #1  38/34

59/30 
73/45 
65/30 
65/39 
72/60 
63/50 
60/28 
72/54 
62/56. (
61/30 
76/48 
69/53 
73/53.
38/28 
30/24 
73/44 
65/32 
43/28 
75/46 
42/33 
46/35 
75/48 

-42/27 
69/37 
40/28 
74/60
45/25 ■ ■ ■
38/21 0.01 39/24 
50/45 0.46 47/41 
40/27 0 43/30
52/24 ' 0 62/40 
49/37 0.43 54/33 
48/30 ' 0 58/37 
39/30 0 37/32
55/54 0 59/51
67/34 * 0 59/52 
85/72 . 0 83/74 
55/44 0.23 47/36 
78/54 0 81/60
63/57 0 65/55
62/53 1.46 63/52 
64/55 0.98 64/51 
83/72 0 82/70
52/42 0.12 44/37 
75/54 0 78/61

)1 78/62 PC 73/55 S Sioux Falls, , 28/21 0 33/22 C 31/20 C
0 54/47 R 48/43 C Spokane 41/34 0.25 33/27 Sr 34/27 C
0 74/57 PC 71/53' Sr Syracuse 38/32 0 36/31 Sr 39/32 C
0 79/43 S 78/52 PC Tampa 67/45 0 78/48 S 78/57 S
0 52/42 C 50/35 PC Toledo 44/30 0 43/37 R 43/36 R
0 76/64 - S 77/68 PC Tucson |; 72/61 0 70/49 PC 75/44 S
0 62/45 PC 64/44 PC Tulsa 73/55,. ,0 67/51 PC 63/42 S
0 61/50 Sr 53/44 Sr Virginia Beach 47/34 *0-65/39 PC 61/48 C
0 70/55 PC 65/48 PC Washington 45/32 < 0 49/39 Í Sr 49/44 C
)1 65/55. Sr 70/53 S Wichita 69/42 0 58/39 PC 52/32 PC
0 63/52 Sr 53/46 Sr Wilmington 40/28 0 47/37 R 49/39 C

0 31/26 
0 74/56 
0 68/57 
0 44/34 
0.77/60 
0 44/37 
0 64/39 
0 70/48 
0 37/28 
0 78/48 
0 49/36 
0 72/55 

51/39

Ss 33/22 
PC 72/60 
C 61/52 
R 44/38 
C 76/62 
R 42/38 

PC 61/48 
PC 65/44 
C 41/27 
S 79/55 
R 49/40 

PC 76/53 
R 50/40 

M  35/28 
R 47/40 
R 38/35 
Ç 63/47 
Sr 55/30 
C 57/43 
Sr 40/33 
R 58/45 
C 48/42 
Sr 85/73 
SS 48/35 
PC 77/58 
Sr 69/54 
Sr 62/50 
Sr 63/49 
Sr 84/74 
Sr 44/37 

PC 72/54

Foreign Cities Following are the highest 
and lowest temperatures and daily precipitation 
(reported in inches) for the 24 hours ended 7 P.Mj. 
(E.S.T ) yesterday and the normal temperature 
range for this* time of the year,.
*Not available, trc-trace.

Istanbul.... ...... ............  51/46
Jakarta....... ..... ......... 90/73
Jerusalem i ..... ........ 57/41
Johannesburg'!............. 76/54
Kiev...'........... ,........
Kingston................
Lima.......................
Lisbon.. ......... 58/48
London.. ......................., 41 /37

'■'.Wdrid
Manila........... .......  80/77
Martinique.............
M e r i d a ........... ..:..... 84/59
Mexico City.........../  68/45
Montego Bay........./.
Monterrey........... 78/54
Montreal....... ......... 30/19
Moscow .............. . 34/32
Nairobi...... .......

Cities Yesterday Norm Nassau.........................
Acapulco................. ..... 90/75 0 88/ 70 New Delhi....................
Amsterdam............ ...... 32/30 0 43/ 37 Nice..,......
Athens........  .... ...... 55/48 0 61/ 48 A Òste»
Auckland!........ ..... 69/5SI 0 70/ 57 Panama City......
Bangkok. .... 92/75 0 88/ 72 Paris............................
Beijing...... ........ ....... 50/30 0 41/ 21 .. Prague
Berlin.......;...;.......... ...... 33/28 0 39/ 30 Quebec C ity.......... .
Bermuda................ ....... 69/57 ■ \ 70/ 63 Rio de Janeiro.........
Brussels............. ..... 32/30 tre 45/ 36 Riyadh.........................
Budapest............... ...... 31/30 .01 41/ 32 Rome......... .
Buenos Aires..... 76/64 0 81/ 59 ¡Seoul...........................
Cairo....;..,..,.......... ...... 70/50 0 70/ 52 Shanghai....;.......
Caracas............... . ...... 84/75 .39 84/ 73 Singapore...................
Casablanca...../..... ...... 64/50 .59 66/ 48 Stockholm............ | .......
Copenhagen ...... 37/34 0 39/ 32 Sydney........................
D a k a r .... ..... 77/70 0 82/ 68 Taipei
Damascus.............. 59/32 0 57/ 41 . Tokyo......................
Dublin..,;....... ..... 47/39 tre 46/ 37 Toronto................ .......
Edinburgh............. 45/43 .05 45/ 36 ; Tunis.............. 1.......... .
Èdmonton...................... 16/-2 .06 21/ 1 Vancouver...................
Frankfurt............... ....... 37/32 0 41/ 34 ! Vienna....................... .
Geneva...... .......... ...... 39/36 0 41 /32 Warsaw.......................
Guadalajara.......... ....... 72/50 0 73/ 46 Winnipeg.....................
Havana.................. ....... 73/51 0 82/ 63
Helsinki................ .;.... 41/39 .02 36/ 23 Compiled by WSI from
Hong Kong, .

if
68/57 0 70/ 61 observations, forecasts <

51/46 .01 54/ 43
90/73 0 84/ 73
57/41 * 61/ 46
76/54 .01 79/ 57
33/32 0 32/ 25

0 86/ 73
76/63 0 72/ 63
58/48 0 59/ 48
.41/37 .01 46/ 37

y 0 54/ 37
80/77 0 86/ 70
85/72 .28 84/ 72
84/59 0 82/ 64
68/45 0 66/ 43

* 86/ 73
78/54 0 66/ 52
30/19 0 28/ 14
34/32 0 25/ 19
77/54 0 73/ 55
74/64 0 79/ 66
72/41 0 75/ 46
54/46 .39 57/ 43
33/32 .01 30/ 23
85/72 1.42 88/ 73
33/32 0 45/ 36
35/32 0 36/ m
27/21 ,0 25/ 10
78/70 0 82/ 72
81/54 0 72/ 50
59/48 3.66 57/ 45
47/34 0 . 39/ 21
53/37 0 ,52/ 37
88/75 :24 88/ 75
42/39 0 34/ 27
74/59 0 77/ 65

0 72/ 5S
58/43 0 54/ 3e
37/28 .06 34/ 21

.02 63/ 46
47/39 :17 45/ 3¿
35/32 0 39/ >3C
30/28 tre 37/ 26
16/10 18/



Ihe statement read. “To speculate on 
Is time would be inappropriate.” 
life, Doris, told the Associated Press 
Iks had told Robinson of his wishes for 
lign and move to a position in the 
[istration. The Ruston (La.) Daily 
[esterday that Robinson, 77, is seeking 
reverse the first back-to-back losing 
peer. “Then that’s it,’’ Robinson was 
[“Then I’ll walk away as a coach. If J 
l, well, then, I’ll feel O K. that at least 
been considered.’’
Ilready marked by the departures of 
l l  coaches in Gene Stallings, Lou
■ Majors, the potential of Robinson’s 
■would place greater emphasis on the 
baches. His 405-157-15 record gives 
|g  percentage of .702 in a career that 
■lost two seasons to World War m  
Iwo seasons have brought to Gram- 
Inted level of frustration and contro- 
Ihave a record of 8-14 in the last two 
bd seventh losing seasons in Robin- 
pational Collegiate Athletic Associa- 
lly conducted an investigation into 
ations. And in the most serious case, 
blayers were arrested and charged 
w rape of a 15-year-old girl. ...
p a half-century, Robinson was known* 
be had produced and the sen$e of 

instilled in the them. “I’m here 
lowing his 400th victory, “because my 
pest belt in the country.” 
pre led by Tank Younger, the first 
ptorically black school signed by a 
[League team ; Pro Football Hall-of- 
lis, Willie Brown, Buck Buchanan and 
Id Poug Williams, the quarterback 
Igton Redskins to a title and became 
■layer of Super Bowl XXJI.
■  next year’s Tigers was unclear 
l in g  to quit and go where? To the 
■said  before the final game of the 
■factor more than anybody I know if 
■ g  else to do.
■nake up your own mind, and I’d like 
| n  behind.”

Eddie Robinson shouting instruction from the ( 
line has been a fixture in college football for 55

•pend Rodman for Two Games After Televi
P) — Dennis Rod- 
lay for two games 
>r using profanity 
[ interview in To-

guage and the embarrassment he caused 
the Chicago Bulls organization by subject
ing young children and loyal fans to his 
profane outburst cannot and will not be 
tolerated.”

Before the suspension was announced, 
Rodman apologized during a Bulls prac
tice at suburban Deerfield, 111.

“ I apologize to all the people, the kids 
who heard all that,” Rodman said. “It was 
uncalled for. I apologize to the people it 
was directed to, but it was one of those 
things, it was under the heat of the battle. I

made a mistake.”
Rodman unleashed a profanity-filled di

atribe at National Basketball Association 
Commissioner David Stern, N.B.A. vice- 
president Rod Thorn and N.B.A. referees 
after he was ejected from Sunday’s game 
for picking up a second technical foul.

SportsChannel, which carries Bulls 
games, aired Rodman’s tirade during a 
live post-game interview.

Rodman was called for an offensive foul 
Sunday night and waved his arm at ref
eree Mike Mathis, for which Rodman was

111 cost Rodman 
fc immediately. He 
ta m e  against Min- 
pie at New Jersey. 
Iry way what Den
is he used,” Bulls 
t  Krause said.
[I and abusive lan-



The great plains stretch from the middle of Alberta south 
into Texas, and from Iowa west through Wyoming. The Midwestern, 
well-watered part of the plains was called prairie, back when the 
tall grass was still there. The arid western part was and still 
is known as short-grass prairie or high plains, though a plain 
(according to the dictionary) is supposed to be level and 
extensive. The grasslands of Montana and Wyoming, where I grew 
up, are accidented and intermittent, winding through the 
mountains in strips.

In any case, the prairies will have to be saved, if they are 
saved at all, by landowners.
(1) From a 1994 release by the Audubon Society. A recent study by 
the U.S. Fish & Wildlife Service reaches the same conclusion.
(2) Doig, Ivan. This House of Sky. San Diego: Harcourt Brace,
1992, p. 4.
(3) May 9, 1994
(4) Scientific American, May 1994, p. 10.
(5) Leopold, Aldo. A Sand County Almanac. NY:Oxford, 1970. p.viii.
(6) The Economist. August 21, 1993. p. 25.
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aicdumaii cuuiiu-
Hussein of Jordan. No one expects negotiating 
breakthroughs soon. No significant pressure will 
come from Washington before the American elec
tions. Israel will be preoccupied with domestic 
issues. But it is encouraging that Mr. Netanyahu 
seems to be laying the groundwork for a dialogue 
that would be essential to any renewed movement 
toward peace.

During Mr. Netanyahu’s trip to the United 
States earlier this month, Arab leaders expressed 
dismay at his apparently unyielding hard-line 
stands. But President Mubarak turned more upbeat 
after meeting the Israeli leader in Cairo a few days 
later. Apparently Mr. Netanyahu gave him private 
reassurances that Israel would honor existing 
agreements, with the Palestinians, particularly in 
regard to/Hebron and resuming talks on the final 
status j f  Palestinian-controlled territories.

ie h in d  S c r e e n s  7

; One of the vestigial pleasures in an un-air- 
conditioned summer is looking at the world through 
a window screen. During a hot dusk in the suburbs, 
whole families seat themselves inside screen-tents 
nbarshaled on lawns, looking for all the world like 
occupants of the human habitat at the zoo. Are the 
bugs that bad? Or is there a special pleasure in 
feeling enclosed but unenclosed, in looking at the 
world with a new granularity?

There is, for instance, a screened-in porch on 
the north side of a house in Big Horn, Wyo. The 
screens — 10 panels framed in dark green — have 
decayed over the years. Some have ragged holes in 
them. Some have sagged, the result of weather and 
age. But each retains its peculiar power to alter the 
dimensions of the world outside, to heighten the 
contrast between deep shade and the full sun on the 
leaves. When a finch lands on a near bough, it is like 
watching a Chinese painting come to life, the inter
woven texture of the paper visible beneath the 
brush strokes. When late afternoon arrives and 
sunlight hits the screens obliquely, one sees only the 
glow of the screens themselves.

mies, including the early return of Palestinian 
workers to their jobs in Israel once security ques
tions can be resolved.

Mr. Netanyahu’s Government is also working 
out its position on the sensitive issue of Jewish 
settlements, and apparently is leaning toward a 
compromise that would encourage expansion of 
existing settlements rather than starting new ones.

. Even if Mr. Netanyahu maintains his refusal to talk 
about redividing Jerusalem or permitting Palestin
ian statehood, he will have much to discuss with Mr. 
Arafat in the months ahead.

Having calmed Arab fears that the peace pro
cess would be abruptly dropped, Mr. Netanyahu will 
now try to tame an unruly coalition and avoid an 
economic slump. But by the year’s end at the latest, 
he will need to resume the active search for peace. 
He does well to prepare the way now.

i  /ft pSBBil
There is, a line of saplings near the porch, and 

beyond the saplings there is a creek, and beyond the 
creek there is a horse pasture shaded by several 
mature cottonwoods. The other night at twilight, as 
the birds were giving way to the bats, the robins set 
up a distracted whirring in the tallest of the cotton
woods. A great horned owl had settled on a bare 
horizontal bough and was calling, with a thin 
screech, to two more owls farther down the pasture. 
The screens on the porch had already deepened the 
night, turning the owl, which was slowly bobbing its 
head and shouldering its wings up around its ears, 
into a silhouette.

It was not enough, finally, to watch from the 
porch. To walk out into the open air, down the 
pasture road, was to recapture the full resolution of 
even a darkening world, to revel in the fineness thp 
particularity, of one’s sight. The owl in the tree, 
watching back with a gaze as keen as a dog’s nose, 
was a soft, gray oval, barely discernible from the 
bark of the cottonwood in which it sat. It cried all 
night long, as did its fellows, and in the morning they 
were gone.

'



MENDS DRIVE DRUNK

Jerri Ellen Brown
Killed by a drunk driver Dec. 25,1993

Bethany Cartledge 
Killed by a drunk driver Jan. 18,1994

d r u n k ,  w h o  w i l l ?  D o  w h a t e v e r  i t  t a k e s .

U .S. Department of Transportation
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Steak is too expensive. P izza doesn’t fee l r ig h t  

Hot dogs, ham burgers, fried chicken and baked  
ham  all h ave  their m om ent at center plate, but not 
today.

On behalf of the 45 m illion birds roasting in 
ovens across A m erica this m orning, let us — as they

S — talk turkey.
•  The Name: G ive thanks to Queen Isabella  of 

in. Upon sighting the bird — first d om esticated  
uy the A ztecs — Spanish explorers (w rongly) a s 
sum ed it w as related to the peacock, which they  
(w rongly) thought cam e from  Turkey, which they  
(w rongly) believed  w as located in Africa. (D on’t 
ask  how they  m anaged to find the N ew  World.) A 
m ore colorful account had Colum bus’s doctor, Luis 

. de Torres, excla im in g “Tukki!” —- Hebrew for “big  
\ bird’,’ — but this has been w idely discounted. So it 
\  rem ains an A ztec creation, nam ed for an Ottom an  
country, cou rtesy  of a Spanish Queen. Go figure.
\  •  The Meal: H ie  general v iew  is that Thanks
giving w as first celebrated  by the M ayflow er se t
tlers, at Plym outh, M ass., in 1621; others credit the 
arriva ls at Jam estow n, Va., c irca  1608. In neither  
e a s e ls  there proof that turkey w as part of the feast.

The Ritual: The holiday itse lf w as observed  
onlyTnterm ittently — on dates as d isparate as Feb. 
22 and Oct. 18 — until 1789, when G eorge W ashing
ton proclaim ed Thursday, Nov. 26, a s  a one-tim e  
daty of thanks. He declared  another in 1795. Six 
years later President Jefferson  active ly  condem ned  
the idea, citing separation of church and state. And 
by 1815 the holiday w as celebrated  only sporadical- 
ly. (This w as a lso  around the tim e when Benjam in  
Franklin w as bem oaning the selection  of the eag le  
over the turkey as our national bird. Given the 
resp ective fa tes  of each, it’s reasonable to assu m e  
that other w inged creatu res are not d isp leased  at 
having been left out of the com petition.)

•  The Misconception: F em ale  turkeys m ake a 
clicking sound; only the m ale bird (along with a 
v ast m ajority of A m erican s) goes “ Gobble, gobble, 
gobble.”

•  The Controversy: In 1863, as a resu lt of Union 
victories at G ettysburg and Vicksburg, President  
Lincoln declared  the last Thursday in N ovem ber as  
a national day of thanks. (H e m ade no m ention of 
Pilgrim s, or Turkey.) This w as controversial b e

cau se [until then, individual sta tes  saw  the setting of 
holidays a s  a local prerogative, a m eans of exerting  
their independence from  the larger Governm ent. 
(N ote to Staten Island: Don’t even  think about it.)

•  The Myth: By the late 1800’s Thanksgiving  
had becom e a day of parades, rising com m ercia l
ism  and gen eral debauchery. In N ew  York City, 
civ ic organizations m arched through the streets in 
M ardi-G ras-like “ F an tastica ls,” which w ere re
view ed  in this paper the next day. E xp ressin g a 
d esire to instill new  im m igrants with the va lu es of 
our forefathers, the D aughters of the A m erican  
Revolution rediscovered  the P ilgrim s.

•  The Foulest Cut: In the 1920’s, the playw right 
and hum orist S. J. P erelm an  is a lleged  to have  
described  h im self as a “ Pennsylvania  farm er of 
prized turkeys, which he d isp lays on Broadw ay  
once a y ear .” The print prem ier of the pejorative  
usage, however, d ates to the N ovem ber 1927 issue of 
Vanity Fair, w herein W alter W inchell explained, “a 
turkey is a third-rate theatrical production.” In 
1941, Jam es M. Cain broadened the slur in his novel
“M ildred P ierce .” ( “ The b e a c h ___ w as studded
with rocks . . .  it w as sim ply a turkey.” )

But the one event that m ay have truly “ hung an  
alb atross” around the turkey’s neck w as the 1947 
unveiling of Howard H ughes’s wood flying boat, the 
“ Spruce G oose,” and the oft-repeated rem ark  
“ That bird is a turkey. It just w on’t fly .” (On the  
bright side, rolling three su ccessive  strikes in bowl
ing is called  “ a turkey.” )

•  The Setback: Citing a need for m ore  com m er
cia lism  during the depression, Franklin R oosevelt 
shifted the holiday one w eek earlier in 1939 to 
extend the C hristm as shopping season. In 1941, a 
joint resolution of Congress overruled him.

•  The Local Angle: The last freight train to use  
M anhattan’s W est Side rail line carried  a stock car  
of frozen turkeys.

•  The Ethnic Issue: Sociologists believe that 
m ost turkeys are still prepared in a “ traditional 
A m erican  m anner.” The m ulticultural e lem en t ap
p ears the next day, in the form  of (am ong others) 
m u-shu turkey, turkey sate, lem on turkey, curried  
turkey, turkey au poivre, turkey rellenos, turkey  
soup and turkey tem pura. In other words, leftovers.
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Icon Theater in 1990.

phia in 1985. ;
Mr. Collins was credited by the 

Iqually celebrated guitarist Jimi Hen- 
Irix, in an interview in the 60’s, with 
|>eing one of his primary influences.

“There’s one cat I’m still trying to 
bet across to people,’’ Hendrix said. 
rHis name is Albert Collins. . . .  He’s 
|>ood. Really good.”

Mr. Collins is survived by his wife, 
Gwendolyn, and his father, Andy 
iThomas.

mnists came to power 
in 1949, Professor Tsiang fled to the; 
United States, where he joined the In
ternational Monetary Fund. i

Persuaded Taiwan on Exports
He helped shape the modern theory 

of how open economies work in a global 
framework. In the, 1960’s, he was a 
professor of economics at the Universi
ty of Rochester. In 1969, he joined the 
faculty at Cornell and remained there 
until retiring in 1985. He was a pioneer 
in the theory of money flows and ex- 
change-rate markets.

But his great life’s work lay in per
suading the Taiwan Government in the 
1960’s and 1970’s to adopt a free-mar- 
ket export-led strategy that eventually, 
helped turned Taiwan into one the 
world’s miracle economies.

In the 1960’s, when trade protection 
and self-sufficiency were the vogue in 
the developing world, Professor Tsiang 
promoted reliance on foreign trade. 
And at a time when many economists 
thought that governments in poor na-

story of the impatient farmer who was 
so determined to make his crops grow, 
that he tugged and tugged on} hi$ 
sprouts until he pulled them out of the 
ground and killèd them. The good 
farmer, by contrast, cultivated} his 
crops and then let them alone to grow.

Led Taipei Institute
After retiring from Cornell, Profes: 

sor Tsiang served as president of the 
independent Chung-Hwa Institute for 
Economic Research in Taipei until be
coming ill about a year ago.

Robert Lucas, an economist at the 
University of Chicago, said: “He was 
an extremely soft-spoken, scholarly 
man, the last person in the world you*d 
think of arguing with government offi
cials. But he was forceful in a quiet 
way. He had a lot of inner confidence.

Professor Tsiang is survived by his 
wife, Hsi-tsin Tsiang, three daughters, 
Katherine Mino, Christina Shorr and 
Grace Tsiang, and five grandchildren,, 
A memorial service was held in Tâipèi 
on Nov. 16.

)orothy Revier

OPPORTVNITY

Zhou Peiyuan
Educator-Scientist,9 1

BEIJING, Nov. 24 (AP) — Zhou 
Peiyuan, a physicist who studied under 
Albert Einstein and later headed Bei
jing University, died today in Beijing, 
according to the nationally televised 
evening news. He was 91.

From 1952 to 1981, Mr. Zhou was 
dean of students, vice president and 
president of Beijing University, Chi
na’s most respected liberal arts uni
versity.

Mr. Zhou was born to a wealthy 
family of landlords in Jiangsu prov
ince, in eastern China. He earned a 
master’s degree in physics from the 
University of Chicago in 1927 and a 
doctorate from the California Institute 
of Technology in 1928.

After teaching in China, he returned 
to the United States to work at the 
Institute for Advanced Studies at 
Princeton University from 1935 to 1936. 
He conducted research there under 
Einstein’s direction.

His third stay in the United States 
lasted from 1943 to 1947. Among his 
research projects was one for the Unit- 
ed States Navv on launching torpedoes;

C h e s te r  S a n t o n
Radio Announcer, 78 T * *4

Chester Santon, a radio announcer 
for 44 years, 38 of them at WQXR in 
New York, died last Thursday at Dobbs 
Ferry Hospital. He was 78 and lived in 
Hastings-op-Hudson} N. Y.

The cause was pneumonia, his fann  
ily said.

He was a native of Northampton, 
Mass. He started his career in 1936 arid 
later worked for stations in Pough
keepsie, N.Y., and Richmond, as well as 
for Mutual and CBS in New York.;

In 1942 he joined WQXR, the classi
cal music station of The New York 
Times. In the 1950’s and 60’s he was in} 
charge of the station’s “Adventures in 
Sound” program, an hourlong Sunday 
broadcast of recordings, including ster
eo tapes and disks.

In the 1960’s he was also the “light 
listening” record reviewer for Audio 
magazine. i

He retired as a WQXR staff announc
er in 1980 at 64.

Mr. Santon is survived by his wife of 
52 years, Geraldine Runk Santon; two 
daughters, Christine Mumbower of Al
buquerque, N.M., and Patricia Siciliano 
of Manhattan; a sister, Franciska 
Duda of Northampton, Mass., and five 
grandsons.
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T hose prying scientists. For 
decades they’ve splashéd 
around swamps in pith hel

mets and waders, spying on birds having 
sex.
And few birds have been subject to as 
much of this ornithological voyeurism as 
the bawdy red-winged blackbird.

Hey, what do you expect There are 
lots of diem and any wetland near a uni
versity is bound to have them, said Jay 
Rotella, assistant professor of wildlife bi
ology at Montana State University.

With a little digging in cyberspace, 
Rotella found more than 200 research ar
ticles on the birds. Most song birds 
might only have two to 20 articles writ
ten on them, Rotella said.

Weave a bunch of those articles to
gether and you get a love story of well- 
dressed guys, and gals who could care 
less what the boys wear.

In early April, tire males start arriving 
in Bozeman, having migrated from the

southern reaches of the United States, 
Rotella said.

mnerhirriSi
do is'batfle for turC Good turf will attract" 
the babes who show up a few weeks lat-~ 
er. ~ ; ■ - V;o'; V ■

"The best real estate listings for red
winged blackbirds read something like 
this: Cozy homesites in cattails Raiap 
Irids over water. Bug supermarketsnear-
py. tireatvu.

'the boys stake out territory by roost-
ing in high perches, flashing their red 
shoidder feathers — called epaulets — 
and belting out a territorial song.

Once a male red-wing starts squatting 
on a territory, he will chase any other 
male that dares trespass.

But red-wings are stealthy.
“They can move feathers to cover that 

red-up when they are coming to feed in 
another male's territory/  Rotella said.
~ Red-wings casing a cattail condo in 

disguise don’t get hassled as much by 
the owner as some dandy flapping with 
full flash.

But the disguise isn’t fool proof
In one of those 200 studies Rotella un

earthed, scientists painted over the red 
epaulets of stuffed red-wings and placed 

'them in marshes. Stuffed Brewer’s black
birds were also put out nearby —■ except 
for the lack of red, the Brewer’s black
birds look similar to red-wings.

The live red-wings ignored the Brew
er’s blackbirds, but attacked their dead 
brothers although less than if they 
were red and dead.

Though the red is important to the 
males, the females really don't give a~ 
aamn, f  emales want to know it a wit ha<i 
a nice place to build a love abode.

Ine males with the best territory — 
lots of bugs, in the safety of the cattails 
— are the most attractive to the girls.

Male red-win its ran fe
males as wives. It appears that the first 
wives get the most attention from their 
hubbies.

That forces some females to make a 
choice. Will they be the second or third 
wife in agreat territory or the tirsTwife in

a not-so-great territory.
The females who arrive first tend to 

be older and raise more young, Rotella 
said. They get the most attention from 
their husbands.

“The male is being pretty sure he pro
duces a lot of offspring,” he said.

The whole nest-love-kids thing hap
pens pretty quick for red-wings. Females 
lay between Ihree to five pggs — an pto 
a dav. After 11 davs the chicks hatch, 
blind and naked. Twelve days after that 
they’re either jumping from limb to limb 
or flying.

It is a life scrutinized by science. Even 
in death, the red-wing is denied privacy. 
Under the entry “Blackbird, red-winged” 
in the “Audubon Society Encyclopedia of 
North American Birds,” a huge doorstop 
of a book is this unusual entry

Accidents: In Scott County, Iowa, May 
1937, one strangled when it slipped from 
perch and caught by neck in crotch of 
tree (sic).
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centrated at Deep Creek near 
Townsendand at CanyonFerry^  
east of Helena.

State t iib teg is#  had trapped 
about; 130 female trout at the Red  ̂
:Rock site before whirling disease 
:was confirmed in the river's trout 
"population. Dick Oswald said Tues
day that the fish being trapped 
-there were being tagged, and re
leased upstream.
* About 26 percent of the trout 
^sampled from the springs were in
jected  with whirling diease, Os
wald said.

“I was really surprised it was 
there,” he said. “I was hopeful the 
disease was contained down

stream.”
The disease can be fatal and 

draws its name from a whirling, 
tail-chasing motion in infected fish.

Whirling disease has caused 
major trout losses in the Madison

CARL

t h e t r o u t  s a m p l e d  f r o m  

f t ^ s j ^ n g l w e j e  W - f f ;  

f e c ^ d  w i t h  w h i r l i n g  

d i s e a s e  3

River and also has been confirmed 
in some other Montana waters.

Although fish samples have not 
been taken directly from the Red 
Rock River, Oswald said there is lit
tle doubt the disease exists there. 
There is no way of knowing whether 
it will travel through the Clark 
Canyon Reservoir and infect the up
per Beaverhead River, he said.

Samples will be taken from the 
upper Red Rock River and from 
Horse Prairie Creek, Clark Canyon 
Reservoir's other tributary. The 
Beaverhead River flows from the 
reservoir.

& SONS
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and gray wings and body. For yeaisl have 
carried in my mind s eye a scene of four 
avocets working a tidal pool on the beach 
for their livelihood, walking slowly four 
abreast, as though specially trained, 
sweeping their long, black, upturned bills 
back and forth, feeding on plankton.

One of the more specialized shore-;, 
birds fused to watch in the Florida Keys 
was the ruddy turnstone, once a popular 
gamebird from the New England coast 
south. With its short, stout legs and bill 
and compact, vigorous body the turn- 
stone is well named for its unique feeding 
habits. As it walks along the beach near 
the surf line, it thrusts its stout bill under 
a stone or shell, prying it up and turning 
it over. Then it feeds on insects or crus
taceans it finds underneath. The energy 
it spends in a morning of this activity is;£ 
prodigious, and you cant help thinking 
there must be an easier way for these lit
tle characters to find a meal.

Now and then birds present you with 
unforgettable, ludicrous scenes. At Lake 
Corpus Christi, Texas, where I often 
fished for bass, there was a summer nest
ing colony of Mexican blackbellied tree 
ducks, which sometimes act like clowns.
I often had a good laugh at their antics, 
but the best was the time I watched a pair 
fly across the lake, and alight on a tele
phone wire, a perch ill-suited to their big 
webbed feet. They did pretty well at first, 
but after a few seconds they began teeter
ing, and moments later they fell off.

The variety of American bird life is soV 
immense that the sportsman birder never 
runs out of new experiences. One of the. 
strangest I met up with was the Florida 
limpkin. This 2-foot-tall brown bird 
with a long, sharp bill lives in swamps 
and wails at dusk, sounding like a los^ 
child and upsetting many a visitor. The 
name “limpkin” derives from the way the 
bird always stands with one leg slack, 
which it drags somewhat when it walks.

These birds live on the freshwater ap
ple snail, a large snail about 2 inches 
across, with a brittle shell. The bird finds 
a snail on the bottom in the shallows, 
carries it ashore, then thrusts it sideways 
into the mud. The snail closes itself in 
with a trapdoor of tough tissue, which !, 
the limpkin deftly seizes and tears away, 
then pulls the snail from the shell to eat. 
Limpkins pile up large heaps of apple 
snail shells on shore. Brittle as the shells 
are, none are ever broken.

Every sportsman birder has saved 
many a goose-egg fishing day by sighting 
some colorful species new to him. I was

having no luck trout fishing in southern 
Idaho when I happened upon a marshy 
place with bubbling Igrings where scores 
of yellowheaded blackbirds consorted in 
the reeds. A week later, having equally 
poor luck with the trout at Fremont Lake 
in Wyoming, I noticed that the conifers 
around the lake were decorated with flit
ting balls of color. They were western 
tanagers, dressed in yellow and red. The 
sight of them not only enlivened my day, 
but made me forget thè fish altogether.

Birds can even add spark to successful 
fishing trips. A few summers ago my 
wife and I were invited to camp on a pri
vate stretch of the Lake Fork of the 
Gunnison River in Colorado. The fish
ing for brown trout averaging 2 pounds 
was so good it was hardly challenging. 
During the morning Id keep two trout 
for our lunch, which Id broil over ardent 
coals near the streambank. While they 
cooked, the Stellers^ays would gather, 
waiting for a handout. After a few lunch
es we had attracted an even dozen of the 
big jays, whose vibrant, electric-blue col
oring was almost unreal. The flitting 
beauty and comic boldness of those jays 
is more vividly inscribed in my memory 
than the excellent but easy fishing.

Of all the birds that have added enjoy
ment and dimension to my lifetime pur
suit of fishing and hunting, however, it s a 
small, nondescript denizen of Western 
trout streams that takes the prize. This 
little gray ball of feathers—which cant 
seem to decide if it’s a fish or a bird—is 
the dipper, water ouzel. I’ve spent 
hours warning these birds and have 
missepKnany trout rises while doing it.

Typical of the bird s antics was the 
/¿now put on by one I watched while fish
ing in Wyoming’s Shoshone River. From 
its perch atop a rock in midstream, it first 
ran down the side of the rock to pick at 
small insect nymphs stuck there, then 
bounded off into a stretch of rapids, us
ing its wingtips like oars, maneuvering 
through the rapids into the quiet glide 
below. The glide was shallow, and here 
the bird dived underwater. I could plain
ly see it walking along the bottom, pick
ing up aquatic insect life. Suddenly it sur
faced, swam with its wings a bit, then 
jumped once more onto the rock where 
I’d first seen it. Although the perfor
mance was nothing more than the daily 
routine of the little dipper, it was a special 
treat for me—and another good example 
of why bird watching makes such 
a good addition to a sportsmans 
bag of tricks.

Kodak, Fun Saver and Weekend are trademarks. Note; jbi's%npt.a;k'0dakj''' 
.advertisement. All contest'responsibilities are assumed by FIELD 8 STREAM. 
Direct alLinquiriesto.FIELD 8 STREAM.
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M IL  F ARNES

The Crnhper’s hdyyk 
(dbbyeygtthe 

original u chicken  
hawk,” so despised) 

b y fa rm ers  in the 
d a S o f f r e § i  

roam ing barnyard  
fo w l—pifMyf 

prim arilym n sm all 
■ -do m edium -svm d  

birds and mammals.
H unting fro m  a  

p S tch  and diving  
w ith  lightning  

speed , this f  iercmf 
little hawk  

som etim es fo llow s  
songbirds (like the 
Limjmln s sparrow  

at right) into, brushy 
thickd^m

BOWER§|

accipiters: suffered significant losses in the 1950s| 
and 1960s when eggshell thinning caused by 
DDT was a serious problem (DDT was banned in 
this country in 1972).

Accipiters migrate during daylight hour^' 
flying above the treefops during early morning 
and soaring at higher altitudes during the middle 
of the day. It is often during migration that sharp- 
shinned and Cooper’s hawks.seek a convenient 
meal at a backyard bird feeder.

While working for Montana Fish, Wildlife & 
Parks, I had numerous rails ahnnt songNrdM̂ y 
being killed by hawks at bird feeders. Tn most

' ^ sl l ^ 00Per Hand sharp - shinned hawks w e re ^  
the culpriis. If alxawk is seen chasing a|jongbird 
into a thicket, it is generalMKS o o p e ^  hawfe^ 

^ hile a hawk snatching and carrying a §§ngbird\^ 
'away wjdrarrmgk burst of speed !p m o | likely to) 
vbe a sh^Bhin.^^arpshins; often hunt opportun|s7 
t!5al]yVElyingjover and around busljjland tree|jn 
hopes of surpnsinjj^mall birds. Cooper's hawks;.C 
howeverT-prefer to hunt from a perch and dive at 
their prey. They will frequently follow a songbird 
into a thicket and carry out thBchase on foot^y 
while sharpshinsggeldom do thi^B

I have also picked up both sharp-shinned and 
Cooper’s hawks that have flown into windows,^; 
often in the area of bird feec|eM If you diBover 
such an injured bird||over it with a cloth||o it 
can’t see you. Then put on a heavy pair of gloves^ 
to protect you from the talons and place the bird 
in a covered cardboard box (make;:§ure the box 
has adequate ventilation). Then call your local 
FWP office for information on where to take the 
bird (it is illegal for fpu to keep it).

If you are concerned about losin||songbirds to 
birds of prey, you cduld qpnsider movingBour 
feeding stations close to cover where songbird J B  
will have a ready avenue of escape. But remem
ber that predation is a part of life, and an unex
pected visit from one of Montana fjfiying tigers^; 
may just be the birdwatchingCevent of the year. ■

10 MHpreàR/DRrrR̂ ÉiMpj



the sharpshin’s morSquarish tail. Both species 
have rusty barringjibn the white chest and bellyjSfl 
and red as adults (immature birds have 

fellow  5ly es )g||
Another bird of prey that sometimes visits 

backyard feeders in Montana is the merlin, a 
member of the falcon group. Berlins are about 
the size of sharp-shinned hawks, but they have 
dark, rather than red, eyes. While accipitfefs have 
short, rounded wingS falcons have longv pointed 
w in »  Merlins breed sparsely in Montana, but 
may be sSgĵ n throughout the sta^Hspeciall fA n  
fall and winter; like sharp-shinned and Cooper’s 
hawks, they feed mostly on small birdsH

Biologists believe the thi^wpecies of aceipi- 
ters evolved their size differences to take advan
tage of different-sized pregl allowing them to 
inhabit the same nesting areas. Goshawks, 
because they are larger, may derifl more than 
half their food from mammals such as mice, red 
squirrels, and rabbits, especially snow shoe hares. 
They also take medium to large^ized birds, 
including grouse. Sharpshins feed almost exclu- 

ggivelpon small birdHalthough they may occa
sionally take mice and insJ|Ts.. -CooperBhawkjB 
concentrate on small to medium-sized birds and 
small mammals.

While sharp-shinned and Cooper’s hawks nest 
in wooded areas throughout Montana, they areB| 
found primarily in the western half of the stateBB 
Although many of these hawks migrate south in 
winter, some are found in Montana year-round.

but wander widely acrog§ the state in winter.
While all three species nest in densely forested 
areas, they sometimes hunt in clearings and 
adjacent open areasT ■

Sharp-shinned hawks prefer to nest in small, 
dense thickets-^f-second-growth conifer^-A^pond- 
or meandering cmelv is^eneralj^ctos^ by wjth 
small open meadows—id^fhabit 
Sparrows, and similar pround-ne^HTWhirds The 
nest, a flat platform of sficks 1 0 ^ 2 0  feet above 
the ground, is lined with small twigs and bark. 
Three to five eggs are laid in May and incubation 
takes about 34 days.

Cooper’s hawks nest in a variety of places, but 
deciduous trees seem to be preferred, often in 
draws or riparian areas. Like sharpigihs, Cooper’sy 
tiawKs often nest near meadows where songbirds 
are abundant, The wefl-coITCealedgM ŝh usually 
located halfway up the tree, is constructed of 
small sticks and lined with bark flakes. Clutch 
size is commonly three to five, with incubation 
taking about 32 days. Young birds fledge a month 
after hatching.

Goshawks prefer to nest in mature forests! ^

building their nest of sticks and tw i^k  20 to 60 
feet up the tree. They, too, lay clutchelfof three to 
five bluish-whitegSggs. Incubation takes about 37 
days, and the young can fly at 40 to 45 days. 

Although little is known about the population 
status and productivity of accipiters in Montana, 
the goshawk p  listed by the state as a-“ species of 
speciaTconcem J’ Certainly, forest management— 5 
practices can affect their nesting habitat, and 
declines in songbird populations resulting from 
habitat loss in the U.S. and in the neotropic|B 
adversely affect their food base (see M ontana  
Outdoors, July/August 1994). Like other raptors jp

Som etim es called  
“bullet” haw ks, 
sharpshins deftlilm  
dodge and dart 
through thick wJpodsl 
in pursum m ftheir  
prey.

MQjjgiANA (WiFOOORS n o v em b ee^ e g e m b e r  ®  9





The iris o f  th&8pfyis 
deep red  in adult 

acc ip iters and  
yellow  in immature  

birds. The bird  
above is an adult 

goshawk, the one at 
near right an adult 

C ooper s hawk, and  
the b ird  at fa r  right 
an im m ature sharp- 

shinned hawk.

Although the family Acfapitridae includes. r 
some 20 species in the West, including the hawks, 
eagles, kites, and harriers, only three species ate. 
specifically referred to as accipiters; the goshawk,

Cooper’s hawk, and 
i: \ harp-shinned

hawk. Despite their 
small size (a male  ̂
sharpshin is only 
slightly larger than 
a sparrow hawk and 
weighs little more 
than a robin), these 
agile speedsters are 
among the fiercest 
of our birds of prey.

Ask any wildlife 
student who has 
spent time in the 
woods in spring 
checking up on 
nesting raptors.
Hard hats are the 
order of the day, 
because a female 
goshawk defending 
its nest will gladly 
take a chunk from 
your scalp with 
swift dive and 
raking talons. 
Ornithologist 
George M. Sutton 
related this account 
in 1925: “ Intrepid 
and insistent she 
swooped at me from 
all directions and 
only the branches of 
the blind kept me

from the direct blows of her feet although the 
protecting boughs cracked and snapped at each 
onslaught.”

Then, too, you may not even see her coming. 
Says Dr. Sutton:

The most memorable thing about the day’s 
experience was the method of attack of the 
female bird, which has partly explained to me 
the ease with which some of these birds capture 
their prey. When the Goshawk left her perch to 
strike at me her set wings and slim body were 
for several seponds almost invisible and the only . 
actual movement perceptible was the increa^S in 
the size of her body as she swiftly approached. 
Three times at least 1 was looking directly at the 
approaching bird and did not see her at all 
because the lines of her wings and body so * 
completely harmonized with the surroundings, 
and the front view was comparatively so^mall. 
Flying tiger indeed.
The goshawk is the largest of our three 

accipiters, measuring 20 to 26 inches in length. It 
is followed by the Cooper’s hawk, which is 14 to 
20 inches, and finally by the sharp-shinned hawk, 
which measures 10 to 14 inches. But femalgXc 
accipiters are larger than males, which compli
cates i de n t i f i cat i o n so me w hat. A small male 
goshawk may be about the size of a large female 
Cooper’s, and a small male Cooper’s the si^eof a 
large female sharp-shinned. Confusing, isn’t, it?

Yes and no. The adult birds of all three species 
are slate gray above with a dark cap. Séxes are 
similar in plumage. But the goshawk, in addition 
to its larger size, has a broad, white stripe abovBB 
the eye. Goshawks also appear much more silvery 
underneath, with less distinctive barring.

Cooper’s and sharp-shinned hawks are difficult 
to tell apart, but in addition to being somewhat 
larger (about crow-sized), the Cooper’s has a 
somewhat rounded tail in flight compared with

Rí (ilMMSwil A
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By MICHIKO KAKUTANI

In recent years, we have become 
accustomed to thinking of science 

^ jp d jjr ^ s  belonging to completely

^nhjprUua^the reaTand metaphori-~ 
cal. While the first focuses orTtife 

‘*rSeS"and regularities of Nature — its 
symmetries and rhythms — the sec
ond tends to celebrate inventiveness, 
idiosyncrasy and the exceptional. 
“Science and art have diverged,” j 
writes John D. Barrow in his newi 
book. “As science became more suc
cessful in its quest to explain the 
seen by unseen laws of Nature, so art 
became increasingly subjective, 
metaphorical and divorced from re
alistic representations. It explored 
other worlds, leaving science to deal 

i with this one.”
In “The Artful Universe,” Mr. 

Barrow, a professor of astronomy at 
the University of Sussex and the au
thor of “Pi in the Sky,” “Theories of 
Everything” and other books, pro

poses to examine the hidden connec
tions remaining between science and 
art, the concealed roots that our es
thetic likes and dislikes have in the 
world of Nature and our evolutionary 
past;

The result is a highly discursive 
book filled with both intriguing 
asides and highly vexing digressions.

It is Mr. Barrow’s contention that 
the rnsmir. environment and our

situations that no longer challenge 
us.”

Mr. Barrow says that the “the 
enormous periods of time during 
which our ancestors were io ragerSj 

„and hunter-gathemrsjuiJHe Hreism- | 
cene ^ p och^were probably *Toma-1 

TIve for~bur species.” The savanna 
environment inhabited by these ear
ly ancestors, he suggests, left us with 
a predispositionTpwards habitatsj)f-

Parwinian adapmti^n^TtHat en vi^ p en ngj^ pth shelter aiid“clear, unim 
/ r o n m ^ T T ^  fgeded views o f ^ t e r f g n ^ m e ^ r t
from our religious predilectionsto  
our taste in music and painting.
- “Creativity is not as untrammeled 
as it seem s,” he writes. “Our human
ity derives from shared experiences 
in the remote past, when many of our 
instincts and propensities were ac
quired as adaptations to a universal 
environment that set our ancestors 
common problems to overcome. Our 
minds developed susceptibilities that 
aided the solution of those problems. 
Many of those problems are no long
er evident; hence some of our senses 
and sensibilities are adaptations to

fo f landscape widely reproduced in 
parks and gardens today. He adds 
that contemporary architecture that 
employs these features (i.e. sloping 
ceilings, overhangs, gables and 
porches, combined with balconies, 
bays and picture windows) has a 
natural appeal, while the sort of mod
ern urban architecture that relies

cajHfe used to explain many ofiour. 
esthetic preferences. He writes that 

f living things are strikingly symmet- 
nature. “devTauons irom-a 

| symmetrical bodily form invariably  ̂
^signaTsome injury or genetic lmpair- 
^ en ^ X a n d  that ‘ J m ahyofoureyalu- 
atioris of physical beautyirr”conse- 
smently “focus upon the symmetries 
o N the human facial and bg \  
form?' in another* chapieil7Tiesays 
that the human love of music 
(- ‘There have been cultures without 
counting, cultures without painting, 
cultures bereft of the wheel or the 

^written word, J ^ j ig v e r  a culture 
without music'^^Say be related to 

’jEfie rhythms inherent in the beatihg^ 
lot- the heart and the rhythm oTjeic 

|  Music, art and science, o f  course,

Oxford University Press

THE ARTFUL UNIVERSE
By John D. Barrow 
Illustrated. 274 pages. Clarendon Press.
$27.50.

are all means of creating (or dis
cerning') patterns, and Mr. Barrow

upon exposed walkways, blind cor- |Æums upm s^^^^R T he^ugg^stion j 
ners and monotonous facades can m  this Vqrdering impulsé) sterns / j 
lead to “depression, crime and emo- ¡from the pr^itiveneedTcTrecognize J 
tional disequilibrium.” \ Ipreats and opportunities, the need to

Similar scientific and evolutionary fidehtlfjpTood and predators and! 
arguments, Mr. Barrow contends, m em bers ofth e same spedieSTCJver

the centuries, as the human intellect 
began to subdue the environment, he 

[contends, this beneficial skill eventu
ally became an end in itself.

[ In laying out these arguments, Mr. 
Barrow traverses an enormous 
range of material, treating the read
er to extended riffs on everything 
from non-Euclidean geometry to

Stravinsky’s theories on music. 
Some of these digressions are highly?- 
informative: Mr. Barrow tells us. 
that language is processed more ef-4 
fectivg^wKeintris-heardthrough.thgftj / 
lefTear (while musical sounds are-f f  

T^meffibereit~be^^  /
he ar dfthrôi^^ if |  j
thé «vie$f
would be perpetually and brightly 
illuminated by starlight; that the 
ant insects and monsters featured in 
horror movies are “impossibilities., 
structural engineering” because to 
support their weight such creatures^  
would have to be fundamentally re
designed.

Interesting as such observation^, 
may be,* they do little to advance MI'/* 
Barrow’s central thesis. Other di
gressions involving sound frequency^ 
ranges and Tyndall light scattering: 
are too technical for the lay reader to * : 
follow easily. Others still, about the 
implications of extraterrestrial be^I 
ings and the meaning of a vast and^t 
ancient universe, are blatantly fuzzy 2 
and speculative. ' Yd

No doubt the crux of the problem is ’ 
that in these pages Mr. Barrow has*', 
taken on a vastly complex and highly' f  
diffuse subject, a subject that in the 
end defeats his probing intelligence ' 
and leaves the reader frustrated. • -
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BY NICK LYONS

C O N N EC TIO N S
Ask some people why they fish 

ard you’ll mt a very simple answer.
a\ h 

A ,
F R IE N D ; A  N A T U R A tiJST  VWtfO 

has not fished since he was 
a teenager and wont, on 
‘moral grounds,? asked me 
recently if  I had to fish to be

self, with materials I finally settled iffxm 
after years of trial, with the best knots I 
could learn. I wear exactly the socks that 
do not rub my shin-bone skin and a 
brand of sunglasses I winnowed from ten 
choices. I go with skills of sight and cast

ring I honed over more than fifty years of 
going to rivers, and I feel very connected 
to all of my gear and to the balance of it 
all—its fitness for the job.

»close to nature. Wasn't it 
cruel? Wasn’t it unnecessary? I said 
hastily that this was one reason why I 
went to rivers. “But there’s so much to 
see and touch and understand,” he ar
gued. “Must you pursue fish, too?” 

Though I have fished 
since before memory 
and have never ^
needed a “reason,” ~ -■ . , 7  ̂ ... - 1 >
his questions itched
me, and the more I 
thought about them 
the more I realized I

à
I

- \o .,

m

\ S  had located, trying not to cover it 
with line or leader.
~ I go ¿to the river to catfh front 
Everything I do depends upon that one 
fact. I am >happy to think I am better 
skilled now than when I began, so 
many years ago. There may be sunsets, 
wildflowers galore, rainbows in the sky, 
good fellowship, good fishing, or lousy 
fishing; but what has drawn me here, 
thc^idgau3a~of-4he entire equarion^ 

what will always draw me to 
water, Is^"tlie smiple 

prospect of catching a

don’t really go to rivers to
‘connect ' with the natur
al world;1 1 go to catcK
fish- 1 go with tackle that \
1 have assembled over a 
course of many years: 
a rod I bought only 
last year Because of 
its Space Age pow- / ;
er and lightness; an 
old reel I’d found at 
a country red-tag sale 
thirteen years ago that 
worked like a fine watch; some flies I’d 
tied, but many dozens more that I’d se
lected with great care, after years of 
studying the design and architecture of 
these constructs, trying to imagine 
what a trout would see, what would 
best gull it. v

I go with old patched waders and a 
vest crammed with fly dope, tweezers, a 
thermometer, two nail clippers; extra 
leaders, tippets, magnifying glasses for 
my old eyes, my wide-brimmed hat to 
keep sun off my forehead pocked with 
scars from basal-cell carcinoma surgeries, 
and much else. I take leaders I built my-

WBÊ

And I have learned how to use it all. 
I now choose my flies not only to imi
tate insects I might find, but for the at
titude of those flies on the water, espe
cially what I think the trout would see.“ 
Over the years I have learned how to 
approach trout and position myself to 
best advantage. I learned on certain wa
ter to use a 4-weight linfe rather than a 
5-weight, so it would touch the surface 
less invasively. If I know the trout in a 
river I’d be fishing saw too many os 
preys and pelicans, I’d plan to make one 
false cast far to the right, over land, and 
then shoot the line once toward the fish

With luck—and some 
earned skill—the fly 
drifts a foot, 2 feet, and 
intersects with the fish’s' 
feeding lane. The fish 
that made the circle, re
vealed itself to me indi
vidually, announced its 
intention to take 
lunch, is there, some
where beneath the 
opaque, moving sur
face. I wait another 

^second or two, then 
raise the fly smoothly 

into the air and cast again. 
This time, when the fly ap-v 

proaches the spot on the flowing sur
face where the trout rpse, I feel the ex
quisite pleasure one feels when caught
i n  O m r  r n  A m  o n f  n i l  n r »  o / i  / v fm any moment of suspense, of mystery: 

TV hat will happen? There will be no 
“meaning” involved, only rejection or 
acceptance. The hesitation is palpable 
in the extreme and only later am I 
^wafe^of howT^mfyingly, blessedly 

rconcenconcentrated I h£yj& been. The fly 
Tomes down to where tfie~TTOTii rose, 
the water pocks and bulges; I raise my 
rod slightly, and the; fish and I 
are connected.

I need no more. HHSB

1 3  2 F i e l d  & S t r e a m  A p r i l  1 9 9 6
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M AINE
'̂  V,pGfthe BEST  in Native 
Brook Trout : and landlocked 
salmón Fishing Throughout 

the Headwaters o f  the 
Aroostook & 

Allagash Watersheds 
T R O PH Y

D EER -B E A R -M O O SE  
G R O U SE  & W O O D C O C K

Dave & Nancy Youland 
P.O. Box 499-F, Patten, ME 04765-0499 

(207) 746-7777 (seasonal) • (207) 225-3057 (winter) 
http: //wwYv.megalink.net/bradford

SINCE 18£0

HUNT WILD BOAR 
IN PENNSYLVANIA YEAR AROUND 

— .Hunt wtta boar, seven breeds of sheep, five breeds 
8" A .  of deer, wild .goat, turkey, stag, buffalo and

more orf the1 largest hunting preserve in east 
p g , , #  , with 28 years experience Hunt with dogs, ’ v /Stalking or„on stand Experienced guides, 

modern 'lodge and home cooked Irjealg NO 
'  ’LICENSE* PEQUlREp)/;Q,UP Pride )S Yolir Success 
' For respiration or brochure 
TIOGA BOAR HUNTING PRESERVE 

R D * 1 Tioga PA) 16946 
-717-835*5341

GRAND LAKE
■ MAINEf i l l

Landlocked Salmon  
Sm all-M outh Bass 

L ake Trout
Fishing and family vacations. Lake and 

stream fishing in nationally-known pristine 
waters. Over tep lakes from which to choose. 

Sandy beaches, boat rentals, wildlife tours.

• Colonial Sportsmen’s Lodge 
• Leen’s Lodge 

• Shoreline Camps
Call toll-free

1-800-647-4133
H ousekeeping & A m erican  Plans

AHttafonkLogp

F t s h i n . not Wishin 
The natron s finest smallmouth bass and landlocked 
salmon fishing in a relaxed and tasteful setting Good 
food comfortable cottages, competent guides Ref
erences throughout the- U S A

Forest City, M aine 04413 
207 448 -772 3 in winter: 207 843-5732

WHITECAE» GUIDE SERVICE 
Now Booking for 1996 Fishing & Hunting.

Bear, Deer, Moose. Dodging & Guide available.
For more info: 207-843-4342 

Arthur Webster, Jn 
RR B, Box 1670, E. Holden, MB 04429

P.O. Box FS96, GRAND LAKE STREAM, ME 04637 
Smallmouth Bass & Landlocked Salmon. 
Maine guides or boat & motor available. 

Spacious, comfortable log cottages with fireplaces. 
MAR N o efficiency. Extended fishing season 

til October 15th. Combine bird hunting 
/ <t k  & fishing. Fly fishing schools avail. 
v /» ¥ y  Summer: Tel/Fax (2071) 796-5558
Approved Winter: Tel/Fax (207) 237-2911_______

TROPHY WALLEYE & BASS
7 SPORT BOATS & LODGING 

LAKE ERIE 1-800-546-FISH (3474) 
SPORTSMAN CHARTERS EST. 1964

Seam f  on the P ra irie
Fish Devils Lake, N orth  Dakota for trophy 
Walleye. Overlooked but not over fished. 
Licensed, insured and tournam ent driven. 

Call or write:
Dave Beam, 2148 4th Ave East 

West Fargo, N D  58078 
( 7 0 1 )  2 8 2 - 0 4 5 6

M IN N E SO T A ’S  
LAKE O F  T H E  W O O D S

Walleye!!! • Pike!!! • Smallmouth])!\
•' .’guided FisHitrg Packages- ,
1 Airport Sbuttjo Qer/\cf& ”

“ t h e  W a H - e y e  C a p i t a !  o f  t h e  W o r l d ”  
Ballard’s Resort, Batidette MN 56623

Pittsburg and New Hampshire’s 
Connecticut Lakes

T R O U T  - S A LM O N  - G R O U S E  - W O O D C O C K  - D E E R  - B EA R  - M O O S E 
E x p e r i e n c e  o u r  fo u r  s e a s o n  o u t d o o r  w o r ld .
Fabled trout and salmon fishing, 
exciting small and big-game ' 
hunting and Top Notch lodges 
offering true Northern Hospitality.

N H ’s Connecticut Lakes Region I
P .0 . Box 400F, Pittsburg, NH 03592
BROCHURE 603-538-7118 VIDEO

• Boundary Waters & Quetico Canoe Trips
• Basswood Lake Fishing Camps
• Remote Canadian Fishing Camp
• Fly-In Canadian Outpost Cabins 

Walleye, Northern, Lake Trout & Smallmouth Bass

ELY, MN ' SINCE 192lv

1-800-777-8572
1 E. Camp, Ely, MN 55731 #FS96

SorUlte/m 9lUno¿i
camping • hiking « horseback in the Shawnee Hills I 
FREE vacation guide Call or Fax 618-683-3705

B o u n d a r y  W a t e r s  W il d e r n e s s  F is h in g

Beland’s W ilderness 
[ Canoe Trips, Ely, MN 

• BWCAW-Quetico Outfitter 
•Canoe Fishing Trips 
•Fly-In, hddle Out Trips 

• Basswood Lake Fishing Camps
1.800-569-4151

Smqllmotttk Boss • Walleye • Northern Pike • Lake Trout

TRADE WINDS CHARTER SERVICE
Lake E rie W alleye & Perch
D o c k e d  in  M o n ro e , M ic h . C a ll o r  W r ite  

P.O . B o x  1 4 1 , L a S a lle , M ic h  4 8 1 4 5  
(3 1 3 )  2 4 3 -2 3 1 9

LAKE ERIE SPORT FISHING
WALLEYES • SMALLMOUTH BASS

Year Round Native Guide, Captain Pat Winke 
WINKE GUIDE SERVICE, 

_____________1-800-274-9255_____________

LA K E  ERIE IS L A N D S
Fish Trophy W alleye with the most 

experfenced,guides in America's #1 Walleye Lake. 
ERIE PRO GUIDE G RO U P

1-8 0 0 -6 F IS H  U S

ALASKA
S.E. Alaska’s best fishing for halibut and 
all species of salmon. Wilderness fig in 
lodge that accommodates 12 guests per 
week with private bedrooms and baths. 
Both salt and freshwater fishing avail
able, fo r free brochure call toll free.

CROSS SOUND LODGE
15917 N.E. Union Rd.. Ste. 115. Ridgefield. WA 98642

1-800-323-5346

ALASKA FISHING
• Fly- or spin-fish , 
famous Bristol- * ^
Bay and other 
remote streams' 
with world class 
action,

«12 species
* Several trip options
Fly-in Float 7"tips & Outpost Camps
Alaska Adventures (907) 345-4597 
Box 111309 Anchorage AK 99511

Alaska Custom Fishing Trips
Statewide -  A ll Species 

C a ll  D o u g  K in g  (8 0 0 1 7 8 6 -4 F U N
Free Info -  Box 988, Girdwood, AK 99587

RB's C h ar L H

KETCHIKAN ALASKA.
Join us and stay aboard our 

40ft. boat for 3 or 6 day cruises.
For the best in salmon & halibut fishing

Call (208) 232-7281

i i v J l N
m mYOUR b£ST ¡ P J  hiPs.

m H WH mÈÈBÊÊÊm
g | P i g  WhcSfVg6ot,'
Ìsbe®33®? U H I^siñcéi?*3 (800)

L A N D  of the G IA N T S
Outstanding Alaskan fishing for Giant Halibut, 

World-Record King Salmon,Trophy Trout, & Morel * 
1 Complete Sportfishing Packages. » 

Your Alaska Travel Experts! FREE Information«
ALASKAN FISH IN G  ADVENTURES, INC.

8 0 0 - 5 4 8 - 3 4 7 4
P.O. Box 2457, Soldotna, AK 99669

1 Latest info on the best fishing in 1
I Alaska! Trophy King Salmon, « | | 0 ^  * I 
■ Aerobatic Silvers, Monster,
* Halibut & more. FR EE Information

* Alaska Sportfishing Expeditions
707-226-2076

Box8331,^tchikan,^K9990IJ|

Exceptional fresh and saltwater angling at:
: Alaska’s finest wilderness sportfishing resort.

?  Your success is GUARANTEED! U 
For brochure, video, information, write: 

WHALERS’ COVE SPORTFISHING LODGE 
RO. Box 101FS, Angoon, AK 99820 

Call toll free: 1-800-423-3123 FAX: 1-907-788-3104

Check out our
TRUCK SHOP SECTION

on page 122.

The next 
TRUCK SHOP 

appears in our 
August Issue
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la H H

aaJZ3xju\s_ re «La
? ^ ^ d ^ isp a j

la Duluth,’rabout his e x p e r ie n c e s  a little 3 1 y;*.
b^hfn o£gh§Jla^g J  / y L A
rq6m, along with two dther boys, and /<$
b r c ^ ^ t o  j ^ ^ j ^ o ^schlbol nurse and 
sprayed for head lice. Evidently his life  
had been marked by this.

I have kept th S  secret fof/thirty
■ yefp S^

Tr^pto lqok friendly. Wanted to be a regular guy.
But now the truth is out:
I am an alien.
I have head lice.

Never mind that spraying a b o y p  head may have beef 
the best way to treat his head lice back then%l§) the poet™  

5 ^ w a s  an act o f exclusion and oppression. What will he think 
a  after an Anglo doctor gives him his first digital prostate ex- 

^  animation? Will it, too, sy m b o lic  his estrangement from| 
__^  A m e r ic a ||l

á The theme o f Speaking Out A fter Long S ilen ce was l 
everywhere (/ was unable to bring m yse lf to say this until 1 
n o w f  accompanied by the theme of You Had to Be There to 

Understand {How can you k n o w h o w  terrible it was /Y o u  
who have never g o n S to  theWchool nurse's ojficjem. Hardly 

u  any poems were written for amusemenfjifor the pleasure of 
-JL language. Almost all were compelled, driven, winging up 

Li ■■ out o f the poet « m a im e d  past— grappling with painful 
truths, doing battle with a world that y/ould deny the poet’s 

■  existence.c=*
I am me! I scream at the clouds 

— ^ At the skulls under the earth
L At the damnation

t o  For too long have I kept the peace
Now I shout at everyone in the street:
I am me and without me I am nothing!

There are people in Manhattan who shout at everyone in 
the street and wave their arms and argue with streetlights^ 
but would you buy a book by them?

g H  s I jread through the pile, it was easy to spot the 
winning poems: they were the readable ones. Some 

were good enough that I might have read them out loud to
someone sitting nearby— the 
simple test of a good poem. 

There was a poem  called  
5 |“The Bravery o f Ir ise s it  in 

w hich  the poet';, a w om an ?v 
knelt in the flower beds and 
whacked away at dead sta lk || 

B n  the com pany ;pf her hus
band, who seem ed to be an 
okaw gu y, not a rapist or a

VA

{VV>
.v \J

murderer ,/ibuLsimply ¿-fellow - gardener 
kneeling there too, with whom; she con
versed quietly about flower^, and about 
Par™ which she hoped to,.seeiSomedaj|f 
though the trip had been postponed many 
tim es/because they didn’t want to leaye?- 
their garden. She^seemed to be content
ed— a mood that^aii be hard txFconyey 
in writing without Flem ing smug oftrstu- 

*ht it w4S/XTovely.'poe^. LB
thi/Si; poet looked to nature \ s  redeem ing hu^ 

mankind trom ouffsiekness. Irises had a cSttain^ow efTo  
make her happy, and she looked back onlpenfs o f iris hap-
pine$|J;|)eginning in girlhood.

Our flowers come from the rotten bone JIB 
of ancestors.

They had to die^so this garden could grow.
Working in the garden is our homage to them.
The only reason to love gardening is that when you 

were little,
Someone you lfwed loved to garden, and
You followed them around and did -as they did.
And it rubbed off. My lo y e H
We meet again in the ir isS  and my love? -
We have been to Paris’every day for forty-five years.

I put her poem in the Win
ner category, a thin stack next 
to the heap of Bad Daddy po
ems, in which I also put Bad 
B oyfrien d s and one Mean 
M om m y (“The Ducheptr-of 
Revlon”). There was a small 
pile o f poems of Homage to 
the B eloved, including two 
lesbian p o em S b u t none by 
wom en who loved  mejg—!¡¡¡¡|

Sham e, if  you ask me: what sort o f dullard can’t g e fp ff  at 
least one good one for her beloved? There was a stack of 
poems of Mute Wondeiyin the Woods— not fresh-squeezed 
wonder, unfortunately, but reconstituted (“I lie on a summer 
day and look  at the clouds Scudding across the sky/A nd  
wonder what it m eans/and what do the treejim ean/and  
the birds fly in g  soutlr’̂ T h e r e  was a large m ound o f  
poem s about the Struggle to Be M e p?I am a.myriad of. 

/sights/sou nd s/feelin gs/sb h gs/sm ell® all intertwined with 
thoughts / stories / impressions / memories and yes I am beau- 

/iiful yes/and how shall I defend this/beauty/w onder/feel
in g /y es in . this world o f N o la n d  a handful o f poenp of 
Mute Wonder in the Presence o f Death (“I held the thin 
transparent hand/that had peeled($p many potatoes/and  
thought of so much to say /to  that thifl body with b ig je |^  1 
that once had been/m y cousin j j |^ e t ’| |  There were about 
fifteen poems on Vietnam, all of them bloody, with mosqui
toes and Sweat and fear and stink in them, all o f them angry
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about innocence violated and lf^es brutalized and an uncar
ing nation anxious to forget.

It was hard to read those poems and imagine how possibly 
to judge them as writing, or how the writers wished to be 

ju dged. After you h aff read ten Vietnam poen$| by ten men; 
so haunted by the war that twenty-five years later their po
ems are breathless with horror, do you say, “Thank you all 
very mucWfor sharing your horrors with us, and I choose 
horror No. 5 because the imagery is more vivid and it is bet
ter structured and more original” ? These Ire true-life experi
ences,^noMterary pieces, and m  someone tells you how he 
almost died when he was eighteen, how can you deny him 
the prize?
.. Experience becomes literature when It no longer matters 

to the reader whether the story is true or not. Stephen Crane 
wasn’t around for the Civil War, but you don’t wonder about 
that as you read The Red Badge o f Courage', it?s all quite real 
on the page. Andrew Marvell could have been a Trappist 
monk in Kentucky and never had a mistress;;, but “Had we 
but World enough, and Time,/This coyness Lady were no 
crime” would still be a fine poem. On the other hand, if the 
poem “Quang Ngai, Bravo Company”; (“And he raised his 
gun/and I thought hey cut it out/and then her head blew 
up/and the lieutenant turned away and puked”) were written 
by a false^eteran, born in 1962, who knew about Vietnam 
only from movies, you would feel cheated. The woman sor
rowing for the cat who rescued her from Daddy’s coldness 
has to be for real, or else the poem is a joke: you’d be angry

at anyone inventing a Bad 
Daddy, just as if someone at 
your A A  meeting stood up 
and described how alcohol 
had destroyed his life and you 
later found out that the con
fession was pure fiction, you 
would shake your head in dis
belief.

There was no doubt in my 
mind that most of the poems I 

read were about the poets’ real lives, offered up as perfor
mances in hopes of winning a prize for the quality of their 
suffering, like the candidates on the old Queen for a Day 
show, who told their troubles to the genial host; audience ap
plause determined who would get the Amana Radarange and 
the weekend at Lake:Tahoe.

I wanted to sit the poets down in a classroom and lecture 
them: Self-expression is not the point of it, people! We are 
not here on paper in order to retail our injuries. For one 
thing, it is unfair to bore someone who doesn’t have the op
portunity to bore you right backhand for another, we have 
better things to do—to defend the hopeless and the down- 
and-out, to find humor in dreadful circumstances, to satirize 
the pompous and pretentious, to make deer appear suddenly 
in the driveway.

RITING is a blessed 
life, no matter how  

hard it may be at times, and a 
person is lucky to be a writer.
So go be one, I thought, hav
ing spent almost;(iix hours 
reading 400 poems. There 
were five poems in my Win
ners pile. I agonized for perhaps 
the hundreds of rejects—

two or three minutes over

I am sorry, 1 mean no disrespect to Kitty.
I am glad your Grandma loved to bowl.
Iam  sorry for all o f you poets who have been hurt by men.
Iam  sorry fo r rejecting poems that were about the moon, 

which is beautiful, o f course.
I am sorry for rejecting poems that were about someone 

who, Iam  sure, is as admirable as you say.
I am sorry about your head lice?, my friend.
War poets, you can have my car, my stereo, my books— 

please don ’tcom e and shoot me!

—and then I sent my nominations to the poetry-contest 
committee, and a few weeks later the president phoned with 
the results. Two of my recommendations had won prizes, but 
not the poem about irises.

“It was the best poem in the bunch,’fil said. She said that 
she had liked it too, but that the awards committee felt that 
other poems, though perhaps less advanced technically, de
served recognition. “I think we felt it was important to show 
that poetry isn’t just about flowers,” she said. The iris poem 
struck some people on the committee as a little boring. She 
mentioned that they had found “Quang Ngai, Bravo Compa
ny” particularly moving. They felt that it .said things that 
needed to be said.

Okay, I said to her, that’s fine,
As I reached for the pistol you gave me, Daddy.
She thanked me for my work, and I said that it was my {: 

pleasure,
As I put the pistol to the back of her head 
And blew her brains out,
Which didn’t amount to all that much, frankly,
And ran her through a wood chipper.
She made a little bit less than a full load.
I mixed her with the dirt 
At the end of the flower bed,
And this fall I’ll plant bulbs in her 
And next spring she ’ll look better than she ever did as a 

president,
And men in tuxedos will say how terrific the irises look, 
But do you know what 1 went through 
For beauty,
America,
And you on the terrace drinking your gin and tonics, 
How can you possibly understand any of this, you 

dummies
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Sqpifstony face and angry eyes 
made me the fearful self-accusing person I am 
and I did your dirty work Daddy: 
and, went ahead and ruined my life for 

forty « y e n  years
and only Kitty could draw me out of the shadows -  

only Kitty made thewprld a safe placgin which to 
have,f&hngj&V; 
and now* she is gone, too

And then 11 lastgiquit the fight
And gathering up my strength somehow,
I wrote the poem 1 had to ^rite,
This poem that lies befo||/§pu now.

And noW{my poem fils reached an end,
I the poet^i last am free,
And now the task is yoitrs, my friend,
To grapple with my poetry.

A hundred lines of th l|| ending with a pledge to remember 
the sacred cat foreverjfKittyM ou will live in me asdong as 
I have tp^ath/ your purr will be in the w indf^;^

lb was a continuation of la  and began “The life in me fright
ens you and you keep/running and running away/ but how can 
you escape your own daughter?” And lc: “You’re dead, Daddy, 
so why won’t you goraway?/Why do you still scare m li/A n d  
why am i  unable to hate you?” The second poet offered a poem 
that began “If there’s a bowling lane in heaven, then I know that 
Grandma’s there,” and the third had written an ode to Denise 
with whom the poet finds peace that can never cease, and the 
fourth took us to Vietnam, a line of grunts snaking through the 

^steaming jungle, men who are scared, doped up on reefer, 
pissed off at the lieutenant, remembering the buddies who got 
blown away yesterday, and we come to a village and bum the 
hooches and a Vietnamese woman comes running screaming 
out of a burning hooch and your besfijfend lifts his rifle and 
shoots her point-blank through the head, and how do you like

it now, blue-eyed boy? And 
then came poet No. 5, with a 
poem in which life is a sweater 
we are knitting and we must 
ever be ready to pull som e 
stitches and redo the sleeve.

I read poems for four hours 
straight with hardly a break. I ; 
tried to read each poem all the 
way to the end, but poems that 
start out clunky never get good,

I discovered, and a judge has to conserve his istrength. Some 
were so awkward that I stuck with them to the end out of po- 
litenes^-like the poem about the difficulty of writing a poem.

I tried to keep my mind on work 
And do the tasks assigned to me, 
But somehow I could not shirk 
ThiJ§till small voice of poetry.

Through eight stanzas the poet resists the call o f creativity.

I did not want to feel the pain,
The aching longing for the sea,
Tfie lonely music of the rain,
That comes {to me through poetry.

Finally, in the last stanzas, the poet surrenders to the de
mands of art.

Many poems competed to be the worst o f the lot, but it 
was hard to ignore a long poem titled Agoing to my brother’|  
wedding reception at the min- 
ikahda club after seein g  a 
documentary about rw an dajS  
which began, ?my; cousins in 
their gleaming white tuxedo^| 

litepp ed  over the em aciated  
bodies, o f black children and 
helped them selves to more 
w atercress-sandw iches /  the 

^children wailed but their wail
ing becam e a string quartet 
playing beatles tunes/i turned 
was covered with flies, and everyone smiled and/said i had 
never looked better.” The poet did variatiojnlf on thisflffTor a 
page and a half.^l imagined he was twenty yek|s old, shy, 
not a good dancer, a college junior front the wealthy suburbs 
who feltjforn between becoming a lawyer and joining the! 
Minikahda Club and becoming a poet and hating people in 
the Minikahda Club. But watching a PBS documentary on 
starvation in Africa doesn’t give you a license to feel more 
sensitive than all the other guys in white tuxes, and why did
n’t he go to Africa and get over it instead of writing a windy 
poem about the middle class enjoying itself on the patic^^

Nonetheless, I could easily— yes, easily— imagine some 
judges who would snatch this :poem out of the pile and give 
it the Naomi Windham Nissensen Award for Sensitivity ojj 
Greater Than Medium Length. 1 know people who could see 
the self-aggrandizing agony o f the young man in the white 
tuxedo as quite insightful.

Teachers o f  creative w riting :W ho seduce their students  
into w riting jou rn a ls— yards and yards o f  sensitive w a ll
paper!

A dm in istra to rs o f  literary  p rogram s ^ h o  keep hum or  
alarms on their desks!

Artistic;-politicos and Commissars who insist that L itera
ture m ust express the anger o f  hpprCsM d peop lm  thus fo rc 
ing oppressed people tb:\vatch TV  fo r  their enterta inm ent!' f

Proponents o f  the Pain Theory o f  Literature and devotees: 
o f  p itifu l writing—

I f  P la n n e r^  O 'C onnor were a live to d a m  w ou ld  we be 
taught to think o f  her as a PhysicalVyf Challenged Writer, or 
could wp sim ply1 read her bboksM |

y sick with revulsion, i
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h ö r t  S t o r y

Th e  P o e t r y  J u d g e
b y  G A R R I S O N  K E I L L O R

HERE are four hundred poem|p 
the president of the poetry society 

said over the phonegf‘but judging won’t 
take you that long, because m oi|of them 
are pretty bad.” The next day the poems ar
rived in an apple carton, three bundles 
bound with rubber bands, and I spread them 
out in the squares of sunshine on my din
ing-room table. O dining-room table, dear old friend, home of 
my mournful mashed potatoes. Four hundred poems,Enough 
to fill a bread box* by ninety-three poets who hoped to win 
one of four modest cash prizes—modest to you, but no prize 
is modest to a poet. Poets are 
starved for prizes— awards, 
with cash stipends, named after 
ladies with three names. And what poet truly feels, deep down 
in his or her heart, that he or she is unworthy of much, much 
more recognition, right awayl Not me. I won the Anna von

Helmholz Phelan Prize for po
etry in 1962 and am starved 
for another, even though I am 
no longer a poet. When I took 
the rubber bands off the bun
dles of poems, I could hear a 
faint sucking, an inhalation of 
poem breath, poems whisper- 
ingr Please, sir. Please.

The president had asked me 
to judge the society’s annual 

contest because, she admitted, she was having a hard time 
finding people to do it, and, though I had no time to give her, 
none, I said yes because I was angry about some awful stuff 
I’d read recently. It was dreadful garbage, and because dread
ful people have plenty of time to serve as judges, this gar
bage had won awards. It was a book of essays by a Min
nesota guy who specializes in taking walks in the woods and 
looking at the reflections of sunlight on small bodies of wa
ter and feeling grievous and wounded in a vague way—a 
thoughtful guy in a harsh, unfeeling world with too much 
molded-plastic furniture, and he pouts for a few pages and 
then resolves to soldier on as a sensitive person in a crass6;

world. This guyfsf stuff reads like a very 
long letter from someone you wish would 
write to someone else; it is mournful and 
piteous*'as if he were about to ask if he 
could come and Jive in your home for a 
few monthJjf but it won awards because? it 
is pretentiously sad and is “about” some
thing, malenesg or the millennium, and 

that means his books will find their way into schools* his; 
glum reflections will be disseminated among innocent 
schoolchildren, and they will learn that a great writer is one 
who can lead the reader away from the dangerous edge p i

strong feeling and into the 
barns of boredom. So the 
brighter ones—though they 

love to write storie^p|will decide not to be writers, and 
we’fl| have another writerless generation like the thirty some
thing adolescents of today, and our beloved country will sink 
ever deeper into the great couch of despond and^vanish in 
the Internet. That is why I agreed to judge the poetry contest: 
to save America. Otherwise, why bother?

TWO-foot stack of poems on the dining-room table- 
I the names of the poets blacked out, each poet a num

ber, each poem  assigned  a 
letter: la, lb , 1c. O Poem la, 
yearning, naked, w e t^ o u ld  
you mind getting dressed,
p lea sefja tft-

la was an elegy to a dead 
cat, with classic elegiac touch- 
¿^Hthe gray $ky  weeping 
rain, dead flowefs in a vase£ 
bare boughs of treelibrown 
leaves skittering across the 
vacant yard where once Kitty had chased them—but mainly 
the poem was a bitter complaint against Daddy.

I was,your happy dancing little Daddy’s girl
starving for your love
but no you were too busy Daddy

The poe t ic  im a g in a t io n ,  im agined
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Put a hold on the obituary: Family farms aren't dead yet
W A Q U I M ^ T r i M  / A D \  T \ w > 4 -  A ___ _____________B I B ______ B M  _________ . r  /  .  . .  .WASHINGTON (AP) — Don’t 

write the obituary for the American 
family farm just yet.

“Data from the U.S. Bureau of 
the Census show that family farms 
are holding their own in terms of 
both share of farm numbers and 
share of farm product sales.”~tlTe

Agriculture Department reports. 
“The Census data also indicate that 
most nonfamily-held farm corpora
tions are still small, with 10 or few
er stockholders.”

The Census figures, fropf 1992, 
show that. 1.65 million -C  8fj)npr
cent — of the nation’s 1.9 million

farms were soj^proprietorships. 
They generated 54/percent of the 
$163 billion of farm product sales.

Family corporations rose from 2 
percent to 3.4 percent of total farms 
from 1978 to 1992, and their share 

, of sales increased from 15.1 per
cent to 21.1 percent

Nonfamily-owned corporations 
numbered 8,039, about the same 
0.4 percent of the total as in 1978. 
Their share of total farm product 
sales dipped from 6.5 percent in 
1982 to 6 percent 10 years later.

Although the great majority of 
farms are still owned by one per-

m ^ t e a p N l i ® — shop- 
pers wiD have put up with som e 
tough steaks until next year be
cause of a change of heart by the 
cattle industry and d ie Agriculture

Thedepartm ent’s  Agricultural 
„ Marketing Service said Jan. 30 
i  that after July I it would no longer 

let beef from certain older cattle 
be graded as high-quality Choice 
or Select

B ut alarmed by a change in the 
cattle m arket several state cattle 
groups, with help from members 
of the House, pushed to delay en

forcement a full year. The depart
m ent compromised and moved 
d ie deadline back until Jan. 31, 
1997.

The first rule came as no sur
prise. Ranchers had sought the 
change in 1994 because they 
tiiought culling the tough old car
casses would mean better, more 
attractive beef at the supermarket 
—  and better sales.

Since then, however, a cattie 
surplus, high grain prices and a 
dry spell in the Plains put the 
squeeze on the ranchers and the 
feedlots where the cattle are fat

tened for slaughter. Slaughter
houses pay lessfor carcasses tijaitH; 
don’t make d ie grade.

“In this difSeulttim e, everyef- 
fort m ust be made to prevent fur- 
ther financial damage to our na
tion’s cattle producers without arti
ficially manipulating mm-ket 
fwnces^^aid a  Ifei>.*28 letter to  
Agriculture Secnetery 1?^  G l t t  J  
man from seven House members.

Among those signing the letter 
were Agriculture Committee 
Chairman PatRoberts, R-ffait; 
Reps. Kika de la Garza,D-Texas, 
the ranking D em oor^ ^ d  Chaiî

D-Texas, a sen ior.
: member. Others who sighed rep- | 
resent California, Oklahoma and 
T<exá&- .
7 The rule excludes from the 
Choice and Select grades so-called 
“B” maturity carcasses with small 
or slight marbling in their m eat 
“B” maturity means cattle that are 

: |  3 1 /2  years old f l  yoiing
fey people standards, but old 
enough for cattie to start getting a 
little stiff in the joints, 

it:  'Hie meat in such animals tends 
;:pfee.tx)amer and 
in more tender beasts.

son,_DSDA finds significant
changes have occurred in thé way 
production and marketing are con
ducted.

“Over the past 40 years, fanners 
have become less dependent on 
terminal markets and spot pricing 
to market their goods, and more 
reliant on production and market
ing contracts,” concludes USDA’s 
Economic Research Service. ‘In  
addition, farm operations have be
come more vertically integratpH ” ^

In vertical integration, an opera
tor typically owns a farm and one 
or more iarm-related businesses
such as a hatchery, a feed mill or a 
packing iacmty.

-----Umlei A production contract, a
farm produces commodities of a 
specified quality and quantity for a

contractor, which actually owns the 
commodities. The farm is paid for 
services provided.

A marketing contract allows the 
farm to own the commodities while 
they are being produced; the con
tractor has little voice in production 
decisions. The contract provides 
the farmer a negotiated price.

In either type of contract, the 
farm’s risk is reduced.

Contracting or vertical integra
tion has become the dominant way 
of farming in the broiler, turkey, 
egg and specialty crop markets, |  

_and is becoming increasingly ac
cepted in hog farming. Between 
1970 and 1990, USDA says, the 
share of hogs produced under 
those systems rose from 2 percent 
to 21 percent

HORSEHAIR HITCHING 
WORKSHOP
March 29th, 30th, 31st
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Whitewater counsel 9
to expand inquiry 
into travel office

WASHINGTON (AP) -  White- 
water counsel Kenneth Starr is try
ing to determine whether investiga
tors were lied to about Hillary Rod
ham Clinton's role in the 1993 fir
ings of White House travel office 
employees.

The special three-judge court 
that originally appointed Starr or
dered him Friday to expand his in
quiry to cover whether former 
White House aide David Watkins 
lied to investigators from 
Congress' General Accounting Of
fice. The court acted at the request 
of Attorney General Janet Reno.

“Starr has notified me that he is 
investigating possible false state
ments concerning the travel office 
firings made to his office in the 
course of its inquiry into the sui
cide of former deputy White House 
counsel Vince Foster,” Reno wrote 
to the court.

“It would be appropriate to ex
pand his jurisdiction to include 
Watkins' statement to GAO on thatM

sistently told the truth about the 
travel office firings and that 
Watkins will continue to cooperate 
fully with investigators.

Mathias called the GAO's re
quest for an inquiry “completely 
unwarranted and unfair.”

On Thursday in sworn written 
answers to a House committee, 
Mrs. Clinton stuck to her denials of 
any personal role in the firings.

Starr had told Reno he was will
ing to add Watkins' statements to 
his inquiry. That adds to an already 
full plate for the part-time indepen
dent counsel, who is supervising 
one trial and awaiting another in 
Arkansas and overseeing grand ju
ries in little Rock and Washington.

Previous independent counsels 
in big investigations such as 
Lawrence Walsh, who investigated 
the Iran-Contra affair, gave up their 
private practice to work fulltime. 
But Starr has not.

Last month, the GAO asked U.S. 
Attorney Eric Holder to investigate 
Watkins' statements for “possible



The Nature Fakers

a half score of paces from the lair in the pine root, her hour 
descended upon her—  The merry little cubs within the den were 
beginning to expect her, and getting restless. As the night wore 
on, and no mother came, they ceased to be merry. By morning 
they were shivering with hunger and desolate fear.

They were, though, spared days of starvation by a pair of foxes, who made 
a meal of the cubs. Meanwhile, the farmer found the cow and calf. The calf 
was tended and fattened, and within a few weeks found its way to the cool 

marble slabs of a city market.”69
Some readers were disturbed by the sad endings of many animal sto

ries. Seton defended his stories by pointing out that “The fact that these 
stories are true is the reason why all are tragic /T he life of a wild animal 

„always has a tragic end.” There was another facetoTthese stories that was 
even more remarkable, although their readers appear not to have noticed 
(which is remarkable in itself): They were sympathetic to predators. A l
though wolves and bears may threaten livestock and humans may be 
pressed to kill them, their ways of life were a part of nature, natural and not 
evil. If anything, this underscored the new attitude toward nature that was 
growing in the nation. The animal story, wrote Roberts, “leads us back to 
the old kinship of earth” and releases us from human selfishness. It allows 
people to overcome their own self-centeredness by seeing the world from 
the perspective of other animals.70

Seton and Roberts were both Canadians, and the animal story they 
created has been called a distinctly Canadian form of literature, although 
it also attracted writers from other countries. Where the nature literature 
of the United States focused on the human experience, this new Canadian 
approach focused on the animal’s experience. “The animal story at its 
highest point of development,” wrote Roberts, “is a psychological romance 
constructed on a framework of natural science.”71 It was rooted in natural 
history fact, constructed within an interpretation of the animals’ mental 
processes, and held together by a good story. Nature writing had expanded 
to include animal psychology.

A number of authors assured readers that their stories were truthful 
and accurate. Unfortunately, they rarely made a distinction between the 
faithful reporting of events and the soundness of their psychological inter
pretations. Few were as careful as Olive Thorne Miller, who wisely quali
fied her claim of accuracy for her bird essays with, “I may have sometimes^ 
misunderstood the motives of the little actors in the drama, but the ac
count of their actions may be implicitly relied upon.”77

WilliamJ. Long was anothervery popular writer of animal stories. He



The Rise of the Nature Lovers

was born in Massachusetts and, interestingly, spent part of each year in 
Canada. Although his essays were generally narrated from his own rather 
than the animal’s perspective, he too described the animals’ thoughts. 
Indeed, one reviewer described Long as “our foremost animal psycholo
gist.” More anecdotes than animal biographies, his tales rarely ended in 
tragedy, which probably made them more appealing than those of Charles 
G. D. Roberts. In a report on the antics of rabbits, for example, Long wrote:

Had it been one of Nature’s own sunny spots, the owl would have .
swept back and forth across it; for he knows the rabbits’ ways as '| 
well as they know his. But hawks and owls avoid a spot like this, 0
that men have cleared. If they cross it once in search of prey, they 
seldom return. W herever man camps, he leaves something of tv  
himself behind; and the fierce birds and beasts of the woods fear 
it, and shun it. It is only the innocent things, singing birds, and 
fun-loving rabbits, and harmless little wood-mice—shy defense
less creatures all—that take possession of man’s abandoned quar
ters, and enjoy his protection. Bunny knows this, I think; and so 
there is no other place in the woods that he loves so well as an old 
camping ground.73

Although Long’s stories were more peaceful and reassuring and less tragic 
than many other animal stories, they were no less committed to the view 
that we are all kindred of the wild.

One of the best-selling novels of the time, Jack London’s The Call of 
the Wild, combined the dog story with the wild animal story and the 
wilderness adventure novel. The success of London’s book was anchored 
both in the public’s appetite for wild animal stories and in its setting in the 
Alaska gold rush of the late 1890s. Dreams of a wealth of Klondike gold for 
the taking by anyone who could survive the northern wilderness fit well 
with the romantic fantasies of nature lovers. Publishers fed this interest 
with handbooks for gold seekers and books about Alaska. London’s stirring 
account of Buck, the Saint Bernard who became leader of a wolf pact 
covered all the bases: Buck’s abuse by cruel masters, his experience ■ 
human kindness, the stirring of his4ncestral memories of the wildernes 
and his joyful escape from the bonds of civilization to achieve fulfillmei 
in the wilderness. London revealed the dog’s thoughts and emotions wit 
a psychological sophistication and literary skill that convinced the read< 
he was faithful to Buck’s innermost self.74

John Muir also entered the field with an Alaskan dog story of his owi 
He had already written two memorable essays, “The Douglas Squirrel” an



The Nature Faken

and setting, as if it were revolving around us. It is much more useful to an 
astronomer to use the sun as the central reference point in our solar system 
than it is to use the earth. In our everyday lives, however, it is simpler to 
place the earth at the center of our psychological universe, because most 
of us are not trying to navigate from one planet to another. The same 
cannot be said, however, about our narrowly anthropocentric worldview. 
We are trying to move about within our ecological environment, and 
anthropocentrism is not necessarily our best point of reference for this task.

The Darwinian revolution, then, is more than a revolution in the 
scientific worldview. It is a vast cultural revolution impacting ethos and 
religion as well. We are still trying to adjust culturally to this new vision. 
The key players in the nature fakers controversy were each involved in this 
process. Despite their differences and faults, they were piecing together a 
new vision of our relationships with nature. Each had pieces of the puzzle, 
but none put it all together. Theodore Roosevelt understood the natural 
history, political process, and resource management issues. John Bur
roughs understood the natural history and evolutionary theory and their 
philosophical and religious implications. Seton and Long and Burroughs 
pointed out that we have moraMobligationslo nature, as well as to other 
people. Seton, Long, and Burroughs each tried to craft a religion of nature.

The term nature faker suggests a conscious effort at fraud on the pan 
of the faker. Long was not a fraud. He was, though, careless in his 
interpretations of animal behavior, because he rejected the methods of 
science as tools useful to his quest. If few of the fakers were frauds(what is 
a nature faker? Perhaps the term is best applied to people whose sentiments 
about naturejblind thenTto jthe real living animalUrTthe wild-^people 
whose deepIyJbudULcersQjnaLbidipfs lead them to spin fandfuTvisiohs of 

Mature. Animals go on being animals despite what we think of them. What 
we think of them, though, affects our ability to live together within this 
natural world. j

\



6.
TH EIR PATHS DIVERGE

The paths of many writers and naturalists intersected during the 
nature fakers controversy, but when this “storm in the forest” passed and 
the dust settled each went his own way* Despite all the noise and bluster, 
few changed their positions. Many authors, publishers, and school com
mittees did pay closer attention to issues of accuracy, but little else 
changed. Long was defeated, but not converted. John Burroughs had 
sharpened the focus of his attack, but he seemed largely weary of the whole 
thing. President Roosevelt held his strategically placed ground. Jack 
London was secure in his own views. The question of whether animals can 
reason was not resolved. Science education and nature appreciation often 
remained poles apart.

Charles G. D. Roberts, never a major participant in the controversy, 
had larger literary matters on his mind. Although animal stories were an 
important part of his writings, Roberts had established his reputation as an 
early poet of the Canadian Confederation and turned his pen to novels, 
stories, and books about Canada and its history. He received many honors 
for his diverse literary accomplishments, including a knighthood from 
King George in 1935. Roberts is now remembered as the “father of 
Canadian literature.”1

The debate did shake Ernest Thompson Seton. As a result of the 
controversy, many people, such as novelist Zane Grey, ultimately regarded 
him as a fake. Seton, however, had a sound natural history background,



Wild Birds Unlimited
May 1996

t c

ew■
by Jeff Pentel

Last week, during one of the rare warmer days of this spring, 
I was driving back through the Bridger Mountains and decided to 
let Cooper, our dog, out for some exercise. I stopped at the park
ing lot at Brackett Creek so Cooper would have some water to 
drink and a place to cool his belly when he got overheated. He 
immediately ran off to explore the exotic scents of the woods, 
though, so 1 looked for signs of returning summer birds. None. 
Then I heard a song, a delicate warbling that struck me as both 
unknown and familiar at the same time...what was it...finch? War
bler? Vireo? I knew I had to see the bird but I realized I couldn’t 
tell where the sound came from. I walked over to the willows 
along the creek, where the song was a little louder, expecting to 
discover some rare migrant warbler or other unusual species hid
ing in the brush, but I still couldn’t place the sound. I walked 
upstream a bit and then realized the singing was coming from un
der the small bridge. There was only one bird I knew of that lived 
under that bridgé, and in all my years of observing that species I 
had never heard it utter more than an occasional chatter. But 
there, singing like a warbler in the dark shadow of the bridge was 
an American DippeET ' ~"

If you have spent any time along a mountain stream you have 
probably seen a Dipper, also known as a Water Ouzel. The Dip
per is a marvel in the bird world, a small, stocky gray bird which 
walks into fast-moving water looking for insects and can hold its 
own on the slippery submerged rocks, even though its feet are 
shaped like any other songbird’s. Its name comes from its habit of 
doing quick knee bends while standing still. And it is not known 
for singing; this happens only for a few weeks in the spring when 
the male is courting a specific female. Besides the wonderful song, 
he spreads his wings low to the ground and dances, sometimes 
with his head tilted upward. (This is a very effective courting 
display...Amy married me strictly on the basis of how well I danced 
under a bridge. )

Dipaers^are the only aquatic songbirds on earth. All birds 
have a preening gland which produces waterproofing oil for their 
feathers. In dippers, however, this gland is ten times the size of 
that in other songbirds because they spend so much time under or 
in the water. Also, since they spend so much time walking under 
water, they have special scales which close off their nostrils while 
they’re submerged. And while underwater, they can “fly” down 
toJáití&&Lin searcLofjiql^ till their most amazincTfeat
is how they use their feet...they can stand underwater in a current 
so strong a human couldn’t stand up in it. Dippers are fairly de
pendable for birdwatchers, since they spend their whole life within 
the same half-mile stretch of water. They often nest under small 
bridges in a cozy home made of woven moss.

Speaking of water birds, we have new residents in our little 
backyard pond-a pair of mallards flew in a few weeks ago and 
decided to stay. For some people who live near wetlands this may 
not be so unusual, but our yard is just a city lot in a non-wetland 
area, surrounded by a 6-foot fence! But our 12-foot wide pond 
must have looked attractive, because they stayed, mated, and she

has begun laying eggs. They probably won't hatch, though, since 
after the hen drops an egg she leaves it and goes swimming for a 
few hours.

Fortunately wild birds have more nesting success than tame 
ones, and we have a lot to look forward to this spring as new mi
grants are arriving daily. Mountain Bluebirds havejust begun to 
nest, as have swallows, chickadees and Robins. Later this month 
we can expect House Wrens to show up and claim any unused 
bird house in brushy areas, especially along rivers and creeks!

There is still plenty of time to put up bluebird/swallow houses. 
The Tree Swallows have only been here for a couple of weeks and 
are just beginning to claim nesting sites. Those of you at higher 
elevations (4500ft and above) in open areas are likely to see Moun
tain Bluebirds. And since Tree Swallows and bluebirds use the 
same size house there is often some fierce competition. If swal
lows win and take a house meant for a bluebird there is a fairly 
simple solution: put up another house 5-10  feet away from the first 
one. A swallow’s territory size is only a few feet around the box, so 
it will keep any other swallows from moving into the new box. 
Remember to face the openings of each house to the opposite 
side of the other house, and the two species should then live as 
considerate neighbors.

Perhaps the most welcome migrant is the hummingbird. Many 
people consider the real beginning of summer the time when this 
delicate and agile beauty returns from the tropics. The Calliope 
Hummingbird is the most common species in our area, and also 
the smallest North American hummingbird. Its most distinctive 
feature is its gorget - the mass of red feathers on its throat. During 
the mating display the male spreads the gorget out from the throat 
in a beautiful fan shape, reflecting the sunlight in iridescent shades 
of red, pink and purple.

The other two species common to this area are the Rufous 
and Black-chinned Hummingbirds. The Rufous is known by its 
distinctive buzzing wing sound...you can hear it coming two blocks 
away. It's also the most aggressive, with one bird sometimes at
tempting to monopolize an entire yard, even when there is more 
than one feeder. Rufous Hummingbirds also depart from the usual 
nectar-eating habit of most hummers and will often eat the sap 
that runs from trees where sapsuckers have perforated the bark.

We now have the best selection of hummingbird feeders we've 
ever had, the newest one a flower on a stake. This simple feeder is 
designed to blend in with your garden and provides a dozen drip- 
proof, bee-resistant feeding holes.

If you are bothered by bees around your hummingbird feed
ers there are a couple things you can do: first, use a feeder which



holds the nectar below the feeding holes so there 
are no drips and the bees can't actually get their 
little tongues in far enough to taste it. Second, if 
the bees are simply unmanageable, put out a 
bowl of sugar solution that is stronger than the 
feeder solution, and place it several feet 
away from the feeder. This should . %
attract the bees away from the 
feeder.

On the positive side, there is 
also a little trick to help attract (and 
feed) the hummingbirds. Their primary source of nutrients is in
sects, and an effortless way to provide insects for them is to hang a 
few pieces of melon rind in an onion bag near the feeder. This will 
provide a ripe breeding ground for fruit flies, which hummingbirds 
love.

Soon we will see the arrival of some of our favorite feeder 
birds. White-crowned Sparrows, known for their distinctive head 
markings, and Lazuli Buntings, which look like finch-sized blue
birds, are primarily ground feeding birds who prefer to eat white 
millet or sunflower chips. Both these birds will fill your neighbor
hood with a lovely song, perched from the very top of a spruce or 
pine.

Cassin's finches are here already, andLare often confused with 
house finches  ̂ For those who have difficulty telling them apart, 
here are a few good tips. Males: 1) The red on the head of a 
House Finch is only on the forehead and over the eyes, like a 
visor; on the Cassin's Finch the red covers the entire crown of the 
head and offenappears to be tufted. 2) Male House Finches have
brown streaks on theiFbreast belowthe red, while Cassin's Finches 
have no streaking. Females: This is more difficult, since females 
have no red, but the female Cassin's shows a definite lighter patch 
on the cheek while the House Finch appears to have a uniform 
plain brown streaking. Song: Both finches have a wonderful mu
sical warbling song, difficult to tell apart, except that the last note in 
the House Finch's song is a hoarse, sharply rising note.

WATER GARDENING FOR HABITAT

A couple weeks ago, after one of our unusually annoying spring 
snowstorms, I looked into the back yard pond and noticed all the 
water plants that were beginning to sprout from the underwater 
planters. Some of the lilies had already sent the first small pads to 
the surface, and the water iris were stretching six inches above the 
surface, and remained green in spite of the subfreezing tempera
tures. It's nice to know they're hardy enough to take our cold 
weather.

Our completed pond is now in its third year and the birds are 
enjoying the improving habitat (as evidenced by the mallards). 
We've learned a lot about the hardiness (or lack thereof) of certain 
plants, and how to manage algae, fish, and various ways of filter
ing the water. If you want a good bird magnet fc»r your ba^k^ard^ 
put in moving water; if you want it to come to life, add a mess of 
aquatic plants.. .it's amazing how the plant life will attract birds which 
don t normally come to feeders, both with the simple shelter it pro

vides, and also with the insect population it will promote.
In the first year our pond had only water lilies, and in the sec

ond we added marsh plants: grasses, cattails, mint and iris. The 
most remarkable change came the very next day after the plants 
were added: dragonflies! We are in the middle of a dry open area, 
and within one day our new plants attracted little blue damselflies,

red dragonflies and even a huge darner. How do they know? Do 
dragonflies cruise the dry grasslands waiting for ponds to appear? 
Maybe they have a communication system like bees, who tell the 
rest of the colony where the pollen is.

Last year my favorite visitor to the garden was a Sayagnah 
Sparrow^ bird which normally is found out in open country. Ever 
day it hopped up and down the little water run, jumping up for the 
little bugs that lived in the mini cattails and sedge grass. Then in 
the evening it sat on the fence and sang for us, unafraid even when 
we were out in the yard.

We will be placing our order for water plants around May 15th, 
so be sure to let us know if you would like some plants. The ones 
we have found to do best are hardy lilies, water mint (the best 
you'll ever taste), water celery, microminiature cattails, yellow wa
ter iris, gray sedge, and sweetflag. If you would like to install a 
pond or water run we have preformed ponds or flexible liner avail
able in any size, as well as pumps, hose, biological filters, orna
mental fish, and, of course, lots of books on the subject. If you 
take the time and set it up right, a water garden will be the most 
rewarding feature of your back yard habitat.

BIRDING BY EAR

One of the most frustrating thing about birding is trying to 
identify birds you can't see. Often there is only a melodious song 
drifting out of the woods, the singer hidden from view. If the song 
is unfamiliar, what do you do, short of hiring a guide?

Practice! - at home! - with the excellent song identification 
series Birding by Ear and Western Bird Songs, both part of the 
Peterson Field Guides. On cassette or CD, Birding by Ear teaches 
you how to listen to bird songs and calls, grouping them by type of 
song rather than species to teach you how to differentiate between 
similar sounds. It covers 9 1 of the most common Western species, 
with an excellent teaching narration and even a few quizzes. Once 
you have mastered the basics, Western Bird Songs gives you the 
songs and calls of 522 species and is an excellent reference for any 
questions about bird songs. Both are indispensable elements of 
our personal library and we refer to them often. They are a great 
way to tune up your skills for the coming season. We also carry 
the Eastern versions Birding by Ear and More Birding by Ear, 
which cover most of the Eastern warblers as well as other birds. 
And for computer owners, try our CD-ROM of 550 species show
ing pictures, songs, text and range maps, for Mac or IBM.



V A t o
ive, airy pine for

ests,” described by a trav
eler in 1791, once covered 
92 million acres of the 
Southeast. Prescribed 
fires help preserve a three- 
million-acre remnant, 
habitat for a red-cockaded 
woodpecker (left) tagged 
at five days old. This often 
burned Florida grove 
(below) is a reminder that 
much of the serenity we 
admire in the landscape 
depends on the violence— 
and the magic—of fire.



forests dwindle. Other pine species that 
require fire, like the table-mountain pine 
in Great Smoky Mountains National Park, 
which reproduces best on the bare, ashen land 
fire creates, will continue to decline. Even 
wetlands change. Saw grass, which dominates 
the Everglades, sprouts from the base of the 
plant, where it is protected by the damp soil; 
trees and shrubs that would compete with saw 
grass are killed by fire. When fire’s excluded, 
the competition thrives.

Grasslands also change when we suppress 
fire. Like the saw grass, prairie and desert 
grasses grow from points at or near the

surface, resistant to the swift fires that keep 
their competitors at bay. Dry grasslands can 
turn to scrub when deprived of fire. In the 
Southwest millions of acres once in grass are 
now dominated by plants like mesquite and 
creosote. Overgrazing is part of the reason for 
this change, but lack of fire is another.

In places where fire still thrives, there is a 
curious peace, as if flames nourish serenity. 
One afternoon I walked through such a place 
in southern Georgia, a 200-acre stand of old- 
growth longleaf pines that is maintained by 
regular fires. I went with Sharon Hermann, a 
fire ecologist at the Tall Timbers Research
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The B eauty o f Life (Including Snakes and Bugs)
By RICHARD BERNSTEIN

2 Any new book by the famed Har
vard University entomologist Ed
ward 0. Wilson is worthy of note, 
even one of his more minor efforts, 
jgke this slender volume of essays on 
such subjects as the fear of snakes, 
the genetic bases of human behavior 
and biodiversity. In it you will find 
reflections on the sorts of questions 
that Mr. Wilson has spent a lifetime 
asking, and striving — once with 
spectacularly controversial results

to answer.
* Why has nature produced so many 
more insect species than mammals 
land birds? Why do human beings 
love (or hate) other living organ
isms? Why is sharing food a common 
trait among virtually all the cultures 
of the world? How long would human 
life last if there were no insects? 
■(Answer: a few months.) If termites 
developed an advanced civilization, 
what would their values be?
I Mr. Wilson has explored most of 
these questions and many others 
more fully in his earlier books, which 
Include “On Human Nature,” “Socio
biology: A New Synthesis,” “The 
Ants” (written with Bert Holldobler) 
and “The Diversity of Life.” Two 
years ago, he published “The Natu
ralist,” a charming and learned vol
ume that recounted his scientific ca
reer, beginning with his origins as a 
lonely boy in the Florida Panhandle 
With a preternatural interest in 
snakes

In 1975, when he published “Socio
biology” — explicating the theory 
that human behavior, culture and 
values are grounded in biology — he

1

A

IN SEARCH OF NATURE 

By Edward 0, Wilson ^
Illustrated. 214 pages. Island Press/ 
Shearwater Books. $19.95.

was nearly censured by the Ameri
can Anthropological Association for 
propagating ideas that, it was ar
gued, justified the racial and sexual 
status quo. Since then Mr. Wilson, 
who is now a University Professor at 
Harvard and curator of entomology 
at the Harvard Museum of Compara
tive Zoology, has seen sociobiology 
well established as an academic dis
cipline (one, he writes in this book, 
that justifies nothing about the status 
quo), even if it is still attacked oij, 
political grounds.

Mr. Wilson’s new book, “In Search 
of Nature,” is a graceful, eloquent, 
playful and wise introduction to 
many of the subjects he haistudied  
during his long and distinguishqdca- 
reer in science. It is a book that

surely whet the appetites of those 
who have not read his longer works. 
Those who have will learn less, but 
they will learn nonetheless, cerf ainly 
about the liveliness and capacious^ 
ness of Mr. Wilson’s mind and the 
nature of the curiosity that has al
ways fueled it.

“The true frontier for humanity is 
life on earth — its exploration and 
the transport of knowledge about it 
into science, art and practical af
fairs,” he writes in a lyrical passage 
about the importance of the study of 
diversity in nature. Ninety percent of 
living organisms do not yet even 
have scientific names, he notes, 
beckoning researchers with the pros
pect of innumerable discoveries. 
“Life around us exceeds in complex
ity and beauty anything else human
ity is ever likely to encounter.”

Mr. Wilson starts his new book 
with a suggestive reflection on 
snakes and why they inspire such 
fear and fascination that even city 
dwellers dream of them as much as 
the inhabitants of the rain forest. One 
explanation, of course, was offered 
by Freud — the snake as ultimate 
phallic symbol — but Mr. Wilson 
goes, as he often does, into “deep 
history” for his vision 

~ tion. Deep history looks at the two 
miffigh years o rso  oeiore recorded 
and archejlm ieâD üs^

keys and chimpanzees, also an 
instinctive fear of snakes, which sug
gests that they, too, have It kind of 
genetically induced culture when it 
comes to the serpent. Human beings 
have broadened that genetic culture, 
investing the snake with “a rich 
medley of dread and magical pow
er.”

The point is that however distant 
we may believe ourselves to 
our primitive human ancestors, we

g^riecTthat in fact c o V e r s -m ^ o f  
iomo sapiens’ existence on earthr 

“For more than 99 percent of hu
man History people have lived in 
hunter-gatherer bands intimately in
volved with otner organisms,” Mr/
"Wilson writes, strixing one oi the  ̂
basic sociobiological themes, 
notes that other pnmates^like'ihon-

s Star Turn in a Pipe Dream

decade ago, Mr. Wilson coined the 
term “biophilia” to designate the 
human emotional affiliation with ani
mals,and he wondered then whether 

TM Furge was innate. Clearly, he 
believes that it is a genetic legacy 
from the long period of hunter-gath
erer society.

Mr. Wilson also wonders about a 
connection between biophilia and 
what he calls the “environmental 
ethic.” For years, he has used the 
authority of science to warn of the 
consequences of humankind’s relent
less assault on natural diversity. His 

-c la im  is that we are destroying as 
many as 30,000 species a year. Why 
should/we-eare? une answerhe gives 

fodowith hioftfiifia, th e i d e a  that 
^ the diver s jf^ o f Iffe n ^ s im m e nse 

i esthetic ;

irguesr-tne mythAhat satisfigg^dur 
Spiritual craving^iSlSTdstrconsis- 
tjent with science.
/  In other wordis, it is human nat1U! 
to love nature:"but is it alsa-humarr 
nature to destroy it? Mr. Wilson’s 
final essays a^k whether humankind 
is, as he puts it, “suicidal.”

“Is the drive to environmental 
conquest and self-propagation em
bedded so deeply in o u t  genes as to 
be unstoppable?” he asks. His an
swer is no. “We are smart enough 
and have time enough to avoid an 
environmental catastrophe of civili
zation-threatening dimensions,’’ he 
concludes.

Still, what remains in mind after 
reading this book is not so much Mr. 
Wilson’s hopefulness as the awe he 
feels when he contemplates what is 
threatened “More organization and 
complexity exist in a hanrifu iof soil 
than on the surfaces of all the other 
planets combined,” he writes. That is 
more than ̂ description of the aston
ishing world around us. It is a kind of 
scientist’s credo, a call to discover 
and to know.



E l l e  J î e U r  J j o r k E i m e s

Is Halfway Home to a Third Amateur Title
By LARRY DORMAN

CORNELIUS, Ore., Aug. 22 — Tiger Woods is half
way there, on what seems to be an inexorable march 
toward history. After brief early scares in both of his 
matches in the United States Amateur today at the Witch, 
Hollow Course at Pumpkin Ridge Golf Club, Woods, 20/ 
turned things around and prevailed once again.

Woods got into the quarterfinals in his attempt to 
become the first man to win three straight United States 
Amateurs by overcoming two very different challenges 
and very different challengers.

He beat the old: Jerry Courville, 37, the 1995 mid- 
Amateur champion, 4 and 2, in the morning.

He beat the young: Charles Howell, 17, a high school 
senior from Augusta, Ga;, in the afternoon match, winning 
3 and 1.

And in between, he beat golf balls, working with' 
swing coach Butch Harmon to iron out the swing prob
lems that plagued him in the early part of his match with 
Courville.

Basically, his angle had got a bit steep and his tempo 
a bit quick, problems that caused a few errant shots and a 
few anxious moments.

Now Woods will play D. A. Points, a 19-year-old from 
Pekin, 111 * who defeated Randy Leen, 3 and 2.

“ I hit some bad shots and got away with them,”j 
Woods said after closing out Courville on the 16th hole. 
“Neither one of us played very well on the front nine, but,! 
just like yesterday, things turned around on the eighth, 
h o l e j j | f ^ ^

Should he win this championship, Woods might just 
want to get an aerial photo of the 382-yard, par-4 eighth 
hole framed so he can bring it home to Cypress, Calif.,1 
With the trophy.

All three of his match victories have turned on that 
hole. He chipped in for birdie from a nearly impossible 
spot to spark his victory over J. D. Manning on Wednes
day. He rolled in a 6-footer for birdie to square his match 
with Courville this morning. He went 1-up with a par to 
Howell's bogey there this afternoon. Fate and karma 
might be at work. Either that or it just takes Woods that 
long to wake up.

Whichever, he birdied four of the next 
the morning to put away Courville and 
eight to beat Howell in the afternoon.

“I let a good
said Courville, a Milford,

And that was 
with bogeys. “I

While

Associated

p a putt yesterday during his match against Jerry Courville in the United States
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^lant^| People?Jmd Cultural The Science'^ 
P p E th n o b o ta n ^ by m M é e l J. Balick and 
Paul m ^& ^^W S c im ttfic  American%0feraryfé 
$ 3 2 S ^M 2 8  pp., i l l u j i f

By Steven Austad

years, indeed sep and feel and understand! 
things, about their forest'/jjhat I will ney |r 
be able to see or feel or understand. I

A  substantial portion of Plants, :jPéoplef 
and CultumjA new book by ethnobotanists 
Michael Balick and Paul ^pM>|^tails the 
relationships that indigenous peoples have 
with their landscapes and native plants. 
The book deals specifically with plants as ’ 
medicine, as food andShelter, as glue®

R e v i e w l  Once, th ro u g fo stu p id ^^o f 
■ H H H H  epic magnitude, I managed to 
get completely lost in a' trickles! stretch of ’ 
ra m f^ ^ |t in Papua New Guinea. Fdflsew 
eral hours, in darkness, and ^6ayy rain, I 
thrashed through the bush, desperately? 
looking fpr familiar landmarks. Earlieirtin 
the day, I had refused an offer to i®  esr- . 

'„‘corteffiinto the forest; by village hunters 
accompanying our expedition. “D o n ’t 
worry about me,” J^B old them, “I’ve got 
an excellent^.sense of direction1.’’ As I set
tled under a canopy of fig roots fdfjf
w ait for m o rn in g ;  I cou ldn’t decide 
whether to laugh or we^p|at my h u b ri^ ii 

Before; long I heard shouts. £ j^outbd 
back. Surprise! Relief! I was foundl^^he 
hunters who'had been waiting for m ® Sck 
'itfa m p  had managed to follow my spoor 
over rocks, through streams and thickets, 
and down mud slides in the dark!

I probably wouldn’t ,have been so sur
prised by their ability to read tjje signs of 
the forest if I hadn’t been siMi a skeptic in 

I the first place. These hunters were always 
telffig m a h o u t  things that I couldn’t !#e. 
'tookiiig up and down a tree trunk, they~~ 
would say, that a large animal had come 
down the tree just after dark. It ran across 
to'there, they would add, pointing. Then 

/ sopuething frightened it, and it hid among 
, those roots before heading to that stream for 

a drink. Previously I had always chuckled 
to myself about how gullible they thought 
I was. But now I am a believed These 
people, w hose ancestors have walked and 

-wandered in thesbtforests for,'thousands of

Open-air market^ such as thifpne in India, are places, to explore local useslm plant&?$j 
Right: A  detail from muralist Difgo Rivera’s History o f Nledicingfhopvs anm ^m ip

MBEiSr healer with medicinal vlakts. \ / \
>\ib 1a»ft

S M i r j >Vy bM 

/ I n >^ <1 w >
rope, andbpq||on, ^  intoxicants, hf^gate- 

' ways in to ,the ipiritual world.
Notjpfl their fascinating ethnobotaniqáll 

stories Concern indigenous peoples,;, how-11 
■ ever. Probably the most memorable story 
for m ill-being  a periodic malaria suf- 

concerns a Hcret mission to South 
America, by botanists Raymond Fosberg1 

H uring World War II. Midway through theil 
war, the Japan&  had Captured all the Pa
cific islands with plantations of t^M qui- 
nine-producirig cinchofi^ijtree. Sinc,e qui
nine was the only rehable^tjeatment for 
malaria$ítt the time—"-and no other com-H 
merpial ‘sources1 were known besides these 
island plantations^-the U. S. government 
enlisted Fosberg to traverse the jungles offi 
South America^: cinchona’s natural habitat,|| 
seeking new stocks with which to treat theltl 
malaria pli^t was killing so many American 
soldiers in  the South ̂ Pacific.

The book? also^trbats?us fibincisive^ a c 
counts of how -fB a re m e d iy  such as the 
root of Rauvmlfia f^ rpen tín^ fo r snakebite§| 
and foxglove broth for dropswMedema 

B u sed  by llngestive heart failure) gradu
ally {achieved me'djbal rfspectabilitypas the® 
drugs reserpine and digitalis, respectively;

Mx ql/ t w  

how Polynesians were able to colonize the 
rest qfi the South Pacific beaTusejft|y u n | 
d e rs to «  which ij||fes made the best shipjg 
building materials; and how European ex
ploration vfás driven largely by the Jf#fch
for spi<IB¡|P|

But the authors $||cus babst dflbii qn. 
fpppple Hvi® traditional, nontechnologiql® 
||ives. Taking ®Jfajd from theír|pcademi(S 
kjoentor R ichard Schulte^— affiio logis|| 
|^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 5 :a m e > famous for observing and 
participating in indigenous rituals involves 
ing plants-—the a u t h o p e n B a n g l  
periods engaged in bouts of “immer|jbn 
ethnobotany” Michael Balil|$bveri went/ 
so far as #§> be personally treat®Jfor som<lf 
unspecified malady by a traditional heale|¡ 
in India. (My gugss, iyiftftwhile there may 
be bold immersion ethnobotanists,|^i|re 
will not be too many olcj^bold immfersion 
ethnobb%rüsís.)
^Traditional indigenous healers, the au- 

pk|>rs implM are in S i t  natural s^phtisty; 
jtomewhat like bur|^fcf|w ithout the f a n í»  
instruments/, T h ^ j relwpn tjffliand errorS 
as ,we do, building upon s f i r c iS ,  ■,avoi^S 
ing the repetition .of failures. But infitbéfi 
authors’ eagerness' to makefffil case that

■



To the 
Editor

Butte rfly  Books 
I .enjoyed the short profile of 
Titian R am sÂ P è^C f'A For
gotten Naturalist”) in your 
May issue. Pealë^a&hndeed 
deserving of more credit tharP 
he received for n s  many con- . 
tribu dons td îÿô^pe. During 
his tenure as curator at the 
Academy o f Natural Sciences 
in Philadelphia (1817^19 and 
1825-31), he helpe;fj amass 
one of the earhe|t and largest 
Systematic co llS ions o fin - 
|§cts in the United'States 

P e^I invented^ |ç :own 
method of preserving moths 
and butterflie|)§g| that they 
could be seen-without being 
handled. Specially designed 
“book boxes” heB lepi- 
dopteran specimens mounted 
between sheets o f  g|&,. The 
names and collecting informa
tion for each were written in
side wood and marblêhëd- 
paper covers. The ‘fbooks” 
were sealed from within with 
metal fc|i}, protecting the sppb-; 
imens from température and 
humidity changes, as^gM®S|'s 
dama^é from living insects, 
^ a h a n k s  to thisjh^l^od of 
preservation, Peale’s specimens

are as brilliant today as| j | l l | P  
were when"pfil^y/^rScpl- 
l^^M thS ^pars agoC- 
Robert McSmcke^ P$Wm 
PhilaiUpKia, P^ ^ mljamd

Pre-Colosseum G lad ia to rs 
Tty “ The Tallest Tale’f|f May 
1 9 9 ^ B s te p h e n J^ ^ * u l^ B  
wrifellithat “Julius Caesar in -H  
eluded . . . [giraffes] in publico^ 
slaughters l i th e  C^|S|seum.” 
Julius Caesar HyOffin themrst 
half o w e  firstfgentury b:<JM| 
The C o l|^eu m  (more^f or- 

frectlygthe Flavian A m phitheH  
ater) was not built until more 
than ^ S n tu ry  later. Before.,/'' 

B p4\- gladiatorial contests, in
cluding animal fights|?were- 

Meld lirgply in the Circus 
Maximus^ which was origi- 

built for chariot raebs. 
James'L. Streiff 
Leavenworth, Kansas

A lte rnate  Etymology 
The natiyb’ Dene peopljL / 1 
whoseYorest' habitat fronts the 
Canadian Barrens. H l  whites 
“rock p e o p l^ b u t not because 
mining “i^s^ ien tra l to the 
Canadian north’s modern, 

Ijconomy,” as/stated ^ “Redis- 
icoveri.n;g the Barrens” (May 

996S|The|Chipewyan were 
i&B first Den^tcj trade w ithY  
the Hudson’s Bay-Copipany at 
its post on the western shore 
of Hudson Bay. Thb^palleBB 
the compan)S^personneh|:rock 
people” begapse of the great 
stone fortress that the/com- 

"pany had erected in the 173Q,s.‘ 
for the -Chip ewyan . fur trade. 
The Dogrib people then took 
up this usagfe/, \
June
Iowa City, Iowa „/

How B ig Is B ig?
I have been im pres||d with . 
Neil de GrasfftTyson’s articles 
singeThey began appearing in 

magazine. He has a gift

for explaining cj^mhe idcag B I 
a,clear anpentertaining man- 
¡Eer, witfe minimal distortion 
andpommendabl’̂ S c u f  agy' v 

I am ifroublbd, though, by 
his ’assertiSSn-"“ Antimatter 
M affiil” MUniverse” May 
19-96‘Xlhat a-single antistar,- an
nihilating witSa^single ordi
nary star, would “tbffflorarily^ 
outproc^ B  all the:gnergy;of 
all thd||tars of 1Q,0 million 
galaxiesM Certainly theMon- 
version of » Q p p le ^ S o la r  
massei M matter into radiant 
fipergy would be a spectacular 
eventMput not§r think/ quite

fflBftig*
Current moq@ ^B super- 

single stars that can be- 
come|so luminous th a t^E y  / v 
rival thMight of the galaxies/- 
they live ity tell us that only ;/!'

p ercent » | I  sbltyv 7. 
mass is converted into energy 
by the;efgplosign: We can 
think of this a sm e  gifax|^B  
worth of luminosity. Were two, 

annihilategjfech other 
S i th  percent of thictyissty

in v e r t in g  to energy, the|jb- 
.sultant luminosity would be 
about twenty- tifhbsjih4 ofBpp 
supbrnoV&r* or tyfeerity' galai^-«  
worth, not 10.0 million.
R. 1 |
AustimMiMp I

N e i l  d e  G r & S b  T y s o | | | |  

r e p l i e s : Supernova explo- 
s i^ ^ | th o g  speBacular death 7 
Heroes of high-mass stars,/can
not be diAply compBed with 
the energetics of sfar^Mitistar 
collisions. A supernoyli^^fflH 
ible energyg?hf|h fjyalsjthat 
of its host galaxv'^ P p n #  to 
two we eks, represents (||gB sa 
tiny fraction of the total en
ergy reiew d. More than; ̂ // 
-percent e B ; i ’s% noptlumi- 
nOiH hard-to-detect neutri- 
:itosffin^^?May 
ferrfel to S e  total energy- o fa  
star-antistar annihilation* If re- 
le&^d in a/fast (sSy* 1 
° h i | * )llision, thb exploslpn j  
¿¡energy would, for thoslgmo-y 
m en tM ou tp rodu |^fe thS tars 
oilBO million galaxi^B |

In the coming issues of

NATURAL I STO RY
Climate

Reading the Rocks
The bone-dry valleys of the GreateBasin were ongSfe-pvered 
by a rhi|ltitude of lakes: H o w fid r^ ly  form? W hen did they 

dry up? The dark patina'thatlcoats desert ro lls  TurnsLout to be: 
• ->Va valuable record of ancient climatic changes and, perhaps, 

a key to prgScting the future.

Culture

A Fearful Coming of Age
In much of Africa/female circumcision is ^j^felH  life. An 

African writer’s haunting memoir recounts her childhood fear o;i| 
this controversial ritlBof passage.

Findings

Whistling Moths
You know how to whistle— you just put your wings 

^ » g e th e r  and pulse.



traditioM]. healing is more than unadult'siv i; 
ated superstition, they,1 fall into the oppo
site' error of claiming too much for it. Al
lh o u g h  W eifprn Scientists no doui>t 
underestimate some of the benefits o f tra
ditional healing, we . have no credible^lases 
il© far that stack up to thoffi in the annals of 
modern medical treatment. Why else-am I 
besieged for the simplest medicines ó(such 
as aspirin) when I venture into a new vil
lage? W hy else does life expectancy leap 
when the crudest sort of Western healing 
is suddenly availabl^tS

Considering how our scienti differs 
from theirs is a useful exercise, however. 
For one thing, the two probably didn’t dif- 
fer;^fepfaLtically until rather recently. ¿Lewis 
'Thomas once sai^that not until well into 
this century did medicài doctors cure 
more people than they killed. So visiting a 
shaman in Belize probably offers about the

same degre^vof hope and hazard that a visit 
to a Dodge City sawbonesr did in 1890. 
But in th i^H ntury , certain procedures 
have become incorporated into standard 
l|ffj|ntific practice— at least in fields such |sg 
biomedical research— that have fostered 
therapeutic successes. The most important 
of these may be the use of blind controls, 
or disguised nontreatments, in tests of new 
drufgl or therapies. W ithout blind controls, 
almost any \new therapy can be said to 
work faster than you can say “placebo.” 
Also relatively new is the suspension of b i l l  
lief in any experimental result until it -hai' 
been duplicated by at leasti|f>ne other in
vestigator, preferably'; .Someone who ' hates 
the initial experimenter passionately Blind 
controls, and duplication-^-hallmarks o f  
successful modern science—are probably! 
not in the procedural manuals of most vil
lage shamans.

devastate their forestry just as we do, for 
short-term gain.

All in aii,”thoughi there can’t be many 
b§|>ks that provoke their readers to Bonder 
|he  universality of human personality re-< 
think the$fenets of Western scienc^ p f oh- 
tem plate th |^ p ||H e ra t io n  o f  m Jjica l 
progiej®and ̂ altewSeir vi ewp lB lprld his- 
toi^lT his book willMo all of the above. 
And you will never look at your salad p S 3  
or medicine cabin§W;n the sameway/agaih.-

Former Hon trainer ‘Steven Austad, ah apociaf^ 
profi^or in the Department of Biological i f f f r  
'm^BYat the mmyersity of Idah'QpAifinishing a 
book on the bifigggof agingf Why We Grow 
Oldgjfo be published by John Wiley and Sons.

As thoroughlyKhJwlhle and provoca
t i o n  this b o o t®  in most fdSpJBHs am 
'sbmewhat both 'hblB ^^»hat seems to me 

w orshipfu l ‘ w ith
jljBich th^Vauthors approach Ifep^Bd nat
ural habitats and their indigenous peoplep 
"THe authors B e rn  to have a Panglossian

beneficent forests provide medicines tdlijjf
discoyired by appropriat®^humbleMcO^
logicallfeorrect spiritualists attuned to t he 
baiflpynatural, rhythms. (And I thought
Ropsseau was deactlf

But forests also-”contain powerful popg^ 
son ll mutagens, carcinogens, .and a veri
table bestiary of pafa^®ilbacteria, fungi,  ̂
and lethal virus^. Biochemist BrucgAmes 
has calculated ^|a:t 9§.§9 percent of .the 
j^ftinogens we 'cbnsume come from plants 
in our diet, not chemical companflll In
digenous people— in spite of their natural 
fooffl diets;1 daily i^BrcisM and1 shamans^.* 
have life ^xpectajicies that Wouldn’t get 
many b f tk  through college.

And installing indigenous peopl<i|as 
cardboard saintp sup^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ P ^ s te w a rd s 
of the natural w o r l j strikes me as unfair to 
them :4^hi£ffl the dancei||with-wbl^s - 
'Vision o f p-bople-as-icons. indigenous 
people are like us., Som ei^^ggadous, m- "  
t elligenflpt:ompagsio nat e^ and altruistic. 
Others are treacherous, lecherous, lying, 
and ' iijibeciH® And ||e r e  are all types ife  ? 
between. I’ve | |e n  these stewards, of the 
environment deforest 4p|;|cre to make 
camp f<$r a night. Where the impact of 
Western mHlcine has allowed ||bpulatio |pfl 
to grow dense, indigenous peoples tend to

pjfception of an Edenic Nature, w hoH



Husband for Sukcha

TV-matchmaking by satellite hook-urn top, 
WBrnsts with traditional Korean wedding r 
ritudls, such as a bridal procession, ¿hove. A t  
right:'A newly married couple.

Young Koreans* stoutly claim 
thai-farranged' marriagvmdte. 

old-fashioned and on the wane. Nevertheless  ̂
when unwed s;dns. and daughters approach their 
late twentiem their mothers become preoccupied 
with matchmaking. A nthropologist Laurel 
Kendall dmcjibes this pjrojtessrJn her adoptive 
Korean family, \

I knew thafythings"had gotten seriouH 
when I went to see Omoni (Mother) in 
July. She was filled w ith matchmaking 
schemes and was thoroughly exasperated 
with Sukcha. Sukcha had already gon|J; 
through three: arranged meetings wrnasson) 
with eligible bachelors and had found each 
of the men unsatisfactory. One was too 
short; another was too ugfg, the third did 
not have enough money;. One o f these 
men had even called her up the next day 
wanting to date, but Sukcha would have 
none of it. I could not|j^elp but wonder i f | |

by the|idgic of well-intention^[ 'match- 
makers, the obvious deficiencies: of these 
lt|ss-than-ideal candidates \were intended^ 
to balance S u k e rs  lack of beauty. Omoni 
now pinned her: Hopes on the next meet- 
ihg; the date was soon to be set.

Omoni tends the child of a woman who 
works in a government office, , a fertile 
hunting ground for ^groommiateriar’̂ / / -  
langgam). Omoni could not resist enlisting 
her patron in the task of finding a promis
ing young ciyil Servant as a husband for 
Sukcha. T h S  request had yielded up a 

Iprospect, asO m oni related in hushed and 
breathless tones for my fehefit and that of 
a neighbor, ‘fpffi ^ays that this man doesn’t 
drink or smoke, that he’s steady-goin^: 
He $ > already thirty-five, l|u t then they^l^J 
that women age more quickly than men.” 
(Recalling Omoiii||1 own circumstancp, I 
didn’t have the heart top|ay- but
.Women live longer.”)® ff lR p n  his photo-

^feaph,” she continu^B “He looks very se- 
riou&r ' wears -glassIpS HeSgoes to night 

&cho<|^ He’s very busy, “we can’t have an ar
range d||laeeting until his vacation in Au
gust. If aft goes well, we’ll hold the wed
ding: in November. Sukcha turif|>thirty at 
the end of the year. I have to marry her off 
before « a t .  . . .’yOm dni broke* stride and 
tilted her head toward the op&|floorway. 
Beyond I^o u ld  barely discern
the figure slim young man in a short-H 
sle^^d!. shirt walking dowh the alleyway, 

lu ll’s the R chelor from the eyeglass II|op,”i |  
she said in a stage whisggf,'following the 
retreating figure with her eyes. W hen he 
had disappeared from view, . she explained 
the obvious, “I’m thinking of groom ma-A 
terial for Sukcha® !

“You S o w , Sukcha had h£r nb$e fixed,”«  
our third sister told me w if i  much amuse-® 
ment. Enviousjof delicate Korean nosH, I 
marveled at the gpmplementary ih§ecuri-||
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ffpm the front were witty portraits 
and adept, formulaic views of clash
ing armies. But his paintings were 
Weightier, unsentimental and imme
diate. “Home, Sweet Home” shows 
two soldiers beside their pitched 
tents, an image of nothing, really, yet 
moving for what Homer doesn’t 
paint: neither overt sadness nor 
heroism, though both are implied in 
the postures and partly shrouded 
gaze of the soldiers. This quality of 
understatement, a kind of pictorial 
stoicism, prevents his art from slid
ing into caricature.

Something similar but more elabo
rate occurs in “The Veteran in a New 
Field.” A Union soldier, his back 
turned, has laid aside his Army jack
et and canteen to scythe a field of 
wheat. A hard light picks out his 
white shirt and makes it vivid 
against three horizontal bands of 
sky, wheat and ground, their strict 
geometry interrupted by the diago
nal curve of the scythe. The image is 
explicitly symbolic: the faceless 
man who mechanically cuts the 
wheat refers to the Reaper who 
slaughtered soldiers in the fields at 
places like Gettysburg and Antie- 
tam, and who mowed down Lincoln; 
conversely, he is an emblem of re
newal, a harbinger of the prosperity 
that will come to postwar America 
once its swords have been turned 
into plowshares.
" The curators, Nikolai Cikovsky Jr. 

and Franklin Kelly of the National 
Gallery of Art in Washington — 
where the show originated before 
traveling to Boston and New York, 
its last stop — cite the symbolism in 
this painting and others to counter 
the notion that Homer was a pure 
realist. (“To think, to imagine, to 
select, to refine, to compose,” Henry 
James once wrote, “all this Mr. 
Homer triumphantly avoids ”) It’s 
tftie, of course, that he wasn’t a 
realist in the narrow sense, though 
what great artist was? All art is 
fiction, and Homer’s art is, too. His 
achievement was to tap into the most 
potent fictions in late 19th-century 
America and make them seem real.

Foremost among these in the 
years after the Civil War was the 
rosy, amnesiac way America chose 
to regard itself. It was a vision of 
youth, innocence and recreation. 
From the battlefront, Homer moved 
to New York and began to paint 
fashionably dressed young women,

An American 
artist who never 
succumbed to the 
prestige of Europe.

like Greek statues, enjoying the rage 
for croquet. He also went to the 
shore, and in “Long Branch, New 
Jersey” represented two stylish va
cationers with parasols peering over 
a sandy, sunswept cliff. On the beach 
below áre tightly packed cabanas, 
like carriages of a train, that form a 
curve mirroring the curve of the 
cliff. Together these two forms 
clamp the composition in place: an 
image of leisure rendered with a 
rigor that mákes it look almost hero
ic.

You see his formal order every
where. “Snap the Whip” is his classic 
painting of a friezelike line of boys 
playing in a spring field beside a red 
schoolhouse. It is partly nostalgia g¡¡ 
the rural life of the schoolhouse was 
already giving way to urban explo
sion •— but it is also heraldic. Like the 
croquet players or the women with 
parasols, the children are etched 
against the background, robust, 
stony and timeless.

Homer could make milkmaids re
semble caryatids, and his suggestion 
of loftiness and solemnity in images 
of ordinary people recalls Vermeer. 
Above all, it helps to explain why he 
is embraced as the quintessential 
American painter, because in ways 
you sometimes scarcely realize he 
creates a mythology out of the very 
ordinariness of American life.

This extended to the lives of 
blocks, whom he, unlike almost all 
other artists at that time, painted 
with a grave respect. He revisited 
the South in the mid-1870’s to witness 
the change, or rather the absence of 
it, that Reconstruction had brought 
to the lives of former slaves. The 
result was a work like “The Cotton 
Pickers.” Stately, silent and with 
barely a flicker of sadness on their 
faces, the two black women in the 
painting are unmistakable in their 
disillusionment: they picked cotton 
before the war and they are still 
picking cotton afterward.

Homer became increasingly wary 
and restless over these years. A visi
tor to his studio in 1881 wrote that his

wrote you, it’s true, that it was not 
convenient to receive a visitor, that 
was to save you as well as mys&f. 
Since you must know it, I have never

“strength as an artist is only equaled 
by his roughness when he does not 
happen to be just in the humor of 
being approached.” That year he 
went to England and painted the 
fishermen and women on the rugged, 
rainswept coast near Newcastle,

making them nearly into gods, their 
arms akimbo against the sea, their 
clothes billowing in the wind like the 
sails of ships. Two years later he 
decided to quit New York for the 
remoteness of Prout’s Neck in 
Maine, where he spent his last 27 
years, save for expeditions to places 
like Florida7, Quebec, Cuba and the 
Adirondacks.

Thé watercolors from those trips 
are among the finest ever known, 
peerless examples in a notoriously 
tricky medium. They capture the au-

yet had a bed in my house. I do my 
own work. No other man or womrân 
within half a mile & four miles frdm 
railroad & P.O. This is the only lifein  
which I am permitted to mind my 
own business.”

Homer’s retreat to Prout’s Nedk 
was flhnpt isolation injià.
ture. It is a theme ho begari to èk- 
plore asearly  as “The Veteran iiTa 
New Field.” Later, in “Crossing thé 
Pasture,” in which a pair of farm-

âboys are arrested by a bull in a field, 
pâture is still benign, like a giàrit 
velvet glove enclosing the figu res^ 1 
its palm. But eventually with Hornet; 
nature gains an upper hand, beconi- 

È ing an awesome, uncohtainable attd 
inscrutable force. Figures are buffet- 

l by gales or scrambling from shi$-
Qks. yNStuYF^^mains beautitei, 
)Rfe u

like
u see this in-Br 

Point, Prout’s

tumnal shadows and watery refle 
tions that Homer saw ort his fishing 
trips in the Adirondack woods, aqd 
the enveloping turquoise of the Ca
ribbean. There have been exhibitions 
of Homer’s watercolors, but this 
show differs by putting them on 
equal footing with the paintings» 
where they belong.

“I deny that I am a recluse as is 
generally understood by that term,” 
Homer once told a correspondent 
who wanted to visit him in Maine. 
“Neither am I an unsociable hog. I
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Neck,” in- which the paint is luxuri
ous and the image majestic: giant 
waves crashing against a wedge*of 
boulders that juts into the ocean like 
the prow of a wrecked ship.

Still, there’s an essentiaLJaledk-^J 
ness, an underhung strain of wry-and^ } 
ironic pessimism that the curators in 

Their catalogue liken to Darwinisfu. 
T T lyp icalexam ple is /'Right aM  j 
¿eft,” Japanese in its positionlngSf-| 
two ducks.in the foreground like In
verted commas above a roiling s^a | 
The perspective is so startling that It] 
takes a minute to realize what’s hap^f 
pened: the tiny speck of red jif$ 
beneath one Qf the ducks indicates 
shotgun blast from a distant huntdj 
who has felled both birds at once.0

The apotheosis of Homer’s D al 
winism may be “The Gulf StreamjJ 
painted in 1899. Adrift in a mastleS 
rudderless sloop encircled by sharj 
in bloody waters, a lone black sail! 
gazes absently toward oblivion. II 
notices neither the spout of an a | 
proaching tornado nor the schoonj 
on the horizon that is his only hojf 
Sardonically, Homer seems to su 
gest that the black rectangle of tfl 
hatch is his tomb and the crumple! 
sail over the gunwale his shroud. It’l  

; an image that relates to Gericauirs 
: “Raft of the Medusa,” but the effect 
is totally different because of thel 
expression, or really the lack of one, ] 
on the face of the sailor: he looks as I 
relaxed as,Homer’s croquet players 
or beachcombers. In the face of inev
itable death Hamer_siiggg^ 
only thing to do is stay calm.

“Winslow Homer” remains on' 
view at the Metropolitan Museum of 
Art, Fifth Avenue at 82d Street, Man- 
hattan, through Sept 22, along with 
its companion show, “American^ 
Printmaking, 1860-1900,” which in-' 
eludes prints by Homer related to the 
paintings in the retrospective. 
“Winslow Homer,” which is being 
sponsored by the GTE Corporation,v 
was installed at the Metropolitan by 
H. Barbara Weinberg, curator of 
American art.
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The Metropolitan Museum of Art *
Man^t the mercy of nature: Winslow Homer’s “Gulf Stream” (1899), based on one of his many winter visits to tropical locations, is among some 180 works in his retrospective at the Metropolitan Museum of Art.

ART REVIEW

By MICHAEL KIMMELMAN

If you harbor any doubts about whether Winslow 
Homer was the greatest painter America produced in 
the 19th century, the Homer show that has just arrived 
at the Metropolitan Museum of Art should dispel them. 
The doubts are understandable, considering that his 
images of rocky seascapes, freckled urchins and Adi
rondack woodsmen have been so thoroughly absorbed 
into our collective memory, and so degraded by genera
tions of outdoor magazine illustrators, that it is possible 
to take Homer for granted, if not unconsciously to

confuse him with his imitators. To a degree, Homer has 
become synonymous with a certain quaint, populist, 
long-gone Americana, and this has caused people to 
misgauge his achievement.

Quaint he never was, in art or in life. In his later 
years he was a loner, the archetypal Yankee salt in his 
cottage on the Maine coast, though the truth is that 
Homer was always too diverse and complicated to be 
slotted into any of the usual categories. This show 
proves that. Grandly installed, a brilliant distillation of 
about 180 paintings, drawings and watercolors from the 
roughly 2,000 works by him that survive, the exhibition 
is a joy.

From his very first oil painting, of a Civil War

With
m i

A view of Winslow Homer 
through fresh eyes.

sharpshooter — an accomplished image that in its 
compactness and lack of anecdotal detail was unlike 
any art coming out of the war — to the seascapes he 
painted toward the end of his career, Homer comes 
across as an original. You see where, along the way, he 
echoed Monet or Tissot, Turner or Bocklin,'and where

he borrowed from Japanese or Greek art: 
he needed and nnt m np For unlike soYnany lesser 
American painters of his day, Homer never succumbed 
to the prestige of Europe or lost himself in emulation of 
its fashions. He stubbornly kept to his goal: to create an 
art of empirical lucidity freighted with symbolism, 
meaning an art more sophisticated than it first appears, 
and also determinedly, self-consciously American.

Homer was born in Boston in 1836, was apprenticed 
to a commercial lithographer and then did magazine 
illustrations. At 25 he went to Virginia to cover the Civil 
War for Harper’s Weekly. His first wood engravings

Continued on Page B12



Dakota Jackson chairs.
•¿The menu, as you would expect in a hotel 
restaurant, offers something for absolutely every 
taste. Vegetarians will find many choices: soups, 
large salads, even a sampling tray of five vegeta
ble dishes (ratatouille; spinach with garlic; a

gus. Salmon is served with truffled whipped pota
toes, spinach and morels, and the crab cakes are 
fresh, light and beautifully arranged on the plate. 
Grilled shrimp are ornately presented, a tower
ing stack of excellent shrimp in a cjjutf^pond of 
Manhattan clam chowder.

the room became more comfortable. Today Fifty- 
Seven Fifty-Seven seems like a wonderful luxu
ry; it is not just another hotel restaurant restau
rant but one that is setting a new standard for an 
old tradition.

Australia Hits 
T he Big T ime
The days when Australia’s wine 
was known only for i

VIDEO RELEASES
Sen se and Sensibility
1995. C o lu m b ia  T ri-S ta r . L a s e r  d isk , 
$39.95 .136 m in u te s . C lo sed  c a p tio n e d .  
P G -13. R e le a s e  d a te  : T u e sd a y .

Adapted from Jane Austen’s first 
novel, Ang Lee’s film is less incisive 
than “Persuasion,” another Austen- 
based film, but the richly depicted 
rhythms of English country life hold 
the attention. Left virtually destitute 
by male-dominated inheritance laws, 
the salvation of the Dashwood wom
en rides, on the abilities of the two 
older sisters, Elinor (Emma Thomp
son) and Marianne (Kate Winslet), 
to attract prosperous suitors (Greg

[ugh
Clive Coote/Columbia Pictures

Em m a Thom pson in “Sense and

in “The Murrow Boys,” the least- 
qualified journalist was Murrow 
himself. He went to Europe not as a 
reporter but to enlist others to do 
radio talks; instead, he invented 
himself as a daring and instinctive 
broadcaster. Above all, he earned the 
loyalty of his boys in the field, a fact 
lost on many a problematical net
work news chief in later years. Mur
row never asked any of his boys to 
risk anything that he wouldn’t him
self, from going out on bombing mis
sions to witnessing the horrors of the 
concentration camps.

The transition from radio to televi
sion affected several correspondents 
in the same way that talking movie 
screens caused the decline of some 
silent-film stars. Sevareid, always 
nervous before the cameras, said, 
“In the radio days, two men with a 
microphone, a typewriter and a tele
phone could put more substance on 
the air at one-hundredth of the cost.” 
Early on, Murrow himself grumbled 
that he wished television had never

who were pushed aside, denigrated 
for outspokenness on and off the $tr 
or forcibly retired. Mr. Smith yfps 
told that his too-liberal ideas violated 
rules of objectivity and should-be4 
peddled elsewhere; Slyrer was ac
cused of editorializing; Collingw^dd 
was passed over for major anchor 
roles he richly deserved; Kendrickf a 
sophisticated reporter, didn’t hSfe 
the right look (too-thick glasses) for 
documentary producers; Sevar^d 
and Burdett, two of the best writers, 
found themselves with little to do 
toward the end of their careers.

What of Murrow himself? After 
long struggles with management — 
the authors say he was “bitter, de
pressed, purposeless, perpetually ex
hausted” — he took a year’s leave of 
absence in 1959. Returning in 1960, hie 
found there was no longer any real 
work for him to do. He said to Coir 
lingwood: “You’re only important 
around here as long as you’re useful 
to them, and you will be for a time. 
And when they’re finished, they’H
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In These Frazzled Tim es,
By EDWARD A. GARGAN

HONG KONG, June 7 — Tendrils 
of steam plumed from the teapot’s 
spout as Yip Wai-man splashed the 
parchment-thin ceramic thimbles 
with boiling water. Then, in a liquid 
ballet, he filled a tiny red clay pot 

j with water, spilled tea into a blue and 
white china jug and carefully poured 
a mouthful of pale amber liquid into 

I each thimble.
“This is Iron Buddha tea,” Mr. Yip 

j  said, balancing the translucent china 
thimble in his fingertips. “Smell the 

I bouquet and then sip it carefully.”
In the frenzy of Hong Kong’s day,

I executives in crisp suits scurrying 
into glass towers, the 24-hour roar of 
construction equipment, the buzz of 
business over hurried lunches, Mr. 
Yip preaches the need for tranouiUi- 

| tv and harmony^— etehtenis of the * 
f lia d itiu iia l Chinese tea ceremony. It 
is a ritual, he insists, that has been all 
but lost here.

“Basically everything of tradition 
in China was destroyed with the fall 
of the Qing dynasty,” Mr. Yip said, 
referring to the collapse of China’s 
last dynasty in 1911. “When I went to 
Chirja, I was devastated to find there 
was no one to teach me about tea.

“Frankly speaking, China is not so 
useful; they’ve lost everything relat
ed to the tea culture. Nobody talks

about the Chinese tea ceremony, only 
the Japanese ceremony. Of course, 
its origin was in China.”

With nervousness growing as 
Hong Kong braces for the takeover 
by mainland China on July 1,1997, 
Mr. Yip, cherubic in a Beatle-ish mop 
and white cotton Chinese j acket, ex
tols the virtues of “cha dao,” or “the 
way of tèa,” as a political healer and 
social pacifier.

In a city with some of the busiest 
McDonald’s anywhere, where Coke 
and cognac consumption spirals up
ward and where tea is more an after
thought than passion, Mr. Yip’s ob
session nears the quixotic. But he is 
undeterred.

“ I used to drink Coke,” said Mr. 
Yip, 37, a former social worker. “I 
was like the Hong Kong masses. I 
was totally not into tea. I didn’t even 
think it tasted good. Then I became 
interested in China’s history and cul
ture. It arose from my concerns 
about 1997, to dig into my past, my 
thoughts about being Chinese.”

Being Chinese is apparently not at 
the forefront of many Hong Kongers’ 
sensibility. A recent poll by the Chi
nese University of Hong Kong found 
that only 36 percent of Hong Kong’s 
people see themselves as Chinese, 
while 49 percent identify themselves 
as “Hongkongese.”

Mr. Yip said that escaping history

was not so easy. “I realized that be
cause of jitters over !97 and my sense 
of the growing distance between peo
ple here in Hong Kong, I want to use 
tea to spread harmony,” he said. 
“What I want is a new Hong Kong tea 
culture, a product of the combination 
o£ the old and new China, of north and 
south and the ingestion of Western 
influences.”

Already he has staked out land in 
the New Territories, Hong Kong’s bit 
of the mainland, for a tea farm and 
the site of his members-only Interna
tional China Tea Club.

Intended as a refuge from the fraz
zled existence of urban Hong Kong, 
the Tea Club, to open in September, 
will be a traditional two-story Chi
nese teahouse where the elaborate 
ritual of tea drinking can take place 
in leisure and relative solitude, a 
privilege that will cost the equivalent 
of about $6,500 a year.

“The idea is to relax, drink tea and 
make teapots if you wish,” he said.

To be sure, Hong Kong is not lack
ing in tea. There is not a restaurant 
here where tea is not a staple. But 
hunched behind his desk in his tea 
shop on Argyle Street in Kowloon,
Mr. Yip disdains the plebeian prac
tice of sloshing plain green tea into 
mug-like teacups.

In his Jabbok Tea Shop, the para
phernalia of the tea ritual —̂ what he

insisted are the essentials of the tea 
experience — sit carefully on well- 
lighted shelves and in glass cases. On 
three glass shelves, 15_palm-sized 
red clay teapots are arrayed under 
spotlights^

,, Edward A. Gargan/The New York Times

, says Yip Wai-man, “brings out the concept of harmony, which is a central theme of Chinese civilization.” 
shop in Hong Kong and has staked out land for a tea farm and a members-only te i club.

“Theseare very special.” Mr. Yip 
sal?,' adding that they cost about 
$8,8uueacnT

Along me wall, fat canisters of tea 
displayed the profusion of regional 
vintages, from Pu-er to Long-jing, 
from Mu-dan to Iron Buddha, teas in 
a rainbow of colors, smells and 
tastes, with prices from $5 to well 
over $1,000 for a bit more than a 
pound of tea leaves.

“Tea,” Mr. Yip declared, “is like 
French wine. It matters where the 
leaves are grown, on a hill or a val
ley, and when they are harvested, in 
the spring or autumn.”

Mr. Yip spreads his devotion to 
tea, to the esotérica of ritual and his!J 
faith in the tea ceremony’s palliative 
properties, in courses he teaches — 
more than 8,000 students over the 
last decade, he said. But a few other 
tea masters in Hong Kong, less fer
vent perhaps, have brought the fe
rocity of competition to the genteel 
world of tea sipping.

Vesper Cha, the proprietor of the 
Best Tea House, a small chain of tea 
shops in Hong Kong, sells a wide 
range of ordinary and rare teas, tea
pots and the assorted utensils used in 
a traditional ceremony. But Mr. Cha, 
a former dealer in industrial lubri
cants, saw the lack of high-quality 
teas in Hong Kong as a marketing 
challenge.

“All over Hong Kong, I could not 
find one high-quality tea,” he said.
“So this was a big chance for me to 
open a shop with high-quality tea. My 
first shop was ¡only 400 square feet.” 
Today, he has shops in Hong Kong 
and Canada.

Still, the infatuation of Hong 
Kong’s young people for Coca-Cola 
and beer remains a hurdle.

“If your only customers aré old 
people, you’re doomed,” he said with 
a laugh. | ‘ When people are too young, 
they don’t know how to appreciate a 
cup of good tea. They have 
energy. But hopefully when they get 

^ i obe 30. they learn to eniov real teaT7“
Mr. Yip, who admitted that he is 

not immune to market pressures, in
sisted that his more refined ap
proach to the tea business, and to tea 
culture, would endure.

‘‘Tea has always been closely re
lated to Chinese life for the last 3,000 
years,” he said. “Jt brings out the— ^  
concept of harmony, which is a cen
tral theme Of Chinese civilization. ^  
l ea is a real instrument of further- 
ing harmony. It is a real linkage in 
relationships.”
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[A hawkish policy 
Imight scare off 
linvestors after 
[some golden years.

Itegie policies in check. The incendi- 
|ary promise he made to spend tens of 

lilhons of dollars on expanding Is- 
Iraeli settlements on the West Bank 

vill have to be balanced by the de- 
■mands of the 700,000 recent immi- 
Igrants from the former Soviet Union 
¡for more housing.

And both those outlays will have to 
I be weighed against the country’s 
I need to cut the state budget, which by 
| some calculations consumes 60 per
cent of the gross domestic product of 

* $87 billion, and to reduce the nation’s 
$10 billion deficit in its international 
balance of payments.

Netanyahu, whose

are ironclad safeguards to prevent 
the artillery shelling from the 
heights that made daily life unbear
able for the Galilean kibbutzim be
low. And he cannot divide up Jerusa
lem because the city is sacrosanct in 
the Israeli consciousness.

But economic experts like Ben- 
Zion Zilberfarb, a professor of eco
nomics at Bar-Iian University near 
Tel Aviv, think that Mr. Netanyahu 
will sidestep some promises, like 
closing Orient House, that could in
flame the Palestinians needlessly.

“He will not do something so pro
vocative as to endanger the political 
standing of Israel worldwide be
cause this would have implications 
for trade, which is something we all 
want,” Professor Zilberfarb said.

Mr. Shoval, the head of the Bank of 
Jerusalem, plays down the role of 
peace in invigorating the economy, 
contending that the bigger lift came 
in the late 1980’s with Russian immi
gration. And he vows that modifica
tions in Mr. Peres’s vision for peace 
will have to be made because Israeli 
voters, unhappy with the persistent 
insecurity and terrorism, chose Mr. 
Netanyahu over Mr. Peres.

“Mr. Netanyahu is going to contin
ue the peace process with or without 
economic benefits,” Mr. Shoval said. 
“But if you ask me whether he will 
backtrack on major aspects of his 
policy because of economic consider
ations, the answer is no. We don’t 
believe that a policy that could hurt 
Israeli security in the long run would 
be helpful to its economy.”

Still, Mr. Shoval, too, praises the 
peace effort and is forthright in say
ing that it has given foreign investors 
the solid belief that Israel “could be 
a good venue from which to do busi
ness in the Middle East in general.”,

Mr. Netanyahu has already shown 
his Concern about business, empha
sizing greater privatization in a con
ciliatory speech to Likud supporters. 
When the Tel Aviv stock market 
tumbled after his election, Mr. Ne
tanyahu calmed investors by issuing 
a statement that the political stabil
ity essential to foreign trade was 
important to him. The market quick
ly bounced back.

The next indication of how respon
siv e  Mr. Netanyahu will be to busi
ness concerns will come in his choice 
of a finance minister. If he appoints a 
militant like Ariel Sharon, who is 
passionate about enlarging the set
tlements, business people will worry 
about reviving Palestinian tensions. 
If, however, Mr. Netanyahu appoints 
a man with true business creden
tials, like his patron, Moshe Arens, or 
a moderate like Dan Meridor, for
mer Minister of Justice under the 
last Likud Government, then busi
ness people say they will feel that 
Mr. Netanyahu’s campaign prom
ises were dictated by politics, not by
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dining tables, chairs, occasional tables, rockers, lounges and market 
umbrellas. Available fully assembled or as precision-cut kits that 

are easy and fun to put together.
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And therefore you are not traveling. Thoreau wrote of 

traveling widely in Concord, which was his way of saying that he 
did not want to travel at all.' You feel the same way in the 
Alentejo. You are already where you want to be.

Travelers are /̂looking for divertissement, like Pascal 
trying not to be someplace but to leave everyplace [sic] behind. 
Travel is between human places. Sometimes they are expensive 
hotels, identical except for the local folk-art. Travel is better 
when it is travail, but it is still just travel. I did not find 
what I was looking for when I crisscrossed America by motorcycle 
and bus and hitch-hiking.



o—, iA H çtu?

h O §  §

<=u\



quotation Hat “after tedious study angling is a rest to the mind 
and a cheerer of spirits”Hlt was an Eton schoolmasiir who said 
that some 350 years ago and it Has true today as it was then.

Indeed only a few years ago I used to fish the Wylye, a small 
chalk stream in Hampshire where I fHquently came across a 
fellow member of the club who was known as a very' eminent 
London surgeon. He was also a very good fisherman, better than I 
was, and once th$n we were sharing a seat by the riveHwaiting for 
a rise, the subject came up why we went fishing.

-Bn my case,” she said,Hi do a number of operations during the 
week and it is a greamrelief to get away. You see w lfln you 
concentrate on a rising trout nothing else matters. When I do that 
H stop worrying whether or not I have killedHny of my patients .
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It was explosive. It took our breath away. It was at first greeted 
overTere as' a gimmicffl"an American TacT, andTFTooITquite a 
while for the Britsno ad m it  diac it was an American:, Lee Wulff, 
who taught us how to behave. Nowadays in our lectures, in 
articles in our magazines, we are constantly referring to the need 
to conserve our wild fish. Catch and release has caught on in a big 
way. Even in the natural killing ground o f the Scottish salmon 
rivers catch and release is being advocated and is frequently tak ing  
place with large hen fish full o f spawn in the autumn run. Indeed 
one of the owners o f beats on the Scottish Dee is offering sides of 
smoked farm salmon to his visiting rods for every wild salmon 
they catch and release. That would have been unthinkable some 
years ago.

So you see the Brits owe you a very great deal. Its nice that I 
have this opportunity of saying so. In one way however we are 
doing quite well on our own without your help and that is we are 
rapidly destroying, if we have not already destroyed, the illusion 
that fly fishing is an occupation for men. The days are long past 
when the dear little woman sat in the car knitting while her 
husband or boyfriend flogged the water. Indeed in the lectures I 
used to give until recently on fly fishing, there were growing 
numbers of women and girls who wanted to learn fishing and at 
times there were more o f them than men and boys. Now the 
curious thing is that on average th e  girls wsx£quicker to learn 
how td~cast than thtT boys. Why this should be so we had no idea 
but we~assumed they had a greater sensitivity o f touch and a 
greater feeling for the rhythm of casting, in other words a greater 
affinity with the rod than the boys. Nor did this only apply to 
teenagers. Quite young girls were good at it. The granddaughter 
of a friend of mine, aged seven, using a 5 line and a nine-foot 
Hardy graphite rod was able to cast a straight line across the river 
into a head wind after practicing for only a few days. Her four- 
year-old brother tried to do the same with a seven-foot rod but 
couldn’t, so she stopped fishing to teach him how it should be 
done. At the moment of course it is all very exciting and new but 
I daresay in a number of years time when she is something in the 
City and exhausted by the pressures o f work she will know the 
value of an escape to the river, as Roosevelt did to clear his mind 
for the great decisions which had to be made.

The therapy o f the river and o f the rising fish is one o f our 
greatest gifts, as Izaak Walton reminded us in that admirable
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MEMBERSHIP CHANGES
Since the announcement in the Autumn 1995 Bulletin, the 

following have been elected to membership in The Anglers’ Club of 
New York:

Resident

Zack H. Bacon, III Brent R. Nicklas
T. Kimball Brooker, Jr. Timothy L. Porter
Robert Victor Chartener Andrew W. Regan

N on-R esident

Charles A. Bell 
Charles H. Collins 
Joseph M. Cronley 
Charles R. Godchaux

Eldridge C. Hanes 
Charles D. Owen, Jr. 
R. Stockton Rush 
Wm. Todd Seymour

In M em orium

Robert E. Ahearn 
Dermot N.E Wilson 

Richard D. Wood
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Letter from England
Conrad Voss Bark

D uring the wartime meeting of President Roosevelt and 
Wiljston Churchill which was to define the future 
conduct of World War Two, Roosevelt took a morning 

off to go fishing. ChurchflMecorded in his diary that though®  
Roosevelt caught nothing, he came back in high spirits and the 
conference made good progress. “Evidently*, C hurchill 
commented* he had the first quality of an angler, which is not to 
measure pleasure by the catch.”

The details are in Churchill s fourth volume of his book on The 
Second World War. I mention this story, partly because it has 
charm, partly because the war changed our attitude to fishing and 
to the tackle we used. In the 1930s I was using a cane rod, a 
braided silk line and silkworm gut. Only a year or so before the 
war I was trying out new carbon fibre rods (graphite), plastic lines 
and nylon leaders which we were beginning, like yourselves, to 
call leaders instead of casts. In fact we owed a considerable debt to 
the American fisherman and the American tackle industry for 
much of our progress. The first fishing waistcoat I used—-sorry, 
vest— came from America and how splendid it was and mow 
astonished I was by the quality of the floating fly lines which you 
gave us that never needed to be greased!

Wemake it all for granted these days but the fact is that the 
period of the last fifty years since the 1940s has seen a revolution® 
in fly fishing of an extent and of a scale which has never been seen 
before. Progress until then had been dreadfully slow. It took four 
hundred years before we were able to change our horsehair 
to silk, and the flies of The Treatyse in the fifteenth century lasted 

*' until well into the seventeentljBbefore som eone— Venables

improved. But the greatest revolution of all was notlsoTnuchrin 
the minds of fishermen themselves. It came originally in the mind 
of just one fisherman, again an American, a rugged outdoorsman 
form Alaska who declared in a foreword to one oflgj^ books— let 
us quote it precisely— that “gamqjfish are too valuable to be caught 
only once”.
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lenge,interestingly enough, that Manches
ter (along with the Warren Commission) 
had no small partBi creating. Rereading 
Death o f a President almost 30 years after 
its publication, one is struck by,the author’s 
palpable, barely suppressed fury at Lee Har
vey Oswald for killing the most powerful 
man in the world and robbing Manchester’s 
generation of its first president. The assas
sin is beneath contempt, a callow nonentity 
with a mail-order rifle. Could even the most 
talented writep rescue Oswald 
from this fate and give this killer 
back his humanity?

Mailer and his collaborator, 
Lawrence Schiller, did just that 
for Gary Gilmore 16 years ago in 
The Executioner'sfSong. But the 
task here is even more difficult!J| 
given the layers of cant and crud that have 
accumulated over 30 years. The best part of 
Oswald's Tale, covering the j i S  years he 
spent in Russia (1959-1962), recalls the 
movie Citizen Kane, for the approaches are 
similar. Like Welles, Mailer cleanses his 
subject by refusing to adopt an authorita
tive narrative; the account is an exploration 
rather than a solution, and the posture 
works brilliantly. Mailer painstakingly draws 
upon many voices and sources -Snterviews 
with friends and family, KGB reports on 
this strange American, diplomatic cables, 
and Oswald’ŝ  self-described “historic” 
diaryg-to assemble a compelling mosaic. 
No one of these roughgometimes irregu
lar pieces presents Oswald in the round, 
but the accumulated effect, when one draws 
back, is stunning. Perhaps it is an illusion 
shared by the writer and reader, but Oswald 
does begin to be comprehensible, a tragic 
rather than absurd figure.

Mailer/Schiller spent six-months in 
Moscow and Minsk gathering information 
and impressions; it was what Mailer calls 
“the equivalent of an Oklahoma land-grab 
for an author  ̂ They were armed with a 
promise from the Belorussian KGB that it 
would open its files on Oswald in Minsk, 
and although the materials were less com
prehensive than promised (or imagined?), 
they enabled Mailer to reconstruct an 
important and largely undocumented part 
of Oswald’s life. Oswald lived in a bell jar, 
and before the state security organs decid
ed that he was boring, no movement, con
versation or contact was too insignificant to 
be recorded by the KGB— literally. Obser
vation reports and tape recordings of Mari

na and Lee are used sparingly but to great 
effect. The end of the Gold War also meant- 
that the Oswalds’ Russian and Belorussian 
acquaintances were free to talk about the 
defector in their midst  ̂ and these testi
monies are persuasive more than 30 years 
after the KGB warned friends, former 
lovers and enemies alike to keep their 
mouths shut.

Shortly after Oswald leavesMinsk, how
ever, the book begins to falter. So much so 

that one is tempted to believe the 
author’s original conception was 
“Oswald in Minsk” rather than 
Oswald's Talemand that Mailer 
began the project fully expecting 
the Soviet archives to reveal that 
Oswald was working for a secret 
agency (CIA dr KGB). But Mailer 

became utterly convinced that no one sent 
Oswald to spy on Russia, and that the KGB 
had no interest whatsoever in recruiting 
him once he arrived uninvited. The only 
secret power center Oswald worked for was 
the one “in the privacy of his own mind,”| 
Mailer writes.

Conceptions often must be altered in 
midstream, of course, and Mailer musters a 
good argument for forging ahead. He likens 
the chapters on Moscow and Minsk to a 
base camp, from which he will launch an 
assault on the “greatest mountain of mystery 
in the 20th century.” Yet that expedition 
proves to be nothing more than a running! 
occasionally amusing or Interesting, com
mentary: on testimony excised from the 
exhaustive Warren Commission hearings-H 
some of which is reprinted—along with so 
many excerpts from Priscilla Johnson 
McMillan’s 1977 biography, Marina and Lee, 
that she deserves a royalty cut. There is, lit
erally, nothing new here.

To  Mailer’s credit, he cast aside his ini
tial prejudices and wrote.a work that con
cludes, albeit grudgingly, that Oswald “had 
the character to kill Kennedy, and that he 
probably did it alone.” This was not virgin 
territory, after all, for Mailer. He has pub
licly praised different conspiracy theories 
for years, and Oliver Stone in particular for 
supposedly driving out nonsensem  the 
mind-stultifying myth of the lone assas
sin”) with superior nonsense. Yet ulti
mately Mailer lacks the guts to say what 
needs to be said besides the fact that 
Oswald was the assassin: The Warren 
Commission got it right.

— M ax Holland

O SW A LD ’S 
TA LE: An 
A m erican 
M ystery  

by Norman Mailer 
Random House, 

848 pp., $30

An Eye on the 
Natural World

LA N D SCA PE 
A ND  M EM ORY 
by Simon Schama 

Knopf,
672 pp., $40

I F YOU W O N D E R  W H Y  AM ERICAN 
literature tends toward the abstract and 
the allegorical while English fiction is 

usually tidj| contained and concrete, you 
have only to consult Gertrude Stein’s mar
velous essay “What Is 
English Literature.” 

teière she comments 
on the effects of land - 
scape— on the way 
the English language, 
developed to fit a tiny island, had to stretch 
and re-create itself to cover a whole conti
nent. “In England the daily island life was the 
daily life and it was solidly that daily life and 
the« generally always simply relied on it ,®  
Stein accurately observes, whereas in Amer
ica “the daily everything was not the daily 
living and generally speaking there is not a 
daily everythingitEherefore, as she goes on 
to point out, American writing has “inside 
it a separation, f  separation from what is* 
chosen to what is that from which it has
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long, digressive and often intriguing book, 

■ “our Western sensibilities carry a bulging 
L a /T p a r t  o f  m y t h  anH rpr^Hection.... It is
a n t  t h a t  ^ira-nrP a n y  mr>r^ v irtn n n < ; Q f W iser

than the most pessimistic environmental
ist supposes. It is just that we are more 
retentive. The sum of our pasts, generation 

S M d over generation, like the slow mold of 
the seasons-- forms the com post o f our 
future. We live off it.” We are not just the 
destroyers of the natural landscape, Schama 
reasons; we are also its creators. Forj^iilk;
OUt th is b u l g i n g  h a n t p a n t  r>f m y f-k - .a n rl

recollection, the con cep t-o f landscape

been chosen,... N ow  you can see how dif
ferent this is from English writing, which 
almost completely makes that from which 
it is chosen.”

Simon Schama, in his Landscape and 
IMemory, does not quote Gertrude Stein’s 

distinction; he embodies it. An English
man by birth and education, a Lithuanian 
Jew by ancestry, and an American only by 
current residency, he looks at the natural 
world with eyes that have been trained by 
language, literature and history. “W hether 
we scramble the slopes or ramble the 
woods.,” he says toward the end o f this

would itself be meaningless.

this theory serves him particularly well 
when he is dealing with English materials. 
Schama is excellent when talking about Sir 
Walter Raleigh’s “fluvial” fortunes, or the 
mythic quality of Robin H ood’s forest, or 
the mountain worshipping of Britain’s 19th- 
century Alpine Club, or the Arcadian origins 
of Hampstead Heath and the London Zoo. 
On these subjects he is by turn informative, 
incisive and hilariously sardonic. But the“ 
farther afield he ranges, the less sure of his 
footing he seems, and by the time he gets to

C D H  R O M s

The Latest Disc from Durant, Durant
By Bob Garfield

“I want to know what were the steps by which men passed from barbarism to civilization.”
—Voltaire, as quoted by Will Durant in the epigraph to 
Our Oriental Heritage, Vol. 1 of The Story o f Civilization

■
 HIS INQUIRY OF VOLTAIRE’S, WHICH WILL DURANT
invoked in 1935 to commence one of the great feats of 
scholarly endurance in modern times, turns out to be a 

trick question. But if we will accept for the moment that the road 
from savagery to enlightenment is one-way, let us pause well 
along the route, in 1087, when the overfed and irritable William 
the Conqueror burned the French cathedral at Mantes to the 
ground. Then (as Durant informs us in The Age of Faith, the 
fourth of 11 massive volumes written in varying degrees of col
laboration with his wife, Ariel), the corpulent king circled the 
charred wreckage in triumph, whereupon his horse stumbled, 
thrusting the royal belly into the iron pommel of his saddle. 
Thus did internal bleeding achieve what Philip I of France could 
not: It conquered William. But this larger-than-life historical 
figure was larger than death as well.

“The coffin made for him,” Durant reports, “proved too small 
for his corpse; when the attendants tried to force the enormous 
bulk into the narrow space the body burst, and filled the church 
with a royal stench.”

Which is more or less what I  expected of the Durants’ work, 
when its enormous bulk was squeezed into one narrow compact 
disc. Yet here is Will and Ariel Durant’s The Story o f Civilization 
from World Library, Inc. ($99.95), subtitled “15,000 Years of His
tory on One CD-ROM,” stuffed like a bloated medieval king in 
a virtual coffin. Well, to paraphrase Voltaire, I wanted to know what 
were the steps by which The Story of Civilization passed from ana
log to digital. I wanted to know, would the thing royally stink?

Would the late historians be revealed as intellectual heirs to 
John Gower, the 14th-century English landowner who, in their

estimation, “imbibed too much scholastic erudition and achieved 
dullness in three languages”? Or would they turn out to be like 
the learned Frenchman himself, about whose Dictionnaire 
philosophique portatif Will Durant marveled: “the vast accumula
tion of data, the erudition in almost every field... . What indus
try, loquacity, pertinacity!”

As one reads its awful pages the gruesome horror mounts, until at 
last the cumulative effect is oppressive and overwhelming.

That’s from Vol. 4, speaking of Dante’s Inferno, but it frankly 
describes my experience with the table of contents of Vol. 1 alone. 
Notwithstanding the manifest genius of the Durants’ 50-year 
accumulated effort, and notwithstanding contempt among some 
academic historians for the authors’ accessible narrative treat
ment , such headings as “From Hunting to Tillage,” “The Com
ing of Metals,” “Persian Manners and Morals” and “The Philos
ophy of the Upanishads” promised, shall I say, a less than seductive 
reading experience. But it is not so much the particulars as the 
monumentally imposing whole that, for decades, has made this 
work impossibly daunting to philistines such as myself.

Oh, the books have sold in the millions, thanks to Book-of- 
the-Month Club come-ons and similar Crate o’ Knowledge pro
motions, but have they been read? I’ve seen yellowed-but-virgin 
copies of Vol. 6, The Reformation, at yard sales, offered for a dime. 
I’ve seen Vols. 1 through 4 used to prop up a bed. I ’ve also seen 
them in bookcases, to prop up the illusion of urbanity— like the 
half arches in the trifcrium of a Norman cathedral, propping up 
the arches of the nave. Or, put another way, the Durants’ collect
ed works are like the outsize jewelry they describe as favored by
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Bÿ MICHIKO KAKUTANI

If writers had bumper stickers, 
Nicholson Baker’s would read: -God 
dwells in the details.”

As his novels have repeatedly 
demonstrated and as this eccentric 
new collection of essays attests, Mr. 
Baker is a connoisseur of the minuteT 
the particular, the specific. He is a } 
reader of footnotes, a consulter of 
dictionaries, a student of concor
dances. He’à the sort of guy who 
loves model airplanes, argues about 
punctuation and saves the outtakes 
from his writings. In another life, he 
might have been a librarian, a paint
er of Fabergé eggs, a builder of 
miniature doll houses.

Mr. Baker’s first novel, “The Mez
zanine,” revolved around the small 
events that take place during a 
man’s lunçh hour: his trip to a con
venience store, and his purchase of a 
cookie and some milk. The essays in 
“The Size of Thoughts” focus on such 
equally momentous subjects as nail 
clippers, the mechanics of movie 
projectors and the best way to make 
a chocolate sundae.

Along the way, Mr. Baker serves 
up dozens of interesting (or, depend
ing on your point of view, irrelevant) 
facts and aperçus. He tells us that 
the semicolon was invented in 1490, 
that “ambient dirt” is a problem for 
movie projectionists, that people in 
mail-order catalogues never read 
best sellers.

In a passage that almost reads like 
self-parody, Mr. Baker writes: “Con
sider the infinitesimal hooks on 
horsehairs that draw from the cello 
string its lavish tone, consider the 
grosgrain in silk, the gargoyles on a 
cathedral, the acanthus sprays or 
egg-and-dart molding along the 
tasteful curve of a chair, the lumps of 
potato that, by exception, prove the 
otherwise fine uniformity of a cream  
soup:”

It is Mr. Baker’s conviction that 
“major truths, like benevolent ma- 
donnnas, are sustained aloft by doz
ens of busy, cheerful angels of de
tail,” and the stronger essays in this 
volume nimbly illustrate the truth of 
this assertion.

“Discards,” an extended medita
tion on the demise of the card cata
logue (and its replacement, in librar
ies, by an on-linè indexing system) is 
a sparkling model of the essayist’s 
art: it’s shrewd, observant, impas
sioned and also oddly touching, a 
powerful and persuasive case for 
holding on to our paper-ridden past 
and cherishing old-fashioned schol
arly methods.

The 147-page essay “Lumber” — 
an almost ludicrously detailed inqui
ry into the evolution of the phrase 
“lumber room” as a metaphor for 
the human mind — is a far more 
quixotic demonstration of the au
thor’s pointillist art. In it, Mr. Baker 
prattles on for pages, recounting his 
search for “lumber” on CD-ROM 
reference disks, in dictionaries and 
reference books, and in the twisting, 
book-lined corridors of his own mind.

Showing off his own erudition and 
dogged scholarly skills, he theorizes 
that 17th-century phrases like 
“learned Lombard,” “111 Poets by 
their Lumber known,” “book- 
learned blockheads” and “the Lum
ber Office of his Brain’’ form ‘‘the 
various tributary strands” that fed 
into Alexander Pope’s famous cou
plet, “The Bookful Blockhead, igno
rantly read/ With Loads of Learned 
Lumber in his Head.”

The actual phrase “learned lum
ber,” he goes on, might have been 
coined by Samuel Garth in “Dispen
sary,” or it might have been edited

Jerry Bauer/Random House

THE SIZE OinmOUGHTS 
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By Nicholson Baker
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into Garth’s poem by his friend, Al
exander Pope, who then reappro
priated it for his own use a  few years 
later.

Why should nonscholars care 
about such literary minutiae? Well, 
Mr. Baker at his best makes us care, 
by writing energetically and color
fully about his subjects. *

For instance, he makes Pope’s mo
dus operandi wonderfully vivid. “We 
pardon Pope, most of the time, be
cause he rehabilitates every second
hand phrase that comes through his 
shop,” Mr. Baker writes. “He un
screws a line he likes, sorts and 
cleans its pieces, stores them, finds 
matches, does some seemingly casu
al beveling, drills a narrow caesural 
ventilation hole, squirts the Krazy 
Glue of genius into several chinks, 
gives the prototypical whole a sud
den uniting twist and hands the world

A collection of 
essays from a 
connoisseur of 
the minuscule.

a tiny two-cylinder perpetual-motion 
machine a heroic couplet.”

As he recounted in his funny liter
ary tribute cum self-portrait “U and 
I,” Mr. Baker has long been obsessed 
with the work of John Updike, and his 
own tactile, metaphor-ridden lan
guage owes a decided debt to his 
idol’s. In some of Mr. Baker’s earlier 
essays, like “Changes of Mind” and 
“Rarity,” his highly abstract subject 
matter defeats his efforts to subdue 
it with fancy writing.

The results are strangely amor
phous pieces that have the detached, 
disembodied feel of his writings 
about sex in “Vox.” In these pieces, 
his incessant metaphor and simile
making leads to mannered, self-con
scious prose. He writes about opin
ions “mating, burrowing and dying, 
like prairie dogs,” and describes a 
thought filling “ out the entirety of its 
form,” the way “a ladleful of batter 
colonizes cell after cell of the waffle 
iron.”

Give Mr. Baker a tiny, concrete 
subject like model airplanes or the 
history of the semicolon, however, 
and he can dazzle, proving indisput
ably that he is the master of the 
miniature, the lord of the Lilliputian, 
the bard of the small.
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Ensem ble members of the musical “Big,” in a rehearsal hall, learning th

By PETER MARKS

The first night that “Big" played to an 
audience during its recent tryout in Detroit, 
the creators of the $10 million musical knew 
something was wrong.

The first act wasn't working. The show, 
adapted from the 1988 hit .movie that 
starred Tom Hanks, was not giving enough 
weight to the central character of Josh, the 
12-year-old boy magically transformed into 
a grown-up.
• “We weren't effectively tracking the emo

tional progress of our main character," said 
Richard Maltby Jr., the show’s lyricist.

Mike Ockrent, the director, sail 
was about growing up, and wH 
from that theme, “We were off 
ics in Detroit also complained | 
was thin and that the show 
children than adults. Clearly) 
needed work.

So the creative team retul 
York last month to try to fix 
bers from the first act, inclu 
song, were tossed out and r | 
other songs were rewritten, a l  
redone. By day, Mr. Ockrent f 
Susan Stroman, the show’s elf 

* have been restaging scenes 
by night, they have been iistenl

Hear the One
By BERNARD WE1NRAUB

HOLLYWOOD, April 1 — His phone has 
been ringing all week. ‘ ‘ The best show in 
years," said Bruce Vilanch merrily, look
ing back at the Academy Awards telecast 
on March 25 and looking ahead to, well, 
writing just about every awards show in 
sight.

“I’m doing just about all of them," he 
said, almost apologetically. “I did ^he 
Grammys, the American Comedy 
Awards, the People’s Choice. I did the Ice 
Capades and the Miss U.S.A. Pageant. 
Frankly, I’ve done some bizarre specials."

Mr. Vilanch leaned forward. “I’m going 
to Monaco next to do the World Music 
Awards, a great favorite of mine," he said.

a lot and, just as important,! 
writing funny lines since 
worked with such performel 
bert Humperdinck and th | 
(“That was the litmus test," 3 
three years of ‘Donny and 1V| 
proving I was square enough 
TV.’’)

What’s the secret of writi| 
and comedians? “Having an) 
their style, knowing what thd 
is, what their persona is," h i 
hardest work is when som | 
persona, which happens a lot (

Making rock stJ
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By Helen D udar

Cézanne’s endless 
quest to parallel 

r.nature’s harmony

After all the analysis o f his apples, hi&% 
bathers, that mountain, his paintingShtill 
e(e^rify\n  a ^ o w  ^

Sjurely noth ing tells us m ore about Paul C ezanne’s un- 
sinkable faith in his own genius and his obsessive driv^ 
to justify it than the fact that he painted for years with 
little  form al recogn ition . A b ru ised  veteraiT’o f  a few  
group shows, Cézanne had to wait until 1895 for a full- 
scale one-man exh ib ition  in Pari|j|By then, he was 56 
sÿ^ars old  and had b een  so long absent from  the m ain
stream art‘:$cene that som e o f  the regulars thought he 
was dead.

The im pact o f  that event was im mediate and lasting.
he usedked at the work— at the 

e tc^ uggest form, at the still íifes that /  
'transterm ed com plicated  arrangem ents in to holyf.ob^  ̂
jects—-and those with francs to spare succum bed to the 
l i | |t  to have one, to p ierce the m ysteries o f  his vision.
The critics rarely stopped sneering, but M oneH Renoir c 
and Degas bought paintings, and a few yeai;s after the. 
show, a young, im pecunious H enri Matisse was making é  
payments on a small, treasured Three Bathers, a work that W 
would transform hi$ im age®  and technique.

If the 1895 exhibition lit a few firesy the great hom age * 
.o f  1907, a ye¿r after Cézanne died, was close to a n ^ S H  
plosion. At leaslfene art historian believes that G eorges' 
Braque and Pablo Picasso saw it together, taking in the 
skewed perspectives in the late portraits and the naked

i-^r a r t i s t s

Still Life with Oniony: the on ions lend  a rustic touch  
to this study o f  transparent and opaque m a te r ia l!^



j$J§his 1875 self-portrai® Cézanne poForayed h im s llf  
as an unrulyrlro-sS betw een  bourgeois and peasant.

bathers, that looked  like invenB ^figurJB  he is persuad
ed tha$| as thâlM young m en m oved, stunned and shak

e n ,  p ^ ÿ  f^ S |l | | offerings d fH H a n n e’s late artistry the 
fo rm eS tu rn ed  to the latter and said som eth in g  like, 

■ P ablo , wJjjye b een  doing it all wrong.^w
Inffpo tim e at all, correctives were in place. Picasso 

w e ft  back to h l|la te lier  to work on a painting o f  large 
angular w om en im agined  as.Itylized objects; with Des 
Demoiselles d ’Avignon-the focus and direction o f m odern  
art was transformed. So ivas the language. Only à year  
later, Matisse, making h jlw ay  through a jo in t Braque- 
Picasso gallefy show, could n ot resist a c h e S u l ly  acid, 
comment.v^Oh. See the little cu b es,” he-said. Cubism  
had arrived, and a platoon o f  artists from  Klee Kan
dinsky would go to school with Cezanne.

To Picasso; Cézanne would fo ftv er  reign as “my one 
and only m astefff For a tim e/ in h ispou th , he packed a 
gun, waving it half-seriously at anyone w ho annoyed  
him , p articu larly  anyone^m su lting  the m em ory o f  
Cézanne. “One mopé word,” he would say, “and I fire.” 

Now, tS be sure, late-Cézanne landscapes do suggest 
arrangem ents o f  cubes, and C ézanne’s big, nudeff||ja- 
tureless bathers verge on  abstractions. A ll o f  th is is 
dem onstrated in the sprawling, dem anding exhib ition  
o f  his art that reaches Philadelphia next m onth. (The 
sponsor is Advantaf â financial institution.H But as you

From a nearby knoll.W fcanne painted  his last, most- 
heroic MontfSainte-mcidire Bb r ie jl3aBlB|an oil A  1902).

work your way past som e 100 oil paintings and 70 works ' 
on paper, ÿou  may find that seeking c l^ S t o  (H zann^s 
im pact on later artists ;éàn be a blight as well a ^ b l e s f | |  
ing. It isyk little like Trying to parsegientences in H e n | | |  
Jam es’ gloriously cpm plex lat^|8 gŸ^lsH

The exh ib ition  at the P h ilad elp h ia  M useum  o f  Art 
from May 30 to August 18 is  thé finaLstop in a celebra
tion that beganiht the Grand Palais in Paris last fall— the 
cen ten a ry  o f  th a t’Sem inal 1895 rétrosp ective at A m ;  
broifé Vollard’s g a llq |^ -^ n d  then m oved on to the Tàtey 
Gallery in'Londpm H

Certainly there have b een  other m ajoyllezanne shows 
in yfears p4§t, but Joseph Rishel, one o f  the principal or
ganizers dpthe current one, believes; this is the; first ex
h ib it in six decades to offer â full s u r \& b f  the artisf’|fe 
life ’s work. A figure o f  florid charm, R ish e |p |P h ilad el
p hia’s senior curator o f  European painting b efore 1900;



With he||tenSr part and steady gazfeBlIzannuls 
wife, HortenseMs an island of calm amid complexity

“The structure is more and more implied, and less 
and less apparent,” wrote scholar Lionello Venturi;

leading a group of art writers through the Grand Palais 
last September, he swiftly confessed to being “hopelessly' 
biased” on Sezanne—“Arguably the greatest painter to 
comp out of the 19th||entury. W

The exhibition’s first shock is some of the early paint
ings; while fascinating and revealing, they hardly hint at 
greatness to com eahe works from Cezanne’s 20s are 
dark, angry and often violent images o f male cruelty to 
W om e®|earing such titles as'TheAbdfyfction and The 
Murder. Those early pieces Surely reflect the tormented 
young man who studiously dressed like a beggar, who 
was full of rage and haunted by depression, who could 
not bear to be touched, who suffered agonizing shynefi 
around women and who felt out of place almost evfryr 
whefgi “Life is fearful, ” he would sajlor, “ThO- ̂ fiy of the 
future is overcast.^®

His 30th birthdaj|had come and gone %hen two

events brightpjj^d the heaven ,̂,; not to mention his can- 
vasesJM kanne met and began to l i ®  with a ypung 
woman named Hfetense.:JFiq*g who bore his/pnly 
child, Paul, and stolidly sat for dozens of portraits that 
scargjl| suggest affection. In timeRhe seemsytp hayp be
come more of a convenience thari a companion.

Soon after Hortense gave birth to their sonBBzanne 
had the luck to falLunder the spell of Camille PiÆrro. 
Ten years his senior, Pissarro \Vas kind, gentle; gifted,ra 
source of fatherly friendship and dir|ction. For several 
years, they painted together in the |puntryside north ëf 
Paris, and P issarro® influence bripfiy|ransformëd 
Cézanne into an Impressionist. He would ¡¡Ipntuallyÿ 
move b|g|pnd thatgstyle., but he began to realize,what 
could be;&cpmplished w|th brilliant blups and greens” 

|and to respond to the demands of his craft. “It was o n g l 
when I kept company with Pii|arr*w ho painted non
stop,” he once said, “that/ITearned diflipline^H

Cézanne never did learn to control his&mger. When 
his ey4|ailed him or whenffitl work was interrupted, he 
could explode in furpbrushes would be broken, a half- 
finished canvas, slashed oijsimply discarded in the brush 
by some||ountry road. Vollard once timed Cézanne in 
Aix-ën-Provencfe^ç first ob jlit he no^Bd upon step
ping into the studio was à huge pic|ujp^‘pierced full of 
holes^with a palette k n ifJg B

85



Aix^wâS the sleepy medïëy|itown wher^Kzanne was 
born ill*839  and t© which he àlwaS returned from 
painimg” expeditions aropnd the coififrVy/ PBsum abE^ 
his spik^temperament p:ew ^ut of the hard cnfcum- 
stanifes of hisggputh. His father, Louis-Auguste, was an 
authoritariangmiserly man who achieyed wealth and 
then power, first as a prosperous dealer in hats, liter as 
the pwner of the only bank in town. He did not marry 
the mother of hp children untilsPaul was 
*d^teady flow of profits allowed the elder Cézanne to 

acqifee and renovate the Jas de Bouffan, a handsome 
18tfientury manor on 37 acres. In that old town, riches 
did hot guaran;t;èe social respect According to John 
Rewald,£ézannepbiographer, the Cézannes wefë pret- 

jSlanuch ostrMized as parvenus, and the son forever 
found it difficult to make friends.

But in adolescent, he cemented one friendship that.̂  
w ould^f|ain  him for decades. Together with, a third 

Schoolm ate^ézanne and Emile Zola became “the in- 
yieparableK É ^îtfwoamed the radiant countryside and 
bathed in the Arc River; they read Victor Hugo and 
memorized Baudelaire. And almost anywhef|| they 
went, Mont Sain&Victoire loomed on the horizon, a 
hugeflbrooding, gray-rock pyramid that would become 
an obsessive subject for Cézanne in the years ahead.

Even after Zola moved êh to Paris they maintained a 
close friendship and an intimate correspondence. The 
budding young writer would provide hospitality, en
couragement, even spare cash when the elder Cézanne’s 
stingy doles failed to cover his son’s needs. ActuallyJ 
years passed before Cézanne acknowledged to his fa
ther that his expenses included a mistress and a son.

At his fath^sTnsistenc^ young Paul had unhappily 
begun law school in Aix. But his spare hours were spent 
copying works at the town’s little museum. Eventually, 
in 1861, the elder Cézanne agreed to allow his 2 ear- 
old son to study art in Paris. He stayed for five difficult 
months. “The least ob^tdcle reduces him to despair,” an 
exasperated Zola wrote to a friend.

Cézanne went home and put in time at the family 
bank where, legend has it, the ledgers were his sketch 
pads. By late 1862, he was ready to try Paris again. As he 
had earlier, he became a student at the Atelier Suisséf| 
and this time he made important friends: Pissarrom 
Renoir, Sisley, Degas. They were seminal connections— 
a new generation groping toward a style that would be 
called “Impressionism,” Applying techniques that the 
traditionalists among the students regarded with scorn 
and contempt. A man with Cézanne?! unease could feel 
comfortable among those outsiders.

In the great began whlpt would be an un
changing habit duflfig his Parisf|taff: som^part.pf the 
afternoon he spent in the Louvrg filling sketchbooks 
with dKwings qfMculptures and paintings by the mas
ters. As hq;once wrote^The Louvre is the bookjfem ; 
which we learn to read.”
f^PIrtainH those ||feBimagined ® n e s  dfe erotic vi$-?*’ 
deride were the work of |n  imp«fect “reader,g&gpaying 
a j f i k  of control and §§1̂  absence of models. On the 
other hand, the earhelgportraits—the brooding image 
of Uncle Dominique as a monk—impaled on canvas in 
thick slabs of a paielpe knife are transfiguring. “Painting

Cézanne worked out formal problems in Mil Bathers 
series, but this oil sketch is unusuallyglghtKëarted.



like a b iB klayer,” Joseph Rishel calls j f i  a ||a  w f irSf 
praise. And the firstjgiew tim(^^ S ^ n h c E S  down gB|i 
arrangement of kj$SB'fc;n items^Bm dfand Eggs, for ex
ample— the resulB  promised a ffimarkatip^bo^Sof vi- 
brant workif treated ont c^fe^Syday ,ol|j 
■yTPublB appr(^^%as ah^ent^||anffl^ w /ork had been  
included in an  lffi3^outsid^ ^ M libitioh. b i|||in  1867, 
when two e n tr ig  g e r d  for an6*:abhshm ent 
show'.a critic for LeFigaro went to the trp|iple of ridicul
ing “M .^& am ^Hnd his paintings. Seven Bars
lateM thre^te|zranne> could be seen in what was the fir&jf 
Impr#ssibhiMexhibitiojL, and a journalist denounced

gM ir cre^Mr as “a s d ÿ B  idiot who paints in the th ro S  
of delifflim tremens.*’™

By the early 1870s,HRa|me had settled into the rich, 
yBdant countryside around theflowns of Ponfem and 

ir-'Q 1 gfefffc dt many Paris, and ÿtèjfe
laboring steadiS  alonjÉlf c  Pissarro.* Years later, critics 
would accuse tjMtwo o^gpying each other duriflgi®at 
period. Pisferrqijs calm response was that surfly thB  in- 

® c h  othel§ and ig||%s suréïy*each artiggrJq 
sponded to" a landscape in his own w a JB

Ac tu ally,C é z anne would soon pafe| from thephnprgs- 
||ionist way of looking and would leavfiit^afi bB S i d. A 
farmer who watched the two meijfigplwork onBHfioted 
that Pisf arro was ̂ tabbing the carï^S’ while Cézanne 

¡¡slapped^ the paint on. An Impressionist l l tahhing’Ta 
:ca»a-S; was interested in idyllic natural Senesaw asdm  
Tight and qdlor. CSanneBshort, parallel" bjjen sl^rod 
” strokes^® affdpliv^w extum  on the surface i©£ th^Kii- 
vas but, more importantly, intro^ugld a mathematicffl 
rigor and precision into his pictures.
" G ez anne’s land scapes' s rfi mmer with qpor—and with- 

ouLdficixance toAhe~sunTJight—and sofnetl^ ^  
to;;stretch for miles toward the horizon. Ther^®S@an
other Sfucial difference in much of his work: an ab- 
"senceof  signs of human existence. A s a f l i l f l  in a 
Cezanne countryside ÿ|ew;.not a & ild B  to be seen on a 
road or a cow in a fiHd; thegé is nc»arrafi^pin h||dand- 
scàpes. And among the elements that spoke to the next 
generation of artist&w^rBthe squares and trianglesmq' 
artfully sm down on th «u |fp iw  of his BHr wdxllfBrhe 
im aggin  The Gulf of Marseille seen from UEstaque? for |||| 
a m p ®  might ge the walls and rooflines of aHlrt^ter of 
houses or an arrangement of cubes and cones^p

i lllllS l

mxperts continue to debate his role

Stilïjtfor every dozen experts who rank^^Hnnei às the 
great god of modernism, Be are co|& ^®H | with at leasi;i 
one authority proposing that we rethink the idea of h B  
mo||hrnism. Forexample, Franç^BjÈâchin, diréj|W q|y 
the Musées de Frahffland dite ofHB tljfee organizers of 
the exhibition, bluptlyls^Hthat role as “overplayfedS 
and the work “too often observed from a modern point 
of view.” Cézanne clearly influèfted 20f.tHSntilMfert. 
she has said, but “he also embodied his own 
^Cézanne was not an abstract artis®^S 

"It is striking thaTwhile we have~agener^w body;of| 
biographical materiaïfpnvGezànne'iand U  wealth of Ifejj 
ters to family arid friends, Joseph Risheh<among others, 
insists thp' we know lit^f%boià him “in Brms^of daily 
factual mundane detail. Whole years pj^H'Jife go past 
and we might haÿp&%treet address, we might ndh^B 

Rism fes certain of one thing: that for all c^ffléiaÆçs 
self-doubts,’the sneers cfffcritics,The rejeBgins of the H |  
Establishment, hisffaith in his gift was strong. “He knetS



In the Birly 1890|jCezanne 
painted nye major versions 
and numerousp^kfiches for 
his C ardplaym  serieS;: this oil 
was done after the larger one 
at the Barnes Foundation. 
Workers at the Jas de Bouffanl 
where he had lived sinngfhM 
was 20, served as his models.

he was different. He somehow always knew he was out 
theSB Or, as Sezanne late in life told a young artist, ‘/I; 
have plfthaps come too early. I was the painter of your 
generation more than my own

Except for fellow painters who set up theirglasels 
alongside him, the only witnesses to Cézanne at work 
were those who posed for portraits, and the only sitter 
who has left a substantial amount of the process was 
Ambrois^Vollard. Ir|his little 1914 book, Paul Cezanne, 
Vollard reported that the portrait required an astonish
ing 115  sittings.

Some experts have questioned the count, believing 
that Vollard tended either to embellish reality or to ig
nore it. (Vollard’s book never mentions, for examples 
that his 1895 show was organized at the urging of Pissar
ro, Monet and Renoir, who understood Cézanne’s impor
tance.) In any event, at the rate of 115sittm gs4pr one 
portrait, i t h a r d  to imagine a hfetimejahoi-lhat cduld 
produce more than 950 oils and Hereto 650 watercolork.

While at work, Cézanne required absolute silence; ad- 
cording to his dealerTtKe souncTofia barking dog cFnûd  
destroy his concentration. He also wanted absolute im
mobility from his subjects; Once, when a numbed VoB 
lard dozed off and tumbled from his perch, an exasper
ated Césanne scolded himlgDd I have to tell you again 
you must sit like an apple^K

Apples were ideal subjects; t h ®  did not fidgej. Their

F reelance w riter  H e le n  D u  dar, o f  N e w  York C i^m Ê  
la st wrote a b o u t J o h a n n e s  Vermeer (N ovem ber 1 9 9 5 ^ Ê  
a n d  th e  f i l m  Jefferson in Paris (M a rc h  1 9 9 5 )É m

obedience may help to explain how a relatively minor 
genre—the still lif»-becam e, In his hands, a body of 
major work. A variety of objects máy be seen in those 
arrangements ' including oranges and onions and table
ware; but apples, voluptuouslwound and rosy, hint at 
what might have been accomplished had Cézanne been 
able to deal with his discomfort with live naked womeiiff

Hortense, who apparently had no trouble sitting like 
an apple, was his most frequent female subject. While 
many of his portraits of men are intense and penetraf- 
ing&mcluding at least 30 self-portrait^ images ;óf Hor
tense often suggest Cézanne still lifes. His References to 
her in his letters are certainly polite and even affection
ate, but in private he called hé& yLa boule,” a label sug
gesting an object without noticeable intelligence, say, ,a 
round wooden missile for a game.

She and Cézanne were not married until 1886. Only a 
year earlier, he had been involved in an intense affair 
about which nothing is known except that mail from hill 
lover was sent to the residence of Zola, who forwarded it 
to a safe addresll The Cézanne marriage commanded 
the attendance and presumably the approval of thM‘: 
'élder Cézanne. If nothing e l s ®  the ceremony legifi* 
imized Cézanne’s treasured 14-year-old son. Cézanne® 
father died Sóon after, and the artist was at" last free of 
financial worries.

The year of Cézanne’s: marriage wasalso .the Spar 
when Zola dealt their flendship a fatal blow. He pub
lished L ’Oeuvre (The M a ste rp im ^  a novel about a subject* 
on which he considered h i m s e l f b e  expert. Its dom¡¡¡ 
nant figure, Claude Lantier, is a failed paintef who can
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Sportsmanship . . .  Conservation . . .  Education . . .  Research

Guiding Principles Since 1939 World Record Game Fishes Book

Many of the 
worlds foremost 
anglers have served as 
IGFA's officers and 
trustees, among them: 
Michael Lerner and 
Ernest Hemingway 
(both pictured), Clive 
Firth, William K. 
Carpenter, Philip Wylie 
and El wood K. Harry.

Information Services
IGFA routinely provides / 

information on any aspect of 
fishing to national publications, 

international travelers, fisheries 
management professionals, 

conservationists, outdoor guides, 
tournament officials, fishing clubs, 

foreign governments® and, of co u rse ®  
the millions of anglers around the world. 

IGFA answers questions ranging from sources 
of tackle to charter boats, travel 
accommodations, and conditions in fishing 
destinations.

Preserving the History of Fishing
One of IGFA’s primary activities is to 
document and preserve the history of angling. 
IGFA does this through ¿Intensive/ ongoing 
acquisition of memorabilia, books, 
photographs, films, and stamps.

Who hears the rippling of rivers will not 
utterly despair of anything. ”

The International Game Fish Association was 
founded in 1939 “to encourage the stujjnéf 
game fishesTor the sake o f . . . pleasure, 
information, or benefit.” Today, theTGFA is 
the internationally recognized authoritative 

voice on sport fishing. IGFA’s thousands 
of members live in more than 1 1 0  

countries and participate in 300 
affiliated clubs.

The IGFA— Mentor for 
60 Million Anglers in 
the United States
The international Game Fish 
Association is a non-profit® 
organization that provides^ 

Standards, structure,® 
information, and a forum 
for communication among 
salt- and freshwater, anglers 
-around the world. Thé 
activities and services of 
IGFA are both authoritative^ 
and essential to the future of 
game fishing.

This annual publication is the ubihle’’ fdr % 
anglers in more than 1 10  countries and 
territories. It includes a worldwide directory of 
tagging programs, species identification guide,! 
feature articles and more.

Setting High Ethical Standards
The rules established by IGFA are the accepted 
standard around the globe, and help keep the 
“ sport” in sport fishing.

A  World Leader in Conservation
IGFA promotes tag/catch-and-release fishing 
more than any pther organization. Some 300 
IGFA representatives’around the world 
educ^MOurnament officials about the 
advantages of using release formats in ffteir 
competitions.

Henry D avid Thoreau



Into the 21st Century

IGFA World Fishing Center

The International Game Fish Association has set the rules for fair play in sport 
fishing since 1939. It has kept alive the memory of sport fishing's finest moments. 
IGFA has helped us understand the challenges of aquatic life.

When completed in 1998, the World Fishing Center will bring our sport into a grand 
new dimension.

It will help to pass on the profound joys of angling to future generations, instilling in 
them a deep respect for the unique experience that we know as recreational fishing.

'‘A h ,  the gallant fisher’s life! I t  is the best of any;
’Tis full of pleasure, void o f strife, A n d  beloved by many.

Izaak Walton \
‘The Compleat

I  H





»/LETTER S FRIDAY, MAY 3, 1996

C.I.A., Bunker Free, Is Declassifying Secrets
To the Editor:

An April 29 letter, an April 16 Op- 
Ed article and, especially, your April 
20 editorial refer to declassification 
of records pertaining to covert oper
ations during the cold war, which you 
say has not proceeded as quickly as 
envisioned in 1993.

We intend to do more without com
promising the Central Intelligence 
Agency’s responsibility to protect 
sources and methods. We have, how
ever, accomplished a great deal.

We have doubled the resources de
voted to the agency’s declassifica
tion of historically valuable records. 
In addition, I have formed a staff 
responsible for implementing the 
automatic declassification require
ments of Executive Order No. 12958. 
The sta^ w ill review for declassifi- 
catiorj/more than 40 million pages

that are more than 25 years old.
Over the last few years, unprece

dented quantities of intelligence- 
community records have been de
classified — more than in all of the 
preceding decades.

Additional perspective on the cold 
war and the intelligence contribution 
to understanding that period is now 
available as a result of declassifica
tion of more than 450 National Intelli
gence Estimates on the former Sovi
et Union and international Commu
nism, a vast quantity of film shot by 
the Corona reconnaissance satellites 
and many of the Venona project 
translations of decrypted Soviet in
telligence cables that led to some of 
the big espionage trials in the 1950’s.

In addition, we have declassified 
more than 200,000 pages of C.I.A. 
records relating to the assassination

'he Day Is Too Short for Genius, Too
To the Editor:

Re “Longing for a New Lone Gen
ius” (Week in Review, April 28):

It takes time to be a genius, as it 
>s to be a leader. Newton got his 

jst ideas sitting under an apple 
:ree; Beetkoven and Strauss got 

their Pest maio&esL walking in the 
woods. ~

Today’s pace is more rushed than 
‘20 years ago, than 50 or 100 years 
ago. Who except tenured academics 
and those born to wealth has time to 
be a genius? The towering genius has 
seldom come from those classes.

The greatest series of studies of 
the “genius,” overlooked by your ar
ticle, was by the Austrian writer 
Stefan Zweig, who pulled them to
gether into a collection he called 
“Master Builders.”

Unlike Edmund Wilson and Stan
ley Edgar Hyman in their studies of 
great thinkers, Zweig included think
ers of both sexes.

Zweig died tragically in 1942. He

m rniii tn i

i $ 3

m .
Matthew Martin

committed suicide in exile in South 
America, in despair about where 
progress and evil geniuses had led 
the world. David E. Anderson 

Chicago, May 1,1996

of President John F. Kennedy. And 
a major effort is under way to de
classify records relating to Persian 
Gulf war illnesses.

As your editorial points out, we 
have also promised to review 
records of 11 covert actions of the 
cold war era. The Bay of Pigs and the 
1954 Guatemala covert actions are 
being reviewed; we expect to declas
sify many of these records this year, 
and more will follow.

While there is room for improve
ment, I take issue with your asser
tion that a large obstacle to declassi
fication review is the “bunker men
tality of keepers of the secrets.” It is 
clear that we got out of the bunker a 
while ago, and we are committed to 
staying out of it. J ohn Deutch 

Director of Central Intelligence 
Washington, May 1,1996

Whitewater Counsel 
Should Step Aside
To the Editor:

Mark H. Tuohey 3d, in defending 
Kenneth W. Starr as the Whitewater 
independent counsel (Op-Ed, April 
26), stresses that those who criticize 
him fail to appreciate “Mr. Starr him
self,” his “sound judgment” and his 
reputation for being “fair-minded.”

Mr. Starr’s proclivity for being fair 
and reasonable is not sufficient justi
fication for him to continue as inde
pendent counsel. If those character 
traits were all that is required to 
conduct the investigation headed by 
Mr. Starr, the Justice Department 
itsélf could conduct the investigation.

The driving force behind the inde
pendent counsel legislation was to 
insure that counsel conducting an 
investigation of a high-level adminis
tration official was independent of 
that administration’s Justice De
partment. It is equally important 
that the person be independent of 
companies and causes engaged in 
ideological or commercial griev- 
ances with the ad
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Umbrella Tied to Standstill
An umbrella on the electrified third 
rail may have caused thousands of 
passengers to be stranded on the 
Lexington Avenue subway line dur
ing the Wednesday evening rush 
hour, transit official said.
The officials also said that the trains 
that were forced to stop in the inci
dent were ready to move after 31 
minutes, but a four-hour standstill 
resulted when passengers illegally 
climbed out of the subway cars and 
made their way out of the tunnel on 
the tracks. Officials had to leave 
power to the third rail, which sup
plies electricity to trains, shut off for 
hours for fear of electrocuting pas
sengers who might still be in the tun
nel.
Flushing’s Poet Laureate
Hal Sirowitz is emerging, unofficial
ly of course, as the poet laureate of 
Flushing, Queens. And he owes it all 
to his mother, who probably would 
not have approved.
Mr. Sirowitz* 47, is a performance 
artist who f o f the last 15 years has 
made his living as a special-educa
tion teacher at Public School 224. 
Now he writes of many things, but 
mostly of his mother, the quintessen
tial noodge. And while his poems are 
very New York and very Jewish, 
they have struck a more widely felt 
chord.
Through regular appearances at 
“poetry slam s’’ in places like the 
Nuyorican Poets Cafe in the East 
Village, on MTV and on the PBS se
ries “The United States of Poetry,” 
Mr. Sirowitz, as a self-styled ma
ma’s boy, has become something of 
a cult figure, “the mother poet’’ as 
he’s sometimes called.

Mayor Declines on Surcharge

Swingin’ on a Stalk
Children from Taft Elementary School in Washingtonville, N.Y., enjoj 
Liberty State Park in Jersey City yesterday.

CUNY Misused Fiscal 
To Cut Staff and Costs, Ji

By KAREN W. ARENSON
NEW YORK, May 2 — A State 

Supreme Court justice ruled today 
that City University of New York 
wrongly decided to lay off more than 
100 professors, close or merge de
partments and cut remedial aid last 
June by using emergency financial 
authority even after the budget was 
effectively balanced.

The justice, Alice Schlesinger,

solidation plan which had met with 
much criticism.

It was not clear whether the de
partments would be reopened and 
the professors retained. Nor is it 
clear how the decision might affect 
this year’s round of budget stringen
cies, if at all. The board declared a 
new financial emergency in March. 
Although that declaration was not 
addressed in today’s decision, Mr.

ltv now plans
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"Liberty, Responsibility, and the Question o f Environment" 
Foundation for Research on Economics and the Environment 

Program for Environmental Writers

Sponsored by The Liberty Fund 
June 29 -  July 2,1995

Gallatin Gateway Inn 
76304 Gallatin Road 

Bozeman, Montana 59715 
(406) 763-4672



\|C >̂»<a 1
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ild Birds Unlimited^
May 1995 News

by Je ff Pentel

/  O ften it begins in the even ing , just after sunset. It's late March, 
/n a y b e  early April, and w e've had a taste of spring w eather already... a 
few  days o f fifty or sixty d egrees, daffodils a foo t high, ev en  green  
grass. T hen  it c o m e s ... snow . Q uietly, all night long, the sn ow  falls, 
b ig  fat flakes piling up quickly, send ing  the world back into the dead  
of^vinter. B y m orning there is an yw h ere from 12  to 2 4  inches in 
tow n, tw ice that or m ore in the m ountains. A nd in the back yard/ 
there is a sp ectacle w e  on ly  w itness at th ese  times: a flock  of ros  ̂
finches larger than any flock that has co m e  to our feeder during fE

i year. A nd they don't com e into7 0 0 0  to 1 1 ,(
tow n every year ...th ey  alw ays co m e  d ow n  to the low er elevations  
of the m ountains, but I se e  them  on ly  w hen  w e get th ese  late winter 
snow storm s. It's to o  had I V&q charing Krp^fefa^^ith them.

rest o f the year, larger than the flocks o f B oh em ian  w axw ings that 
appear every w inter stripping m ountain  ash, chokecherry a"! id a p p le -  
trees o f their fruit. T h e finches h ave invaded  the yard 7 0 0  strong, 
crow ding every feeder, the deck, the p ow er lines, the trees and the  
ground. T h ey  politely struggle for room  at the feeders, not fighting 
but flying into, landing on  top  of and  walking over each  other. S o , 
out o f pity, I take a bucket and scatter sunflow er se ed  all over the  
yard. T hey  d escen d  from the trees and  the w ires ev en  before I am  
back to the h ou se , practically landing at m y feet, and  as several 
hundred birds all crack se ed  at o n ce  it sou n d s like rain, like raindrops 
hitting the street.

An hour later all the se ed  is g o n e  and  the birds are lined up on  the  
w ires and back in the trees, waiting, silent. I go  ou t and cover the  
ground again but this tim e I on ly  go  back to the deck. T he birds don't 
mind. T h ey  drop d ow n  a few  at a tim e, then  a d ozen  at a tim e, then  
the last hundred co m e d ow n  all at on ce . T h ey  land in front of m e, 
beh ind  m e, under m y feet. I hold  ou t se ed  in m y hands and they  
look  at m e strangely, h ead  cock ed  to the side like a dog's, as if I w er^
OK before but n ow  that I w ant to  get involved  I warrant s< 
attention. After a few  m inutes I am  accep ted  and  they readilu
into m y hands, ev en  w alk across m y lap going from o n e  h an g  to the V d ep dn 3”“o n in s e c t s  tor other reasons, specifically spiders.

fourl THjmmingbird nests are "glued" together with spider w e b /

Topefully the sn ow  is beh ind  us for the year, for the bluebirds, 
m eadow larks, tanagers and sw allow s are all back, andThey d ep en d  
heavily on  insects for their food. A nd in a w eek  oTTwo the  
hum m ingbirds will arrive, an ev en t m any of us look forward tm riore  

an^any other sp ec ies arrival. A round theJB ozgm an^treaw e se e  
primarflvjtwo species: the calliope and the rufous. .T he rufous is 
probably m ore com m on , and can b e  identified even  before it is in 
sight...it's w ings are the loudest, probably the only o n es you  can  

hear from a distance. A nd they u se them  a lot, chasing  
other hum m ingbirds, and ev en  large birds, aw ay from  

their feed ing  territory. If you  are fortunate enough  to  
have regular visitors at your hum m ingbird feeder* 
you  m ay notice h ow  o n e  hum m er, usually a rufous, 

will k eep  ev eryon e else  aw ay from the feeder, and  
m ay ev en  try to m onop olize tw o or three feeders. 

This a lso  happ en s around your garden, and  
in the w ild .. .since flowers are able to  

replenish their nectar every fif
teen  m inutes, they are definitely  

-ivodh HgfpndinrL

other. There in m y ow n  hands I get to  exam in e three o f tr 
variations o f rosy finch that <

T hough  w e  usually a sso c ia t i  
hum m ingbirds with drinking n ec- 

tar, they derive m ost o f their nourishm ent from insects. T hey also

V jw ith ou t this material their nesting su ccess g o es  w ay dm
in  M o n ta n a : gray  c a p p e c  

BP Pribilofs and  Hepburn's. A nd  
then  I get to  exp er ien ce o n e  of 

their fire drills. It seem s they can  
on ly  stay put as a flock for three 

m inutes or so , then  they  flush with 
a great rush o f w ind, circle the yard 
and  co m e right back d ow n  to eat. 
T he exp er ien ce  is unique. O n e bird 
gives the alarm call, they  p ass within 

inches o f m y head , their w ind m o v es  m y hair and  b low s sunflow er  
shells all over m y lap. I can't tell if they are really afraid, though, since  
they  co m e right back dow n. P erhaps it's on ly  to k eep  them  in 
practice for w h en  a predator sh ow s up. O n ce a m agpie cam e  
cruising low  into the yard from the neighbor's, unaw are w hat w as on  
the other side o f the fence. T he large m agpie sp o o k ed  the finches, 
launching them  into a cloud  w h en  it's haw k-sized  b o d y  appeared. 
But the m agpie w as m ore disturbed. At the sou n d  of w hoosh in g  
w ings and  the sight of the great flock that rose up from the ground, 
the m agpie stop p ed  in midair, ev en  flew  backw ards a few  feet, and  
left the yard faster than h e cam e in.

It's to o  bad ro sy  finches aren't regular visitors the rest o f the year. 
Their m ain habitat is high up in the m oun tains—w ay up high, trofft

le y  u se
- ihp spider w eb  to b on d  tog°thPr lirhnnr flow er petals
into a tiny nest n o  larger in diam eter than a silver dollar.

But ev en  before the nestbuilding there has to co m e courtship, 
and this is perhaps the m ost am azing part o f hummingbirds' 
behavior. T he m ale, in seek ing  to attract the fem ale, flies up to 10 0  
feet a b o v e  the ground, hovers m om entarily, then  zoom s toward the 
ground and arcs back up into the sky, m aking a whistling, hum m ing  
or buzzing sou n d  with its w ings or vo ice, right at the bottom  of the

Hummingbird Attraction Tip
W e have alw ays ad vocated  placing hum m ingbird feeders 

near a garden, since hum m ers are attracted to color, especially  
red, w h en  they  are looking for nectar. But that's only part of their 
d iet...w hat ab out the insects? ProvidingJ iveLfree-flvinp insects 
m ay seem  im possib le , but here's a go o d  w ay to d o  it. N ext tim e 
you  cut o p en  a w aterm elon, can taloupe, or similar fruit., leave a 
p iece  of the rind ou tside until the fruit flies gather. T hen m ove it 
to a sh ad ed  location  near your hum m ingbird feeder. H um m ers 
love  fruit flies, and  the b ugs will help get y our hum m ingbird 
fe e der n ojjcedL
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dive. I got to se e  a C osta's hum m ingbird d o  this \rvthe Arizona desert ^ W hen you  plan your landscaping for birds, k eep  in m ind the four
earlier this year, and it is sim ply am azing ... graceful, pow erful, poetic. 
And he d oes this just to im press th e  fem ale, not m e. I don't know  
w here s h e  w atches from, but it works. I know . A m y married m e  
strictly on  the merits of m y aerial display.

T he Costa's hum m ingbird u ses its v o ice  during the display, a 
very high-pitched whistle that rises as the bird falls and  falls as the  
bird rises. W hile in Arizona I visited the S on oran  D esert M useum  
w here there is a  hum m ingbird aviary, a huge screen ed  in p lace  
com plete with plants, spiders and  specially prepared food  w hich is 
changed  every cou p le o f hours. It a lso  has a ten  foot ceiling. W hile 
walking through there I m arveled  at the birds, w h o  ev en  n ested  and  
raised you ng  there. But then  I w itnessed  som eth ing  sad ...In  o n e  
spot a m ale Costa's sat on  a branch right up at the top, and it w as  
making its display so u n d .. .while perched. N o  doubt he dream ed  o f  
the sky, and of all the fem ales h e w ould  im press w ere he free.

T he food  w e put in our hum m ingbird feeders should  approxi
m ate that o f the flowers they drink from, w hich is 20%  to 30%  sugar. 
T he b est solution for u se  in a feeder is 1 part sugar and 4 parts 
water. A little m ore sugar can b e  used , but it will tend  to ferm ent 
m ore quickly. T o k eep  it from ferm enting to o  soon , boil the m ixture 
for tw o m inutes and let it coo l b efore you  put it in the feeder. S tore  
any leftover solution in the refrigerator. C hange the solution  every  
3  to 5  days, and clean the feeder with a brush if it gathers any m old. 
A nd rem em ber, no red coloring!

If you  n eed  g ood  reference m aterials, the b est gu ide to h um 
mingbird feeding/w atching is The Hummingbird Book  by D onald  & 
Lillian Stokes. A lso se e  Hummingbirds: Their Life and Behavior; 
Hummingbirds: Jewels in Flight; Dancers in the Garden; and A  
Hummingbird in my House, an am azing tale o f a pet hum mingbird. 
W e also just received  an spectacular n ew  v id eo  called Dances With 
Hummingbirds. It has the b est hum m ingbird footage w e've ever  
seen , including shots o f several S ou th  A m erican species.

Other bird sp ecies m ay co m e to a hum m ingbird feeder from tim e 
to time, but a regular visitor is the Bullock's Oriole, a fruit-loving bird 
about the size o f a robin, black and orange in color. T hey  are found  
in m oist areas with m ature trees, especially  a long rivers and streams. 
T hey build a nest that hangs like a sack  from the low er branches of 
a tree, and they love hum m ingbird nectar, so  m uch so  that there is 
a special feeder m ade just for them . Call us if you  w ould  like to know  
w here to find orioles.

Landscaping for Wildlife
W hen I first bought m y h o u se  in 1 9 8 0  I had a single tree in an  

otherw ise bare yard. T hen  the tree died. I had a cou p le of feeders  
on  posts, and got a few  birds w h o  took  shelter in the neighbors' trees. 
After a few  years I w ent dow n  to C ashm an  N ursery and started  
asking questions. I knew  nothing ex cep t that m y lot consisted  of 
rocky clay beneath  the sod . But over the next ten  years Jerry, Jan  
and the crew have helped  m e (Am y & m e since 19 9 1 ) transform a 
bare, w indsw ept lot into a pretty d ecen t bird habitat. I had ideas  
about w hat I w anted  to plant, but C ashm an's k now ledge of the  
clim ate, specific varieties o f plants and of m y soil help ed  us ch o o se  
the right plants for this lot. N ow  w e have a n ice co ton easter hed ge, 
willow, lilac, cherry, and d ogw ood  shrubs; poplar, p ine, chokecherry  
and ash trees; and a variety flowers. A nd birds. Our com bination  
of vegetation  has h elped  us attract birds that norm ally wouldn't 
sh ow  up in this neighborhood: b lack -h ead ed  grosbeaks, lazuli

tbuntings, W ilson's warblers, Clark's nutcrackers, ruby-crow ned  
kinglets and w estern tanagers. A nd 1 don't m ean  passingThrougtr; 
I m ean  taking advantage of the en vironm ent w e  have created.

basic requirem ents for success: food , water, shelter and p laces to  
nest. W hen  all four are presen t in your yard the birds will com e. 
Regarding the seco n d  elem en t, C ashm an's h elped  us build a 17 -foot  
p on d  last sum m er using supplies from our ow n  store. W e built it with 
a sm all waterfall for bathing, a d eep  area (2 feet) for w ater lilies, a 
shallow  area (8 inches) for w ater plants such  as iris, pickerel rush, 
mini cattails, sed g e  grasses, w ater m int and marsh marigold. T hen  
I w en t ou t and  gathered  critters...tadpoles, fish, several sp ec ies  o f  
w ater b u gs...an d  within just a  few  days w e  had dragonflies visiting 
the p on d  every afternoon. Later the tadp o les turned into frogs, the  
w ater bugs multiplied, and  n ow  every fall m igration w e  have  
warblers bathing on  the lily pads. This year I w ant to se e  a heron  
co m e d ow n  and  go  for goldfish!

For th ose  of y o u  w h o  w ou ld  like to add a p oo l or p o n d  to your  
habitat, w e  h ave the b ooks, the supplies and  the plants to  d o  it. 
W hether y o u  w ould  like a tem porary fountain or basin p o o l for your  
deck  or patio, or a g o o d  size p o n d  for your yard, we'll set you  up with  
the right parts and the right plants. A nd if y o u  w ould  like to special 
order custom  fountains or an extra large p on d  liner, w e  can handle  
it. C o m e  in and look  through our catalogs. W e have several sp ec ies  
of lilies and shallow  w ater plants ready to plant, as w ell as planting  
baskets, liquid plant food  and  slow -release plant fertilizer tablets.

Spring Birding Trips
In conjunction  with the S acajaw ea  A ud ub on  S ociety , here are the  
birding trips w e  have sch ed u led  for M ay and  June. All trips are 
guided  and are free of charge. We'll b e  happy to help  an y o n e  w h o  
w ould  like to d evelop  their birding skills, w hether by sight or by  
sound , and interested  children are w elcom e. U nless otherw ise  
n oted , all trips begin  at the M useum  of the R ockies at 6 :4 5  a,m . W e  
rent binoculars for $ 5  per day, and w e  supply a spotting scope.

May 6 Story Hills and  surrounding area. A pproxim ately tw o hours. 
O ne-m ile walk, downhill.

May 13 N ixon  G ulch near M anhattan. C elebration  o f International 
Migratory Bird D ay. T w o to three hours. E asy walk on  the road.

May 20 B ozem an  Fish H atchery. T w o hours. P ossib le  later trip to  
Brackett C reek and Flathead P ass R oad. Short walk around the  
hatchery trails, m ostly driving later.

May 27th S ourdou gh  C reek Trail. M orning Trip. O n e o f our 
favorites. Easy o n e  m ile walk.

June 3 H eadw aters S tate Park. H alf-day trip with return stops at 
the T hree Forks p on d s and the H eeb  R oad  w etland area. Very short 
walk at the park, n o  walking at the other stops.

June 10th Spring C reek R anch in the Paradise Valley. All day trip. | 
T w o m ile walk on  fairly level trails and road. M eet at M useum  at 
6 :1 5  for early birding along Trail C reek Road; 6r, for th ose  in the  
Paradise Valley, m eet at the Old S a lo o n  in Emigrant at 8 :30 . We'll 
go  from there to the ranch.

June 16-17 O vernight trip to N in ep ipe Wildlife R efuge an d 
N ational B ison  R ange north o f M issoula. We'll leave B ozem an  
Friday evening, ¿ a sy  walking. Call Jeff or A m y for details
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The Great Seal Principle
Lady Luck sm iles on the beginnings 
o f  institutions and organisms

by Stephen Jay Gould

Tennyson’s In M emoriam, published in 
1850, was surely the most popular of Vic
torian poems. The good queen herself re
marked to her poet laureate, following the 
death of her beloved husband, Prince Al
bert: “Next to the Bible, In M emoriam  is 
my comfort.” As a paradoxical and ulti
mate testimony of success, many lines be
came so popular, so much a part of every
day speech, that their relatively recent 
source was forgotten, and a false Shake
spearean or biblical origin often assumed. 
Be honest now; didn’t you think that 
Shakespeare wrote: “ ’Tis better to have 
loved and lost /  Than never to have loved 
at all.” (In M emoriam  also gave us, nearly 
a decade before Darwin’s book., the classic 
metaphor for natural selection: “Nature! 
red in tooth and claw.”) |

Alter loving ana losing, the most fam
ous misattributed line from In Memoriam  
must be: “He seems so near, and yet so 
far.” Such an excellent epitome for that 
constant and unwelcome companion of 
intellectual life: frustration. I may be fas
cinated by big questions—the origin of 
the universe, for example—but I am not 
frustrated because I expect no near or 
immediate solution. Frustration lies just 
beyond the finger tip—the solution that is 
almost palpable, but for one little, stub
born obstacle.

Scientific frustration takes two primary 
forms. In the usual, empirical variety, 
deeply desired data lie just beyond our 
reach. Remember that we looked at the 
moon for millennia but never knew the 
form of her back face (and couldn’t really 
develop a decent theory of origin and sub
sequent history without this information). 
So near (if we could only grab hold of the 
damned thing and turn it around)—and 
yet so far (a good quarter of a million

miles). One space probe and a camera 
resolved this frustration of the ages.

But another species of frustration arises 
from logical problems, and these some
times seem more intractable because solu
tions must come from inside our heads. 
Consider the classics, Zeno’s paradoxes, 
or the puzzles of our primers:

Brothers and sisters have I none
But that man’s father is my father’s son.

Again, the answers seem so close (after all, 
the arrow does move and Achilles does 
pass the tortoise), yet the structure of reso
lution eludes us.

Empirical frustrations are resolved by 
evidence; I don’t know that they present 
much of a general message beyond the 
obvious value of data ovep^asuistry l̂^bgi- 
cal frustrations have more to teach us be
cause solutions require a reorientation of 
mental habits (if only the minor realiza
tion that problems need not be viewed as 
external to their posers, and therefore “ob
jective”; the man in the old couplet is 
pointing to his own son).

The Great Seal on a U. S. dollar bill

The study of evolution is beset with 
frustrations, most of the empirical variety 
(inadequacy of the fossil record, our in
ability to track and document enough 
members of a population). But the profes
sion also features some persistent logical 
puzzles, most treated (and some resolved) 
by Darwin himself. Several take a similar 
form, roughly: “I can figure out why a 
particular feature is useful to an organism 
once it develops, but how could it arise in 
the first place.” I have treated one stand
ard form of this puzzle in several essays—  
the “10 percent of a wing|s problem, or 
how can wings evolve if tiny initial stages 
could confer no aerodynamic benefit? 
Darwin’s solution, now experimentally 
confirmed (see my essay of October 
1985), argues that initial stages func
tioned in a different manner (perhaps for 
thermoregulation in the case of incipient 
wings) and were later co-opted, when 
large enough, for current utility.

A related and equally thorny problem 
asks why a useful evolutionary trend can 
begin in the first place, and why one path
way is taken in a large potential field. The 
knee-jerk adaptationist answer, “because 
the evolved feature works so well (and 
must therefore, in some sense, have been 
prefavored as a solution),” simply will not 
do, for current utility and historical origin 
are entirely separate issues. (What, in na
ture, works better than a wing? and yet we 
all agree that benefit in flight did not initi
ate the trend.)

Darwin also thought about this issue 
and proposed a solution. (His argument 
includes a trio of important properties: it is 
interesting, probably correct, and largely 
unappreciated. Moreover, this past year’s 
evolutionary literature includes two fasci
nating examples—hence my choice of a
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If only for a moment, she defies gravity 
Her grace and form are flawless, a tribute to 

perseverance and tenacity
She is one of many amateur athletes who dedicate 

themselves not just to winning, for that is a short-term goal.
But to the challenge 
of competition which 
propels them  to be 
the best they can beg 
Today, tomorrow, 
for a lifetime.

Phillips Petroleum 
has been national 
sponsor of United 
States Diving since 
1979. And will 
continue to support 
this organization for 
many years to come. 

Because if our youths can take determination and 
achievement to this altitude, our hopes for the future 
are high indeed.

PHILLIPS PETROLEUM COMPANY fjji
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DUTCH OVEN PHEASANT 
OVER W ILD  RICE

rooster, is gaining

Rooster testicles

Harems may reach

is normal. Ro<
can service uptto'd 
"Kens. In May, lien^ 
eat 14 times more

^alcitm *^d^nore  
protein tfam roost- 

^^ers-eatfTheasants 
produce precocial 
chicks, so hens put 
more energy into 
their eggs than do |g  

"robins or doves. One 
egg uses 18 percent^ 
of her daily diet. 
Sperm remains 
viable within the 
hen for 11-42 days. 
Early May is the  
peak egg laying 
time. Nests have 10- 
12 eggs that are ^

Scott Larson, right, helped form  the Stevens County (Minn.) PF  
f Chapter in 1984, and has been its only habitat coordinator. A t left Is 
Ralph Huebner, also o f  the Steyens County Chapter.

I n Fall 1984, Scott Larson helped form the Stevens County 
HMinn.) Pheasants Forever Chapter. Since then, Scott has 
served as a leader of the chapter, and its only habitat coordi
nator. Under Scott’s direction, the Stevens County Chapter 

has worked hard with cooperators to plant more than 4,000 acres of 
long-term nesting cover for wildlife. Currently, Scott sits on a Min
nesota Department of Natural Resources oversight committee moni
toring state pheasant stamp expenditures. He also participates in 
church and school activities and is a volunteer instructor of advanced 
hunter education. Importantly to him B- and wildlife — he continues 
as an advocate for conservation and youth activities. .

Bob West, field trainer and con
sultant for Purina HiPro dog 
says, “Hunters are always aski 
questions like, "What is the lfest 
dog to use for grouse? pheasant? 
waterfowl?’ or ‘What makes the 
best hunting dog?’ Factors affecting 
breed selection include:

Type of  h u n t i n g :  If you plan to 
hunt waterfowl, you will need to  
hunt with a breed suited for

retrieving 
and cold- 
weather 
water 
work. Many 
upland bird 
hunters

prefer pointing dogs. Versatile 
breeds are multi-purpose gun dogs.

H u n t i n g  e n v i r o n m e n t :  Consider 
the environments in which you will 
mainly be hunting.

Weather: Very cold weather 
requires a dog with a dense coat 
and a layer of protective fat for 
cold weather.

Size  of  d o g :  I think the individual 
dog’s desire is more a factor than 
size.

D i s p o s i t i o n :  This is critical.
Home e n v i r o n m e n t :  Will the dog 

live inside or out?

2 pheasants, cut into serving pieces 
1/2 cup flour
Seasoned salt plus pepper (or alternatives)
1 stick ( I /4 lb.) butter
2 large onions, sliced 
1/2 cup grated Parmesan cheese
1 pound fresh mushrooms, sliced
2 cups chicken o r  pheasant stock, preferably home- l
made ;

Wash and dry the meat pieces. Dredge the pheasant • 
in the seasoned flour. i

In a large skillet, heat up butter. When the butter is • 
hot but not smoking, add the pheasant pieces in l 
batches. Don’t rush this process. Brown the pheasant • 
pieces all over. I

........... ...v w y - V ; « ^  33*
Transfer the pheasant 

pieces to a greased Dutch 
oven and arrange them in 
a single layer. Place a 
layer of onion slices over 
them. Place the cheese 
over the top layer of the pheasant-onion mix and 
cover with the fresh sliced mushrooms.

Pour 2 cups of chicken stock over the whole dish 
and bake at 350 degrees for about 60 minutes.

Stir and serve over wild rice.

This and  o ther recipes can be fo u n d  in S teve  
Grooms' new guide, uThe Complete Pheasant Cook
book," which can be ordered in the merchandise sec
tion o f  this magazine.

lySyJroj 
icks ha

alfalfa fields, 70 per
cent of the nests 
and 50 percent of 
thehensu 
destroyed by the"

Iswather. Waiting 5 
yto 7 days before 

owing allows 
nestsTorRatch. Peak

occurs the first two 
weeksjr fjiin e .

Ken Solomon 
PF Regional 

Wildlife Biologist
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Ohio Wildlife Division Joins PFfol Life

Ohio Sen. Ben Gaeth was presented a mourning dove sculpture fo r  
leading efforts to pass a dove-hunting bill in Ohio.

T he Ohio Division of 
Wildlife recently 
became the first state 
wildlife agency to 
join Pheasants Forever as a Life 

Member.
Agency chief Richard Pierce 

presented the $1,000 check at 
Pheasants Forever’s fourth state 
council meeting in February. 
Pierce said, “The Ohio Division 
of Wildlife is proud of the 
efforts of Pheasants Forever to 
provide wildlife habitat. Our 
commitment demonstrates that 
we value our partnership with 
PF, and we are both in this for 
the long haul.” Ohio PF chapters 
and the division have enjoyed an 
extremely successful relation
ship since the first PF chapter 
formed in 1987.

Cooperative projects have 
included the purchasing of seed 
cleaning equipment by the state 
council in return for free switch- 
grass seed from the division. To 
date, more than
24,000 pounds of 
switchgrass have 
been distributed 
to private
landownerBfor 
establishment of 
nesting habitat.
The division’s 
public wildlife 
areas also have 
benefited from 
PF National’s 
free seed pro
gram. In Eive 
years, the divi
sion has received 
more than
145,000 pounds 
of seed corn and
184,000 pounds 
of sorghum for 
establishment of 
annual food plots

A  gency chief Richard 
Pierce said, “The Ohio 
Division o f Wildlife is 

proud o f Pheasants 
Forever.

on public hunting areas.
Additionally, Pheasants For

ever National and Ohio PF 
chapters have contributed 
$7,000 to the division in the last 
year for restoration of wetlands, 
affecting more than 400 acres of 
public lands. At the past conven
tion, the state council committed 
$5,000 to the division to aid in 
the purchase of five grassland 
drills that will be utilized by the 
division to restore upland 
wildlife nesting acres through
out Ohio.

Chapters are also assisting in

a state research project by fund
ing $15,000 over three years to 
evaluate switchgrass as nesting 
habitat for ring-necked^pheas- 
ants and passerines. The divi| 
sion’s commitment to PF is 
another block in the foundation

of a joint venture that has been 
extremely beneficial to both par
ties and one that will continue to 
be built on in future years.

• • •
Ohio Sen. Ben Gaeth^R-Defi- 

ance, was presented a sculpture 
of a mourning dove during a 
yisit to the Wayne Crowe farm 
near Forest, Ohio, for a pheasant 
hunt. John Beall and Crowe pre
sented the sculpture in apprecia
tion of Gaeth’s successful efforts 
to place the dove on Ohib’B 
game bird list. Ohio was one of 
the few states where doves 
could not be hunted.

Beall is a Pheasants Forever 
regional wildlife biologist; 
Crowe is president of the Han
cock County PF Chapter. All 63 
acres of the Crowe farm are 
enrolled in the CRP program.

Sen. Gaeth has been an avid 
hunter, born and raised on a 
farm in Northwest Ohio.* He and 
an old hunting companion, Defi
ance County Commissioner Bob 
Switzer, managed to bag their 
limit of birds last fall one day on 
the Crowe farm.

The Ohio Division o f  Wildlife, led by ch ief Richard Pierce, jo ined PF as a Life M em
ber at P F ’s fourth Ohio state council meeting in February.
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Hope for the Botanica y
enaed

m r K/NK’,'r 'M
Steven Austad

I first realized that I was among the 
botanically challenged one raw spring d ay .  
while crossing Harvard Yard with a plant- 
enthusiast friend o f  mine. The wind was 
blasting the ancient elm  trees in the Yard, 
making seeds rain on the paved walkways 
below. There, scurrying students heed
lessly ground the seeds underfoot. “M y  
G od,” said m y friend in something be
tween real and m ock horror, “look at all 
the road k ills.”

To make that observation requires a cer
tain imagination— an imagination that I un
fortunately lack. But it does point out how a 
visceral appreciation o f plants requires an 
awareness o f fulfilled or squandered possi
bilities rather than the mere observation o f  
intrinsically dramatic events. Appreciation 
o f plants also presupposes an ability to 
com e unstuck in time, like Billy Pilgrim in 
Kurt V onnegut’s novel Slaughterhouse 
Five. After all, plants do little that w e can 
actually observe in everyday human time, 

"except perhaps attract animals tnat are 
more immediately rewarding to watch.

Nnf that plants don’t perform all the 
sam e b io log ica l n ecessities— voyaging,

That Aren't Animals and That Most People 
Think Ate BoringTHut the sen es is any- 
thing but boring and represents what I 
think is Attenborough’s best work so far. 
The medium o f film, with all its tricks o f  
time lapse,lllow  motion, stop motion, and 
animation, is ideal for dramatizing the su
perficially mundane. And Attenborough 
has used all these tricks to excellent effect. 
B esid es the expected , but spectacular,

The Private L ife of Plants: A  Natural 
History of Plant Behaviour, by David  
A tten b orou gh . Princeton U nif^rsity  
Press, $26.95; 320 pp., illus. This book  
accompanies a six-part television series, 
airing on TBS Superstation from October 
9 to 14.

mating, sacrificing, fighting, aging, manip
ulating, and deceiving— in as interesting a " 
fashion as animals. But they operate on a 

'~r=5nierent time scale, one m oie suited to, say, 
Weatnermg house pamt or people who drive 
ten miles per hour below the speed limit.

In principle, if  w e get the perverse thrill 
that most o f us do from seeing a lion evis
cerate a wildebeest, then w e might also find 
the spectacle o f a fungus eviscerating an 
oak thrilling— if  w e had a few  years to 
spend watching it happen. Alternatively, 
w e can view  David Attenborough’s new  
television series, The Private Life o f Plants, 
and let the camera speed up the eviscera

t i o n  to a rate that is indeed thrilling.
The series doesn’t only cover plants. It 

also covers fungi and algae and might more 
properly be titled The Private Life ofThings

tim e-la p se  sh ots o f  sprouting le a v e s /  
blooming flowers' and ripening fruit, w^ 
also see leaves dance and dodge as they tr 
to track spots o f sunlight fluttering across 
the rorest f lo o ro vine tendrils lasso ing  
twigs as neatly as any cowboy; and toad- 

“flax reaching high to tamp its seeds inside 
~castle wall crevices as precisely as a per
sn ick e ty  gardener.
— In addition to these cinematic tricks, 
“there is the usual incredible photography—  

the perspectives so difficult to get and so 
exquisite to perceive that any normal nature 
documentary would be built around one 
such sequence. Yet this Attenborough se
ries packs in many such shots: ants slipping 
into a pitcher plant’s throat, taken from be
neath the liquid inside the pitcher plant; the 
fate o f the seeds inside the chambers o f an 
ant colony; or close-ups o f a hummingbird 
so near and clear that w e can almost count 
the individual pollen grains on its beak.

Attenborough’s gift should not be misun
derstood as merely a talent for recognizing 
and arranging superior cinematography. He

also has a knack o f identifying especially 
Intriguing phenomena and knowing how to 
dramatize them. The usual suspects are 
here, o f course— the giant sequoia for its 
immense size, the bristlecone pine for its 
great age. But more typically, he dramatizes 
something less w ell appreciated, such as 
the remarkable ability o f  trees to draw 
groundwater up into their canopies. To do 
this, he mounts a fire truck’s ladder, rides it '  
up into the canopy, turns on the fire hose, 
and over the roar o f the truck’s pump, ex
plains how a tree performs the same task—  
silently.

The reason Attenborough’s cinematic 
narratives are so compelling is that he him- 
se lf is astounded" by what h e7s w ork in g^

“ With. He conveys this admiration superbly. 
m his book, winch is drawn from the series.
The opening lines set the tone: “Plants ca^  
see. They can count and communicate wim  P "

slightest touch and to estimate time with ex- j  
traordmary precision ” He hack»  up these 

gant claims almost immediately. B y  
the end o f the series, had he said that plants 
first discovered sym bolic logic, I might 
have believed him.

The bookA six chapters parallel the orga
nization o f the six one-hour shows, expand
ing on most topics, adding others, and in
cluding different examples and additional 
details. One thing the book cannot replicate 
is Attenborough p  wonderful camera per
sona— the unconscious and endearing  
nerdiness possessed by the best teachers.
He sprawls on the forest floor to look at the 
undersides o f leaves, squashes his face into 
the ground to point out a small flower, gives 
a stage sneeze to dramatize allergies to 
pollen, enthusiastically scoops up fresh el§- - < 
phant dung to show the acacia seeds em 
bedded in it. He even manages not to look  
tol§| nauseated  w h ile  eating a fresh ly  
hacked-open durian fruit, whose infamous 
aroma he has just described as like “an
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Tyrannosaurus in H ollyw ood I

Irèalized that one way to revive them  
existed in the cathode-ray tube in 
front o f me. It seem ed too simple, 

but if  the desired fantasy could becom e 
reality through the digital circuitry so 
popular today, w hy not try it. I,resolved  
to try to reproduce creatures that would  
appear to be alive through the 
application o f natural light to dinosaur 
replicas created in the analog world, 
adding m oistness to their skin, tension  
to their m uscles:»} that they would  
becom e the creatures o f  my youthful 
imaginings. To be honest, I Was looking 
forward to seeing these im ages more 
than anyone else,: ;

Tyrannosaurus in H ollyw ood II





About 1,500 words 
Revised August 3, 1992

Datus C. Proper 
1085 Hamilton Road 
Belgrade9 MT 59714 

(406) 388-3345

NED'S WAY

My old friend taught me 
how to hunt snipe

For a time I was moving around the continents so often that 
I would scarcely have known when I touched ground, except that 
there were always marshes near the airports, and in the marshes 
there were always snipe —  most widely distributed of the world's 
game birds. I was under the impression, therefore, that I knew 
something about the species even before my work took me to 
Ireland. There I met Ned Maguire in his home at the foot of the 
Wicklow Mountains. Ned had things to teach me. Snipe were a 
destination, for him, not a diversion. His was a boggy land, a 
state of wetness. What other nation would put a snipe on its 
coins? I think Ned saw the bird as a soul on wings, and the soul 
was Irish.

Ned was thin and fragile from his various operations. I 
realized after I knew him awhile that my hand wanted to touch his 
skull -- to remember its bony lines through my fingertips —  
though of course I did not do that. I wanted to learn the part of 
Ned that went beyond talking, beyond the smoky smell of his



Ned's Way Proper

vintage tweed jacket. He knew everything that mattered. He could 
gauge worthless dogs within seconds and good ones within minutes.
He could spot a fine old gun in the distance and tell me that the
man carrying the gun did not deserve it. He was not the fount of 
all knowledge, exactly, but he specialized in its best parts, the 
relics that had come down from other old men forever T; And it was 
Ned who showed me how snipe ought to be hunted.

We drove up into the hills, Ned's English setter with eyes 
burning bright, body quiet, tail thumping softly against the
seat. Midge lay still even when we pulled on our rubber boots and
put our guns together. Then Ned gave a low command and she was 
off through the bog, hunting upwind, white flash in the heather.

Too fast, I thought. She'll bounce every snipe off Calary 
Bog, But she didn't. She stopped all at once and lowered her body 
slowly, careful not to frighten the bird she had smelled. Setters 
were bred to drop like that, once upon a time, and Midge still 
had the knack. I would have rushed to her point, three hundred 
yards away, but Ned could not walk fast and I kept pace with him. 
Midge did not twitch. Her snipe flushed to my side, squeaked 
"Escape!", and did. I opened my gun, removed two empty shells 
while they were still hot, and stood there, rueful.

Ned told me why. I had failed to get my head down on the 
stock, he said. It's a problem that people have with snipe. (I 
was glad that he did not narrow the people down to, say, one 
impetuous Yankee greenhorn.) Snipe are the same color as their 
nnarshes, by no coincidence, and they fly off low so that you

2
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cannot get them silhouetted against the sky. You lift your head 
for a better look, and that makes you shoot high.

We worked through more of the bog, stepping from tussock to 
tussock, and Ned lamented the scarcity of snipe. There used to be 
multitudes, he said. I guessed that he was talking about the 
years before World War II, which were as far back as I could 
imagine, but Ned had in mind an older set of good old days. He 
told me of a priest who had hunted Calary Bog in the nineteenth 
century, followed by a horse-cart heavy with powder and shot. Ned 
showed me the book when we got back to his house. The priest had 
written that Saint Peter might chide him, when the time came, for 
not getting out snipe-shooting more often.

Before we left the bog, however, Ned and I did shoot snipe, 
plural. I missed one while it was still twisting and squeaking 
"'scape!", then dropped it with my second barrel. Midge brought 
the bird to Ned and he rested it on his hand, long beak hanging 
down. He lifted a small feather and plucked it. That's the one I 
wanted for tying a fly, he said. He told me to have a half-dozen 
Snipe-&-Purples ready for next spring, when the squalls would 
come and brown trout would start taking iron blue duns. I should 
use a Partridge hook in true size 16, Ned said, with a body of 
Pearsall's silk and a couple of turns of the snipe's feather.

I listened. The advice was practical, thrifty. It was also 
the core of a good life: bog, setter, gun, snipe, dinner, river, 
squall, mayflies, trout, another dinner. The loop opened and 
closed, opened and closed, all within Ned's scope. He could have

3
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sent off for fantasy feathers from a catalog, like me. Instead he 
tied real things together. He did not explain. He just kept me 
standing there in the heather, dark clouds drifting in, and 
showed me how the pieces fit one another.

Then Ned tucked the snipe into my game-pocket, slowly, and I 
put the feather in my billfold to remember.

Ned got the next snipe and then a duck from a tiny pond 
hidden in the heather. Midge pointed even the duck. Sometimes a 
snipe heard the setter coming and flushed before she got wind of 
it, but she felt bad about that. A hare scampered off and the 
little bitch braced to chase it, then looked back at Ned, who was 
frowning. Midge forgot about the hare.

I was relaxed when I moved up for the next point. Two snipe 
flushed but I concentrated on just one, lifting my gun slowly and 
squeezing the trigger when muzzles passed bird. It collapsed and 
there was still time to make the second shot count. I don't make 
doubles often on anything, let alone snipe.

"You didn't waste time rushing," Ned said.
I did not worry about finding the downed birds, either. If 

you don't have a sharp dog, you must not let yourself think of 
doubles. You must keep your eye on a tuft where the snipe tumbled 
and head for it, unwavering. Otherwise you lose your bird, which 
is a disgrace. We lost no birds with Midge.

A mist was drifting down from the clouds. I'd have called it 
rain but Ned ignored it, so I must have been wrong. We had 
flushed every snipe on Calary Bog, by then, and most of them had

4
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flown to other marshes far away. I thought we'd head for home but 
Ned told me to drive up the road. There was no point in asking 
for reasons because he was hard of hearing at any time and deaf 
when he wanted to be. We drove till Midge had been blown dry by 
my car's heater, and then Ned told me to turn off the paved road. 
We pulled in between a hawthorn hedge and a boggy brook. He 
started peering under the hedge for firewood, groaning a little 
when he bent down. I got the message and rustled up sticks.

Ned built a fire, a fine hot blazing fire, which seemed to 
me miraculous, considering that rain had been falling every day 
for the last century. Then I sneaked up on the brook, scared some 
tiny trout, and dipped water. Ned boiled it in an old black 
billy-can and dropped in a fistful of tea leaves. The tea was 
almost as black as the billy-can. We poured the steaming brew 
into tin mugs and diluted it with milk and drank it right down to 
the leaves, by which time I had perceived that the contents of 
the clouds were, in fact, no more than mist and edging toward 
sunshine.

Ned removed our birds from the game pockets and laid them on 
the grass, which was dark green with tiny flowers between the 
blades. We took turns recounting the last seconds of each snipe's 
life as if we had not seen it clearly already. We gave structure 
to our memories, and though we did not actually say that the 
birds deserved eulogies, we recalled them as individuals. Ned's 
was a jacksnipe, smaller than the rest* Mine were common snipe, 
exactly like the ones back home in America. (We do not have

5
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jacksnipe in America, though we use the term sometimes just for 
decoration.)

Mind you, Ned's is not the only way of hunting snipe. It is 
not even the most efficient method, unless you have an 
exceptional dog. But Ned's way is the one that changed my 
thinking. He's gone now, and I have not been back to Ireland, but 
I still pour cups of black tea from my billy-can, and I still 
offer toasts to bogs and dogs and birds and one skinny old 
Irishman.

I trust that St. Peter is writing all this down.
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-a-Kirettv view of theleij. “To some peopl
rorld. It’s  nasty apd things 
^sììhì s.JSvg^vone iL  affected

By CAROL KAESUK

SCIENTIST AT WORK

Geerat Vermeij

Davis, Calif.
Running his fingers across a shell, whether the 
rocky spire of a 400-million-year-old fossil or the 
glassy dome of a modern-day cowrie, Dr. Geerat 
Vermeij is quietly reading tales from the history 
of life. Examining the .shells'’ punctured armor, he 
sees every detail of their encounters with preda
tors and their close scrapes with death or final 
agony. Yet at the same time Dr. Vermeij sees 
nothing at all, because he is blind.

Born with glaucoma and never able to make 
out more than fuzzy shapes, Dr. Vermeij (pro
nounced Ver-MAY), a paleontologist whose col
leagues call him Gary, has been completely blind 
since the age of 3 and has never really seen a 
single creature, living or fossil. Yet by using his 
fingers to feel both the damage on shells as well 
as the girth and power of the claws and jaws that 
attack them, this professor at the University of 
California at Davis has found evidence of an 
ancient arms race. According to the histories 
recorded on these broken and mended fortresses, 
mollusks appear to have evolved ever more rug
ged armor to protect their delicate flesh just as 
their predators developed more vicious weapon
ry.

“Gary is a brilliant guy, an idea man, a synthe
sizer,“ said Dr. David Jablonski, a leading pale
ontologist at the University of Chicago. “It’s very

be tapped out in sheaves of Braille 
ords meant for the sighted can be writ- 

on a typewriter and the voice of a person 
reading can allow the perusal of anything ever 
written.

But it is the observation and exploration of the 
living world that would appear to be the most 
difficult hurdle for Dr. Vermeij. Instead, re
searchers say it is the greatest strength of this 
keen natural historian, who has worked in such 
¡places as Guam, Africa, New Zealand and Pana
ma and who at times has strayed far from his 
beloved shells to publish on such diverse topics as 
leaf shape and the evolution of birds.

amounts to a unique method 
natural world. When biologists disembark on new 
shores, it is largely their eyes that inform them. 
Life is what can be seen. But for Dr. Vermeij, life 
is what can be grasped, with hand or foot, and 
examined in every other way.

“I listen and smell and feel,“ said Dr. Vermeij* 
a man who would seem to like nothing better than 
for you to forget that he is blind and who strikes a 
triumphant note when recounting tales of explor
ing snake-filled swamps and wading neck-deep in 
oceans swimming with sharks and stingrays.

Continued on Page B8

From mollusks’ scars, he 
figures the winners and 
losers of ancient battles.

easy to think about how a predatory snail will 
catch a clam and kill it. But how does that play 
out over millions of years of ecological time? 
Gary is the guy who has really dug into that. His 
observations have swept the field and will still be 
cited 100 years from now. We should all be so 
lucky.“

Researchers say paleontologists have typically 
ignored ecological interactions like predation, 
many focusing instead on how large-scale, physi
cal factors like climate change shape life in the 
fossil record. Dr. Vermeij’s views have forced 
them to rethink the importance of animals in 
shaping each other’s evolutionary fates. Re
searchers say Dr. Vermeij-s findings are among 
the foundations of the emergjngiield o^paleoecol- 
ogy.

“It’s anything but the 
ture is nice and kino an

(enemies. Th^f is indeed IfTSrviewr
Wheri’meeting Dr. Vermeij, one is struck by a ft 

i airloSFspareness. Born in the Netherlands hnd 
raised in New Jersey, this thin, almost gaunt 48- 
year-old man holds a visitor’s attention with his 
quiet^voice and a direct if unseeing gaze. His 
office likewise has a spartan feel, filled only with 
papers and boxes of shells, leaving the visitor to 
wonder how it is that this man who cannot see can 
manage to be an evolutionary biologist, a teacher, 
the oHjtnr f|f Eizotofon-the field’s foremost jour- 
nal,^M acArthur Fellow, an obsessive shell col
lector, a world- traveled explorer and a field 
naturalist.

But within these walls, sight is entirely super
fluous. Data can be taken by touch. Voluminous

Photographs by Terrence McCarthy for The New York Times

Dr. Geerat Vermeij, w ho is blind, reads the embattled history of a snail in the dents and dam age to  
its shell. H is work has forced ecologists to consider the role predation plays in evolutionary fate.
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By PETER H. LEWIS

As with all truly great communi
cations tools, including the printing 
press, the television, the telephone 
and the personal computer, the In
ternet’s World Wide Web is both a 
dynamic information source and a 
prodigious productivity waster.

As an information engine, the Web 
has the potential to transform busi
ness, education and other aspects of 
daily life. As an entertainment 
source, it also has the potential to be 
a time-sucking black hole. It is a 
speed trap on the data superhigh
way, a Bermuda Triangle in the in
formation ocean, the junk food aisle 
in cyberspace’s digital supermarket.

And that is why more than a mil
lion people love the Web, It is always v 
fascinating, even when it is just plain 
weird. On a recent foray into the 
Web, a writer went looking for a 
technical document and, just by 
pointing and clicking on automated 
links to o|her documents, wound up 
with a treatise on how to cause 
grapes to explode in flames in a 
microwave oven.

The best way to cruise the World 
Wide Web is with a program callèd a 
Web browser. Just as there are

Stuart Goldenberg

many different types of word pro
cessing programs, there are many 
different browsers, each with its own 
strengths and weaknesses.

Characteristics of a good Web

browser include reliability, ease of 
installation and use, speedy display 
of graphics and formatted text and 
simple tools for navigating through 
Web addresses, which are called 
U.R.L.’s (universal resource loca
tions). Given that Web addresses 
often look as if they are written in 
Navajo, the ability to add favorite 
addresses to a one-button “hot list’’ 
cannot be overstated.

For example, the U.R.L. for the 
exploding-grape documentation is 
http://www.cbi.tamucc.edu/pmi- 
chaud/grape/.

• '
The first Web browsers could link 

and display text documents. Later 
generations added pictures and 
sounds to the documents. The newest 
generations of Web browsers include 
features that allow the user to send 
electronic mail, move seamlessly to 
other Internet services like ftp, go
pher and Usenet, fill out forms and 
conduct secure financial transac
tions electronically, paying the way 
for electronic commerce and multi- 
media junk mail.

The Web currently has an estimat
ed one million to two million users, 
but its potential is so great that all of 
the major personal computer oper
ating system makers and commer-
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resolution non-interlaced
• 1024x768 60HZ 
| .28mm dot pitch
• Energy Star compliant

• ,288m dot pitch 
* Energy Star compliant 

• Anti gtare/anti static coating

P R I N T E R  S

MULTIMED 
Panasonic
SPEAKERS
EAB 710P
• Super-Bass Enhancer 

system  with integrated 
sub-woofer

• Workspace-saving design
• Stackable to produce} 

room-filling audio 
for large audiences

Colorado Memory Svsifl
'Jumbo3 5 0 Internal V ' L « -  

Up to 9MB/min ^  159
backup speed
Connects to floppy controfler”
340MB capacity w/ data compression 
Fits in half height 3.5" and 5.25” bays 
Colorado backup f/ Dos/Win. Lite Soft 
Two year warranty

Tracker 350 External *309 
Jumbo 700 internal *259 
Tracker 700 External *409

IOME OFFICE PRODUCTS Jia
PANASONIC

KXF500..... 269.95
K X |700 .......014.95
KXF; 3000 .. .709.96 
KXF3100....879.95

PANAFAX PAX
PX350 Ink Jet plain p a^p r .............519.95
UF280M ...... CALL UF 321...........CALL
UF 322 ..........CALL UF 745user 1099.95
UF 755 Laser........ ............. .......1499.95

BROTHER PAX
Fax620.......249.95 Fax640.... ...CALL
820M.............CALL 820MC. .......CALL
720M..... ................. 318.95 * after rebate
¡80 Plain Paper............. .....CALL
500M........     CALL

2500ML Laser CALL 3500ML Laser.CALL

SHARP PAX M
F0145 .........239.95
F0245 paper 
cutter.........269.95(

F0334 (D ).................210
FÓ3400 Laser...... .....   799,95
FO3250 Laser....   909.95

CANON PAX
Fax 18.........214.95 FaxFP30.... 279.95
B140 Plain Paper........ ................ 549.95
B150 w/ ans. machine................ 649.95*
B160..........................  629.95*
* price reflects rebate

CANON COPIERS
PC310....... 269.95 PC 320........ 369.95
PC 325........449.95 PC 6RE .......669,95
PC770............................................. 949.95

Epson
Action Laser 150

Fast 6-page ppm speed 
300 x 300 dpi resolution 
Versatile, high-capacity 150 si 
14 resident fonts, 13 scalable 
1 MB memory 
2-year limited warranty

Panasonic
KX-P5400
• 4 ppm print sp
• 300 DPI • 2MB of RAM
• Adobe postscript level II 

and HP LJ IIP emulation
• 28 resident bit mapped fonts I P
• 17 resident scalable Adobe fontsp
« 100 sheet paper tray i

R P  « B »
• Extra sharp  printing in vivid co lor  at 360  dpi
• True 7 2 0  dpi reso lu tion  W I N  ^
• L atest co lor  tech n o lo g y  7 2 U ^
• 14  True Type sca la b le  fo n ts  f/Win ÜDOBf.
• S p ec ia lly  d e s ig n e d  printer so ftw are with  

e a s y -to -u se  m en u s  an d  u niq ue “quick  
r e le a s e ” p ro c e ss in g

• 360 DPI
• 20 True-Type foot!
• 100 sheet auto 

sheet feeder
• up to 15 enveloped
• 49K buffer

Canon .
BJC-4000 ^ s5 5 9
• 720x360 DPI 

with smoothing
• 5PPM
• 360X360 DPI color '  ___|
• Suports up to 16.7 million "colors
• Up to 100 letter size or 15 envelopes
• 2-year limited warranty

Hewlett 
Packard 
DeskJet 54C
• 600x300 dpi • 3 ppm
• Resolution enhancement technology
• Prints from postcard to legal size
• 14 TT scalable fonts f/Win
• Optional color cartridge available
• 8 built-in fonts f/Dos

Epson
Stylus 800+

• 360 dpi
»165 cps letter quality 

250 cps draft mode '
»100 sheet paper tray 
» 8 typefaces built-in; ^  ^  

incl. 4 scalable up to 32 poii

Call 212-633-6807 • CA License # 203491

cial online information services ’ 
soon include browsers as standal 
components of their software.

The OS/2 operating system comd 
with an optional Web Explprq 
browser, and Prodigy has just mao 
one available for its Windows sofl 
ware. America Online is demorf 
strating its Internetworks Wei 
browser to analysts this week. Ml 
crosoft plans to include a Mosaic 
based browser in Windows 95. NelJ 
com, one of the larger Internet serv 
ice providers, offers a browsel 
called Netcruiser. Browsers com ! 
with many books written about th  ̂
Web.

Internet users who have direct oJ 
dial-up connections to an Interneil 
Protocol (I.P.) computer — most] 
commonly through an account called 
SLIP or P.P.P. — can choose their] 
own browsers. More than a dozer 
are available now for Windows and 
Macintosh computers, and it seemd 
as if a new one arrives every week! 
Several browsers can be downloaded 
without charge from the Internet! 
which means it does not cost a lot tcT 
test several different ones.

•
The best-known browser is called 

Mosaic, originally developed at the 
University of Illinois’s National Cen-I 
ter for Supercomputer Applications 
(N C S A.). Versions of N.C.S.A. Mol 
saic are available for the Unix, Win-1 
dows and Macintosh operating sys*] 
terns (for information, send a blank 
E-mail message to orders {at} nc*| 
sa.uiuc.edu). N.C.S.A. Mosaic is 
good choice, but it has been eclipsed 
by several of its corn mercial o ff| 
spring.

The university has licensed Mosal 
ic to Spyglass Inc., a private compal 
ny, which has developed its own verl 
sion of Enhanced Mosaic and has iif 
turn licensed Mosaic to a variety o i 
other companies, including Micro! 
soft, I.B.M., Digital Equipment anq 
AT&T.

The latest version of Spyglass Enl 
hanced Mosaic, 2.0, is much fastef  
than the original and has some im | 
pressive features.

But Mosaic’s main challenger to! 
day is called Netscape Navigator! 
from Netscape Communications Incl 
Netscape Navigator is rapidly b el 
coming the browser of choice for] 
many Internauts because of its 
speed and reliability. Recent sur*| 
veys suggest it has already captured 
60 percent of the browser market, asj 
against 20 percent for Mosaic.

Netscape Navigator (for informal 
tion, send a blank e-mail m essage to! 
info {at} mcom.com) uses a variety! 
of tricks to accelerate the retrieval I 
and display of Web-based informa-l 
tion, which is important for people I 
who gain access to the Internet using I 
standard modems at speeds of 9,6001 
or 14,400 bits a second. It allows the! 
net-surfer to scroll through text on I 
an electronic page before the pic-" 
tures are fully downloaded, which |  
can save time.

People who have an indirect or! 
“shell’’ Internet account normally! 
cannot gain access td the Web. But a l 
new Windows shareware program! 
called Slipknot acts as a graphical! 
Web browser for people who do notf 
have a SLIP account. For informa-l 
tion, send a blank E-mail m essage to | 

imind.com.

http://www.cbi.tamucc.edu/pmi-chaud/grape/
http://www.cbi.tamucc.edu/pmi-chaud/grape/
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O f W riters, Fickle Fame and the E nem y W ithin

By MICHIKO KAKUTANI

not a credo/' some-

In her last book of essays, Cynthia 
3zick tried to set down a definition of 

gssav. she wrote, is^
“an experiment 

Thing "made ut_ ______  in response to an
excited imagination/' “a shortstory
told in the form of an argument or a 
history dr even (onceitt a very gre a t ' 
■while) an illumination/'

Certainly not  many writers are 
ble of creating such “bewitched 

contraptions/’ but lVfin Ozick 1ST 
among those happy few, as she dem
onstrates with customary passion, 
authority and grace in “Fame and 
Folly," her glittering new collection 
of essays, reviews and reminis
cences.

As the volume's title suggests, Ms. 
Ozick is concerned with both the 
external machinery of fame and the 
internal mechanisms of self-destruc
tion that shape the lives of artists. 
She argues that Trollope damaged 
his own reputation by revealing that 
he sat down daily at his writing table 
with his pocket watch before him, 
that his diligence left behind a 
(false) impression of shallowness 
and dull industry. She observes that 
the simple vagaries of life — wild 
and exotic loves, distracting travels, 
illness, loneliness and moral anguish 
— consigned her talented friend Al-

Julius Ozick/Alfred A. Knopf

FAME AND FOLLY 
Essays
By Cynthia Ozick
289 p a g e s .  A lf r e d  A . K n o p f. $26.

fred Chester to the suburbs of fame 
forever, deemed that paltry thing, a 
“minor voice,” a “neglected" writer. 
And she notes that the American 
Academy of Arts and Letters resist
ed modernity for years, refusing to 
admit to its shining pantheon such 
writers as T. S. Eliot, Ezra Pound, 
Marianne Moore, William Carlos 
Williams, Hart Crane and Wallace 
Stevens in the extraordinary literary 
decade that followed World War I.

Ms. Ozick is not interested in fame 
in and of itself, however. She is inter
ested in how changing cultural val
ues and changing artistic styles af
fect an artist's reputation. In a daz
zling essay called “T. S. Eliot at 101," 
which moves back and forth effort
lessly between the private world and 
the public, the personal and the em
blematic, she uses the poet's^career 
as an index oT modernismV^scent, 
efflorescence and gradual decline. 
Sne conjures up that vanished era 
when a poet could achieve the fame 
of a rock star (in 1956, 14,000 fans 
filled a football stadium to listen to 
Eliot lecture), that vanished world 
when modernism stood unchallenged 
inside and outside academe.

In documenting Eliot's (and mod
ernism’s) fall from grace, Ms. Ozick 
occasionally overstates her case. She 
argues, for instance, that by the ear
ly 1970's, only a few tenacious Eng
lish departments offered “a vestigial 
graduate seminar" in Eliot, when in 
fact there were public high schools 
(at least the one I attended) that 
encouraged students during that 
very period to memorize his poems.

Still, Ms. Ozick is eloquent in de
scribing how the cultural and social 
changes of the last few decades have 
affected our perception of Eliot’s po

ems and other-m odenttec^rks. “If 
it is true (fiat ‘The W astg iin tr could 
not be wmteirtodayhSecause it is too 
tame for the savagery we have since 
accumulated," she* writes, “there is 
also a more compelling truth: be
cause we seem content to live with
out contemplation of our formal be
ginnings, a poem like ‘The Waste 
Land,' mourning the loss of an inte
gral tradition, is for us inconceiv
able. For the modernists, the center 
notoriously did not hold; for us 
(whatever we are), there is no recol
lection of a center and nothing to 
miss, let alone mourn."

When it comes to tracing the 
imaginative transactions Eliot made 
between his life and art, Ms. Ozick 
proves an equally persuasive guide. 
Eschewing the formalist principles 
that Eliot himself embraced, she 
nimbly explores the connections be
tween his failed first marriage and
the aifffple nf-“ThP WagtP T and r ”

between the guilt he felt over the 
collapse of that marriage and the 
yearning for redemption found in po
ems like “Ash Wednesday."

In another powerful essay ( ‘ ‘ What 
Henry James Knew"), Ms. Ozick 
similarly uncovers the autobiograph
ical roots of the late shift in James's 
style. She argues that a series of

Today’s Television Highlights

hits — including the death of his 
"sister, Alice, the suicide of a close 
friend and the public humiliation he 
suffered when his play “Guy Dom- 
ville” opened to boos in 1895 — con
spired to make James look into the 
abyss of mortality and terror, lead- < 
ing to a darkening of his vision and 
an embrace of “a host of labyrin
thine depths and devices that have

An author who 
creates ‘bewitched 
contraptions.'

since been signally associated with 
literary modérnism:"

Although many of these observa
tions are hardly new — they are 
minutely grounded, after all, in Leon 
Edel’s magisterial reading of 
James's life —- Ms. Ozick uses her 
gifts as a novelist to dramatize both 
the facts and metaphysics of the 
Master’s lifeJ Indeed, it is Ms. Ozick 
the novelist ¡rather than Ms. Ozick 
the polemicist who is most visible in 
this volume. In her earlier collec
tions of essays, “Metaphor and 
Memory" (1989) and “Art and Ar-

z B3
dor" (1983), she returned again and 
again to favorite themes (like the 
perils of idol worship and the nu-1 
ances of language) ; in these pages, l 
she seem s more* content to elucidate 1 
the lives and works of other writers. 
Each essay, to be sure, shimmers 
with intelligence and idiosyncratic 
aperçus, but Ms. Ozick is less judg
mental, less dogmatic here than she 
has been in the past.

“Alfred Chester's Wig" is a won
derfully sad-funny-regretful memoir ] 
that conjures up the life of a college, 
friend who became Ms. Ozick's liter
ary rival and secret sharer, a man . 
who went on to earn a modicum of 
recognition before his life unraveled 
and he died at the age of 42. “Isaac 
Babel and the Identity Question" is a 
disturbing meditation on the curious 
life of the writer, a Russian Jew who 
threw his lot in with the Revolution " 
and rode with the Red Cossacks. And 
“Saul Bellow's Broadway" is both an ’ 
appreciation of “Seize the Day’’ and 
an elegiac valentine to the days, in 
Mr. Bellow’s words, when literature 
| ‘ was something you lived by,’ * 

“ something on which you formëd 
your life." In this volume, Ms. Ozick 
presents the reader with a fistful of > 
marvelous essays that live up to her 
own exacting standards of what an 
essay should be. In these pages, MS.- ? 
Ozick gives us history, argument 
and, yes, illumination.

A SK  A B O U T O U R  FAMILY P A H ” O F F E I
S ta rtin g  a t 4  t ic k e ts  
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Tony Nominations Are a ‘Rent’ Party4 WiNumcfuM!
1  » WW ' ‘ T *  t o  the big screen for

Paltrow is wonderf

"Exhilarating 
A nd , 

Unpredictable!
The biggest winners of the day 

were clearly the downtown hits 
moved uptown: *|Rent,” which won 
the Pulitzer Prize for drama last 
month, and garnered nominations in 
all four acting categories as well as 
for score, book, lighting, choreogra
phy and direction. “Noise, Funk” 
will go head to head with “Rent” in a 
total of eight categories.

Jonathan Larson, the composer 
and lyricist of “ Rent” who died in 
January at the age of 35, was nomi
nated posthumously for two prizes, 
best book and best original score.

The other major celebrants yes
terday were the producers of the two 
dark horse best-musical nominees.

“ I was amazed,” said Graciela 
Daniele, who directed and choreo
graphed “Chronicle.” “I really was. 
I couldn’t believe it. It’s quite a hope
ful sign actually, to realize there is a 
place for new, inventive theater.”

are concerned. “It’s a big problem,” 
said one, who refused to be named. 
Yesterday, those involved in plan
ning the Tony telecast, produced by 
the American Theater Wing and the 
League of American Theaters and 
Producers, began talks on whether 
musicals not nominated might still 
be included.

The nominations reflected the 
strength of the nonprofit, institution
al theater. Not only did all four best- 
musical candidates begin at not-for- 
profit theaters, but three of the four 
best-play nominees started at non
profit theaters outside New York. 
And Lincoln Center Theater is now a 
bona fide Broadway powerhouse, 
having earned 11 nominations yes
terday for the three productions it 
staged on Broadway this season: 
“Chronicle of a Death Foretold,” 
“ Racing Demon” and “A Delicate 
Balance.”

Continued From Page B1

since it was first presented in New 
York. As a result, the drama will vie 
for best play with August Wilson’s 
“Seven Guitars,’’ David Hare’s 
“Racing Demon” and Terrence 
McNally’s  “Master Class.”

The nominations for the 50th annu
al awards, which will be presented on 
June 2 at the Majestic theater and 
broadcast live on CBS, are unusual in 
that so many of the categories have 
highly competitive races. Although 
Zoe Caldwell (“Master Class”) and 
Ms. Andrews are widely seen as like
ly winners for best actress in a play 
and musical, respectively, virtually 
all the other acting categories are 
wide open. That is a reflection of the 
rich array of talent that arrived on 
Broadway, especially in the last 
month of the season.

For instance, many in the theater 
world said that depending on the 
whims of the 720 Tony voters, best 
actor in a musical is a contest any of 
the nominees could win. Besides Mr. 
Glover, the nominees are Nathan 
Lane of “A Funny Thing Happened 
on the Way to the Forum,” Adam 
Pascal of “Rent” and Lou Diamond 
Phillips of “The King and I.”

As always, however, there were 
complaints about omissions,* like the 
shutout for the New York Shake
speare Festival’s production of “The 
Tempest” (most"surprising, the fail
ure of its star, Patrick Stewart, to 
earn a nomination), Cherry Jones for 
“The Night of the Iguana,’*’ Frank

bostô P§Çe

Barbara
M f f i W l  HERSHIl

David
SCHWIMMER

Contenders for the Best on Broadwaypallbearer
pSaKSEBSL_____ W M  '  Ù

NOW PLAYING AT
Featured actor in a play 
James Gammon, “Buried Child”
Roger Robinson, '‘Seven Guitars”
Reg Rogers, “Holiday”
Ruben Santiago-Hudson, “Seven Gui

tars”
Featured actress in a play 
Viola Davis, “ Seven Guitars”
Audra McDonald, “M asterclass” 
Michele Shay, “Seven Guitars”
Lois Smith, “Buried Child”
Featured actor in a musical 
Wilson Jermaine Heredia, “Rent” 
Lewis J. Stadien, “A Funny Thing Hap-

By The Associated Press

These are the nominations for 
the 1996 Tony Awards, honoring 
the best of the Broadway season. 
Winners are to be announced on 
June 2 on CBS-TV.

Play
“Buried Child,” by Sam Shepard 
“Master Class,” by Terrence McNally 
“ Racing Demon,” by David Hare 
“Seven Guitars,” by August Wilson 
Musical 'orum1
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