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MIDNIGHT IN PARIS
Woody serves a movable
feast
Ebert Rating: ***½
By Roger Ebertrogerebert.com- May 25,
2011
This review contains
spoilers. Oh, yes, it does,
because I can't imagine a
way to review "Midnight in
Paris" without discussing the
delightful fantasy at the
heart of Woody Allen's new
comedy. The trailers don't give it away, but now the reviews from Cannes have appeared, and the cat is
pretty much out of the bag. If you're still reading, give yourself a fair chance to guess the secret by reading
through the list of character names in the credits: "Gert." Which resident of Paris does that make you think
of?
This film is sort of a daydream for American lit majors. It opens with a couple on holiday in Paris with her
parents. Gil (Owen Wilson) and Inez (Rachel McAdams) are officially in love, but maybe what Gil really
loves is Paris in the springtime. He's a hack screenwriter from Hollywood who still harbors the dream of
someday writing a good novel and joining the pantheon of American writers whose ghosts seem to linger in
the very air he breathes: Fitzgerald, Hemingway and the other legends of Paris in the 1920s.
He'd like to live in Paris. Inez would like to live in an upper-class American suburb, like her parents. He
evokes poetic associations with every cafe where Hemingway might once have had a Pernod, and she
likes to go shopping. One night, he wanders off by himself, gets lost, sits on some church steps, and as a
bell rings midnight, a big old Peugeot pulls up filled with revelers.
They invite him to join their party. They include Scott and Zelda Fitzgerald. Allen makes no attempt to
explain this magic. None is needed. Nor do we have to decide if what happens is real or imaginary. It
doesn't matter. Gil is swept along in their wake and finds himself plunged into the Jazz Age and all its
legends. His novel was going to be about a man who ran a nostalgia shop, and here he is in the time and
place he's most nostalgic for.
Some audience members might be especially charmed by "Midnight in Paris." They would be those familiar
with Fitzgerald, Hemingway, Gertrude Stein and Alice B. Toklas, and the artists who frequented Stein's
famous salon: Picasso, Dali, Cole Porter, Man Ray, Luis Bunuel and, yes, "Tom Eliot." Allen assumes
some familiarity with their generation, and some moviegoers will be mystified, because cultural literacy is
not often required at the movies anymore. Others will be as charmed as I was. Zelda is playfully daffy, Scott
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is in love with her and doomed by his love, and Hemingway speaks always in formal sentences of great
masculine portent.
Woody Allen must have had a great time writing this screenplay. Gil is of course the Woody character
(there's almost always one in an Allen film), and his fantasy is an enchanted wish-fulfillment. My favorite of
all the movie's time-lapse conversations may be the one Gil has with Bunuel. He gives him an idea for a
film: A group of guests sit down to dinner and after the meal is over, they mysteriously find themselves
unable to leave the house. "But why not?" Bunuel asks. "They just can't," Gil explains. Bunuel says it
doesn't make any sense to him. If the story idea and perhaps the name Bunuel don't ring a bell, that's a
scene that won't connect with you, but Allen seems aware that he's flirting with inside baseball, and tries to
make the movie charming even for someone who was texting all during high school.
Owen Wilson is a key to the movie's appeal. He makes Gil so sincere, so enthusiastic, about his hero
worship of the giants of the 1920s. He can't believe he's meeting these people, and they are so nice to him
— although at the time, of course, they didn't yet think of themselves as legends; they ran into ambitious
young writers like Gil night after night in Miss Stein's salon.
Another treasure in the film is Kathy Bates' performance. She is much as I would imagine Gertrude Stein:
an American, practical, no-nonsense, possessed with a nose for talent, kind, patient. She's something like
the Stein evoked by Hemingway in A Moveable Feast, his memoir of this period. She embodies the
authority that made her an icon.
Then there's Adriana (Marion Cotillard), who has already been the mistress of Braque and Modigliani, and
is now Picasso's lover, and may soon — be still, my heart! — fall in love with Gil. Compared to her previous
lovers, he embodies a winsome humility, as well he might. Meanwhile, life in the present continues, with
Gil's bride-to-be and future in-laws increasingly annoyed by his disappearances every night. And there's
another story involving a journey even further into the past, indicating that nostalgia can change its
ingredients at a movable feast.
This is Woody Allen's 41st film. He writes his films himself, and directs them with wit and grace. I consider
him a treasure of the cinema. Some people take him for granted, although "Midnight in Paris" reportedly
charmed even the jaded veterans of the Cannes press screenings. There is nothing to dislike about it.
Either you connect with it or not. I'm wearying of movies that are for "everybody" — which means, nobody
in particular. "Midnight in Paris" is for me, in particular, and that's just fine with moi.
Cast & Credits
Gil Owen Wilson
Inez Rachel McAdams
Gert Kathy Bates
Salvador Adrien Brody
Guide Carla Bruni
Adriana Marion Cotillard
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Entertainment
MOVIES

I just returned, but not fully recovered from Malick‘s ―The Tree of Life‖-another
spiritual masterpiece about life, death and infinity by the master movie maker
(The Thin Red Line, Days of Heaven, Badlands, et. al).
This was a movie that defies a concise description but is more like an event that
you‘ll want to experience slowly, absorbing over time, rather than a plot to be
analyzed and fully understood.

It‘s a memory of related experiences that you can i.d. personally but not
completely absorb all at once. As an example, my wife voiced a desire to see it
again like a great painting you could dwell on indefinitely! Between the movie
talking to God and vice versa, it defies translation except to reactivate your personal memories!
THE TREE OF LIFE
Ebert Rating: **** By Roger Ebert Jun 1, 2011
Terrence Malick's "The Tree of Life" is a film of vast ambition and deep humility, attempting no less than to
encompass all of existence and view it through the prism of a few infinitesimal lives. The only other film I've
seen with this boldness of vision is Kubrick's "2001: A Space Odyssey," and it lacked Malick's fierce
evocation of human feeling. There were once several directors who yearned to make no less than a
masterpiece, but now there are only a few. Malick has stayed true to that hope ever since his first feature in
1973.
I don't know when a film has connected more immediately with my own personal experience. In uncanny
ways, the central events of "The Tree of Life" reflect a time and place I lived in, and the boys in it are me. If
I set out to make an autobiographical film, and if I had Malick's gift, it would look so much like this. His
scenes portray a childhood in a town in the American midlands, where life flows in and out through open
windows. There is a father who maintains discipline and a mother who exudes forgiveness, and long
summer days of play and idleness and urgent unsaid questions about the meaning of things.
The three boys of the O'Brien family are browned by the sun, scuffed by play, disturbed by glimpses of
adult secrets, filled with a great urgency to grow up and discover who they are.I wrote earlier about the
many ways this film evoked my own memories of such time and place. About wide lawns. About a town that
somehow, in memory, is always seen with a wide-angle lens. About houses that are never locked. About
mothers looking out windows to check on their children. About the summer heat and ennui of church
services, and the unpredictable theater of the dinner table, and the troubling sounds of an argument
between parents, half-heard through an open window.
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Watching the film, I remembered Ray Bradbury's memory of a boy waking up to the sound of a Green
Machine outside his window — a hand-pushed lawnmower. Perhaps you grew up in a big city, with the
doors locked and everything air-conditioned. It doesn't matter. Most of us, unless we are unlucky, have
something of the same childhood, because we are protected by innocence and naivete.
As I mentioned the O'Brien family, I realized one detail the film has precisely right: The parents are named
Mr. O'Brien and Mrs. O'Brien. Yes. Because
the parents of other kids were never thought of
by their first names, and the first names of your
own parents were words used only by others.
Your parents were Mother and Father, and they
defined your reality, and you were open to their
emotions, both calming and alarming. And
young Jack O'Brien is growing, and someday
will become Mr. O'Brien, but will never seem to
himself as real as his father did.
Rarely does a film seem more obviously a
collaboration of love between a director and his
production designer, in this case, Jack Fisk. Fisk is about my age and was born and raised in Downstate
Illinois, and so of course knows that in the late '40s, tall aluminum drinking glasses were used for lemonade
and iced tea. He has all the other details right, too, but his design fits seamlessly into the lives of his
characters. What's uncanny is that Malick creates the O'Brien parents and their three boys without an
obvious plot: The movie captures the unplanned unfolding of summer days, and the overheard words of
people almost talking to themselves.
The film's portrait of everyday life, inspired by Malick's memories of his hometown of Waco, Texas, is
bounded by two immensities, one of space and time, and the other of spirituality. "The Tree of Life" has
awe-inspiring visuals suggesting the birth and expansion of the universe, the appearance of life on a
microscopic level and the evolution of species. This process leads to the present moment, and to all of us.
We were created in the Big Bang and over untold millions of years, molecules formed themselves into, well,
you and me.
And what comes after? In whispered words near the beginning, "nature" and "grace" are heard. We have
seen nature as it gives and takes away; one of the family's boys dies. We also see how it works with time,
as Jack O'Brien (Hunter McCracken) grows into a middle-aged man (Sean Penn). And what then? The
film's coda provides a vision of an afterlife, a desolate landscape on which quiet people solemnly recognize
and greet one another, and all is understood in the fullness of time.
Some reviews have said Mr. O'Brien (Brad Pitt, crew-cut, never more of a regular guy) is too strict as a
disciplinarian. I don't think so. He is doing what he thinks is right, as he was reared. Mrs. O'Brien (the
ethereal Jessica Chastain) is gentler and more understanding, but there is no indication she feels her
husband is cruel. Of course children resent discipline, and of course a kid might sometimes get whacked at
the dinner table circa 1950. But listen to an acute exchange of dialogue between Jack and his father. "I was
a little hard on you sometimes," Mr. Brien says, and Jack replies: "It's your house. You can do what you
want to." Jack is defending his father against himself. That's how you grow up. And it all happens in this
blink of a lifetime, surrounded by the realms of unimaginable time and space.
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MOVIE REVIEW | 'THE TREE OF LIFE'
Heaven, Texas and the Cosmic Whodunit
By A. O. Scott-New York Times-May 26, 2011
The Day of Judgment, prophesied for last weekend, has apparently
been postponed, but moviegoers eager for rapture can find
consolation — to say nothing of awe, amazement and grist for
endless argument — in ―The Tree of Life,‖ Terrence Malick‘s new
film, which contemplates human existence from the standpoint of
eternity. Recently showered with temporal glory at the Cannes Film
Festival, where it won the Palme d‘Or, this movie, Mr. Malick‘s fifth
feature in 38 years, folds eons of cosmic and terrestrial history into
less than two and a half hours. Its most provocative sequences
envision the origin of the universe, the development of life on earth
(including a few soulful dinosaurs) and then, more concisely and
less literally, the end of time, when the dead of all the ages shall
rise and walk around on a heavenly beach.
At the beginning and the conclusion — alpha and omega — we
gaze on a flickering flame that can only represent the creator. Not
Mr. Malick (who prefers to remain unseen in public) but the elusive deity whose presence in the world is
both the film‘s overt subject and the source of its deepest, most anxious mysteries. With disarming sincerity
and daunting formal sophistication ―The Tree of Life‖ ponders some of the hardest and most persistent
questions, the kind that leave adults speechless when children ask them. In this case a boy, in whispered
voice-over, speaks directly to God, whose responses are characteristically oblique, conveyed by the
rustling of wind in trees or the play of shadows on a bedroom wall. Where are you? the boy wants to know,
and lurking within this question is another: What am I doing here?
―Here‖ in this case is Waco, Tex., in the 1950s, a slice of earthly reality rendered in exquisite detail by the
production designer, Jack Fisk, and the cinematographer, Emmanuel Lubezki. Their evident devotion to Mr.
Malick‘s exacting, idiosyncratic vision — the care with which they help coax his ideas into vivid cinematic
reality — is in its way as moving as the images themselves, which flow and sway to equally sublime music.
(The score is by Alexandre Desplat. He holds his own in some pretty imposing company, including
Couperin, Brahms and Berlioz, part of whose great ―Requiem‖ underpins an ecstatic celestial climax.) The
sheer beauty of this film is almost overwhelming, but as with other works of religiously minded art, its
aesthetic glories are tethered to a humble and exalted purpose, which is to shine the light of the sacred on
secular reality.
Embedded in the passages of cosmology, microbiology and spiritual allegory is a story whose familiarity is
at least as important to the design of ―The Tree of Life‖ as the speculative flights that surround it. The world
of neatly trimmed lawns and decorous houses set back from shaded streets is one we instinctively feel we
know, just as we immediately recognize the family whose collective life occupies the central 90 minutes or
so of the film.
The particulars of these people — Mr. and Mrs. O‘Brien and their three sons — and of the place they
inhabit are drawn from Mr. Malick‘s own biography, but they also have an almost archetypal cultural
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resonance. This is small-town America in the ‘50s: Dad‘s crew cut, Mom‘s apron, the kids playing kick the
can in the summer dusk.
To some extent this tableau — words can hardly do justice to the honeyed sunlight streaming through
kitchen windows and refracted through the spray of garden hoses, or to the loose-limbed rhythms of
children at play — offers an idealized glimpse of a lost Eden. But it would be a mistake simply to bask in (or
to sneer at) Mr. Malick‘s nostalgia for the vanished world of his Eisenhower-era childhood.
In his view, rooted in an idiosyncratic Christianity and also in the Romantic literary tradition, the loss of
innocence is not a singular event in history but rather an axiom of human experience, repeated in every
generation and in the consciousness of every individual. The miraculous paradox is that this universal
pattern repeats itself in circumstances that are always unique. And so this specific postwar coming-of-age
story, quietly astute in its assessment of the psychological dynamics of a nuclear family in the American
South at the dawn of the space age, is also an ode to childhood perception and an account of the
precipitous fall into knowledge that foretells childhood‘s end. It is like Wordsworth‘s ―Intimations of
Immortality‖ transported into the world of ―Leave It to Beaver,‖ an inadequate and perhaps absurd
formulation but one that I hope
conveys the full measure of my
astonishment and admiration.
The center of the film‘s universe —
Mr. Malick‘s eyes and ears and alter
ego — is Jack O‘Brien. We first meet
him, in the person of Sean Penn, as
a middle-aged architect who lives
amid gleaming skyscrapers and
clean, ultramodern surfaces and who
is haunted by the death, many years
earlier, of his younger brother. The
opening scenes take us briefly back to Jack‘s youth, acquainting us with his parents (Brad Pitt and Jessica
Chastain) and allowing their grief over the loss of their son to cast a shadow of tragedy over everything to
follow.
What follows most immediately is the creation of the universe, which arrives (no matter how many times
you have read about it) as something of a surprise. How did we get here? There is a scene in Spike Jonze
and Charlie Kaufman‘s ―Adaptation‖ in which Nicolas Cage‘s terminally blocked screenwriter, looking for a
place to begin a new script, is cast back to the origins of the universe, which after all is where every story
commences. Mr. Malick enacts a more earnest, grander version of the same insight, acknowledging the
expansive, regressive logic of simple curiosity. ―Where are you?‖ Jack asks, of his brother and God, and
the scale of his longing demands a cosmic response.
But that response will only make sense if it touches down, once again, in Jack‘s own experience. In a
lovely, surrealist touch, he is imagined emerging from an underwater house and swimming toward the
sunlight on the surface, and then he is an infant, cradled in his mother‘s arms. Before long a brother
arrives, and then another, and the world makes room for them.
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There are very few films I can think of that convey the changing interior weather of a child‘s mind with such
fidelity and sensitivity. Nor are there many that penetrate so deeply into the currents of feeling that bind and
separate the members of a family. So much is conveyed — about the tension and tenderness within the
O‘Brien marriage, about the frustrations that dent their happiness, about the volatility of the bonds between
siblings — but without any of the usual architecture of dramatic exposition. One shot flows into another,
whispered voice-over displaces dialogue, and an almost perfect domestic narrative takes shape, anchored
in three extraordinarily graceful performances: Mr. Pitt, Ms. Chastain and, above all, Hunter McCracken, a
first-timer who brings us inside young Jack‘s restless, itching skin.
―The Thin Red Line‖ (1998) and ―The New World‖ (2005) — films that heralded Mr. Malick‘s re-emergence
after two decades of silence — took established genres and well-known moments in American history and
turned their commonplaces into something new and strange. The Pacific theater in World War II and the
British colonization of North America (the war movie and the western, more or less) became unlikely but
curiously persuasive settings for meditations on the human connection to and estrangement from the
natural world. ―The Tree of Life‖ does something similar in a more intimate, less self-consciously epic
register, staking out well-traveled territory and excavating primal, eternal meanings.
This movie stands stubbornly alone, and yet in part by virtue of its defiant peculiarity it shows a clear
kinship with other eccentric, permanent works of the American imagination, in which sober consideration of
life on this continent is yoked to transcendental, even prophetic ambition. More than any other active
filmmaker Mr. Malick belongs in the visionary company of homegrown romantics like Herman Melville, Walt
Whitman, Hart Crane and James Agee. The definitive writings of these authors did not sit comfortably or
find universal favor in their own time. They can still seem ungainly, unfinished, lacking polish and
perfection. This is precisely what makes them alive and exciting: ―Moby-Dick,‖ ―Leaves of Grass,‖ ―The
Bridge‖ and ―A Death in the Family‖ lean perpetually into the future, pushing their readers forward toward a
new horizon of understanding.
To watch ―The Tree of Life‖ is, in
analogous fashion, to participate in its
making. And any criticism will
therefore have to be provisional. Mr.
Malick might have been well advised
to leave out the dinosaurs and the trip
to the afterlife and given us a delicate
chronicle of a young man‘s struggle
with his father and himself, set
against a backdrop of rapid social
change. And perhaps Melville should
have suppressed his philosophizing
impulses and written a lively tale of a
whaling voyage.
But the imagination lives by risk, including the risk of incomprehension. Do all the parts of ―The Tree of Life‖
cohere? Does it all make sense? I can‘t say that it does. I suspect, though, that sometime between now
and Judgment Day it will.
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Movie review: 'The Tree oife'
By Kenneth Turan, Los Angeles Times Film Critic- May 26, 2011
Writer-director Terrence Malick's new film takes on some of mankind's biggest quandaries, but his opaque,
distancing filmmaking style makes it difficult for audiences to stay with him.
"The Tree of Life" introduces a character pondering the meaning of existence as he searches for the
answers to the universe's most perplexing questions. Undeniably impressive, it's a film that will have
viewers posing questions as well, just not the
ones its director may have intended.

the case here.

For what Terrence Malick's complex,
extraordinarily ambitious and years-in-themaking new feature unintentionally does is
makes people ask what they want out of
cinema. Are you looking for serious
philosophizing, fluid filmmaking and stunning
images? Or are satisfying drama and deep
emotional connection what draws you in?
Ideally you would have both, but that is not

"Tree of Life," which won the Palme d'Or at Cannes, turns out to have the defects of its considerable
virtues. Written and directed by Malick, it's a kind of ultimate American art film, a prolonged meditation on
significant issues that is light on conventional narration and dialogue and heavy on voice-over appeals to a
higher power. The story opens with a confrontational quote from the Book of Job ("Where were you when I
laid the foundations of the Earth?") and is frequently punctuated by lines like "Who are we to you?" and
"Always you are calling me."
This colloquy has the advantage of being accompanied by a carefully selected, largely choral soundtrack
(snatches of Bach, Couperin, Mozart, Mahler, Smetana, Gorecki, Respighi, Holst and others) and images
of extraordinary beauty luminously photographed by the four-time Oscar-nominated cinematographer
Emmanuel Lubezki. "Tree of Life" is rife with surpassing visuals, whether it be natural phenomena like fiery
volcanoes and raging waters or cosmological shots worked on in collaboration with effects supervisor Dan
Glass and consultant Douglas Trumbull.
But the truth is, unless someone tells you that you are watching, for instance, what is supposed to be the
formation of the universe or the day in the distant future when the sun becomes a white dwarf, there is no
way to know exactly what you are seeing. It is, unfortunately, characteristic of this meditative and elliptical
film that it is simply not possible for rank-and-file viewers to know as much about it as Malick does. It's hard
to think of another film made on this scale that is as private and personal as "Tree of Life" feels.
If this is true of the film's astral projections, it is equally so when it comes to its dramatic sections. These
star Brad Pitt and Jessica Chastain as parents to three preteen boys in Waco, Texas, in the 1950s. The
oldest, Jack, grows up to be an architect (played by Sean Penn) who appears surprisingly briefly and
always in the context of struggling with God, his parents and the death of his brother R.L., an event that
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starts the film's drama.
Even if you don't know that Malick grew up in Texas, it is difficult not to watch these sections, shot in the
Austin suburb of Smithville, without feeling that this is in part a memory piece. The filmmaker seems to see
and feel things in these images and situations (for instance, the shaved back of one brother's head) that we
do not.
The voice-over that sets the tone for the family story deals with the notion that there are "two ways through
life, the way of nature and the way of grace," the former represented by Jack's father, the latter by his
mother. "Nature is willful, it only wants to please itself, to have its own way." Grace, on the other hand, "is
smiling through all things," believing "the only way to be happy is to love." It concludes with a melancholic,
"Father, mother, always you wrestle inside me."
Though it took the production a year of looking at more than 10,000 boys before selecting the three nonprofessionals (Hunter McCracken, Laramie Eppler and Tye Sheridan) to play the brothers, the heavy lifting
in this section is done by Pitt and Chastain.
Pitt, in one of his most effective performances, plays the father as a bull-necked disciplinarian who believes
"it takes fierce will to get ahead in this world." He is a frustrated, aggrieved man who loves his family but
sometimes allows his powerful temper to get the best of him. For her part, Chastain, a lovely and gifted
young actress, beautifully handles what is an almost wordless portrayal of nurturing love.
While "Tree of Life" is observational in tone and doesn't have a plot in a conventional sense, much of what
story it has features the three rambunctious boys, especially Jack, fighting against their authoritarian dad.
Though heartfelt and well-acted — and with impeccable production design by Jack Fisk — this is quite a
familiar story ("East of Eden" comes immediately to mind), and the director's opaque, distancing style
almost ensures that it will be less involving than it wants to be.
Malick's intention is to use style and skill to imbue the ordinary with significance, to elevate this small-scale,
single-family drama by interweaving it with cosmic preoccupations and the older Jack's soul-searching.
While Malick's great ability holds us for a time, it is finally not enough to compensate for a lack of dramatic
involvement — those eschatological quandaries tend to overwhelm the story.
"The Tree of Life," its enormous advantages notwithstanding, ends up a film that demands to be admired
but cannot be easily embraced.
Terence Malick File
Writer (12 titles)
2012Untitled Terrence Malick Project(written by) (post-production)
2011The Tree of Life(written by)
2005The New World(written by)
2002Bear's Kiss(screenplay - uncredited)
1998The Thin Red Line(screenplay)
1978Days of Heaven(written by)
1974The Gravy Train(as David Whitney)
1973Badlands(written by)
1972Pocket Money(screenplay / as Terry Malick)
1972Deadhead Miles(written by)
1971Drive, He Said(uncredited)
1969Lanton Miles (short) (writer)
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„THE GOOD WIFE‟ AND ITS WOMEN
By Jan Hoffman-New York Times-May 1, 2011

If devotees of ―The Good Wife‖ on CBS scrutinize the elegant, soothing Chicago apartment of Alicia
Florrick, they can spot a subtle but symbolic motif: the butterfly.
True, subtext is easier to parse when you‘re touring the show‘s sets in Greenpoint, Brooklyn. That‘s when
you notice the living room coasters with butterfly designs, the butterfly in plexiglass on a bathroom shelf
and the butterfly wings, framed and mounted, on the bathroom wall.
They imply fragility but also freedom, just like Alicia, who for two seasons has been testing her workingmother wings as a lawyer in the wake of her husband‘s Spitzer-like fall. Certainly this prime-time drama
pays homage to the legal procedural. But it is also a heightened exploration of how several generations of
fully realized female characters clamber for control and identity in the dense, slippery politics of home and
office.
As these women move from moral absolutes toward gray zones of pragmatic compromise with humor,
erotic longing and vulnerabilities, they have been mesmerizing about 13.6 million viewers per episode, 65
percent of them women, and have been a time-period winner for viewers ages 25 to 54, according to
Nielsen Media Research. Across the Internet, comments analyze their motives, options and work clothes.
(This season Alicia‘s office wear has become more beautifully tailored, colorful and expensive, said Daniel
Lawson, the costume designer, to express her growing confidence and income.) But in a pivotal episode
last month, Alicia (Julianna Margulies) was sucker-punched.
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Just before election day, with her husband running for state‘s attorney, she told an interviewer that she had
forgiven his philandering and affirmed her passion for work as well as family. On election eve, wearing a
bold red sheath, she accepted congratulations for swaying voters.
Then she learned that her husband had slept with her best friend from the office. So whose betrayal is
worse: husband‘s or friend‘s?
The water-cooler question is put to Michelle King, a creator of ―The Good Wife,‖ who was in town from Los
Angeles to fine-tune the season finale. Ms. King‘s instincts shape the women of ―The Good Wife.‖ She
helps determine each character‘s arc, edits scripts and approves
character-illuminating details of décor, costume and hairstyle.
―For me, it would be the husband,‖ she said, referring to Robert King, to
whom she‘s been married since 1987 and who is the show‘s other
creator. ―But for Alicia? It reopens a wound with him. But the friend‘s
betrayal is awful and different. And Alicia doesn‘t have a lot of friends. It
strikes Alicia at the most enjoyable part of her new life: her work. So it‘s
right in her face. She‘s questioning herself: Why did I not see this?‖
(Viewers: Tuesday night, Alicia‘s red sheath will vibrate with her rage,
and then she‘ll temporarily retreat to neutral tones.)
―But arguing about that is half the fun,‖ said Ms. King, who has the soft,
reserved manner of her well-bred heroine, yet wears a black leather
jacket, short skirt, and stiletto boots that recall the show‘s betraying
friend, Kalinda (Archie Panjabi).
Like many prime-time dramas featuring women, ―The Good Wife‖ looks at power in terms of sexuality and
romantic relationships. ―But there are a lot of other layers, ‖ said Amanda D. Lotz, the author of the book
―Redesigning Women: Television After the Network Era.‖ ―The show keeps asking: At the end of these
women‘s lives, what will success mean to each of them?‖
These women could have followed stereotype. They include Jackie (Mary Beth Peil), the blueblood motherin-law, who derives power vicariously through her marriage to a judge and by furthering her son‘s ambition;
Diane (Christine Baranski), a single, childless second-wave feminist who is the firm‘s managing partner; the
enigmatic investigator Kalinda, in her mid-30s, whose moral compass and sexual appetite keep viewers‘
heads spinning (―She‘s the most masculine fantasy figure and she‘s probably mostly from me,‖ remarked
Mr. King, who is directing the finale); Alicia, the 40-ish heroine, a working mother; and Grace (Makenzie
Vega) her naïve, idealistic 14-year-old daughter.
Watching each of them wander off script, so to speak, is indeed at least half the fun. The Kings were
interested in watching how women from different generations would interact. ―There‘s a natural tension
between Diane and Alicia, who took a long hiatus from work for her family and kids,‖ Ms. King said.
―We could have made Diane a bitch but we respected her too much for that,‖ she added. ―It‘s a cliché about
women not being generous to each other. Alicia did become a better lawyer and Diane did see that.‖
Decorative details at the show‘s law firm, Lockhart & Gardner, highlight divisions of status and generation.
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The set decorator, Beth Kushnick, crammed the office of Alicia, a lowly associate, with boxes of legal
papers, a computer, children‘s photos. None of her no-good husband.
Outside Diane‘s corner-window office can be glimpsed a bust of Athena. The Kings gave Ms. Kushnick a
prompt: ―Law is a blood sport.‖ Diane‘s accessories are shades of red. She concedes nothing to the boys.
A small sculpture is a phallic obelisk; a bottle of Scotch is tucked in a cabinet. Her desk has no clutter, no
computer. That‘s what assistants are for. In her only office photo, Diane poses with Hillary Rodham Clinton.
But she‘s not to be pitied. Diane‘s dance card always seems filled, this season by a cowboy-type with
whom she has a delicious affair. Yet when he asks her to go away with him, she throws him a rueful kiss.
Then, with radiant ownership, she strides into her conference room,
announcing to waiting partners, ―I‘m here.‖
Another surprise turn is Jackie Florrick, Alicia‘s mother-in-law. ―Jackie is a
little misogynistic, a little bit racist, a little bit of an anti-Semite,‖ said Ms.
King, 48, who is Jewish. ―Yet she has a funny kind of courage and strength.
For her, a little denial and a good tube of lipstick will get her far.‖
Initially Ms. King, like Alicia, seems difficult to read, with that quiet,
contemplative gaze. In interviews with her and her husband, a verbal
pyrotechnics kind of a guy, she has sat shyly at his side, eerily reminiscent
of the fictional woman she has been slowly untethering. But to Brooke
Kennedy, the New York-based executive producer, ―Michelle has Alicia‘s
poise, Diane‘s confidence and Kalinda‘s cunning.‖
And her husband‘s puckish observation? ―Michelle has a dirty mind for what we can get away with on
network television,‖ Mr. King said. ―The sexual forthrightness on the show is all her.‖
When prodded, Ms. King acknowledges that she does access her ―inner Diane‖ during negotiations. But
her biggest influence, she believes, are in the nuanced scenes about parenting. The Kings have an 11year-old daughter with whom they eat dinner most nights, even if it‘s pizza on the office floor.
Alicia ―does make parenting mistakes and her kids will stumble,‖ Ms. King said. ―But she is not afraid to say
no and set limits. Yet she always looks for creative solutions.‖
A hypothetical: If Alicia Florrick‘s husband hadn‘t gone to prison, would she have remained at home?
―If Alicia didn‘t have to work,‖ Ms. King said, ―it wouldn‘t have occurred to her. She was contentedly going
about. The tragedy with her husband was what allowed her to realize herself.‖
During a break, Ms. Margulies continued that observation. Alicia exemplifies how women over 40 can stop
being people-pleasers and start hearing their own voices, said Ms. Margulies, 44.
During the earlier episode, when an interviewer asks whether she would run for office, ―It takes Alicia
aback,‖ Ms. Margulies said. ―She‘s never thought about being a candidate. But she‘d been conditioned to
think that way.‖
Ms. Margulies slips into that famous luminous smile. ― ‗But wait a minute,‘ she could be thinking: ‗Who am
I? Maybe I should take a chance.‘ ‖
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NO CURBING THIS COMEDY
By Dorothy Rabinowitz-July 8, 2011-Wall Street Journal

HBO
Above, Larry David as Larry David and Jeff Garlin as Jeff Greene in 'Curb Your Enthusiasm.'
In its eighth season, its fans should be pleased to know, Larry David's "Curb Your Enthusiasm" shows no
signs of slowing down, no tempering of its dour vision. His world is still peopled with pests, nudniks with
impossible demands—people like himself, only less outrageous. Just a few of the season's new episodes
have been made available for preview—enough to reveal a heightened ambition and a reach for complexity
that exceeds any the series has shown before. Mr. David's adventures feel at once more delectable and
more exhausting, as each situation he gets himself into reaches a fevered climax that rolls over into
another situation leading to a climax even more fevered.
Longtime viewers of the series may by now have developed a protective hide enabling them to stay
comfortable during Mr. David's frequent forays to the edge. They'll find it useful with episodes like this
season's third, "The Palestinian Chicken." The title would seem to tell it all, but it doesn't.
The real need for that comforting hide isn't Larry's and friend (and manager) Jeff's discovery of a
Palestinian-owned chicken joint whose food is so delicious they want to pig out there for the rest of their
lives: a place run by managers and patronized by diners who want to kill all Jews, as Larry notes while
gnawing happily away at the chicken.
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It's not even that another branch of this restaurant chain is about to open next to a revered kosher
delicatessen. This threat galvanizes outraged Los Angeles Jews to mount a protest, while Palestinians and
other supporters of the chicken restaurant hold an equally vociferous demonstration across the street. It's a
clever scene, a sea of shouting demonstrators waving placards with comically bitter slogans, but no one
laughing will be doing so unaware of the still raw history to which it refers. This comedy is meant to evoke
memories of the recent battle over the plans for a towering new Islamic Center and mosque to be built
close to the site of the World Trade Center destroyed in the terror attack of 9/11.
No protective hide needed for any of that either, as it turns out—Mr. David keeps the tone light. You will
begin to feel a longing for one, though, when Larry and a Palestinian woman he meets in the chicken
restaurant—a militant, to put it mildly—embark on a sexual encounter distinguished by shouts and
exhortations seldom heard in bedrooms. A
long, long session. In forays to the edge like
this by Mr. David, the best moment tends to
be the same every time—the one that
signals the scene's end.
The new season finds Mr. David and
company moved to New York after the first
few shows—the perfect backdrop for one of
the series' dazzling episodes. It says enough
about this half hour that it manages to bring
together a cast of characters that includes
former Red Sox first baseman Bill Buckner,
who let a grounder dribble through his legs
in Game 7 of the hallowed 1986 World
Series between Boston and the New York
Mets—a stumble that cost the Red Sox the
series; Mookie Wilson, who hit that grounder
and drove the winning run in for the Mets;
Mr. David; his manager, Jeff (played by Jeff
Garlin); and Jeff's redoubtable terror of a
wife, played by the wonderful Susie Essman.
Then there are the nine Upper West Side
Jews in need of a 10th man for a minyan—
the quorum required in prayer services for
the dead. Larry, tapped for this duty, brings
Bill Buckner. Don't ask. And the minyan or,
as it turns out, the non-minyan is nothing
compared to the scene that follows.
Every season of "Curb Your Enthusiasm"
has been a testament to Mr. David's
ingenious blend of high wit and low comedy. This one will be no exception.
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AN INTERVIEW WITH DAYTON ALLEN
"The only thing I lie about are things I speak about."
by Geo. Stewart
"Hello, Sickies. Vitamin Pill can now keep you strong enough
to visit your doctor. In the famous Melvin Soak test we tied a
rope around an every day ordinary man who had a severe
cold. We gave him a pill which we sort of invented and threw
him off the back of a boat. We pulled him from Africa to New
York. We went full speed and never stopped. But every 700
miles we threw him a towel to dry off. When we got to New
York, he still couldn't shake off that old cold. Something went
off with the pill. Science has now found that by a simple
injection with a needle we can now make a tiny little hole in
the skin. A woman how had a nice full grown heavy beard
asked me if it could be hormones. I told her "no, it was just
hair." I went on to comfort her. I said 'It's nothing to be a
shamed of. There are many with beards like yours who have
gone on to be famous, wealthy, MEN.' Yes, a sick body on a
living person can make you feel really rotten."
That's a typically surreal bit as written and performed by
Dayton Allen on The Steve Allen show back in the early
1960s. Often, when confronted with a perplexing question, Dayton would scrunch up his face
then bellow insolently "Why not?" which soon became his catch phrase. He looks a bit like a
cross between Groucho Marx and Cosmo Krammer with a mustache that, though real, looked
even more fake then Groucho's grease paint undergrowth. In the nascent days of television
Dayton was all over the tube doing kids show after kids show -- whether for kid kids or adult
kids. Today he lives in Hollywood -- Hollywood, Florida -- with his wife of over 40-some years,
Evi. When I called him up one day out of the blue, he had no idea who I was or what I wanted.
But that didn't stop him from going into a twenty minute monologue to which I was of very little
import:
Dayton Allen

DAYTON ALLEN: When you called I was expecting a phone call from the Bidawee Dog
Hospital. I sent my brother over earlier today to be cleaned. I wanted to have him spaded but the
doctors didn't know which end to work on.
>GEO: Hi. This is George Stewart. I host a radio show called Crazy College. And I was
wonder...
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DAYTON ALLEN: oooh! George Stewart! I've been waiting for your call, George. I put off
washing the dog.
>GEO: Why?
DAYTON ALLEN: I don't have one. So maybe I'll wash the neighbor and see if he'll finally
come clean. I could tell you stories that would keep you awake for several seconds.
>GEO: So when were you born and where?
DAYTON ALLEN: I was born near my mother at the time of my birth at Riverside Hospital in
New York in 1919. I really wasn't born, I was blasted. It seems like I've spend half my life
growing older. I like to tell people I was really born in Dayton, Ohio and that's how I got my
name. But I like to lie.
>GEO: So how did you get your first name?
DAYTON ALLEN: I got it from my mother... She had a friend who came from Dayton and they
were very wealthy people -- the husband had a job
-- so she named me Dayton.
>GEO: Good thing they didn't hail from Akron. So
what about your last name?
DAYTON ALLEN: It was French: “Bolke.” I have
a younger step brother named Bradley. You know,
my mothers still alive today. She just turned one
hundred.
>GEO: Well, give her my best. What was school
like?
DAYTON ALLEN: It was full of teachers, for one
thing. But I tried it for a few years until I graduated
from high school and then I went to the bathroom
to get rid of all that crap they had been filling me
with. When I graduated things weren't too good. It was during the depression when 10 cents
wasn't worth a plug nickel. So I went on the road with a Mohawk Indian named "Swift Eagle" as
part of the show for a guy who had a traveling picture business. He would show movies in state
institutions and such.
>GEO: This would have been in the Forties?
DAYTON ALLEN: I would have been but it wasn't. It was the mid Thirties. In 1938 I was the
first DJ on WINS radio under my real name, Dayton Allen Bolke. Once Jim Harkins, who
worked with Fred Allen came up to see all these people who were on my show. And I had to tell
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him there was only me. I did all the voices. He said if Fred ever needed any writers -- Fred
almost wrote the whole show himself -- he wanted me to write for him. I would also do a lot of
amateur Hours back then until about 1941 when there was this war that they asked me to help
them out with. You might have read
about it, it was in all the papers.
>GEO: What branch of the service
were you in?
DAYTON ALLEN: Special
Services. I did entertaining in USO
camps.
>GEO: What was your routine like.
You were doing comedy, right?
DAYTON ALLEN: Yeah I think so,
but I couldn't prove it. I worked with
a lot of bandleaders. I would do a lot
of voices. Two of my favorites were
Loud and Soft. After the war I wrote a lot for Los Vegas comics. People like Paul Winchell and
Jerry Mahoney when they played the Roxy. Paul Winchel I liked; we were good friends, but
Mahoney was such a dummy. Once I was asked to open at this real nice dinner club, until they
hired this other doorman with a better uniform. But enough about me talking about myself, let
me hear about all the other great stuff I've done:
I wrote for Jerry Lester and his brother when they played out in Vegas. They'd give me $25 for
each piece of material they'd use. In 1947 I singed on to do as the puppeteer and voice on a kids
show called "Oky Doky Ranch" on WABC in New York when it was the flagship station for the
Dumont network. At the interview they asked me how long had I been a puppeteer and I said
"Oh, for years." I thought that was a better lie then saying "for weeks" which also wasn't true.
That damn Oky Doky puppet only weighed about a hundred pounds. It must have been made by
an elephant with hands. I got the job through Frank Boletta who was the director of The Jackie
Gleason show at the time. The stars of "Oky Doky" -- besides that damn puppet -- were Rex
Trailer and Wendy Barrie. She was a big name in movies back then. She had a bigger name but
they couldn't get it on the marquee.
>GEO: Soon after that you moved on to another kids show with a high-strung star.
DAYTON ALLEN: Yeah, you could say that. In fact you did say that. I heard you so there's no
use denying you said it. In 1949 they called me to do some puppets on this new kids program
called "Howdy Doody" that had just started the year before. In the Men's Room up at NBC I ran
into Bob Keesham who played Clarabell the Clown and later went on to play Captain Kangaroo
and he said, "Wow! You should be doing puppets!" I started out only doing the voice for Mister
Bluster. But over time I ended up doing all the voices except for Dilly Dally and Howdy Doody.
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>GEO: Who did those two voices?
DAYTON ALLEN: Well, Bob Smith did Howdy, of course. Bob had gone to Julliard, you know
-- Harry and George Julliard, they make the wine that comes in boxes. Bob was a very good
musician. I learned a lot from him. He use to do the voice of Howdy Doody live there for a
while. They would just cut away from him to the puppet and Bob'd do the lines off-camera. It
must have really confused the kids in the Peanut Gallery.
>GEO: There's a great clip of a Howdy Doody show from early 1948 [the show started in
December of 1947] at the Museum of Television and Radio where there's a camera in the shot
and they can't cut away to the puppet. So Bob is like putting his hand up over his mouth and
trying to turn away from the camera a little bit. Not fooling anybody, I'm afraid -- not even the
kids.
DAYTON ALLEN: I was afraid of the
kids too, except for the sick or the
weakly ones. I was on Howdy Doody
for four and a half years. Then in 1953
Bob Kesham and Bill LeCornec [who
did the voice of Dilly Dally] and I went
to the producers and demanded more
money knowing that they wouldn't be
able to do the show without us. Well,
we left, and the show went on for
another ten years.
>GEO: By the time you quit the show,
you had created some of the most
popular live characters, like Pierre the
Chef, Lanky Lou, Ugly Sam the
wrestler, and Sir Archibald.
DAYTON ALLEN: And I also had to do a lot of the commercials for the likes of Colgate
toothpaste and Paul Parrot shoes.
>GEO: Howdy Doody was one five days a week at this time, live everyday from 5:30 to six.
DAYTON ALLEN: That stupid show made so much money! It covered all the expenses for all
of NBC television for close to five years. I was told they made 60 million a year in Howdy
Doody merchandizing alone!
>GEO: And did you see any of it?
DAYTON ALLEN: Yeah, they would show us pictures.
>GEO: You were not just the voices for these puppets you were also a puppeteer.
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DAYTON ALLEN: Yeah. I work with Rufus Rose and Rhoda Mann.
>GEO: With such a heavy daily schedule it must have been hard to fine time to rehearse.
DAYTON ALLEN: I use to get in trouble for coming in late a lot.
>GEO: And where were you?
DAYTON ALLEN: Oh, I'm never on time. I was even late for my own birth. Once back in 1952
I had to be one time because I was doing one of the coast to coast split screens, between the west
coast and the east coast.
>GEO: On Howdy Doody!?
DAYTON ALLEN: Yeah. Bob was in the
studio in New York at Radio City and the
puppet and I was in the El Capitan Theater
in Hollywood with the comedian Jack
Carson and Ed Winn, "the old Fire Chief".
This was to celebrate the one thousandth
episode of Howdy Doody.
>GEO: What was Ed Win Like to work
with?
DAYTON ALLEN: He had developed this character of "the perfect fool" and he played the
character all the time. I never thought he was that whimsical but apparently the public did. He
owed a lot to Hugh Herbert who made a lot of funny films that you never see anymore for some
reason. I also liked Henry Almetta.
>GEO: Now him I don't know.
DAYTON ALLEN: Ah! The funniest character actor I've ever seen. He played a guy who hated
kids a lot. "Goa way, you sonabitch or Ia breaka your neck!"
>GEO: It was about this time that you met your wife Evi.
DAYTON ALLEN: Yeah. It was at the coffee shop at NBC. I was having coffee with Martin
Stone the producer of Howdy Doody. And she was showing some NBC big shots around. She
use to be a model for things like Clairol. Then she got old. Remember the Maybeleen eyes
commercial. That was her. She's an astrologer, you know. She says this is going to be a very bad
year for the president; he won't even finish his term.
>GEO: Did every body on the Howdy Doody Show get a long?
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DAYTON ALLEN: Yeah. It was a fun show. I even like Buffalo Bob even though he helped get
me fired. I use to ride to work with him because he lived just down the street from me in West
Chester County. We had a lot of laughs and had a lot of fun and they made a lot of money and
we wished we did.
>GEO: Were you married at this time.
DAYTON ALLEN: I got married in 1958. I was going to marry Buffalo Bob because I need
support. But he said "Get yourself a crutch." Then I married my wife because crutches can break.
>GEO: After leaving Howdy Doody in 1953 you moved over to CBS for "Winky Dink and
You".
DAYTON ALLEN: Yes siree that is correct. You got that down pat, Jim, whoever Pat may be.
>GEO: You played Jack Barry's klutzy assistant "Mr Bungle" on the live action wrap arounds to
the Winky Dink cartoons. Jack Barry probably is best known now for his roll in the 1958 quiz
show scandals.
DAYTON ALLEN: Yeah, he almost ended up breaking big ones into little ones. But he was later
exonerated due to his lack
of intelligence. Mae
Questel was the voice of
Winky Dink.
>GEO: She, of course, was
the voice for Betty Boop
and Olive Oyle. What was
she like to work with?
DAYTON ALLEN: Fat.
And short. Actually she was
very nice. I knew her before
Winky Dink. My wife and I
would double date with her
and her future husband.
>GEO: Winky Dink was an
odd little concept: this pixie
like character would find
itself needing a ladder or something and the kids at home would use a grease pencil to draw it on
their tv screen protected by a sheet of clear plastic.
DAYTON ALLEN: -- their parents hoped. God help them if they had shelled out for the "Winky
Dink Magic Tv Kit". What was the dogs name? "Wankel?"
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>GEO: "Woofer". Everybody my age seems to remember the show, but I hear it didn't do all that
well in the ratings.
DAYTON ALLEN: That stupid show ran for 4 years. "Hey Kids, Winkie lost his trouser. Take
your magic crayon and draw Winkie's Dinky."
>GEO: Winky Dink wasn't really an animated cartoon.
DAYTON ALLEN: No. It was like this flip chart kinda thing. I was doing a lot of work for Terry
Tunes back then, so I'm not real clear on how it was done. I was doing the voices of Heckle &
Jekyll, Deputy Dog, Lariat Sam. I must have done about 800 cartoons for Paul Terry back then
before he sold it to CBS.
>GEO: Were they based in New York at that time?
DAYTON ALLEN: New Rochelle. Paul was a real sport. Joe Barbera was an animator for him
after MGM closed down their cartoon shop in the 50s. And one day he went to Paul and asked
for a ten dollar raise, but Paul would only give him five. So he told Paul to put it were the
monkey puts the peanuts and went West where he teamed up with Bill Hanna. Soon he didn't
need that extra five dollars.
>GEO: In no time Hanna/Barbera was Terry's biggest competitor with their creation of
"Huckleberry Hound" in 1958. It's rare that anyone shows Paul Terry's stuff anymore. Did you
improvise much when you recorded a cartoon?
DAYTON ALLEN: Oh, yeah, that's one of the reasons they wanted me -- that and the fact I can
do a lot of different voices.
>GEO: Including loud and soft.
DAYTON ALLEN: Yes.
>GEO: Hanna/Barera wanted you to work on the Flintstones,
I hear.
DAYTON ALLEN: And I would have but I didn't live out
there. I wasn't about to move. I move out there and do fifteen
or twenty cartoons at $15oo a pop and then what? sit around
sucking your thumb? Or worse, sucking my thumb! I had a lot going on here in New York. I
didn't want to leave here. I use to call Joe Barbera whenever I was out on the west coast because
he was very interested in some gold mining stocks that I had. Don Knott's brother-in-law wrote
about me on the op ed page of The New York Times about how I had made $300,000 on the sale
of some gold stock. It wasn't quite true, but hey....
>GEO: When did you start investing in gold?
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DAYTON ALLEN: In 1952. I started looking around for a good way to make money because I
found out it was the best way to get food. So I started buying some penny stocks. In fact there
was this penny stock that I bought about 40 years ago -- we'd buy them for a nickel and then sell
them for fifteen or twenty cents. There was one I had bought a long time ago for eight cents a
share called "Bandor" and last year my brother called me and said "It's up a little bit: $11". So we
did all right.
>GEO: It was in the late 50s that you got involved with the Steve Allen show.
DAYTON ALLEN: Yeah, I wasn't involved with him when he was doing the Tonight Show. I
joined up in 1959 when he was doing the hour show against Ed Sullivan on the west Coast. They
called me to replace Al Kelly, the double talk comedian. At the audition they had Pat Harrington
interview me as the new senator from Alaska. And he asked me if I knew just where Alaska was
and I said "Yeah, Itsa uppa U.S." Then he asked me to tell him some of the history of my state
and I just adlibbed "Why Not?" Everybody fell on their faces which must have hurt like hell. On
the first show I was on I wrote a bit where I was a doctor.
>GEO: How was Steve
Allen to work with?
DAYTON ALLEN: Steve
was great. He didn't care
who got the laughs just as
long as somebody did. A
lot of comics get very
jealous if anyone but them
gets a laugh. Once I did a
commercial with Milton
Berle for El Producto
cigars. We did 3
commercials for $7500. So
while we were shooting
these epics I would adlib a
lot. At the end the crew
gave me a round of
applause and I look over
and Milton was clapping
too. And I thought to
myself "That doesn't look
too good." And it wasn't.
These ran during his show
"Jackpot Bowling" and the audience laughed all the way through it. The spot ran once; they
never used it again. Actually Berle was very nice -- mostly to himself.
>GEO: Steve Allen created this great repertory company for his show: you, Louis Nye, Pat
Harrington, Don Knotts, Tom Poston, Gabe Dell.
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DAYTON ALLEN: -- and Bill Dana. Now, Bill was funny. You know, he started out as a writer
on the show before he created Jose Jemanes. Gabe was another really funny guy but they never
figured out how to use him right. And he started smoking rubber bands or something and ended
up getting his ticket punched in the late Eighties. They were all really nice guys. We all got
along. In those days we only got $1500 a show. Every other week they would fly me out to the
west coast to do the show.
>GEO: And what did you do the rest of the time?
DAYTON ALLEN: I was on a program opposite Jack Parr's Tonight Show called "Everything
Goes". It was me and three guys from the Sergeant Bilko Show: Al Melvin, Harvey Lembeck,
and "Doberman": Maurice Gosfield.
>GEO: What would Doberman do on a live Tv show.
DAYTON ALLEN: He'd just stand there and try and look dumb, which for him wasn't hard, let
me tell you.
>GEO: On The Steve Allen Show you wrote all your own material.
DAYTON ALLEN: Oh, Yeah.
>GEO: Your comedy album "Why Not?", still available at your finer used record shoppes, was
made up of air checks from the Steve Allen Show. You can hear his joyful cackle all through the
Lp. When did that come out?
DAYTON ALLEN: Oh, 1961 or there abouts.
>GEO: If you don't mind me asking for that album, what kind of money did you see?
DAYTON ALLEN: Droshkies! Seriously it wasn't much, over the years maybe $5000. My book
"Why Not!" did even better! I got an advance of $2500 and never saw another penny.
>GEO: The book came out about the same time you created your own little syndicated Tv
program -- in 1960. It was a five-minute drop-in of you giving some sort of nonsensical lecture.
How many of them did you make?
DAYTON ALLEN: 130. I had two partners: Stan Burns who was a writer on Steve Allen and
another guy named Allen Sandler who had a film library. We'd lock ourselves in a hotel room
and write a bunch of them and then go shoot them over at KCOP, the public broadcasting studio
in Hollywood.
>GEO: It seems odd that you were working so much in LA, but you continued to live in New
York.
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DAYTON ALLEN: Yeah it was something about my head, I couldn't do anything about it. It
was just pure stupidity that just festered and grew until it became enlarged stupidness.
>GEO: How many stations picked up the Dayton Allen Show?
DAYTON ALLEN: We were in 26 markets in the US and it was a big hit on the Armed Forces
television.
>GEO: Your surrealist style reminds me a lot of Grouch Marx. And you even look a little like
him. Did you two ever meet?
DAYTON ALLEN: As a matter of fact we did once. And he told me that they were planning to
make a story of his life and he wanted me to play him. This was one night when he was doing the
Johnny Carson Show and I accidentally walked into his dressing room and he said "Wait. I'm not
dressed yet!" I said, "well, what better time!"
>GEO: So what are you up to now?
DAYTON ALLEN: I had saved my money and done alright with gold futures. In the early
Seventies my wife and I opened up a shop called "The Horse Trader" where we sold used
furniture and general junk. We made lots of money. The art is in the buying. You can sell
anything; there's always some baboon who will give you money for stuff. But the buying, that's
the tricky part. And I was good at that. This was up in Elm's Ford, New York, right out side of
White Plains. We met a guy who had a furniture striping business there and he recognized me
from my days on television. And he told me about the guy who shared the barn with him who
was closing up because he wasn't doing any business. I said "that's a good reason to leave." He
said "do you want to take over the place?" I said, "what the hell do I know about antiques?" He
said "It will only take you about a half hour to learn it all." I had never given it a thought. So I
gave it a thought and said to myself "Why not?" The room was about twelve hundred feet. And I
wondered how I was gonna fill this damned dump up with stuff to sell. He said look in the paper
for auctions and people moving. In two weeks you won't be able to walk in here.' And in two
weeks I couldn't -- but it was because of the smell.
Then people started hiring us to have sales at their
homes. I could sell everything but mirrors and
lamps, don't ask me why.
>GEO: Why?
DAYTON ALLEN: I told you not to ask me that.
Now you ruined it for me. When the landlord
decided to double the rent I decided I'd had
enough fun and began selling used pianos from
the back of our house. Lots of time when people
are moving or getting divorced, they just want to
get ride of the piano. I'd give them two hundred,
three hundred, bucks and I'd move it out for them.
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They were happy. I'd sell it for, maybe, $2600 and I was real happy. So everybody was happy.
Over the years I had taught myself how to play piano, but not well. Now I play well but not
piano. Later I wrote a book called "Dayton Allan's Instant Piano Picture Chord Course" which I
would sell to the people when they bought one of my used pianos. I also had bought some houses
and fixed them up and then resold them. So in 1978 I got my realtor’s license and began selling
commercial stuff. I had a lot of big clients. I had one who's over seven feet tall.
>GEO: In 1986 you move to Florida.
DAYTON ALLEN: Yeah, we came down here of a little vacation. I had been thinking that the
economy was gonna go in the toilet. It was a bad time, Saturn was rising and so was my pants.
So we sold everything, the house and the commercial properties I owned ->GEO: And donated your Tv show to the Museum of Television and Radio -DAYTON ALLEN: -- right. So now we got a nice big apartment right near the beach.
>GEO: Right before you moved you did a small part in a France Ford Capolla movie.
DAYTON ALLEN: Did you happen to see the film the "Cotton Club?" I was in it. I was one of
the Bowl weevils. It was a one day shoot but fortunately they missed me. But enough of my
greatness, let me tell you about some of the wonderful things I've done.
>GEO: It was around this time that you decided to write a movie along the lines of "Animal
House" called "Waldo U. Nipplehead, M.D."
DAYTON ALLEN: Right, right. Of course, "Waldo U. Nipplehead" is a product of my
degradation. It’s about a hospital that has no money and they can't get an appropriations because
it was built on a swamp. The original title was "The Heavenly Rest Hospital." I was gonna play
the head of the hospital, Waldo U Nipplehead. Al Melvin was going to play Dr Sleazy. I got a lot
of good names that said they would like to be in the picture. I wanted to use Jonathan Winters,
Dom Delouse, Steve Allen. It ends with a wild chase during the funeral for Almondo Snotty, the
head of the garbage men's union.
>GEO: I appreciate you taking the time to talk with me.
DAYTON ALLEN: Well, it shows you how busy I am. And please, if you need anything in the
future, George, go out and get it, then you'll have it.
DR NIPPLEHEAD "Thank you ... I appreciate what you tried to say, and in all the years I have
been doing doctor stuff, only twp things have thrilled me as much as this. So much for
excitement...."*
- *excerpt from "Waldo U. Nipplehead, MD" ccopyright 1976 Dayton Allen.
[copyright 1994 George Stewart]
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Theatre & literature

Editor‘s Note: Our fabulous New York Appraiser and her husband have written and new musical and a new
book! You can order the book from Amazon.com and please see the show if in NYC!

Soldier’s Song - A New Musical
Directed by Angelica Torn

Music and Lyrics by Jim Cohen
Book by Joanne Lee Drexler Cohen
Produced by Raphael Benavides Productions
“Soldier's Song,” by Jim Cohen and Joanne Lee Drexler Cohen, is a romantic musical, a beautiful
love story, with songs you’ll remember -- and it has something truly unique. The story is about a
Puerto Rican soldier, “Jose,” who serves in Iraq - this lead role is performed by J.W. Cortes, who
himself is Puerto Rican and served as a U.S. Marine in Iraq. J.W. has starred as a singer/actor in
many movies and TV shows and brings a special, powerful dimension to the show, as “Soldier's
Song” is, in many ways, his story. Just like the story of “Jose” in “Soldier’s Song,” in fact, in real
life, J.W. Cortes participated in dangerous, life-threatening missions while fighting in Iraq and
always dreamed of being a singer/performer. The other cast members, Christiana Little, Melody
Berger and Noah Chase are also experienced and talented singer/actors and our musical
director/pianist, Natalie Tenenbaum, is a Juilliard graduate and performer at many venues
including the touring companies of West Side Story, Evita and Les Miserables. “Soldier's Song” is
Directed by Angelica Torn, an award winning actress, director and Board member of the
Actors Studio.
“Soldier's Song” is a musical – with 15 songs (you can listen to four of them by clicking on a track
on the right) - about a poor but handsome and talented Puerto Rican young man, “Jose,” an up
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and coming singer/songwriter, who, while singing at a night club in Puerto Rico, meets “Erica,” an
elegant, beautiful and wealthy girl from Charleston. “Jose” and “Erica” fall in love and have an
incredible 4-month love affair. But, “Jose,” who previously volunteered for the Army (as
thousands of Puerto Rican men do), is sent off to Iraq. Before he goes, "Erica" promises, in a song,
that she will wait for him “AS LONG AS IT TAKES.” They decide to introduce their two great
friends since childhood - “Raul” and “Ashley” - who will both be serving in Iraq. Then, while
“Jose” is on a mission in Iraq, he is caught by al-Qaeda and no one knows if he is alive or dead.
“Erica” who is pregnant, learns that “Jose” is missing and, at her mother's insistence, she marries
the wealthy boy next door. The play works out, in story and song, how the lives of these four
young people develop.
Performances will be at the beautiful Poet’s Den Theater & Gallery, at 309 East 108th Street
(between First and Second Avenues), evenings at 8:00 p.m. on July 21–24 (previews), July 28
opening night, July 29-31, August 17-21 and August 24-28, with Saturday matinees at 3:00
p.m. on July 23 and 30 and August 20 and 27.

AND HER NEW BOOK

Offering an insider‘s look at the exciting modern art scene, this guide
dishes out revealing stories and memorable encounters with the rich
and famous—including Dr. Ruth Westheimer, Oprah Winfrey, and
Luciano Pavarotti—as well as situations the author would rather forget,
such as when a famous rock star tried to seduce her. Rich with
personal insights and recollections, this entertaining account also offers
a wealth of practical advice on how to successfully appraise and
purchase fine art, furniture, antiques, and jewelry without getting
cheated, whether in the United States or abroad. Tips on how to
successfully sell acquisitions are also featured
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A Gravel Road Too Far
Editorial-New York Times-June 27, 2011
It would be nice to be able to praise the
Tanzanian government and President
Jakaya Kikwete for dropping plans to build a
road across the northern section of
Serengeti National Park. The road, about 32
miles long, would have cut across one of the
planet‘s major migratory corridors — used
by great herds of wildebeest and other
animals — and one of the last of its kind on
the planet.
Unfortunately, the letter announcing
Tanzania‘s change in plans is too
ambiguous to celebrate, and it leaves the
ultimate fate of Serengeti unresolved.
Tanzania now proposes to build roads right up to the edge of Serengeti. The letter, from the minister for
natural resources and tourism to Unesco‘s World Heritage Center, then announces that the controversial
route across the park ―will remain gravel road‖ and be managed by the Tanzanian national parks system.
But such a gravel road does not now exist, since much of this section of the park is maintained as
wilderness.
By conceding its hopes for an asphalt road across Serengeti, Tanzania gets a gravel road by sleight of
hand. In fact, it was a plan for a gravel road across the park that caused worldwide protest last year.
Serengeti lies directly on a route from Uganda to a Tanzanian port called Tanga, on the Indian Ocean. The
pressure to develop this route is intense, thanks largely to mining and other extractive industries in Uganda.
Tanzania has a right, of course, to pursue its economic future. A major part of its economic present is
revenue from tourism, mostly related to Serengeti. It is time for the Tanzanian government to do the right
thing, economically and environmentally, and declare its unequivocal commitment to protect Serengeti‘s
integrity.
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ALERT! The Serengeti – Why We‟re Not Celebrating
June 25, 2011 by Bwana-savetheserengeti.org
Those who believe that we’ve stopped the Serengeti highway and achieved a great victory need to step
back and look again.
Whose Victory?
Unfortunately, some in the media have claimed a great victory for conservation, believing that plans for a
road across the Serengeti have been stopped. Some conservation organizations have diplomatically
praised President Kikwete for his wisdom.
But we do not share this view, knowing that those who have pushed for a commercial route through the
Serengeti can claim their victory as well.
If their plans continue,
 They will get their road across the Serengeti.
 They get improved connecting roads on either side of the park.
 They get a bonus southern route around the Serengeti.
 The way will be paved for more development.


The current Tanzanian government has been refused funds for the Serengeti highway by every major
donor, government, and lending institution in the world.
Those who want a true commercial highway clearly cannot achieve it now. But they can make inroads and
later connect the dots.
A New Road Across the Serengeti is Likely
In its recent letter to the World Heritage Committee, the government of Tanzania stated that the road
through the Serengeti will not be paved, but will ―remain gravel road.‖
The truth, however, is more complicated. No gravel road exists across this 53 km stretch. Much of this area
is designated as a Wilderness Zone, with no public access.
The 10-year Serengeti management plan, painstakingly developed in 2005 by scientists, Park officials, and
conservation organizations clearly indicates that the area in the northwestern part of the Park is particularly
sensitive.
As shown on the map below, from the 10-year management plan, the area of the proposed road cuts
through areas designated as ―Low Use‖ and ―Wilderness‖ zones.
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The Low Use Zone ―will have a lower number and density of visitors‖ and ―more limited road network and
lower bed capacity.‖ The Wilderness Zone in
green ―is subject to minimal disturbance. As a
result, visitor access will be restricted to
walking safaris, with game viewing by vehicle
prohibited. The only infrastructure permitted will
be a limited number of access roads that can
be used by Park management and support
vehicles for walking safari operations.‖
These areas were not designated lightly. They
are critical to the migration of two million
animals as they make their way between
Kenya and Tanzania. Of special concern to
scientists is the fragmentation of this
ecosystem.
Fool Me Once…
The media has been fooled before. Over the
past year, the government spin publicly ―gives
in‖ and downgrades the road to gravel, saying
it won‘t be paved with tarmac after all.
In reality, the road was initially announced
as gravel.
In November, 2009, the Tanzanian delegation to the UNESCO World Heritage Centre announced the road
through the northern Serengeti. Representing their government, they stated a ―53 km stretch within the
Serengeti would be a gravel and not a tarmac road.‖
Yet in September of 2010, appearing to give into pressure, President Kikwete said that, okay they‘ve
decided not to pave the road. Again on February 9, speaking to the World Bank, he repeated, ―we will not
build a tarmac road.‖ And at this year‘s World Heritage Committee meeting in Paris, the mantra was
repeated: no tarmac road.
In fact, the initial road surface has never been the real issue. Tanzania‘s original statement of a gravel road
prompted the WHC to warn of dire consequences to the ecosystem.
―The World Heritage Centre and IUCN consider that, if built, the North Road could critically impact the
property‘s Outstanding Universal Value and justify its inscription on the List of World Heritage in Danger.‖
Read more
What is different now? The government curiously says that the current road across the same 53 km stretch
across wilderness zone will ―remain‖ gravel, though no such road exists. They do not exclude commercial
use, stating that it will be ―mainly for tourism and administrative purposes as it is currently.‖ And clearly, it
will be the only connection between upgraded roads being planned on either side of the Serengeti.
Whatever route is now there, which is not much, will have to be upgraded to make this connection happen.
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One good piece of news – the road will remain under the management of the Park. This will mean gates
and restrictions. But for how long?
Just the Beginning
When the road was announced, conservation organizations and scientists immediately sounded the alarm.
Though initially announced as gravel, no one, in fact, ever believed that the road would remain unpaved.
Tony Sinclair, one of the world‘s leading experts on the Serengeti, wrote:
“The soils are largely of silt and cannot take heavy vehicle traffic. Although the road may be initially of
murrum (a clay soil) or gravel, the increasing flow of vehicles will inevitably lead to a tarmac road. This will
result in road kills when as many as one million wildebeest will be settled, not just crossing, along this
road… Essentially the Serengeti as we know it will no longer exist. History has shown that once we start
this process of road development, there is no turning back on the sequence.”
Last year, Serengeti Watch conducted a survey of 302 world scientists. 71% of them believed that if the
road was built, the collapse of the migration would be very or extremely likely, or inevitable.
Even the government‘s own Environmental Impact Statement assumed that the road would not be paved,
yet predicted it would carry hundreds of thousands of vehicles a year. Those estimates will certainly be
reduced, as yet another impact study is prepared. The expected volume of traffic should go down, and this
is good.
But after the government‘s latest announcement, a leading infrastructure expert wrote us saying, the road
from Mugumu to Loliondo (those sections on the margins of the park) not being paved is ―clearly progress
against the previous statement that only the road through Serengeti section will not be tarmac.‖ But he
adds,
―That is however only 20% (of the entire route) and likely not a great deterrent against large scale through
traffic. The fundamental question remains: what would be the purpose of this road?‖‖
Motives
Recently, information has come to light about other motives
behind the highway. In fact, if some have their way, the
highway will actually be a railway.
In 2010, the Uganda and Tanzanian governments signed a
Memorandum of Understanding for the development of a new
transportation route between Uganda and the Indian Ocean
port of Tanga in Tanzania. The route would extend from Lake
Victoria through the Serengeti, on to Arusha, and then to the
Indian Ocean.
Tanzania‘s Transport Minister, Omar Nundu, spoke earlier this
year about the plans for this new route. He stated the project
would involve the construction of a new port at Mwambani harbor, near Tanga. It would also include a
Tanga-Arusha-Musoma Railway. (Musoma is on Lake Victoria.)
39

This would give Uganda an alternate means of exporting oil and minerals, in addition to the railway through
Kenya. It would also provide the Chinese with another route for minerals from the African interior,
particularly coltan, a mineral used in cell phones. Along this route lies Lake Natron, virtually the only
breeding ground for East Africa‘s lesser flamingos. President Kikwete has recently vowed to mine Lake
Natron for soda ash, regardless of what any environmental impact study says.
And the terminus of this route, Mwambani Harbor, where the Coelocanth Marine Reserve would be
sacrificed.
The Future
So with the recent statement on the Serengeti road, have these big plans now changed? One June 23, one
day after the letter to the World Heritage Centre was released, The Guardian newspaper interviewed
Deputy Minister for Transport, Athuman Mfutakamba. The article says ―that apart from improving Tanga
port, they would also construct a new port in Mwambani area. He noted that the new port would mainly
serve as a gateway for consignments transported to the northern part of the country, Uganda, Rwanda,
Burundi and Southern Sudan after completing the Arusha-Musoma railway.‖ (underline added)
http://www.ippmedia.com/frontend/index.php?l=30451
The Serengeti highway has been proposed three times in the past. Inevitably, as population and trade
grows, the Uganda-Tanga commercial route will be more and more compelling. Road traffic will grow,
settlements will expand, and with it, what experts have feared (and predicted) all along, demands that the
road be paved and fenced.
Hope
There is always hope. Not hope that traffic will be kept to a minimum, but that the Serengeti road won‘t be
build at all, that the area will be kept intact for the migration.
Hope that the world will see through what one world authority on wildebeests has termed ―smoke and
mirrors‖ and understand the struggle is far from over. Hope that authorities will understand the economic
asset that the Serengeti represents.
And hope that people living around the park, and throughout Tanzania, will see real benefits and protect the
Serengeti for future generations.
With a growing population and expanding human needs, increased pressure is inevitable. This is a critical
time. To make the Serengeti ecosystem viable, we must make sure that the Serengeti provides for the
needs of the people whose heritage it is.
We cannot afford to lose the Serengeti, because once gone, it will be gone forever.
Possible Solutions:
Build support for a rational solution that benefits the Tanzanian people.
Read more: http://www.savetheserengeti.org/issues/the-serengeti-why-were-notcelebrating/#ixzz1Ru8MJ6fa
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Minnesota Zoo News
Tiger expert Ron Tilson retires from Minnesota Zoo
Conservationist who 'wrote the book' retires
By Jessica Fleming 04/21/2011 Pioneer Press

Retiring tiger conservationist Ron Tilson seperated from a very large Bengal tiger by glass at the Minnesota Zoo on
Tuesday morning April 20, 2011. (Pioneer Press: John Doman)

Ron Tilson grew up hunting and fishing in the Montana wilderness.
"I thought if I could find a job being in the outdoors, that would be the way to go," Tilson said.
He took that dream to an extreme. Tilson, the Minnesota Zoo's conservation director, will retire today after
27 years of studying and saving tigers, rhinos and other endangered species — and spending long stints in
the world's jungles and wilderness in the process.
"I've been permitted to live in some of the finest outdoor areas on Earth you can imagine," said Tilson, 66.
"It's very spiritual."
The Minnesota Zoo has been credited as a leader in species and habitat conservation, a zoo movement
Tilson helped spearhead. His last day is today, Earth Day.
Tilson, who is probably best known for his work with tigers, wrote the book on tiger conservation — literally.
"Tigers of the World," published in 1988 and updated last year, "put together in one volume, for the first
time, the state of science about tigers," said Phillip Nyhus, professor of environmental studies at Colby
University in Maine.
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"It had an enormous impact," said Nyhus, who co-wrote the updated volume and is one of many people
Tilson has mentored who work in the conservation field.
Tilson also has been in charge of the massive breeding database for the big cats in North America for
almost his entire career with the Apple Valley zoo, a duty he will pass on to another yet-to-be-named
conservationist.
Oh, and he was instrumental in
convincing a reluctant Chinese
government that tigers had vanished
from its wilderness — an almost
insurmountable feat, say others in the
conservation field. Plans are under
way to attempt to reintroduce the
South Chinese Tiger to the wild.

commitment to conserving their wild habitat.' "

"He exemplified a sea change in what
zoos are all about today," zoo
Director Lee Ehmke said. "Zoos
started to say, 'If we're going to
conserve wildlife, it does mean a

Indeed, Tilson points to the Adopt-a-Park program, in which the Minnesota Zoo "adopted" an Indonesian
national park, as his greatest accomplishment.
The program started in 1990. Over the years, the zoo and its sponsors have focused on helping guards at
Ujung Kulon National Park, home to the rare Javan rhino, be better stewards of the site.
"It flourished, and it worked," Tilson said.
Other zoos have started similar programs.
Tilson's influence on the zoo world and conservation movement will live on through numerous students and
young scientists he has mentored over the years, Nyhus said.
Not all of Tilson's work will stop when he leaves his post at the zoo. Retirement, he said, is not the right
word for what he'll be doing.
"I'm just not going to be at the zoo in meetings I don't want to be in," Tilson said. "I'm really just an oldfashioned field biologist."
Tilson will continue his work in China, where biologists are studying the best region to reintroduce the
extinct tigers.
That endeavor began with a survey, commissioned by the Chinese government in 2000, to determine how
many South Chinese tigers were left in the wild.
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"We spent 18 months humping up and down these high mountains and discovered there were none,"
Tilson said. "There were no tigers left. They were gone."
It took several years to convince the Chinese government that they must reintroduce tigers to the wild,
Tilson said.
Tilson also will work in an emeritus role as a senior conservation adviser to the Minnesota Zoo Foundation.
Tilson will be replaced at the zoo by Tara
Harris, a conservation biologist who spent
four years living and working in Uganda,
studying colobus monkeys.
"Ron has been my mentor," Harris said.
"He's involved me in everything he's done. I
feel ready to take over because of that."
Ehmke described Harris as a "brilliant and
hard-working woman of great potential."
But he said the staff would miss Tilson's big
personality.
"He's got more stories than anybody,"
Ehmke said. "And his level of respect
around the world with other conservation
organizations is not going to be
replaceable."
Tilson, who has developed an allergy to
tigers over the years, said he nevertheless
feels fortunate to have spent his life
studying such magnificent creatures.
"Tigers are the true symbol of Asian
wilderness," Tilson said. "They need vast
areas. They need lots of prey. They own the
jungle. They rule. How can you not be
fascinated by an animal like that?"
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HUMANITY
MAKING THE HOLOCAUST THE LESSON ON ALL EVILS
By Edward Rothstein-New York Times-April 30, 2011

LOS ANGELES — Before you are submerged within the museum‘s theatrically darkened central galleries,
before you learn how the cafes and intellectual life of the Weimar Republic gradually gave way to the
annihilationist racial fantasies Hitler outlined in ―Mein Kampf‖ — before, that is, you experience a variation
of the Holocaust narrative with its wrenching genocidal climax — there are other trials a visitor to the
Museum of Tolerance here must pass through.
You must first choose a door. One is invitingly labeled ―Unprejudiced‖; the other, illuminated in red,
screams ―Prejudiced.‖ No contest. But one door doesn‘t open; the other does. Here, evidently, we must
admit we are all prejudiced, not just the guards at Auschwitz.
As proof, below a streaming news ticker (―Gay Basher Gets 12 Years‖) are panels about ―Confronting Hate
in America‖: Two Latinos are beaten on Long Island; a white supremacist shoots Jews in Los Angeles; a
Sikh is murdered in a post-9/11 ―hate crime‖; a homosexual student is brutally murdered in Wyoming. On
one panel is a description of the Oklahoma City bombing; on another, the attacks of 9/11.
Walk a little farther and you come to a mock 1950s-style diner, where a television monitor broadcasts a
staged news video about a drunken driver injuring his date on prom night. We are asked to record our
votes about who is most responsible: the liquor store owner who illegally sold the booze, the parents of the
drunk driver, the teenager himself?
A case of cyber-bullying also solicits our careful assessments. ―Think,‖ we are urged by the signs: ―Assume
responsibility,‖ ―Ask questions,‖ ―Speak up.‖
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Similar prescriptions are implied throughout this 80,000-square-foot museum, which opened in 1993 as ―the
educational arm of the Simon Wiesenthal Center,‖ the international organization associated with that famed
Holocaust survivor and ―Nazi hunter‖ who died in 2005. The museum‘s central exhibition about the
Holocaust and the murder of six million Jews is preceded by this ―Tolerancenter,‖ as it is called, which
strains to tie together slavery, genocides, prejudice, discrimination and hate crimes, while showing even
elementary school students (as the museum literature says) ―the connection between these large-scale
events and the epidemic of
bullying in today‘s schools.‖
But as the annual
Holocaust Remembrance
Day is commemorated on
Sunday — known in
Hebrew as Yom HaShoah
— it is worth taking a closer
look at this approach to
mass murder. The Museum
of Tolerance is not alone.
Even a modest museum
devoted to the Holocaust,
like the one that opened in
2009 at Queensborough
Community College, offers
testimonials by students
about how the Holocaust
has taught them about tolerance and the evils of discrimination. And no Holocaust museum, it seems, can
be complete without invoking other 20th-century genocides in Rwanda, Darfur or Cambodia as proof that
the lessons of the Holocaust must be taught even more fervently. In the recently opened Holocaust
museum in Skokie, Ill., bullying also plays a cautionary role.
Several years ago, too, the Anne Frank Huis in Amsterdam ended its sober tour through the famed annex
where that young diarist and her family hid from the Nazis with a video-laden hortatory show about nearly
every social injustice that could be enumerated. The passion may now be cooler, but the impulse remains.
We learn from the Amsterdam museum‘s Web site that an Anne Frank School — like those being
established all over the world — ―obliges itself to stand up for freedom, justice, tolerance and human dignity
and to resolutely turn against any form of aggression, discrimination, racism, political extremism and
excessive nationalism.‖
Though Yad Vashem in Israel and the United States Holocaust Memorial Museum in Washington have
remained relatively immune to such sweeping moralizing, in most institutions and curriculums, the
Holocaust‘s lessons are clear: We should all get along, become politically active and be very considerate of
our neighbors. If not, well, the differences between hate crimes and the Holocaust — between bullying and
Buchenwald — are just a matter of degree.
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Perhaps, though, we should take the lesson even further. What if this were the approach of every historical
museum? The Imperial War Museum in London might look at World War I as a result of intolerance and
hold out the promise of ending all wars if only its lessons were properly learned; after all, didn‘t the French
and Germans enjoy a sociable Christmas holiday cease-fire in the trenches of the Western Front?
The history of American slavery might explore the many ways people have enslaved others or forced them
to do things against their will. An examination of the Soviet Gulag might emphasize the need to permit
greater diversity of opinion in society, or more adventurously, it might attack the notion of imprisonment
itself for being so
Gulag-like.
As history, this is
laughable. Yet we
seem willing to accept
that in the case of the
Holocaust, an
exhibition must allude
to all forms of
genocide, and must
offer broad lessons
about tolerance.
In part, this is because
of the ways many of
these museums began,
spurred into creation by survivors who were horrified by their own experience, unable to make sense of it or
of the hatred behind it. Couldn‘t it all have been prevented had others been more tolerant?
That approach is reflected in the Museum of Tolerance, whose founder, Rabbi Marvin Hier, understood
Wiesenthal‘s own desire to generalize the Holocaust to bring more attention to it. As Tom Segev suggests
in his new biography, ―Simon Wiesenthal: The Life and Legends‖ (Doubleday), the museum was even
conceived of as a West Coast rival to the more sober Holocaust museum then being built in Washington.
The spirit of generalization has also been applied to the nature of the Holocaust itself. In a 2005 lecture on
―The Use and Abuse of Holocaust Memory,‖ Walter Reich, a former director of the United States Holocaust
Memorial Museum, points out that in 1979, after a commission headed by Elie Wiesel was established to
create a Holocaust museum in Washington, President Jimmy Carter referred to ―11 million innocent victims
exterminated — 6 million of them Jews.‖ The 11 million figure has since become an international
touchstone. In some cases it has expanded to 12, in effect diminishing Jewish centrality.
But, as Mr. Reich points out, the 11 million figure was pulled out of thin air by Wiesenthal. The historian
Yehuda Bauer wrote: ―Wiesenthal, as he admitted to me in private, invented the figure in order to create
sympathy for the Jews — in order to make the non-Jews feel like they are part of us.‖ In fact, historians
suggest that there were perhaps a half million non-Jews who died in concentration camps.
The impulse to tell the Holocaust story only in the context of elaborate generalizations has also helped
justify its inclusion in school curriculums and helped obtain public financing for museums: The goal was not
particular but general, not Judeocentric but humanitarian. The Museum of Tolerance, for example, runs an
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extensive series of education programs, including ―Tools for Tolerance for Professionals Programs‖:
sensitivity training for educators, law enforcement officers and corporate leaders.
But what kind of history emerges as a result of these generalizations? History stripped of distinctions. To
understand the Armenian genocide, for example, it is insufficient to treat it simply in passing, as if it
resembled what happened to the Jews in Europe. Understanding it would mean examining the Ottoman
Empire in the early decades of the 20th century, chronicling the relationship between Muslims and
Christians on the borders of Europe, comprehending connections between the fates of Greeks and
Armenians, and analyzing the imminent dissolution of that empire.
And the deeper one looks at the Holocaust itself, the more unusual its historical circumstances become.
The cause of these mass killings was not ―intolerance,‖ but something else, still scarcely understood.
Making sense of the Holocaust would mean first comprehending the nature of hatred for Jews, surveying
the place of Jews in European societies and
dissecting the blindness of many Germans and
most Europeans to the ambitions Hitler made so
explicit.
These kill ings were not in the context of war
over contested terrain; they often took
precedence over the very waging of war. And
they were accomplished not primarily through
individual murders by sword or rifle, as so many
other ethnic massacres before and since have
been, but rather by harnessing the machinery of
the era‘s most advanced industrial society.
Intolerance is almost too easy an explanation, implying a comforting moral message. Instead, why not look
at how Hitler‘s powers might have been undercut before he began to wage the war in Europe and the war
against the Jews? Wouldn‘t an examination of those possibilities offer a more profound lesson about how to
prevent genocide?
And how central is intolerance to genocide anyway? Many intolerant societies don‘t set up bureaucratic
offices to supervise efficient mass murder. Many people who consider themselves very tolerant are
nonetheless blind to their own hatreds. There are even intolerant people who would still find genocide
unthinkable.
Finally, the homiletic approach to the Holocaust has broken down almost all inhibitions in using the
Holocaust as an analogy, even though the eagerness to do so is a sure sign of misuse. And judging from
recent history, the analogies that have already been established, far from making genocide unthinkable,
have helped make it seem as commonplace a possibility as schoolyard bullying.
The Museum of Tolerance is at 9786 West Pico Boulevard, Los Angeles; (310) 553-8403;
museumoftolerance.com.
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Harry & Bess
This seems unreal.....
Harry Truman was a different kind of President. He probably made as many, or more important
decisions regarding our nation's history as any of
the other 42 Presidents preceding him. However,
a measure of his greatness may rest on what he
did after he left the White House.
The only asset he had when he died was the
house he lived in, which was in Independence
Missouri . His wife had inherited the house from
her mother and father and other than their years
in the White House, they lived their entire lives
there.
When he retired from office in 1952, his income
was a U.S. Army pension reported to have been
$13,507.72 a year. Congress, noting that he was
paying for his stamps and personally licking
them, granted him an 'allowance' and, later, a
retroactive pension of $25,000 per year.
After President Eisenhower was inaugurated,
Harry and Bess drove home to Missouri by themselves. There was no Secret Service following
them.
When offered corporate positions at large salaries, he declined, stating, "You don 't want me.
You want the office of the President, and that doesn't belong to me. It belongs to the American
people and it's not for sale.."
Even later, on May 6, 1971, when Congress was preparing to award him the Medal of Honor on
his 87th birthday, he refused to accept it, writing, "I don 't consider that I have done anything
which should be the reason for any award, Congressional or otherwise."
As president he paid for all of his own travel expenses and food.
Modern politicians have found a new level of success in cashing in on the Presidency, resulting
in untold wealth. Today, many in Congress also have found a way to become quite wealthy
while enjoying the fruits of their offices. Political offices are now for sale. (sic. Illinois )
Good old Harry Truman was correct when he observed, "My choices in life were either to be a
piano player in a whore house or a politician. And to tell the truth, there's hardly any difference!
I say dig him up and clone him!!
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Welcome to sophy tamar fink
Daughter of Ken & Nicole fink and
sister to neev!
Born on June 23rd!
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Philanthropy
Where do American‘s donate their money?
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art
TURNING HER LOVE FOR A HORSE INTO A WORK OF ART
American
Museum of
Natural History,
NY
Deborah
Butterfield,
'Isbelle,' sculpted
one of her horses;
the work is at
Chicago's Field
Museum.

By Katherine Clarke –Wall Street Journal –April 16, 2011
Among the Han dynasty jades and Indian terra-cotta works in "The Horse," an exhibit at Chicago's Field
Museum, stands a contemporary piece showing a very personal bond between an artist and her horse.
"Isbelle," a 2001 life-size bronze sculpture by California-born artist Deborah Butterfield, wraps up an
exhibition that charts the history, evolution and domestication of equine friends through fossils, models and
dioramas.
Ms. Butterfield, born on the day of the 75th running of the Kentucky Derby, has documented horses through
sculpture for more than 30 years. Usually she works from her imagination, but for this work she sculpted
her own horse Isbelle. (Ms. Butterfield trains and rides horses in Montana and has a studio in Hawaii.)
The horse injured her leg, and experts said Isbelle's career was over. But Ms. Butterfield nursed the Danish
warmblood back to health with icing, rest and short walks. "The first time I rode her again," the artist recalls,
Isbelle bucked up. "I said, 'If you're strong enough to buck up, then you're strong enough to ride.'"
The horse recovered, and the artist went on to ride Isbelle to victory in a national dressage competition
(dressage is one of the Olympic equestrian sports).
"After a scientific exhibition, this is the last thing you see," says Ms. Butterfield, who has a master's degree
in fine arts from the University of California, Davis, and a black belt in karate. "It's a portrait made of her
from my subconscious." The bronze is cast from a type of Hawaiian wood, which is burned away during the
process.
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Curator Ross McPhee—who is a curator of mammalogy at the American Museum of Natural History in New
York, where the show originated—says "Isbelle" was chosen because of its power and boldness of design.
Also on view are horse skeletons, bones and other artifacts from the site of La Solutre, France, where
humans hunted horses as long as 20,000 years ago. There's a full suit of armor from the 15th century and
a 19th-century horse-drawn fire engine.
As for Isbelle, she's still alive at age 25, though feeble. Ms. Butterfield sees her sculpture as a personal
narrative: "For me, it's a prayer and a meditation to be with a horse every day. They reflect you back onto
yourself." The exhibition runs through Aug. 14.

Beacon, 2006 at Museum “Louv’re it or Leave It”
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COWS AND BULLS OH MY
By Linda Koutsky-Downtown Journal-May 23-June 5, 2011
Unless you’re a University of Minnesota agriculture student, most of us don’t get over to St. Paul’s campus
very often. And that’s a shame because there’s lots to see. Both the Raptor Center and Goldstein Museum of
Design are worth a trip. And come July, you can see what is probably the most urban cornfield in the
country. But since this campus has what is reputed to be the last herd of dairy cattle in Hennepin County,
this tour will focus on bovines.
The U’s School of Agriculture opened in 1888. By the early 1900s it was growing and expanding yet photos
of the area show only a sprinkling of buildings — this was still a rural area.
The need for a place to study dairy cattle prompted construction of the Dairy Nutrition Barn. Designed by
renowned architect Clarence H. Johnston, the barn was built in 1907 in a half-timbered English Tudor style
and topped with a copper cupola. Usually barns are utilitarian and not architectural showpieces, but the U
was proud of its dairy program and hired Johnson whose earlier work included Summit Terrace Rowhouses,
home to F. Scott Fitzgerald (593 Summit Ave.). Many campus buildings built between 1904 and 1936 are
the work of his firm. The barn’s former animal stalls, feed bins, milk house and hayloft have recently been
repurposed into the Pomeroy Learning Center.
Public art is plentiful on the U’s campuses. It seems every department has at least one large-scale sculpture.
Clearly they believe art matters and we’re all the lucky recipients. But nothing compares to the trio of bulls
lounging on newly green grass on The Mall. These Babe-the-Blue-Ox-sized bulls are the work of Peter
Woytuk. Born in St. Paul in 1958 to a textile artist mother and architect father, Woytuk spent most of his
youth in Massachusetts. After earning an art degree from Ohio’s Kenyon College, he moved to Connecticut
and became enamored with his neighbor’s bulls seen from his studio windows.
He started out making small sculptures of crows, hens and sheep. Then his work exploded in scale after
discovering a foundry in Thailand capable of casting large amounts of bronze in a single pour. They were
used to making 20-foot-tall Buddhas. Each bull weighs about 2,000 pounds! The tallest is 6 feet high, 7 feet
wide, and 12 feet long. Though they’re huge, they each have a distinct personality and their sense of
playfulness and laziness is evident. The International Herald Tribune called Woytuk “the greatest animal
sculptor of the Western world.” These sculptures are real treasures for the whole state.
The St. Paul campus is a great place to wander around. There’s lots of open space, historic buildings and
animal barns, but parking can be difficult. Park at a meter by the bulls then take steps just north of Haecker
Hall for a shortcut to the barn.
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The Alamo,
2007
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Prisoner Release, RRN 4, 2006

Red Helicopter, 2011

Witness, 2011
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Huffington Post
By Katherine Bindley First Posted: 06/ 9/11 01:01 PM ET Updated: 06/ 9/11 01:01
PM
In its eighth year, the Iraq war tends to fade in and out of the headlines. But for artist Megan
Rye, whose solo-show opened at the Forum Gallery in New York this week, it's always at the
forefront of her mind.
"I could paint this subject forever,” Rye said while seated in the gallery, surrounded by 28 oil
paintings that depict scenes from military life taken during the war. "I'll never get to the bottom
of it."
Rye's younger brother Ryan spent two years as a Marine in Iraq. He came home safely with
2,000 photographs in tow that he took while overseas. Rye, who studied at the Rhode Island
School of Design and has won several fellowships, sifted through the photos and has reproduced
nearly 50 of them.
"It was an unasked for gift. I never would have wanted a sibling to be in a warzone, but it was a
gift nonetheless," she said. "It’s been about the attempt to follow him into this experience, to the
darkness of his memories."
Hence, the title of the exhibit on view until July 15th: "I Will Follow You Into The Dark."
The paintings, some of which are so new the canvases were still wet as they were hung in the
gallery, include vibrantly colored scenes and portraits. In one, a Marine has dressed up as Elvis
on Halloween. In another, a serviceman is building a chin-up bar in the Sunni Triangle — that
image, below, is shown through the lens of night vision goggles.
All the paintings in the show
are based on pictures by Rye's
brother, but the initial
inspiration for the series came
after an explosion at a military
mess hall tent in Mosul in
December of 2004, where more
than 20 people were killed. Rye
woke up and saw a photograph
in the Richmond TimesDispatch.
"It was ethereal, the light
pouring through the tent," she
said. "And then I realized it
was this horrible event."
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Rye phoned the photographer, Dean Hoffmeyer, to ask if she could recreate his picture, and she's
been painting scenes from Iraq ever since.
The ironic part about Rye's war paintings is that none of them feel violent. There's little darkness
to them and if anything, it's the colors that pop upon first glance.
"I always find more power in things that are more subtle," Rye explained. "It is easy to shock
people with a bloody body on the street."
While many of the scenes are direct representations of the photographs, like headshot of a
Marine in uniform called "Alien," others leave more open to interpretation, like "Exile in
Babylon," below.

The painting is a composite of several different elements: lions, an inverted Tower of Babel, and
a Marine finger-printing Santa Claus as though he's a detainee. A scoreboard hangs over it all.
“People were talking about the war as if it was a sporting event,” Rye said. "Even if you can
measure a war in geographic or military terms as someone winning, to me, it's all about loss."

62

BUSINESS
BASEBALL‟S LESSON CAN HELP YOU RALLY AT WORK
by Harvey MacKay-Star Tribune-May 1, 2011
Baseball and spring go together. Both seem to create optimism that is contagious.
Not long ago, I stopped by a local playground to watch a Little League baseball
game. To get myself up to speed, I asked one of the youngsters what the score was.
"We're behind 16 to nothing," he answered.
"I must say, you don't seem discouraged," I said. "Why is that?"
"Discouraged?" said the boy. "Why should we be discouraged? We haven't been up to bat yet."
What a lesson in optimism! As I thought more about this positive attitude, I realized there are a lot of
business lessons that we can learn from our national pastime:
Invention. Babe Ruth is credited with inventing the modern baseball bat. He was the first player to order a
bat with a knob on the end of the handle, with which he hit 29 home runs in 1919. The famous name of that
bat was Louisville Slugger, which has become synonymous with baseball.
You can overcome faults and be successful. Can you imagine a Major League Baseball player making
the most errors, striking out the most times, and hitting into the most double plays -- and still being voted
most valuable player for that year? In 1942, Joe Gordon did all those things -- yet still won the MVP award
that season in the American League.
There is no "I" in team. "It is important for sales managers to acknowledge what every baseball manager
instinctively knows -- that every championship team needs good bunters as well as long-ball hitters," said
Harry Artinian, former vice president of corporate quality at Colgate-Palmolive Co. "It is the good sacrifice
hitter who can advance the man on base to a position where the long-ball hitter can drive him home. And
you know what -- at the end of a successful World Series, the bunters and the long-ball hitters all wear the
same ring, and they all have the same equal shares in the bonus pool."
Take pride in your work. Joe DiMaggio of the New York Yankees had a fierce pride about always doing
his best. The Yankees were on the road for a doubleheader against the St. Louis Browns. Not only was the
day boiling hot; the Browns were in last place. Despite this, DiMaggio made an offhand comment that he
was looking forward to playing that day. "In this heat!" said an amazed sportswriter. "How can you enjoy
playing a doubleheader in stifling weather like this?" Glancing toward the grandstand, DiMaggio said,
"Maybe somebody out there has never seen me play before."
Keep your focus. People who attain success have learned to forget past failures and concentrate on
present goals. Babe Ruth was once asked what he thought about after he struck out. "I think about hitting
home runs," the Babe answered.
Mackay's Moral: In the immortal words of Yogi Berra, "You can observe a lot by just watching."
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ANOTHER VIEW OF KILLEBREW
By Larry Canale-New York Times –May 22, 2011

Harmon Killebrew‘s death earlier this week no doubt had legions of
boomers digging for a nostalgic look at the longtime Twins slugger on
old baseball cards, magazines covers and photographs. One of the
most appealing examples of the latter that I‘ve seen is a mid-1960s
image of Killebrew by the photographer Ozzie Sweet.
When it came to player-ump relations, let‘s just say that Killebrew was
no Milton Bradley. So when the late, great Sport magazine sent
Sweet to the Twins‘ Orlando, Fla., spring training site to capture a
Killebrew portrait, Sweet couldn‘t resist: he put his subject up to a
subtle prank. Sweet directed Killebrew to act as if he were screaming
at an ump — as if he were in the midst of an out-of-control tantrum
over, say, a blown call.
It was such a rare occurrence for Killebrew to light into an umpire — or anyone, for that matter — that he
had a hard time pulling off the pose. Just look at the way he‘s trying to hold back a smile when he should
have been going all Billy Martin on the man in blue. It‘s like one of those ―Saturday Night Live‖ skits when a
Not Ready for Prime Time player starts cracking up while trying to deliver a line. Killebrew was known to be
a gentle giant, and his fans — count Sweet among them — admired him for that as much as the prodigious
homers.
I happened to be visiting Sweet this past week as news of Killebrew‘s death was starting to spread. In
reminiscing about him, we took a look back at Ozzie‘s photograph from long ago. For Sweet, Harmon was
one of countless stars and celebrities at whom he has aimed his camera. He has photographed DiMaggio,
Stengel and Ted Williams;
Mantle, Mays and Aaron; Rose, Seaver and Bench; Reggie, Jeter and A-Rod — a who‘s-who of baseball
stars over a 60-year span. Killebrew‘s name (and numbers) belong with them, even if he didn‘t always
enjoy the same level of attention. He happened to be a more grounded, salt-of-the-earth type than any of
them, traits not lost on Sweet. Killebrew was not only ―mighty with the bat,‖ as Sweet put it, but he was
affable and easygoing.
While Sweet was conducting photo sessions with Killebrew in the mid- and late 1960s, I was just starting to
watch baseball. And any Game of the Week-watching kid of that era will recall Killebrew as a rock-solid
slugger. You had to love that swing — the muscular, all-out uppercut that sent baseballs flying out of
ballparks in bunches.
You also had to love his baseball cards. The numbers on the back of Killebrew‘s were as beefy as his
forearms. Yet he looked like such a ―harmless‖ fellow, from his baby-faced early years to his later seasons,
when his cards revealed a touch of gray at the temples.
Some three decades later, in the late 1990s, I had the thrill of meeting Killebrew. During a short interview
before an autograph-signing appearance at a show in Richmond, Va., Killebrew came off as friendly and
considerate. (Those old baseball card images were accurate, after all!) He still had those Popeye forearms,
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and he still had that baby face, and as fans started coming by for his autograph, he was gracious and
talkative. He let his fans know he appreciated their attention.
And it might seem like a small thing, but I noticed how carefully he signed his name. Heck, Killebrew could
have taught cursive handwriting to second-graders. He was from the old school: when you sign your
autograph, people should be able to read it. And he preached what he practiced.
Mike Cuddyer of the Twins, in a touching tribute posted the day before Killebrew‘s passing, told of a 2005
autograph show at which both men appeared. An item that Cuddyer had already signed landed in front of
Killebrew, who didn‘t recognize the autograph. As Cuddyer wrote, ―You could make out the M and the C,
but after that it could have been Miley Cyrus who signed your ball for all you knew.‖
Killebrew asked whose signature it was, and after the fan told him, he went over to Cuddyer and told him
that if he saw that ―ink spot go through the line again,‖ he was going to walk out of the show. ―He really
gave us younger guys a great blueprint of how to treat fans and just people in general,‖ Cuddyer wrote.
No doubt that Killebrew‘s admirers will remember the Paul Bunyanesque numbers, starting with his 573
―all-natural‖ home runs (when he retired in 1979, only Hank Aaron, Babe Ruth, Willie Mays, and Frank
Robinson had more). But more than that, we‘ll remember the role model: the guy who played the game the
right way and who stands even now as a role model. As Ozzie Sweet‘s memorable photograph shows us,
Killebrew couldn‘t get nasty even if he tried.
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REMEMBERING THE GRACIOUS HARMON KILLEBREW
By Ben Shpigel-New York Times-May 22nd, 2011

BALTIMORE — I never watched Harmon Killebrew play or had the pleasure of meeting him, but I felt a
connection with him. One of my favorite things to do when I got home from school was to turn on ESPN
and watch reruns of ―Home Run Derby,‖ which pitted some of baseball‘s top power hitters against each
other in, yes, a home run hitting contest.
As an 8-year-old, I was drawn to Killebrew because of his name. It sounded mean and threatening, which,
as I learned later, was the opposite of how you would describe the man. Still, it seemed as if he would
crush balls farther than anyone else, and I liked that.
When my dad was the same age, ―Home Run Derby‖ had started to air. Growing up in Philadelphia, he was
a die-hard Phillies fan. His favorite players were Johnny Callison, Vada Pinson and Willie Mays, but from
―Home Run Derby,‖ he came to love Killebrew, who died Tuesday of cancer. My dad followed his career,
reading the box scores and watching him on television. When I asked him Wednesday why he liked
Killebrew so much, the first thing he said was that Killebrew seemed like a gentleman, a very nice guy.
In 1990, we found that out for ourselves. That year, Killebrew landed in an Arizona hospital with a collapsed
lung. My dad had never been moved to send a letter to a professional athlete, but he mailed a get-well card
to Killebrew. He just wished Killebrew a speedy recovery, with no requests for photos or autographs, and
signed it from our family.
To be honest, he wasn‘t expecting a response.
But one did, eventually, arrive, in the form of a typed thank-you letter. In the envelope were signed pictures
that he included because we were ―true Killebrew fans.‖ The letter, with a photo, hangs framed in my
parents‘ house. It reads:
―Dear Joel, Toby, Ben & Andrew:
―Thank you for the warm and generous get-well greeting during my recent surgery, hospital stay and
recuperation. The recuperation process has been very slow and I apologize for the delay in responding to
your thoughtfulness.
―The majority of my fan mail is requesting autographs. It is so nice to open mail from fans who really care
about my health and welfare and offer such personal and genuine concern. After such an incident as this,
the response is overwhelming from true Killebrew fans whose love reaches beyond the ballpark. This is my
opportunity to say ‗Thank You‘ to you for your prayers and thoughts. I‘m certain that they each played a
significant role in my recovery.
―Sincerely with Love,‖
It was signed Harmon

66

„AHHH, THERE‟S JUST ONE MORE THING…‟
Peter Falk, TV's rumpled Columbo, has died
By Frazier Moore, AP Television Writer Jun 24, 2011
The best way to celebrate
Peter Falk's life is to savor
how Columbo, his signature
character, fortified our lives.
Thanks to Falk's affectionately
genuine portrayal, Lt.
Columbo established himself
for all time as a champion of
any viewer who ever felt less
than graceful, elegant or wellspoken.
Falk died Thursday at age 83
in his Beverly Hills, Calif.,
home, according to a
statement released Friday by
family friend Larry Larson. But
Columbo lives on as the
shining ideal of anyone with a smudge on his tie, whose car isn't the sportiest, who often seems clueless,
who gets dissed by fancy people.
As a police detective, Columbo's interview technique was famously disjointed, with his inevitable awkward
afterthought ("Ahhh, there's just one more thing...") that tried the patience of his suspect as he was halfway
out the door.
Columbo was underestimated, patronized or simply overlooked by nearly everyone he met — especially
the culprit.
And yet Columbo, drawing on inner pluck for which only he (and an actor as skilled as Falk) could have
accounted, always prevailed. Contrary to all evidence (that is, until he nailed the bad guy), Columbo always
knew what he was doing.
Even more inspiring for viewers, he was unconcerned with how other people saw him. He seemed to be
perfectly happy with himself, his life, his pet basset, Dog, his wheezing Peugeot, and his never-seen wife. A
squat man chewing cigars in a rumpled raincoat, he stands tall among TV's most self-assured heroes.
What viewer won't take solace forever from the lessons Columbo taught us by his enduring example?
Columbo — he never had a first name — presented a refreshing contrast to other TV detectives. "He looks
like a flood victim," Falk once said. "You feel sorry for him. He appears to be seeing nothing, but he's
seeing everything. Underneath his dishevelment, a good mind is at work."
On another occasion, he described Columbo as "an ass-backwards Sherlock Holmes."
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"As a person, he was like Columbo. He was exactly the same way: a great sense of humor, constantly
forgetting things," said Charles Engel, an NBCUniversal executive who worked with Falk on "Columbo" and
was his neighbor and longtime friend.
He remembered Falk as a "brilliant" actor and "an amazingly wonderful, crazy guy," and said a script was in
place for a two-hour "Columbo" special, but Falk's illness made the project impossible. In a court document
filed in December 2008, Falk's daughter Catherine Falk said her father was suffering from Alzheimer's
disease.
Somehow fittingly, Falk — the perfect choice to play Columbo — failed to be the first choice. Instead, the
role was offered to easygoing crooner Bing Crosby. Fortunately, he turned it down.
With Falk in place, "Columbo" began its run in 1971 as part of the NBC Sunday Mystery Movie series,
appearing every third week. The show became by far the most popular of the three mysteries, the others
being "McCloud" and "McMillan and Wife."
Falk was reportedly paid $250,000 a movie
and could have made much more if he had
accepted an offer to convert "Columbo" into
a weekly series. He declined, reasoning that
carrying a weekly detective series would be
too great a burden.
NBC canceled the three series in 1977. In
1989 ABC offered "Columbo" in a two-hour
format usually appearing once or twice a
season. The movies continued into the 21st
century. "Columbo" appeared in 26 foreign
countries and was a particular favorite in
France and Iran.
Columbo's trademark: an ancient raincoat
Falk had once bought for himself. After 25
years on television, the coat became so
tattered it had to be replaced.
Falk was already an experienced Broadway
actor and two-time Oscar nominee when he
began playing Columbo. And, long before
then, he had demonstrated a bit of Columbo-worthy spunk: at 3, he had one eye removed because of
cancer.
Then, when he was starting as an actor in New York, an agent told him, "Of course, you won't be able to
work in movies or TV because of your eye." And after failing a screen test at Columbia Pictures, he was
told by studio boss Harry Cohn that "for the same price I can get an actor with two eyes."
But Falk prevailed, even before "Columbo," picking up back-to-back Oscar nominations as best supporting
actor for the 1960 mob drama "Murder, Inc." and Frank Capra's last film, the 1961 comedy-drama
"Pocketful of Miracles."
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Paying tribute, actor-comedian Michael McKean said, "Peter Falk's assault on conventional stardom went
like this: You're not conventionally handsome, you're missing an eye and you have a speech impediment.
Should you become a movie star? Peter's correct answer: Absolutely.
"I got to hang with him a few times and later worked a day with him on a forgettable TV movie," McKean
went on, calling Falk "a sweet, sharp and funny man with a great soul. Wim Wenders called it correctly in
'Wings of Desire': He was an angel if there ever was one on Earth."
"There is literally nobody you could compare him to. He was a completely unique actor," said Rob Reiner,
who directed Falk in "The Princess Bride."
"His personality was really what drew people to him. ... He had this great sense of humor and this great
natural quality nobody could come close to," Reiner said. Falk's work with Alan Arkin in "The In-Laws"
represents "one of the most brilliant comedy pairings we've seen on screen."
Peter Michael Falk was born in 1927, in New York City and grew up in Ossining, N.Y., where his parents
ran a clothing store.
After serving as a cook in the merchant marine and receiving a masters degree in public administration
from Syracuse University, Falk worked as an efficiency expert for the budget bureau of the state of
Connecticut.
He also acted in amateur theater and was encouraged to become a professional by actress-teacher Eva Le
Gallienne.
An appearance in "The Iceman Cometh" off-Broadway led to other parts, among them Josef Stalin in
Paddy Chayefsky's 1964 "The Passion of Josef D." In 1971, Falk scored a hit in Neil Simon's "The Prisoner
of Second Avenue," Tony-nominated for best play.
Falk made his film debut in 1958 with "Wind Across the Everglades" and established himself as a talented
character actor with his performance as the vicious killer Abe Reles in "Murder, Inc."
Among his other movies: "It's a Mad, Mad, Mad, Mad World," "Robin and the Seven Hoods," "The Great
Race," "Luv," "Castle Keep," "The Cheap Detective" and "The Brinks Job."
Falk also appeared in a number of art-house favorites, including "Wings of Desire" (in which he played
himself as a former angel), and the semi-improvisational films "Husbands" and "A Woman Under the
Influence," directed by his friend John Cassavetes.
"Today we lost someone who is very special and dear to my heart. Not only a wonderful actor but a very
great friend," said Gena Rowlands, who co-starred with Falk in the latter film, and was married to the late
Cassavetes.
Falk became prominent in television movies, beginning with his first Emmy for "The Price of Tomatoes" in
1961. His four other Emmys were for "Columbo."
He was married to pianist Alyce Mayo in 1960; they had two daughters, Jackie and Catherine, and divorced
in 1976. The following year he married actress Shera Danese. They filed for divorce twice and reconciled
each time.
When not working, Falk spent time in the garage of his Beverly Hills home. He had converted it into a
studio where he created charcoal drawings. He took up art in New York when he was in the Simon play and
one day happened into the Art Students League.
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He recalled: "I opened a door and there she was, a nude model, shoulders back, a light from above, buckass naked. The female body is awesome. Believe me, I signed up right away."
Falk is survived by his wife Shera and his two daughters.
EDITOR‟S NOTE:
The author is under the impression that Falk is defined by his Columbo character, but his single greatest
role was in Woman Under the Influence, which I rate in my top 10 all-time movies. He gave an Academy
Award level performance in this movie. (review to follow)
A Woman Under the Influence
Release Date: 1974
By Roger Ebert Jan 14, 1998

John Cassavetes is one of the few modern directors whose shots, scenes, dialogue and characters all
instantly identify their creator; watch even a few seconds of a Cassavetes film, and you know whose it is,
as certainly as with Hitchcock or Fellini. They are films with a great dread of silence; the characters talk,
fight, joke, sing, confess, accuse. They need love desperately, and are bad at giving it and worse at
receiving it, but God how they try.
Cassavetes (1929-89) is the most important of the American independent filmmakers. His "Shadows"
(1959), shot in 16-mm. on a low budget and involving plausible people in unforced situations, arrived at the
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same time as the French New Wave and offered a similar freedom in America: not the formality of studio
productions, but the spontaneity of life happening right now. Ironically, it was by starring in such
mainstream films as "Rosemary's Baby" and "The Fury" that Cassavetes raised the money to make his own
films.
Because his work felt so fresh, it was assumed that Cassavetes was an improvisational filmmaker. Not
true. He was the writer of his films, but because he based their stories on his own emotional experience,
and because his actors were family or friends, his world felt spontaneous. There was never the arc of a
plot, but the terror of free-fall. He knew that in life you do not often improvise, but play a character who has
been carefully rehearsed for a lifetime.
"A Woman Under the Influence" (1974) is perhaps the greatest of Cassavetes' films (although a case can
be made for "Love Streams" in 1984). It stars his wife and most frequent collaborator, Gena Rowlands, and
his friend Peter Falk, in roles perhaps suggested by his own marriage (how closely may be guessed by the
fact that the two characters' mothers are played by Lady Rowlands and Katherine Cassavetes).
Falk plays a construction foreman named Nick Longhetti, and Rowlands is his wife, Mabel. They have three
children, and live in a house with so little privacy that they sleep on a sofa bed in the dining room. (The
bathroom door has a large sign: "PRIVATE." People are always knocking on it.) Mabel drinks too much and
behaves strangely, and during the film she will have a breakdown, spend time in a mental institution, and
star at her own welcome-home party. Only by the end of the film is it quietly made clear that Nick is about
as crazy as his wife is, and that in a desperate way their two madnesses make a nice fit.
Rowlands won an Oscar nomination for her performance, which suggests Erma Bombeck playing Lady
Macbeth. Her madness burns amid the confusions of domestic life. Nothing goes easily. Her first words are
"No yelling!" Sending the three kids to spend the night with her mother, she hops around the front yard on
one foot, having lost her shoe. When her husband unexpectedly arrives home early in the morning with 10
fellow construction workers, her response is direct: "Want some spaghetti?" But she tries too hard, and is
eventually embracing one embarrassed worker, asking him to dance, until Nick breaks the mood with
"Mabel, you've had your fun. That's enough." The workers quickly clear their places and leave, while Mabel
crumples into the ashes of another failed attempt to please.
Mabel has no room of her own. Her entire house belongs at all times to the other members of her family, to
her relatives and in-laws, to the neighbors, to unexpected visitors like Dr. Zepp (Eddie Shaw), who turns up
to eyeball her and decide if she's a suitable case for treatment. There is a quiet moment early in the film
when Mabel is left alone for a while, and stands in the middle of the front hallway, smoking, thinking,
listening to opera, drinking, and making gestures toward the corners of the rooms, as if making sure they
are still there.
Later we see her guzzling whiskey in a bar, and spending the night with a guy she can't get rid of. (The guy
leaves just before Nick arrives with his crew; Cassavetes avoids the obvious payoff of having them meet,
while establishing the possibility that such meetings with stray men may have occurred in the past.) Nick
and Mabel, alone for a moment, are fond and loving, but soon the kids burst in and join them on the bed,
along with Mabel's mother, and Nick leads everyone in the manic whistling of "Jingle Bells."
Waves of noise and chaos sweep in and out of this house. "In her view," writes critic Ray Carney, "for
things to stop moving even for a pulsebeat is for them to begin to die." That's true of most of Cassavetes'
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characters. Living in constant dread of silence or insight, unsure of her abilities as wife or mother, rattled by
booze and pills, Mabel tries to enforce a scenario of happiness. Just meeting the school bus is a daily
crisis, and in the house the kids are always being prompted to perform, to play, to sing, to bounce, to seem
happy. "Tell me what you want me to be," she tells Nick. "I can be anything."
While Mabel is offstage, we see Nick's own madness, masked
by macho self-assurance. Consider the scene where he arrives
at his children's school in a city truck, yanks the kids out of
classes and takes them to the beach, where they are instructed
to run up and down and have a good time. On the way home,
he even lets them sip from his six-pack. Nothing Mabel has
done is as crazy as this.
And consider the welcome that Nick stages for Mabel on her
return from the institution. It is strained in countless ways, but
underneath everything is the sense of an actress returning to reclaim the role she made her own, in a longrunning play. She may be well, she may still be ill, but the people in her life are relieved that at least she is
back, taking up the psychic space they are accustomed to her occupying. A dysfunctional family is not a
non-functional family; it functions after its fashion, and in its screwy routine there may even be a kind of
reassurance.
There is no safe resolution at the end of a Cassavetes film. You feel the tumult of life goes on
uninterrupted, that each film is a curtain raised on a play already in progress. The characters seek to give
love, receive it, express it, comprehend it. They are prevented by various addictions: booze, drugs, sex,
self-doubt. Self-help gurus talk about "playing old tapes." Cassavetes writes characters whose old tapes
are like prison cells; their dialogue is like a call for help from between the bars.
Carney suggests that "A Woman Under the Influence" is the middle film of a "marriage trilogy" by
Cassavetes. The first in the emotional sequence is "Minnie and Moskowitz" (1971), with Rowlands and
Seymour Cassel in the goofy intoxication of first love, and the third is "Faces" (1968), with Rowlands and
John Marley in the last stages of a disintegrating marriage. "A Woman Under the Influence" comes in the
full flood of marriage and parenthood, with an uncertain balance between hope and fear.
Cassavetes cut many other films from the bolt of his quest and exhilaration. I thought "Husbands" (1970)
was unconvincing, with Cassavetes, Falk and Ben Gazzara mourning a friend by holding an extended
debauch. "The Killing of a Chinese Bookie" (1976, with Gazzara as the operator of a strip club) is the
sleeper, a portrait of an shifty, charming operator. "Opening Night" (1977) stars Rowlands in one of her best
performances, as an alcoholic actress coming to pieces on the first night of a new play. "Gloria" (1980) is
more conventional, with Rowlands as a mob-connected woman who hides a kid whose parents have been
rubbed out. Then comes the greatness of "Love Streams" (1984), but by then Cassavetes' health was
failing and after a few more jobs he descended into a painful terminal illness.
One of the things we can ask of an artist is that he leave some record of how it was for him, how he saw
things, how he coped. Movies are such a collaborative medium that we rarely get the sense of one person,
but Cassavetes at least got it down to two: himself and Rowlands. The key to his work is to realize that it is
always Rowlands, not the male lead, who is playing the Cassavetes role.
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Humor

CNN'S Carol Costello

Steven Tyler

SEPARATED AT BIRTH?

"Call me Ishmael." But, don't call me when i'm on the toilet. Don't
call me after 9:00PM, Don't call me during American Idol, Modern
Family or during “Quiz a Catholic”.
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Jewish Weapons of Mass Destruction
Latkes
A pancake-like structure, not to be confused with anything a first-class health restaurant would put out.
In a latke the oil remains inside
the pancake.
It is made with potatoes, onions,
eggs and matzo meal.
Latkes can be eaten with
applesauce but COULD also be
used to comb your hair, shine
your shoes or lubricate your
automobile.
There is a rumor that in the time
of the Maccabees, they lit a
latke by mistake and it burned
for eight months.
What is certain is that you will
have heartburn for the same amount of time.
It tastes GOOD but will stop your heart if the grease gets cold.
Matzoh
Israel 's punishment for escaping slavery.
It consists of a simple mix of flour and
water - no eggs or flavor at all.
When made especially well, it could
actually taste like a cardboard box
recycled from the Tel Aviv city dump.
Its redeeming value is that it does fill you
up and stays with you for a long time-sometimes far too long--and you are
advised to eat lots of prunes with it.
If the prunes do not work, try castor oil, or even gun powder as a last resort, before a surgeon has to mine
it out.
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Kasha Varnishkes

One of the little-known "delicacies" that is even more difficult to
pronounce than it is to cook.
It has nothing to do with varnish, but is basically a mixture of
buckwheat and bowtie noodles (not macaroni).
Why bowties? Many sages in the Old Testament discussed this
and agreed that an ancient Jewish mother must have decided,
'Son, you can't come to the table without a tie or, G-d forbid,
place your elbowon the table."
If Mamma said 'bowties,' you better believe that's what the
family used, even if they had to invent them on the spot.

Blintzes
Not to be confused with the German
war machine's 'blintzkreig.'
Can you imagine the Jerusalem Post
in '39 with huge headlines
announcing:
'Germans drop tons of cheese and
blueberry blintzes on Poland .
Shortage of sour cream expected'?
Basically, this is the Jewish answer
to Crepe Suzettes. They are actually
offered on the menu at the local
International House of Pancakes, but
no one there knows what the hell they
are.
In ignorant bliss, they often serve
them frozen from the blintz factory. No
modern American woman will take time to make them
if she can find a grocery store selling frozen ones. (Assuming she can find someone in that store who
knows where they are kept.)
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Kishke
You know from Scottish Haggis? Well,
this it ain't. Remember what I say if you
should go to the Highlands .
You do not want to eat Haggis....no
matter how much Scotch you've downed.
In the old days they would take an
intestine and stuff it to make kishke.
Today we use parchment paper or plastic
(made in China ). And what do you stuff it
with? Carrots, celery, onions, flour and
spices.
The skill is not to cook it alone, but to add it to the cholent (see below) and let it simmer for 24 hours, until
there is no chance whatsoever that there is any nutritional value left. The gravy can be purchased in bulk at
any southern Bisquitville drive-thru.
Kreplach
They sound worse than they taste. There is a
rabbinical debate on their origins. One Rabbi
claims they began when a fortune cookie fell
into the chicken soup.
Another claims they started in an Italian
restaurant, where the owner yelled at the chef,
'Disa pasta tastes like-a krep!' Either way, it can
be soft, hard, or soggy and the amount of meat
inside depends on whether it is your mother or
your mother-in-law who cooked it. Tastes best if
made in a Manhatten deli where they serve the
soup by the barrel-load.
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Cholent
This combination of noxious gases had been the secret
weapon of Jews for centuries.
The unique combination of beans, barley, potatoes, and
bones or meat is meant to stick to your ribs
and anything else it comes into contact with. Precursor
of Superglue.
At a fancy Mexican restaurant (kosher, of course) I once heard this comment from a youngster who had
just had his first taste of Mexican refried beans: 'What, they serve leftover cholent here too?"
A Jewish American Princess once came up with something original for her guests (her first and probably
last cooking attempt at the age of 25).
She made cholent burgers for Sunday night supper. The guests never came back. The dogs ate the
burgers but later threw up and had to be taken by ambulance to the pet emergency room.
Gefilte Fish
A few years ago, an Israeli
politician had problems with
the filter in his fish pond and a
few of his fish got rather stuck
and mangled.
His son (5 years old at the
time) looked at them and
asked 'Is that why we call it
'Ge-filtered Fish'?'
Originally it was a carp stuffed
with a minced fish and
vegetable mixture. Today it
usually comprises small fish
balls eaten with horseradish
(pronounced 'chrain' to rhyme
with 'insane,' which you have to be to inflict it on your innards) and is judged on its relative strength in
bringing tears to your eyes at 100 paces.
The VERY NAME OF THIS DISH FRIGHTENS FULLY GROWN AND SOPHISTICATED GENTILES and
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they actually run when it is merely mentioned..
Bagels

How can we finish without the quintessential Jewish defense weapon, the bagel?
Like most foods, there are legends surrounding the bagel, although I don't know any other than it was first
discovered when unsugared donuts accidentally petrified.
There have been persistent rumors that the inventors of the bagel were the Norwegians, who couldn't get
anyone to buy smoked lox.
Think about it: Can you picture yourself eating smoked salmon or trout on white bread? Rye ? A cracker?
Naaa! The Israel Defense Forces research lab looked for
something hard and almost indigestible which could take the spread of cream cheese and which doesn't
take up too much room in desert-maneuvers-ration kits.
And why the hole? The truth is that many philosophers believe the hole is the essence and the dough is
only there to indicate where the hole is placed.
It remains an eternal existential discussion topic. Meanwhile, the Gentiles discovered they like them and
are now getting as fat as the Jews eating at McDonalds.
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BIN LADEN IS
DEAD

Trump demands copy of death certificate!

79

“Beauty is in the eye of the beholder!”

Hitler returns from summer camp and either he has
to make pee pee or is he just signaling for a fair
catch?

AN UPDATE FROM WASHINGTON

80

DOONESBURY by Gary Trudeau 7/10/11
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Opinion
FOR OFFICE CIVILITY, CHERCHEZ LA FEMME
By Maureen Dowd-New York Times-May 28,2011
On the way up to Christine Lagarde‘s office high above the Seine, you
pass through a lobby filled with wall after wall of black-and-white photos
of her predecessors as French finance minister: all men.
They include a former president, Valéry Giscard d‘Estaing; a current
president, Nicolas Sarkozy, and a former favorite to be president,
Dominique Strauss-Kahn.
DSK, as he‘s known here, is holding a pen, beaming with confidence.
His photo on the front page of Le Figaro on Lagarde‘s coffee table looks
far different: the humbled former International Monetary Fund chief
flanked by two New York detectives at his house-arrest pad in TriBeCa,
a $50,000-a-month apartment so ―luxueuse,‖ as the paper says, that it is giving the Socialist Party
―malaise.‖
Another black-and-white expanse greets you when you enter Lagarde‘s office: the zebra-patterned carpet
she put in so she wouldn‘t always be facing ―men in gray suits on a gray rug.‖
The attractive, 55-year-old Lagarde — 5-foot-10 and lithe with short silver hair and blue-green eyes — is
gliding around on the zebra rug in her nude patent Christian Louboutin high heels. The woman has
panache.
What else would you expect from someone who became a synchronized swimmer on the French national
team after watching Esther Williams movies as a girl?
―She was a little bit plumpy, which was lovely,‖ Madame Minister says of the ‘50s movie star, adding that
she does a bit of her old practice, in addition to working on her rose garden and cooking, when she‘s at her
home in Normandy. ―I love the sea. I think I must have been a dolphin in a previous life.‖
Synchronized swimming taught her teamwork and how to hold her breath when world economies dived
underwater.
She was, she says, ―born independent.‖ When she was 4, she confides in her melodic low voice, her
―totally irresponsible‖ parents would put her and her infant brother to bed and sneak out to the theater and
concerts. One night they came back and found all the lights on. Christine was ensconced in a big chair in
the living room, reading her book. ―Next time,‖ she nonchalantly told her parents, ―just let me know when
you go.‖
France‘s first female finance minister got a boost in her bid to become the first female head of the I.M.F. at
the G-8 meeting in Deauville when Sarkozy lobbied President Obama, Hillary Clinton offered a girl-power
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endorsement, and Dmitri Medvedev proclaimed a near-consensus. Lagarde asserts that après le DSK
déluge, leadership skills count more for the world‘s banker than ―super-duper training and degrees in
economics.‖
She says she‘s ready to personally go woo China, India and other
countries angry over the prospect of yet another European getting
a job that they feel should be the prize of a developing country.
She heads to Brazil on Monday.
She feels deeply that ―with an institution with so many different
people with different backgrounds, there‘s a need for respect and
tolerance. I know what it‘s like to walk into a room where you are
just by yourself, and everybody else is wearing dark suits, and you
feel for a few seconds slightly intimidated and not always
welcome.‖
She dismisses the charge that she overstepped to get a $408
million legal settlement for a Sarkozy pal, the controversial
businessman Bernard Tapie, calling it ―a politically driven initiative
by the Socialist Party.‖
France is soul-searching in the wake of DSK‘s DNA stains,
debating whether the press is too protective of predatory politicians, whether there are too many liaisons
dangereuses between journalists and officials, and whether sexism is taken seriously enough.
Lagarde agrees with The Times‘s veteran Paris correspondent Elaine Sciolino that this is an Anita Hill
moment for France.
―I think there will be a pre-DSK and a post-DSK,‖ she says. ―And things that may have been tolerated or
generally accepted as O.K. will no longer be. I think women will take some confidence and pride out of
whatever happens.‖
Because the story came out ―so brutally and without notice,‖ she says, the French had a hard time
understanding ―adversarial‖ American justice and went into ―a huge denial.‖
―Rightly or wrongly, a lot of people in the media and the establishment had assumed that he was not only
persona grata, but that he was going to be the next president of France,‖ Lagarde says. ―So they had taken
him to the pinnacle and then suddenly he was down in the cellar, the gutter. In the denial phase, they had
to go through that victimization of the man, while ignoring the real victim, and it led to unacceptable and
disgusting comments by some of his friends. Male friends, of course.‖
The journalist Jean-François Kahn said he was ―practically certain‖ that DSK was not trying to rape the
Sofitel maid, but was merely engaging in ―troussage de domestique,‖ lifting the skirt of the servant. Jack
Lang, a former government minister, cracked, ―It‘s not like anybody died.‖
Lagarde has never been the darling of the French elite. When she became minister of finance, she says,
―people were not particularly nice to me and the media was very keen to point at mistakes or being too
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blunt or not using the politically correct phrases. I did what I always do. I just gritted my teeth and smiled
and got on with it.‖
In 2007, she made a speech suggesting that her countrymen abandon their ―old national habit‖ of overintellectualizing. ―Enough thinking, already!‖ she urged. ―Roll up your sleeves.‖
As she told me on Friday, ―I said they‘d done enough thinking to fill in shelves of libraries of the entire
world. I said it was time they got on with action.‖
Sciolino writes about the howling that followed in her new book, ―La Seduction‖: ―For the men, here was a
French woman brainwashed by too many years in America who was trying to castrate the intellectuals of
France!‖
The male elite hit back. Bernard-Henri Lévy (who has been
vociferously defending his pal DSK) disdainfully noted: ―This is
the sort of thing you can hear in cafe conversations from
morons who drink too much.‖
Lagarde shrugs. ―I have no regret,‖ she says. ―I was bashed.
But the messages got through, I would hope. I don‘t mind too
much a little Parisian circle that says: ‗Hmmph, she‘s not part of
us. She‘s spent too much time on the other side.‘ ‖
Like her dynamic boss, Sarkozy, Lagarde is known as ―L‘Americaine‖ — not a compliment here. The
divorced mother of two grown sons, who now dates a hunky Marseilles real estate developer, attended
Holton-Arms high school in the Washington area in an exchange program and spent two decades as a
lawyer at Baker & McKenzie in Chicago.
During the financial crisis, her much-criticized tendency to dispense with French protocol allowed her to
soar. Her public response to the Lehman collapse was ―Holy cow!‖ She was fast, blunt and able to speak
English without a translator.
Even before DSK‘s vertiginous fall, Lagarde, who has three younger brothers and who elbowed her way to
the top male tier of the City of Broad Shoulders, had warned about the dangers of too much ―hairy-chested‖
testosterone. In Chicago, she says, she had ―boys on my team. And I could see them, especially when they
were a little bit amongst themselves and I was just in the background, and it was about, ‗Oh, I can do better
than you. I‘ve got more of this and more of that. And I‘ve got more billable hours.‘ It‘s complete nonsense.‖
She noticed, when she worked on big termination packages after mergers, that men would feel their worlds
were collapsing while women‘s egos were ―more diversely invested.‖
She believes that women in the mix — ―if they accept to just be themselves and not play boys‘ games‖ —
can ―make it a bit more civilized, bring it back to normality.‖
Lagarde‘s role models were her mother, a professor of French, Latin and ancient Greek who was widowed
when Christine was 16, and an older female partner at Baker & McKenzie, a ―solid professional‖ who put on
a little lipstick before seeing clients.
―Neither overplayed their femininity,‖ she says. ―They did not try to charm or lift their skirt to show their
knees. But they were women.‖
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Perhaps a woman who dominates without being domineering is just what is needed at the I.M.F., a macho
island outside U.S. law with the sexual norms of a libidinous pirate ship.
The French are reconsidering the line between seduction and aggression. I asked Lagarde how she would
delineate it.
―You know when you receive a big slap in the face,‖ she says, ―or when someone says ‗No.‘ ‖
Has she ever felt sexually harassed?
―No, I‘m too tall. I‘ve been in sports for too long,‖ she says, smiling and flexing the muscle under her black
Ann Taylor jacket.
―They know that I could just punch them.‖
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