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Dell™ desktops received an "A" rating for service and
reliability for the 4th consecutive year!

Any computer company can offer you service and support. At Dell;” we're offering you
a living, breathing, certified technician who will actually come to your house {and into
your kitchen if need be). If you have a problem with your system, give us a call 24x7
for a tech to troubleshoot with you over the phone. If hardware support is needed,

a technician can be sent to your home. It's called Next-Business-Day At-Home Service*
and it's available with every Dell Dimension™ desktop. Of course, chances are you'll
never need someone to drop by. But if you ever do, just put on a fresh pot of coffee.
Dellame™ is all about helping you get the most out of your PC. A certified technician
is just one of the ways we’re making it happen.

DELL"” DESKTOPS:

DELL" DIMENSION " 1550 DELL" DIMENSION " x¢s5 To00r DELL" DIMENSION" xrs gsoo
Affordable Desktop Solution High Performance, Great Value Cutting Edge Technology
® Intel® Pentium® Ill Processor at 550E MHz 8 |ntel* Pentium® lll Processor at 700MHz ® Intel* Pentium* HI Processor at 800EB MHz
» 64MB SDRAM ® 64MB SDRAM ® 20GB* Uitra ATA Hard Drive 8 128MB RDRAM = 30GB* Ultra ATA Hard Drive
® 4.3GB* Ultra ATA Hard Drive # ATA 66 Controller Card ® 17" (16.0" vis, .24 -.25AG) P780
&8 15" (13.8" v's) E550 Monitor ® 177 {16.0" vis, .28dp) E770 Monitor FD Trinitron* Monitor
® [ntel® 3D AGP Graphics ® 16MB AT} RAGE 128 Pro = 32MB NVIDIA geFORCE 4X AGP Graphics
® 40X Max CD-ROM Drive ® 48X Max CD-ROM Drive 8 NEW 12X Max DVD-ROM Drive
® SoundBlaster 64V PCl Sound Card 8 Turtle Beach Montego® Il A3D™ 320V Sound Card 8 SB Live! Value Digital
® PC Speakers 8 Altec Lansing” ACS-340™ Speakers with Subwoofer 8 Altec Lansing® ACS-340"" Speakers with Subwoofer
® V.90 56K Capable" PCI DataFax Modem ® V.90 56K Capable* PCI Telephony Modem 8 V.90 56K Capable® PCl Telephony Modem
for Windows* for Windows* for Windows*
& MS* Works Suite 2000 & MS* Works Suite 2000 = MS* Works Suite 2000
& MS* Windows* 98, Second Edition ® MS* Windows" 98, Second Edition 8 MS* Windows* 98, Second Edition
® 3-Yr Limited Warranty’ @ 1-Yr At-Home Service* ® 3-Yr Limited Warranty' ® 1-Yr At-Home Service* 8 3.Yr Limited Warranty’ ® 1-Yr At-Home Service'
$899 ot $1499 oy, $2499 o uunsrsmiio

Déildme.,com
800.289.1470 ] R

pick up your phone. pick up your mouse.
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Novel ldea.

Everybody knows, the more you read, the more you know.
But these days, finding the time to read isn't always easy.

So at Microsoft, we've developed a new technology that enables
people to get books instantly and read them anywhere—simply
and conveniently. It's called Microsoft. Reader.

Microsoft Reader with ClearType: display technology brings
everything we all love about books—the clean, crisp type and
uncluttered format—to a variety of PCs, laptops, and handheld
devices, delivering the first immersive on-screen reading
experience that rivals paper.

Perhaps best of all, Microsoft Reader enables you to carry
hundreds—even thousands—of books with you wherever you go.
Which means for the first time, you'll be able to read whatever
you want, wherever you are. Watch for Microsoft Reader.

It's coming soon.

Microsoft Reader. Finding more time to read isn't novel.
Making it possible is.

Microsoft

[
eader’

with ClearType.

Microsoft

Where do you want to go today?



From left to right:

Mary Kay Bennett,
Victim’s Advocate

Sarahrose Snyder, Survivor

Heather Thompson,
Victim’s Advocate

Hope House, Independence, MO
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HELPING SURVIVORS OF DOMESTIC VIOLENCE

“With their help,
I survived domestic violence.

Now I can dream again.”

When Sarahrose Snyder took refuge at Hope House,

a domestic violence shelter, she found the support she
needed to change her life. With help from victim's
advocates like Mary Kay Bennett and Heather
Thompson, Sarahrose regained her dignity and
discovered a new future.

Hope House is one of the many community-based
organizations supported by Doors of Hope, an initiative
of Philip Morris Companies Inc. in partnership with the
National Network to End Domestic Violence Fund.
Doors of Hope helps to provide emergency shelter,
food and clothing to survivors of domestic violence,
as well as job training and long-term counseling.

Through initiatives such as Doors of Hope,
the people of Philip Morris have been helping

communities in need for more than forty years.

To find out how you can help end domestic violence, call today:

National Network to End Domestic Violence Fund
(202) 543-5566 www.nnedv.org

Working to make a difference.

PHILIP MORRIS COMPANIES INC
KRAFT FOODS, INC. MILLER BREWING COMPANY  PHILIP MORRIS CAPITAL CORPORATION
PHILIP MORRIS INTERNATIONAL INC. PHILIP MORRIS U.S.A.

www.philipmorris.com
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SCOT1 MENCHIN

CONTRIBUTORS

HAROLD BLOOM s a literary critic and the
author of more than 20 books.

AUSTIN BUNN, a Brill's Content contributing
editor, contributes also to The Village Voice.
He has written for Salon, I.D., FEED Magazine,
and The New York Times Magazine.

LORI FENA and CHARLES JENNINGS
are cofounders of TRUSTe, a leading privacy-
assurance organization on the Net.

ABRAHAM FOXMAN is the national
director of the Anti-Defamation League.

DAVID HIRSON made his Broadway
debut with his first play, La Béte.

His second and most recent Broadway
play is Wrong Mountain.

GAY JERVEY, a senior correspondent
for Brill's Content, recently profiled MSNBC
talk-show host Chris Matthews.

STEVEN JOHNSON is editor in chief of
FEED Magazine (feedmag.com).

ALEX S. JONES won a Pulitzer Prize while
covering the press for The New York Times.
He is a coauthor, with Susan E. Tifft, of

The Trust: The Private and Powerful Family
Behind The New York Times.

MARK LEYNER is the author of £% Tu,
Babe and The Tetherballs of Bougainville.

JACKI LYDEN is the weekend host of
National Public Radio's All Things
Considered. She is the author of Daughter
of the Queen of Sheba.

SETH MNOOKIN, a senior writer for
Brill's Content, covers politics and the press.
He was the city editor at the Forward.

MARVIN OLASKY is a professor of
journalism at The University of Texas at
Austin. He is the editor of World, a weekly
newsmagazine with a biblical perspective.

CYNTHIA 0ZICK's new collection of
essays, Quarrel & Quandary, will be
published this year. Her most recent novel
is The Puttermesser Papers.

ABIGAIL POGREBIN, a senior
correspondent for Brill’s Content, most
recently profiled Kate Betts, the

editor of Harper's Bazaar.

KATHERINE ROSMAN, a senior writer
for Brill's Content, most recently wrote the
February cover story, “JonBenét, Inc.”

CALVIN TRILLIN, a contributing editor
for Brill's Content, is the author of Family
Man. He is also a columnist for Time,

a staff writer for The New Yorker, and

a contributor to The Nation.
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NOT SO FAST...

he view that daily newspapers
are becoming moribund in the
Internet Age is now as common
as the view that the Internet
will become the dominant news
medium of the future.

Several articles in this issue argue other-
wise. The Pulitzer Prize-winning reporter
Alex Jones, a coauthor of The Patriarch, a
book about the star-crossed Bingham news-
paper dynasty, and The Trust, l1ast year’s
acclaimed account of the still-thriving
Ochs-Sulzberger family of The New York Times,
writes about his own fam-
ily’s four-generation involve-
ment with The Greeneville
Sun, circulation 15,000
(page 86). Last week, as he

et PWIAI s apy,
FEEEREAMERE L

Public Radio and a host of All Things
Considered, has visited Iran seven times since
1995. She reports that a handful of former
revolutionaries turned journalists—an
ex-cleric, an ex-spy, and two ex-soldiers—risk
their lives daily in a country lurching
toward democracy.

Indeed, the more the Internet grows as
a medium for the exchange of information
and ideas, the more we learn how far it
still must go before it replaces the media
so many are hastily writing off as obsolete.
Steven Johnson, a cofounder of the online
journal FEED Magazine, states
in his piece on page 63 that,
contrary to what Robert
Wright argues in his new
book, Nonzero: The Logic of

has for the past 55 years,
Jones’s 85-year-old father

Human Destiny, the Internet is

getting dumber as it gets big-

went to work at the Sun

ger. Johnson makes the point

(which is published in

that information doesn’t

Greeneville, Tennessee),

replace knowledge, and that

proving that in a culture

in order for the Web to get

of media conglomeration,
a small-town newspaper
can survive and even thrive
if it maintains its core val-
ues, reflects its community,
and retains that commu-
nity’s trust.

On page 60, the twice-
lambasted playwright

- E-R-N-A2X:
David Hirson recounts o

smarter, its underlying archi-
tecture must evolve.

On page 108, Charles
Jennings and Lori Fena chart
the frightening erosion of our
privacy resulting from the
free-for-all dissemination of
our personal identity informa-
tion—or PII, in their Internet
argot. Rather than empower-

how, even in a wired cul-

ture, where anyone and

everyone can post an opin-

ion, a few newspaper

theater critics still largely control the
future of Broadway. He points out the irony
that as the economic stakes of Broadway
have risen, and fewer new American

plays are produced each year, those who
can bestow a critical blessing have more
influence than ever in determining the life
or death of a show.

Jacki Lyden’s piece, on page 118, about
the news revolution in Iran—which played a
crucial role in defeating Iran’s hard-line
government—makes the case for print even
more clear: We have yet to see a government
fall as a result of the digital revolution.
Lyden, a senior correspondent for National

ing us, they argue, the

Internet can actually make us

more vulnerable. Strangers

can now know things about
us without our getting anything—knowledge
or information—in return (except, perhaps, a
free toaster). It's an unsettling account of the
dark side of the Information Age.

This magazine focuses on the media—
how they operate and how they do their job.
Collectively, the pieces mentioned here sug-
gest that we shouldn’t let the high-voltage
excitement of today’s business pages—which
have pretty much replaced the politics and
arts pages as must-reading—seduce us into
believing that new information technologies
have rendered print, even the local, small-
town print of a family-owned newspaper,
irrelevant. DAVID KUHN
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WHAT WE STAND FOR

| 1Accuracy

Brill's Content is about all that purports
to be nonfiction. So it should be no
surprise that our first principle is that
anything that purports to be nonfiction
should be true. Which means it should be
accurate in fact and in context.

2 Labeling and Sourcing

Similarly, if a publisher is not certain that
something is accurate, the publisher
should either not publish it, or should
make that uncertainty plain by clearly
stating the source of his information and
its possible limits and pitfalls. To take
another example of making the quality of
information clear, we believe that if
unnamed sources must be used, they
should be labeled in a way that sheds
light on the limits and biases of the
information they offer.

3 Conflicts of Interest

We believe that the content of anything
that sells itself as journalism should be
free of any motive other than informing
its consumers. In other words, it should
not be motivated, for example, by the
desire to curry favor with an advertiser
or to advance a particular political
interest.

4 Accountability

We believe that journalists should hold
themselves as accountable as any of the
subjects they write about. They should be
eager to receive complaints about their
work, to investigate complaints diligently,
and to correct mistakes of fact, context,
and fairness prominently and clearly.
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"FOR AS LONG AS I CAN
REMEMBER, THE
GREENEVILLE SUNHAS

MY FAMILY.”

ALEX JONES, PAGE 86

MAY 2000
VOLUME 3
NUMBER FOUR

CAN ANYONE FIX THIS PICTURE?

network’s affiliates are getting antsy.
Still, the show’s producers insist they are on the

70

| CBS’s big gamble on Bryant Gumbel in the morning

‘ has so far not paid off. Viewers simply
COVER aren’t warming up to the star, and the
§ STORY ’

right track. BY GAY JERVEY

PLUS: A brighter morning for ABC.

BY ABIGAIL POGREBIN

ON THE TRAIL: THE NO-QUOTE ZONE

= Before Super Tuesday, reporters on George W.

76

Bush'’s 727 got as much access as they did on John
McCain’s Straight Talk Express. Why didn’t we read
about it? BY SETH MNOOKIN

THE PLAYER 80

With the power of The New York Times Magazine
behind her, showbiz chronicler Lynn Hirschberg
seduces the entertainment elite into letting her

enter their world. And she’s not above giving herself

A FAMILY CHRONICLE

Alex Jones has loved and resented The Greeneville
Sun, but more than anything else, he is bound to
as his family has been for almost a century.

. the Hollywood treatment. BY KATHERINE ROSMAN

86

it,

BY ALEX S. JONES

THE X-RATED FILES

96

An online community of female writers hijack male

TV characters into erotic scenarios too hot for the

small screen. BY AUSTIN BUNN

IN PRAISE OF THE GREATS 100

Literary critic Harold Bloom has done more to defe
the classics than anyone else alive. He reminds us

nd

why literature matters. BY HAROLD BLOOM

| US AND THEM: DIARY OF A LAUNCH 1

As US magazine relaunches as a weekly, no one
is more optimistic or has more to lose than

04

Jann Wenner. BY ABIGAIL POGREBIN

| PRIVACY UNDER SIEGE 1

Without realizing it, each of us is leaving a data
trail on the Internet, exposing a shocking amount
private information to who-knows-who. What are

08

of

the implications—and how can we protect ourselves?

BY CHARLES JENNINGS AND LORI FE

NA

COVER PHOTO ILLUSTRATION: ADRIAN DE LUCCA; GUMBEL: LISA ROSE/GLOBE
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But then it's not just a car. It's @ GM. Which means you can rely on it. Depend on it.
Count on it o be there for you. Because GM cars and trucks are engineered to go up
to 100,000 miles between tune-ups, up to 150,000 miles between coolant changes,
and require no timing adjustments, ever.* Plus, 93% of all GM cars and trucks built
in the last ten years are still on the road.** Making your GM not only easy to love,
but easy to live with. Which is a lot more than can be said for, well, you know...

*Maintenance needs may vary. Consult your owner’s manual.
**Based on Polk’s Ten Year Vehicles In Operation Study from 7/1/89 through 7/1/98.

i General Motors

www.gm.com

@

General Motors Corporation © 1999




ABBAS KOWSARI ILLUSTRATION CHRISTINE STEPHENS

Is the Web getting
smarter as it grows?
Next, page 63

THE STORY OF THE FREE
PRESS IN IRAN IS LESS THE
STORY OF A WHOLESALE
CHANGE IN GOVERNMENT
POLICY THAN OF PEOPLE
WHO WILL NOT GIVE UP.
INVESTIGATORS, PAGE 118

UP FRONT
FROM THE EDITOR IN CHIEF 9

LETTERS 17
West Wing annoys; Christopher Hitchens draws
fire; and a bizarre way to market a book.

HOW THEY GOT THAT SHOT
An image from photojournalist James
Nachtwey's new book, Inferno, brings human
suffering into sharp focus.

BY BRIDGET SAMBURG

20

COLUMNS

REWIND 23
How the Law of the Rope Line and the Law of
the Hunt took hold during the Republican

presidential primaries. BY STEVEN BRILL

THE BIG BLUR 51
When presidential candidates venture into the
unpredictable worlds of Letterman and Leno,
they risk discovering that the joke is on them.
BY ERIC EFFRON

THE WRY SIDE

Having insulted public figures for more
than 20 years, our columnist never feared
running into any of them. But guess who’s
coming to dinner. BY CALVIN TRILLIN

FACE-OFF

Cynthia Ozick and Abraham Foxman offer
differing views on whether the media have
overlooked a historic libel suit brought

by a Holocaust denier.

DEPTS.

CREATORS
Tim and Nina Zagat have built a dining-guide
empire on the opinions of amateur food
critics—a formula tailor-made for the

| Internet. Plus: Professional critics bite back.

[

| CREDENTIALS

BY BRIDGET SAMBURG

INVESTIGATORS

In Iran, a group of journalists struggle to
establish democracy in the face of angry
clerics and assassins’ bullets. BY JACKI LYDEN

118

SOURCES 121
Can’t be in town to celebrate The New Yorker's
75th birthday? Then head to your local book-
store and read all about it. BY JESSE OXFELD

123
Stargazers: How did some of the most trusted
astrologers learn to read the stars, the moon,
and the planets? BY JANE MANNERS

56 |
' REPORT FROM THE OMBUDSMAN

|

= il

STUFF WE LIKE 29
A few of the things that bring us pleasure. \
NOTEBOOK 39

Actor Peter Berg and Bellevue Hospital’s {
Dr. Robert Berger team up for ABC’s new
dramatic series, Wonderland; Carol Marin
returns to the anchor’s chair in Chicago; the
Motion Picture Association plays the ratings |
game with director James Toback’s Black and
White; plus Ticker and much more.

CRITICAL CONDITION e ™

| Critics launched a devastating attack |

54 |

115 |

against David Hirson and his Broadway play
Wrong Mountain, and it closed three weeks

later. Here, a meditation on the press as |
cultural arbiter. BY DAVID HIRSON |

NEXT 63
Is the Web a global brain, or does ‘
intelligence require both connectedness

and organization? BY STEVEN JOHNSON |

TALK BACK 68
The author says his newspaper column was
slammed across the country by journalists
who hadn’teven read it.  BY MARVIN OLASKY

34
An independent review of questions and
complaints about Brill’s Content.

BY BILL KOVACH

HONOR ROLL

After the seventh death row inmate in

four years was freed in Illinois, two Chicago

Tribune reporters set out to examine

Illinois’s death penalty system. What they

found led Governor George Ryan to halt

all executions in his state. ‘
BY LESLIE HEILBRUNN

124

THE MONEY PRESS 125
Working in the heady atmosphere of i
Silicon Valley, more and more journalists are
being tempted by Internet gold—and joining
companies they once covered. The trend ‘
raises prickly ethical questions. ‘
BY CHIPP WINSTON

KICKER 136
Atlanta Braves pitcher John Rocker is a new

| man, thanks to some help from a miracle pill. ‘

A commercial parable. BY MARK LEYNER |
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ENow all

my favorite

shows are
on the

same night.”

* Record your
favorite shows digitally,
without a VCR.

REC

WebTV® Personal TV service and DISHPlayer™ let you record without a VCR,
pause live TV and program your own TV line-up from hundreds of satellite channels.

Only Microsoft® WebTV Network™ Personal TV service
and the DISHPIlayer Satellite Receiver put you in charge
of your television! All with the touch of your remote. All
without a VCR!

® Pause live TV

= Record digitally without a VCR

= Create your own personal TV channel line-up

= Instantly replay anything on TV

= Rewind, fast-forward, skip ahead just like VCRs
= Get hundreds of DISH Network™ satellite channels

Visit your local Sears store or call 1-800-961-1934 ext.64 today!

SEARS

PERSONAL TV

It all starts with the ultimate satellite system. Only
DISHPlayer gives you the choice, customization and
control over what you watch—starting at $199*

A better value than cable. You can get DISH Network
programming with WebTV Personal TV service for
less than $30 a month**

“If you’re shopping for a direct satellite system right

now, you shouldn’t buy anything but the DISHPlayer 500.”
— San Jose Mercury News

oy

Take control. It’s your TV.

DISHPlayer™ Satellite Receiver

©2000 WebTV Networks, Inc. Al rights reserved. Microsoft, WebTV and the WebTV logo are either registered trademarks or trademarks of Microsoft Corporation in the U.S. and/or other countries. All other
corpany, brand and product names may be registered trademarks or trademarks of their respective companles and are nereby recognized. Prices subyect to change without notice. Keyboard soid separately.
‘MSRP. Prices may vary. *DISH Network™ programming starts at $19.99/month. WebTV Personal TV service is $9.99/month. WebTV Personal TV service is a monthly fee




CORRECTIONS POLICY

1. We always putlish eorrections at
least as prominently as the original
mistake was published.

2. We are eager to make correc-
tions quickly and candidly.

3. Although we welcome letters
that are critical of out work, an
aggrieved party need not have a
letter published for us to correct a
mistake. We will publish corrections
on our own and in aur own voice
as soon as we are told about a
mistake by anycrie—our staff, an
uninvolved reader, or an aggrieved
reader—and can confirm the
correct information.

4. Our corrections policy should
not be mistaken for a policy

of accommodating readers who
are simply unhanpy about a story.

5. Information abott corrections or
complaints shou'd be directed to edi-
tor in chief David Kuhn. He may be
reached by mail at 1230 Avenue of
the Americas, New York, NY 10020;
by fax at 212-332-6350; or by e-mail
at comments(@hrillscontent.com.

6. Separately or in addition,
readers are invited to centact our
outside ombudsman, Bill Kovach,
who will investigate and report on
specific complaints about the work
of the magazine. He may be reached
by voice mail at 212-332-6381;

by fax at 212-332-6350; by e-mail
at bkovach@brillscontert.com;

ot by mail at 1 Francis Avenue,
Cambridge, MA 02138B.

DISCLOSURE

Brill Media Holdings, LP, the parent
company of this magazine, has recent-
ly entered into an agreement in which
NBC, CBS, and Primedia (a large mag-
azine company) will participate as lim-
ited partners in an Internet business
to be run by Erill Media Holdings.
Although the two ventures are sepa-
rate and these media companies by
contract specifically dgisclaim any
involverment in or influence over this
magazine, there is nonetheless an indi-
rect connection between the magazine
and these companies. Any complaints
about perceived bias by the magazine
in favor of NBC, CBS, or Primedia
should also be directed to Mr. Kovach.
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TURN OFF THE FICTION
You have contributed to the blur-
ring of news and entertainment
with the article on The West Wing
[*The Real White House,” March].
If I want to read about fictionalized
television dramas, I’ll turn to
Entertainment Weekly.

BOB VIVIAN, CHICO, CA

White House

COULD HAVE DONE BETTER

“The latest issue, with its suck-up of

praise to The West Wing, is the straw
that canceled my subscription. I've
hoped that someone would tackle
the issues raised by this TV show,
and when your mag arrived, I dived
into it first thing. ’'m tempted to
write, “Imagine my horror when—,”
but I was kind of saddened.

Here’s how | would have han-
dled it. First, | would not have let a
guy who wanted to work on the
show write the piece. He loves the
show and the people who do it.
Second, I would have made the
writer emphasize more of the
problems and not go with the plea
that The West Wing says it better
than establishment journalists.
The arguments cited from show

LETTERS

scripts, are, like the rest of the
show, the kind of things liberals
dream up to say to the next conser-
vative they meet.

DONALD HINKLE, GREEN VILLAGE, NJ

WAY TQO LONG
“You have eight pages of print on
“The Real White House.” You could
have made your point in three
paragraphs that were hard-hitting
and interesting. [ hate to say this,
but your magazine is written like
the literature you criticize.
JACKIE OBENSCHAIN,
CHATTAHOOCHEE, FL

MISSED OPPORTUNITIES
“The recent media survey ["Public
to Press: Cool It,” March], although
perhaps “groundbreaking”
and almost as fascinating and
“eye-opening” as you describe it,
missed opportunities for more
incisive analysis.

According to the accompany-
ing article, your rather small sam-
pling of Americans [gave answers)
concerning [mostly| national
news outlets. Despite the pres-
ence of cable and the Internet,

I believe that local news outlets,
including TV, radio, and newspa-
pers, feed more easily off the pub-
lic’s appetite for sex and violence,
its fascination with the rich,

and its powerful hopes for the
weekend weather.

Simply because a large audi-
ence freely consumes close-ups of
Kennedy funerals inserted between
forensic details of regional mur-
ders and special reports on germs
does not mean the press is valor-
ously serving the truth to an
ungrateful, hypocritical public.

CORNELIUS COLLINS, BROOKLYN, NY

RATHER IRONIC

“It’s rather ironic that Frank Luntz’s

survey [“Public to Press: Cool It"]
for Brill's Content found that 48
percent of Americans think that
journalists covering politics
should reveal their leanings, yet
neither Luntz nor Brill’s Content
reveals the fact that Luntz is {a]
leading Republican pollster and
far from an unbiased source.

Luntz is described as “presi-
dent of Luntz Research Companies”
and a “veteran pollster and public-
opinion expert.” There is no men-
tion of his key role in creating
Newt Gingrich’s Contract with
America, which was an appalling
example of biased polling. Luntz
concealed his methodology and
questions {and| hid the fact that
he was |misrepresenting| what
the American people believed on
these issues.

Brill’s Content made a mistake by
choosing a political hack posing as
a "public-opinion expert” for this
poll. But you compounded the
error by concealing Luntz’s biases.
You have an obligation to inform
your readers of the potential biases
of picking a conservative pollster.

JOHN WILSON, CHICAGO, IL

Letters to the editor should be
addressed to: Letters to the Editor,
Brill's Content, 1230 Avenue of the
Americas, New York, NY 10020

Fax: 212-332-6350 E-mail: letters
@brillscontent.com. Only signed letters
and messages that include a daytime
telephone number will be considered
for publication. Letters may be edited
for clarity or length. Letters published
with an asterisk have been edited

for space. The full text appears at our
website (www.brillscontent.com).
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Frank Luntz responds: Although [
appreciate being referred to as "[a]
leading Republican pollster,” I have
actually had more national media
clients than political campaigns over
the past few years, including NBC
News, Newsweek, and The Wall Street
Journal, not to mention Fortune 500
companies. The fact is, an increasing
number of outlets have turned to
Republican and Democrat polisters to
conduct their survey research because
of our accuracy and our unique under-
standing of the American mind-set.
And to suggest that a conservative
pollster is less qualified or more biased
than someone else to ask questions
about the press is in itself a brazenly
biased assertion.

Editor Eric Effron responds: Mr. Wilson
is right; we should have included infor-
mation about the party affiliation of Frank
LuntZ's political clients. My mistake.

IT'S NOT NEWS
‘I enjoyed reading the article
[*Public to Press: Cool It”]. There
seemed some surprise at the appar-
ent disconnect at what people
wished the media “wouldn’t cover”
and what they would watch:

They didn’t want the media to
cover the [John] Kennedy Jr. [plane
crash] too closely, yet they would
be willing to watch. [ believe this
makes sense when looked at with
the proper viewpoint.

Coverage of a hostage situa-

tion or of the search operation for
Kennedy’s plane is entertain-

CORRECTIONS

nApris Can't Keep A Good Man
Down, staff writer Jane Manners
incorrectly referred to a 1967 column
by Mike Royko. The column was
printed in the Chicago Daily News,
not the Chicago Tribune.

In April's Sources, "Bringing Up
Baby,” due to an editing mistake by
Senior Associate Editor Dimitra
Kessenides, the name of David Houts
was misspelled.

In "Beam Them Up Already,” in
April's Stuff We Like, senior editor Ed
Shanahan misidentified the role
played by Leonard Nimoy on the TV
show Star Trek. Nimoy's character
was Spack, not Dr. Spock.

We regret the errors.
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ment, not news. My guess is that
the people polled wished the
news programs would carry news.
I know I do. It was extremely
frustrating to watch the news and
news programs and be unable to
get any news.

GARY DAVIDOFF, WESTERN SPRINGS, IL

WRONG QUESTIONS
*About your survey on why the
public has such a low opinion of
the media, I think you asked the
wrong questions.

What do people want from
journalists that they’re not
getting? There are at least three
things: (1) real news that matters
to our lives; (2) access, when we
have news to offer; and (3) help in
keeping politicians accountable on
issues that concern us.

We don’t want circuses to keep
us diverted. The lives of famous
people, tragedies, sex scandals, and
trials get much too much atten-
tion. Perhaps this is done to give
people the illusion that they are
being kept informed.

LILLY HIRSCH, POTTSVILLE, PA

SO LONG TO CREDIBILITY
‘|Regarding] the recent “partner-
ship” Brill Media Holdings, L.P.,
has agreed to form with CBS, NBC,
Primedia, Ingram Book Group,
and EBSCO, I suppose we should
expect to see a cover with Brill
Media Holdings representing part
of the brain on your next “Big
Media” exposé. Say good-bye to
your credibility as a media watch-
dog and save your assurances of
your independence.
LARRY GALIZIO, PORTLAND, OR

HOW BIZARRE
*Bob Blauner’s bizarre account of
Judith Regan’s [“I Sold Out to
Judith Regan,” March| marketing
his anthology as a “Diana book,”
the better to capitalize on the
Princess of Wales’s death, is a cau-
tionary tale for any author. But, at
least for this reader, Blauner's own
credibility is cast into doubt when
he admits that “until [ saw the
headlines about Diana Spencer’s
death...I didn’t know which coun-
try she was princess of.”

The mass, global reaction and

Bob Blauner, shocked by his own book.

outpouri pop eelin
the wake of Diana’s death was an
epic event, of irresistible fascina-
tion to any social scientist, let
alone one who claims his specialty
is the grief of sons in the wake of a
mother’s death. That this 30-year
Berkeley sociologist would seem to
brag about ignorance of, and unin-
terest in, one of the signal news
events of the century is more
alarming than any of Judith
Regan’s ill-conceived book-market-
ing efforts.

MARK GAUTHIER, NEW YORK, NY

TOO MUCH WHINING
“The extended whine from Bob
Blauner is an extraordinarily
naked bit of self-exposure. He
thinks of himself as a Berkeley
“radical,” though he’s been a
tenured professor for years, a cog
in the machine, part and parcel of
the powers that be. He also claims
to have “labored™ for five years.
Labored? To compile a collection
of other people’s writing while
drawing his full-time salary as a
Berkeley prof?

JAIME O’NEILL, SACRAMENTO, CA

THE POOR UNKNOWNS
‘I am getting tired of the first-per-
son stories of poor unknowns led

like lambs to slaughter by vicious,
calculating media people. This
seems to be a special genre for
Brill’s Content. In February, we got
George Ventura’s sad tale [“I
Trusted a Reporter”|, and this
month we have Bob Blauner's.
Both men paint themselves as
innocents who were ruthlessly
taken advantage of by evil vil-
lains, but are we really supposed
to believe that these two men
were so completely naive?

Their tales are so suffocatingly
one-sided and selfserving that it
is difficult to feel any sympathy
for them at all.

VIVIAN WAGNER, NEW CONCORD, OH

NOT SO DUMB

‘I am astounded by George Ventura’s

claims in “I Trusted a Reporter.” In
the article, he details his ill-fated
dealings with reporters, during
which he divulged to them confi-
dential passwords with which
they could access corporate voice-
mail accounts of Chiquita Brands
International, Inc., executives.
The reporters allegedly used these
passwords to do just that while
investigating the company for a
series of articles.

For Ventura to claim “It may be
hard for some people to under-
stand how I, an attorney, didn’t
know this was illegal” is rubbish.
It’s difficult to fathom how
Ventura could have sat through
three years of law school and
passed a state bar examination
that tested criminal law, criminal
procedure, constitutional law, and
privacy guarantees.

ANN THERESE PALMER, LAKE FOREST, IL

AMAZED AND CONFUSED

‘What amazed me...in Christopher

Hitchens’s reply to Marion Meade’s
perfectly reasonable personal
account [“The Secret Plagiarists,”
Talk Back, March] of biographical
strip mining [even more| than his
profanity was his delegation of
research to factchecking. If Meade
can substantiate her claims, which
I assume Brill's Content did double-
check themselves, Hitchens might
have chosen many of his words,
obscene or otherwise, differently. 5
[CONTINUED ON PAGE 134|
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HOW THEY GOT THAT SHOT

THE HUNGER
ARTIST

This image, one of hundreds from
James Nachtwey’s new book, Inferno,
brings human suffering into sharp focus.

James Nachtwey aims his camera at emaciated men
and women, starving children, and scorched
villages. "It seems like the most worthwhile use

of photography,” he says. "If people are aware, there
will be a reaction.”

In the summer of 1993, during the height of the
second famine to strike Sudan in five years,
Nachtwey, who has worked for Time magazine for
16 years, insisted on going to the African country
despite his editor's objection. "I thought this was a
situation in which hundreds of thousands of people
were in need of the world's attention,” he says.
Nachtwey, 53, was the only journalist in Ayod, a town
in southern Sudan, where camps had been set up
to care for the dying, many of whom were too weak
to feed themselves. As Nachtwey walked through
one of the tents, he noticed a man, pictured here,
who, even on this warm day, was wrapped tightly in
blankets to keep his emaciated body insulated.

“The humanitarian workers began to set out
bowls of rehydration fluid,” recalls Nachtwey, “and
this man was watching this from inside his blankets.”
The photo appeared in Time shortly after Nachtwey’s
visit, and seven years later, his face still fills with hor-
ror when he contemplates it. "There was something
poignant about the man,” he says. "It was his need for
this food and his inability to reach for it himself. He
had to wait for it.” Nachtwey took this photo, he says,
because "I was reacting to the anguish he must have
been feeling; the anguish and the relief.”

Nachtwey has been photographing harrowing
situations since 1981, when he traveled to Northern
Ireland during the IRA hunger strikes. His pictures
appear primarily in Time but have also run in
National Geographic and Life Magazine. Inferno, a
compilation of 382 Nachtwey photos, was published
in March with stunning black-and-white images of
the plight of Romania’s children, the impoverished
“"untouchables” of India, the genocide in Rwanda.
“It's a record of the last decade of the 20th century,”
says Nachtwey, agreeing that the account is a grim
one. "I hope it gives people some perspective,” he
adds. "The media is inundated with fashion, celebrity,
and domestic politics—Inferno may be seen as a
reaction to that.” BRIDGET SAMBURG

Photograph by James Nachtwey
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Capitol } Repair Kit

While Washington burns with partisan rhetoric, we cool the air with clear-headed, innovative
solutions to some of the nation’s most unyielding problems. And we have fun doing it. The
Washington Monthly explores the quirks, cons, and paralysis that too often underpin
American politics—then we offer a sensible way out. The New York Observer says we are the
magazine “to which anyone who gives a damn about this country must subscribe.”

4

SUBSCRIBE NOW AND SAVE!
U YES! Enter my subscription for a full year
(10 issues) to The Washington Monthly for
only $29.95.

Name
Address _ ,
City State ___ Zip
 Payment enclosed 4 Bill me later
Chargemy Q1 VISA 4 MasterCard
CreditCard# — Exp.
The Washington Monthly
1611 Connecticut Ave., N.W.
Washington, DC 20009

For Canadian and other foreign subscriptions add $7. Please remit U.S. funds.
A0524

“... holds up a deadly accurate
mirror to the Washington political
culture, exposing its hypocrisies,
stupidities, and unexpected
triumphs.” — Michael Beschloss
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Jolhn'and'‘Bush’

How the Law of the Rope Line and the Law of the Hunt took hold during the Republican

SCOTT MENCHIN

presidential primaries. BY STEVEN BRILL

t the height of the John McCain swoon, I had lunch

with two reporters who were covering his campaign

for major national news organizations. Both repeat-

edly referred to the Arizona senator as “John” yet

referred to Texas governor George W. Bush as “Bush.”

Both told delightful stories about their travels with
McCain, illustrating not only what a great guy he is but their friend-
ship with him, too. One even allowed that “John panders a lot, like
with the Confederate flag and abortion, but with John you know his
heart isn’tin it. He’s kind of let us know that.”

Leaving aside the fact that having the big guy from the Straight
Talk Express admit that he’s pandering would seem to be a major
story, what this reporter and his colleague were displaying—both to
me and, more important, in their infatuated coverage of McCain—were
the two most basic realities of how a lot of journalism happens.
They're what I call the law of the rope line and the law of the hunt.
These laws don't apply to the best reporters, the ones who keep a pro-
fessional distance from their subjects and who have a strong enough,
secure enough sense of themselves. But as we've seen from the McCain
swoon, they do apply to many of the journalists responsible for much
of what we read and watch.

THE LAW OF THE ROPE LINE

Reporters are human beings, and the practice of journalism turns
many of them into insecure human beings. That’s because they live
their lives around movers and shakers but, in their minds, they’re not
players themseives. They stand with pad and pen in hand on the side-
lines watching others who are in the arena, people who are more
important than they are and who keep them roped off at a distance. Of
course, this hierarchy isn’t necessarily true, but it's a mind-set that
often infects reporters. [ know, because I've felt it myself.

The result is that all but the most professional of reporters compen-
sate by pecking away at their subjects from behind that rope line, try-
ing to tear them down. (Some also try to get on television as much as
possible because that can make them as “famous” as the people
they’re covering.)

This instinct to try to nail the target from behind the rope line is
not only a matter of an inferiority complex; it’s also a combination of
jealousy (as in reporters who were of Bill Clinton’s generation not
being able to deal with the prospect of someone their age becoming
the leader of the free world), career boosting (as in being the first to
preve that the guy getting all the cheers isn’t any good), and, of course,

peer pressure (as in not wanting to look softer than the other stone-
throwers on the rope line). What it all adds up to is that usually, any
shortcoming, any evidence of human frailty, becomes the story and
the transcendent image. How else to explain the hostility toward
George W. Bush, a man who, whatever his tongue-tied public pro-
nouncements, is, by most accounts from people who know him, not
nearly the helpless boob he became in the press early this year.

Indeed, the law of the rope line explains not only why so many
political reporters are so hostile to those they write about but also, for
example, why business reporters tend to accentuate the negative when
writing about high-flying CEOs and why, to take a specific and particu-
larly obvious Manhattan media-elite example, most journalists who
write about Talk magazine editor Tina Brown can’t control the impulse
to tear down someone who has succeeded far beyond what they can
hope for in the same field.

However, if, as in McCain’s case, the subject gives them broad
access or even befriends them, something else often happens. The
reporter begins to treat him like a person and cuts him all kinds of
slack. True, any process that makes someone a person with whom a
reporter has a relationship rather than an object to whom he shouts a
question at a press conference will temper that reporter’s coverage; it’s
harder for any human being to write something tough or snide about
someone whom he’s going to sit next to and trade stories with on a bus
for two hours the next morning. But it often becomes more than that
if you're used to being on the rope line and are suddenly waved inside.
The subject’s strong points become the story and the frailties become
explainable afterthoughts.
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This dynamic is usually most obvious in Hollywood reporting or in
the case of the “secretive business mogul” who “opens up” to a
reporter. When that happens a fawning profile is almost guaranteed
(unless the subject’s alleged negatives have already been so widely
conveyed that peer pressure, combined with jealousy, prevails).

But the McCain swoon was as deep and as reality-defying as
any Wall Street or Hollywood puffball treatment, which makes it
unusual for modern political coverage (and reminiscent of the old
days when FDR or JFK palled around with the press). Here the law of
the rope line, combined with the press’s general impulse to create a
horse race even when one candidate seems

THE LAW OF THE HUNT

Reporters are paid to be hunters. They love looking for prey, and they get
rewarded the most when they snag the most difficult catch. But hand
them the prey on a silver platter, especially when it's being handed to all
of their competitors at the same time, and they lose interest.

Here’s what I mean by that. Several years ago, when the company I
ran owned a newspaper for lawyers in San Francisco, the managing part-
ner of one of that city’s largest law firms called me. He said he wanted
some PR advice. Although he was a friend, I told him that I couldn’t give
it to him because, well, [ ran a newspaper that wrote about him and his

firm. He blurted out his problem anyway.

far ahead of the other, was in full bloom—
working on the one hand so that most
reporters were inclined to tear down front-
runner Bush and. on the other hand, so that
most reporters were inclined to give McCain
all the breaks.

The result was breathtaking. Here was a
man with whom the press could have had a
field day. McCain could have been the return-
ing soldier who ditches the wife who had
waited for him all those years in favor of the
25-yearold blond whose money propelled
him into politics; the ambitious pol who has
never been a particularly effective senator;
the right-winger who stands stridently on the

IF A REPORTER IS USED
TO BEING ON THE ROPE
LINE AND IS SUDDENLY
WAVED INSIDE, HIS
SUBJECT’'S STRONG
POINTS BECOME THE
STORY AND THE
FRAILTIES BECOME
EXPLAINABLE
AFTERTHOUGHTS.

At the time, [ was frustrated that our paper
there seemed not to be looking for important
stories avidly enough yet seemed to be chasing
small stuff too avidly because the chase and
the resulting gotcha were so much fun. So I
decided to try an experiment; | gave him some
secret advice to see how our paper handled it.

His PR problem was that he was about to lay
off four or five secretaries as part of an effort,
he claimed, to streamline the firm so that it
could keep its fees to clients as low as possible.
(Obviously, he'd already worked out his spin.)
He was afraid, he said, that the secretaries were
going to try to make a big story out of it by leak-
ing the news, and that the press would seize on

other side of most reporters on such issues as

gun control, abortion, gay rights, civil rights, and the environment;
the candidate for chief executive who, unlike his principal opponent,
has no executive experience; and the reformer who talks the talk of
campaign finance reform but has never stopped being a one-man fund-
raising machine when it comes to soliciting donations from cable tele-
vision executives and others whose business fortunes he presided over
in his committee work in the Senate. That's not a fair picture of
McCain, either, but it's the one we might have gotten from behind the
rope line. Instead, in most media outlets he became Mr. Straight Talk, a
man who, as my reporter friend allowed, panders but panders with a
difference because he really doesn’t have his heart in it.
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these minor staff cuts as a sign that his firm
was in economic trouble, which, he said, it wasn’t.

The advice | gave him was simple but counterintuitive unless you
understand the law of the hunt: I told him that rather than just hope
the press didn’t hear about the firings and prepare some good spin if
they did, he should put out a press release enthusiastically announc-
ing that the firm was undertaking a campaign to cut costs in order to
serve clients more efficiently. Then mention the staff cuts, proudly,
somewhere down in the press release, I added.

“A press release?” he asked. “Are you nuts?” My answer was that I'd
bet him a dinner that my reporters and the rest of the press would
ignore the whole story because (a) they hated press releases, since
that was information that they didn't “discover” and (b) they’d know
that everyone else had the information at the same time they had it.
I won the dinner.

And so John McCain, by sitting in the back of the Straight Talk
Express talking up all his mistakes and misstatements (suppose Bush
had talked about “gooks™?) and reveling in all the wrong turns he’d
taken in his personal life and in his career, neutralized those stories—
Just as Janet Reno inoculated herself a month into her tenure as attor-
ney general by saying that Waco was all her fault. Meanwhile, George
W. Bush—who took two weeks to concede that he should have said he
disagreed with the Bob Jones University policy on interracial dating
when he spoke there and, at least in the early stages of the campaign,
generally presented himself as the aloof, always scripted candidate
who was invincible—became the perfect prey. As my two reporter
friends put it, he was “Bush,” and the other guy was “John.” &
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Dog Park Turf Wars: A Political Primer - Greg Louganis -

Dr. Nicholas Dodman on Behavior - Lynda Barry
The Evolution of The Perfect Dog - Essays « Reviews
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Magazines for dog lovers tend to
confine their topics to breed-rank-
ing and housebreaking, so it’s
surprising to see a caninecentric
journal with literary aspirations.
The Bark is a Berkeley-based quar-
terly featuring dog-oriented poems,
cartoons, essays, and fiction.
Despite its high-toned approach,
The Bark has an independent, liter-
ary vibe, from the recycled matte
stock paper on which it’s printed to
its motto, “Dog is my co-pilot,”
adapted from WWII memoirist
Robert L. Scott. Writers and jour-
nalists such as Ian Shoales and
Cynthia Heimel contribute stories,
as do animal behaviorists and
researchers. The Bark’s April issue
features dog car-
toons. According to
founder and execu-
tive editor Claudia
Kawczynska, all
issues explore the
relationship
between dogs and
humans, as in
“Memoir of a Dog-
Headed Man,” a
piece by cartoonist
P.S. Mueller in
which the narra-
tor’s species is,
well, unclear:

“Yes. I knew the
Kennedys....It’s true
what they said
about those com-
petitive boys,
though I'll admit I
held my own and
often outran the lot
of them...The fam-
ily had a wonderful
cook who worked
miracles with
rabbit. Camelot.”

X L W

The Bark is a new breed of dog
magazine that features poems,
cartoons, and essays.
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SQUAWK BOX

Unbelievable but true: CNBC's
Squawk Box is the best morning
show ever. Why? Because it’s not as
purely business-focused as you'd
think, and because its hosts are, to
all outward appearances, real peo-
ple. Sure, Matt and Katie are nice
and friendly and attractive, but
they’re a little too nice and too
friendly and too attractive. They're
welcoming, but they’re not quite
real. None of that here. Squawk Box
anchor Mark Haines, to his great
credit, is fat. He frequently seems

Squawk Box's Mark Haines

on the verge of slumping under-
neath his desk. He wears old-man
reading glasses, and he spends a
good part of the 7-to-10-in-the-
morning broadcast taking them on
and off. Reporter Joe Kernan rarely
remembers to look at the camera,
or even to sit still. His hair points
in all directions, and on a recent
morning, he kept scratching his
face. But the two are smart, fun,
dryly sarcastic, and clearly knowl-
edgeable—not just about financial
markets but also, apparently, about
William Shatner’s musical career
and some of the lesser-known
sixties TV shows. Watching NBC's
Today is like looking in on the
beautiful people; with the Squawk
Boxers, you're hanging out with
the guys. JESSE OXFELD

JOURNAL OF
T —
MUNDANE BEHAVIOR

mundanebehavior.org

You might not expect something
called the Journal of Mundane
Behavior to be all that interesting.
First published on the Web in
February of this year and with a
second issue slated for June, the
online journal is devoted to
exploring the “unmarked” aspects
of a culture that usually has time,
the editors claim, for only the
unique and the exceptional. Thus,
instead of studying the year 1776,
they propose historians examine
1906, a year in which nothing hap-
pened; instead of looking at funda-
mentalists, they propose scholars
examine the mildly religious.
Sounds fascinating, no? In fact, it
is. The first issue contains a medi-
tation on shaving and observa-
tions on how Japanese people
suddenly become friendlier when
they get into elevators. Under con-
sideration for the next issue is a
report on Swedish cell-phone use
and an essay on the importance of
mundane conversation in doctor-
patient relations. The journal is
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written in relatively plain English,
says editor Scott Schaffer, in order
to promote his goal of “publiciz-
ing the intellectual, and inteliec-
tualizing the public.” The effect is
exhilarating but also uncanny, like
looking at a microscope picture
of microbes on your skin and
discovering a whole civilization
right under your nose.

ADAM LEHNER

"WHASSUP?!" ADS

It's hard to like TV advertisements
much, seeing as how—one way or
another—they usually find their
intrusive, demanding voices in
shrill hysteria or stentorian pom-
posity, all of it perfectly insincere.
But every so often the 30-second
spot becomes a miniature show-
case of cinematic genius and inspi-
ration: the Budweiser “Whassup?!”
campaign, for example. With no
special effects, celebrity pitchmen

Director Stone (center) and friends

or talking animals to speak of and
an independent-film look that cuts
against the glossy beer-ad stan-
dard, the "Whassup” series has
struck a pleasing, goofy chord
since its debut late last year. A new
batch of the commercials featuring
the same cast will be released this
spring. The ads feature a group of
friends who greet each other—

on the phone, over intercoms, in
person—with ever more exuberant
renditions of the phrase
“Whassup” until the giddiness

MAY 2000
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MAXIMUM GOLF

Maximum Golf heralds the debut of yet another genre-bending publication: It wants to
Maxim-ize the traditionally stodgy sport with humor, girls, and gadgets.

Editor Michael Caruso, formerly of Details, will launch Maximum Golf in May. “Many
young men are just as passionate about golf as they are about sex. And in a
survey of golfers, 80 percent would rather shoot on par than have sex with a movie
star,” insists Caruso. Not likely, especially since Maximum Golf wants to make sure the
rest are well entertained: The magazine’s website (maximumgolf.com) promises
“the sexiest models, actresses and beverage-cart girls in America.” Instead of endless
photo spreads in which middle-aged paunches are poised above ugly golf shoes,
the sport’s young greats, such as Tiger Woods and Sergio Garcia, share pages (and
presumably the green) with Matt Damon and Cindy Crawford.

Beyond the standard fare of major tournament coverage and tips on how to
improve your game, Maximum Golf, published by News Corporation. will adhere to the
high-octane men’s magazine formula, highlighting the coveted and the illicit.
Features include “The Perfect Drive,” a column about cars, and a column covering such vices
as liquor and gambling. KAJA PERINA

NERVE MAGAZINE

The highbrow online erotica of Nerve.com is headed offline
and into print with the launch of Nerve, the magazine, in
April. The bimonthly will attempt to offer a sophisticated
take on sex, a subject that often defies sophistication in mag-
azines. Nerve.com cofounder Rufus Griscom says that he’'d
always planned for a print offshoot, and that working online
has only heightened his appreciation of the hard copy:

“A single flick of the wrist in effect downloads 50 megabytes
of visual medium,” he explains.

Nerve will include material from the website, including
columns by Maggie Cutler and Jack Murnighan. Literary
essays and reported pieces, such as an article about
Budapest’s porn industry scheduled for the premiere issue,
will also be part of the mix, as will ample photography.
Each issue will feature at least three photo essays as well as
what sounds like a promising section called “Beholder’s
Eye,” which will present three prominent photographers’
shots of the same nude model. LESLIE HEILBRUNN A photo from Nerve magazine

peaks and wears off and someone
answers the question (“Nothing.
Watching the game. Having a
Bud"). Director Charles Stone 111
originally developed the ads as a
short film, in which he starred
with a number of childhood
friends. He says the campaign is
about brotherhood, about friends
“appearing to say nothing, but say-
ing everything.” Stone’s short was
picked up by Budweiser’s agency,
DDB Chicago, and as ad campaigns
go has become remarkably
popular. On adcritic.com, a site
that tallies votes from online ad
aficionados, the “Whassup” ads
occupy three of ten spots in the
rankings. Stone’s hip-hop style and
music-video touch—he recently
directed a clip for The Roots—have
lent Budweiser an aura of street
credibility and warmth, and it’s
no wonder the beer company has
commissioned more spots from
the director. The new series will
show the characters branching
out, he says. “The concept is
expanding.” LUKE BARR

THE PARIS REVIEW

It’s serious busi-
ness when the
country’s best-
known literary
quarterly won'’t
accept any new
poetry. Two years
ago, The Paris
Review found its
poetry “bin” full. Editor and
cofounder George Plimpton esti-
mates there was enough for two or
three issues of poetry alone. “We
had to try to lessen the piles so we
could start accepting poetry again,”
he says.

The solution: the quarterly’s
spring issue, a “feast,” in Plimpton’s
words, of only poetry and essays
about verse. (Check out “Pome-
work,” which contains poems writ-
ten from a title suggested to the
author by the magazine’s editors.)
Plimpton’s explanation for the
abundance of poems is that “good
short fiction [can be] hard to come
by; there’s just more poetry.” The
issue’s April appearance is just in
time for National Poetry Month.
“It’s the first issue we’ve ever had
come out in the proper season,”
boasts Plimpton with his inim-
itable patrician delivery. “Usually
we're sort of lax... We’ve had to
work like dogs on this.”

ELIZABETH ANGELL

George Iimpton



ROOKS NORMAN TwWil IGHT: GREGORY CREWDSON

GREGORY CREWDSON

For his current Twilight series,
photographer Gregory Crewdson
takes a full film crew to the Lee,
Massachusetts, neighborhood
where he spends half the year and
shoots its residents in staged,
abnormal situations. In one
photo, a sweating middle-aged
man lays sod in his living room;
in another, a pregnant woman
sleepwalks in her underwear on a
freshly cut lawn.

“I want to take what on the
surface can appear to be ordinary
or routine activity...and make it
obsessive or irrational or inappro-
priate,” says Crewdson, 37, who
teaches photography at Yale. That
description only hints at the com-
plexity of the photographs, which
have recently been exhibited simul-
taneously in galleries in New York,
North Carolina, and Vancouver.

Although Crewdson considers
Twilight a collaborative effort
with the residents of Lee, he
makes clear that his photos are
not meant to represent the town.
“I wasn’t particularly interested
in documenting the town of Lee
in any traditional way,” he says.
“In a sense I'm trying to use the
town itself and its inhabitants as
a kind of...very large soundstage.”

A typical photograph takes
a week to set up, as Crewdson
arranges the lighting and every
piece of scenery. Then each photo
can take an entire day to shoot,
whether it’s an extreme close-up
of a possibly dead man or a street
scene filmed from atop a crane.

The results are huge (48 by 60
inches) photographic canvases
that suggest magical possibilities
lurking in everyone’s backyard.

It may not be real on film, but it
could be real out there. For more
information on Crewdson, go to
www.luhringaugustine.com.
MATTHEW REED BAKER

SHIELDS UP!
T

grc.com

When it comes to the Internet,
what you don’t know can hurt you.
Ignorance of your cyberspace
vulnerabilities can lead to theft of
personal information—such as
credit card numbers—or even make
you an unwitting participant in
hacker attacks such as the ones
that plagued several websites last
February. So we appreciate the
efforts at Shields UP!, a website that

Twilight zone: Gregory Crewdson combines small-town citizens and staged surrealism in his ongoing photo series.

can expose your computer’s vulner-
abilities online.

Aimed at Windows computer
users, Shields UP! was created by
Steve Gibson. Part of his own com-
pany website, Gibson Research
Corporation, the security check is
free and Gibson is not pitching
security software or consulting
services—yet.

At Shields UP! visitors voluntar-
ily submit their computers to a
scan, similar to those that after-
school hackers perform when they
break into computer systems.
Gibson's program then reports on
which entry points, or ports, it was
able to access on your computer.
The ramifications can be startling,
such as discovering that the
contents of your financial records
are exposed while you're online.
Fortunately, Gibson offers free
advice and tips on how to shut your
digital doors. JOHN R. QUAIN
(For more on Internet privacy, see
“Privacy Under Siege,” page 108.)

TIN HOUSE
Erer———

The editors of Tin House have worked
hard to distinguish themselves
from the competition: The year-old
journal just might be the only liter-

ary quarterly on the market with its
own martini. The magazine’s
founder, Win McCormack, insisted
that Tin House look different (bold
headlines and pull quotes), feel
different (more like a book, less like
a magazine), and, if you follow the
recipe for the cocktail in the cur-
rent issue, get you drunk. “Win has
been doing an awful lot of
research,” says co-editor Elissa
Schappell of McCormack's hard
labor at the bar of New York’s
Four Seasons restaurant.
McCormack launched Tin
House in 1998. He hired
Schappell, a former Paris
Review senior editor who
now writes about
books for Vanity Fair,
and her husband, Rob
Spillman, a former
Details columnist, to edit the
literary journal. He also secured
wide distribution in bookstore
chains such as Barnes & Noble.
The journal’s fourth issue is set to
hit newsstands in May. And for now,
martini in hand, everyone’s having
agood time. “It’s a dream,” says
Schappell. “A wealthy gentleman
comes up to you and says, ‘Hey, little
girl, want your own magazine?'” She
said yes. ELIZABETH ANGELL
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In addition to poetry and fiction, the
quarterly magazine Tin House will
offer profiles and feature stories.
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Vergara's shot of Chicago's Tufts
Fireproof Warehouse in 1997 (left);
within a year, the building was gone.

32 MAY 2000

AMERICAN RUINS

“I'm a photographer of change, of
transformation,” says Camilo José
Vergara. Vergara is explaining his
work of the past 29 years, during
which he has documented the
decay of neighborhoods in such
cities as New York, Chicago,
Detroit, and Gary, Indiana.

The work—part sociology, part
urban studies—has received its fair
share of attention in recent years,
with shows at the National Building
Museum in Washington, D.C,, and
the Cooper-Hewitt National Design
Museum in New York City. A second
book of Vergara's photos, American
Ruins, was recently published by
The Monacelli Press.

“My interest is more in [the]
buildings, and what happens to
|them] over time,” he says. “Once |
started photographing over time,

I realized that there were changes.”
This is evident in the images of
Chicago’s Tufts Fireproof
Warehouse, at 4444 West Madison
Street, shown here.

—xi s .
Vergara first photographed the
building in 1987, when a bedding
shop operated out of the first floor.
By 1997 the shop had closed, the
building had been abandoned, and
scavengers had stolen architectural
detailing. In late 1998, Vergara
returned to find an empty lot.

What do the photos tell us about
the value we place on buildings?
Vergara wants the images to speak
for themselves. But he has taken
away some enduring impressions.
“There is a lack of care. If there is
no use for [a building], then it is just
sometimes demolished.... Anything
can be thrown out, a car, a sky-
scraper, a post office.”

DIMITRA KESSENIDES

SAFE AREA
e
GORAZDE
T

Most people associate comics with
superheroes, not combat journal-
ism. But cartoonist-reporter Joe
Sacco has established a
one-man genre, creating
vivid cartoons about war
zones across the world.
His previous work in-
cludes comic books on the
conflict in Palestine and
the Gulf War. In May,
Fantagraphics Books will
release Sacco’s latest, Safe
Area Gorazde: The War in Eastern
Bosnia, 1992-1995.

“I'm interested in the human
face behind these things,” says
Sacco, who spent four weeks in 1995
interviewing and photographing
the people and places of Gorazde, a
Serb-encircled Muslim enclave dev-
astated by the Bosnian war. He has
spent the last four years drawing
the town for his 240-page book.

Gorazde’s landscape is rendered
in meticulous detail, but Sacco’s
most stirring views are of the
town'’s resilient people, desperate
for medicine, candy, electric power,
and blue jeans—searching for
any sign at all that the outside
world knows they exist.

STEPHEN TOTILO

CHRISTOPHER GRAY

If Sherlock Holmes loved architec-
ture, he’d probably be Christopher
Gray. Gray, who can tell the his-
tory of a New York City building
from a gate or a window, has spent
the past 13 years sharing that
knowledge with the readers of his
New York Times “Streetscapes” col-
umn. Situated in the otherwise
manic hustle of Sunday’s “Real
Estate” section, the weekly dis-
patch is an oasis of leisurely archi-
tectural esoterica. During a recent
walk around the city, Gray offered
a comment for nearly every build-
ing. “I remember that one being
scalped—when the cornice was
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taken off,” he says of 219 West 81st
Street. At 465 West End Avenue,
he relates the story of a former
owner. “Her mother wrote her out
of the will,” he says, “but wrote
her ex-husband in.”
The column is full of similar

=4 stories—the nightclub
operator who sought
out theater people as
tenants; the turn-of-the-
century banker who
built an apartment
house with a ballroom
and billiard room and
occasionally lived in a
hotel; the architect who
was made to tear out lonic columns
against his will. The characters are
amazingly vivid considering Gray’s
insistence that he’s “not a people
person, but a building person.” At
the foundation of his work is metic-
ulous research of photographs,
census records, renovation plans,
and anything else that will provide
a clue to the life of a seemingly
ordinary building. How does he
keep track of it all? “There aren’t
that many dates,” Gray says with-
out a trace of irony. “Only 100 or
150 years or so.” ALISON ROGERS

STUFF YOU LIKE

CAROLINE ZIEMKIEWICZ,

A MOVIE-OBSESSED TEENAGER
FROM MORGANTOWN, WEST
VIRGINIA, WRITES:

Darkhorizons.com is a collection
of information on current and
upcoming films as well as movie
news and gossip. Web master
Garth Franklin, based in Aus-
tralia, is less prone to running
rumors as facts, as many of his
Internet movie-buzz colleagues
do. Instead, Franklin treats them
as what they are, and he pub-
lishes corrections promptly. The
site, which is updated about five
times a week, includes a news
page, advance reviews, movie
trailers, and an index, organized
by year, that lists information
ahout nearly every project that
has even been hinted at.

Is there stuff you like? If so,
write to us and share your favorite
media sources. Send ideas to:

Stuff You Like, Brill's Content,
1230 Avenue of the Americas, New
York, NY 10020. Or e-mail us at:
stuffyoulike@brillscontent.com.
Please include your address and
contact numbers.
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A magazine whose motto is "Skepticism is a virtue” should also
think long and hard about the ads it accepts. BY BILL KOVACH

ASTE IN ADVERTISING. An e-mailed message from Eileen S.
Gelon of Beverly Hills, California, is typical of several
complaints from readers who questioned the magazine’s
taste in running an advertisement in a recent issue:
“I am deeply disappointed that your magazine
accepted the ad for The History Channel (page 29 of your
February issue). To show a close up picture of someone who is dying (it
really doesn’t matter that it was Robert Kennedy) to promote a televi-
sion show is in the lowest and worst taste. The History Channel should
not have created the ad but, once they did. Brill’s Content should not
have accepted it. | have spent 28 years in publishing, and I know you
could have refused the ad and would not have had to give a reason
why. How am I supposed to feel comfortable accepting your magazine
as the media’s conscience when you appear to
have succumbed to the Almighty Dollar?”

I sent Ms. Gelon’s message to chairman
and CEO Steven Brill, asking, “Do you have
‘taste’ standards for ads? If so, where do they
apply, porn? violence? etc.?”

I run here his reply in full, for it tells you
a lot about how Brill thinks about these issues and how his stan-
dards are applied:

“We do have taste standards, and | have no compunction about
invoking them. They’re not written standards; they’'re based rather on
whether I or anyone else in a senior position objects to an ad because,
well...we just think it’s beyond the bounds of taste.

“As for this ad, I'm the culprit if there is one. I saw it. I thought about
it. And I decided that it was okay because it was using a real and,
indeed, often used photo to draw people to a serious program on a seri-
ous channel about a serious subject. To be sure, were [ still running
Court TV I would not have used such an ad, and, in fact, I vetoed all
kinds of ideas like that when [ was there. But that creatingfediting
process is different from the act of refusing to take an ad that someone
else has created, especially when the someone is a reputable channel
that does good work.

“Having said all of that, I showed the ad to my 11-year-old son after
it was published in our magazine, and he argued with me that I
should not have accepted it because it’s exploitive and, he said, ‘sleazy.’
On reflection, [ now think he’s right.”

Brill’s son is right-—the ad is “sleazy.” The job of deciding when and
how to use illustrations of the violent world around us as a matter of
news is one of the toughest jobs an editor has to do. Closing our eyes to
the results of individual acts of violence or calculated policies of vio-
lence can be more dangerous to the health of a society than the momen-
tary unease that seeing them in news reports may cause. But attempting

Bill Kovach, curator of Harvard’s Nieman Foundation for Journalism, was formerly
editor of the Atlanta Journal and Constitution and a New York Times editor.
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HOW TO REACH BILL KOVACH
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e-mail: bkovachiwbrillscontent.com
Mail: 1 Francis Avenue, Cambridge, MA 02138

to commandeer an audience by using the
shock of a violent image is exploitation.
Capitalizing on the final agony of another
human being for commercial gain might be
the ultimate proof that although the market may know the price of
everything, it seems to know the value of nothing.

LETTERS VIRTUAL AND OTHERWISE. Stephen Engelberg, special projects editor
at The New York Times, has raised a question about the handling of a letter
he wrote to this magazine that criticized its work. The letter took issue
with a November 1999 article about the Times’s coverage of the Wen Ho
Lee affair [“Crash Landing”]. The Times letter, 4,100 words long, was
posted in full on the Brill’s Content website when it was received, along
with a 950-word response by the author, Robert Schmidt. Mr. Engelberg
complained that his letter had been cut to 1,600 words before it was
published in the magazine the following month.

“For the record,” he wrote, “I think the cutting of my piece was
done professionally, though || disagree
strongly with some of the choices made on
what to keep and what to take out. And that’s
the point. If Brill’s had given me a length, I
would have cut my piece to fit or asked them
not to publish the piece. If they had given me
a deadline, I would have met it. That’s what
our business is all about.

“The problem here is pretty basic. I wrote an institutional response
to what we viewed as a very unfair, onesided piece of reporting. |
weighed every word, trying to strike the right balance and tone. My
first chance to review what was going to appear under my name came
after the magazine closed. If that’s the policy at Brill’s, I respectfully
suggest that it should be changed.”

First let me clarify one point. Mr. Engelberg must have misunder-
stood the intent of this magazine’s letters editor at the time, Ed
Shanahan, when Shanahan sent a copy of the edited letter as a courtesy.

Sending a copy of the edited letter, Shanahan said, “seemed to me
to be more courteous than publishing it without giving a heads-up to
the Times and having them first find out that we had cut the letter
when the issue hit the streets.”

Editor Eric Effron adds that it is not the policy of the magazine to
give letter writers “the chance to review our edited versions of their
letters. In the average month. we run between 20 and 40 letters to the
editor, with virtually all of them cut in some manner, very late in the
process. It is impractical for us to consider being in constant contact
with each letter writer about the cuts we're making in their letters.
We could not justify giving The New York Times a crack at editing our
edit while not offering the same opportunity to Joe Smith from Idaho
Falls...One final point: Can you imagine The New York Times printing
any letter nearly as long as the version of their letter we published?”

The answer to this last question is no because The New York Times
prefers to print letters of 200 words or fewer and reserves the right to
edit and cut them.

Given the volume of mail, both e-and snail, [CONTINUED ON PAGE 134)
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Embrace innovation.

Read.

It might be said that the ultimate enabling technology is not a computer, or a car,
or even an airplane. It's a book. Because within books are ideas and information—
the basic tools of learning, and the beginnings of future innovations.

At Microsoft, when we set out to create a new reading technology, it was our goal
to develop something that would not only allow people to read more, but inspire
an entirely new way to read. And we did it by making on-screen reading as
immersive and natural as reading a paper book.
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display technology? Crisp, clean typography. An uncluttered format. And a host
of smart features such as highlighting, annotation, resizable type, a built-in
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- - - Next stop, Wonderland: Bellevue's Dr. Robert Berger

VOICE OF AUTHORITY

A NEW TV DRAMA'S
RESIDENT SCRIPT DOCTOR

A couple of years ago, the actor and director Peter this psvchetic and that psychotic and I realized that
Berg came up with the idea of producing a TV show every hot psychiatric criminal goes through Bellevue
that would set ER-style drama in a mental hospital. and that Berger was the man in charge of them.” The
Looking for advice, Berg eventually found his way to result of this insight, and of the collaboration that
the office of Dr. Robert Berger, director of forensic ensued, is not only ABC's Wonderland—a strangely com-
psychiatry at Bellevue Hospital Center in New York pelling new hourlong drama about life in a place a lot
City. Berger oversees the care and evaluation of the like Bellevue—but also an unlikely friendship between
27 most dangerously insane inmates in the New York two dissimilar men.
City prison system. Berg knew right away the man At a tastefully austere bar deep in Manhattan’s SoHo
was a gold mine. one unseasonably warm March evening, Berg and

“I was amazed,” says the actor best known as Dr. Berger meet with a reporter to discuss the show. The
Billy Kronk on CBS’s Chicago Hope. “1 asked him about doctor is long and tall, with  [CONTINUED ON PAGE 40|

ON THE RECORD:

"I'm a vertical segregationist, absolutely.”

IKIM MASTZRS, QUOTED IN THE MARCH 16 WASHINGTON POST, ON RER BELIEF THAT THE WALT DISNEY COMPANY'S
"VERTICAL INTEGRATION” WAS PREVENTING DISNEY MEDIA OUTLETS FROM COVERING HER BOOK, THE KEYS TO THE
KINGDOM: HOW MICHAEL EISNER LOST HIS GRIP, ABOUT THE COMPANY'S CEO.

COMMUNICATIONS BREAKDOWN

REBELS
WITHOUT
A PHONE

Last August, satellite-telephone
maker Iridium filed for bankruptcy.
By March 17, the company had not
found a buyer and got ready to shut
down the 66 low-orbit satellites
that allow its phones to operate.

Among the unlikely victims of
the satellite deorbiting program
are Chechen rebels at war with the
Russian army. According to writer
Robert Young Peiton, many rebels
(he can't provide an exact number)
depend on Iridiums in a region
without many other forms of com-
munication.

Pelton, author of The World's
Most Dangerous Places (the fourth
edition of which will appear in
May), says the phones had become
battlefield status symbols when he
visited war-ravaged Chechnya in
November. Iridiums, which sell for
as much as $1,500 in the United
States, fetch up to $4,000 in
Chechnya, says Pelton. "My host in
Grozny wanted me to leave my
phone,” he noted, "and I tried to
explain that you can't just talk on
them without somebody paying
the bill.”

What will life in Chechnya be
like without Iridiums? An e-mail
message sent in early March to
azzam.com, a website that posts
interviews, photos, and video clips
of the war in Chechnya, yielded the
following response: "We cannot
comment on what
systems [the rebels]
do and do not have.
They are aware,
however, of the lat-
est technological
developments and
the fact that Iridium
may go bust very
soon. They have
alternative means of
communication.”

ELIZABETH ANGELL
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[CONTINUED FROM PAGE 39] dark, mischievous,
confiding eyes and an exuberant flattop. He
wears a sharp pinstriped suit and a red tie and
often tries to laugh and talk at the same time,
like a giddy child. Berg, who is blond and muscu-
lar—almost exoskeletal—wears sneakers, khakis,
and a T-shirt. Berger hugs Berg and then fondles
his tiny silver cell phone as they explain Berger's
Wonderland role. He is a professional source, the
man behind the scenes who gives the show both
the patina and the substance of authenticity.
Berger provides the show's writers with insight

| into what his job is like, and he acts as a factual

policeman, resisting the blandishments and the
wild ideas of Wonderland writers to make sure
their stories come out accurate.

This is not Berger’s first turn as a Hollywood
consultant. He came up with the idea for Final
Analysis, the 1992 film starring Richard Gere,
and consulted on Martin Scorsese’s 1991
remake of Cape Fear. “It’s easy for people to get
silly when Hollywood comes to town, to get
overwhelmed with the fact that we're telling
their story,” says Berg, hulking over the table,
looking slightly dazed, “but he’s a doctor; he
knows it’s just an ego trip.”

At the beginning of the two men'’s partner-

| ship, about a year and a half ago, Berger was sur-

prised to discover that though Berg had played a
TV doctor for years, he apparently didn’t know
what a “resident” was. The actor clearly needed
an intense remedial education. Over the course
of the following nine months, Berg and a staff of
writers followed Berger and several other doc-
tors around as they met with patients, held
meetings, attended conferences, and ate lunch.
Berg found it depressing, exhilarating, nerve-

Keeping it real: Peter Berg at work on the Wonderland set
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racking, and enlightening to spend time with
the criminally insane, but in Berger he found a
colleague. “I wanted to do an episode about
someone who was running for senator,” Berg
says by way of example, as he fiddles with his
microscopic electronic organizer. “A character
wants to run as a war hero and needs a wound
like [Bob] Dole and [John] McCain have. He con-
vinces his wife to cut his foot off and the psychi-
atrists have to decide what to do. I asked Berger
what he thought and he proceeded to give a two-
hour, completely brilliant lecture on the subject,
complete with diagrams.”

In addition to such lectures, Berger suggests
changes to throwaway lines about dosaging
(“increase that from 25 mgs to 50 mgs”), the
symptomology of the insane, and beyond. “We
have to tone down lots of stuff,” Berger says.
“Writers, for example, often depict patients as
talking in a rambling, bizarre way. They get it
from TV and I know that if [ don’t take it out, I'll
Just be perpetuating the stereotype. But people
don’t jump in the corner and go ‘Gooks! I see
Gooks!" It just doesn’t happen.”

At the bar, semi-elebrities drift in and out,
and one begins to realize how perfectly suited
for the job of professional source Berger really is.
Given that much of his day job consists of
hanging out with mental patients, his natty
dress testifies to a certain theatrical sense of self.
He says he sometimes imagines himselfin a
movie when dealing with particularly disturbed
patients (to achieve distance) and confesses to
having long thought that someone should make
a TV show about his life.

At the same time, Berger is passionate about
the show being a vehicle for the accurate depic-
tion of the life of the
troubled mind. But as
Berg gets up to talk with
an acquaintance, Berger,
drinking a double
espresso, reveals that
even the perfect doctor
can be affected by the
heat of Hollywood star
power. He and other
doctors consulting on
Wonderland would
become irritated if their
work was not appreci-
ated, and there was com-
petition for recognition
and credit. “Certain
people would go to some
doctors and not to others
and you would say:
Doesn’t that writer like me?
Was 1 too technical? Was |
not sensitive enough? Was |
boring? But of course |
wasn’t. That’s just how
Hollywood works.”

ADAM LEHNER

TICKER

Average number of times per hour of sports
commentary that announcers use such
war terms as battle, kill, ammunition, weapons,
professional sniper, taking aim, fighting,
detonate, squeezes the trigger, exploded, and

blitz to describe the action 1
~ 5 Cost of Stephen King's newest
af. ] novel, Riding the Bullet, available
exclusively in electronic book form from
Scribner Press and Philtrum Press (the author's
own imprint)

$ﬂ 8 List price of Stephen King's Hearts
a:. in Atlantis, published in hardcover last

September by Scribner Press 2
~s Amount spent, in millions, by
A':- aﬁ. ¢ ¥ dotcoms on magazine advertising

in November 1998

$1 5 5 4 Amount spent, in millions, by
8 ¥ dotcoms on magazine

advertising in November 1999 3

1 6 Percentage of Americans over the age of

30 who say they regularly get information
about the presidential candidates from comedy
programs such as Saturday Night Live and
nontraditional outlets like MTV

Y A Percentage of Americans under the age
L5 of30 who say the same thing a4

1 08 0 Number of ad pages in the
r February/March 2000 issue of
Bride’s (a Guinness World Record for the most

pages of advertisements to appear in a single
isstie of a periodical)

-l ?70 Total number of pages in
Ja. that issue 5

-I Estimated number of Americans, in millions,
who watched Tiny Tim marry Miss Vicki

on The Tonight Show Starring Johnny Carson,

December 17, 1969

-l Estimated number of Americans, in
millions, who watched Darva Conger
marry Rick Rockwell on Who Wants to Marry

a Multimillionaire?, February 15, 2000
5 Estimated number of Americans, in
millions, who watched Prince Charles

marry Lady Diana Spencer on the three
networks, July 29, 1981 6

1) "Messages About Masculinity,” Children Now national poll,
September 1999 2) Scribner Press; CNN.com; Amazon.com

3) Competitive Media Reporting 4) The Pew Rescarch Center
For The People & The Press 5) Bride's; Guinness World Records
6) Nietsen Media Research; CBS Rescarch & Planning
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The critics rejoiced: The Philadelphia Orchestra (above) paid for sme raves.

SECOND STRINGERS

QUESTIONABLE OVERTURE

ORCHESTRA DON TRACY, TOOBIN DAVID HUME KENNERLY ISIKOFF ALLAN TANNENBAUM/CORBIS SYGMA

The Philadelphia Orchestra, one of the world’s most
respected symphonies, has marked its centenary with
a lavish coffee-table book, The Philadelphia Orchestra:

A Century of Music. The tome, published last fall by
Temple University Press, weighs 3.7 pounds and sells
for $75; few will dispute the probity and scholarship
of its 256 pages.

Yet the volume has struck a sour note with arts
editors and journalists across the country. At issue: the
orchestra’s decision to pay distinguished music critics
to write some of the book’s 12 reverential chapters—crit-
ics who review or write features about the ensemble for,
among others, The New York Times, The Wall Street Journal,
The Washington Post, and New York magazine.

“This makes me uncomfortable,” says Ravmond
Sokolov, who edits the Journal’s arts page, for which
two of the orchestra book’s contributors regularly free-
lance. “There’s no question that if the gentlemen who
contributed to the book were full-time writers here,
they’d be fired immediately.”

Other cultural institutions have produced commem-
orative volumes, but the orchestra—wanting, as project
coordinator Marie-Héléne Bernard says, “the best,
smartest writers we could get"—may well be the first to
pay critics to honor it. Bernard says contributors were
told to write “whatever they like” on their assigned
topics; she wouldn’t reveal how much each was paid.

“I’ll come right out and say it—the orchestra paid
me $3,000 for my chapter,” says Herbert Kupferberg,

a senior editor at Parade magazine who helps oversee
that publication’s arts coverage. No one would mistake
Kupferberg's contribution on legendary conductor
Eugene Ormandy for a puff piece, but he does acknowl-

edge that the material is unavoidably fawning.

“The more important issue, I think, is what impact
taking this money will have on the writers who cover
the orchestra,” Kupferberg says. “I do not review or
profile them in my job. And | was never told by the
orchestra what to write.”

Contributor Peter G. Davis, New York magazine’s long-
time music critic. does review the orchestra. Says Davis:
“I never really thought about this affecting my ability to
review the orchestra fairly, because the topic | was given,
the orchestra on tour, was so innocuous that I could
barely keep awake while writing it.”

The book’s editor, John Ardoin, a music critic for the
Dallas Morning News for 32 years, says, “Classical music is
a very small world; you’re always brushing up against
the performers, especially in smaller cities. Also, |
actually believe that it’s unrealistic to expect critics to
live in a vacuum. I'm not saying you would want to do
anything to compromise yourself. But knowing the
community makes your writing better. [ can remember
that [ had applied for a job at The New York Times, to be a
music critic under Harold Schonberg. But Schonberg
told me, ‘I can’t hire you, John, because you’re too
friendly with too many of the musicians, and you're
known for being friendly with them.””

Indeed, the Times—like the Journal—forbids any
staff writer from contributing to a project such as
Ardoin’s. This policy and those like it at other publi-
cations narrowed the field of possible contributors.
“As for regular freelancers,” Sokolov says, “I have to
trust their judgment. I can’t know their every move.
But I can tell you that we won'’t be sending those two
to Philadelphia soon.” BOB ICKES

FIGHT CLUB

A TALE OF
TWO TITLES

When the paperback edition of
Michael Isikoff’s Uncovering
Clinton: A Reporter’s Story comes
out on May 23, it will include what
the author calls a "rather nasty
essay on the problematic ethics of
ABC's legal analyst” Jeffrey Toobin.

Isikoff, the Newsweek reporter
who was the first journalist to learn
of President Bill Clinton's relation-
ship with Monica Lewinsky, isn't
happy being named as one of the
“key players” in Toobin's analysis of
the impeachment saga. In his book
A Vast Conspiracy: The Real Story
of the Sex Scandal That Nearly
Brought Down a President, Toobin,
also a New Yorker staff writer, calls
Isikoff greedy and obsessed with
the president'’s sex life.

At the heart of Toobin's argu-
ment about Isikoff is the idea that
the reporter had been working on
a Clinton sex-scandal book with
Wall Street Journal reporter Glenn
Simpson since early 1997. The tenta-
tive title, according to Toobin: Al
the President’s Women. Toobin cites
as proof a taped 1997 phone conver-
sation between Linda Tripp and
Lucianne Goldberg in which the
phrase is mentioned.

M chael Isikoff
Isikoff and Simpson deny they
ever discussed it. "Toobin's a very
reckless reporter, and he probably
just sloppily attributed it to us, mis-
applying it for his own convenience,”
says Simpson, adding that the name
for the book was Secrets and Lies
and that its focus was a range of
Clinton-administration scandals.
Toobin stands by his account.
But he, too, is making a change to
his book’s paperback edition (due
out in October). He'll cut a reference
to Isikoff's “protecting the indepen-
dent counsel's investigation.” Says
Toobin: "I wrote a 400-page book
and I made one mistake.”
ELIZABETH ANGELL

Jeffrey Toobin
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AGAINST THE GRAIN

- Early this year,
Sinih ‘;‘ W Simithsonian On February 7, Carol Marin’s first day as a solo
magazine put evening news anchor at WBBM-TV, Chicago’s CBS
out 120,000 station, a water main broke downtown. The other
copies of this networks were on the scene. They went underground
postcard adver- | to examine the break. They interviewed disgruntled

Abercrombie & Fitch catalog than
the fare associated with the august
Smithsonian Institution. "Uncover
something unexpected in the pages
of Smithsonian magazine,” the flip
side exclaims. The image of a lime-
stone baluster cradled just below a
stonecarver’s buff torso fits that
maxim. The card is part of a push
to reposition the Smithsonian
"brand” and raise cash. Sexing up
Smithsonian as a way of goosing
| profits may jar quaint folk who think
the magazine is about the national
repository of culture and scientific
discovery. That’s fine with publisher
Ronald Walker, who says, "We're a
general-interest magazine. We're not
about a museum.”

MATCHING WITS

GAME THEORY

When Dr. Laura Schlessinger ignited
a public uproar over her views on
homosexuality, Joan Garry, executive
director of the Gay & Lesbian Alliance |
Against Defamation, took her on in
the press. But how would Garry fare
on four gay-themed questions from
the new Dr. Laura board game, which
uses actual questions from the radio
shrink’s show? The board game’s

| object: to match the answers

| Schlessinger actually gave. Garry got
three right. "It scares me,” she says,
“that I've studied her enough that I
can think like her.”

42

tisement, which
shows beefcake
more reminis-
cent of an

commuters and backpedaling city officials. The
coverage was entirely predictable.

Those tuning in to The 10:00 PM News Reported by
Carol Marin got something else: a two-and-a-half-
minute report, without commercials,
pegged to a press conference held by for-
mer city treasurer Miriam Santos, recently
released from prison after her conviction
on extortion charges was overturned.
Then came a three-minute, live, in-studio
interview with Santos. The water-main
break got 30 seconds later in the cast.

It was just that kind of hard-news
approach WBBM executives had in mind
when they courted Marin to anchor the
evening news in the hope of rescuing the
station from the bottom of the ratings well.
“In Chicago the news had become so
homogenized, we had to do something,”
says Hank Price, WBBM’s vice-president and
general manager.

At the time, Marin, 51, was doing inves-
tigative features for WBBM and working as
a correspondent for 60 Minutes II. In 1997,
she and coanchor Ron Magers resigned
from WMAQ-TV, Chicago’s NBC station,
after Jerry Springer was hired to do com-
mentaries. Marin had been suspended
twice by WMAQ previously for refusing to
do subtle on-air product tie-ins, including
one about a thyroid medicine that was
about to lose its patent. “I thought I was
pretty well finished anchoring the news,”
she says. Price convinced her that he wanted a news-
cast that was serious, substantive, and no-frills. She
agreed, as long as there would be no phony happy
talk between stories, no target demographics, no fea-
tures about the CBS movie of the week, and no cute
animal footage. It would be news, not entertainment.

“I've said that my idea of news hell is telling you
about the real guy behind tonight’s movie,” says
Marin, also the newscast’s senior editor. “In my view,
the best kind of newscast is where the news of the day
drives the format; the format doesn’t drive the news.”

Marin's experiment has thus far distinguished
| itself, even if her ratings still find her in last place.

At the end of the first month, her reporters hadn't
broken any major stories, but every night’s show
contained significant enterprise reporting that added
to the day’s mix of news. Marin scored important live
interviews with a local federal prosecutor and the
superintendent of police, among others, and had so
many unscripted, informative interchanges with
reporters that the format became a point of parody
for one local newspaper columnist.

JOHN K. KEARNEY

STEPH WATTS

MAY 2000

NOTHING BUT NEWS

At times, the newscast has tried almost too hard to
be part of the civic culture. On Marin's second night,
local radio personality Bob Collins died in a plane
crash, and Marin devoted nearly the entire newscast
to an examination of his life. The tribute ended with
a piece by sportscaster Tim Weigel in which he
mourned the recent losses of Chicago’s “magnificent
seven,” such unrelated figures as Joseph Cardinal
Bernardin, Mike Royko, and Walter Payton.

"

A no nonsense anchor: Carol Marin of Chicago's WBBM

But a recent news evening revealed the increasing
difference between Marin’s newscast and those of
her competitors. WBBM's March 6 broadcast began
predictably, with four minutes devoted to a scandal
involving Illinois governor George Ryan, followed by
a brief preview of Super Tuesday’s presidential pri-
maries. The competition led with approximately the
same stories at about the same length, but as the haif-
hour continued, the contrast became clear. Marin fea-
tured three enterprise stories: an investigation into
phone-company rate hikes; a report on economic revi-
talization in Gary, Indiana; and an entertaining piece
about an aging downstate environmental crusader.
Meanwhile, the other stations aired stories about
“what you can do to increase your baby’s IQ" and a
bald-faced plug for a children’s asthma pill.

The most important difference may have been the
most subtle. All day, construction on [-55 had been a
lead local story. Coming out of one commercial break,
Marin offered her version: a 20-second clip of a highway
construction sign. “Nothing like road construction,”
Marin said. Then it was on to sports. NEAL POLLACK
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ART OF THE COVER

TRUMPED

The cover of the March issue of
George magazine shows real-estate
mogul Donald Trump smirking at
the camera while an unidentified
woman's lips plant a kiss on the
cheek of the would-be presidential
candidate. The accompanying cover
line promises readers "The Secret
Behind Trump's Political Fling: He's
Running—All the Way to the Bank.”

The secret behind the photo was
that it had originally included the
entire face of model Melania
Knauss, Trump's girlfriend at the
time of the shoot. But shortly
before the magazine was to be
shipped to the printer, George's edi-
tors learned that Trump and Knauss
had split up. Not wanting to appear
out of date, they cropped the shot
to show just Knauss's lips. Frank
Lalli, who succeeded the late John
Kennedy Jr. as George's editor in
chief with that issue, says he actu-
ally ordered a second Trump shoot,
this time with the mogul alone.
But, Lalli says, the new photos were
"not nearly as good as the one with
him and Melania,” so Lalli opted to
cut Knauss out of the original cover
shot, running an uncut version
inside the magazine.

"[George] wanted to protect
the flank,” Trump says. "I guess
they protected the flank by show-
ing the nose and chin.” But the
magazine couldn’t protect both
flanks. Days after the issue hit
newsstands, Trump announced he
wouldn't seek the Reform Party's
presidential nomination, making
the cover story yesterday’'s news.

JANE MANNERS

Sorge

Secret Behind
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Bijou Phillips (left) and Power in a scene excised from the movie Black and White but available on the Internet.
SCREENINGS

CALL IT THE RATING GAME

Late last year, the 12 Los Angeles—area parents who
make up the film industry’s Classification and Rating
Administration watched an eye-opening sylvan
tableau: two white girls—actresses Kim Matulova,
who removes her underwear during the scene, and
Bijou Phillips, whose elbow moves rhythmically in
the direction of Matulova’s thighs—intertwined in a
standing embrace in New York's Central Park with a
black man, the rapper Power. Aside from several
flashes of pale butt and breast, there was no nudity in
the sequence, although plenty of outdoor eroticism
was in the air, abetted by the hip-hop grind of LV's
“You're a Big Girl Now.”

The rating board came blinking out into the
California sunlight and sent word to director James
Toback that his film Black and White, in which the
scene appeared, would be rated NC-17: no children
under 17 admitted.

“It's a de facto censorship rating. You cannot get a
movie released wide or even moderately with an

| NC17," says Toback, who after an unsuccessful appeal

submitted a series of edits in which Phillips’s elbow
movements were progressively less energetic. In the
end, the board gave the film an R rating.

But the story didn’t end there. Executive producer
Hooman Majd says he was convinced the initial deci-
sion was wrong, and took a novel approach to airing
his grievance: He posted before-and-after versions of
the sequence at www.sputnik7.com/blackandwhite so
visitors could judge for themselves. The board immedi-
ately sent him a letter telling him to take it off the
Internet, Majd says. He ignered the request.

Black and White features Brooke Shields as a docu-
mentary filmmaker studying the troubled relation-

ships among a group of New York rich kids and the
black criminals, rappers, and athletes they fetishize.
The unorthodox cast includes model Claudia Schiffer,
New York Knicks star Allan Houston, and Method
Man, Raekwon, and Power of Wu-Tang Clan. In March,
Toback held a screening at Harvard University's
Afro-American Studies Department that was hosted
by department chair Henry Louis Gates Jr.

Majd says he suspects that the board’s resistance to
the scene had as much to do with race as it did with
sex: “So how do I know that they didn't want to censor
the movie because it had a black man with two 17-year-
old white girls?” asks Majd. “I don’t. The arbitrariness
of the rating bothers me.” Toback agrees that “race
definitely played a role.”

In the past, Toback had to cut two other films,
Fingers and Two Girls and a Guy, to secure R ratings. “The
website was the first time I'd been able to get under the
board’s skin,” he adds with a laugh.

“Jim Toback is a wonderful artist,” says Motion
Picture Association of America president Jack Valenti,
who, soon after taking the job in 1966, created the rat-
ing board to replace the existing jumble of censorship
panels. Valenti has been defending that board against
charges like Toback’s ever since. The board functions as
an independent body (Valenti appoints its chairman);
Valenti insists the MPAA simply provides the unbiased
consensus of a group of average parents while protect-
ing filmmakers from government intervention. “What
bothers me is when directors and producers make an
economic decision to bring in an R-rated picture, and
then complain bitterly that their artistic rights are
being violated,” Valenti says. “I count myself the best
friend a free screen ever had.” SEAN GULLETTE
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AGENTS OF INFLUENCE

WHAT FRIENDS ARE FOR

The question of whether a book review editor’s
first obligation is to his newspaper or to his
friends came up in December when a letter
offering exclusive excerpts of the unauthorized
biography Susan Sontag: The Making of an Icon, by
Carl Rollyson and Lisa Paddock, was delivered
to Los Angeles Times book editor Steve Wasserman.
Wasserman says he mentioned the matter to
Sontag, who asked to see the solicitation.
Wasserman agreed and sent her the letter, with
its promise of scintillating details about her
private life. The results were predictable: angry
exchanges of phone calls, lawyers, and much
posturing among literati.

Wasserman, a friend of Sontag’s for more

| than 30 years, says, “It seemed to me to represent

ILLUSTRATION STEVE BRODNER. GREENE JESSICA WYNNE

no breach of ethical practice whatsoever.”

But his counterpart at a top newspaper
disagrees. Washington Post Book World editor Marie
Arana says that although she’s never encoun-
tered an analogous situation, she wouldn’t com-
ply with a request such as Sontag’s: “[Passing on
a letter| would just be counter to our policy.”

Says Charles McGrath, editor of The New York Times
Book Review: “A book review and their staff need
to strive for objectivity and stay out of the fray.”

CONTRARIAN

Sontag has been notoriously well defended in
publishing circles. She impugned the seriousness
of the biography (due out in June) in two profiles
hyping her new novel—one in Vanity Fair, the
other in The New Yorker—both written by longtime
friends. Other friends contacted the biography's
publisher, W.W. Norton, about the book, includ-
ing attorney and free-speech advocate Martin
Garbus, and Sontag’s longtime publisher Roger
Straus, who has handled the work of such
dissidents as Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn.

Rollyson and Paddock quickly cried foul.
Sontag has “a history of attempting to control
events,” says Rollyson. The authors defend
their book as a balanced account of Sontag’s
attempts to shape her public image, from
vetting journalists to suing publications that
reprint her statements without her sanction.
One chapter is devoted to her relationships—
with women as well as with men—a subject
about which Sontag has shown herself to be
particularly sensitive.

Wasserman says ultimately there should be
nothing to complain about: “It gives what in all
quarters is considered desirable, which is public-
ity about an unpublished book.” KAJA PERINA

Susan Sontag got help shredding an unwanted bio.

WITNESS FOR THE PROSECUTION

Courting the press: Veteran newsman Bob Greene

New York's Long Island Newsday has a remarkable
history in investigative journalism, much of it
thanks to Robert Greene, 70, who, as a reporter
and editor at the paper from 1955 to 1993, led
investigative units that produced two series of
Pulitzer-winning articles. But Greene, now a
Hofstra University journalism professor,
shouldn't be expecting anybody at Newsday to
send him thank-you cards. “There are a few of us,”
one reporter who chooses not to be identified
says, only half jokingly, “who’d very much like to
run across him in a dark alley. Preferably while
sitting in a car. With the motor running.”

The source of friction: whether reporters
should testify to the veracity of published infor-

mation, as the rules of evidence sometimes
require. On January 26, Newsday's Elizabeth
Moore and Scott Feldman, a local television
anchor/reporter, were subpoenaed by the Suffolk
County district attorney to appear before a grand
jury and confirm quotes they had attributed to
the county sheriff. Newsday’s policy, explains
editor Anthony Marro, “is to contest subpoenas.
We don't want our reporters to be viewed as tools
for the prosecution.” So the paper (and the TV
station) challenged the subpoena in court.

On February 10, with the subpoena under
appeal, Newsday ran an op-ed by Greene that
called the paper’s position “elitist and illogi-
cal.” Explains Greene: “Protecting a confidential
source, to me, that’s sacred, but if called to tes-
tify about on-the-record information, a reporter
should demand a subpoena—to show it’s under
compulsion—and then cooperate.”

More galling to Newsday staffers, Greene’s
name appeared in a January 30 affidavit filed by
the DA's office, which read, in part, “According to
Professor Greene, in the past Newsday reporters
have testified to published news, without objec-
tion...Neither the Society of Professional
Journalists nor the Investigative Reporters and
Editors Organization support policies which pro-
hibit news reporters from cooperating with law
enforcement entities or testifying in criminal

matters regarding published information.”
On February 18, the appeals court upheld the
subpoena’s validity.

SP] ethics chairman Fred Brown says, “It’s an
issue on which both the [.R.E.’s code and ours
are silent, but...we certainly don't tell reporters
to cooperate—they should be very wary of that
sort of thing.”

Lucy Dalglish, executive director of the
Reporters Committee for Freedom of the Press,
says, “The fear is that in grand jury situations,
witnesses have very few protections should the
prosecutor decide to ask about unpublished
information the reporter may have.” And,
Dalglish says, “if you're viewed as siding with
one side or the other, your credibility with
sources gets damaged.”

Greene and Suffolk County district attorney
James Catterson Jr. have known each other since
the late 1950s, when Greene covered a series of
corruption scandals on Long Island and
Catterson was an assistant DA working on
racketeering investigations. Their relationship
deepened after Catterson’s successful 1989 pros-
ecution of two men who murdered Greene’s
daughter Lea. But Greene says none of that
figured in his contrarian position: “Testifying to
published material has been my policy always.
Times change, but i don’t.” BILL VOURVOULIAS |
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Seattle coach Paul Westphal
SPORTS TALK

THE PRICE
OF SILENCE

When the NBA issues fines, you
envision on-court brawls and
obscene language. But in Marchiit
was reticence that claimed the
punitive spotlight. The NBA—as
part of its new policy presumably
meant to boost TV ratings—
required that some coaches wear
microphones during games so fans
could hear what they were saying.
Two who refused to wear the mikes
were hit with huge fines (later
rescinded), which led us to look at
the penalties doled out by the NBA
this year to those who have proved
media unfriendly.

Seattle SuperSonics: fined
$100,000 when coach Paul
Westphal refused to wear a micro-
phone during a March 12 game
televised nationally by NBC.

Toronto Raptors: fined $100,000
after coach Butch Carter refused to
be miked at the same game.

New York Knicks: fined $25,000
on March 10 for its failure to make
its players available at a post-
practice media session.

Karl Malone of the Utah Jazz:
fined $10,000 for failing to appear
at a media session during All-Star
weekend in February—in order,
Malone said, to spend time with his
children. Chris Webber of the
Sacramento Kings: fined $10,000
for missing the same session.

Patrick Ewing of the New York
Knicks: fined $10,000 on December
8, 1999, for his failure to be accessi-
ble to the media. The team was
fined an additional $25,000 for fail-
ing to make Ewing accessible.

MATTHEW REED BAKER
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ACTING OUT

THE OTHER WOMAN

Any movie "based on a true story” takes liberties with
the truth—usually to achieve a linear, melodramatic
narrative and what filmmakers call "dramatic effect.”
But when a movie makes one of its subjects so angry
she files a suit against its director, writers, producers,
and distributor, it produces a different kind of dra-
matic effect—one involving lawyers and the possibility
of monetary damages.

Lana Tisdel filed such a suit last fall against the
makers of Boys Don’t Cry, claiming the film misrepre-
sents her. Tisdel was the girl seduced by another girl,
Teena Brandon—in the guise of a new boy in town
named Brandon Teena—shortly after Brandon arrived
in Falls City, Nebraska. Brandon was later raped and

BOYS DONT CRY shows:

Boys Don't Cry is set in Falls City,
Nebraska, a tough, rural town. Tisdel is
shown in the film working a factory job
and living at home in modest circum-
stances. She’s shown drinking at a bar,
along with all the other characters in
the film. In general, she is sympatheti-
cally portrayed.

genic drug use).”

In the movie, Tisdel and Brandon
undress each other—after it's been
made clear to Tisdel that Brandon is
in fact female—in a way that implies
gender isn't all that important to
either. The film explores the fluidity
of gender identity.

The film shows a tender and loving
relationship between two people, both
of whom seem confused and careless
about gender. Brandon gives Tisdel a
ring, and proposes they run away

together and get married. Ms. Tisdel.”

In the movie, Tisdel pleads with
Teena's killers, Tom Nissen and
John Lotter; screams at them to
stop; throws herself at their feet;
and generally does everything she
can to prevent the murders from
happening, to no avail. She wakes
up at the crime scene in a daze
the following day.

Sevigny as Tisdel

LANA TISDELS suit claims:

Numerous inaccurate and
highly offensive derogatory
references to Ms. Tisdel as
‘lazy,’ ‘white trash,’ and a
‘skanky snake’ are replete
throughout the film, which
also depicts Ms. Tisdel as
constantly under the influ-
ence of drugs and alcohol n !
(and implying the hallucino- Brandon with Tisdel (r)

“Further, falsely depicts Ms. Tisdel as
being unfazed by the discovery that the
object of her sexual desire whom she
believes was a male, was in actuality a
female transvestite and/or transsexual
who is later murdered.”

“Goes to great lengths to portray a
modern day gender bending Rormeo
and Juliet relationship that simply did
not exist as depicted. There was never
any proposal of marriage made to

"Places Ms. Tisdel at the
murder scene depicted
therein, depicts her falling
asleep at the murder scene,
and shows her doing
nothing about it after it has
occurred, alt of which is
simply false.”

then murdered (along with two others) by two of
Tisdel's thuggish friends, one of whom was sentenced
to death and the other to life in prison. Now 26, Tisdel
still lives in Falls City. The actress who played her,
meanwhile—Chloé Sevigny—was up for an Oscar in
the best supporting actress category last month and
riding high on critical acclaim. To get to the bottom
of Tisdel’s claim of “false light invasion of privacy,”
we asked Aphrodite Jones, author of All She Wanted,
the definitive account of the 1993 events captured in
Boys Don’t Cry, to make the call. As of March 17, the
two sides were close to settling the suit, according
to Tisdel’s lawyer, who refused to discuss details.
LUKE BARR

APHRODITE JONES, the expett, says:

Lana was not a cheer-
leader; she was from an
on-the-dole kind of fami-
ly. Her mother was on
welfare; her father was
on welfare. She was
lower class, the under-
dog.” White trash,
skanky snake? "I won't
comment on that.”

“The reality is, Lana did not stay in a
physical relationship with Brandon after
she found out the truth. She wanted
to believe Brandon was a guy. {[When
she did discover Brandon was female]
she felt betrayed. "

"In reality, [their relationship] only
lasted six weeks. Lana told me there
was only one sexual encounter. She said
it happened when she was drunk, and
she couldn’t remember much of it.”

“After his arrest, [one of the suspects
claimed Tisdel] was in the car at the
time of the murders, which created a
witch-hunt for a while—the police, the
prosecutors, they were all asking her
questions, but they never came up
with anything. To put her at the scene
is questionable.”

The film does not directly address
Falls City's intolerant character, but
a friend warns Brandon that they
“hang"” gays there.

"Offensive and objectionable to plaintiff
and to a reasonable person of ordinary
sensibilities in that the plaintiff has and
will be scorned and/or abandoned by
her friends and family.... [Tisdel] has
been and will be exposed to contempt
and ridicule.”

ON THE RECORD:

“Falls City is a very conservative, racist,
and homophobic place. [In addition to
class bias,] for the town to be reminded
that she was in a leshian relationship—
that makes her a target.”

"I'm kind of a touchy-feely guy.”

RICK ROCKWELL, ON ABC’'S GOOD MORNING AMERICA, EXPLAINING HIS AGGRESSIVE EMBRACE OF HIS BRIDE DUR-
ING FOX'S WHO WANTS TO MARRY A MULTIMILLIONAIRE? THE MARRIAGE QUICKLY DISSOLVED AFTER IT WAS
REVEALED THAT A FORMER GIRLFRIEND HAD OBTAINED A RESTRAINING ORDER AGAINST ROCKWELL.
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GREETINGS FROM HOLLYWOOD:

Satan’s L.A.-based whirling knife
gauntlet of artistic castration.

By Cintra Witson | entered the theater with my teeth clenched, expecting
to see another thing | love infuriatingly drained into flavorless pulp
by insecure Hollywood execu-thugs who need to stick their worthless,
soul-killing two cents into everything and don’t know when to shut
up and let the artists do their work. But incredibly, it seems that for
once they accidentally chopped together the right combination of

next page | www.salon.com/bc
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Olitics afterdark

When presidential candidates venture into the unpredictable worlds of Letterman and
Leno, they risk discovering that the joke is on them. BY ERIC EFFRON

olitical commentators have long bemoaned the blurring
of the lines between politics (serious, consequential) and
entertainment (fun, frivolous). According to this critique,
when our national leaders or would-be national leaders
cater to the whims and demands of the entertainment
culture—with its celebrity obsession, its detached irony—
our politics are debased and the citizens are ill served.

But in politics, as in entertainment, if it works, it spreads, and ever
since candidate Bill Clinton got a bounce in 1992 when he showed up
on the Arsenio Hall Show and whipped out his sax, candidates have seen
late-night talk shows as appealing venues to reveal their alleged
lighter, cooler sides, especially to younger voters who generally don’t
set their alarms Sunday mornings to catch Meet the Press.

The producers like these appearances, too, of course, since they usu-
ally generate pre-show buzz and post-show headlines, plus it can’t hurt
to have your guy seen shooting the breeze with the folks who run the
country or may be doing so someday soon.

“This is one of those happy examples
where we use them and they use us,” David
Letterman'’s executive producer, Rob Burnett,
told The New York Times just prior to presiden-
tial hopeful George W. Bush’s March 1 appear-
ance, via satellite, on the Letterman show.
“This is really no different from show busi-
ness,” Burnett added. “We’re media, and these
guys need media.”

It may be tempting, in fact, to dismiss - =
these appearances as mere show business and
therefore devoid of substance; after all, what
could the clownish David Letterman glean
from the candidates that serious journalists
who follow their every move and utterance
for a living could not? A lot, it turns out.
There were some moments during Letter-
man'’s Bush interview that demonstrated that
the conventions of entertainment, as opposed
to those of journalism, may be more effective
in flushing out some truths.

Letterman, though good-natured, was
pretty tough on Bush at times. He asked him
about his ill-fated visit to Bob Jones
University, wondering whether Bush had

EIYE VU SATIRINTF

Gov. GEORGEW. BUSH

ENIE OF NT 1IN » ST 01 IS, w0

taken any action against his staffers who were responsible for the
event. He reminded Bush about his trouble naming world leaders
(Bush seemed to shift uncomfortably when it appeared Letterman
was about to quiz him, too), but Letterman jokingly asked Bush to
name the president of the Hair Club for Men. (Bush got that one
right.) But for me, the most telling moment in the interview came
early when Letterman asked Bush to explain what he means when he
describes himself as “a uniter, not a divider.”

“It means when it comes time to sew up your chest cavity, we use
stitches as opposed to opening it up, is what it means,” Bush answered.

Aside from the fact that the remark is an attempted joke about
Letterman'’s recent heart surgery, it is incomprehensible. If such an
exchange were to happen in most straight news settings, the inter-
viewer perhaps would follow up and ask the speaker to clarify what he
meant, or just move on to the next question. Larry King might say
“Good point” and go to the phones.

But David Letterman is no Larry King, nor is he Tim Russert, and

Bush gave Letterman new material in real time.
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when Bush gave his chestcavity comment,
Letterman and his producer pointedly ex-
changed puzzled glances, neatly captured by
the camera, that unambiguously indicated
that they had no idea what the hell Bush was
talking about.

Yes, their reaction was sort of mocking.
And yes, it was sort of embarrassing to think
that the governor of Texas, quite possibly the
next president of the United States, was being
dissed by the guy who brought us Stupid Pet
Tricks. But Letterman’s response struck me as
authentic and appropriate, and viewers were
probably better served than they would have
been had the interviewer been constrained by
the seriousness and respectfulness demanded
by the customs of journalism.

Bush has been derided plenty for his ten-
dency to mangle his sentences, but that gener-
ally happens after the fact, in op-ed pieces or
by shouting heads on television. On the Letter-
man show, we were forced to face this Bush
trait far more squarely—not only did we wit-
ness it ourselves, but we also could participate in and relate to
Letterman’s head-scratching reaction. It's bad news for a politician
when his actions become a punch line for Letterman or Jay Leno, but
this was worse because Bush was right there, providing fresh material
in real time, participating in the put-down.

At another point in the interview, Letterman remarked that Bush
looked like a “million damn dollars” and asked him, “How do you look
so youthful and rested?” Bush’s response: “Fake it.” As television critic
Tim Goodman of the San Francisco Examiner observed, “That's like
putting a ball on a tee for Dave,” who immedi-

Leno was gentle with “Give ‘'em Hell” McCain.

1 a8

nice to hi party’s Christian wing by accusing Pat Robertson of practic-
ing the “politics of division.” “That certainly didn’t sound like an apol-
ogy.” Leno correctly observed.

Still, McCain, left to his own devices, certainly didn’t help himself
by bantering about bunions, boasting unconvincingly about all the
“hippies” and “vegetarians” who supported his candidacy, and making
a joke (which Leno did not seem to get, although you can’t really
blame him) about how his campaign plane was made in Russia.

It’s understandable why candidates are willing to venture onto
the strange terrain of late-night talk shows.

ately took his whack: “And that’s pretty much
how you’re going to run the country?”

Pretty much all Bush could do was laugh
along with the rest of us, but as a viewer, you
couldn’t help thinking that he had put him-
self in a position that impelled us to laugh at
him, not with him. Not a presidential act.
And you’re wondering, If he can't handle
Letterman, how’s he going to do with Con-
gress or NATO?

YOU'RE WONDERING,
IF HE CAN'T HANDLE
DAVID LETTERMAN,
HOW'S HE GOING
TO DO WITH
CONGRESS OR NATO?

The ratings are higher than the serious
Sunday programs; a recent Pew Research
Center poll indicates that a fairly significant
number of people, particularly young adults,
get some of their political information from
the late-night shows; and there’s nothing
wrong with showing you can take a joke.
But, as the Letterman-Bush interview
revealed, it's a much harder environment to
control. Rehearsed gimmicks can fall flat, as

As 1t happened, on that same night in
early March, Letterman rival Jay Leno was playing host to Bush rival
Senator John McCain. Leno was much easier on McCain, essentially let-
ting him talk about whatever he wanted to. McCain did his so-so Leno
imitation, joked about how he was voted “Miss Congeniality” in the
Senate he often lambastes, and plugged his website. Having intro-
duced him as “Give ‘'em Hell” McCain, Leno seemed to have been
caught up in the McCain surge, which would soon peter out. As a
result, the interview was far less informative or compelling than
Letterman’s, although McCain did pass up an opportunity to make
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when Bush unveiled a “Dweebs for Bush”
T-shirt (Letterman often calls Bush a dweeb). Stump-speech-tested
soundbites sound even tinnier, as when Bush alluded to his “record
in the great state of Texas.”

Columnist Gail Collins noted recently in The New York Times that
skill as a guest on late-night television “has become a critical require-
ment for the presidential candidate of the 21st century...” True,
but maintaining dignity while sparring with sharp-tongued masters
of comedy is tricky business. It might even qualify as a Stupid
Human Trick. @
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behind us. It occurs to me that he is looking
for a weapon.

In my role as a jester among the jackals of
the press—as opposed to my role as a serious

g (well, all right, moderately serious) reporter

who usually writes about people nobody has
ever heard of—I've been making rude com-
ments about public figures for more than 20
years, and it used to be that [ never thought
much about running into any of them. After
all, most of them live in Washington, and |
live in New York—only a few blocks from the

Forbes building, now that I think of it,
although I go over there only to look at the

Having insulted public figures for more than 20 years, our toy " saldidr, collacHOUN I GRS TN T pAC

o g o Forbes gallery I was intending to compliment
columnist never feared running into any of them. But gUESS .. rurbes on 25 soon as he put that steak
who's coming to dinner. BY CALVIN TRILLIN knife back where he'd found it.

Beat reporters—the beat could be a police
round the time Steve Forbes dropped out of the presi- precinct or the United States Senate—mix with the people they write
dential race, I imagined myself walking into a New about all the time, of course, and that can have the effect of maintain-
York dinner party a bit early and finding him to be the  ing a sort of governor on how nasty their reporting gets. On the day the
only other guest on hand. That pasted-on grin of his,I  paper comes out with their piece on what happened that fateful night
notice right away, seems even more maniacal in per- at the station house, they may run into the desk sergeant in question
son than on TV; I half
expect him to break out any moment in
a crazed cackle, like the Mozart charac-
ter in Amadeus. “I've got just a few
things to check in the kitchen,” the
hostess says after introducing us. “I'm
sure you two have a lot to talk about.”
As she leaves the room, Forbes sud-
denly quits smiling. (So he doesn't actually
have to smile if he doesn't want to, I think to
myself. Isn’t that interesting!) He starts
glaring at me. His glare is easily as
maniacal as his smile, and much more
malevolent. “Well,” I say as cheerfully
as | can manage, “I suppose you might
be wondering why I referred to you in
Time as a dork robot.”

Forbes, still glaring, doesn’t say any-
thing. “And I should say that [ might
have used the same phrase later in
Brill’s Content, just as a reference,” I go
on. “And, yes, it was quoted in The New
Yorker by a completely different writer—
someone [ don't really know all that
well, by the way. Well, I'd just like to say
that, for what it’s worth, that particu-
lar phrase...” But Forbes has turned
around and is fumbling around amid
the dishes and silver on the sideboard Steve Forbes suddenly quits smiling.
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and may even be in a position of having to ask him for a favor. A similar
constraint is one reason people in small towns are less likely than peo-
ple in New York to say something terminally vicious to someone who,
say, cuts in front of them in a line: They’re aware that they’re going to
see that person again the next day or the day after that. Those of us
Jjackals who hurl our gobs from afar, on the other hand, like to feel that
we're free of the unfortunate limitations placed on irresponsible invec-
tive by the niceties of civilized human interaction.

The possibility that our insulation is actually a bit frayed was
brought home to me last fall when I took part in a panel in New York
on political humor. During the discussion, I'd mentioned that the
Bush administration was a grim period for peopie in the political-
humor game—no indictments to speak of, a cabinetful of overpower-
ingly respectable Protestant gentlemen of the sort the president
might have met at Andover. For that reason, I said, we tended to con-
centrate our attention on John Sununu, who had a characteristic
that attracts us faster than free drinks: He was, to use the Irish
phrase, full of his wee self. I told the audience that Sununu’s manner
had led Ed Rollins, the Republican political consultant, to describe
him as a lesson in the perils of telling your child that he has a high
IQ and that his manner and his splendidly

Billy Graham'’s teed off.

on his pocket Bible as he presses me on where [ could have gotten the
idea that his own vision of hell is a world in which he doesn’t get to
play golf with the president.
“I'd just like to say....” I begin.
“You call that poetry!” Alfonse D’Amato

euphonious name had inspired me to begin
writing deadline poetry for The Nation with a
piece of verse entitled “If You Knew What
Sununu.” During the question period, the
moderator called on a woman in the back of
the auditorium, and she began by saying,
“I'm John Sununu’s sister....” That got by far
the biggest laugh of the night.

Sununu'’s sister, who teaches Spanish and
French and Italian, turned out to be so good-
humored that I didn't have to follow my first
instinct, which was to jump up, shout “I just
realized I left something on the stove,” and

PEOPLE IN SMALL
TOWNS ARE LESS LIKELY
THAN PEOPLE IN NEW
YORK TO BE TERMINALLY
VICIOUS TO SOMEONE
WHO, SAY, CUTS
IN FRONT OF THEM
IN A LINE.

interrupts, as he suddenly appears in our
conversation. “You putzhead!”

“I think I can explain, Senator,” I say. “It
just happens that ‘D'’Amato,” which doesn’t
rhyme with much, does rhyme with ‘sleaze-
ball obbligato.””

“It doesn’t rhyme with the sleazeball part!”
D’Amato shouts, pushing up against me like a
manager expressing his outrage to an umpire.

That strikes me as a pretty good point, but
before I can say so Al Gore is upon me, deliver-
ing in that wooden manner of his an excruci-
atingly boring lecture on why it was

bolt from the stage. [ assume from the dis-

cussion that night that she is a broad-minded person who can take a
joke about her own family—although I suppose there is also the pos-
sibility that she, too, sees her brother as a lesson in the perils of
telling your child that he has a high
IQ. Still, the encounter got me think-
ing. If Sununu’s sister and I have
crossed paths, can Sununu himself
be far behind?

In fact, I now find myself wonder-
ing at odd moments if he’s the
portly man who has just bustled
past Forbes and me at that dinner
party, making a beeline for the hors
d'oeuvres. He's not the only new
arrival. Although I've managed to
detach myself from Forbes, I've been
backed into the corner by Billy
Graham, who is literally thumping

'‘D'Amato’ rhymes with what?

irresponsible of me to refer to him as a “man-
like object.” As [ try to get a word in—making sure that the fevered
D'’Amato doesn’t make me spill my drink on the vice-president,
because [ know how those earth tones hold a stain—I see, to my horror,
that Donald Trump and Dan Quayle and Ron Perelman and Henry
Kissinger have entered the room and are bearing down on me. Henry
Kissinger! Could that one little warcriminal joke in 1981 still be trou-
bling him? Talk about hypersensitive! Desperately, I look around for an
escape route. There is only the window.

Suddenly, a commanding voice says, “Settle down everyone.” The
voice, it turns out, belongs to John Sununu’s sister. People stop moving
toward me. D'’Amato and Graham and Gore back off. It occurs to me
that anyone with extensive teaching experience really knows how to
handle unruly behavior. “He was just joking, so take it easy,” Sununu’s
sister says. “Don’t be so full of your wee selves.” After a beat or two of
complete silence, everybody begins chattering as if nothing had hap-
pened, and then we all go in to dinner. Before we can sit down,
Sununu’s sister, like a no-nonsense nanny confiscating a pack of bub-
blegum, walks over to Forbes’s place setting and removes the knife. O
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Have the media overlooked a historic libel suit brought by a Holocaust
denier? Or has the case gotten exactly the attention it deserves?

Eichmann
erased

One winter night 90 years ago, a painter named
Vanessa Bell took off her blouse at a party and
danced topless; on another occasion she forni-
cated with John Maynard Keynes while a room-
ful of people looked on. This led her sister,
Virginia Woolf, to announce that human nature
had changed “on or about December, 1910.”
What she meant was not that sexuality had been unheard of before
that date, but that it had at last been admitted to public scrutiny.

In or about December 1961, when the trial of SS-Ober-
sturmbannfithrer Adolf Eichmann was concluded in Jerusalem,
human nature was again changed. Not that the atrocities, brutalities,
enslavements, and mass murders perpetrated by the German nation
under the Nazi regime had gone unnoticed before that date. But it
was the Eichmann trial that decisively
penetrated public consciousness with a
resonant force so baleful, so far-reaching
and acute, that it altered the very ground
of human understanding. The effect of
the Eichmann trial was to split the cen-
tury in two: the blinkered half before, the
knowing half after. The Eichmann trial
was the apple of which, willy-nilly, the
20th century ate.

Yet the trial by itself might not have
succeeded in jarring American awareness.
It was conducted, after all, in a remote
part of the world, in an unfamiliar lan-
guage, 16 years after the end of the war.
What secured its significance was the
attention of journalists. The trial, lasting
from April to December, was covered daily
and minutely in the press. It was broad-
cast on television. It stimulated a series of
famous (some thought heinous) articles,
published in The New Yorker and steeped in

CYNTHIA
0ZICK

ARGUES
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controversy, by Hannah Arendt—whose indeli-
ble phrase, “the banality of evil,” can, even
now, stir up old unsleeping quarrels. And
when the judgment was arrived at and the
overseer of the murders of millions hanged,
when the exhausted witnesses and the weep-
ing spectators (many of them survivors of the
death camps) had vanished, no one could say
that the trial was done with. Memory and the
knowledge of darkness were strengthened in
its wake—through films and novels, muse-
ums and monuments; and most clearly in
the designation “Holocaust,” which had
hardly existed before. The Eichmann trial
was a turning point in the mind-set of a gen-
eration. What made it so were the reporters
who sent back their dispatches and the edi-
tors who published them. Since memory without newspaper records
grows pale, one can imagine that if the hugely influential New York
Times had not fulfilled its public obligations then, the archive of a cru-
cial period of historical evaluation would now be the poorer.

Nor is this a mere imagining. Twice before, notoriously, the Times
had failed—once in the 1930s, when its Moscow correspondent, Walter
Duranty, conveyed deliberate falsehoods about the Soviet reality, and
again a decade later, when editorial policy relegated the news of
German persecutions of Jews, including killings, to inconsequential
snippets in its back pages.

In January 2000, a trial began in London designed to erase almost
everything that had unassailably emerged from the Eichmann verdict
40 years before. Deborah Lipstadt, a professor at Emory University in
Atlanta and the author of Denying the Holocaust: The Growing Assault on
Truth and Memory, published in the UK. in
1995 by Penguin Books, found herself the
defendant in a libel suit brought by David
Irving, a leading Holocaust denier, whom
she had characterized as “a Hitler partisan
wearing blinders.” According to the court
papers, she was prepared to argue that
Irving has repeatedly denied “the deliber-
ate, planned extermination of Europe’s
Jewish population by the Nazis” and
denied also that “gas chambers were used
by the Nazis as a means of carrying out
that extermination.” In her book, she
charges Irving with misrepresenting data
“in order to reach historically untenable
conclusions, particularly those that exon-
erate Hitler.” She cites his claims that the
Holocaust is a British propaganda hoax
and that the gas chambers at Dachau and
Auschwitz were built after the war, the for-
mer by the Americans, the latter by the
Poles. In 1992 a {CONTINUED ON PAGE 58]
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More than 50 years after the Holocaust, the
worst fears that interest in the tragedy would
wane have not been realized. On the contrary,
the last few years have witnessed a prolifera-
tion of interest in and the institutionalization
of Holocaustrelated matters: More than 33
million people watched Schindler’s List on televi-
sion; magazine articles, books, and news coverage have abounded
regarding the Holocaust assets cases; the United States Holocaust
Memorial Museum, in Washington, D.C., is one of the most popular
spots in our nation’s capital; a conference in Stockholm this year
on Holocaust education attracted world leaders; Daniel Jonah
Goldhagen's book Hitler's Willing Executioners generated much discus-
sion in Germany and elsewhere.

This commitment to educating people
about and remembering the Holocaust,
led by America and Israel but manifest
elsewhere, is by far the most significant
and surprising development regarding the
Holocaust, so many years after the fact.

A far less significant development,
but one that should not be overlooked, is
the emergence of the Holocaust denial
movement. Who would have believed 50
years ago that individuals would engage
in “scientific” work to prove that the
Holocaust never happened, that there
was no particular Nazi plan to extermi-
nate all Jews, that Hitler himself didn't
know or that the numbers who died
were far smaller than Jews claim?

The fact that few people accept the
views of the deniers and that the num-
ber of individuals involved in the denial
movement is quite small is important.
Still, we must not be complacent about
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the Holocaust denial movement because
our concern is for the future, far more than
the present.

It is in this dual context—one in which
public attention to the Holocaust has never
been more apparent while Holocaust denial
is nonetheless finding a life of its own—that
one must look at the London trial in which
Holocaust denier David Irving sued historian
Deborah Lipstadt for libel, claiming that in
her writings she has damaged his reputation
as a “historian.”

The question for those of us whose pri-
mary concern is how the Holocaust will be
viewed in the 21st century is what approach
to the trial is best. | believe the Irving-Lipstadt
trial is important and the notion that we
should not take it seriously is an approach that could have handed a
victory to Irving in advance. Instead, Lipstadt and her attorneys pre-
pared a strong case, to present the reality of the Holocaust and expose
the assault on it by David Irving. Had there not been a realization that
indeed the stakes were high in this case, there would not have been
the level of effectiveness in countering Irving that transpired almost
daily in the London courtroom, which will serve history and truth
well, no matter what the outcome.

Some argue that the trial deserved far more attention than it has
received; that by not covering this story as a major event, the media
are allowing the deniers to move forward largely unchallenged. But to
turn this case into nothing less than a trial of the truth of the
Holocaust would have been a big mistake. Should Irving win on cer-
tain legal technicalities, it could generate doubt among those not
well informed about the facts of the
Holocaust. And if the American press had
covered it as it would a landmark case, it
might inadvertently bestow on Irving a
stamp of legitimacy and provide him with
a platform from which his views could be
aired daily to an international audience.

When it comes to media coverage of the
trial, 1 think the media got it just about
right. The analogy I would draw is to the
amount of coverage generally devoted to
the atrocities of the Holocaust as com-
pared ta coverage about those who rescued
Jews during the Holocaust. Clearly, the
overwhelming picture must be about the
vast evil of the Nazis and the indifference
of the world to the plight of their victims.
Yet it is important to have a measured
number of stories describing those coura-
geous individuals who saved Jews.

Similarly, concerning coverage of
Holocaust denial, {CONTINUED ON PAGE 58]
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‘ [CONTINUED FROM PAGE 56] Munich court con-
victed Irving of “defaming and denigrating the
dead,” and fined him $6,000. He has been barred from entering
Germany, Canada, and Australia. But in London it was Irving who
brought the charges; it was his contention that she had damaged his
reputation as a historian. He has written more than 30 books, many on
the subject of wartime Germany.

By the middle of February the trial was well advanced, attracting
full accounts in the British press. [rving, meanwhile, had put up a
David Irving website, which includes a lengthy and not particularly
friendly article from The Atlantic Monthly as well as the voluminous
daily transcripts of the proceedings. In New York, however, the Times
remained unaccountably barren of any ongoing news of the London
courtroom. The silence was briefly broken at the end of February,
when dispatches from Jerusalem noted that Eichmann's memoirs
would be released to the defense. But the trial itself was incidental to
the story, which focused on the archival history of Eichmann’s manu-
script in [srael. Before then, week after week, the events in London had
gone wholly uncovered, though another trial—the police shooting of
Amadou Diallo—was meticulously followed day by day, in conscien-
tious detail. The local case, to be sure, raised imperative social issues
far broader than the simple facts of the crime. But even the most philo-
sophical framing of it could hardly maintain that a wallet in the
hands of an innocent man, a wallet mistaken for a gun, had the power
to corrupt a century'’s historical truth.

The Eichmann trial was a watershed in its time because it reversed
the erosion of memory and became, for the larger public, an enduring
source of enlightenment at an hour when the data were already begin-

[cONTINUED FROM PAGE 57] the big story in the
world today is that—incredibly—the Holocaust
remains a big story. The smaller, but not inconsequential, story is that
efforts are being made to undermine the truth of the Holocaust, as
represented by David Irving and his suit against Professor Lipstadt.
This story deserved measured coverage, which it received. The New York
Times had two substantive pieces during the course of the trial, which
I believe is reasonable, considering that during this same period there
were innumerable pieces on other aspects of the reality of the
Holocaust. This is a proper balance.

The best way to counter Holocaust denial is to continue to educate
the public about what the Holocaust was—through books, films, art,
and politics. The Irving trial should serve as an alert that the
Holocaust denial movement is trying to gain respectability, and that
this effort will continue. As survivors pass away, as generations grow
up and view the 20th century as ancient history, one can be sure that
the deniers will be at it again and again.

Why? First, because we have come to realize that anti-Semitism has a
life and dynamic of its own, manifesting itself in different ways in dif
ferent periods of history. It has been described as the “longest hatred,”
and the reason it has survived is due to the fact that it serves the needs
of groups in societies around the world who need a scapegoat for social,
political, and economic ills. Holocaust denial is the latest version of
anti-Semitism, and one can be sure there will be takers for the notion

58 MAY 2000

ning to slip into obscurity. The Irving-Lipstadt trial is a watershed in our
time because the data are under systematic and malignant assault, led
by David Irving in Britain, Robert Faurisson in France, Ernst Ziindel in
Canada, Arthur Butz in the U.S., and Jorg Haider in Austria. Holocaust
denial is active in parts of Eastern Europe, and ubiquitous in many Arab
countries, Syria most conspicuously. To ignore it—to fail to report it, to
continue to omit it—is to permit the 21st century to bury the 20th.

Some compare the London courtroom to that 1925 American court-
room where a teacher named Scopes was tried for espousing the real-
ity of science against its deniers. But newspapers reported that trial.
In an hour when television anchors and radio talk shows are
omnipresent, and the newspaper of record grows fatter and fatter,
news of the London trial has been lean. On occasion, references to it
could be found in publications like The New York Jewish Week and the
Forward, or, for some handfuls of Southern readers, in The Atlanta
Journal-Constitution and The Palm Beach Post. A column by Judith
Shulevitz in Slate generated online discussion. But even taken together,
these mostly marginal efforts added up to meager media attention.

Of course, if all your days were leisurely, you might laboriously
attempt to navigate the David Irving website to uncover the tran-
scripts. It is true that reading the hundreds of pages of the daily pro-
ceedings would be remarkably informative. But no one required us to
search out the transcripts of the Diallo trial to learn what was happen-
ing there; all we had to do was turn on the radio or open the morning
paper. Criminal trials seduce attention (recall O.J. Simpson and the
Menendez brothers); they mimic television drama. It is only the lie of
the millennium, the lie that overturns human history, that appears to
be worthy of the media’s neglect. @
that claims about the Holocaust are nothing more than a vast Jewish
conspiracy to win sympathy or support for the State of Israel.

Second, Holocaust denial will live on because in the minds of neo-
Nazis and neo-Fascists, the main obstacle to winning legitimacy for
their movements is the association with the Holocaust. Let us not for-
get that in the 1920s and 1930s, before World War II, Fascism and
Nazism were accepted as respectable political movements by millions
and millions of people in Europe. The taint of the Holocaust has
changed all that, and any sign of a Fascist movement is today correctly
put down by recalling the Holocaust. Would-be Fascist political move-
ments of the future will undoubtedly focus on finding a way to mini-
mize, revise, or deny the Holocaust in order to reinstate their ideology.

The media, especially in democratic countries, must always be vig-
ilant to ensure that they not be used as a platform by Holocaust
deniers. As we watch the Arab press continue to mouth Holocaust
denial claims, as we see unrest in Eastern Europe and elsewhere, we
know there will be opportunities for those looking to use Holocaust
denial for political gain. In this country, media “pundit” and presi-
dential hopeful Pat Buchanan has espoused Holocaust revisionism.
We must approach the challenge from a many-faceted perspective.
Most of all, we have to keep the facts of the Holocaust high on the
public agenda. At the same time we have to expose the deniers for
what they are, and what they hope to achieve. I'd say we have the bal-
ance in media coverage today just about right. &



Very
. special
Interesits.

As focus narrows, audience intensity increases. PRIMEDIA's
brands are trusted and treasured because they focus on the
“very special interests” that people care about most. That's

why they are ideal vehicles for marketers.

PRIMEDIA is ; g 1 where il counts mosl — in the

Chicago . inmenteen Modern Bride

B B8 wvileen e

—ttwr O y
R Vidern Bride

1§39
SO OPERAVERY 52227
firsf yeaidte

Mo 7 /e '
'w e

Lt oot e

vetro BUFODEAR BAP 6
""" NIEHREE - 2
E_! I s Horticulture

VW shulterbu
i (LD
F- - 4 RODDER Quilti
SPLASH cam@e | sinuiy ouua
Surfing LD 0N

Vodaytatt FOVER Crafts
BoovRosIEN 178 A
A WALLIYTE
i = In-bishermar
ARABIAN HORSE WORLD E@
P EQUUS SAITSH

PRIMEDIA

hearts and minds of our audiences.
;;. 1 FOR TEENS gi 1 MARKETS
New York ¢ 212.508.0700

Serventeen « 212.407.9700

16. 16 superstars. BB. Bop. entertainmenteen,
SuperTeen. Teen Beat. Teen Beat All-Stars.
Teen Machine. Tiger Beut » 212.515.3600

Chicago » 312.222.8999

Channel One « 212.508.63(4)

# 1 IN LOVE

Modern Bride and 16 regional wedding
magazines in markets including: Atlanta,
Boston. Chicago. Colorade. Connecticut.
Dallas. Maryland. Michigan. New Jersey.
New York. California, Philadelphia.

#1 FOR AUTO
ENTHUSIASTS
Automobile Mugazine » 212.891.6360

Custom Rodder, Furopean Car. Hot Bike.
Lowrider. Off-Road. Sport Compact Car,
Street Rodder. Super Chery. Truckin’,
Turbo. Vette, VW Trends and 17 other
auto enthusiast titles  714.939.2100

# FOR HORSE
LOVERS
Arabian Horse World. Dressage Today.

Equus. Horse & Rider. Practical
Horseman ¢ 301.977.39(0)

;g FOR FAMILIES

American Baby. Healthy Kids. Childbirth.
First Year of Life. Primeros 12 Meses.
Healthy Kids en Espafiol » 212.162.3500

#1 FOR SOAP FANS

Soap Opera Digest. Soap Opera Weekly ¢ 212.716.2700

# 1 IN OUTDOOR
ADVENTURE
Canve & Kayak. Climbing, Power &
Wotoryacht. Sail » 212.726.4300
Bodvboarding. Surfing.

Volleyball » 919.192.7873
Splash « 714.939.2193

Washington ¢ 212.162.3400

#1 FOR FISHING

Florida Sportsman, Fly Fisherman,
In-Fisherman and 37 other fishing
titles » 212.726.4300

#1 IN HOME ARTS

Crafts. Doll Reader. Horticulture, Lapidary
Journal. McCall's Quilting, Sew News,
Shutterbug and 7 other home arts

titles » 917.256.2200

PRIMEDIA

The Authoritative Source

745 Fifth Avenue * New York, New York 10151 ¢ 212.745.0100 www.primediainc.com ® NYSE: PRM



CIRITIIICIAILI [CIOINIDIITIIIOIN

arbS onbroadwa

In January, reviewers launched a devastating attack against David Hirson and his latest play.
Though championed by audiences and some other critics, it closed in three weeks. A similar fate
befell his first work, in 1991. Here, a meditation on the press as cultural arbiter. BY DAVID HIRSON

hen asked, in a 1996 interview, to comment on
the impact that professional theater criticism
has had on his work, Edward Albee dryly replied,
“From most critics I learn how long my play will
run. That’s about it.” Any dramatist who has
been privileged enough to receive the attention
of the press would undoubtedly concede the truth of Albee’s remark. it
bespeaks the perennially uneasy relationship between artist and critic
that exists regardless of the discipline—whether one writes or paints or
composes. Albee’s career, from Who's Afraid of
Virginia Woolf? through Three Tall Women, is a
virtual object lesson in the vicissitudes of criti-
cal assessment. He declares uncompromisingly
(and without bitterness) that the reaction to
his work is a matter of interest, but not neces-
sarily import, since it inevitably reflects the
fashion of the times: “So you're in and out of
fashion. I'm back in fashion again for a while
now. But I imagine that three or four years
from now I'll be out again. And in another
fifteen years I'll be back. If you try to write to
stay in fashion, if you try to write to be the crit-
ics’ darling, you become an employee.”

In the past decade, I have written two
plays, both produced on Broadway, neither of
which puts me in any danger of being consid-
ered the critics’ darling. Both have become
the subject of stormy, sometimes rancorous
critical debate. Both have been, by any stan-
dard (but especially Broadway’s), viewed as
wildly unconventional, even eccentric pieces
of writing, and both have found passionate exponents and rabid
detractors. This is as it should be. It is part of what makes art exciting;
it is, as Albee says, the measure of how effective a dramatist has been
in getting the audience to think as they leave the theater, instead of
immediately focusing on “where we parked the car.”

Rancorous debate, however, hardly bodes well for the fate of a com-
mercial play, at least not in an age when soaring ticket prices cause
potential theatergoers to pause in the face of a negative review, partic-
ularly one from a major newspaper. But to what extent should the
commercial fate of a play be of concern to the artist? One might argue
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David Hirson, hardly the critics’ darling

that it’s blessing enough simply to get a hearing for one’s work, let
alone the launch afforded by a first-rate Broadway production (which I
have had the good fortune to experience with both of my plays, La Béte,
1991, and Wrong Mountain, which opened in January). Gratitude is
what’s called for, regardless of whether the work is well or poorly
received, or whether it runs for one night or one year. The length of its
survival, especially in the status quo environment of commercial
theater, is obviously irrelevant, at least from an artistic point of view.

From the point of view of one’s colleagues, on the other hand, as
well as that of the audience, it is, | have come
to learn, quite another matter. La Béte, which
is set in 1654 and written entirely in rhyming
couplets, was greeted with a hailstorm of
critical abuse when it opened in February
1991. Several prominent critics immediately
rushed to the play’s defense, an extraordi-
nary gesture in the normally complacent
world of New York theater. Even more extra-
ordinary, a group of 28 luminaries including
Jerome Robbins, Katharine Hepburn, Joanne
Woodward, Harold Prince, Liv Ullmann,
Kevin Kline, and Jules Feiffer banded together
to write a letter of protest to The New York
Times (whose critics had dismissed the play)
that urged readers to judge this “amazing
evening in the theatre” for themselves. (The
Times chose not to publish the letter; it even-
tually appeared in TheaterWeek.)

Members of the audience were equally
bewildered by the denunciations leveled at
the play. One letter to The New York Times said,
“Reading the reviews of David Hirson’s new play La Béte was like watch-
ing someone shoot down an exotic bird that has magically appeared
among a flock of sparrows.” La Béte closed after only three weeks, its
final performance in New York attended by a virtual Who’s Who of
American Theater. That it went on to receive a shelfload of prizes at the
end of the season and won, for the London production in 1992,
Britain’s Laurence Olivier Award, was cold comfort for those con-
cerned about the future of the American theater, and the role that
Broadway seems gradually to have abandoned in preserving it as a
vital cultural force.
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Nine years later, the alarm
expressed by audiences and
colleagues at the negative
reaction to, and quick demise
of, La Béte has evolved into
something more like despair.
When La Béte opened, at the
Eugene O’Neill Theatre, in
1991, it was one of only a
handful of new American
plays then running on
Broadway. When Wrong Mountain opened at the
same theater, in January of this year, it was the
only new American play running on Broadway.
In less than a decade, Times Square has been e
transformed by corporate interests into a vast
entertainment complex that has effectively
wiped out the ideal of a mainstream theater
that can also claim to be artistically ambitious.

But is such an ideal worth maintaining?
Writing about La Béte in 1991, one critic said, “If such a work cannot
impress Broadway, then what hope is there for Broadway? There is of
course an American theater without Broadway, but there is no appara-
tus for proclaiming the arrival of important new work at a regional
theater; no medium through which such energy can radiate. And that
is why the continued existence of commercial Broadway is essential to
an artistic American theater.”

With these sentiments in mind, [ initiated, eight days after Wrong
Mountain opened on Broadway to reviews that were virtually identical
to La Béte's, a series of talk-backs with the audience that I pledged to con-
tinue after each performance for the run of the play. Having been
besieged, as | was nine years earlier, by colleagues and audience mem-
bers who were confounded by the violence of the critical response, I feit
that an open discussion of the play and the sharply divided reaction to
it might prove illuminating. Never before, to my knowledge, has a play-
wright in the commercial theater invited this sort of exchange on a
nightly basis, and no one, least of all I, was
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bam catharsis on the order of ‘I feel your pain,
now where we gonna eat?’”

Since the cultural critique at the center of
Wrong Mountain engages audiences—and crit-
ics—not merely as spectators but as subjects,
and even, at various points, as objects of satire
many who stayed for the talk-backs wondered
if I weren’t living too dangerously in my writ-
ing. If Henry Dennett’s opinions could be
taken for my own, mightn’t my thesis be con-
sidered too provocative or incendiary? Wasn't
biting the hand that feeds me?

I suppose it’s inevitable, given the turbu-
lent history of La Béte, that Henry Dennett's
diatribes against the theater should invite a
degree of autobiographical speculation. But
Dennett. a long-suffering, unrecognized poet,
clearly has an ax to grind. My experience is
more complicated. And, in any event, if I were
a writer who had a “thesis” to advance, I would
not choose to write for the theater. Good dramatists live in perpetual
doubt. They create characters who express a variety of opinions, some-
times provocative ones, out of which, on occasion, something like truth
is arrived at, if only obliquely. No one character speaks for the author;
no opinion goes unchallenged. Wrong Mountain, [ hope, raises, rather
than answers, questions. And the questions it raises are, [ hope, existen-
tial, not merely aesthetic, ones.

Aesthetic questions, however, may have proved to be an impedi-
ment to critics, at least in the view of talk-back audiences. Many
believed that theatergoers were far less thin-skinned than profes-
sional commentators when contronted by Dennett’s broadsides.
Some suggested that an even more important issue may have
obtained. Neither La Béte nor Wrong Mountain, it was pointed out, con-
forms to any recognizable genre. They are, in stylistic terms, “exotic
birds,” uncategorizable species that tend to be met, traditionally,
with either euphoria or intolerance (“the kind of show you’d expect
to dazzle some critics, infuriate others,”
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diatribes and couplets

sure of what to expect.

Astonishingly, not dozens but hundreds of
people, forgoing dinner reservations and
train schedules, remained in their seats at
10:15 each evening—close to 700 on the first
Saturday. Many lively, penetrating questions
were asked about the nature of the play itself,
which concerns Henry Dennett, a bitter,
unappreciated poet in late middle age who,
on a bet, writes the kind of titillating, “issue
for our time” drama that, in his view, com-

PLAYSAB

SHOULD WE ABDICATE
TO THE PRESS THE
DECISION ABOUT WHICH

AUDIENCE WILL
ULTIMATELY BE
ALLOWED TO SEE?

wrote The New Yorker of La Béte this past
January. ““Wrong Mountain’..has all the
markings of an equally, if not more, con-
founding work...”).

Unfortunately, a few infuriated critics can
be enough to sink a new Broadway play, espe-
cially one without a box office name. With
the exception of big-budget musicals, British
imports, and stardriven revivals, anything
less than unqualified approbation from the
mainstream press tends to be regarded as off-

ROADWAY

mands the respect of middleclass theater

audiences and guarantees worldly success. For Dennett, socalled “seri-
ous” art in America has become a form of pornography, “a cornball
pageant of feel-good politics and pop-sociology that allows audiences
to experience collective guilt as a form of collective absolution—a slam-

putting by theatergoers paying $65 a ticket.
In other words, a new play in the commercial theater can no longer
afford to evoke genuine controversy (when genuine controversy is
exactly what’s needed to breathe life into the commercial theater).
It requires a sort of Good Housekeeping Seal of approval to survive.
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Over time, this alienates audiences who are interested in complex,
challenging pieces of work. Eventually—as many people in the talk-
backs informed me—they stop going to the theater altogether.

As costs continue to escalate, matters are bound to grow worse.
Theater (both on and off-Broadway) is likely to become increasingly
conservative, more and more dependent on the imprimatur of profes-
sional commentators. Few, if any, new American plays are produced
directly on Broadway these days. They are developed through what has
become a farm system of regional theaters or are first produced off-
Broadway in the hope of gaining the sort of critical support that can
make a move to Broadway possible. This is safer, but is it good for the
theater? Doesn't it discourage innovation and risk-taking, and abdi-
cate, to the press, the decision about which plays a Broadway audience
will ultimately be allowed to see?

Neither of my plays, it should be noted, was subject to this trend.
Both were lucky enough to find commercial producers who boldly
mounted them in the old-fashioned way—out of town for four weeks
and then straight in. They are anomalies, therefore, as much for the
audacity with which they were presented as for what they do or say.
Could this have affected, the talk-back audiences wondered, the
nature of their reception?

Wrong Mountain closed, like La Béte, in less than a month. From a
playwright's perspective, this is not necessarily a bad thing. If La Béte is

No Rush.

any example, a short run on Broadway, rather than damaging a play’s
reputation, can, if the work goes on to enjoy a rich afterlife, actually
add to its luster—become part of its legend. As The New York Times wrote
in January, “'La Bete’ closed after 24 performances and 15 previews,
marking it in Broadway lore as a cause célébre casualty of critical per-
ception and theater economics.”

For my colleagues in the theater, however, Wrong Mountain’s early
closing had chilling implications, even more so than La Béte's. As voices
of American playwrights become increasingly marginalized, the rare,
hopeful sign of powerful Broadway producers putting their weight
behind a new American drama quickly gave way to the depressing
spectacle of a critical response that in too many instances descended
to the level of personal vilification. The effect that this event will have
on an already unhealthy state of affairs remains to be seen.

As for myself, 1 persevere in my work, indebted, as always, to the
many theatergoers, critics, and colleagues who have taken such extra-
ordinary measures to express their belief in me as an artist. It is my sin-
cere hope that the brief (though glorious) lives of La Béte and Wrong
Mountain on Broadway will not deter cammercial producers from tak-
ing risks on dangerous new American plays. [ have no doubt that
American playwrights will continue to write them. B

Disclosure: This magazine’s editor in chief was one of many small investors
in La Béte.
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The Web has connected more sentient beings than any technology before it. Is it a global
brain, or does intelligence require both connectedness and organization? BY STEVEN JOHNSON

couple of years ago
[ was on a tour
promoting a book
I'd written about
computer  inter-
face design and its
impact on contemporary culture.
It was, by most standards, an ordi-
nary publicity tour for a title with
a modest print run and some
“cyber” edge to it—radio call-in
shows and alternative-weekly in-
terviews interrupted occasionally
by confused two-minute segments
on Good Morning, Portland! What dis-
tinguished this tour was that my
publisher also specialized in “con-
temporary spiritual” titles, so the
in-house publicist sent galleys of
what [ thought was a decidedly
un-New Agey book to every New
Age radio station, print zine, and
ashram in the country. What's
more, some of them ended up tak-
ing the bait, and so the tour
assumed a slightly schizophrenic
air: NPR in the morning followed
by a Q&A with post-hippie alterna-
tive magazine Magical Blend in the
afternoon.

The questions from the Harmonic Convergence set turned out to be
as consistently smart and forward-thinking and technologically adept
as any I'd encountered on the tour. The New Agers were sensitive to the
nuances of my argument and refreshingly indifferent to the latest [IPO
pricing. (Contrast that with the TV reporters, who seemed incapable of
asking me anything other than “What’s your take on Yahoo!'s market
cap?”) But just when I'd start kicking myself for anti-New Age preju-
dice, my interlocutors would roll out a Final Question that went some-
thing like this: “You've written a great deal about the Web and its
influence on modern society,” they’d say. “Do you think, in the long
term, that the rise of the Web is leading toward a single, global, holis-
tic consciousness that will unite us all in Godhead?” I'd find myself

stammering into the microphone,
looking for exit signs.

There’s only one way to answer
this sort of question: “I'm not
qualified to answer that.” That's
the response I gave the first five
times I was asked about the Net's
emerging “global brain,” though
each time I thought to myself that
there was something fundamen-
tally flawed about the concept,
something close to a category mis-
take. For there to be a global con-
sciousness, the Web itself would
have to be getting smarter, and the
Web wasn’t a single unified thing—
it was just a vast, but inert, net-
work of linked data. You could
debate whether the Web was mak-
ing us smarter, but that the Web
itself might be slouching toward
consciousness seemed ludicrous.

Two years later the question is
still bouncing around in my head,
and I have to admit I'm warming
up to it, in a roundabout way. The
notion of a global brain wired by
the Net has come to seem a lot
more plausible over the past few
years, and recently it found a mainstream advocate in the form of
the journalist Robert Wright, whose controversial new book, Nonzero:
The Logic of Human Destiny, argues that the connectedness of modern
society is only the latest stage in an epic process of complexification,
one that started when a pair of singlecelled organisms first decided
to share resources several billion years ago. A long-standing contribu-
tor to The New Republic and Slate, Wright was nominated in 1988 for a
National Book Critics Circle Award for an earlier work, Three Scientists
and Their Gods. Nonzero makes a powerful argument for the interrela-
tionship between biological and cultural evolution, one that will be
familiar to early Wired subscribers and Santa Fe Institute buffs.
Although Wright drinks occasionally from the Kool-Aid of French
philosopher/priest Teilhard de Chardin—long the patron saint of the
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cyberrave scene—he is neither a crystal-addled mystic nor a techno-
utopian. When someone of his stature made the case for the “global
brain,” [ couldn’t help but take notice.

Did Arthur C. Clarke and The Matrix have it right all along? Is the
Web itself becoming a giant brain? I still think the answer is no. But
now I think it’s worth asking why not.

TO UNDERSTAND Wright's argument here, you have to jettison two
habitual ways of thinking about what a brain is: First, you have to
forget about gray matter and synapses. When Wright says “brain” he
means a device for processing and storing information; by this
definition, any library is a kind of brain, as is the intricate molecular
code of our DNA. Second, you have to accept the premise that brains
can be a collective enterprise. Being individual organisms ourselves,
we're inclined to think of brains as discrete

throughout the course of modern history, most powerfully in the com-
munal gatherings of cities. [n Wright’s view, the city functions as a
kind of smaller-scale trial run for the Web’s worldwide extravaganza,
like an Andrew Lloyd Webber musical that gets the kinks out in
Toronto before opening on Broadway.

Here Wright's argument is at its strongest and most original. A city,
after all, is not just an accidental offshoot of growing population den-
sity—it’s a kind of technological breakthrough in its own right.
Sustainable city life ranks high on the list of modern inventions—as
world-transforming as the alphabet (which it helped engender) or the
Internet (which may well be its undoing).

CITIES SOLVED THE SHORT-TERM PROBLEM of housing and sustaining
population densities that had been unthinkable in the age before agri-
culture, but they served another positive func-

things, possessed by individual organisms.
But those categories—individual brains in
individual bodies—turn out to be little more
than useful fictions. Ants do their “learning”
at the colony level—growing less aggressive
with age, or rerouting a food assembly line
around a disturbance—while the individual
ants remain blissfully ignorant of the larger
project. The “colony brain” is the sum of
thousands and thousands of simple deci-

IN ORDER FOR THERE TO
BE A HOLISTIC GLOBAL
CONSCIOUSNESS, THE
WEB ITSELF WOULD
HAVE TO BE
GETTING SMARTER.

tion as well: They were information storage
and retrieval devices. Cities brought minds
together and put them into coherent slots.
Cobblers clustered near other cobblers, and
merchants gathered near other merchants. In
late-medieval towns, ideas and goods flowed
readily within guilds, and the proximity be-
tween guilds led to productive cross-pollina-
tion, which ensured that good ideas didn’t
die out in rural isolation. It’s no accident that

sions executed by individual ants. Each ant

possesses a remarkably complex language of pheromone signals it
uses to communicate with its neighbors and to distinguish ants
belonging to other colonies. But the ants themselves are little more
than robots, following precise and inflexible rules that govern their
behavior. The individual doesn’t have anything like a personality,
but the colonies do.

Replace “ants” with “neurons,” and “pheromones” with “neuro-
transmitters,” and you might as well be talking about the human
brain. So if neurons can swarm their way into sentient brains, is it so
inconceivable that the process might ratchet itself up one more level?
Couldn’t individual brains connect with one another—this time via
the digital language of the Web—and form something greater than the
sum of their parts? Wright's not convinced that the answer is yes, but
he’s willing to state that the question is “non<razy.”

As he puts it: “Today...talk of a giant global brain is cheap. But
there’s a difference. These days, most people who talk this way are
speaking loosely. Tim Berners-Lee, who invented the World Wide Web,
has noted parallels between the Web and the structure of the brain,
but he insists that ‘global brain’ is mere metaphor. Teilhard de
Chardin, in contrast, seems to have been speaking literally: Human-
kind was coming to constitute an actual brain—like the one in your
head, except bigger. Certainly there are more people today than in
Teilhard’s day who take the idea of a global brain literally. Are they
crazy? Was Teilhard crazy? Not as crazy as you might think.”

Part of Wright's evidence here is that the Homo sapiens brain already
has a long history of forming higherlevel intelligence. Individual
human minds have coalesced into “group brains” many times
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the great majority of the last millennium’s
inventions blossomed in urban settings. Like the folders and file direc-
tories of some oversize hard drive, the group brain of city life endowed
information with far more structure and durability than it had previ-
ously possessed.

Wright's position is that the Web has emerged as a digital heir to
that proud tradition, uniting the world’s intellects in a way that would
have astonished the early networkers of Florence or Amsterdam. To the
extent that the Web has connected more sentient beings than any
technology before it, you can see it as a kind of global brain. But both
brains and cities do more than just connect—and therein lies the prob-
lem with Wright’s hypothesis.

THAT PROBLEM CENTERS on the fact that intelligence requires both con-
nectedness and organization. Plenty of decentralized systems in the
real world spontaneously generate structure as they increase in size:
Cities organize into neighborhoods or satellites; the neural connec-
tions of our brains develop extraordinarily specialized regions without
any master planner drawing up the blueprints. Has the Web followed a
comparable path of development over the past few years? The real
issue that Wright fails to address in Nonzero is this: Is the Web becom-
ing more organized as it grows?

You need only take a quick look at the NASDAQ Most Active list to
see that the answer is an unequivocal no. Internet portals and search
engines exist in the first place because the Web is a tremendously dis-
organized space, a system where the disorder grows right alongside
the overall volume. Yahoo! and AltaVista function, in a way, as man-
made antidotes to the Web’s natural chaos—an engineered attempt to
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restore structure to a system that is incapable of generating structure
on its own. This is the oft-noted paradox of the Web: The more infor-
mation that flows into its reservoirs, the harder it becomes to find any
single piece of information in that sea.

Keeping to Wright's analogy, imagine the universe of HTML docu-
ments as a kind of city spread across a vast landscape, with each docu-
ment representing a building in that space. The Web’s city would be
more anarchic than any real-world city on the planet—no patches of
related shops and businesses, no meatpacking or theater district, no
bohemian communities or upscale brownstones. The Web's city would
simply be an undifferentiated mass of data, growing more confusing
with each new “building” that’s erected. The city would be so confus-
ing, in fact, that the mapmakers (the Yahoo!s and Googles of the world)
would generate almost as much interest as the city itself.

If the Web would make a miserable city, it would do even worse as a
brain. Here's Steven Pinker, the author of How the Mind Works, in a Slate
dialogue with Wright: “The Internet is in some ways like a brain, but in
important ways not. The brain doesn’t just let information ricochet
around the skull. It is organized to do something: to move the muscles
in ways that allow the whole body to attain

entiated lobes of the human brain—and could definitely reproduce the
simpler collective problem-solving of ant colonies. Like Jessica Rabbit,
the Web’s not inherently bad; it’s just drawn that way. Modify its
underlying architecture, and the Web might very well be capable of
the groupthink Wright envisions.

How could such a change be brought about? We’re only now begin-
ning to understand how to answer that question, thanks to the insights
of complexity theory and other disciplines’ investigations into selforga-
nizing behavior. But we’re blessed with a number of instructive clues,
including one that will seem counterintuitive at first glance: the lack of
feedback built into the Web’s architecture. That lack boils down to a
simple limitation, albeit one with profound consequences: HTML-based
links are one-directional. You can point to ten other sites from your
home page, but there’s no way for those pages to know that you're
pointing to them, short of your taking the time to fire off an e-mail to
their respective Web masters. Every page on the Web contains precise
information about the other addresses it points to, and yet, by
definition, no page on the Web knows who's pointing back. It’s a limita-
tion that would be unimaginable in any of the other systems that
Wright analyzes: It’s like a Gap outlet that

the goals set by the emotions. The anatomy of
the brain reflects that: It is not a uniform web
or net but has a specific organization in which
emotional circuits interconnect with the
frontal lobes, which receive information from
perceptual systems and send commands to the

THE WEB IS A SPACE
WHERE DISORDER
GROWS ALONGSIDE
OVERALL VOLUME.

doesn’t realize that J. Crew just moved in
across the street, or an ant that remains oblivi-
ous to the other ants it stumbles across in its
daily wanderings. The intelligence of a har-
vester ant colony derives from the densely con-
nected feedback between ants that encounter

motor system. This goal-directed organization
comes from an important property of organisms you discuss: Their
cells are in the same reproductive boat and thus have no ‘incentive’ to
act against the interests of the whole body. But the Internet, not being a
cohesive replicating system, has no such organization....”

The point is that intelligent systems depend on structure and orga-
nization as much as they do on pure connectedness. A latter-day
Maxwell’s Demon who manages to superglue a billion neurons to each
other wouldn’t build anything like the human brain because the brain
relies on its own “neighborhoods” to make sense of the world, and
those neighborhoods emerge only out of a complex interplay between
neurons, the external world, and our genes. (Not to mention a few thou-
sand other factors.) Some systems—like the Web—are geniuses at mak-
ing connections but lousy with structure. The technology behind the
Internet—everything from the microprocessors in each Web server to
the open-ended protocols that govern the data itself—has been bril-
liantly engineered to handle dramatic increases in scale, but it is indif-
ferent, if not downright hostile, to the task of creating higher-level
order. There is a neurological equivalent of the Web’s ratio of growth to
order, but it’s nothing you’d want to emulate. It’s called a brain tumor.

WHAT BOTH WRIGHT and Pinker fail to note is that things needn’t be
this way. The fact that the Web as we know it tends toward chaotic con-
nections over complex order is not something intrinsic to all computer
networks. By tweaking some of the underlying assumptions behind
today’s Web, you could design an alternative version that could poten-
tially mimic the selforganizing neighborhoods of cities or the differ-

each other in certain contexts and change
their behavior according to certain preordained rules. Without that
feedback, they'd be a random assemblage of creatures butting heads
and moving on, incapable of displaying the complex behavior that
we've come to expect from the social insects. (The neural networks of
the brain are also heavily dependent on feedback loops.) Self-organizing
systems use feedback to bootstrap themselves into more orderly struc-
tures. And given the Web’s feedback-intolerant, one-way linking, there’s
no way for the network to learn as it grows, which is why it’'s now so
dependent on third parties to rein in its natural chaos.

Hypertext aficionados have been griping about HTML's one-way
linking for years (the hypertext visionary Ted Nelson’s Xanadu project
included two-way links), but only now are software designers starting
to build network systems that embrace real feedback as a means
toward a more intelligent Web: programs like Alexa’s “Related Links”
feature, currently integrated into the Netscape browser; the filtering
algorithms of Google, which calculate a given site’s relevance based on
the number of other sites that point to it; even the “customers who
bought this book also bought:” feature on Amazon.com. More encour-
agingly, though, the latest iteration of XML—the successor of sorts to
the Web’s common language, HTML—contains a powerful set of stan-
dards for two-way linking, and all the straws in the wind suggest the
Web industry is finally waking up to XML.

Will two-way links lead us to Godhead? Probably not. But they are
bound to make the Net more orderly and maybe even bring it closer to
Wright's global brain. Until that time, though, we still have a lot to
learn from the ants. @
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Zells bless america

Taken out of context and mistaken for anti-Semitic, my newspaper column was slammed
across the country by journalists who hadn’t read it. BY MARVIN OLASKY

'm a journalism professor at The University of

Texas at Austin, a senior fellow of the Acton

Institute for the Study of Religion and Liberty,

and the editor of World, a weekly news magazine

with a biblical perspective. For the past four years

I've also been a columnist at the Austin American-
Statesman, my local daily. Many of my columns have created
controversy in central Texas: ['m a Christian conservative;
most Austinites are liberals. Readers are sometimes
friendly, sometimes hostile, but at least they read.
However, what 1 wrote on February 16 was condemned—
although rarely read—way beyond Austin.

George W. Bush—for whom I'm an occasional, informal,
unpaid adviser—was under attack because of his visit to
Bob Jones University. John McCain supporters were looking
for an opportunity to drape one more albatross around
him. I chose the wrong time to have some fun with a liter-
ary allusion that could easily be taken out of context. My
February 16 column began: “The main character in Tom
Wolfe’s 1998 novel, A Man in Full, realizes the meaningless-
ness of prosperity without purpose and then converts not
to Christianity but to faith in Zeus.”

After arguing that a more realistic (for Atlanta, where
the novel is set) Christian conversion scene could have cost
Wolfe favorable book reviews, | offered a political parallel:
Some journalists turned against Bush when he started publicly talking
about his faith in Christ. Maybe those who “grew up in nominally
Christian homes but never really heard the Gospels,” [ wrote, were now
rebelling against Christianity and searching for an alternative faith.

McCain, I wrote, supplied the alternative: “[A] message with Bush’s
upside but without the Christian albatross. Instead of talking about
faith-based charities, McCain emphasized patriotism. Instead of stress-
ing the biblical virtues of faith, hope and charity, McCain spoke of
honor, duty and other classical virtues—good things all, but not a sub-
stitute for the Bible. McCain, no threat to journalists’ personal peace
and aftluence, gained the covers of news magazines and garnered
votes...McCain’s emphasis on the classical virtues gives them a post-
Clinton glow without pushing them to confront their own lives.”

Had I stopped there, I would have been merely politically incorrect.
But I added, “McCain has a similar appeal to neoconservative journal-
ists such as William Kristol and David Brooks. Last week, they noted
approvingly that for McCain, ‘cultural renewal does not depend on a
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religious revival.’ ” [ also cited a quotation from New York Times colum-
nist Frank Rich: McCain, Rich said, is “the first major GOP presidential
candidate in years who is not running as a pious moral scold.”

I did not know it at the time, but all three of the journalists I
quoted are Jewish. Given the religious sensitivities before the New York
primary, I should have selected my three examples to reflect the title of
Will Herberg’s classic book, Protestant-Catholic-Jew. But I wasn’t thinking
in those terms, and when someone sent my Austin article to the
Forward, a weekly Jewish newspaper in New York, hysteria resulted. A
February 25 Forward headline declared: “Big Bush Crony Blames ‘Zeus-
Worshipers.” Three Jewish Journalists Scorned by Mushamad.” (That
last word means “convert™: Complicating the story is my own religious
history—I grew up Jewish, became a Marxist, and converted to
Christianity in 1976, when [ was 26.)

Over the next several days, I hit the trifecta: [ was slammed in The
Washington Post, the New York Post, and The Jerusalem Post, not to mention in
The New York Times, in Newsweek, on National Public Radio, and even on
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FOX News Channel. Some stories insinuated anti-Semitism. Only an arti-
cle in the online magazine Salon explained my use of the Zeus reference.
If I had thought that reporters would give me the benefit of the doubt
because I have a track record—13 scholarly and analytical books, hun-
dreds of articles, and positive references to Judaism—I was mistaken.
Mine was the farce that launched 1,000 quips.

Most of the journalists who piled on over the subsequent week sim-
ply reported what others had reported, playing their version of whisper
down the lane, a game in which kids whisper to each other a message
that becomes more garbled each time. Here’s how it went, starting with
New York Post columnist Deborah Orin on February 25: “GEORGE w. BUSH
has a new religious flap on his hands—his adviser Marvin Olasky has
claimed three reporters, all Jews, who have criticized Bush, follow the
‘religion of Zeus.”” No context.

The next day, a journalist I had named, New York Times columnist
Frank Rich, struck back: “Olasky...has spun this theory at a moment
when Pat Robertson is targeting Mr. [Warren| Rudman, the most visible
Jew in the McCain campaign.” The following day, The Jerusalem Post
reported, “A Jewish-born evangelical Christian who advises Texas
Governor George W. Bush came under fire at week’s end by one of the
three Jewish writers he had attacked for follow-

headline: “Bush’s ‘compassionate’ advisor singles out Jews.” The story
itself, given the ugly premise, was fair, and reporter Jake Tapper told
me that “the headline, like the decision to keep it, wasn’t mine.”

I wrote letters to The New York Tirmes, the New York Post, The Jerusalem
Post, and Newsweek, but only the Jerusalem publication has published
one. The Forward did print a column-length piece from me and seemed
decent about the whole thing, as did the Anti-Defamation League’s
Abraham Foxman, who could have gone for an easy score but instead
stated publicly that he saw no anti-Semitism in what I had written.

When a PBS NewsHour producer asked me to go on the show to talk
about religion in the presidential campaign and mentioned Brooks
would also be on, I leaped at the opportunity. On the program, I
explained the contrast of classical and biblical virtues and noted the
Brooks critique: “Instead of dealing with the substance, David has a col-
umn in this week’s Newsweek that just ridicules that whole notion. And
this is exactly what a lot of Christian conservatives object to. These folks
are not poor and stupid and easily led and ignorant. These are folks
who are intelligent but...they are just met with attacks and ridicule. It’s
an attempt to close off debate, and it’s not something that’s going to be
successful either for the Republican Party or for the country as a

whole.” Brooks did not have an opportunity to

ing ‘the religion of Zeus.””

The day after that, David Brooks wrote in
Newsweek that “|Olasky] accused me of wor-
shipping Zeus.” No context. Thomas Edsall of
The Washington Post, speaking on National
Public Radio, cited Orin’s column and said,
“There’s a Bush supporter named Marvin
Olasky who wrote a whole essay for The Austin

MOST OF THE
JOURNALISTS WHO
PILED ON SIMPLY
REPORTED WHAT OTHERS
HAD REPORTED.

respond on the show, but he wrote to me,
“When I read your piece, I knew there was sub-
stance to it, and when the dust settles I hope to
write something getting back to it.” Ironically,
the March 20 New Republic suggested my col-
umn had a different kind of substance than
what I had envisioned. An article by Franklin
Foer began, “Marvin Olasky was right. John

Statesman, whatever the paper is, and he de-
scribed the press...[as| believers in the reli-
gion of Zeus, I think he said, or something like that. And really what
he was referring to were three Jewish conservative reporters.”

On his FOX talk show, Alan Colmes said, “You have this guy, his
name is Marvin Orlovsky, who coined the phrase ‘compassionate con-
servativism,” another Bush adviser. Put up on the screen what he said
about three Jewish journalists...‘the religion of Zeus.”” Colmes ended
his screed by saying, “George W. Bush should disavow...that comment,
shouldn’t he? We're talking about candidates who are in bed with
people who make bigoted comments.”

No, we should be talking about journalists who get their informa-
tion from other reporters who don’t even read the article theyre
critiquing. The real question of character is how we react when con-
fronted with having gotten something wrong. I tried to contact the
journalists who had insinuated anti-Semitism or other religious big-
otry. Eli Lake of the Forward seemed apologetic when I asked him why
this became a story in the first place but told me his editor had assigned
him the task and he had to do it. When Rich and I spoke on the phone,
I mentioned that I live in Texas and hadn’t known all three of these
East Coast journalists were Jewish. “How could you not know?" he said.
I asked Orin about her having taken a sentence out of context and also
implying anti-Semitism. She defended her story but added, “It’s a
tabloid. We have short space.” I complained to Salon editors about their

McCain’s campaign is crawling with Zeus wor-
shipers... Jewish neoconservatives have fallen
hard for John McCain.” (I was commenting on largely secularized folks
from varied religious traditions.) Foer reported that William Kristol has
registered the website www.partyofzeus.com.

My favorite response came from Howard Kurtz of The Washington Post.
He had noted without context that I wrote of “the religion of Zeus” and
later wrote to me, “My apologies if my admittedly terse summary of your
argument didn’t do it justice.” When I sent an account of other journal-
ists’ coverage, his response began with a reference to Colmes’s error:
“Dear Mr. ‘Orlovsky’...I at least took the trouble to read the original arti-
cle. I can see where this would hardly elevate your view of the media.” I
appreciate his note but can’t resist one more literary allusion: Elevated
journalism, Mr. Kurtz, it’s dead—at least during a campaign cruising
toward the heart of darkness. A version of my original column is avail-
able at www.theamericanenterprise.org/hotflash0308.htm. 8

Frank Rich, David Brooks, and Deborah Orin were invited to
read this column before publication and respond. Rich and Brooks declined. Orin’s
response: “Anyone who wonders if Mr. Olasky was quoted out of context
should look at his original, February 16 piece, in which he says, ‘It’s sad
that leading journalists are acting as proselytes in the religion of Zeus.’
The same piece also asserts that ‘a lot of liberal journalists have holes in
their souls.” Mr. Olasky’s words speak for themselves.”
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For The Early Show,
It's Getting Late

' CBSinvested millionsin Bryant Gumbel's show, but viewers have been left cold,
and affiliates are starting to sweat. By Gay Jervey




“"We need them to screw up,” Steve
Friedman, senior executive producer
of The Early Show, says of his rivals
at the other networks.

PHOTOGRAPH BY LES STONE/CORBIS SYGMA

he luncheon was breezy and the food a delight. Trattoria

Dell’Arte, a popular Manhattan restaurant where you can

sneak glances at Diane Sawyer, Steve Martin, Ron Howard,

and the Baldwin brother of your choice, was bustling. The
gathering’s host, Bryant Gumbel, was in fine form that day last fall.
Over antipasto, Parmesan, and San Pellegrino, he engaged with his
guests—the producers of his upcoming new morning show—and chat-
ted about sports, food, movies, and books. According to several who
were there, Gumbel epitomized the gracious host. He disarmed the
group with his ease and informality, encouraging them to talk about
the lighter things in life and enjoy a glass of wine. Please, he insisted,
order what you’d like.

And that, his guests would soon find out, would be the end of that.
What the Early Show staff did not know as they enjoyed Gumbel’s
company was that, for the most part, personal contact with their new
anchor would end when they left the restaurant. As cordial and
charming as Gumbel can be when he so desires, these days he is
known among the staff of the struggling Early Show for an echoing
inaccessibility, to the point that all but his fellow on-air talent and top
producers correspond with him largely through e-mail, and, even
then, only when necessary.

“The unwritten rule was you could e-mail Gumbel but were to have
no direct contact,” remembers a former Early Show producer. “You were
not to call him. His offices were not in the same building as ours... He
never came to the newsroom. In one of our first meetings with [Early
Show senior executive producer] Steve Friedman, people said, ‘Hey, we
have no contact with Gumbel,” and Steve just shrugged, ‘Well, you
went to lunch with him and that was your contact.’ Steve made it clear
that that would be the extent of any real up-close dealings....It was as if
they were creating a class system. Very dysfunctional.”

“Bryant can be the most jovial guy on e-mail, but you can’t talk to
him,” says a current employee of The Early Show. “He just does not deal
with anybody. He is very aloof. It is weird.”

Different anchors have different styles—there is the bubbling, girl-
next-door élan of Katie Couric and the smooth elegance of Diane
Sawyer. Unfortunately for CBS, Gumbel's modus operandi reflects a
distance and an isolation that seem to shoot ice into the airwaves. So
far, despite a new studio widely reported to cost $30 million and a
program that many believe to be much improved from both a techni-
cal and a programming standpoint, The Early Show has had spotty suc-
cess in finding viewers. Many say that the problem is the visceral
antipathy that Gumbel (who declined to be interviewed for this
story) provokes. “People just don’t like the guy,” an Early Show staffer
says. “I have friends call me up and say that they just can’t stand him.
They can’t stand watching him.” Or as Roseanne, a thirtysomething
single woman who joined a focus group on The Early Show sponsored
by Brill’s Content, suggested, “I used to watch him...on [NBC|] with Katie
Couric. He was literally putting her down. This guy’s got such a bad
attitude.” Roseanne’s reaction upon hearing that Gumbel would be
anchoring a new show? “I was like ‘Oh, no. He’s back!..Now I'm not
watching that channel.’””

Roseanne is not alone. Since The Early Show was relaunched with
Gumbel and coanchor Jane Clayson, on November 1, 1999, the pro-
gram has scored lower ratings than it did before, when it featured
lesser-known hosts and a no-frills, low-rent set. According to Nielsen
Media Research, from December 27, 1999, to March 5, 2000, The Early
Show scored a household rating of 2.4 versus 2.6 for the same time
period last year, a 10 percent decline. (Each rating point represents
just over 1 million TV households.) At the same time, NBC’s Today has
averaged a 5.4, up a bit from its performance last year, and ABC’s Good
Morning America has jumped to a 4.0 rating from 3.4 (see “A Brighter
Morning,” page 74).
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Numbers such as these—and attitudes such as Roseanne’s—res-
onate with an audience that CBS cannot afford to ignore: its affiliates,
who ultimately have the choice of whether or not to run the show in
their markets. Some are showing signs of skittishness and were will-
ing to air their concerns during interviews for this story. Of ten repre-
sentatives of local CBS stations contacted for this article, only one was
bullish on the show. Most were openly worried.

*Our numbers are down substantially, and it is very disappoint-
ing,” says Kathleen Keefe, the general manager of WKMG, the CBS
affiliate in Orlando. Keefe indicates that the local programming
WKMG used to run from 7 to 8 A.M. outscores Gumbel et al. by a full
Nielsen point. “There are days when we get a [rating of] 1.1, and you
think how could that possibly be? It is puzzling. The show is better
than its ratings give it credit for. It is not like you watch it and say,
“This show stinks.’ But it definitely is a problem.”

“We all expected it to do better than the program that existed before
it,” agrees Paul Karpowicz, the chairman of the CBS Affiliate’s Advisory
Board, who is also a vice-president of Lin Television Corporation, in
Providence, Rhode Island, which owns and operates 13 stations in the
50 states and Puerto Rico. It is not like a golf game when you want your
score to go down.” He says The Early Show will be “a huge issue” when the
affiliates have their meeting, which begins May 31 in Las Vegas.

IT'S 7:20 A.M. ON TUESDAY, February 29, and Bryant Gumbel has just
returned from several days of hosting a celebrity golf tournament to
benefit the United Negro College Fund. In the control room of The
Early Show, Steve Friedman is pacing and rocking, darting his eyes
from 40-odd monitors to a bank of television screens flickering with
the smiles, coifs, and everso-white teeth of the competition: Matt
Lauer, Katie Couric, Diane Sawyer, Charles Gibson, and the talent at
both Fox News Channel and CNN. “I can’t believe what GMA is
putting on the air at the top of the show—a 90-year-old grandmother
walking across America for campaign-finance reform,” Friedman
says, rolling his eyes. “We led with the Mozambique floods, and Today
is doing politics. They have Jeb Bush, Gary Bauer. Politics, politics. It’s
a tough call. Tough call,” he mutters. “But, mark my words, that
Mozambique story will be like the Somalia or Ethiopia stories of a
decade ago. Mark my words!”

“Why don’t we put on {Bush campaign chief strategist] Karl Rove
and [McCain adviser| Mike Murphy?” Pitts suggests.

“Get Rove and Murphy,” replies Friedman. “I think that they hate
each other, and we must have hate on the air!” he says, laughing, as
his whirling foot nearly collides with a Diet Coke can on the floor.

At 8:15 A.M., Today is running a cooking segment, in which Couric
and Lauer are making pasta puttanesca. Friedman sighs and throws
his hands up in the air.

“The Today show is no longer about the world,” he says, shaking his
head. “It is about ‘us.” Them! It is Friends. It’s all about them! It is not
about the wax museum. It is about Al Roker’s exhibit at the wax
museum. It's about them, them, them! Right now they are popular people,
and they can pull it off. But it is a question of how long. How long?”

After the show, Friedman, 53, gallops to his office, a bastion of
boys-club memorabilia. Three television screens are constantly tuned
to CNBC, ABC, and CBS, and Friedman's shelves are cluttered with
baseballs autographed by the likes of the Atlanta Braves’ Hank Aaron
and Ernie Banks of the Chicago Cubs. Friedman eyes an autographed
photograph of the Beatles taken during their first world tour, in 1964,
quickly checks his e-mail, and then holds forth on two of the things
he loves to talk about the most: Bryant Gumbel and The Early Show.
Friedman and Gumbel worked together at the Today show from 1981
to 1987, when it blossomed with Gumbel and cohost Jane Pauley, and
again from 1993 to 1994, with Couric.

Hearing Friedman talk, you get the sense he is caught in a time
warp of sorts. And there is good reason for that: Friedman hopes to
topple first Good Morning America and then Today, the very institution
he helped make so successful during the 1980s. It may not happen
right away, he says. But whatever the naysayers might predict,
Friedman swears that he and Gumbel can take the CBS show and
make it a winner. Friedman is known for a swashbuckling bluster and
street-smart, bellicose style that he cultivated in the sandlots of
Chicago. This is a man, after all, who proudly tells the anecdote of
smashing an old black-and-white monitor at NBC after he was
informed it would take weeks to get a color set unless the old one was
broken. He responds to doubts about the future of The Early Show with
high-decibel answers that contain no small amount of hyperbole. If
he and Gumbel just keep putting a good show on day after day, every-

“It is puzzling. The show is better than its ratings give it credit for,” says the general manager of
one CBS affiliate. "It is not like you watch it and say, 'This show stinks.’ But it definitely is a problem.”

Friedman then turns to one of his producers and asks, *“What did
Bryant say about the man outside?”

“There apparently is a man outside who is dressed like one of the
Honeymooners,” the producer responds. In the next segment,
Gumbel is set to interview Joyce Randolph, who played Trixie in the
classic television series.

“He is dressed like Jackie Gleason,” offers Lyne Pitts, the show’s
widely respected executive producer, who after some 19 years at CBS
came to The Early Show last December from the weekend evening news.

“Bryant knows he’s out there and doesn’t want to use it,” another
producer replies.

Friedman shrugs. So much for that.

Half an hour later Friedman remains focused on the wall of moni-
tors. “Today has the granny walking across the country on, too. Well, if
you are going to do it,” he says, “7:48 is the right time to do it, not at
the top, which is what GMA did.”

“We passed on the grandmother,” explains Pitts.

Not long afterward, Friedman asks, “What are we doing tomorrow?”
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thing will be okay, he says. “I believe that we are doing God’s work
here,” he insists. “We will work until this works, and if it doesn’t work
people will die, and I will find other people.” He pauses and grabs a
baseball bat from behind his desk. “I want to take this bat and pretend
that I am Robert De Niro in The Untouchables. I want to swing this bat.
Bryant is not the king of morning TV for nothing.”

Much as he did with Today, Friedman structures The Early Show
around four distinct segments; in essence, he produces four half-hour
shows. The 7:00-7:30 A.M. period is devoted to hard news and is aimed
at people on their way to work. “Hard-hitting news and big names are
what you want for that first half-hour,” Friedman stresses.

Ideally, the 7:30 A.M. slot features a “below the fold” story, which
Friedman terms a “discretionary” front-page news story. Then, at 7:40,
“you want to do an interview that changes the pace. We have done the
news; we have done the below the fold; now we want to change the pace.
You don’t always want to be throwing fastballs. You want to be throwing
some sliders, too.” After the 8 A.M. news entrée, the show’s second hour
is devoted largely to lighter fare for the stay-at-home crowd, including
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segments from contributors Martha Stewart,
who worked with Friedman and Gumbel on
Today, and Lisa Birnbach, Martha Quinn, Laurie
Hibberd, and Bobby Flay.

Friedman shrugs when asked why the
show has not scored higher ratings. “We knew
that it would be a long, bitter struggle. We
have established phase one, putting out a
quality show. We had to do phase one, but
that is not enough. We have to prove to people
that our show is better than the others. We
have got to prove that we belong...We have
been tested on the big stories—politics, the
plane crashes. The stuff we did out of lowa
and New Hampshire was great. We're proud
of what we are doing here.

“Look,” Friedman continues as he swivels
his chair and trades his ominous baseball bat
for a somehow friendlier football. “Glacial is
the way to describe movement in the morn-
ing. Remember, it is our 17 weeks against 24
years for Good Morning America and 48 years for
the Today show.” He tosses the football high
into the air with a gregarious, self-assured
grin. “It is going to take years. We need help
from the other guys. We need them to screw
up. We need Diane and Gibson to leave, and
we know it is when, not if, Diane goes...We
need Katie or Matt to get off their game. Our
job is to get the kinks out, so that when that happens, we are ready. We
have got to get our act together. There are a lot of rumors about [execu-
tive producer] Jeff Zucker at the Today show. If he leaves, what will hap-
pen to them?..We are hoping that there will be some catastrophe to
help us.” (Friedman says that he is not referring to any speculation
that Zucker, who recently underwent treatment for colon cancer and
is now cancer free, might leave Today because of his health. He says it is
his understanding that Zucker may be interested in moving on to
other things.) “We know what we are doing,” Friedman continues.
“The big thing is, when is it going to pay off in the ratings?

“But, for anybody to say let’s make a judgment after 17 weeks...”
He trails off, filling the air with a bullish, bombastic huff. "Anybody
who does that is f--ing crazy.”

"I SEE THE SMIRK"

Raucous and passionate, Friedman is the quintessential adrenaline-
charged TV producer. He truly believes that his show is at least as good
as his competitors'—maybe even better—and that frustrates him. But
morning TV is a different animal. Viewers at that hour are loyal. By and
large, they do not channel surf. They reward the warm, the fuzzy, and—
most of all—the familiar. What's more, CBS has a whole lot of history
going against it. Since the days of Captain Kangaros, the network has
lagged behind in that time period and never settled into a long-asting,
comfortable groove. Rather, CBS has churned through formats. anchors,
and correspondents more frequently than its competition and has there-
fore, over the years, failed to establish a resilient franchise.

But if you are supposed to attack when your enemy is weak, CBS is
doing just the opposite. The Today show purrs along like a machine
with America’s Sweetheart, Katie Couric, flanked by all-purpose
stand-up guy Matt Lauer. ABC has the soothing, authoritative Diane
Sawyer and the reassuring Charles Gibson. Despite what Friedman
hopes, none of those anchors appears to be going anywhere in the
near future. It is possible that no one could break this deadlock: not
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Many focus-group méﬁll:ers could not name cohost Jane Clayson and were critical of Bryant Gumbel.

Gumbel, not Friedman, not the expensive set, not the plaza being con-
structed on Fifth Avenue. But if GMA and Today are, somehow, vulnera-
ble, Gumbel is the key.

And that might well be the problem

The 51-year-old anchor is not a simple case. His talents are consider-
able. He has great interviewing skills and a high comfort level with live
television. His friends stress his straightforwardness, his authenticity.
and that he can be a really nice guy. Nonetheless, time and again,
words such as “arrogant” and “condescending” are attached to his
name. Those traits play poorly with an audience that is brushing its
teeth and getting the kids ready for the school bus. This is not a time
when viewers want to be challenged. And as for public relations, allies
say Gumbel's problem is that he refuses to play the glad-handing game
so often necessary to cultivate popularity.

“He does not do much to help himself,” concedes one good friend.
“Bryant does it his own way...and that has hurt him.” Furthermore,
one must raise the question of just how much race contributes to the
persistent charge that Gumbel is full of himself. Many Americans,
whether they would like to admit it or not. have atavistic and compli-
cated responses to successful African-American men. To what extent
is Bryant Gumbel, with his high visibility and reported $5 million
yearly salary, a victim of this? And then there is his bluntness, which
some might admire as candor and others say is just plain rude.

To better understand what ails The Early Show, Brill’s Content hired
Langer Associates, Inc., a New York research and consulting firm, to
conduct two focus groups in Westchester County, New York, that tested
the responses of average viewers. Although reactions to segments of the
show differed in nuance, the participants tended to dismiss Gumbel'’s
cohost, Jane Clayson, as personable enough but something of a light-
weight. Some found her charming, if in over her head. As for Gumbel,
participants praised his professionalism and interviewing technique
but disliked—many vehemently—his demeanor. And it was clear that
they connected deeply with the competition, particularly the talent of
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A Brighter Morning

While CBS tries to getits a.m. act together, ABC is cautiously celebrating its own resurrection.
What a difference a year makes. By Abigail Pogrebin

Who knew a miserable bride could be
so helpful? Good Morning America
has Darva Conger to thank for its
highest ratings week since 1996—an
average of 5 million viewers versus
the Today show's 6.1 million. For
GMA, that's a 27 percent increase
over the same week last year. Diane
Sawyer nailed the first network inter-
view with the brief spouse of FOX's
sullied multimillionaire, Rick Rockwell,
two weeks after their nonhoneymoon.

It was an undeniable coup:

16 million people had tuned in to
Darva and Rick's strange union and
were now intently watching its
unraveling. Every morning show was
gunning for the scoop. Darva chose
Sawyer and ended up hanging out in
ABC's studio all morning, skipping
her scheduled Today appearance
and taping another interview with
Sawyer for 20/20.

“That was an excellent booking
for them,” says Jeff Zucker, executive
producer of NBC's Today, "but even
with that, they finished more than a
million viewers behind us.” Zucker is
correct— Today still dominates. From
December 27,1999, to March 5,
2000, it averaged a 54 rating, com-
pared to GMA's 4.0—an 18 percent
increase for GMA from a year ago.
And although Zucker points out that
Today has withstood ABC's
arrows—new anchors, new studio,
and the network’s boost from Who
Wants to Be a Millionaire?—it's no
longer trouncing GMA. In a year,
ABC has closed the gap from 3 mil-
lion viewers to 1 million, and no one
disputes that the broadcast is much
improved since its nadir, in the fall of
‘98, when it had an alarming 29 rat-
ing versus Today's 5.3, causing ABC
president David Westin to call in the
cavalry in January 1999

Sawyer and her cohost, Charles
Gibson, are widely touted for bringing
journalistic rigor and a charming rap-
port to the broadcast. The news inter-
views are edgier, the questions less
obvious. When Sawyer interviewed Al
Gore's daughter Karenna back in
February, she asked if her mother's
song-lyric crusade had embarrassed
her. When Gibson talked to candidate
Bill Bradley in January, he asked him:
"Would you be as outspoken as you're
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being right now about the vice presi
dent if you hadn't 'ost so badly in
Iowa and trailed in the polls in New
Hampshire?”

The new GMA has smarter writ-
ing, better bookings, and plenty of
gimmicks that can be clever or arnoy-
ing, depending on your point of view:
the maternity chronicles of Cindy
Crawford, for instance; "Lose Weight
with GMA"; and the E-cave experi-
ment—can three voung Texans sur-
vive in their apartments for one week
by shopping on the Internet? "They're
a much more aggressive program and
a much better program, and we're
novs aware that they're out there,”
says Zucker. "It was the Titanic, and it
was on the bottom of the ocean floor
and clearly they've righted the ship.”

The Sawyer-Gibson Solution was
supposed to be a temporary rescue,
through spring 1999. But 14 months
later, ABC veterans say that even
Sawyer, the bigger star, shows no
sign of moving on. That hasn't elimi-
nated the question of who will take
her place, but for now she's keeping
her dawn job.

"She is tremendously compet -
tive,” says one ABC News insicer
"and there's a part of her that would
love to stay around to watch GMA
kick the Today show's butt.” People
who have prodiiced for Sawyer spec-
ulate that she enjoys the fact that
GMA has expanded her airtime and
her ABC portfalio. 20/20, which
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Darva Conger (left) and Diane Sawyer on Good Morning America

Sawyer continues to anchor once a
week, will always be identified with
Barbara Walters and has been over-
shadowed—as has Dateline and
other newsmagazine shows—by the
game-show craze. "What Diane is
doing,” says Zucker, “is putting all of
her energy, all of her booking, all of
her weight into GMA....Everything she
was going far for 20/20 she's now
going for for GMA."

Despite her 30 years in the busi-
ness, Sawyer works as if she were
fresh out ot journalism school. She has
a punishirg schedule between her
GMA and 20/20 duties, and it goes
way beyond showing up on time for
makeup, which is often the only thing
expected of the “talent.” "She has a
level of energy that I've never seen
before,” says GMA news anchor
Antonio Mara. "Through the whole
show, she keeps thinking and second-
guessing thirgs to make things better.”

The only person working harder is
executive producer Shelley Ross, 47, a
tough, Armani-clad live wire, whose
typical schedu'e is 4 aAm. to 10 pm,,
with late-night Sundays. Ross made
her name at A3C News covering the
Menendez and O.J. trials and is cred-
ited with helping to revive GMA, but
not witncut some cost to her staff's
quality of life. At least half the editor-
ial team has quit since Ross came on
board. "She’s in the ‘whatever it
takes' made,’ says Doc Jarden, who
left to be a vice-president of docu-

mentaries and specials for Court TV.
"You look at the results and the
show’s better and the numbers are
better, so it's working.” (Ross declined
to comment)

“Shelley does remind me of a great
campaign manager,” laughs George
Stephanopoulos, ABC News political
analyst. "[t's the mentality of winning
every minute, hour, day, week, month.
She’s relentless that way.”

Gibson is less hands-on when it
comes to the broadcast, but six GMA
insiders say he's a key to the show’s
revival. "He is a guy who is always
thoroughly prepared,” says Antonio
Mora, "and cares very much about
what he’s doing.” Mora and others
say Gibson is at the top of his game:
Besides anchoring GMA, he also does
a night of 20/20 and occasionally
substitutes for Peter Jennings and
Ted Koppel. And all agree that
Sawyer and Gibson have settled into
a comfortable rhythm together—
they rib each other easily and seem
proud of each other’s strengths.

The affiliates are relieved. "It's a
much more competitive show,” says
Patrick Scott, chair of ABC Affiliates
Association—and advertisers are ante-
ing up for airtime. "If a show is higher-
rated, it's worth more.” Tom DeCabia,
an ad buyer for Paul Schulman & Co,,
says, "In the early-morning war, ABC
has to be happy considering where
they were a year ago.”

But the anchor question becomes
more high-stakes with every ratings
lift: Who will fill the chairs to sustain
the upswing? Jack Ford, the assumed
heir apparent, is biding his time as a
contributor to GMA and 20/20, but
ABC News insiders say it isn't clear
he can carry the show. Ford declined
to comment. The female seat is even
more uncertain. ABC News contribu-
tors Elizabeth Vargas, Cynthia
McFadden, and Nancy Snyderman
have been mentioned.

New York Daily News TV critic
Eric Mink says it's too early to cele-
brate. "Is GMA a better program?
Yes. Are Gibson and Sawyer really
accomplished professional anchors?
Yes. Is the program in a state in
which they could be replaced tomor-
row and the show wouldn't suffer?
Absolutely not.” O
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the Today show. For example, in the sessions, nearly everyone talked
about Couric and Lauer as simply “Katie” and “Matt,” while they almost
always referred to Gumbel and Clayson as “Bryant Gumbel” and “that
girl.” As 64-year-old Leonard, a retired grandfather who talked at some
length about Gumbel'’s “ultra-ego,” said of Couric with a smile, “{I feel]
like she’s sitting in the room with me.”

“I am not a fan of [Gumbel’s],” said 40-year-old Joline, who works in
sales and watches Good Morning America, in large part because Sawyer
and Gibson are so easy to take. “At that hour of the morning, [ am not
looking for people to get hopped on....It’s enough getting two kids out
of the house. [Gumbel is] nasty, arrogant, just very tough. And that’s
not what I am looking for at that hour.”

More ominously for CBS, some affiliates are starting to say the
same thing. “I have concerns about Bryant Gumbel in the morning,”
declares Sherry Burns, the vice-president and general manager of
WIXT-TV, the CBS affiliate in Jacksonville, Florida. “He just has such
an attitude. He is just too abrasive for morning. At that hour, you can
be confrontational, you can be direct, but you just can’t be abrasive.
And he is. And | am not out on a limb with this, because if I were, the
numbers would be better.”

Gumbel’s attitude certainly was on display one morning in mid-
February. Dr. Emily Senay, a CBS medical correspondent, delivered a
report on Seasonal Affective Disorder (SAD}—-a condition in which
lack of sunlight in the winter can supposedly cause lethargy and
depression. From the moment she arrived, Gumbel was unapologetic
in his derision of the subject. And that was not lost on Senay. The first
sentence out of her mouth was “I see the smirk.” A few minutes later,
having explained the mechanisms of SAD, Senay asked, “Doesn’t it
make sense to you? [ mean, we sort of evolved cued to sunlight, and
the less sunlight....”

“You don't really want my answer on this,” Gumbel replied.

“No, I guess I don't,” Senay said.

Gumbel then said: “No, [ mean, but in all seriousness and [at] the
risk of you slapping me, isn’t what they call Seasonal Affective
Disorder now what your dad and my dad simply referred to as ‘Hey,
you know what, it’s the winter blahs, get over it'?”

“Yeah,” Senay conceded, “I think that that is true. But there are
some people who get a really severe form of that. Would you buy that?”

know what...I mean, you feel bad, you get over it...There are people
who see rain on their window and start crying too.”

The week before, Gumbel had been equally unsympathetic—and
on a potentially far more sensitive subject. That day, the program fea-
tured segments on teenage eating disorders, a California woman who
had awoken from a 16-year coma, and a congressional bill to wipe out
the socalled marriage tax penalty. Following this last segment, in
another co-op, the Early Show team engaged in some banter about mar-
riage. Although few viewers would have witnessed the exchange, his
remarks are nonetheless revealing.

It could very well have been an innocuous, Mars versus Venus
debate, but Gumbel had something he wanted to say. It started when
Jane Clayson suggested, “|I think women want] a big wedding and lots
of little kids.” Then weatherman Mark McEwen asked, “What are the
two things that guys want?” Gumbel declared, “Single-digit handicap
and freedom.” Gumbel then went on: “Maybe this is a terrible thing—
it is a terrible generalization, but I think it..it may be accurate. My
suspicion is that if you asked guys [on the] morning of [the wedding]
if, you know what, we can back out of the whole deal. Nobody’ll be
hurt. Nobody’ll be hurt. Nobody’ll be shamed. You know, let’s just call
the whole thing off and get out of here...1..I think almost every guy
on Earth would say, ‘You know what, count me in...I'm out of this,
baby.”” It may not have been lost on viewers—especially women, who
outnumber male morning-show viewers by some 3 to 1—that this riff
on love and marriage came at a time when Gumbel’s own messy
divorce was in the news.

A VERY PUBLIC BRUISING

“Some people love him. There are others who hate him,” says Steve
Friedman with a shrug. He is doodling on a piece of paper, writing his
name in childlike, looped script. “Having Bryant gave us instant credi-
bility. Here is the man who won at Today with Jane Pauley, with Katie
Couric, with [executive producer] Jeff Zucker, and with me. I love the
fact that [he] has opinions and is not afraid to express them. Morning
TV has become a little too saccharine. And there is no better live inter-
viewer on television than Bryant Gumbel...Everybody at CBS
breathed a sigh of relief when he agreed to do the new morning show.
We didn’t know if he would be interested in doing it again.”

“Some people love [Gumbell,” says Early Show senior executive producer Steve Friedman.
“"There are others who hate him and to them, I say, 'Go somewhere else!"”

“Yeah,” Gumbel quipped. “There are some people who really get
outdone because they have a bad hot dog, too. But I mean it’s...you
know what [ mean; it’s just the blues.”

“Listen,” Senay asserted. “This is really a legitimate problem, much
more common for women than men.”

The segment soon ended, but the conversation kept right on
going—and how. Minutes later, during the co-op (an informal chat
that takes place between half-hour breaks, when the vast majority of
stations are running local news), Gumbel described SAD as “so much
Yuppie psychobabble.” Offstage, Senay heard Gumbel’s dig and
returned to the set.

“She’s coming back to defend herself,” Clayson warned. “Look at her.”

“She’s roaring back in,” said Gumbel.

As Senay joined the group, Gumbel prodded, “And why do we have
to have a medical name for [every] little thing that might bother us
nowadays?” Cutting Senay off, Gumbel] continued, “We have shopa-
holics. We have foodaholics, right...We have sexaholics....I mean, give
me a break. People, whatever happened to responsibility and just, you

When he left Today, in early 1997, Gumbel made it clear that he
wanted to move on to prime time, which he did. In October of that
year, CBS launched Public Eye With Bryant Gumbel. The program was
canceled after barely a year. “What went wrong?” muses a producer
who worked on Public Eye. “It was the combination of a poor use of
Bryant’s talents and an overall lack of identity for the show. CBS made
the decision that live interviews don’t work on prime time...I'm a big
fan of Bryant's professionally. There was not one thing that he
touched that he did not make better.”

The question for the network, then, became what to do with
Gumbel. For a while, at least, the answer appeared to be nothing. The
word was, if you wanted to find Gumbel, try the golf course.
Meanwhile, Gumbel's old pal Friedman had, since November 1997,
been vice-president and station manager of WCBS-TV in New York.
In March 1998, Andrew Heyward, the CBS News president, and
Friedman began discussing the network’s morning show. Since 1996
the program’s format had largely blended an hour of local affiliate
programming with an hour of network- [CONTINUED ON PAGE 128]
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Before Super Tuesday, reporters on George W. Bush's 727 got as much access as they did on
John McCain's Straight Talk Express. So what's the scoop? You'll never know. By Seth Mnookin

hen it comes to the press,

George W. Bush has learned

détente. At the beginning of

his campaign, he simply
walled himself off. Now, in early March, he is
working his campaign plane like a stripper
works the VIP room at Scores: He makes eye
contact with every member of the press corps,
many of whom have been virtually living with
the man since the fall, and, one by one, makes
them feel special. He asks about their hus-
bands and wives, their children, their favorite
sports teams. He has nicknames for many of
the regulars: Frank Bruni from The New York
Times, for example, is Pancho or Panchito, an
appellation that got play at a press conference.

The ploy seems to work. When [ask two
reporters if they are friends with Bush, they
pause before finally answering a reluctant no,
and many members of the traveling press (with
the notable exception of the Texas scribes)
seem to bask in the governor’s attention. Bush,
after all, is the man who has an odds-on chance
of becoming the next president of the United
States. And he is legendarily charming.

[ fall for it, too. When I first meet up with
the Bush campaign, the governor immedi-
ately seizes upon the fact that [ am writing
about the media and forges an us-against-the-
world partnership.

And so it goes, right down the aisle. With
reporter after reporter, Bush makes a per-
sonal connection, often based on an implied
conspiracy. He pats reporters’ stomachs and
rubs their heads.

Indeed, in anticipation of meeting up with
the Bush campaign again somewhere down
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the road, I can’t help pausing before compar-
ing Bush to a stripper. It’s a snide observation,
after all: A comparison to a teacher and a class-
ful of eager students might be more apt. But
that’s just the point. Even seasoned journalists
admit that the better you get to know a person,
the tougher it is to go for the jugular. And so I
wonder: Maybe I can pull my punches just a
bit. Because [ don’t want him to be mad at me.

As recently as January, the press covering
Bush got to speak with him only rarely. They
traveled on different planes and buses, trail-
ing the governor around the country. Bush
limited his press briefings, or “media avails,”
to a few a week. For more than a year, this
strategy worked: Even while the press grum-
bled about scripted stump speeches and lim-
ited access, Bush maintained his status as the
anointed nominee of the Republican Party.

But then Johnny Mac came on the scene.
John McCain was everything Bush wasn’t:
unscripted, quick on his feet, forthright, and
revealing. He oozed candor. He dubbed his
campaign bus the Straight Talk Express, draw-
ing a contrast to Washington power brokers
and political bosses. He invited reporters into
his bus for rolling, roiling on-the-record con-
versations about everything under the sun;
the Los Angeles Times’s T. Christian Miller called
it a “cavalcade of whimsy. A rolling press con-
ference. Hell on wheels.” The press loved it.
New Hampshire loved it. For a while, it
seemed as if the whole country loved it.

A lot of ink was spilled heralding McCain’s
approach, with armchair pundits either wax-
ing rhapsodic about the man'’s refreshing hon-
esty or slamming the media for giving the

charismatic former prisoner of war a free ride.
(Indeed, on the Bush plane, the press and
Bush’s campaign staff coined a term for
reporters who were thought to be under the
McCain spell: They’'ve been “doughnuted,” the
Bush reporters said, in reference to the endless
supply of doughnuts that were handed out on
the Straight Talk Express. Bush reporters—and
even Bush himself—talked about how this or
that reporter was suffering from Stockholm
syndrome: sympathizing with McCain after
spending so much time cooped up on a bus
with him.)

Whether it was the doughnuts or the sheer
volume of straight talk, from the Bush cam-
paign’s perspective, something had to be
done. Despite his wellchronicled difficulties
with the English language, George W. Bush is
no dummy. And neither is Karen Hughes, his
fiercely loyal campaign spokeswoman. So they
devised a strategy that gave them the infor-
mality of McCain’s campaign bus without any
of the attendant risks, opening up the Bush
campaign plane with one major caveat: On
Bush’s chartered Delta 727, no quotes are
allowed. The plane, as Bush reminds new
reporters in uncharacteristic moments of seri-
ousness, is entirely off the record. And this is a
hard-and-fast rule: When [ asked a campaign
spokeswoman if I could tell a specific anecdote
about when I met Bush in order to convey his
informal side, she told me, “Only if you write it
so it doesn't seem like it was on the plane.”

This arrangement is not unusual. Histori-
cally, campaign planes have been off the
record, or at least candidates had the privilege
of choosing how they wanted to play it. But
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A sound operator in Bush's traveling pool waits for the governor to begin aninterview in Portsmouth, New Hampshire.

John McCain changed the expectations of the
press and the public. Although Bush is more
accessible than Al Gore—The Washington Post’s
Ceci Connolly notes of Gore, “The travelling
press has almost no access or interaction with
him"—Bush still comes up short when mea-
sured against McCain, a man who opened his
strategy sessions to the press. And so a new ten-
sion is born: Will the governor continue to be
allowed to show reporters the “human Bush,”
as Hughes terms it, without suffering any of
the risks of warts-and-all coverage? For the
time being, at least, the answer is yes.

Now that Bush is the unofficial nominee of
the Republican Party, it’s easy to say that, as
far as the war with McCain goes, Bush won the
only battle that counts. But the question

remains for future politicians: Which cam-
paign’s media strategy was more savvy?
Conventional wisdom would say it was
McCain’s; after all, the senator forged such
deep connections with reporters covering his
campaign that at least one got teary-eyed after
McCain dropped out of the race. It wasn’t for
nothing that McCain senior strategist Mike
Murphy told The Wall Street Journal, in the wake
of the South Carolina primary, “They used
their base, the Christian right. So we had every
right to use ours, which is the media.”
Although some reporters traveling with
McCain objected to Murphy’s quote, there prob-
ably is some truth in it. Katharine Q, Seelye,
who covers Gore for The New York Times, explains,
“When you engage reporters and treat them

like human beings, it always helps. If you
haven't built up that relationship, there can be
a more hostile atmosphere.” Seelye notes she
doesn’t get that interaction with Gore: “Almost
everything he does is canned. Even the off-the-
record stuffis not that valuable.”

ut Gore was in a race with Bill

Bradley, perhaps the only politician

in America who could make the vice-

president seem invigorating. Bush’s

opponent, in contrast, had eager book buyers

lining up by the thousands to get McCain to
sign his autobiography, Faith of My Fathers.

It was McCain, after all, who rode the

Straight Talk Express into the hearts of inde-

pendent voters and moderate Democrats.
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Voters across the country said they liked
McCain because of his candor, because he
seemed to have nothing to hide. “He makes
me feel more comfortable,” Kristin Atkinson,
a 27yearold Ohio voter, said on a crisp
Saturday morning when McCain visited
Cleveland’s historic West Side Market. “I like
how open he is all the time. We've gone
through eight years of not being talked to
openly like that.” As McCain liked to point
out, he went from having 3 percent of voters
supporting him last fall to being the most
popular politician in America.

But it seems to me that Bush actually had
the superior strategy, a strategy based on navi-
gating between informal bull sessions and full-
on interviews. Members of the media might
have admired McCain, but they still had to do
their jobs. That included reporting on
McCain’s on-the-bus statements, many of
them refreshingly honest but politically trou-
bling. When McCain was asked what he would
do if his 15yearold daughter, Meghan,
became pregnant, he replied, “Obviously, I
would encourage her to know that the baby
would be brought up in a warm and loving
family. The final decision would be made by
Meghan with our advice and counsel.” His
answer made the news, and the anti-abortion
lobby took it as a sign that McCain was soft on
abortion. Soon graphic, full<olor posters of
aborted fetuses began shadowing McCain on
the trail, serving as a gruesome backdrop to
his boisterous rallies. When McCain said that
he had served with gay men in the navy, and
he knew this without being told—*I think that
it’s clear to some of us when some people have
that lifestyle,” he said—it made the papers, and
snide editorial cartoons soon followed. When
McCain referred to Pat Robertson and Jerry
Falwell as “agents of evil” in the wake of his
damn-the-torpedoes speech attacking the reli-
gious right, it not only made the news—it all
but derailed his candidacy.

Because of his campaign’s no-quote zone,
Bush hasn’t had to worry about getting side-
tracked by press coverage of his off-the-cuff
remarks. When Bush belittled Al Gore’s intel-
ligence or scoffed about rational people sup-
porting gay marriage, it stayed out of the
news. When he made even more incendiary
comments about McCain, reporters laughed
them off, and then refused to talk about the
incidents outside the plane. (Indeed, I can
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John McCain was everything Bush wasn't: unscripted, quick on his feet, forthright, and revealing.
He oozed candor. For a while, it seemed as if the whole country loved it.

report these comments only because other
reporters decided to recount the tales on the
condition [ not name them in this article.)

And without scurrilous details to add
flavor and distraction to daily coverage,
reporters are left to write about Bush’s mes-
sage, which was the plan all along.

Indeed, when Bush is on the record, it’s a
very different story from his in-flight bull ses-
sions. No randam musings, no free associa-
tions. When the cameras are rolling and the
pencils are poised, Bush is almost scarily on-
message. Take this exchange at a brief press
conference following an airport rally in
Rochester, New York. Before the questions
started, Bush announced that his message of
the day would be about education.

A reporter asked if Bush would be able to
beat Gore. “You can't draw votes if you don't have
a clear vision, on education for example.”

Did Bush coordinate an ad attacking
McCain that was paid for by longtime ally
Sam Wyly, who shelled out more than $2 mil-
lion for the spots? “I want to educate children...”

Why is Bush polling better than McCain
among women voters? “The reason is my educa-
tion plan speaks clearly to a brighter future.”

A halfhour later on a puddlejumper flight
from Rochester to Hartford, Judy Keen, who
is covering Bush for USA Today, joked, “So,
Governor, I'm a little unclear about what the
message is today.” Bush, fingering his lucky
Tommy Hilfiger tie—it’s half red with white

stars and half blue and white stripes—shot
Keen a mock glare before breaking into a
broad, knowing grin.

ewind six months. It’s the fall, and

John McCain is just another wanna-

be contender with a small bank

account. His competitors include
Senator Orrin Hatch, Gary Bauer, and Dan
Quayle. Bush, on the other hand, seems to
already have the nomination in hand, and he
1s skipping debates, ignoring New Hampshire,
and shoring up his donations.

But the media are getting restless; anointed
candidates are no fun. Suddenly, a rash of art-
cles suggests that Bush might not have the
smarts to improvise. In a December New York
Times article titled “Jabs by Opponents of Bush
Subtly Poke at His Intellect,” Frank Bruni leads
with an anecdote about how Alan Keyes speaks
about “candidates who seemed merely to
repeat scripted lines...” Even before McCain’s
landslide win in New Hampshire, stories simi-
lar to Bruni’s threatened to eclipse the aura of
inevitability surrounding Bush.

But Bush didn’t get distracted. “The Bush
campaign made a conscious decision that it’s
better for him to stay on-message rather than
let him loose and risk errors and gaffes,”
Bruni said after a campaign stop in Stony
Brook, New York, where Bush appeared with
New York governor George Pataki and New
York City mayor Rudolph Giuliani. (*See, I'm a
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uniter, not a divider,” Bush said, pointing to
the two longtime combatants.) Bruni noted
that this approach, although the norm in pres-
idential campaigns, can be “frustrating” for
reporters. But, Bruni said, the Bush campaign
has decided that the downside, which is hav-
ing “reporters and news stories portray him as
being overhandled and programmed, is better
than the alternative,” which is distracting
gaffes and missteps. (Bruni also noted, “I'm not
sure it’s accurate or any kind of syllogism for
people to conclude that because Bush sticks to
his script it means he’s a dummy.”)

If Bush seems like a pro at staying on-mes-
sage, it's because he’s had lots of practice;
it's been Team Bush’s modus operandi since
Bush's first Texas gubernatorial race. Wayne
Slater, who has covered Bush for The Dallas
Morning News since 1993, inadvertently helped
shape this strategy. “In late 1993, I went to San
Antonio and quizzed Bush on education, and
he had no idea what he was talking about.
There were some very basic things that he just
did not understand about education in Texas.
It wasn't a huge deal, but to them [the Bush
campaign|, they saw he wasn’t ready. So they
pulled him out of the Texas press corps and
he spent several months developing his
stump speech and learning about policy. He
went to school: He had a whole team of lobby-
ists to teach him about government. The next
time [ really got to talk to him, in May or June
of '94, [ was amazed at how much he had
learned,” Slater says.

the surge of interest in McCain—an interest
fueled both by his compelling life story and
his novel approach toward the press—“the
Bush campaign’s strategy of limited media
access,” Ratcliffe says, “kept him the undis-
puted front runner from January ‘99 to
January 2000. It created an image that he was
the inevitable nominee and the inevitable
next president.”

aren Hughes has been keeping Bush

“on-message” for almost seven years

now, ever since she made sure that

when running for governor, Bush
didn't deviate from his four platforms of
reform: welfare, juvenile justice, tort, and
education. (Slater and Ratcliffe can both still
recite the platform even though it's been
more than six years since they covered the
race.) The press got so sick of this four
pronged approach that, according to Hughes,
in a speech soon after his election, Bush joked
that he had a fifth proposal, which was,
natch, to institute the first four.

It was Hughes—dubbed “The High
Prophet™ by Bush (a play off her maiden
name, Parfitt) and “The Enforcer” by The
New Republic in a memorable profile last
November—who devised Bush'’s off-the-record
strategy on the plane. When I spoke with her
in early March, Hughes was coming down
with the flu. A physically imposing woman—
the New Republic piece listed her as 5 feet 10
inches tall-Hughes was slumped into a plas-

On Bush’s chartered 727, no quotes are allowed. When Bush
belittled Al Gore's intelligence or scoffed about rational people
supporting gay marriage, it stayed out of the news.

“If you go and spend extended time with
him, you probably get the same answers, or
slight variations on the same answers, time
and time and time again,” says R.G. Ratcliffe,
who has covered Bush for the Houston Chronicle
since 1993. “Just like they did in Texas, on a
national level, part of the reason they started
limiting his accessibility was because his
familiarity with a lot of national issues was
not really there, and so they wanted to keep
him from exposure that would have risked a
series of gaffes that would make the guy look
too stupid to run.”

Ratcliffe gives the strategy credit. Despite

tic chair at the food court of the Rochester
airport, her head in her hands and her eyes
closed. Thirty yards away, her boss was giving
his stump speech. When I sat down with her,
her whole demeanor changed: She sat up
straight and fixed the ever-present BUSH2000
brooch she wears on her lapel.

“I've always believed in accessibility,”
Hughes, a former political reporter at Dallas’s
NBC KXAS-TV, said. (When I read this line back
to some reporters, one newsman assumed I
was kidding. “That’s the biggest crock I've
heard in my life. And I've heard some big
crocks,” he said.) Hughes then told me that

the reason the plane is off the record is that
reporters asked for it that way.

“Some of the reporters felt that to do a
good job, they needed to see him relaxed as
well as in public settings, so we decided to do
that off the record on the plane, because he
has so many on-therecord sessions anyway.
And if the plane was on the record, it would
be a zoo. Besides, he’s not going to say any-
thing much different on the plane. It's not at
all that there are secrets; it’s just that he
doesn’t have to worry about choosing his
words in a soundbite form,” she says.

But despite Hughes’s assurances, the no-
quote zone on his plane troubles his press
corps. The night before my conversation with
Hughes, I was in a hotel bar in Buffalo, debat-
ing with a handful of Bush’s traveling press
whether they were being snowed by allowing
Bush his offtherecord privilege, whether
they were abdicating their responsibilities by
agreeing to this arrangement. (I was allowed
in on the hotel bar conversation on the condi-
tion that I not use reporters’ names or direct
quotations.) Most of the reporters said they
felt uncomfortable with the situation; at least
two later said they were worried the arrange-
ment might be unethical.

This concern points to a paradigmatic shift
occurring within journalism. John McCain
would like it to be a lasting change. On one
of the flights in which McCain actually
attempted to hold a press conference at
30,000 feet, McCain was asked whether he
had changed the way future candidates would
run their campaigns. “I hope so. I hope so. I
hope so,” he said. “It’s the best way to get out
the message. I know Governor Bush is much
more accessible than he used to be and I
applaud him for that.”

Reporters aren’t so optimistic. Many of the
McCain reporters who are staying on the trail
are shifting over to the Bush camp, where they
are likely to suffer culture shock at the lack of
access. The afternoon John McCain announced
he was “suspending” his bid for the Republican
nomination, he invited the press out to his
vacation home in Sedona, Arizona, for a good-
bye picnic. On the bus ride back from the
9-acre, threecabin spread, a handful of jour-
nalists were joking about the transition they
were about to make. “Thank you, Frau
Hughes,” one quipped. “May | please have
another comment?” [CONTINUED ON PAGE 129]
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NATALIE ASCENCIOS

With the power of The New York Times Magazine behind her, showbiz chronicler
Lynn Hirschberg seduces the entertainment elite into letting her enter their world.
She uses her pen to make loyal friends and bitter enemies, and she’s not above
giving herself the Hollywood treatment. By I{atherine Rosman

mePlayer

’m 40! says the 42-year-old Lynn Hirschberg.

But really—what Hollywood woman doesn’t lie about her

age? It’s all so very showbiz.

And so was Hirschberg’s 40th-birthday party, which was held
in August 1997 at the Manhattan apartment of magazine scion
Jonathan Newhouse and his wife, Ronnie, who are friends of one of her
close friends. Dressed in vintage clothes (which, except for her under-
wear, her pants, and her shoes, constitute her entire wardrobe, she says),
she mingled with guests—Miramax’s Harvey Weinstein, Conan O’Brien,
and designer Helmut Lang, among others. David Letterman couldn’t
make it, so he sent a case of champagne. They are all friends of
Hirschberg’s in that Hollywood sense of airkisses and exchanged favors.

Hirschberg is not a Hollywood power broker in the conventional
sense. She’s not a publicist. And she’s not an agent, nor a manager, nor
a studio executive. She’s not even a gossip columnist. She is the premier
chronicler of the entertainment elite for The New York Times Magazine,
and most of the famous guests at her birthday party have been the sub-
jects of favorable Hirschberg stories in the Times or elsewhere. On the
beat for almost 20 years, Hirschberg stands at the nexus of the Los
Angeles entertainment and New York publishing worlds. Perhaps more
than anyone else in her field, she reports from the inside, not from the
sidelines, where most of her peers are forced to reside.

Hirschberg’s pieces almost always deify or demonize. “She can
make your career,” says publicist Bumble Ward. She can also knock you
down. For all of the people who celebrated Hirschberg’s 40th, there
were plenty of absentees. And they didn’t send flowers.

“Doesn’t she have some dog that’s like her kid, or something?” asks
Heidi Fleiss, the former Hollywood madam and subject of a 1994 Vanity
Fair Hirschberg profile. “Let’s put it this way: If it was another place and
time, she wouldn’t have that dog anymore. But I've moved on.” When
Hirschberg savaged Courtney Love in a 1992 Vanity Fair profile, fans of
the singeractress released a bootleg CD of Love songs called Bring Me the
Head of Lynn Hirschberg. After being profiled by Hirschberg for Esquire in
1984. James Woods referred to her in The Village Voice as “a degenerate
scum-sucking pig.” And that’s the nicest thing he said.

Given her track record, how does Hirschberg persuade celebrities to
let her in the door? Charmed by her quirky, engaging manner, even the
wary and the jaded can be seduced into cooperating with her—and
then are shocked when they read their Sunday paper. Her subjects are
also often lured by the cachet of the Times and the legitimacy it brings,
bait Hirschberg has used for nearly four years to catch some of
Hollywood’s biggest fish.

To Hirschberg, the reason people open up to her is simple. “I think
there was a time in my life where I believed you needed to have a gim-
mick or some kind of trick in order to get people to talk,” she says. “But 1
think the truth is that people talk to you because they want to and they
want to tell their story. They want to say what’s on their mind, and that’s
really the reason. It comes down to how interested you are in what they
have to say....It’s just a matter of how much you want to listen.”

Some of those Hirschberg has listened to have become her friends.
Her Hollywood friendships are, in part, responsible for her success. In
her one on-therecord interview for this story, Hirschberg downplayed
the idea that she benefits professionally from her starry relationships.
But in the entertainment industry, a fine line separates the professional
from the personal. “She ends up being friends with 50 percent of the
people she profiles,” says Leslie Klotz, senior vice-president, executive
development for Ralph Lauren, who became friends with Hirschberg
when Klotz ran the media relations department at the Creative Artists
Agency, the powerful talent agency. “That’s a lot of clout in Hollywood.”

THE GUILTLESS KILLER

Hirschberg’s career has spanned an array of publications. Like a serial
monogamist, she has leaped from magazine to magazine with unusual
frequency. She started at Esquire and Rolling Stone in the early eighties
and by the early nineties had become a contract writer for Vanity Fair. In
1994, she moved to New York magazine for a year, then did a stint at The
New Yorker, where she didn’t publish a single word. By 1996, Hirschberg
was writing for the Times magazine, for which she has been reporting
exclusively since 1997.

Hirschberg gets more access to subjects than almost any other
journalist covering an industry in which press coverage is increas-
ingly sanitized by publicists. Her maneuvering, networking, and per-
sistence have enabled Hirschberg to persuade wealthy, privileged, and
shrewd players to let down their guard so that she can watch as they
hang themselves.

Consider “Gone Hollywood,” Hirschberg’s 1985 Esquire story on
Beverly Hills Cop coproducer Don Simpson, which depicted an egoma-
niac bingeing on power. One passage: “Simpson, dark and bearded
and dressed in all white, smiles....'People want me,’ he says. ‘They
may hate me, but they want me. That’s being a member of the club.
And without that, you might as well be dead.’...'You PRICK! Simpson
is screaming into the receiver. He is halfshouting, half-orating at
Steve Roth, a producer and fellow club member... He stares down
at a piece of paper and then, dramatically, holds up the typed
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sheet....'These,” he says, ‘are members of the club. AND THEY ALL
CALLED ME!"

The story landed Hirschberg on the media map. But Simpson, who
died in 1996, never got over it, says Kim Masters, a contributing editor at
Vanity Fair and the author of The Keys to the Kingdom: How Michael Eisner Lost
His Grip. “He was devastated by that piece,” she says. Masters was not
present when Hirschberg interviewed Simpson, but she knew Simpson
well and argues that Hirschberg’s depiction of him was onedimen-
sional. "Don was a far more compelling and engaging person than por-
trayed...He could be a jackass, don’t get me wrong,” she adds. But
Hirschberg’s dissection of Simpson “was not representative of the per-
son I knew.”

Acknowledging only one dimension of a complex person is a tech-
nique of misrepresentation, argues Heidi Fleiss. “The cruelest thing on
earth is a half-truth because it sounds so real. You write things about a
person that would seem right—"1'm sure that’s true; I'm sure she would
do that'—and everyone belicves you,” says Fleiss. “It’s totally unfair.”
Fleiss says she was shocked when she read the piece Hirschberg wrote
about her. “I remember that right after we were done [with the inter-
viewing] [ was going to New York. She said, ‘When you're in New York,
you should come stay with me. We'll go out and party.’ | remember she
said some things to indicate that we were going to remain friends.”
{Hirschberg says that she believes she gave Fleiss “a fair shake.”)

Taryn Manning also thought she and Hirschberg were friends.
Manning, a 21-year-old actress, was prominently featured in “Desperate
to Seem 16, Hirschberg’s story of actresses trying to make it in a
Dawson’s Creek world. In the September 5, 1999, Times magazine cover
story, Manning and her contemporaries were portrayed as starstruck,
empty-headed fame seekers.

When she approached Manning about the story, Hirschberg played to
the actress’s ambition. “*This article is
going to be very good for your career,”
Manning recalls Hirschberg having said
to both her and her manager. The writer
told the actress that her face would
appear on the magazine’s cover, that it
would be great exposure; Hirschberg
emphasized the Times magazine's huge
circulation, which is more than 1.6 mil-
lion. Manning agreed to the interview. “I
thought it was going to be this awesome
article about the process of trying to
‘make it,” she says.

At no point did Hirschberg give the
actress any impression that she would
be mocked in the article. Even after
Hirschberg returned to New York,
Manning says, Hirschberg kept up the
guise of friendship. “She called and said she missed me,” Manning says.

And then, on the morning of September 5, the article appeared.

Manning dashed from her Hollywood apartment and drove to a
newsstand. After buying The New York Times, she ducked into an alley
“so I could have some privacy when I read it.” She skimmed the piece
looking for the parts about her. When she began reading how
Hirschberg had characterized her and their conversations, “I was
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Tarantino says Hirschber_g's Pulp-FiE}ion piece
was ahead of the pack.

stunned. Stunned,” she says. “She made me look like a cocky little girl,
when, really...I work so hard. So hard.”

Manning claims that Hirschberg fabricated some of the quotes. For
example, Hirschberg quoted Manning as saying that her best friend and
roommate, Paloma, was jealous of Manning’s success. Hirschberg wrote:
“*She cries,’ says Taryn...'She sees all the scripts I have at home, and she’s
so talented, and she cries.” Taryn walks down the hall toward Paloma’s
room. ‘If only you looked 15, Taryn says, standing in her doorway.” The
passage is pure fiction, Manning declares. “I would have never said that,”
says Manning. “I did not say that.” Hirschberg replies, “There’s no ques-
tion she said that,” and adds, “I was genuinely fond of [Manning).”

It’s telling that most of Hirschberg’s hard-hitting stories take down
easy targets—those who are widely disliked in Hollywood, those who
are on their way out, or those who are simply powerless. After all, it’s
not as risky as it might appear to rip apart a show-business executive
who is unpopular in Hollywood circles and whose career is rumored to
be on the verge of collapse.

Witness the deconstruction (and possible self-destruction) of Jamie
Tarses, the youngest person and, at that point, the only woman to be
president of a network entertainment division—in Tarses's case, at
ABC. “Jamie Tarses’ Fall, as Scheduled,” a Times magazine cover story
in July 1997, was a brilliant reporting feat: Hirschberg captured a
Hollywood player at a make-or-break career moment. For an executive
in charge of a network’s entertainment lineup, Tarses came off as
panicked and insecure.

Hirschberg described Tarses as a flirt and a girly-girl who finds that
charming the ABC executives gets her only so far: Tarses “runs para-
noid scenarios through her mind, over and over. Whom to believe,
what to believe—it’s all exhausting. ‘I only know how to be myself;’
Tarses says, as she sits at her desk and undoes her hair and then gath-
ers the curls up again, squeezing them
through a rubber band. Then she adds:
‘I have never had a mentor, and some-
times, like today, 1 think that would
really be helpful. Men have an easier
time having mentors. | always felt | had
to do it on my own...Sometimes I wish
they would just fire me,’ she says later.
‘It would be so much easier.’” (Tarses
declined to comment for this story.)

In the month following its publica-
tion, 65 media outlets wrote about
Tarses’s lambasting, and Times colum-
nist Maureen Dowd devoted a column
to it. Hirschberg calls the article “an
accurate representation of [Tarses| at
that time.” Tarses resigned from ABC
in August 1999.

Supporters of Hirschberg agree that her pieces are extreme, but they
don’t believe that the writer approaches her reporting with precon-
ceived notions of how the story might turn out. “There are puff pieces
and then there are hard-hitting pieces,” says Kurt Andersen, who was
the editor in chief of New York when Hirschberg wrote there and who
agreed to an interview for this article on the condition that it explicitly
state that he spoke only on the record. “The tough ones hit right
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Hirschberg writes powerful stories that either deify

“She can male your career,” says publicist Bumble Wa

between the eyes and get more attention, that's
true,” he continues. “But it’s false to think it’s a
choice between a puff piece or a hatchet job.”

Hirschberg points out that those who com-
plain about how they are portrayed in her
work have biases. “People often have trouble
reading about themselves,” she says. Besides,
some show-business insiders applaud many of
Hirschberg’s efforts to expose empty suits and
vacuousness in Hollywood. “Her deconstruc-
tion of Jamie Tarses,” said Andy Borowitz, the
humorist and screenwriter, in an e-mail inter-
view, “is a piece of journalism for which many
people in the entertainment industry will be
eternally grateful.” Hirschberg’s only goal,
she says, is to “cover culture seriously.”

Hirschberg (above) wrote

HIRSCHBERG TELLS STORIES
Although Hirschberg says her role as a jour-
nalist places her in a constant search for
truth, she’s not afraid to give her own life the
Hollywood treatment. Take, for example, her
account of how she got her start in the world of magazine journalism.
In the early eighties, while living in Berkeley, California, Hirschberg
says, she sent numerous story pitches to Betsy Carter, then a senior-level

are now her friends.

> editor at Esquire. Carter repeatedly turned down her ideas.

But one day, Hirschberg says, Carter told her to write a story “on

= spec” and that she might buy it if she liked it. Hirschberg says she

NA

chose to write about the Jerry Lewis MDA Telethon. “I went to Vegas on
my own nickel, and I conned everyone into believing | was on assign-
ment for Esquire,” Hirschberg says.

Hirschberg says she turned the piece in and Carter rejected it.
(Carter says she doesn’t remember the details of her early correspon-
dence with Hirschberg.) “I sent it to 20 other editors,” Hirschberg con-
tinues, “and one day I got a call from David Rosenthal,” then the
assistant managing editor of Rolling Stone and now the publisher of
Simon & Schuster’s adult-trade division. He told her he wanted to buy
her piece for $1,000, “which seemed like an IPO in those days,” she says.

Soon thereafter, Hirschberg says, Rosenthal offered her a full-time
job at Rolling Stone. She bought a one-way ticket to New York—"I threw
up on the plane,” she says with a laugh—and showed up at Rolling Stone
to start her job.

When she got there, Hirschberg recalls, Rosenthal asked, ““What
Job?"...It turns out he had offered the same job to every reasonably
attractive writer in New York...but the job didn’t exist.”

It's a made-for-the-movies story, full of setbacks, plot twists, and tri-
umphs. But it is one that Rosenthal calls “absolute bulls--t.” He says he
assigned Hirschberg the piece and that she did not bring it to him.
And, he adds, he never offered her a full-time staff job. “The version of
events is way, way off,” Rosenthal says. “It’s really wrong.” When told
the story had come from Hirschberg, Rosenthal said only, “It's no
reflection on one’s veracity, only one’s memory. And I trust mine.”
Hirschberg says she stands by her recollection.

Hirschberg has told fanciful tales about herself to subjects while
interviewing them. Dallas Garred, an advertising creative director,

glorifying profiles of (clockwise
from top right) Bill Murray, Harvey
Weinstein, Warren Beatty, and
Quentin Tarantino. The latter three

remembers that when Hirschberg profiled him for a 1986 Esquire piece
called “The Office,” he “found her life so fascinating that she kept having
to turn off the tape recorder to answer [my] questions about her life.”

Certainly, the life that she told Garred about is fascinating. She told
him about a car accident she was in that occurred in Eastern Europe
with her ex-fiancé—*I think he was an Olympic fencer,” Garred recalls,
“and I think there was a car accident that [Hirschberg| was involved in
when they were engaged or something and she was almost killed and
her mother came and somehow spoke the language spoken there; she
was asking [the Olympic fencer] to punch her in the face or something to
knock her out because she was in so much pain. It was unbelievable...I
think he kind of left her while she was in the hospital and then her
mother came to take care of her.”

The story recalls others she has told in the past. Three sources relate
that they have heard Hirschberg say she was once engaged to an
Olympian. But such friends as the director Quentin Tarantino and the
Hollywood manager and producer Gavin Polone-who says he has
talked to her on the phone at least once a day for the past 11 years—say
that they have no knowledge of her ever being engaged.

Also. three sources who have known Hirschberg for more than ten
years say that it was her mother—Stella Kleinrock, a Los Angeles psychol-
ogist—who was in the car accident in Eastern Europe, not Hirschberg.
Adam Moss, the editor of The New York Times Magazine, who edited the
piece about Dallas Garred while he was at Esquire, says, “I do not in any-
way condone misrepresentation in the getting of a story” and adds that
“no one has ever suggested to me that [Hirschberg] has misrepresented
herself on any story | have worked on.”

Hirschberg has embellished her educational background as well. [
believe that she went to Harvard for a while,” says Moss. “I don’t know
the details and I don’t know exactly how long she was there, but [ do
know that she graduated from Berkeley.” Three additional sources say
Hirschberg has told them that she attended Harvard before transferring
to and then graduating from the University of California, Berkeley.
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Officials at Harvard, however, have no record of a student named
Lynn Hirschberg. She did attend Berkeley from August 1975 until
December 1979, according to Berkeley's Office of the Registrar, but did
not receive a degree. When asked if she had claimed to have attended
Harvard, Hirschberg’s only comment is “I went to Berkeley.” Even
when told that officials at Berkeley say she did not graduate,
Hirschberg insists that she did.

Moss says he has no reason to believe allegations of Hirschberg’s
lying. “I have never known Lynn to be untruthful, nontruthful, what-
ever the word is. I've never known Lynn to fib, to lie. Others may have
had that experience; I haven’t. All | really care about in this job is that
the stuff I publish is true,” Moss declares. “I have probably published
more work of Lynn’s than any other editor, and not one word has ever
been doubted.”

Hirschberg says, “I stand by the veracity of everything I've written.”
Still, she adds, she regrets having misrepresented herself in the past.
“I made mistakes about ways that I behaved with [interview subjects]
a long time ago, and it was based largely on my own feelings of insecu-
rity—about being a journalist and about..being able to get the job
done. They were errors in judgment,” she says. “Although I make mis-
takes, now I think I make less of them. And I try harder to be true to
whatever situation I'm in without inventing something to make
someone like me.”

EYES WIDE SHUT

There is no industry more controlling of its image in the press than
Hollywood. Actors and executives arm themselves with handlers whose
job it is to seek and deliver the kind of coverage that can easily be mis-
taken for press releases issued by the marketing limb of movie studios.
Publicists know that writers make names for themselves by skewering
the famous, and Hirschberg's byline is well known. “I don’t think there’s
a subject alive of Lynn's who doesn’t
know her body of work before they agree
to participate in the story with her,” says
Moss. “And they know she tells it like she
sees it...] think people go into stories
with her—or they ought to, anyway—
with their eyes open.”

But then what enables Hirschberg to
gain entrée to Hollywood’s private
worlds? First, Hirschberg is the enter-
tainment community's gatekeeper to
the Times magazine. “There is nothing
more prestigious than being profiled in
The New York Times Magazine, especially
when you’re waging a publicity cam-
paign,” says Gigi Semone, director of
publicity for Disney’'s New York office. Semone worked with
Hirschberg when she profiled Bill Murray in the Times magazine when
he was starring in Rushmore. (According to Hirschberg, she also per-
suaded The New York Observer and GQ to cover the film.) As far as generat-
ing buzz and gaining credibility for a film, says Semone, the Times
magazine “is it.”

The power of the Times led Michael Ovitz (much to his later regret)
to let Hirschberg through the door, says a movie industry executive.
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Hirschberg's profile of Jamie Tarses captured a Hollywood
executive at a make-or-break career moment.

Ovitz, the former head of CAA, likely felt the imprimatur of the Times
magazine would help launch his new management company, Artists
Management Group, according to the executive. “I don’t think Mike
Ovitz was going to get on the cover of The New York Times Magazine any
other way....She played him for a fool.” The story portrayed Ovitz as child-
ish, vindictive, and insecure. Hirschberg wrote: “When a prospective
employee, a young, talented Hollywood agent with a solid client list,
asked Ovitz recently why he should come to work for him, Ovitz replied,
‘Because I have a Picasso and you don't.’ Perhaps he was joking but prob-
ably he was not...Ovitz’s paintings are also meant to be advertisements.
These paintings reassure him that he is who he thinks he is—that he is
Big.” (Ovitz declined to comment for this article.)

Vanity, which may have played a role in Ovitz's cooperation with
Hirschberg, often helps Hirschberg’s cause. “In Hollywood, people think
that they're endlessly charming and that they can be the one who won
over Lynn Hirschberg,” explains another journalist who has covered the
entertainment industry. “These are people who have big egos,” adds the
movie executive, “and they like to think they can control her. She gives
the impression of being controllable.”

To subjects, Hirschberg comes off as a nonthreatening reporter. “She
infiltrates people’s lives by seeming empathetic,” says one source who
has watched her at work. “She brings her dog with her everywhere, and
she just seems like this harmless, kooky woman with her dog. People
think she’s a character and forget about her shrewd eye.”

Leslie Moonves, the CEO and president of CBS Television, whom
Hirschberg glowingly profiled for New York magazine in 1995, says
that Hirschberg gets unusual access because of her intelligence and
preparation. Moonves allowed Hirschberg to attend high-level staff
meetings, something he says he had rarely done with a journalist
before. Hirschberg immediately struck him as a reporter who “got”
the TV business. After the profile ran, says Moonves, he received a
number of compliments from his peers
but “the one that was most striking
was from a colleague who said, ‘For the
first time, my mother now under-
stands what I do for a living,™ he
recalls. “Because—forget the fact that it
was flattering, which I felt it was—it
I was the first time that a journalist
actually captured what the network
television business is about and what
all of us are faced with.”

The New York Times's Moss says that
Hirschberg’s knack for persuading peo-
ple to talk openly comes from her
genuine fascination with Hollywood.
“Lynn becomes obsessed with every sub-
ject she writes about,” he says. “And you feel her interest so intensely
that it’s a very wonderful feeling, and I suspect that people appreciate
that and they like her and they want to spend time with her.”

Quentin Tarantino, whom Hirschberg favorably profiled in Vanity Fair
just before Pulp Fiction became a phenomenon, agrees. “She loved my
movie. It was all positive,” he says. “But it was more than just positive;
she was just really excited about it. You know, she was excited about it
like she was one of the producers of it or something.”
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- when the time comes for her to write her arti-

“"Sheinfiltrates people’s lives by seeming empathetic,” says one source.
"She just seems like this harmless, kooky woman with her dog.
People think she's a character and forget about her shrewd eye.”

If Hirschberg’s subjects ever feel misled by
her intentions, that is because they may be
confusing her obsessive fascination for affec-
tion, speculates Hirschberg’s friend Gavin
Polone. Polone tells a story about Hirschberg to
explain: “She’ll eat a red pepper and say, ‘I like
this red pepper.’ And then she’ll eat 18 red pep-
pers till she has to vomit. And I think it’s the
same way with a lot of her articles. I think she
becomes obsessed with it until the article
comes out, until she’s reached her capacity to
take in as much as she can. And then she
purges the article in some respects. I don’t
mean to say that her articles are vomitous, but
it just comes out of her because she’s taken in
;0 much....She gets so obsessively involved in it
that it’s almost as though she can’t contain the
article anymore.”

While she reports, she seems taken with her
subject because she truly is, argues Polone. But

that doesn’t mean she won’t get over her crush Ovitz, and Heidi Fleiss.

> cle. “Eventually,” he explains, “she’s eaten too many bell peppers.”

¢ FRIENDS (AND ENEMIES) IN HIGH PLACES

Hirschberg says she has a close friendship with Warren Beatty. When
asked if they are friends, Beatty answers cryptically, “One never knows.”
How often do they talk on the phone? Once again, Beatty hedges: “If
Lynn Hirschberg calls me, I talk to her. I might call her about some-
1ing. [ mean, I think she’s a smart woman.”

They have known each other since 1998, when she wrote a profile of
him for the Times magazine to coincide with the release of Bulworth.
The story Hirschberg wrote on Beatty was affectionate. “Warren Beatty

5 is seductive, and it’s not just a sex thing....” she wrote. “I first spoke to
 Beatty last fall. ‘Good evening,’ he purred into the phone. It was late

morning. His voice—light, insinuating, sly but disarming—is all mid-

2 night. Years ago, when he was in his 20’s, he would begin calls with

. ‘What's new, pussycat?’ and you can see how this would work.”

Beatty says he had reservations about cooperating with Hirschberg.
When the story ran, “I was surprised by the piece—pleasantly sur-
prised...I don't think you can ever expect a puff piece from this
woman,” he says.

Beatty has been in show business for more than 40 years; he’s wise

Hollywood ways. And now that Hirschberg counts him as a buddy,

> she can dial him up to talk about life or business. A source close to

- Michael Ovitz says that Beatty called Ovitz on Hirschberg’s behalf,

telling Ovitz he should grant her access to him for a profile. (Beatty
denies this, and Hirschberg comments, “I would be very, very sur-
prised” if Beatty made that call.)

Beatty is hardly Hirschberg's only powerful friend. There’s Polone,

> who gave Hirschberg exclusive access to his client Conan O’Brien for a

Vanity Fair piece as he prepared to take over Late Night from David
Letterman. Hirschberg's article was kind to O'Brien. She’s also pals with

5 Ari Emanuel, the powerful agent who heads up the Endeavor agency.

= (Polone says that Emanuel brokered Hirschberg’s access to Jamie Tarses.
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Hirschberg penned damning stories
about (clockwise from top right)
James Woods, Jamie Tarses, Michael

“Absolutely untrue...Ari stayed far away from the Jamie Tarses story,”
answers Hirschberg. Emanuel declined to comment for this piece.)

Then there’s Harvey Weinstein, whom Hirschberg profiled (along
with his brother, Bob) in 1994 for New York magazine. He's now a
friend as well, though Weinstein points out, “She’s still a reporter and
I still run a company, so the boundaries are clear.” For no charge,
Hirschberg created a magazine mockup for Weinstein, who was
considering launching a publication. (She named the magazine
Bluff, Hirschberg says, after her late dog.) Weinstein also talked to
Hirschberg about publishing a compilation of her profiles with his
Miramax book imprint. The book never happened. “Lynn felt it was a
conflict of interest, and she walked away from the money and the
deal,” says Weinstein.

Hirschberg doesn’t just profile and befriend the powerful. Like
most other successful operators, she is savvy at facilitating business
deals for friends that will leave those friends in her debt. In 1993, for
example, Hirschberg brokered a Times magazine cover story about her
then close friend, the producer Scott Rudin, written by her friend
Philip Weiss.

Though the story itself didn’t involve her, Hirschberg left little
doubt that she considered it her baby. “She even had a dinner for Rudin
and Weiss the night it came out,” says one entertainment executive
familiar with the arrangement. “That’s how much she felt like she
godfathered it.”

The piece benefited all parties—including Hirschberg, argues
another source familiar with the arrangement. “It helped Phil Weiss’s
career enormously. It helped Adam [Moss| because he got a juicy story,
and it helped Rudin because it got him on the cover of the Times maga-
zine,” the source says. Because of deals like these, “people feel very
indebted to her. It benefited her because it solidified her relationships
with these people.”

Hirschberg confirms that she brokered the Rudin profile, and says
that she doesn’t see anything unusual [CONTINUED ON PAGE 130]
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For the author (far right) and his family, the newspaper was a second home. Pictured in 1956:
(top, from left) Arne and John M. Jones Sr.; (bottom, from left) John Jr., Sarah, Gregqy, Edith, Alex




A Family
Chronicle

I have resented The Greeneville Sun and I have loved it, but more than
anything else I ambound toit, as my family has been for almost a century.

By Alex S. Jones

y grandmother, Edith O'Keefe
Susong, loved to tell the story of
how she first got into the newspa-
per business. She would say that
in early October of 1916, she put
on her hat and went downtown to take charge of
The Greeneville Democrat, the smallest of three news-
papers in our heavily Republican county in East
Tennessee. She had been a schoolteacher and
knew absolutely nothing about newspapers, but
had two children to feed and “if a rabbit has to
climb a tree, he’'ll climb a tree.” This was one of
her favorite expressions and was always delivered
with a slightly exasperated tone, as though it were utterly self-evident.
During her first week on the job, one of the other newspapers in town
tartly observed that as the Democrat was now being managed by a
woman, “It will not be alive when the roses bloom again.”

At this point in the tale, my grandmother would take a deeply
satisfied breath and say, “Four years later, | owned both the other

>, papers, and do you know why?" It was always my part to gasp that I did

not. She would then fix me with her most piercing look and say,
“Because they were drunk, and I was sober!”

She consolidated the three papers into a daily, The Greeneville Sun,
and was the publisher for nearly 60 years. In 1974, she hung the copy

> for “Cheerful Chatter"—her weekly column—on the hook, was sick for
= two days and died, surrounded by her family and greatly mourned by

GRAPHS

her beloved Greene County.
For as long as I can remember, The Greeneville Sun—circulation

> 15,000—has been a member of my family. Usually, the Sun was like a

difficult but revered uncle who could order my father to abandon his

The matriarch: Edith O'Keefe Susong
knew nothing of newspapering when
she took over the Democrat.

supper at a moment’s notice to obey some capri-
cious demand. At other times, the paper was like a
sibling who smelled of ink and had a personality
as distinct and familiar as that of my brothers and
sisters. | have resented the Sun and I have loved it,
but more than anything else [ am bound to it, as
my family has been for almost a century. My father
is the publisher, my younger brother is co-
publisher, and my older brother is editor. My
mother now writes “cheerful chatter,” which she
insists on putting in the lower case as a tribute to
my grandmother. One brotherin-law and one sis-
ter-in-law are also working at the family business.
have lived in New York City for nearly a third of my life and get to
Greeneville only a few times each year. Yet when I try to imagine what
it would be like to drive into my hometown only to find another family
owning the Sun, I find the prospect inconceivable.

Since 1986, my wife—Susan E. Tifft—and I have spent untold hours
studying two extraordinary newspaper families, which resulted in two
books: The Patriarch: The Rise and Fall of the Bingham Dynasty, about the
family that owned The Courierjournal in Louisville, Kentucky, and The
Trust: The Private and Powerful Family Behind The New York Times, which is
the saga of the Ochs and Sulzberger family. The Binghams were a proud
and respected family that shattered after three generations, while the
Ochs/Sulzberger family, now in its fourth generation at the helm of the
Times, embody the power of a newspaper to inspire family unity and
sacrifice. For the ever dwindling number of small-town newspaper
families, both the failure of the Binghams and the success of the
Ochs/Sulzbergers are cautionary tales, with lessons to learn and com-
parisons to draw. What, we ask ourselves, is the secret of preserving a
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“Four years later I owned both the other papers, and do you know why?”
my grandmother would say. "Because they were drunk, and I was sober!”

family tradition, of keeping a shared sense of purpose that is essential if
the paper is to pass to another generation? Certainly these questions
have been asked in my family, and it is a complex riddle. As with the
families behind The Courierjournal and The New York Times, the answers
for my particular family begin with untangling threads from long ago.
If I have learned anything it is that the past is alive in the present.

THE SOUTHERN BLUE RIDGE MOUNTAINS extend from Harpers Ferry, some
65 miles northwest of Washington, D.C., across Virginia and through
Tennessee. From the front door of my grandmother’s house in
Greeneville, their purple-blue peaks loom like the backdrop of a stage
set that frames the town. Greene County was settled by the Scots-Irish
in the late 18th century and, even today, has three distinct cultures:
the mountains, an untamed and beautiful place where strangers are
not welcome and not far from where Davy Crockett was born by a little
creek rather than on a mountaintop; the county,
which harbors a deep rural suspicion of town peo-
ple; and Greeneville, the county seat.

Like most families in the South, ours was satu-
rated with mythology about our illustrious ante-
cedents. My grandmother had particular regard for
the family's patriarch, Thomas D. Arnold, a two-
term congressman in the 1830s and '40s whose
stern and dignified visage stares down from a paint-
ing at her home. When my older brother did his
senior thesis on General Arnold, who was also a
brigadier in the Tennessee Militia, he discovered—to
my grandmother’s outrage—a very human character
who was the likely source of the family’s streak of
pugnacity, if not mulishness. In Congress, he was
the implacable enemy of President Andrew Jackson,
Tennessee’s favorite son, and his blistering attack on
Sam Houston, who had been governor of Tennessee,
prompted a Houston admirer to shoot him on the
steps of the Capitol. The bullet struck his right arm,
but General Arnold pulled a sword out of his cane and mounted such a
furious counterattack that he was about to kill the man when another
congressman pulled him off.

By far his most serious moment came on the eve of the Civil War
when, though he was by then quite old, he campaigned with his usual
fury against Tennessee’s seceding from the Union, which was an espe-
cially lonely role as all his sons and sons-in-law were strong Confederate
sympathizers. East Tennessee’s topography had made it unsuitable for
large plantations, so slavery was relatively modest, and there was a deep
divide over secession, with neighbor against neighbor. Greeneville may
be the only town in the South with a monument on one side of the
courthouse lawn to the soldiers from Greene County who fought for the
Union and, 30 feet away, a granite slab dedicated to the memory of a
rebel general killed there. Greeneville was also the home of Andrew
Johnson, who refused to leave his seat in the U.S. Senate when Tennessee
finally seceded and eventually became the 17th president.

The Civil War was treated as recent history in my childhood, and
even more so in my grandmother’s time. The Union sympathizers,
which were a strong majority, were Republican and the former
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Latest edition: Edith Susong
borrowed from her parents to
buy up the competition.

Confederates were Democrats—a pattern that still holds in many fami-
lies after nearly 150 years. Our family, Thomas D. Arnold notwith-
standing, were Democrats, with all that implied. I am descended from
General Arnold’s oldest daughter, Martha Washington Arnold, who
chose as her husband a man with the same unrelenting stubbornness
as her father. John Coleman Marshall, a doctor and Confederate vet-
eran, was so embittered by the war that after it ended he refused to
take the required oath of allegiance to the Union, preferring to hide
out in a shack in the wilds of Virginia where his first child—my great-
grandmother—was born. She was named Quincy, after one of her
grandfather’s heroes, John Quincy Adams, and she inherited both the
brains and the bloody-mindedness of General Arnold and Dr. Marshall.

Eventually Dr. Marshall was persuaded to return to Greeneville, but
he died when Quincy was 12, having sired four additional daughters,
who lived in a house on Main Street. The household was dominated by
Quincy, who at her full height was barely 5 feet tall,
and seemed to relish warring with the neighbors.
Her philosophy of life was derived from reading—
again and again—Gibbon'’s The Decline and Fall of the
Roman Empire, and she was firmly of the belief that
anyone who thought differently than she did was
“a damned fool,” an expression she applied to virtu-
ally all women and to most men. Eventually,
Quincy Marshall married William Henry O’Keefe,
who had come to town to manage the railroad sta-
tion and gone into business. He was her exact oppo-
site in temperament: sweet, even-tempered, and
with a whimsical sense of humor. An Irish immi-
grant from County Cork, he would introduce him-
self to strangers by saying, “My name’s O’Keefe. I'm
French.” It was to this unlikely pair that my grand-
mother Edith, who was later to lead us into newspa-
pering, was born, in 1890.

Late in her life, my grandmother let me inter-
view her about herself, and she told me a different
version of many of the sunny family stories I had heard many times
before. She said that, as a child, she was extremely competitive. Her
greatest prestige came from her ability to walk a high wooden fence
that she could navigate faster than any of the boys. She could also out-
run them, play baseball and football with them, and generally domi-
nated the field. “And when [ got to be about 12,” she told me, “and
found that I could no longer hold my own and excel, that they were so
much stronger than I was and so much abler than | was, it was a very
great shock and humiliation to me...I couldn’t do anything but hang
my head and I've always been sorry since then that I wasn’ta man.”

Edith’s mother, Quincy, took charge of her early education, and she
did not go to an organized school until she was in the 9th grade. Her
education was completed by two years at what is now St. Catherine’s
School in Richmond, courtesy of some generous relations, and a short
time at Agnes Scott College outside Atlanta. She then returned to
Greeneville and became a schoolteacher. In 1911, she married Dave
Susong, a handsome and promising graduate of the University of
Virginia School of Law. He built her a house with his own hands and,
over the next four years, she had two children while he practiced law.



Jones's forebears (below, left to right): Thomas D. Arnold, the author’s great-great-great-grandfather;
(left to right) great-great-great-grandmother Loretta Arnold, great-great-grandmother Martha Washington Arnold,
grandmother Edith 0'Keefe (as an infant), great-grandmother Quincy Marshall 0’Keefe; Quincy 0'Keefe at 80
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Maternal grandparents David Shields Susong and Edith O'Keefe Susong: By 1915, Dave's law practice and the
marriage were a shambles and the unpaid bilis were mounting. It was then that the owner of the Democrat
“caught him drunk and unloaded [it] on him.”
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Civic center: A 1954 election night party staged
by the Sun attracted 15,000 celebrants.

Some 60 years later, as a reel-to-reel tape recorder turned in the liv-
ing room of my home in Greeneville, she told me how she got into the
newspaper business. She had been 21 when she married Dave and was
deeply in love, but very naive. She had never tasted alcohol, for her
father only had the occasional hot toddy to treat a cold, and so she was
very confused to find that Dave’s personality could change from being
affable and agreeable to extremely unpleasant after as little as one
glass of wine. She found she was “not at all patient” with a drunken
husband and by the time their second child—my mother—was born in
1915, Dave’s law practice and the marriage were a shambles and the
unpaid bills were mounting. It was then that the owner of the Democrat
“caught him drunk and unloaded this small newspaper on him.”
Dave, who was all but broke, had to get the note cosigned by his older
sister Emma. “I fought it bitterly and tried to get his sister not to sign
the notes,” my grandmother said. “I didn’t realize that I was flying in
the face of Providence and trying to prevent myself having a means of
a livelihood.” Dave’s sister, ever hopeful that her brother could turn
his life around, signed the note.

The paper seemed almost certainly doomed. It was a Democratic
paper in a heavily Republican county, going against two better-
equipped Republican papers, The Greeneville Searchlight and The
Greeneville Daily Sun, which was the largest of the three. It was, as she
recalled, “utterly and absolutely antediluvian,” with a few cases of
worn type, two ancient job presses, and a crude, hand-operated two-
page Country Campbell press. To print the 600 copies every week, each
letter of each word had to be assembled by hand and then a single
sheet would be fed into the press to print first one side, then the other.
This large sheet would be folded to produce a four-page paper, hand
addressed and taken to the post office for mailing. The two employees,
Mr. Kennon and Mr. Nelson—as Edith always respectfully referred to
them—tried to keep the machinery running.

“Had I realized how utterly impossible was
the task I was undertaking,” my grandmother once
wrote, "I'd have turned at the door and fled.”

As Edith had feared, Dave took little interest in the paper, but she
tried to help out, writing short items and social news. Mr. Kennon,
who saw the end near, began urging her to take over, and she
demurred that she knew nothing whatever about newspapers. But as
bad came to worse financially, she began to see the Democrat as her only
hope. Dave had paid nothing on the note so Edith went to Emma and
said that if the note were assigned to her, she would assume the princi-
pal and unpaid interest.

As Edith wrote on the fiftieth anniversary of her first full day on the
job, October 1, 1916, “I tripped down the two blocks to the location of
my ‘plant’ with wings on my feet. I had a mortgage for $4,000 in my
hand, but I also had a means of livelihood for my two children and I
was ready to go to work with a will...Had I realized how utterly impos-
sible was the task I was undertaking, I'd have turned at the door and
fled....But since I had no slightest comprehension of what [ was trying
to do [ breezed gaily in, greeted the two employees, and prepared to
take over.”
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The Jones family, circa 1960: (back row, left to right) Gregg, Alex, John M. Jones Jr.;
(front row, left to right) Edith, Arne, Sarah, John M. Jones Sr.

John M. Jones Sr. in the Sun newsroom the day President John F. Kennedy was
assassinated. At left, Jones reading the paper’s special JFK edition; at right, Jones
keeps an eye on The Associated Press wire.




For all her gutsiness, iny grandmother was more like her father
than her imother in that she sought to pour oil upon the roiling waters

and prefeirred cooperation to confrontation.

She learned quickly that her competitor’s crack about the paper
not being around when the roses bloomed heralded an enduring prob-
lem about her gender. A year’s subscription to the Democrat cost one
dollar, and the custom was to pay during the tobacco market. Many
times, farmers would walk into the office to buy a subscription and say
to her, “Sister, where’s your Pap?” They would not entrust their dollar
to a woman, and, if one of her male employees was not there to accept
the money, they would often walk out the door. She also found that
predatory suppliers and others would try to take advantage of her on
the basis of her sex, and began identifying herself on documents and
letterhead as E.O. Susong, to suggest the publisher was a man, the
standard upon which she wished to be professionally treated.

She reported and wrote the stories, kept the books, designed and sold
the ads, folded and addressed each week’s
papers, and took them to the post office. To
build circulation, she enlisted her small
children, who accompanied her as she went
virtually house to house. Republicans and
Democrats alike would buy a subscription
or take out an ad because they felt sorry for
her. “They knew the whole story, and they
wanted to help,” she said. After four years of
constant, unrelenting work, she had man-
aged to pay down her debt and stay in busi-
ness, but little more. Throughout that time,
she had continued to live with Dave in the
hope he would change, but the marriage
deteriorated even further and she moved
with her children into her parents’ home,
where she had grown up.

Then, one day in 1920, Mr. Kennon, her
most able and valued employee, came to
her and said, “Mrs. Susong, | hate to tell
you this, but [another employee] and I
have decided to buy the Searchlight.” She
was devastated. The two men were all but irreplaceable, and what'’s
more, they were going into business against her. “I didn’t sleep for two
or three nights, wondering..what | would do, and this is the way 1
solved it. I did them a favor by convincing them they could not do it. ]
said, ‘Who is going to write your advertising? Who is going to write
your news?..Who's going to handle your books?...You boys are prepar-
ing to lose every penny you put into this investment.”” She told them
that they must tell the owner they had changed their mind, which
they did. “As soon as they told him,” my grandmother said, “I bought
it.” If they were angry, it didn’t show and Mr. Kennon worked as her
production chief until he died, decades later.

She used similar guile to buy the Sun, which was owned by WR.
Lyon, who was both a rabid Republican and a heavy drinker. As his
fortunes ebbed, he began borrowing paper from Miss Edith, as she
became known. In October, Lyon ceased publication, and my grand-
mother, knowing full well that he would not sell to her under any
circumstances, arranged for a lawyer friend to offer to buy his paper
on behalf of some out of town business interests. The purchase of the
Searchlight had wiped out both her cash and her credit, so, to buy the

right next door.

The author's grandmother lived in the white
frame house at left; the newspaper office was

Sun, she turned to her parents, who agreed to become partners and
helped to put up the $16,500 to buy the paper. Her father, who had a
very dim view of newspapers and newspapermen, reluctantly agreed
to become business manager. And her mother, the fiery Quincy,
took over the editorial page. Miss Edith merged the papers into
a daily called The Greeneville Democrat-Sun, built a small brick building
on the narrow strip of land next to her parents’ house, and was
truly launched.

I WAS BORN IN 1946, 30 years after that October morning when my
grandmother had first set out for the Democrat, and even as a very
small boy I began to be aware that something was different about my
family. My father, for reasons that were obscure to me, almost never
got through supper without being called
to the telephone, almost always by some-
one outraged about an item in the paper.
My world had two basic anchors: the house
I lived in with my parents and four siblings
and “the office,” as the Sun was called,
which included the house next to the
paper across a narrow alley where Edith
and Quingcy still lived. The house was a two-
story white frame home literally built
around a two-story log cabin. The center of
the action was the kitchen, and the small
study behind it where my grandmother
would hammer out her endless flow of
columns and articles and what she called
“personals,” which were tidbits of benign
gossip about who had company and who
had gone on a trip. They were the most
popular items in the paper, next to her
weekly column, “Cheerful Chatter.”

The acquisition of the other two news-
papers had not ended my grandmother’s
problems by any means. Lyon, the former owner of the Sun, waited
three years until Edith had paid off the note, and on the very next
day went into competition against her, which lasted for years. But my
grandmother had a gift for small-town newspapering. She quickly
grasped that the community did not need a partisan paper but one
that would appeal to all Greene Countians, so The Greeneville Democrat-
Sun became The Greeneville Sun, and its declared political affiliation
changed to independent from Democrat. For all her gutsiness, my
grandmother was more like her father than her mother in that she
sought to pour oil upon the roiling waters and preferred cooperation
to confrontation. “I am a man of peace,” she would say, which I
thought rather odd until I learned she was actually quoting her
father, who spent much of his time trying to calm his wife, the
volatile Quincy. The issues she most cared about were such things as
terrible roads and the appalling environmental impact of intense
tobacco farming on the land. She helped lead an extended campaign
to persuade farmers to take a chance on buying expensive milk cows
so as to entice Pet Milk Company to locate a plant in Greeneville. The
development vastly altered the county’s economy.
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My father bought a.38 caliber pistol and keptitinafiling cabinet athome
after aman walked into his office and casually pulled a gun while warning him
not to run some pictures of strikers destroying carsinalocal dispute.

Many times, though, her painstaking groundwork would go up in
flames because of a scorching editorial by Quincy, who was a warrior
who took few prisoners. My grandmother told me of one particularly
despairing moment when, unbeknownst to her, Quincy had slipped a
devastating editorial into the paper that was a bitter assault on a per-
son my grandmother had patiently cultivated. Distraught and furious,
my grandmother had marched across the alley and found her mother
in her bedroom, smoking a cigarette and cool as ice. “Mother, how
could you have done this?” she said. “Now all my hard work is for
naught and I'll have to start all over again.” Quincy looked at her and
gave the response she always gave in such situations. “Well, why don’t
you just take me out and kill me?” Repentance there was none.

Quincy Marshall O’Keefe had waited all her life for such an oppor-
tunity, and she rarely shrank from speaking her mind. Her fundamen-
tal political perspective was that America was headed down the drain
of permissiveness and corruption that had destroyed Rome. She had
no patience for scoundrels, big government, malfeasance, and what
she regarded as stupidity. She was against such horrors as suffrage for
women, on the grounds that they would merely waste the vote by
doing whatever their husbands told them. When prohibition passed,
my grandmother—an active member of the
Women's Christian Temperance Union at
the time—told me she had rushed home to
announce the glad news. “Oh, Mother,”
she said, “isn’t it wonderful that no other
woman will have to go through what I
have gone through?” Quincy gave her a dis-
gusted look, shook her head in pity, and
said, “You poor, deluded fool.”

But there was also a gentler side to
Quincy. She adored Greene County’s nat-
ural beauty and wrote an occasional
column, simply called QMO, extolling
such things as the climate, which had
four distinct seasons, as compared to that
of Florida:

“East Tennesseans are of sterner stuff,
not for them the perfumes and dilettan-
tism of lazy lands, but the thrilling call of
stern mountains, the enchantments of
their peaks and foaming rivers. Palm trees
and orange blossoms are all right for a change but pine trees and
maples, oaks and tulip trees with the rest of their sturdy brethren, are
the verdant wilderness that produces autumn’s bewildering beauty.”
(October 22, 1932)

IN THE COURSE OF RESEARCHING our book on the Ochs and Sulzberger
family, Susan and [ spent more than a year going through every file in
The New York Times archives. In the slough of one afternoon, | opened yet
another file from the papers of Adolph Ochs, the patriarch of the Times
and the family. To my astonishment, there was a letter from Quincy,
dated December 21, 1926, attached to an editorial she had written
about Mr. Ochs. In the editorial, she asked what accounted for the
“genius of Mr. Ochs” that had allowed him to rise from poverty with
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Making up pages: Floyd Melton (left) and Ken
Hood set type in the old Sun composing room.

little education to become the greatest and most respected publisher
in America. Her answer: his mother. She said that without the hard-
headed practical drive and common sense that Bertha Levy Ochs
bequeathed, there would most likely be no New York Times. Also in the
file was Mr. Ochs’s response, explaining how pleased he was about
what she had said.

When I knew Quincy, she had become “Granny” and was still capa-
ble of ferocity, though she preferred to treat her great-grandchildren
to her famous buckwheat cakes. She was well into her 80s by then, but
as fearless and plainspoken as ever. She died in 1958 at 92 and in 1979
was named to the Tennessee Newspaper Hall of Fame, where her pic-
ture hangs just down the row from Adolph Ochs.

MY GRANDMOTHER HAD TWO CHILDREN: Alex, named for Dave Susong’s
father, and Martha Arnold Susong, my mother. My Uncle Alex, for
whom | am named, fled Greeneville as soon as he could and lived his life
in New York as a banker. My father, John M. Jones, comes from
Sweetwater, Tennessee, a similar small town about a hundred miles
southwest of Greeneville. His family was in the textile business, and my
father—the oldest son—was expected to join the firm. Instead he joined
an uncle’s paint company, married my
mother, and had my older brother, John Jr.
Then came World War II, and he volun-
teered for a group that later became known
as Merrill's Marauders, the precursor to
today's US. Army Rangers, whose mission
was to go behind Japanese lines in Burma
and attack them. Amazingly, he survived
and returned in 1945 with every expecta-
tion of returning to the paint business.

My grandmother had survived W.R. Lyon
and other competitors, the Depression, and
the war, but all those battles had finally
caught up with her. She was weary and not
well, and she asked my father to come to
Grecneville to help her, just for a year, so he
could see whether newspapers appealed to
him. He knew no more about newspapers
than my grandmother had known in 1916,
but he was intrigued. After only a few
months, he fell completely in love and
agreed to stay permanently, but not as an employee. He bought the stake
in the paper that had belonged to Quincy, which had come in exchange
for her financial help when my grandmother bought the Sun decades
earlier. john M., as my father was called, and Edith then began a partner-
ship that was to endure with virtual total harmony for nearly 30 years.

THE GREENEVILLE SUN OF THE 1950s and 1960s was a paper of its day, for
better and worse. The worst was its acceptance of racial prejudice as
simply the way things were. Relative to many other parts of the South,
there were few blacks in Greeneville, because a century earlier there
the farming economy had not lent itself to slavery. Even so, this was
the issue of the era, and my family was conservative, which is to say
they believed that separate but equal was the best arrangement. [ am
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No stopping the presses: The Jones family today: (back row, left to right) Gregg, Alex, John M. Jones Jr.; (front row) Arne and John Sr.

not proud of that. I am proud that when the civil rights movement
came, my father and grandmother were instrumental in ensuring that
Greeneville became an integrated place without the violence and
insults that plagued so much of the South.

While Greeneville was a tranquil hamlet where I was given almost
total freedom to wander and roam from the time I was 8, there was also
a frisson of potential violence that was always just over the horizon. My
father bought a .38 caliber pistol and kept it in a filing cabinet at home
after a man walked into his office and casually pulled a gun while warn-
ing him not to run some pictures of strikers destroying some cars in a
local dispute. As it happened, the photographer had been so nervous
that he had forgotten to take the lens cap off his camera.

I felt I learned a lot about my county one Saturday night when I was
about 10. My father got a call around midnight from the police. They
had picked up a man in a stolen car at the local drive-in theater, and he
had confessed to killing the car’s owner a month before. The killer had
dumped the body off Bald Mountain Road, one of the toughest parts of
the county. The man had agreed t take the police to the body and
they wanted to know if the Sun could send a photographer. In those

days, the paper took a lot of police photos. My father was determined
to go himself and when he asked me if I wanted to accompany him,
I jumped at the chance.

At about 2 A.M., our convoy of three or four cars began traveling up
the mountain road in search of the victim. As we passed each lonely
house, a light would come on. And then, as we climbed, I could see
other lights higher up the mountain going on, one after another, like
yellow pinpricks in the pitch darkness, as though they knew we were
coming and why we were there. The body, which had been dumped
down a steep leaf-covered slope, was in pieces when we found it. Bears
apparently had gotten to it. Almost the moment it was found, the man
was put into one of the police cars, which turned around and roared
off down the mountain. Within minutes, another convoy arrived,
filled with men armed with shotguns. They were the victim’s family,
and [ had no doubt that they would have tried hard to kill the man on
the spot had he still been there.

To me, the newspaper was a second home, peopled by faces I had
always known. My first job was carrying proofs of ads all over town so
that people like Charlie Justis down at CW. [CONTINUED ON PAGE 131]
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The

X-Rated

Files

An online community of female writers hijack
male TV characters into erotic scenarios too hot
for the small screen. By Austin E

Illustrations by Owen Smith

“Personally, I practice safe sex. However, I don't write safe sex.” —Zoé Rayne,
slash fiction writer

At first, the only way Zoé Rayne could write it was to write
around it. She would sketch out the exposition, the conversation,
all of the foreplay—anything but the sex. Then she would uncork
a bottle of wine and drink from it as she wrote further, daring
herself to put her desire onto the page. “As outspoken and willing
to talk as I am, it was still embarrassing to write,” she says. “The
more | drank, the less inhibited I was.”

It’s not hard to understand her psychological resistance. The
stories that spill from Rayne (a pseudonym) are, to put it lightly,
intense. Rayne’s high-risk short-story Nemesis features bondage,
oral sex, and explicit anal rape, gracefully tempered by some
spooning at the end. Though nearly impossible to quote dis-
creetly, suffice it to say that in this sentimental hard-core, stir-
rings in the loins don’t stay stirrings for long. More startling still
is that the only characters are FBI agent Fox Mulder; his boss,
Walter Skinner; and his antagonist Alex Krycek, all male charac-
ters hijacked from Chris Carter’s FOX television show The X-Files.
The female Rayne is a stylist of explosive, high-resolution gay sex.
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