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Day of the dad

Last Updated: 12:01am BST 26/07/2007

Tom Leonard finds he was well ahead of the game with a nanny from Tibet

Not for the first time, the Leonard family has been ahead of the curve, hip to the zeitgeist. And not for the first time, it was completely inadvertent.

When we last lived in New York a few years ago, we borrowed, on an ad-hoc, off-peak basis, a nanny who usually worked for a smart friend of a smart friend. She was a Tibetan nanny, a fact that struck us at the time as rather novel and exotic, verging on cool.

Needless to say, two years later, it seems to be official now. For the perfect Manhattan family, a Tibetan nanny is - local media are reporting - the "must-have" accessory this summer, autumn, winter and, who knows, maybe even into next spring. "There be gold in them there Himalayas," well-heeled mums are telling each other.

With much the same zeal that the Chinese devote to tracking down each new Dalai Lama, Manhattan mums are rooting out Tibetan women of child-caring age and whisking them off to a new life that may or may not advance them towards nirvana.

Given Tibet's sparse population and limited opportunities for travel to the US, inevitable supply and demand problems have led to stories of other Asian nannies pretending to be Tibetan.

I doubt they are being found out. Most of those looking for one appear to be as confused about Tibetans as they are about why they want one looking after their children. Other than the obvious New York answer - that they want one because other people want one - I assumed it must have something to do with why Tibetan Terriers are popular here: they don't take up too much space.

But it's more embarrassing than that. "My nanny is Honduran," said a posting on a popular trendy NY mum's website.

"Should I get a Tibetan? I hear they are all the rage." Another is already convinced: "Any ideas of where to find? I like the idea of a Buddhist caring for my child." (Any Buddhist? Nuon Chea, Pol Pot's number two, claims to be one nowadays and has extensive people management experience.)

Other postings have addressed such questions as whether to give the nanny the day off on the Dalai Lama's birthday, and whether to hire a Tibetan nanny who had been a torture victim. The latter poser came from a mum who wondered whether, rather like a mistreated rescue dog, the nanny might suddenly relive her ordeal and attack the children.

The view of the enlightened is that Tibetan nannies have patient personalities because of their religion, and their presence can be good for a child's "spiritual development". In the words of one mum, they are "very balanced and Zen".

For the record, our Tibetan nanny - or rather somebody else's Tibetan nanny who helps us out occasionally - is about as Zen as I am with children. She gives in and lets them watch television in a path-of-least-resistance way that appears to advance their Scooby Doo development rather than their spiritual one.

Dechen is charming, and the children like her, but they adore their Ukrainian babysitter and they gave us the Cossacks. Are the children more placid and peaceful, more in tune with their inner spirit after a few hours with Dechen? "More than after a few hours with you? Yes," says Marika. "Otherwise, no."

Meanwhile, the reaction among the nanny-less, shocked by the naked ruthlessness with which wealthier New Yorkers treat the outsourcing of their child care, is that the whole thing constitutes racism. Some parents have Chinese nannies so their children can get a head start in speaking Mandarin, but that is "so last year". Ditto Caribbean nannies (no nonsense), Filipinos (compliant, good at housework) and Hispanics (sweet to the children).

Politically correct mums admit to employing this shorthand because, they say, there's nothing more important in New York than getting the right nanny. Just make sure you're not too blatant about it, like the Jewish couple whose online advert for a nanny specified: "We do not consider ourselves as White people due to our history. We ask kindly that Whites and especially Germans not apply."

Who next? Word is that the smart money is already on Korean nannies - North Korean for ultra exclusivity - in a spin-off of the current New York restaurant craze for Korean fried chicken.

2
THE JAPAN TIMES
He fought the system; the system won                   by GIOVANNI FAZIO

Punk rock has survived over the past three decades, but at the expense of devolving into fixed form and fashion — the very rock 'n' roll cliche the original movement so loudly denounced. But for those of us who were there at the time, it was clear that punk was a mind-set, an unspoken philosophy of living. It tore down all aspects of conformity and received identity, in favor of the will for self-creation and the strength to mock authority. By becoming a punk, you became a walking, breathing riposte to society's conventions.

You could do this in one of two ways; you could follow The Sex Pistols, icons of negativity (remember Sid's swastika?) and purely antisocial behavior, or you could fall in love with the inspired idealism of their polar opposites, The Clash. The Pistols burned out all too quickly, in a maelstrom of drugs, murder and lawsuits, which somehow wasn't surprising. "No Future" was a self-fulfilling prophesy, and that left The Clash pushing for a better future.

They could play better, too, and their rage and intensity were harnessed to explosive and tight musical hand-grenades such as "White Riot" and "Career Opportunities" ("the ones that never knock"). Lead by frontman Joe Strummer, The Clash were vocal in their leftist politics and opinions, antiracist and antielitist, and showed a refreshing inclination to widen punk's musical palette, notably through their love of Jamaican music.

Surely, here was a band you could trust, a band whose entire image was built on idealism and integrity and who, if nothing else, would never sell out. In the new documentary "The Future is Unwritten" — a biodoc of Clash singer Joe Strummer — you can see Strummer letting fans backstage (dozens of them, and through a window!) to come have a few beers with the band. It was an endearing egalitarianism.

This was especially so as rock 'n' roll stars had become a new, pompous, pampered elite. By 1980, you could look long and hard at The Rolling Stones and not detect a trace of whatever it was that had once made them a countercultural phenom. Their concerts featured prominent flag-waving, overpriced tickets, and the hype that they were "The Greatest Rock Band in the World." Surely this would never befall The Clash, who enjoyed their own slogan as "The Only Band That Matters." We see a young Strummer in the doc, around 1977 or '78, saying, "I look back on Jagger and that lot, and can really pick out their mistakes. And I'm really determined not to repeat their mistakes."

And yet fast-forward to 1982, when The Clash released "Combat Rock," had Top 40 success in America, made rock-star poseur videos and started playing stadiums with apolitical hits such as "Should I Stay Or Should I Go." Worst of all was their combat fatigue look that had many Americans who didn't listen closely to the lyrics assuming they were a promilitary band! The disappointment was total for their original fans. After The Clash, one may have liked — even loved — other bands, but you could never believe in them. If The Clash could sell out, who couldn't?

The disillusionment was total for this fan, and I never looked back. So it was surprising to see, some 25 years later in "The Future is Unwritten," that it hit Strummer as hard as it did me. We see him after the band's breakup in '82 saying, "I couldn't believe we'd turned into the people we'd wanted to destroy." After a brief and failed attempt to resurrect The Clash with a new lineup, Strummer would drop out of music for nearly a decade, never able to live up to or live down his days with The Clash. Finally, in the years before his death he found some peace, with his eclectic radio show "London Calling" for BBC World (which drew 40 million listeners!) and his new band The Mescaleros.

"The Future is Unwritten" traces Strummer's long path to punk stardom, and his even longer recovery from it. Its director is Julien Temple, most recently of "Glastonbury," and a lifetime ago the director of "The Great Rock 'n' Roll Swindle," a Sex Pistols film whose producer, Malcolm McLaren, forbade Temple from being too close to The Clash.

Temple uses old footage, home movies, little animations of Joe's drawings and campfire interviews with Joe's friends and fellow musicians to illustrate his life. Some are revealing: a childhood friend tells of Strummer's boarding-school days and his brother's suicide; Dick Evans, of Joe's pre-Clash band The 101ers, tells how Joe cut him off completely once he went punk and decided to renounce his "hippie" days; Topper Headon tells his drama of joining and being asked to leave The Clash, and of how hard it was to get past Strummer's persona. Other interviewees, such as Johnny Depp or John Cusack, seem to be included on the very un-punk principle that celebrity praise is an indication of quality. Worst of all is the filthy-rich mass-production mega-capitalist artist Damien Hirst, who claims the lesson of punk was "you can have whatever you want." Somehow I don't see the quasi-socialist Clash agreeing on this one.

For Clash fans, there is much to like in this film, which almost goes without saying. Hearing the conflicting views of guitarist Mick Jones and drummers Terry Chimes and Topper Headon, cut with old interviews of Strummer, are quite illuminating on the band's direction and breakup. Manager Bernard Rhodes comes off looking like a horrid prat, while bassist Paul Simonon is notable by his absence. And who knew that Strummer was a hippie before The Clash? The irony is that, by the film's end, he has become one again, embracing raves and outdoor fests such as Glastonbury and his beloved campfire gatherings. Good on him — the only constant is change.

For those who missed The Clash, Temple's film is still a fascinating portrait of a man who both sought and ran from stardom, the punk generation's John Lennon. Strummer sought the platform, but then bailed when it became clear his message wasn't getting across. One of the film's most poignant moments has a friend of Strummer's recall a phone call he got from the singer around 1991. Strummer had been watching the news and saw a missile destined to be fired on Iraq (during the Gulf War) painted with the slogan "Rock the Casbah," and was literally in tears. Imagine, as Lennon — whose own songs have been similarly abused — once asked, a world where people actually listen to the lyrics.

The Japan Times: Friday, Sept. 14, 2007
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LET’S WAGE WAR ON THE WARDENS      by Richard and Judy

Saturday August 25,2007

Heard the one about the traffic warden who slapped a ticket on a hearse? Or the farmer who came to collect a dead cow that had collapsed at the roadside and found a penalty notice stuck on its head?

Then there’s the lorry driver waiting to be rescued from a road washed away in a flood. He was reached first by a warden who wrote out a ticket.
Don’t laugh – it’s all true, horribly true, and just a sample of the stories in Barrie Segal’s wonderful compendium The Parking Ticket Awards: Crazy Councils, Meter Madness And Traffic Warden Hell.

Segal has seen them all, from traffic wardens ticketing a rabbit hutch on a double yellow line to others struggling to find somewhere to slap penalties on a stolen burned-out wreck. 

On our show on Thursday, he told us he had so many bizarre but true stories on his website to help motorists contest unfair tickets that the book virtually wrote itself.
“Some of the situations are so absurd they beggar belief,” he said. “But they are all absolutely true and while it’s laugh-out-loud stuff, it’s a serious indictment of parking controls in this country.”
I’ve long believed that the system is one of the most corrupt, incompetent and possibly illegal scams in our post-war history. It’s a sign of our society’s browbeaten,  supine acceptance of rank injustice – be it inheritance tax or the disgusting health postcode lottery – and I sometimes wonder if Britain’s proud spirit has been terminally broken by the petty bureaucrats who have stealthily, imperceptibly, gained ascendancy over us.  

We should cherish the Barrie Segals of this world. They are the new resistance.
His website, www.appealnow. com, is the rallying point for anyone who wants to fight back against unfair tickets.

United we stand, divided we’re fined. 
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Why Lonely People Get Sick More Often

New research suggests that social isolation alters the immune system at the genetic level, raising the risk of serious disease. Oh, and the definition of loneliness might surprise you.            By Sarah Kliff

Sept. 13, 2007 - We all know about heartache. For some, feeling alone can be physically painful. And a strong body of recent research has established that it’s not just in our minds. Chronic social isolation is linked to heart disease—it stresses the entire cardiovascular system—and can also hurt our ability to fend off colds and other viruses. But the cause of those connections has been unclear. Is it that lonely people have fewer social resources, meaning no one to rely on when they fall ill, or can the sensation of loneliness change their biology?

A study out this week suggests that it’s the latter: loneliness actually changes how the body functions at a molecular level. The research links feelings of social isolation to an alteration in the activity of specific genes—ones that put lonely people at higher risk for serious disease. And the study, published in the current issue of Genome Biology, also points to the startling fact that it is the perception of loneliness that triggers the adverse health conditions, independent of how much social interaction an individual actually has. Even someone with hundreds of “friends” on Facebook or at the office might think of herself as a lonely person.

So how can feeling lonely translate into poor health? Researchers believe that chronic social isolation sets off a biological chain reaction that causes normal immune responses to malfunction. It starts with the lonely individual’s outlook on the world, in which, typically, other people are perceived as threatening. This makes social interactions—going to a party, for example—more stressful. “Chronically lonely people have a subjective theory of the world that says that people can’t be trusted,” says Steven Cole, assistant professor at the UCLA School of Medicine and the study’s lead author. “It’s not that they’re hostile; they just perceive the world as somewhat more threatening.”

That perception cues the body to produce a stress hormone called cortisol. In a healthy immune system, cortisol tells a group of genes to shut down the body’s inflammatory response. But in a person who’s chronically stressed or anxious due to loneliness, that process is altered. Here’s how it works: for most people a low level of inflammation is normal; it means the body is performing general maintenance and responding to minor, sometimes unnoticeable threats. However, high levels of inflammation are worrisome. In autoimmune diseases, for example, the body attacks its own tissues and causes an increase in inflammation. Inflammation is also linked to a number of serious health risks, including cancer. Cole and his colleagues found that lonely individuals consistently had higher levels of inflammation even though they were producing a slightly higher level of cortisol—the hormone that should be shutting down the inflammatory response. The receptors, Cole says, were not responding properly, probably because they were receiving a constant stream of cortisol. “If you send a signal to a receptor all day long it will stop listening,” says Cole. “Essentially, it’s like the immune system saying that cortisol is crying wolf."

That accounts for the higher levels of inflammation the researchers observed in chronically lonely individuals. But they also found other faulty immune responses: lonely people produced fewer antibodies, which the body uses to tag pathogens, like bacteria and viruses. They also had a lower antiviral response; a group of genes involved in fighting viruses were not expressing themselves as much. “The risky parts of the immune system are going too hard, and the health-protective parts are not going hard enough,” says Cole.

Interestingly, what causes that imbalance isn’t how many pals an individual has or the number of social interactions. Rather, the loneliness that leads to these adverse health conditions is tied to how individuals perceive their social situations. “Loneliness is inherently subjective,” says Steven Asher, a psychology professor at Duke University who was not affiliated with the study. Asher has spent decades studying friendship and loneliness and says that an individual’s level of social interaction does not necessarily say anything about his or her loneliness.

“You can measure how many friends they have, and whether they provide support, but the only way you can know if somebody is lonely is to ask them,” says Asher. He has observed individuals with many friends who will report being lonely and, on the opposite side, those with few friends who do not. And, like Cole, Asher has found that lonely individuals tend to have a distinctly different outlook on social interactions. “We find that people who are lonely are more socially anxious,” Asher says. “They’re definitely feeling more stress and more anxiety.”

So what should lonely guys and gals do if they’re worried about their health? Harvard Medical School experts suggest talk therapy. For those who want to tackle the loneliness head on, helping others can be a fantastic way to make essential social connections. Tutoring in a subject you know at a local school or any kind of volunteer work can provide all-around benefits and bring you close to people of like mind. Even just one new but meaningful contact can make all the difference. And to manage creeping stress, you can take some basic relaxation measures like meditation or paced breathing.

© 2007 MSNBC.com
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A healthy thirst          By Carolyn O'Neil

August 12, 2007

Cocktail-drinkers are finding new ways to convince themselves that a little bit of what you fancy does you good, writes Carolyn O'Neil.

It sounds like a dream elixir, up there with chocolate-based diets, but can you drink yourself healthy? Cocktails that promise a vitamin high are all the rage in the US right now - concoctions that drinkers hope will get them tight and taut.

Even if your cocktail doesn't have half a rainforest sticking out of it, calorie-content sways many when it comes to choosing a tipple - but you might be unpleasantly surprised by the comparative ratings (see "Happy hour by numbers", this page): how can something as colourless and odourless as vodka be so full of calories?

Still, incorporate that vodka shot into a bloody mary and you can tell yourself you're compensating for the hit of alcohol. There's an anecdote about a luncher who hatched a plan to enjoy a midday cocktail without anyone noticing. He would order a bowl of the restaurant's gazpacho and quietly ask the waiter to "walk the soup by the bar and sneak in a shot of vodka".

Today, such ingenuity would be viewed as advanced mixology - blending kitchen ingredients with offerings from the bar. Take that bloody mary, for instance: fresh tomatoes might be used and garnished with a colourful combo of pickled green bean, baby turnip, radish and, bizarrely, a brussels sprout.

Ben Flatman, a barman at Charlie's Bar at the Mill, in the city's Hardware Lane, finds that customers choosing from the list of 50-odd classic and modern cocktails are concerned about the quality of ingredients. "What I've noticed is the general public are more educated about cocktails and quality of ingredients. We use peach puree, fresh strawberries, mango puree, stuff like that as well as your juices."

Alex Ross, owner of award-winning Brunswick Street cocktail bar Ginger, is dubious about health claims for alcoholic drinks: "I suppose cocktails can be healthy in that a lot of them have lemon juice, so you've got vitamin C. When people go to a bar, I don't think health is necessarily the first thing on their minds, but fresh fruit ingredients are pretty much the main thing, and although most cocktails need a bit of sugar to balance them out, I noticed in the US they use agave syrup, made from the succulent that makes tequila."

Ross keeps an eye on trends on visits to New York. "The good cocktail bars are few and far between but they do it so well - fresh-pressed juices on the day or every few hours, lemon, grapefruit, pomegranate, and no liqueurs; (Manhattan bar) Milk and Honey has only Grand Marnier and Tuaca on the bar."
How much nutritional benefit there is in quaffing fresh fruit purees or vegetables juices with a libation depends, of course, on how much fruit is in the drink. The juice in a bloody mary is a sizeable enough portion to give you the goodness of tomatoes, but a splash of cucumber essence isn't really delivering much more than flavour. But are there seriously any health benefits from the odd tipple? Well, maybe.

If you like grapefruit or orange juice in your alcoholic drinks, it's interesting to note that folate - the B vitamin found in citrus and other fruit, including strawberries and cantaloupe - may have other benefits.

A study by the Harvard Medical School, published in the US Journal of the National Cancer Institute found that women who had at least one alcoholic drink a day were 89 per cent less likely to develop breast cancer if they had high levels of folate in their blood. -- Cox Newspapers, with Ian Gilbert

Carolyn O'Neil is a registered dietitian and writes for the Atlanta Journal-Constitution.

Happy hour by numbers

If you think drinking wine avoids a beer belly, think again. You can get just as fat on chardonnay, cosmos or scotch, and alcohol calories are "empty calories", or of no nutritional value. In a nutshell, alcohol plays havoc with your metabolism, reducing the amount of fat the body burns for energy.

Chocolate martini (60ml vodka, 60ml chocolate liqueur, 60ml cream, 15ml creme de cacao and chocolate sauce) 438 calories

Pina colada (180ml) 378 calories

Mojito (240ml) 214 calories

Cosmopolitan (120ml) 200 calories

Margarita (150ml) 170 calories

Green apple martini (30ml each vodka, apple schnapps, apple juice) 148 calories

Beer, full-strength (4.9 per cent) (375ml) 140 calories

Martini (75ml) 160 calories

Bloody mary (150ml, incl. 45ml vodka) 120 calories

Virgin mary (150ml) 22 calories

Spirits (30ml) 66 calories (with mixer such as cola - 120 calories)

Red wine (150ml) 106 calories

Dry white wine (150ml) 100 calories

Light beer (0.9 per cent, 375ml) 62 calories

Mars bar (60g) 275 calories

(1 calorie = 4.18 kilojoules)

Source: www.calorieking.com

Note: these are typical serving sizes, in many cases containing more than one standard drink. A standard drink, as set out in the Australian Alcohol Guidelines, contains 10g of pure alcohol, found for example in one mixed drink (30ml spirits plus mixer), one pot (285ml) of regular-strength beer or one small glass (100ml) of table wine.
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'Acting is the most natural thing'

He may be a late bloomer, but Morgan Freeman gets all the best parts: God, the president, a jailbird, a gumshoe. John Patterson meets him

Friday September 28, 2007

Oh yes, he's dignified. Morgan Freeman seems long, slender, impossibly serpentine - and anything but 70 - as he uncurls himself from the sofa where he's giving interviews. Dressed in elegant tailored slacks and matching black shirt, he rises to his full height, which is considerable, and greets me warmly with a strong handshake and a "How ya doin'?" Even the most banal conversational gambit sounds like mood music when purred in that warm and smoky baritone.

I feel as if I'm meeting the Pope. The mind races for a moment or two. Morgan Freeman! God! President Deep Impact! John Milton! Clint's Mate! Called his Oscar "a doorstop"! But as Freeman invites me to sit, patting the sofa next to him with that down-home courtliness redolent of the deep south, the mist fades and he's a terrestrial being again.

The face is in close-up now, as it so often is in his movies, though in person Freeman seems much younger. Through films as diverse as The Shawshank Redemption, Glory, Amistad and Seven, the world's great cameramen have traversed this subtly shifting, always compelling facial landscape. Viewers of Freeman's work may feel they know every last mole and freckle around his watery, dolorous eyes. The camera and the microphone like to get in close with Freeman, to savour that voice and ponder that face, which can bear close-ups of merciless duration. Intimacy is one of his greatest strengths, central to the trustworthiness, authority and dignity that we often associate with his name. And it works pretty well for interviews, too.

Freeman is here to discuss Feast of Love, an ensemble drama directed by Robert Benton about the impact of love, the loss of love, divorce, adultery and grief on a group of interconnected characters revolving around Freeman's college professor. At first, the structure feels a little unwieldy - eight people falling in and out of love with one another with a regularity and rhythm that suggests a highly intricate minuet of changing partners and positions - but the result is surprisingly satisfying and emotionally affecting.

There were ladies sniffing by the elevator after the screening, I tell him. A couple of fellas, too. "Oh, yeah," he smiles, evidently pleased to hear it. "It works its magic on you in the end, doesn't it?"

Freeman was lured by the chance to work with Greg Kinnear, who has a history of playing interesting weak men but makes each one compellingly different, and who here seems doomed haplessly to alienate or lose every woman who matters to him.

"The thing about Greg is that, yes, he gives great 'wimp', but he always brings his own intelligence to each part. His husband and father in Little Miss Sunshine has one or two things in common with Bradley in Feast of Love, but the performances he gives are all very different, very subtly different."

He also liked the idea of playing half of an enduring marriage, something he says isn't often seen on screen, and even then rarely done right. He's always been an admirer of his onscreen wife in Feast of Love, Jane Alexander, whom he remembers from back in 1970, when she played the white wife of 1920s black boxer Jack Johnson in The Great White Hope. "Matter of fact, the role she played that really sticks in my mind is an old TV movie she made, when she played Calamity Jane, and not in a Betty Hutton kind of way either - but rough, masculine, a lot like the way that character was done in Deadwood."

He laughs suddenly at his own mention of the proudly foul-mouthed HBO western drama, saying, "Oh, that show makes me laugh ... fuck this, fuck that, fuck fuck fuck fuck!" His laughter is surprisingly boyish and light, and he curls up like a cat. For a moment he's a million miles from Robert Benson's assessment of him -"You cannot act moral fibre, or a certain kind of stature - you either have it or you don't. He truly has that quality."

"I do often seem to be drawn to witness characters," Freeman says of Harry, who watches the parade pass by before him. "I guess they always have the last say, as it were. But this is completely different from any other film I've done. The whole thing is about love, and as Harry, I'm right in the middle of it all."

Freeman was famously a late bloomer, making his first major impact in 1987, when he was almost 50, playing a vicious, manipulative pimp opposite Christopher Reeve in Street Smart, a role that netted him a supporting actor Oscar nomination. At the same time, he was appearing off-Broadway in Driving Miss Daisy, and getting rave reviews. When the play was filmed two years later, he was nominated once again, this time for best actor, and his career as a ready-made, out-of-nowhere middle-aged character player was sealed. He hasn't looked back since, despite taking, as he says, "a lot of shit" for playing a loyal black servant in the days of Jim Crow. "It never was shit that I acknowledged. From people who had certain expectations and this attitude about 'Uncle Tom' and all that, which is a reaction you expect from people who have no idea what they're talking about." (He doesn't mention Spike Lee, though Lee, then a young firebrand with one movie under his belt, scored a lot of points by attacking Driving Miss Daisy.)

The son of a barber and a cleaner, Freeman was born in Memphis and, besides stints in Chicago and Gary, Indiana, he mainly grew up south of Memphis, in the heart of old plantation country around Greenwood, Mississippi, an area near where Muddy Waters hailed from, and which sent most of its population north along Highway 51 as industrialised cotton-harvesting took hold.

"I grew up in this little 2,600-soul town in north-east Mississippi and there are a lot of things about the south, however bad it undoubtedly was, and as much as you can say that's negative about it, that I remember quite fondly. I find myself more fortunate having been raised there than in say, Chicago. The south side of Chicago" - the huge ghetto where he later lived for a while - "was like a bottleneck causing this utter negativity of the spirit. You had to belong to some sort of street gang, if only for self-preservation because you had to run that gamut of gangs and ethnic neighbourhoods all the way to school, block by block. And then all the way back. But if you had no money, the south was a much better place to be, and I was very poor growing up, really poor.

"Yeah, well, that world is truly gone now." He pauses, grips the bridge of his nose with thumb and forefinger, and mutters, "Oh, wait a minute, Jesus Christ, how could I say that?" he grimaces, acknowledging that some things will always seem ineradicable down south.

He says he knew in his bones that he was going to act, finding his initial inspiration in the Saturday matinee serials starring the singing cowboys he loved. He won a statewide drama contest aged 12, and did a radio play in Nashville when he was in high school. Was he a born performer? "Yes, it just seemed, it always seemed, the most natural thing in the world. I was born for it, somehow. I know I was, and I knew early on. At the movies when I was a kid, I always was looking at the screen and thinking, 'Oh, I can do that.'"

Surprisingly, he turned down acting scholarships when he graduated from high school, and in 1954 joined the air force, an institution that had only recently been desegregated. "I had a partial scholarship to two places, but I had a great need to get out of where I was and see more of the world, which outweighed everything else for me then. I was very much in transition."

After five years in the service, he spent the 1960s trying to learn his trade, doing stints with acting and dance troupes in Los Angeles and San Francisco before settling in New York, working on stage and snagging the occasional small movie part. Of the blaxploitation boom that drew black actors to Hollywood in droves in the early 1970s, he says: "For me there was nothing attractive or interesting or rewarding about blaxploitation, so I stayed in New York." By the mid-70s, he was an established stage actor, drawing good notices in The Taming of the Shrew and Coriolanus, until he retired from the stage when his movie career took off.

After Street Smart and Driving Miss Daisy, Freeman found himself heavily in demand before settling into a sort of "Bad-Back Pack" of older actors who are never out of work, many of whom have been his co-stars: Gene Hackman (his Unforgiven nemesis), Jack Nicholson (soon to be seen with Freeman in The Bucket Club, about two old farts who escape the terminal ward and do everything they never had the guts to do before they kick the titular pail), Clint Eastwood (who may soon direct Freeman for the third time, as Nelson Mandela) and Anthony Hopkins (a fellow adherent of the "just act, dear boy" school of performance). Though he probably works a little too often for his own good, one can hardly blame him for trying to make up for his long early career in the wilderness. Plus, he gets all the plum roles anyway.

You've played God and the US president, I tell him. Do you feel guilty about taking food from the mouth of Sean Connery? "Oh, no," he laughs, "Up here it's every man for himself! But yes, I played the president in Deep Impact. You feel like the press accepts without question, but one interviewer asked me, 'What's it like to play a black president?' And I said, what on earth do you mean - it's like playing the president! I think that's the difference between me and a lot of other actors. I just don't think so much in those terms."

· Feast of Love is released Fri 5

Guardian Unlimited © Guardian News and Media Limited 2007
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O BEA... OR NOT TO BEA?

Friday September 28,2007
How Fergie turned her shy, dyslexic daughter into a very modern royal. But is mum really the right role model for the fifth in line to the throne?

AT the time, it must have seemed rather a good idea: Princess Beatrice dressing up in Victorian costume to become the first ever British royal to appear in a movie.In her cheery fashion Beatrice, 19, was making her own brand of royal history this week during a freezing shoot in Lincoln Cathedral for The Young Victoria, a Martin Scorsese production based on the life of her great-great-great-great-grandmother. And, on the surface at least, what could be so wrong about a teenager living it up in her gap year, and having a day making a movie? After all, there’s

hardly a girl in the land who wouldn’t leap at the chance of being on a film set and hearing the intoxicating words, “Lights, camera, action!” But, as with anything to do with the royals, matters are more complicated than they might first appear.
For to understand this latest stunt from Princess Beatrice, along with other goings-on since she left St George’s, Ascot, this summer, one needs to be able to put it into the context of Brand Beatrice. This is very much an

ongoing project and the young princess is eminently pliable. But what has become apparent over the past few months is that there is somebody behind the scenes pulling the strings, cajoling, advising, and generally mapping  Beatrice’s future – and, without a shadow of a doubt, the string-puller-in-chief is Beatrice’s mother the Duchess of York. Apart from the fact that the pair of them are as thick as thieves, you can see this in any number of ways, from Beatrice’s style of dress, to her hair, make-up and even her choice of super-rich older American boyfriend. To some it’s almost as if Beatrice has become the Duchess’s pet project, as if the Duchess is living her life vicariously through her daughter.

First though, let us take a look at Beatrice’s life since she officially joined the ranks of the working royals this summer, for in every way it smacks of the rather gaudy, vulgar stamp of the Duchess of York. Just in the past week, we’ve had the pair of them on the catwalk during the grand finale of London Fashion Week, trotting along in matching Dolce & Gabbana dresses like a couple of regal show-ponies. But when you saw the pictures of mum and daughter with their auburn hair done up in matching rollers, you were left with a slightly unpleasant taste in your mouth. It was the same  “yuk” feeling the nation suffered when the Duchess and her in-laws appeared in that supremely tacky spectacle It’s A Royal Knockout, with Fergie dressed like a buxom milchfrau. Other highlights from Beatrice’s gap year have seen her sign up to be the first royal blasted into space. And then there are the plans to launch her own line of clothing – called Bobcat – which, compared to some of the family’s excesses, is only vaguely cringe- making. But what must the professionals make of this starry-eyed girl who says she fancies a stab at fashion and has already “started sketching designs for her first collection”?

This, though, is part of Beatrice’s exuberant, up-for-it image that her mother has been assiduously trying to create. The nervous, shy teenager who struggled with dyslexia is gone, replaced by someone more gregarious. And if it all seems familiar it’s no surprise because Beatrice is more or less aping what her mother was doing when she entered upon the royal stage 20 years ago.

For with every bold scheme that Beatrice announces, you can imagine her mulling it over first with her mother before the Duchess’s solemn verdict: “Sounds like fun! Go for it!” One does sometimes wonder, though, whether Beatrice might not benefit from the advice of someone slightly more sage and not on such a relentless emotional rollercoaster.

That the pair of them are inseparable has been well-documented. Over the years the Duchess has come out with stomach-churning comments about how close she is to her daughters, most famously stating that they liked to go “out on the pull” together. For her part, Beatrice returned the compliment on her 18th birthday by saying that she wanted to be a “mini-mummy”. She then came out with the excruciating line: “I want to build on what mummy’s established and go forward into the new generation and really get the word out there.” It is impossible, of course, to say how much of Brand Beatrice is down to nature and how much to nurture.

But although it is quite possible that Beatrice could have developed, say, a propensity for American beef-cake all by herself, it is difficult not to see the Duchess’s hand at work. Beatrice’s first proper boyfriend, American playboy Paolo Liuzzo, revealed earlier this year that the Duchess had encouraged him to make a move on her daughter. (And what a great bet he turned out, as he sold his story to the highest bidder.)

Beatrice’s latest beau, David Clark, is a better match than the revolting Liuzzo but shares more than a passing resemblance to at least two of the Duchess’s old flames, Johnny Bryan and Steve Wyatt. Clark, 26, is the son of a wealthy New Yorker and grew up in a £5 million house in Hampstead, north London. He met Beatrice a year ago at the birthday party of Sean Brosnan – son of former James Bond Pierce Brosnan – and, as the saying goes, they’ve been “inseparable ever since”.

Quite what Clark makes of having his girlfriend joined at the hip to her mother is anybody’s guess but it does seem bizarre that they all go on holiday together, including a ski trip to Colorado. That Clark has an undoubted influence over Beatrice, there can be no question. He works for Richard Branson’s space-tourism firm Virgin Galactic and almost certainly dreamt up the idea of getting Beatrice to be the first royal in space.

But it is the Duchess, nonetheless, who is quite palpably trying to mould this young girl into the woman that Sarah always wished she’d been. One has the sense that the Duchess and her daughter are like two brothers-in-arms who would defend each other to the death. Their relationship smacks of “it’s us against the world” and, given their upbringings, it is not hard to see why. Sarah Ferguson’s childhood was probably hard enough as it was, considering she was plump and shy. But what little confidence she had was knocked to pieces when her mother Susan left when Sarah was 12 to move to Argentina to marry polo star Hector Barrantes. That trauma left an indelible mark on the Duchess and it was undoubtedly the reason behind her personal vow that, whatever happened, she’d always be

there for her children.

WITH Beatrice’s childhood, one can see how throughout her life she has been tugged in two different directions. On the one hand there is her royal heritage which demands duty, responsibility and understated sobriety, while

on the other, she has inherited her mother’s  thirst for fun. These two forces, both powerful, have never been more evident than over the Christmas period, when Beatrice and her sister Eugenie would stay in some chilly house with their mum but would then be chauffeured – alone – for Christmas dinner with their royal relatives. It is difficult not to feel sympathy for the princesses as, year after year, they were forced to choose the Royal Family over their mother. These, then, are the reasons why mother and daughters have cleaved together so strongly and why the Duchess is so desperate that Beatrice does not repeat her own mistakes. One is left with the feeling, however, that it might be better if Beatrice were to make the most of her surprisingly good A-level grades. Despite her dyslexia, Beatrice gained an A and two Bs this summer, which should be enough to get her into either Bristol or Edinburgh universities – and should be enough, also, to allow her the freedom to grow out from beneath her mother’s shadow.
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HOW COULD THEY LEAVE A LITTLE BOY TO DROWN?             By Vanessa Feltz

Tuesday September 25,2007

It is quite unbelievable how many perfectly ordinary people, neither Ninja Turtles nor super-heroes, save other perfectly ordinary people from drowning. I’ve never done it, though I spent a sizeable chunk of my formative years in municipal swimming baths, attractively attired in a verruca sock, treading water while blowing my pyjama bottoms up into a float.

A cousin of mine did it. So, too, did dozen upon dozen of callers to my radio show. All had one thing in common – at the time their minds were blank of everything except the single-minded urge to save the life of a fellow human being.

One gentleman’s 10-year-old son dived beneath a boat to haul his chum to safety. He told his dad afterwards he’d never even considered the possibility of being trapped under the boat himself. 

Another middle-aged lady dragged an elderly woman and her dog from the freezing waters under broken ice on the lake at her local park and didn’t give it a second thought till she was wet and dripping in the car on her way home.

One man was saved from a swirling river current by a rescuer who only remembered as they lay, soaked and panting on the bank, that he himself could not swim. His instinct to save a life had been so overpoweringly strong that adrenaline kicked in and enabled him to push my caller to shore.

A woman rang to tell of her six-year-old grandson, who dived into a holiday swimming pool and yanked his 18-month-old brother to the surface when he toppled in unnoticed by the adults. A novice swimmer, he hadn’t thought twice about risking his life to save his brother’s.

Jumping into cold, dark, alien water to come to the aid of someone in trouble is part of our repertoire of natural human instincts. 

It’s like putting our arms around a crying child. We don’t fill in a form first. We don’t consult the training manual. We don’t even ask ourselves sensible questions about our swimming abilities. We simply respond to another person’s distress in the best and quickest way we can. We kick off our shoes, get wet and try to help.

That’s, of course, unless you happen to be a police community support officer (PCSO). The story of the two PCSOs who stood by as 10-year-old Jordon Lyon drowned while trying to save his sister’s life in a Wigan pool “because they were obeying orders”, shocks and appals us. 

We are shocked because, naively, we believed the emergency services existed to help us out in extremis. We are disgusted because, hand on heart, we can truly claim that we wouldn’t have been able to stand passively by as a child drowned. 

We are revolted because the PCSOs’ inaction, while enshrined in triplicate, goes against the grain of common decency. We are repulsed when the Greater Manchester Police Authority defends their cowardly inertia on the grounds that they are not trained swimmers and have instructions not to save people from drowning. 

Primarily, though, we are horrified because Jordon’s death reveals the extent to which society now routinely expects us to behave inhumanely. We are required by those two monsters Health and Safety to deny our instincts, repress our generous and courageous urges and ignore the plight of those in peril. 

If everyone, even among your own family or friends, who has fished a struggling swimmer to safety had instead remained glued to the spot, just think of the consequences in terms of bereavement and generations of suffering. 

It is a sorry day when jobsworths triumph and continue to trumpet their righteousness as a 10-year-old boy lies dead. 
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Scrum you win: Mike Blair feeds the ball from... Scotland on Sunday Sun 30 Sep 2007    by IAIN MORRISON AT THE STADE GEOFFROY-GUICHARD

Rugby World Cup 2007

Sunday, 30th September 2007

WITH the clock winding down and the tension ratcheting up in "le Chauldron", Scotland were leading by just two points when the Italian full-back, David Bortolussi, lined up a long-range penalty four minutes from time to snatch the lead. The kick was long and straight but it drifted agonisingly wide, shaving the outside of the right-hand post and every Scot in the stadium was able to breathe once more.

Frank Hadden's men survived that scare and a good few others to defeat Italy last night in St Etienne and ensure that the Scots' record of appearing in the quarter-finals remained intact - but it was a horribly close thing.

Advert for The Scotsman Digital Archive

In fact it was just a horrible thing. The match was ugly, agonising for both sets of supporters and error strewn. Most of the rugby on show came from the Italians who scored the only try of the night and were far more willing to risk moving the wet ball. Against that, Dan Parks was reduced to hoisting the ball into the night sky and hoping something would happen. It rarely did as Bortolussi proved a good deal more secure under the aerial barrage than anyone wearing a blue shirt.

Hadden won't care about aesthetics and this victory was built on the backs of two kickers. Parks hoofed this team into attacking areas and Chris Paterson just doesn't miss when given the opportunity. He was given six in all and, insatiable, he took every one. If Pierre Berbizier never sees him again it will be too soon. The same player kicked the same number two years ago when Scotland beat Italy in Edinburgh. Paterson keeps his 100% record in this tournament and the slight figure is worth, well, someone else's weight in gold.

The enormity of the occasion seemed to affect the Scots - their scrum creaked, the restarts were guddled and the lineout was only so-so. Everyone tackled their hearts out but they will surely have to produce much more with the ball in hand if they are to trouble Argentina (or France) next Sunday.

The Scots' cause was not helped by losing Rory Lamont after just 25 minutes. The full-back was involved in an ugly looking clash with Andrea Masi in which he appeared to have been separated from his senses. Lazarus-like, the full-back gamely jumped to his feet but no-one was surprised when he quit the field a few minutes later.

After gifting Italy a 21-point start last time out, the Scots were in no mood to repeat that generosity. Instead they got off to a flying start with two penalties inside the opening five minutes, the perfect way to calm the nerves.

Then Mauro Bergamasco was sent to the sidelines after shoving Simon Taylor in the back as the No.8 made to catch a Blair pass five metres from the Italian line. Another referee, another time and the blatant foul might have warranted a penalty try.

Still, we didn't have long to wait for first touchdown, although, when it came, it was at the opposite end of the field and with the senior of the Bergamasco brothers still doing his stretch in the sin bin. Ramiro Pez kicked high into the darkness, Mirco Bergamasco was first to the ball which he palmed back to Josh Sole. Alessandro Troncon then played a captain's role when the scrumhalf wriggled through a gap by the side of the breakdown with just a suspicion that he was shepherded through by hooker Carlo Festuccia.

Bortolussi made good the extras and suddenly the Italians had a spring in their step. Sergio Parisse enjoyed a barnstorming run up the right flank, Bortolussi kicked a penalty and Bergamasco came out of the sin bin to find his team had scored ten unanswered points to lead the match. He might think about abandoning his colleagues more often.

There then followed an appalling trip on Parks by Mirco Bergamasco, who would have followed his brother to the sin bin had the officials not been the only three people in the stadium to miss the sort of hack that "Chopper" Harris would have been proud of.

Still it was the Scots who went into the dressing room nursing a slender lead thanks to another two Paterson penalties late in the half.

In contrast, Bortolussi had fluffed a penalty chance at the tail end of the first half and then did exactly the same at the start of the second 40. Paterson showed him how, increasing the Scots' lead to five, when prop Salvatore Perugini was penalised in the shadow of his own posts for rank stupidity, and then to eight, when an Italian used a hand in a ruck.

Paterson's sixth penalty from wide on the right ended the Scots' scoring but it proved just enough on the night and he probably won't kick a more important three points in his life.

Most of the last half hour was spent in desperate defence as the Italians fought bravely. Bortolussi kicked two penalties in quick succession, the first after Nathan Hines was shown a yellow card for a dangerous tackle.

With an extra man the Italians turned the screw in the mauls, a battle they were already winning with numbers even. The Scots were reduced to pulling the giant Italian forwards to the ground and Bortolussi made them pay with his second penalty to narrow the gap to just two points.

The final quarter was still to be played but, thankfully for the Scots in the stadium, this eventful match had no more scores to offer with Bortolussi's late long-range effort just adding some grey to Hadden's hair.

Scorers: Scotland - Pen: Paterson (6). Italy - Try: Troncon. Con: Bortolussi. Pen: Bortolussi (3)

Referee: J Kaplan (South Africa)

12 mins: Italy's try

Rory Lamont is about to collect an up-and-under but is clattered by Mirco Bergamasco before he gets the chance. Referee Jonathan Kaplan misses the incident, having been bundled to the ground, and Alessandro Troncon squirms over to score from three yards.

20 mins: Rory Lamont injured

The Scotland full-back clashes with Italy's Andrea Masi and lands on his head. After treatment, Lamont returns to the game but looks woozy and has to go off after just 25 minutes of the first half. A real blow as Lamont has been the Scots' most potent attacker at the World Cup.

23 mins: Ref misses trip on Parks

The Scotland stand-off injects some urgency with a smart dummy to free himself in midfield. A promising move ends when he is callously tripped by Mirco Bergamasco. Kaplan somehow fails to spot it and Italy add insult to injury by turning over possession.

76 mins: Italy miss penalty to win game

With the clock ticking and Scotland leading 18-16, Italy full-back David Bortolussi has the chance to win the game for the Azzurri. His long-range effort drifts wide and the Scots survive. It is Bortolussi's third miss of the match, contrasting sharply with Chris Paterson's six penalties from six attempts.
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Matriculation. Re-engineering Engineering          By JOHN SCHWARTZ

September 30, 2007

WHEN NONENGINEERS THINK ABOUT ENGINEERING, it’s usually because something has gone wrong: collapsing levees in New Orleans, the loss of the space shuttle Columbia in 2003. In the follow-up investigations, it comes out that some of the engineers involved knew something was wrong. But too few spoke up or pushed back — and those who did were ignored. This professional deficiency is something the new, tuition-free Franklin W. Olin College of Engineering wants to fix. At its tiny campus in Needham, Mass., outside Boston, Olin is trying to design a new kind of engineer. Most engineering schools stress subjects like differential calculus and physics, and their graduates tend to end up narrowly focused and likely to fit the stereotype of a socially awkward clock-puncher. Richard K. Miller, the president of the school, likes to share a professional joke: “How can you tell an extroverted engineer? He’s the one who looks at your shoes when he talks to you.” Olin came into being, Miller told me last spring in his office on campus, to make engineers “comfortable as citizens and not just calculating machines.” Olin is stressing creativity, teamwork and entrepreneurship — and, in no small part, courage. “I don’t see how you can make a positive difference in the world,” he emphasized, “if you’re not motivated to take a tough stand and do the right thing.”

Olin College started with what would amount to institutional suicide. Named for its founder, a munitions manufacturer who died in 1951, the F. W. Olin Foundation had spent nearly six decades giving money to dozens of campuses for buildings, much of it for teaching engineering and science. In 1993, however, the board of the foundation floated the idea of doing something that well-financed organizations rarely do: go out of business. Lawrence W. Milas, the president of the foundation, said he had grown frustrated with a process that helped schools but didn’t change engineering education, which he says he thought was in a rut. He wondered whether it might be a good idea to fold the foundation and devote its assets to the creation of a new college.

A conversation with an executive of the National Science Foundation, Joseph Bordogna, persuaded Milas that his idea was sound. As a major, engineering was slipping in popularity. And the schools and their graduates were suffering from many of the ills of higher education generally. More and more, the schools were demanding specialized courses of study instead of an interdisciplinary approach. Bordogna explained how the National Science Foundation had been lending support to schools that were trying to adopt reforms and foster an undergraduate experience that focused on learning through inquiry and discovery. Yet Milas understood that these programs were competing with a strong institutional inertia. Engineering schools had structured themselves, largely for the convenience of faculty, around a comfortable way of teaching but not the best methods of learning. There was too much note-taking in the classroom and not enough hands-on learning. Institutions stressed research over undergraduate teaching, because that’s where the recognition and grant money come from.

The Bordogna meeting got Milas thinking. “That’s when the light went on,” Milas recalled. “We can start with a blank slate.” He went back to the Olin Foundation and started to push. He recalled that the other members of his small board had reservations, but Milas was certain. “I was a little bit of a terrier on this,” he said. “We went for it.” Eventually, the F. W. Olin Foundation agreed to give more than $400 million to create a whole new school.

Milas began looking for someone to lead the school, and the president of Harvey Mudd College, in California, suggested that he take a look at Miller, at the time the dean of the college of engineering at the University of Iowa. To Miller, it was a unexpected call, and an unwelcome one. He had just turned down another job offer, “and my family was cheering.” He had a teenage daughter who was hoping to graduate from high school with her friends. But Miller also wanted to see engineering make a change for the better, and he endured years of frustration in trying to put through modest reforms in Iowa and, previously, at the University of Southern California. When the call came from Milas, Miller said, he agreed to fly down to Sarasota, Fla., to meet him in the summer of 1998, “just to have a conversation.”

The conversation went on over two days. Milas told Miller that the endowment would be large enough that the school would charge little or no tuition. “The primary job of the president wasn’t going to be out there raising money,” Miller told me. “It meant that you could spend your time doing the important work of trying to rethink engineering education.” Even more important, Milas told him that he wanted to create a nimble institution that could continually reinvent itself and honor change. “I couldn’t stop thinking about this on the way home,” he said.

Not long after, he became employee No. 1. “My wife sort of thinks of it as my midlife crisis,” he told me.

IT ISN'T EASY TO BUILD a college from scratch, although, to listen to Miller, it’s a lot of fun. Miller recruited a leadership team, and the school invited 30 students (out of more than 600 applicants) to come in 2001 for a “partner year” in which they would help develop and test the curriculum. They helped come up with Olin’s DNA: project-based learning. The first students built projects like golf-ball cannons: they worked with faculty members to master principles of physics, materials science and mathematical modeling on the fly as they planned and built machines that could shoot a golf ball 300 yards. The school officially opened in 2002; it secured agreements with Babson College next door to provide some business and humanities classes; Wellesley and Brandeis nearby also kicked in humanities courses, as well as life-science classes.

The result is a school with no academic departments or tenure, and one that emphasizes entrepreneurship and humanities as well as technical education. Its method of instruction has more in common with a liberal arts college, where the focus is on learning how to learn, than with a standard engineering curriculum. “How can you possibly provide everything they need in their knapsack of education to sustain them in their 40-year career?” Miller asked. “I think those days are over. Learning the skill of how to learn is more important than trying to fill every possible cup of knowledge in every possible discipline.”

Though the school charges no tuition, room and board is about $12,000 a year, which is in line with the full cost of a year at some state universities. Olin has already garnered an impressive amount of attention in the college guides. A Kaplan/Newsweek “How to Get Into College” guide called Olin one of “the new Ivies.” The Princeton Review says Olin “may well be the most dynamic undergraduate institution in the country.”

And the students are good. Over lunch in the school’s sunny dining hall, one student, Andrew Coats, recalled that in the summer after his freshman year he had an internship, and “we were all given our canned engineering project” to fill up the time. The topic was new to him, he said, but he had already tackled plenty of projects and climbed steep learning curves in just one year at Olin, so he dove in. “I was able to do my summer-long project in two and a half weeks,” he told me with a smile. “Somebody who graduated from M.I.T. is probably a better formal engineer. They can probably recite better than I could. But I have other experience.”

Alison Lee, a recent graduate now in South Korea on a Fulbright scholarship, said the process of solving seemingly insurmountable problems is an Olin rite of passage, like the project that was given to her and her fellow students: build a robot that can climb a wall. When it worked, she said, “it was the moment of realization that I could do anything.” (In a field where female students are traditionally scarce, more than 40 percent of Olin’s students are women.) The problem-based process is good preparation for the real world, said another student, Meenakshi Vembusubramanian. “You’re not going to go into a job and get a thermodynamics problem set,” she said. “You’re going to have a problem that’s badly defined.”

The notion of taking part in something new is part of the draw for incoming students. Alyssa Levitz could have gone just about anywhere after high school — her grades and scores were great, and her equally accomplished sisters were accepted at the University of Pennsylvania and Brown. She had visited 15 colleges, and they were starting to blur. But Levitz, who says she is as comfortable with math and science as with historical fiction, and who plays flute, piccolo and piano, found that Olin “just stood out.” She applied, attended candidates’ weekend and says she loved the team project that required her to connect a series of foam slabs to form a kind of aqueduct. More important, she hit it off with an assistant professor of electrical engineering and music, Diana Dabby, who was studying the application of chaos theory to music. She heard a performance of the school’s conductorless orchestra. (“Not even,” goes the campus joke, “a semiconductor.”) These were engineers, yes, but the teachers and students were also artists and musicians and, it seemed, passionate about teaching and learning. It didn’t hurt that Olin charges no tuition, but that wasn’t the point. After she was accepted and feeling the rush that comes with the fat envelope, she shared the news with friends back in Iowa City. One classmate said, “I always thought you’d go someplace like Brown, one of the Ivy Leagues.” Another said: “That’s the one without accreditation, right? What would be the point in going there?”

OLIN DID RECEIVE ITS INITIAL accreditation last December, after graduating its first class. The school is already causing a stir, even beyond engineering. The Harvard Macy Institute, a program affiliated with Harvard Medical School, has developed a case study of Olin. “The issues that the Olin case portrayed were very relevant for the kind of problems we’re trying to encourage people to confront” in medicine, said Constance M. Bowe, an emeritus professor at the University of California, Davis, School of Medicine and author of the study. “We need to be teaching them how to learn, as opposed to teaching them a whole lot of facts.” She sees Olin as trying “to create more of a stem cell” — the kind of cell that can become any other kind of cell.

Miller is proud of the Harvard case study, and he showed it to me in his office, a high-ceilinged room decorated with astronomy photographs and attractive stones. Through the large second-floor windows, some of the school’s 300 students could be seen below, crossing the oval formed by the handful of buildings that constitute the campus. Miller helped build the school and teaches in it as well: he created a course in leadership and ethics. He brings in whistle-blowers to talk about the pressures they are under and the importance of taking a stand. One of them was James Ashton, a former executive of General Dynamics who alerted the government to waste and fraud in the company’s submarine division. Such people, Miller said, describe the accumulation of “seemingly inconsequential decisions along the way” that lead people into ethical crises — something not all schools teach but that students entering the real world need. In traditional academia, he would not be teaching such a course. He has no advanced degrees in philosophy or ethics, only passion for the topic. But, as he put it: “The problem at Enron was probably not the lack of a Ph.D. in a discipline. It was courage.”

That message gets hammered home in the classroom, according to Benjamin Linder, an assistant professor of design and mechanical engineering. His classes have an art-school feel: students, dressed in T-shirts and jeans, shorts or pajama bottoms, are up and down and walking around the room, clustering around their projects and discussing them, cutting blue foam with a hot-wire cutter to make models. Linder told me he pushes his students not to just follow instructions. “Engineering,” he says, “has traditionally been focused on doing it right, but not on what’s the right thing to do.” That means designing products that are environmentally friendly and that respond to the needs of the people using them and not just to what the purchasing department wants. He urges his students to be more than team players. The goal, Linder said with utter earnestness, was to teach fledgling engineers “how to be bold.”

Some within the engineering profession are drawn to this side of Olin. Robert G. Bea, a professor of civil and environmental engineering at the University of California, Berkeley, applauded the efforts of teachers like Linder to encourage questioning and pushing back. Bea, who worked on investigations into the New Orleans disaster and the loss of the Columbia, told me: “We are, as engineers, taught to be servants. We’re trained to do things, not to tell you that we can’t.” Alan Eustace, senior vice president of engineering and research at Google, wondered if the Olin program might produce precisely the kind of students Google is looking for. “I absolutely believe that teamwork and experiential learning and understanding problems and bringing multiple disciplines together to solve problems is fundamental to the way that engineers work” in the real world, he said. “The skills they are trying to develop are very meaningful in environments that we try to build.”

But not every company is Google, and Miller admitted he is concerned that few of the class of 2006 are going on to graduate study in engineering or jobs in the field. Some graduates have told him that they are not happy in their first jobs and feel like cogs in a machine. “I’m hoping to get the message to our kids that a little bit of patience and endurance could pay off in the end,” he said. Still, “this is one of the things that keeps me up now.”

In some companies, he says, the freethinking products of Olin might have trouble fitting in. “Does industry want people like that? I think that’s a very good question, but I think this goes beyond what industry wants,” he said. “This is the right thing to do — this is what industry needs. If the country had more people like this, we’d be in a much better situation.”

John Schwartz is a science reporter for The New York Times.
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In the Land of the Lotus Eaters           By PATRICIA LEIGH BROWN

September 30, 2007

THE ocean crashed hypnotically as the Venus of Hana yoga gently gave her commands. “Let the sun rise over the crater,” she said, her arm arching into an ethereal halo over her head. She read a poem by Mary Oliver, sang awhile and instructed us to extend our buttocks toward Hana. We closed our eyes, dimly aware of the wind rustling through banana leaves.

Then our yogi, Erin Lindbergh, summed up how it feels to spend a slow Sunday morning on the edge of the earth in a tropical nirvana where all of nature seems to be on Viagra. “There is a bowl of flowers in your heart,” she said.

Nearly 40 years ago, her grandfather — Charles A. Lindbergh — became one of a multitude of seekers to be smitten by Hana, on the east coast of Maui. He is buried in a swamp mahogany coffin at the Hoomau Congregational Church in Kipahulu, not far from his granddaughter's yoga studio, his now-mossy grave rimmed by beach rock. Like the manic hordes who form a human chain in rented Mustangs and PT Cruisers on the Hana Highway, fleeing chain-hotel sterility on the “other side” of Maui, the legendary pilgrim of the skies was restlessly searching for serenity, a sacred sense of apartness.

To his granddaughter, who recently moved from Montana, and bears an uncanny resemblance to her grandmother Anne Morrow Lindbergh, this remote fleck of paradise some 52 miles, 617 hairpin curves and 56 one-lane bridges away from the nearest city possesses mana, “a life energy,” an unseen spiritual force.

“Hana appeals to the calmer side of one's being,” Sunni Kaikala Hueu, a Hana native, has written. “Some say that Hana is almost medicinal in nature — a quiet vibration that is felt.”

The vibes can be profound, all right. Where else but in Hana — its fabled highway the approximate width of a suburban driveway — is it possible to encounter traffic jams beside “hidden” waterfalls as tourists pose for Coming of Age in Samoa shots with cellphones? Where permaculturally inclined off-the gridders live in New Age treehouses and make bike-powered smoothies, while across the street in a community kitchen, a tiny 80-something kapuna in pink pedal-pushers peels boiled taro the old-fashioned way: with an opihi, or limpet, shell.

In these jungled thickets, hot enough to make lipstick melt, the escapist Garden of Eden fantasies of “to-do haole,” as rich Caucasians are called, converge and occasionally collide with native truths. The seductive mix of “aloha” and pristine beauty — the happy product of Hana's geographic isolation — has long drawn moneyed sophisticates, from Samuel Pryor, a Pan Am vice president, who shares his eternal rest with his crony Lindbergh as well as his pet gibbons, whom he dressed as children, to more recent émigrés like Woody Harrelson, Kris Kristofferson and George Harrison. Most recently there is Oprah the Divine, who has bought some 100 acres of Hana coastline, including a venerated cinder cone said to contain the bones of the volcano goddess Pele.

For some 750,000 visitors a year, Hana is a way station en route to the Seven Sacred Pools — a series of pools and waterfalls of Tarzan-like perfection that, thanks to sheer numbers, have sadly become the Jersey Shore of Hana. The day-trippers may avoid Hana Highway robbery ($28-a-pound coffee), but on an island more commonly associated with strip malls, golf and swimming pools with fake shipwrecks for the kiddies, they may also miss Hana's essence: a fragile oasis of Hawaiian culture not unlike trees that miraculously survive the onslaught of burning lava.

Down the road from the Hotel Hana-Maui, a $475-plus-a-night watering hole stretching languorously to the sea, a man named Blondie, who was anything but, was sitting in a thatched hut scanning the ocean for nervous ripples. He is a kilo ia, an ace fish spotter. The hut is the akule hale, the fisherman's meeting house, a hangout with a pebbled dirt floor and a calendar mounted with a clothespin. It is a lair for men who have gone “holo holo” (a waggish term for fishing).

They were awaiting the arrival of scad mackerel, signaling the start of the modern hukilau, an enterprise involving cellphone communiqués, Polaroid sunglasses and power and paddle boats scaring fish into nets. When the akule come in, all of Hana partakes.

The fish are but an excuse to “talk story,” fortified this day by numerous pre-breakfast beers and fish sizzling in a huge skillet. Burt Freeland, the local undertaker, spoke of a phone call he had just received from the police about an address: “They asked the auntie for her house number and she said, ‘I don't know.' She never knew she had one.”

Not knowing one's own address struck me as very Hana. Stay awhile and the local intelligence comes fast and furious: The ocean is “our icebox.” The taro plant is a divine ancestor. Never turn your back on the ocean. Flash floods can kill even on sunny days.

“A jeep full of haole washed down the mountain on a solid wall of water and floated three miles downstream,” Mr. Freeland said. “If clouds are on the mountain, don't stay in the ravine.”

Those who live there know that what Hana giveth, Hana can taketh away.

“Hana is not for the faint of heart,” Arabella Ark, a voluble ex-Californian ceramicist and my bed-and-breakfast proprietor, would explain later. “It either absorbs you or spits you out.”

I had pulled into Ms. Ark's driveway on a late May evening, dodging myna birds, the pigeons of the Hana Highway. All around was ripeness. The house, once the home of the doctor who treated Lindbergh, effervesced with Tahitian gardenias and ti leaves with magenta berries resembling 1940s costume jewelry. It felt as if I were entering a corsage.

My first day, I met an heiress who owns a waterfall and lives in a Samoan-style oceanfront villa. We zoomed around in a Kawasaki off-road vehicle, braking by her orchid greenhouse. In her living room, chickens improbably skittered around Sam Maloof furniture (one laid an egg).

She spoke eloquently of the coast's bloody history, of centuries-old battles between Big Island and Maui chiefs for control of its natural riches. “Hana is a vortex,” she explained, before jetting off to New York for an art opening.

Indeed, history casts a long shadow in Hana. It was there, according to legend, that the demi-god Maui fished up the Hawaiian islands from the ocean with a magic fishhook, lifting the heavens high above the earth so that humans could walk upright.

At a school assembly held under a shower tree, first graders with yellow hibiscus behind their ears sang of the “aina,” the land, and a fifth grader with silken hair danced the hula in a white dress. Native families like Fawn Kukanakala-Helekaahi-Burns's, one of the parents there, still make a pilgrimage on foot to Haleakala crater when a baby is born to bury the “piko,” or umbilical cord, beneath a life-sustaining rock or tree. Land is kin: The native language does not have a word for private property, but dozens for rain.

It was around Day 1 ½ that I began to develop the living-in-Hana fantasy. At dawn, I opened the louvered glass shutters of Ms. Ark's guest cottage, her Carmen Miranda foliage redolent from evening rain. From the lawn, the Big Island rose miragelike in the distance, the ocean the color of a pearl.

I jogged along the empty Hana Highway, dodging fragrant, fermenting mangoes that would thud Chicken Little-like in my path. There were ancient rock walls, mossy one-lane bridges with construction dates chiseled in old calligraphy. One day, I saw a street sweeper clean up what passes for garbage — breadfruit leaves.

Erin Lindbergh has come to understand her grandfather's connection to this place, though she was only 12 when he died in 1974.

“People here are so present,” she said yogically. “There is no artifice. So they allow you to be who you are.”

She shared this wisdom as we bushwhacked through cane grass in the jungle, the serrated edges like razors on my sunburned legs. We were climbing to a spring-fed pool and waterfall high in the mountains, accompanied by her dog and my husband, Roger, who had flown in briefly for our 20th wedding anniversary. The air was dense with humidity; soon, it began to rain. She was a sweatless, smudgeless still life in white linen. Thorns only added to her luster.

At last the enchanted pool loomed, a vision by Henri Rousseau. She disrobed, plunging in taut down-dog near-nothingness into the water, more perfect even than linen. Roger stood transfixed. I began channeling Nora Ephron.

People come to Hana to reinvent themselves. Anne Morrow Lindbergh understood this well: she christened her home Argonauta, a reference to a mother who leaves her shell to start a new life.

Ms. Ark moved to Hawaii 35 years ago with her first husband after living in Paris. Her neighbor on Oahu was Marvin Nogelmeier, “a hippie jeweler from Minnesota.” He is now Puakea Nogelmeier, a celebrated authority on Hawaiian language and culture.

She came to Hana after an unspeakable family tragedy. Her real name is not Arabella, or Ark. She chose Arabella, the Latin word for “beautiful altar,” Ark for Noah's Ark.

“Ark was the way of hope and I desperately needed it,” she said. “Hana was a safe place.”

It is tough living in paradise. She keeps a crank radio, running shoes, a flashlight and glow sticks in her trunk for two-hour-plus nighttime commutes on the Hana Highway from dental appointments or trips to Costco on “the other side.” She spends $1,000 a year on Terminix: otherwise her lovely home would be a Shriner's convention of scorpions and centipedes.

The town is rife with tales of hideous mishaps — a man whose spine was injured from a saw blade that got stuck in an invasive tulip tree, for instance — the unhappy byproducts of living in an isolated place where do-it-yourselfism is required to survive. Depending on the weather, the emergency medical helicopter may or may not land; you most certainly want to avoid crashing into the wild cattle that come down from the hills at night and blithely plop themselves in the Hana Highway like so many deadly flower-snuffing Ferdinands.

Those who want in develop a respect for an ancient culture that still flourishes in spite of centuries of white men trying to stamp it out, from Captain Cook to corporate sugar planters. The man largely responsible for Hana's tourist-friendliness was Paul Fagan, a paternalistic San Francisco zillionaire who is memorialized with a gigantic white cross that lords over the town.

IN the 1940s, he built the Hotel Hana-Maui and imported the San Francisco Seals, his baseball team, for spring training (sportswriters christened it “Heavenly Hana”). He also founded the sprawling Hana Ranch, whose verdant pastures are now owned by various Gettys, Mayor Gavin Newsom of San Francisco and other A-list haole.

Like a haleuole rain — one that sweeps in ferociously, clears and then storms again — the atmosphere between affluent expatriates and native Hawaiians, some of them sharing 900-square-foot shacks with a dozen relatives, can get highly charged. The phrase “gold coast” is heard a lot, with some venom.

Nothing stokes local ire more than a disrespect for native land. On an island, land is finite. It is ohana, family.

This is why a very large man, Frank James Oliveira, is at war with tourists. It is also why the best-selling “Maui Revealed, the Ultimate Guidebook” is known locally as “Maui Reviled.” The book breathlessly divulges idyllic spots once known only to locals, some on private property. Mr. Oliveira's nemesis is pages 90 to 92: a rhapsody, complete with mile markers, to the Blue Pool, most of which is on his family's land. Suddenly, “it was 400 cars a day easily, bumper to bumper,” he said.

The pool, a backdrop to Katarina Witt's famous Playboy shoot, is nestled in cliffs beside ocean so blue it looks digitally enhanced. Menacing signs warning “Blue Pool Is Closed” in huge blue capitals now line the road.

It's not just the trashing of a fragile ecosystem that irks him, it's the sense of entitlement. “They'll say, ‘I've come all the way from Wisconsin!' ” he said, slightly bemused. “I tell them, hey, a couple of years ago it was Bill Clinton. Now it's George W. Things change.”

For native Hawaiians, u-pick-'em waterfalls and remote red sand beaches are not sybaritic water parks. They are part of an ancient land division system called ahupuaa, in which nature's resources are cared for and harvested in pie-slice segments extending from ocean to forest.

Until fairly recently, Hawaiian culture was “used and abused for its entertainment value,” in the words of Douglas Kahikina Chang, the general manager of the Hotel Hana-Maui, recently named the state's first native chairman of the Hawaiian tourism authority. “It was a parody involving moonlit hula girls and fire-knife dances at bogus luaus.”

Fortunately, it is possible now to get an inkling of the real thing.

On a sweltering afternoon, I sat with Kamaui Aiona, director of the Kahanu Garden, part of the National Tropical Botanical Garden, just north of Hana Airport, chewing kava, a ceremonial buzz-inducing narcotic root beloved by ancient chiefs. (This bitter root gave birth to the pu-pu platter, with coconuts and other sweet foods as chasers.)

The garden, which offers self-guided tours, is an ethnobotanical wonder of both native and “canoe plants,” brought from other islands by Polynesians. More significantly, it is home to the Piilanihale Heiau, the largest ancient temple ruin in Hawaii, a brooding rock wall two and a half football fields long. Proof of its spiritual power are the rocks that visitors have taken as souvenirs and then sent back anonymously.

In Hawaiian legend, humans sprang from taro; today, the restoration of centuries-old rock taro terraces is a powerful cultural statement. On an interpretive hike given by Kipahulu Ohana, a nonprofit group dedicated to reviving native Hawaiian practices, including an organic taro farm, we were hiker-gatherers. We learned about the laxative effects of kikui nuts and how awa puhi ginger is used as shampoo (“that's why Paul Mitchell is so damn rich” said Keme Kanakaole, our guide). Then we entered a Gothic cathedral of bamboo, a silent forest.

“We kept our culture quiet because we thought that was the best way to save it,” said Sol Church, 30, who trains the guides. “Now we know we have to share it in order to preserve it.”

For non-natives, going native can be difficult to resist. Stephan Reeve's last cooked meal was a batch of acorns in Mendocino. Ten years ago, this matinee idol of self-sufficiency fled the mainland to grow tropical fruits, especially durian, for his entirely self-grown raw food “wackos” diet, in which he dines only on food plucked directly from trees — hundreds of them on 10 acres.

“I wanted to leave the United States,” he said as we plucked and gorged on impossibly luscious litchis. “This was as far as I got.”

He chose Hana for its air quality and lack of agricultural chemicals. His neighbors include a nuclear engineer, an electronics guru, a windmill repair man and Lowell Thomas Jr., a former lieutenant governor of Alaska. He is a scintillating conversationalist about plant ova deposits (really).

When he's hungry, he simply reaches for the matkuching fruit from Borneo, fetched by walking barefoot on the cool, cushiony peanut cover he has planted to thwart invasive grasses. For him, dining on home-grown fruit and nuts is a sensuous experience — an aesthetic high, really — that allows him to express his artistic soul.

“When you come here,” he observed, “you tend to feel grateful.”

Come Armageddon, I'm hanging on to his number.

WHERE ANCIENT WAYS ARE A WAY OF LIFE
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East Village

Dumplings for the Lord           By ADAM B. ELLICK

September 30, 2007

AS the sun rises over the imposing blue-green dome of the St. George Ukrainian Catholic Church on East Seventh Street near Third Avenue in the East Village, a small volunteer army of elderly women, many with shawls wrapped around their heads, descend into a nameless luncheonette across the street. The earliest arrivals limp in at 6 in the morning. Once inside, the women scurry around the chromed kitchen, colliding like slow-motion bumper cars.

Every Friday morning for more than three decades, these women have been hand-rolling 2,000 plump potato dumplings known as Ukrainian varenyky. The dumplings are then twice boiled, coated in a buttered onion sauce, and sold throughout the weekend. The annual proceeds of up to $80,000 go to the church, whose parish is more than a century old.

Varenyky have long been a traditional part of the diet for many of the 70,000 natives of Ukraine who live in the city, and who flock to the luncheonette on weekends from neighborhoods like Brighton Beach, Brooklyn, and Ozone Park, Queens.

Last spring, when four of the elderly women died, the luncheonette closed for several weeks and, like most of the institutions in a once-vibrant Slavic enclave that has since yielded to hipsters, seemed destined to vanish entirely. But on Sept. 9, after a summer of rest and contemplation, the remaining women returned and resumed their labors.

“They will say they won’t do it: ‘I’m not coming back, I’ve had enough of this, I’m tired, I’m worn out, I need to rest,’” said the Very Rev. Bernard Panczuk, the church’s pastor. “And the next week, you look, and they are back.”

Daria Kira, a freckled 85-year-old, embodies the resiliency of this group. She spent 20 days in the hospital last spring after leg surgery to treat cancer. But on the morning of Sept. 9, she woke up at 4 to ensure a timely arrival at the luncheonette’s reopening. The trip took 30 minutes.

Perhaps she came from Brooklyn? “No,” Ms. Kira replied with a sheepish laugh. “From Second and Houston.”

By 10 a.m., she was churning out tissue-thin slices of dough from an archaic wooden rolling machine that may predate its users, who range in age from 64 to “near 100.”

“My leg still hurts me,” said Ms. Kira, who had been on her feet for four hours. “But I work because it’s the church.”

Ms. Kira is chatty; some of her co-workers, among them Julia Warchola, a stern-faced 73-year-old, are less so. “No questions!” she barked at a visitor as she lifted a huge pot of boiling water. “Too much work to do.”

All but two of the women are widowed, and many of them tell harrowing tales about their early life in war-torn Eastern Europe.

Tekla Hnatyshyn, who is 78, watched her house burn when Polish Communists invaded Ukraine in 1946. She then toiled for 13 years on a Polish collective farm before making her way to Germany, and eventually to America. Other women have similar stories.

“Either you left Ukraine, or you went to Siberia,” said Oksana Lopatynsky, 67. “I was in a camp.”

Which camp, she was asked. Ms. Lopatynsky looked down at the dumpling she was pinching shut. “A bad one,” she muttered.

At noon, the room is transformed from kitchen to dining room. Besides dumplings, the luncheonette sells zeppelin-shaped stuffed cabbage called holubtsi ($2), spiced borscht served in a foam cup ($1), and coffee, honey and apple cake ($1), all to help finance the operations of the church and its private school, where 200 children study.

The marketing strategy of the luncheonette, which is next to McSorley’s Old Ale House, would strike many as more Communist than capitalist. From the sidewalk, the only trace of what lies inside the building is a laminated sheet of paper that hangs on a clothesline and reads: “Borscht, Varenyky, Holubtsi.” For the reopening, the women created a new sign containing only a little more English, the words “Welcome” and “Friday, Saturday, Sunday.”

Ukrainian immigrants first came to New York in the late 1800s. The elderly women at the luncheonette are part of the second generation, who escaped Stalinist rule and arrived after World War II. They were followed by the so-called glasnost generation, which emigrated after the collapse of Communism in 1991, and then by today’s “new rich” immigrants.

“They say they need help, but they have fur and leather coats, mobile phones, cars,” Stephanie Czerepanyn, at 64 the youngest volunteer, said of the new arrivals. “They buy homes in two years, and I’m still looking for a millionaire husband.”
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With Those Rim Views, What Blistering Feet and Heat?               By John Deiner

Sunday, September 30, 2007; P01
It was early afternoon in the bowels of the Grand Canyon, and after 6 1/2 hours hiking in 100-degree heat, death seemed like a good idea.

Or at least a nap. Mile after blistering mile down the Bright Angel Trail, we had trudged along, taking frequent breaks for salty snacks and water, dousing our shirts in brackish pools and sneaking breathers while pretending to admire the striated walls and gaping maws at our feet. Small boulders littered the path, and run-ins with mules carting tourists had left a distinctive whiff in the torrid air. What had started as a chatty quartet in the predawn hours on the South Rim was now a silent, exhausted foursome looking for the end of the trail.

It was a peculiarly perfect moment.
As we neared the Colorado River, the distance between us lengthened, with my wife taking up the rear 15 yards behind me. "Save yourself," Janet wheezed. "Somebody will find me later." A group of 20-somethings who'd sauntered smugly by hours earlier at Indian Garden, an oasis of cottonwood trees, picnic tables, running water and toilets, passed us on their way back to the South Rim. They looked absolutely miserable.

We were just sort of miserable, knowing full well that in a matter of minutes we'd be at Phantom Ranch, where we could pry off our hiking shoes for two days and relax. Sleep. Drink beer. Mingle with other hikers. Splash in Bright Angel Creek. Exult in our triumph and plot our trek to the North Rim.

Our friends Michael and Jenni, the only people we knew crazy enough to do this with us, led the charge (actually more of a glassy-eyed stumble) across Silver Bridge, a narrow span fording the Colorado. We ignored the river churning below us and focused on the path leading to the ranch.

A half-hour later, Michael collapsed into the last lower bunk of the men's dorm and started snoring. Beaten down by the sun and the rigors of the trail, we'd taken care to help each other out when ankles began to buckle and panting replaced conversation. But the heat had taken a particularly hard toll on Michael. From the sound of things, he'd be out for hours.

I was on my own. I stared forlornly at the bed above his, then took three painful steps up the ladder, my calves screaming in angry disbelief.

My legs refused to move any farther. Then, as I started to retreat, a hand reached out from the bunk below, positioned itself on my butt and gently pushed me onto the mattress.

* * *

Although more than 4.5 million people visit the Grand Canyon annually, fewer than 1 percent see the canyon from the ground up. Even fewer make it rim to rim, and it's easy to see why.

It's hard.

We made our descent on the 9 1/2 -mile Bright Angel, a steep, bumpy path replete with knee-knocking steps, mule poo and blood-curdling switchbacks. For the climb out of the big hole, we followed the 14-mile North Kaibab Trail, deceptively flat for seven miles before it climbs rapidly to the North Rim. What began as a pleasant stroll along a creek would become a heart-pounding ascent up thousands of feet on narrow, unforgiving cliff sides.

To prepare, I'd worn out a pair of sneakers on cardio equipment, walked six miles to work a half-dozen times, used less air conditioning to acclimate myself to the desert heat. My new hiking shoes were broken in a month ahead of time, and I overfilled my daypack with food, clothes and water to test the endurance of my spine, shoulders and spirit.

But just days before the smackdown, I finally cracked open "Hiking the Grand Canyon," a captivating, horrifying tome by author-photographer John Annerino. Jenni -- a rim-to-rim vet who probably could have cartwheeled down and up the trails if we hadn't been holding her back -- had painstakingly marked up the guidebook, her choppy script highlighting the important stuff. Under "Training" ("This section is good!"), I spied this quote from Mount Everest conqueror Edmund Hillary: "The only way to get in shape to climb mountains is to climb mountains."

Game over. Strolling down 13th Street for a few hours in July may be a sweaty challenge, but it's no Everest . . . or Grand Canyon. I arrived on the South Rim without climbing a mountain, or even considering it.

But there was never any question that we'd proceed, since the legwork before the legwork had been considerable. Phantom Ranch can sell out months in advance, and you have to book quick-to-fill rooms on either or both rims. Most meals at the ranch must be ordered ahead of time, and if you don't have a ride back to your starting point -- yep, more reservations. For our late-August trip, we started planning in September of last year. Oddly enough, all three places we stayed (Bright Angel Lodge, Phantom Ranch and Grand Canyon Lodge) had rooms or bunks available when we checked in because of late cancellations.

We didn't think twice about following groggily behind a mule team clomping along a narrow scarp or braving a pounding rain while we climbed a switchback. But not make reservations at the Grand Canyon in the summer? Now that's crazy.

* * *

Blister talk is popular at Phantom Ranch, a clot of tree-shaded stone buildings, campsites and corrals. So is anything having to do with trail mix, walking sticks and moleskin. Politics, sports, current events and what-do-you-do-for-a-living? Not so much.

After wondering how we'd kill a full day there, I still don't have a good answer. In a blink, it was over. We played dice games and napped, stretched our muscles and hiked back to see what the Colorado looked like while we were coherent, and ate family-style meals with people we didn't know and would never see again. With tiny pipistrelle bats flapping overhead, I watched as a full moon crept over the canyon, flooding the ranch with light like a beacon in a prison yard.

Later that night, having become a pro at scaling Mount Bunkbed, I lay in the dark and pondered the long haul ahead with more trepidation than expected. I remembered the words of Matt Slater, a ponytailed, highly excitable park ranger with a flair for the dramatic. During a geology tutorial, he'd implored his weary audience to focus on the positives.

"As you climb back to the rim, you may be afraid to look down. You'll plant your face against the cliff and close your eyes. But do me a favor and don't waste this opportunity," he pleaded. "Open your eyes. And look at the rocks."

For more than 11 hours up the North Kaibab Trail, I looked at the rocks, and the backsides of pack animals, and the epic topography of this Southwestern Mordor. I marveled at Janet's stamina and Jenni's unbounded enthusiasm and Michael's ability to crack wise when a thunderstorm threatened high on the path -- with no shelter in sight.

And I wondered how long my legs would hold up. Somewhere, somehow, I'd strained my left knee. It started as a nuisance throb about two miles out of Phantom Ranch. By the time we reached Cottonwood Campground, the trail's first major resting point and water source, the pain alternated between negligible and please-just-shoot-me excruciating. After discovering that skittering like a crab alleviated much of the discomfort, I settled into a rhythm and plodded along.

We came into contact with few other hikers that afternoon, but one of them -- a stocky Oregonian whom we called Major Tom for no other reason than that his name was Tom -- became our hero. Concerned that we didn't have a ride to the lodge at the North Rim (an additional two-mile hike from the trailhead), Major Tom promised us a lift in his rental. Then he shot ahead and disappeared from view, keeping in touch with a series of hoots and hollers that became increasingly fainter.

He kept his word. The first thing we saw when we emerged from the canyon was Major Tom, merrily waving his walking stick in the air. He seemed as happy as we were.

Weeks later, the sense of accomplishment remains palpable, and those three days in the canyon are so intricately carved into my brain that the Colorado might as well be flowing from one ear to the other. The knee? Still sore, and I can't look at my Merrells without wanting to rip out their laces.

But I love the smell of Ben-Gay in the morning. It smells like victory.
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The Southern Charm of Northern England            By Diane Roberts

Sunday, September 30, 2007; P01
I'm trying not to spill pinot grigio on the inlaid Georgian cabinet. Or the Elizabethan refectory table. This is the trouble with being at a party in an antiques shop: nowhere safe to put your glass.

But people here in the northern English village of Barnard Castle have a remarkably relaxed attitude toward their old and beautiful things, maybe because old and beautiful things are everywhere. The main street is lined with silvery stone houses, some dating from before the Tudors, warm in the honeyed light of Indian summer. The church of St. Mary, its graveyard overrun with hollies and wildflowers, was founded in 1130. There's a museum with everything from El Greco saints to the Queen Mum's hats, and rising above the wild River Tees, the medieval castle that is the town's namesake.

On an afternoon scented with plate-sized pink and white roses flopping over garden walls, Barnard Castle seems to belong to an England far from the noisy modernity of London -- even though the capital is only 2 1/2 hours away by train. Bob Jordan, owner of the antiques shop, and his wife, Gail, are welcoming friends, customers, whoever walks by on the street, to celebrate the expansion of his quietly elegant emporium.

Barnard Castle is an easy place to be. You can make new friends over a pint of bitter in the pub or find blessed solitude on a country walk along the river. You can explore Roman sites, medieval mansions and pretty churches, or you can eat your way through local game and fish at one of the town's excellent (but not formal) restaurants. There's shopping, too, for antiques, designer clothes and local crafts, and people-watching on the Bank, the town's main drag.

Sir Walter Scott, John Wesley, Richard III, Romans and Celtic warrior princesses hung around Barnard Castle. J.M.W. Turner painted here. Charles Dickens researched "Nicholas Nickleby" here. Yet despite this A-list history, Barnard Castle, about 45 miles north of York, is almost a secret, unfamiliar even to other Britons.

Visitors heading up the eastern side of England hit York and Durham for their great medieval cathedrals, then hang a left to the Lake District, 40 miles west, to commune with the poetical souls of Wordsworth and Coleridge. Every traveler worth his or her Lonely Planet guide knows Windermere, Grasmere and Hill Top, home of Beatrix Potter. The Lakes even have a tourist mascot, a rapping squirrel named M.C. Nuts throwing down a hip-hop version of Wordsworth's "I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud."

But the Northeast, especially the 25 miles of the Tees valley known as Teesdale, boasts no rhyming rodents, no ersatz attractions. Rebecca Jenkins, a writer who lives in Barnard Castle, says, "People nowadays think the Northeast is derelict coal mines and all sorts of nastiness, but it's glorious. Because there have always been large landowners up here, we've retained our rural character."

Jenkins has set her new mystery novel series in the area, so she knows it well. "We've everything in a small space," she says. "Moors, woodland, hills, waterfalls, Bronze Age sites, Roman sites, old abbeys, stately homes, the lot."

Deep Veins of History

The North of England is like the South in the United States. The rest of Britain enjoys making fun of the way Northerners talk and the allegedly strange food (black pudding and tripe) they eat. Northerners own guns and persist in fox hunting, despite its being outlawed; they revel in parochialism (the village five miles up the dale is considered foreign); and they are obsessed with the past.

As always with stereotypes, some elements are accurate -- at least accurate enough to make me, an American Southerner, feel at home. But the signal truth about the North of England in general, and Barnard Castle in particular, is that people are spectacularly friendly. If a Barneyite says you should stop by the house for a drink, he or she means it. I've been coming up to Barnard Castle since my friend Deborah Jenkins (Rebecca Jenkins's sister) bought a 300-year-old house here and fixed it up so exquisitely it would make Martha Stewart weep with envy. Americans are rare enough here to still be interesting. In my 20 years of visiting, I've never seen the place overrun with busloads of camera-toting tourists. Yet there are plenty of charming, often historic, places to stay, from bed-and-breakfast inns to elegantly decorated cottages.

Some of the links between England's North and America's South are on display in the churchyard of St. Mary's. I pick my way between plots and see Sparky, the luxurious, ink-black community cat, sitting on a grave marked "Eubank," washing her paws. Eubank is a familiar name, one of the many I see on these mossy headstones carved with grinning, scythe-wielding skeletons. Mortham, Hornsby, Snodgrass are names I also know from little towns throughout the South. Some of their kin sailed for America in the early 18th century. Bob Jordan says he noticed "loads of Teesdale names in Tennessee when I was traveling the States . . . especially Snodgrass."

Inside the church, you can see 900 years of English history just by turning your head: round-topped Norman arches from the 12th century, fussy Victorian windows, effigies of priests who lived at the time of Chaucer and regimental banners of the Durham Light Infantry dating from before the American Revolution, the silk now so worn you can see clean through the Union Jacks.

The castle that gives the town its name was an early fortification expanded in the early 13th century by Barnard de Balliol. To see Barnard's Castle in all its fierce, vertical glory, walk all the way down the Bank, past weavers' cottages on the right and Thorngate House, a graceful mansion, on your left. Between the two old mills (now upmarket flats) there's a footbridge across the river: You can look through the slats beneath your feet down to the cold Pennine Hill water rushing to the North Sea.

On the other side, turn left and follow the riverside path. Don't scare the ducks. In a minute you'll see the castle, thrusting out of a rocky outcrop above the Tees, its twilight-gray towers solid against the sky.

It's a ruin now, but you can imagine how intimidating it must have looked to Scots marauders, Northumbrian insurgents or other medieval troublemakers. The Roman legions used to ford the river at the bottom of the cliff. The road you see to the left? That was originally Roman; it's still straight as rain.

A French Confection

I ought to be contemplating the great sweep of Teesdale's history. Instead, my mind is on shopping. Barnard Castle is hog heaven for antiques aficionados. I stand in The Collector and fantasize about the manor house I'll buy when I win the Florida Lottery. I'll furnish it with that ruby and sapphire Persian carpet and that refectory table and the cabinet with flowers and the cupids.

I window-shop my way down the Bank, considering rosewood chairs, a Coalport service for 20, a ceramic plaque that reads "Prepare to Meet Thy God." In the Mission Hall, a mini-mall of antiques down toward the river, I covet a stuffed stoat, a Victorian rolling pin and a giant lustreware mug shining like copper.

If you want to learn more about lustreware -- much of it made in nearby Sunderland -- or Elizabethan woodwork or the right kind of Old Masters to hang in the manor house, just march back up the Bank to the Bowes Museum, the greatest conglomeration of art in the Northeast.

The first time I saw the Bowes, I thought I was having a weird French hallucination. There, on a high hill overlooking the Demesnes (the medieval common lands of Barnard Castle), was this huge Loire Valley chateau: mansard roof, floor-to-ceiling windows, boxwood knot gardens, the works. What happened was this: John Bowes, love child of a village girl and the Earl of Strathmore (kin to the late Queen Mother), married a French actress named Josephine Coffin-Chevalier in 1852. They both loved to shop. Their house began to fill up with acquisitions, so they built the Bowes to edify the locals and commemorate their stuff.

And what stuff it is: El Grecos, Goyas, Turners, Louis XV furniture, Belgian tapestries, Meissen porcelain, Bohemian glass. In two seconds you can go from a green and gold salon from the time of the Sun King to a high Victorian sitting room with William Morris patterns on every surface. This summer, there was a special exhibition of drawings from the Queen Mother's collection (she took her Bowes connection seriously), including pieces by Gainsborough and Lawrence and a lovely portrait of her by Augustus John, back when she was simply Lady Elizabeth Bowes-Lyon.

I take the shortcut back to the Bank through a narrow path by the churchyard, past the 19th-century schoolhouse and through the passageway underneath the old Broadgates Chapel, a Methodist meeting house. John Wesley preached there in 1765. I'm wondering if I have time for a walk up to Egglestone Abbey before dinner: It's less than a mile across impossibly green pasture, by hedgerows beginning to show the red berries of autumn and along the tree-shaded river.

I decide I'll go tomorrow instead and hike all the way to Rokeby. Once you make it to the gaunt and lovely 13th-century abbey ruins (Turner painted there on one of his trips to Teesdale), you can amble for a mile or so through the woods and get to the pumpkin-colored Rokeby Park, where Sir Walter Scott wrote a long historical poem. "Rokeby" got lousy reviews when it came out in 1813, turning Scott into a full-time novelist, but the Palladian house is well worth a tour.

If it's a fine day (northern weather can get fierce, but usually not till December), I'll take the track past the Dairy Bridge, where the Tees meets the River Greta, and on to Mortham Tower, a 700-year-old fortified house so ancient and serene that it seems to belong to some lost Arthurian epic. Walking along the banks of the Greta, maybe I'll have a drink and a ploughman's (bread, cheese and pickle) at the Morritt Arms, a nice country pub.

But that's tomorrow. Tonight is dinner at Blagraves.

Phantom Echoes

It's cool this evening, so owner-chefs Ken and Elizabeth Marley have lit a fire in the downstairs drawing room where Gail and Bob Jordan and I sit drinking a perfumey Medoc, eating tartlets of wild nettles and Cotherstone cheese (made in a village three miles up the dale) and trying to decide what to have for dinner. The menu at Blagraves changes often, reflecting the seasons: venison, pheasant, pigeon, salmon (lots of hunting and fishing around here), plus local beef and lamb.

Upstairs in the dining room, we feast on asparagus, rabbit terrine, trout and guinea fowl as Bob explains that Blagraves House was built in 1483 and belonged to Richard III -- as did the castle and most of the lands around here. You can still see his heraldic emblem, the Boar Passant -- that is, with one trotter raised -- on the south wall of the house.

For dessert there's homemade ice cream and sticky toffee pudding (the most sublime use of sugar known to man), but I'm having the lemon posset with fresh berries. We move onto the subject of ghosts: Bob and Gail's house has a phantom staircase that some spirit clunks up and down; the old Manor House down the Bank has an angry maidservant from several centuries ago who makes pinging noises in empty rooms; Blagraves may be haunted by Oliver Cromwell, who spent a night here in 1648, and a ghost kitty cat. The feline spectre apparently rubs up against diners' legs and when they look, there's nothing there.

"Maybe it's just Sparky," Gail says.

Bob speculates that the tunnels that run under the Bank, used in innkeeping times as a way to move beer barrels when the road above was covered in snowdrifts, might give rise to some of the stories of hauntings, with strange noises apparently coming from nowhere. Some of the tunnels are ancient and may reach as far as the castle or the medieval monastic buildings by the river.

Bob says he thinks history leaves a sort of imprint on places and people, an echo. "It's like we have some memory genes passed on by our ancestors. Could be why you feel so at home in certain places."

Could be this is why I feel so at home in Barnard Castle: It's those Southern memory genes calling back across the Atlantic to the place whence they came.

Diane Roberts last wrote for Travel about Tallahassee.
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Once Again, White Is the New White           By ROBIN GIVHAN

Sunday, September 30, 2007; M01
MILAN

The spring 2008 fashion shows, which ended Friday in Milan and continue this week in Paris, went off as usual, with a mob of breathless editors and retailers surging through the streets of the Italian fashion capital in search of the next new thing. The models were the typical young thoroughbreds, some of them still in their gawky teenage years and not yet at ease with the striking features that have propelled them into the spotlight.

And, as usual, models of color were an uncommon sight.
At the Jil Sander show, for example, the models were so homogeneous that they were virtual clones: overwhelmingly tall, thin, pale and with hair ranging from platinum blond to honey blond to the occasional warm brunette. There is such a runway tradition of "white preferred" at this house -- going back to when its namesake was at the helm and continuing with current designer Raf Simons -- that one wonders whether anyone at Jil Sander has noticed that brown people actually exist.

Similar whiteouts occurred on the runways of Prada and Marni in Milan and at Calvin Klein in New York. The explanation for these choices always comes down to aesthetics, which is a designer's prerogative. The models have been chosen because they fit easily into the samples. Because they have a certain look. Because they convey a single, uninterrupted message on the runway. Because they do not distract from the clothes.

The average person might find it difficult to commiserate with a 21-year-old black girl's complaint that she doesn't get to sashay in expensive clothes before an audience of dilettantes. If modeling is ultimately all about the luck of the gene pool -- the right height, the right chin, the right eyes -- how does one argue that anyone has a claim on a successful career doing it?

But sitting along the runway in Europe, surrounded by an international audience, one realizes the power the fashion industry has in shaping our vision of beauty. A single room contains the imagemakers: the designer, magazine editors, photographers and stylists whose job it is to tell you how you'll want to look in six months. They sell fantasy, romance, sex appeal and power through their glossy images. They bombard the public with information about what is mainstream and what is subversive, about what is rarefied and what is dross.

We put beauty on a pedestal as something admirable, desirable and valuable. Beauty -- unfairly or not -- has its privileges. And by defining which people are beautiful and which people are simply invisible, the fashion industry helps determine how much cultural currency someone has at his or her disposal.

This isn't the first season that black women have gone missing from the runway. Styles go in and out of favor and so do models. But ever since the demise of the supermodel in the early '90s, the fashion industry has been stubbornly unwilling to make room for more than one black model per show. Other than the occasional star -- Naomi Campbell, Liya Kebede and now Chanel Iman -- black women go unrepresented.

The topic of diversity in fashion entered the conversation anew thanks to industry veteran Bethann Hardison. Just after the New York runway shows ended, she organized a town hall meeting and invited models such as Campbell, Kebede and Iman to participate, along with editors, photographers, agents and others in the industry.

Hardison, who is black, worked as a model in the 1970s. She ran her own model agency and guided the career of Tyson Beckford during his days as the iconic face of Polo Ralph Lauren menswear.

At Hardison's urging, African American designer Tracy Reese talked about the difficulty of getting model agencies to send her black women. Agents complained that some designers won't even consider black models for their shows. Editors of publications aimed at black consumers described the politics of booking models for their covers. Some black models fear being pigeonholed as too ethnic, a label that can prevent them from being featured prominently in more mainstream publications. And a lawyer dissected the difference between making an aesthetic choice, which is legal, and a biased one, which is not.

Ultimately, it's hard to know precisely where to place the blame, of which there is plenty to go around.

People seem to understand the power of Hollywood to shape opinion about America and Americans on a global stage. Italian Americans have long argued that the movie industry's relentless portrayal of them as Mafiosi promoted an inaccurate and damaging stereotype.

The NAACP demanded more positive and more diverse representations of blacks in film and on television. If every black person is portrayed as a criminal, an unwed mother, a delinquent father or a buffoon, they said, that sends the wrong message to global consumers of American culture. Even Oprah Winfrey chimed in, noting that the characters on "Friends" didn't seem to know any black people.

So what happens if women of color are not included in the conversation about beauty and femininity? What happens when those lighthearted stories about how to apply the latest shades in makeup never include examples of ebony skin? Or when the most influential designers say through their aesthetic choices that dark skin is not part of their vision? Audiences applaud and cheer the landmark diversity introduced on television by "Ugly Betty" and its fictional Mode magazine, but no one is objecting to the lack of diversity at real fashion magazines.

Some of the most enduring cultural images have come from the fashion industry. The glossy black and white pictures of wavy-haired ladies in pumps and day dresses defined the conservative and formal '50s. The pictures of Twiggy with stick-straight hair and wearing a miniskirt call to mind the '60s with their emphasis on youth and the sexual revolution. There is no better shorthand for the 1980s than the image of a woman with her hair teased high and shoulder pads bulking her up to the size of a linebacker.

Some of the most provocative statements about youth, sexuality and aging have been made in the name of fashion -- Brooke Shields in her Calvins, Dove's Real Women campaign, Benetton's multicultural advertisements. Those images endure in our memory and help us understand the world around us. And when whole groups of people are left out of the picture, our world view is equally diminished.
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Mothers of invention                                              PART 1
Reporter Michael Valpy travels to Cape Cod to explain how a bizarre religious group fabricated by two charismatic women sparked controversy and alleged abuse at an elite Ontario private school       by MICHAEL VALPY

From Saturday's Globe and Mail

October 6, 2007 at 12:00 AM EDT

ORLEANS, MASS. — They were two overweight boozing housewives who hid their drinking, their harridan brawling and their lesbian affair from all but a few obeisant servants. They lived like royalty with a private plane at their command, a Jaguar, a Bermuda estate and a flat in England.

In private, they read cheap magazines, consumed vast amounts of food, fought physically and shrieked at each other for hours on end.

Publicly, they consorted with important figures in American politics and society, and met Pope John Paul II for a chummy chat.

And having founded an ultra-authoritarian Christian community that attracted the wealthy, the successful and often the mind-bruised to their compound on Massachusetts's Cape Cod peninsula, they reached across the border to embrace Grenville Christian College, the private Ontario school now the subject of great controversy, and a naive hierarchy of the Anglican Church of Canada.

These were the Mothers, as the two women styled themselves. The prioresses of the Community of Jesus. Mother Cay Andersen, who ran a bed and breakfast with her building contractor husband Bill at the picturesque Orleans cove of Rock Harbor — until she met up with Mother Judy Sorensen, who, with her wealthy financier husband, also called Bill, had a summer cottage two miles away at Crystal Lake.

Their partnership, amazing in its audacity and charismatic despotism, produced the multimillion-dollar faith-based community that continues today under the mantra, "There's nothing more beautiful than a life of obedience."

Mother Cay died 19 years ago and Mother Judy has largely moved offstage, replaced by the equally authoritarian, more intelligent but less charismatic Mother Betty Pugsley.

But the religious dogma they stitched together out of their imaginations and the twists and turns of their own lives is what lies behind the current Anglican Church inquiry and Ontario Provincial Police criminal investigation into allegations of 20 years of psychological, physical and sexual abuse of students at the recently closed Grenville, located near Brockville.

As a close relative of one of the founding Mothers, speaking on condition of anonymity, put it: "Everything at Grenville was right out of the Cay and Judy playbook."

In fact, the community at Cape Cod and the staff of the private boarding school on the St. Lawrence River were one organic body for several years longer than has been owned up to. Representatives for the community and the school said the two drifted apart in 1997 once headmaster Charles Farnsworth, an Anglican priest and devoted acolyte of the founding Mothers, was nudged into retirement. But a letter from Mother Betty in 2000 reminded school staff that "the vows [to the Community of Jesus] taken by many at Grenville" — among other things, swearing obedience to the group's leaders — still applied.

For at least two decades, the regimes of autocratic leadership purporting to represent the will of God, absolute submissiveness from members, apocalyptic sin-drenched theology, bizarre abhorrence of sex and reported degradation and maltreatment of adults and children at each venue were identical, hidden behind a veneer of genteel respectability and high-society schmoozing abetted by Anglican priests and prelates as well as, in the U.S., clergy from other supposedly liberal mainline Protestant denominations.

What is surprising, maybe even astonishing, is that Community of Jesus control over Grenville was first reported in the U.S. media more than 25 years ago during a periodic journalistic branding — there have been five since the 1970s — of the organization as a mind-control cult.

Yet, in Canada, Grenville has been seen as nothing other than an elite private school associated with Ontario's WASP moneyed class and the Anglican Church — until this past summer when abuse allegations surfaced shortly after the school announced at the end of July that it was closing because of declining enrolment and rising costs.

How the two images of Grenville operated side by side for so long may never be clear.

How the Mothers of Cape Cod got such a grip on so many rich, well-educated and psychologically hurting people opens up a fascinating excursion into North American culture and the human psyche.

How a faith of love — as Christianity generally is thought to be — could be construed as a licence for physical beatings, for removing children from their families to avoid having them "idolatrized" by their parents in violation of the Second Commandment, and for ritualistic psychological humiliation and other "disciplines" to avoid and eradicate sin maybe doesn't bear thinking about.

On the other hand, how the Anglican Church of Canada became a party to all this is worth looking into.

Instant attraction

Cay Andersen was an abusive, foul-tempered, hard-drinker plagued with childhood illnesses and later afflictions that marked her adult life — hepatitis A, chorea (an abnormal involuntary movement disorder also known as St. Vitus Dance) and petit mal seizures.

Although not nominally a churchgoer, she became attracted to a faith-healing group at the Episcopal Church of the Holy Spirit in Orleans where, in the summer of 1958, she met the vivacious, articulate, attractive Judy Sorensen, who vacationed with her husband and four children on the Cape, and was acquiring a reputation as a charismatic healer.

Cay was 45; Judy was 31.

According to Peter Andersen, Cay's adopted son, who is now a lay Roman Catholic counsellor in Vancouver, the physical attraction between the two women was immediate, soon evolving into a sexual relationship initiated by Cay.

The two also connected intellectually, became leaders of a prayer circle of local housewives called the Rock Harbor Fellowship and subsequently launched what a family member described as "the Cay and Judy act," which they presented to Protestant congregations in Massachusetts, Connecticut and New York.

Cay would berate Judy for her sins — a rough forerunner of Community of Jesus "light sessions," stressing confession of sin in self and confrontation of sin in others (although it was always Judy's sins, never Cay's, that were confronted and confessed). After which Judy would single out someone in the congregation and make some amazing observation about the individual's personality and past — thereby providing, said the family member, "six years' worth of psychotherapy in 10 minutes. Judy was at the genius level at reading people and those who heard her were just stunned."

In 1961, with Cay and Judy now engaged full-time in their ministry, the Sorensens moved into the Andersens' bed-and-breakfast, called Rock Harbor Manor — a practical move, said Peter Andersen, given the women travelled a great deal and Bill Sorensen was away all week at his job in Boston.

"Dad was gone to work by 6:30, and Judy would get up and go into Cay's bed," Mr. Andersen said. "I was told always to knock before I went in."

In the early 1960s, Cay and Judy befriended Corrie ten Boom, a Dutch evangelical minister who had sheltered Jews from the Nazis. She introduced them to Mother Basilea and Mother Martyria, who in 1947 had founded the Evangelical Sisterhood of Mary in Darmstadt, Germany, with the objective of making Germans repent for their wartime sins and employing much of the strict "discipline" and psychological sin-scouring later embraced by the Community of Jesus.

Cay and Judy decided to create a satellite community of the sisterhood. First, Mother Martyria paid an advisory visit to Rock Harbor. Then came Mother Basilea, bringing four nuns from her sisterhood in 1968 to form the nucleus of a religious community. Judy started having a sexual affair with one of the nuns and was considering running off with her, which infuriated Cay, by then fighting with her on a regular basis.

Mother Basilea ordered all three to Darmstadt for counselling and harsh spiritual correction. Peter Andersen said Judy stayed for six months, but his mother tired of it and left earlier. It was 1969.

"Cay said, 'We're going to do this 'community thing' better. We can do it better than these people.' " And so the Community of Jesus was born, incorporated under Massachusetts law the following year.

Cay's hope was that Peter, whom she idolized and who had joined the Darmstadt community as a monk in 1967, would return to Rock Harbor. But he didn't like his mother and chose to stay in Germany for 10 years, a decision that shattered her. He recalled Mother Basilea telling him to hate his parents and dictating a letter to send home that was "deeply hurtful" to them.

Mr. Andersen said he is certain the community's rule instituted by his mother and Judy Sorensen — whom Cay dominated — that removed children from their parents so they would not be "idolatrized" stemmed from his decision not to come home from Germany. If Cay Andersen was deprived of her child, so would everyone else: a generation of families fractured in the name of purity of faith.

"In a lot of ways, I reproach myself," Mr. Andersen said.

Flower-power fallout

University of Toronto theologian David Reed, an expert on cults and new religious movements, points out that the Community of Jesus in its picturesque, idyllic setting — and other such communities — quickly gained favour in the seventies as a counterculture alternative to the rampant individual freedoms and sexual liberation of the prior decade.

"What you sometimes get is a kind of conservative overreaction," he said. "The whole community movement was a reaction to the hyper-individualism that they inherited." The fallout from flower power and too many summers of love.

As word of the community's formation spread through New England and across the United States, a handful of single women became the first to join, followed by young academics and professionals, people from business and government, and the socialite elite, refugees from the drug culture and hippiedom, many carrying the wounds of troubled and unhappy childhoods and looking for certainty in life, for rules, structure and something to belong to.

A 1985 article in Boston magazine characterized the C of J members as a "roll call … from the Social Register and Who's Who" — executives or children of executives of major corporations, an ex-chairman of the global accounting firm that is now Ernst & Young and former president of the U.S. Chamber of Commerce, an ex-assistant defence secretary, a former senior editor from Doubleday, family scions of Texas oil and agriculture money, the daughter of a former president of the New York Stock Exchange, a Rockefeller heiress (Isabel Lincoln Elmer, self-styled Cinderella Rockefeller), celebrity Christians such as Jeff and Carrie Buddington, former hippie drug dealers featured in Life magazine, and young clergyman Peter Marshall, son of the U.S. Senate chaplain made famous by his mother Catherine's bestseller, A Man Called Peter.

They bought, or built, picture-postcard clapboard houses — average current value: $1.2-million — around the Andersens' bed-and-breakfast, which was enlarged and renovated into the community's retreat house, now called Bethany. Boston magazine described the 35-acre compound as "utopian, like a Norman Rockwell Eden, with neither gull dropping nor stray twig to defile the neat lawns and walkways." A luxury apartment for Mothers — as they were now called — Cay and Judy was installed above the community's chapel.

A 1985 Boston Herald article, quoting a community defector who had been close to the Mothers, described the apartment as "equipped with every amenity — sauna, hot tub, luxurious carpets and furnishings and modern electronic equipment that allows them to hear, and in some places see, everything that goes on in the 10-acre compound." The bedroom contained a single, large bed.

The defector, Heidi Laser, now dead, told the newspaper that when she happened across the Mothers fighting, they would tell her that "we are fighting for the body of Christ" or "we are fighting because someone is in sin."

Ms. Laser said that, despite community rules discouraging drinking and prohibiting it altogether on community grounds, the women would have sisters smuggle bottles of beer and wine up to their apartment wrapped in blankets so nothing would be heard by people praying in the chapel below. (The Mothers acknowledged that they drank, but denied that it was ever to excess.)

Community rules denounced homosexuality, and forbade dating and courtship without the Mothers' approval. Married couples were prohibited from engaging in oral sex. Women and teenage girls could not wear pants, only long skirts.

"Light sessions" were the daily fabric of community life. Wives were encouraged to hit their husbands in the relentless pursuit of confronting sin. Families were ordered frequently — and at a moment's notice — to move to different houses. Children were regularly taken from their parents, placed with other couples and ordered not to speak with their mothers and fathers.

The children of Judy Sorensen's own daughter, Jill, at one time being groomed for community leadership, were taken away while she was recovering from serious surgery. She later left the community.

At any given time, there were 10 to 12 resident clergy. The Mothers had wanted the community designated as an Episcopal — Anglican — religious order with the church's stamp of approval, but the Episcopal bishop of Massachusetts refused.

There were, however, two Anglican "episcopal visitors" to the community through the seventies and eighties, reported Boston magazine: "Bishop Anselm Genders of Bermuda, where the Community runs a 50-acre wilderness estate, and former Bishop Henry Hill of Ontario, home of Grenville Christian College, a secondary school run according to Community principles by Community members."

17
Mothers of invention                                              PART 2
THE CANADIAN CONNECTION

In 1969, three pastors and their wives came together to run the Berean School in Canada in a handsome, half-century-old stone building just east of Brockville, leased and later purchased from the Roman Catholic Redemptorist Order.

Berean is Christian code for a number of Protestant sects that take a fundamentalist, or literalist, approach to scripture — a reference to the city of Berea mentioned in the Bible's Book of Acts whose inhabitants "eagerly examined the scriptures every day to see whether … things were so."

In this case, the school was loosely associated with the evangelical Berean Fellowship of Dallas, which preached the gospel by sending out missionaries, encouraging the creation of faith schools and running a local TV station.

The three pastors and their spouses were:

George Snure and his wife, Jan. He was ordained in a small, conservative Protestant church in Hamilton and didn't stay long at the school.

Charles Farnsworth and his wife, Betty, were part of the Berean Fellowship. He was ordained as a Pentecostal minister, although raised in a wealthy Episcopal family from Atlanta.

Alistair Haig and his wife, Mary. He was a University of Toronto graduate and a United Church minister. The couple came to Brockville via Belleville's United Church Albert College — where Mr. Haig's stint as principal had been less than appreciated because of his evangelist theology and inclination toward speaking in tongues — as well as working with Norman Vincent Peale in New York and running a financially unsuccessful girls school on Long Island.

When the Berean Fellowship broke up at the beginning of the seventies, the pastors changed the school's name to Grenville Christian College. Many of the teachers who had come to the institution to prepare for being overseas missionaries simply stayed on, their numbers swelled by Berean missionaries abroad who found themselves with nowhere else to go but Grenville.

The school was beset with structural and financial problems and a fractious staff community. Mary Haig urged her husband to consult the Cape Cod Mothers, whom the couple had first met in 1961 when they stayed with Mary's parents in Toronto. Later, the Mothers visited the Haigs in Belleville and prayed, successfully, for the family dog's recovery from distemper.

Al and Mary Haig invited the Mothers to Grenville in 1973. They arrived in their motorhome with an entourage of clergy, assembled the staff of about 100 and spoke the words that, according to Mr. Haig, in his 1980 autobiography Headmaster, changed Grenville forever and cemented it to the Community of Jesus.

"Judy spoke first. 'God has given us a scripture first to describe what He is about to do here. The axe is laid to the root of the trees. This college is like a twisted tree that must be hewn to its very roots, in order that a tall, straight fruit-bearing tree can grow in its place.

" 'Your methods, your way of doing things, your philosophy of education, your ways of dealing with young people, your opinions, your plans have failed. It's time to start all over again — this time, God's way.' "

Their visit stretched to two weeks. The community's theology was preached around the clock: death to self, death to pride, jealousy, disobedience, self-centredness, self-satisfaction, willfulness. "All these are enemies of God," Cay said, "and stop His life from flowing on this campus."

The school needed church structure, the Mothers said, which Anglicanism provided. Anglican liturgy should be introduced straight away into the school chapel as had been introduced into the community's chapel. Plans were laid for the entire staff to visit Cape Cod in the summer for a two-week retreat — an event repeated annually for the next 20 years.

The Mothers, in short, took over with a dazzling coup d'école.

Al Haig and Charles Farnsworth visited Brockville's Anglican church and arranged for copies of the Anglican liturgical Book of Common Prayer. They asked the priest in the nearby village of Maitland about becoming Anglican clergy themselves. He directed them to the diocesan bishop, Henry Hill, a man fond of monastic religious communities.

Bishop Hill was given a full description of the teachings of Mothers Cay and Judy that were being implemented at Grenville. According to one well-informed observer, he was warned that some of it, to say the least, didn't square with Anglican doctrine, but indicated he wouldn't listen to criticism of what was being done at Grenville.

By 1976, the pastors, their wives, the staff and their teenage children had all been confirmed by Bishop Hill as Anglicans. He then arranged for Mr. Haig and Mr. Farnsworth to be fast-track ordained as Anglican priests, a highly unusual arrangement that required approval by the otherwise famously astute Lewis Garnsworthy, then archbishop of Toronto.

The ordination was carried out in Kingston's Anglican cathedral on Sept. 29, 1977. The Community of Jesus chaplain, Episcopal priest Arthur Lane, preached the sermon.

The Anglican flag was hoisted in front of the school.

Meanwhile, all but a handful of the Grenville staff community swore vows of obedience to the Community's teaching and submissiveness to the Mothers. Staff children deemed to be "rebellious" or "haughty" suddenly found themselves shipped to Cape Cod for spiritual correction. Cape Cod children similarly were shipped to Grenville.

The Mothers subsequently deemed Al Haig to be unsatisfactory and he was pushed out as headmaster in the early 1980s. His conscience was said to bother him regarding some of the things done at the school. He and his wife divorced and she moved to the Cape Cod Community and remarried. He now lives north of Toronto and refuses to be interviewed.

According to former senior staff and students, Charles Farnsworth became the Mothers' all-powerful Grenville deputy, running the place with a feared inner circle of staff known as the A-team and ordering light sessions for students and staff at all hours of the day, abrupt relocations of staff families and removal of their children from their care.

He was known to prowl the school grounds until 2 or 3 in the morning, taking notes, and to scan the campus through binoculars during the day — echoes of the Mothers' reported electronic surveillance equipment.

When Mother Cay died in 1988, he was one of four priests who officiated at her funeral. Nine years later, he himself was edged out of the headmaster's job, reportedly with the approval of Mother Betty Pugsley.

Now, the school is closed, and complaints about Mr. Farnsworth and others have been made to the police and the church. The Community of Jesus, its representatives say, has moved beyond certain past behaviour and is as vibrant as ever.

However, former members say that little has changed, that the Community is deeply in debt after building a huge new chapel and that virtually all the original families have been fractured as members have left. Numbers have shrunk, they say, to about 270 from 350. Signs at the site warn would-be visitors the facility is closed due to construction. All that is missing is the Kool-Aid, Peter Andersen has written on an anti-cult website, a reference to the Jonestown tragedy years ago.

As for Grenville, there certainly were young men and women who attended the school, had a fine experience, received a good education and were untouched by what went on. But there were many others for whom that was not the case, former students too embarrassed to tell their parents what they experienced (those with parents they could talk to) and too troubled still to talk about the culture of fear.

Stephen Heder, the former director of Grenville County's Family and Children's Services agency, said he heard rumours that things weren't right at the school, but no one laid a complaint. Brockville's local newspaper investigated, but was warned off publishing a story by its lawyers and lawyers for the school.

The Ontario Ministry of Education has said its responsibility ended with checking who was enrolled and whether the school was following the proper curriculum.

And what did the top clergy, the lieutenant-governors and high government officers and wealthy parents who came to Grenville to be wined and dined by its headmasters, hand out prizes and make graduation speeches see over all those years? Nothing.

Now, 34 years after the Mothers' celebrated motorhome visit, the diocesan Anglican bishop, George Bruce, is finally asking questions. And so are the police.

Michael Valpy is a Globe and Mail writer.
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Sailings bring together motorcycle buffs, knitting freaks and nudists         By Shivani Vora

Updated: 12:43 p.m. ET Oct. 5, 2007

Audrey Ribarich had been on over 20 cruises, including ones through the Mediterranean, along the Alaskan coast and down the Rhine. Though she loved the idea of again setting sail, she was bored with standard offerings she found. So when Ribarich, a 58-year-old motorcycle enthusiast, heard about a cruise for bikers, she perked up.

"I was tired of the same old cruise scene," she says. "This one seemed like a unique kind of trip, since it was for motorcycle nuts like me."

She and her husband, also a rider, took the seven-day cruise called Hogs on the High Seas through the Caribbean last year. In between stops at Grand Cayman, Ocho Rios in Jamaica and Cozumel, they dressed in leather pants and vests along with 1,500 other riders, participated in contests to win $250,000 worth of motorcycle accessories, and viewed an onboard exhibit of 20 new bikes.

Ribrach's is one of a growing number of niche cruises catering to travelers seeking more than a week's worth of buffet dinners, shuffleboard and crowded casinos.

"There is a greater awareness overall today about cruising," says Terry L. Dale, president and CEO of the Cruise Lines International Association (CLIA), a trade organization. "With that awareness comes a rise in niche and uniquely themed cruises."

According to CLIA, 12.5 million passengers worldwide took a cruise in 2006. This is an increase from 8.65 million passengers in 2002.

As the cruising industry grows, experts say that it increasingly lends itself to themed trips.

Geek Cruises, for instance, a niche cruise company in Palo Alto, Calif., this year is running eight themed cruises, including one for chess players and another for Shakespeare fans. Neil Bauman, owner of the company, says his revenue has increased 50 percent each year for the last three years.

Carnival Cruises is also increasing its number of themed itineraries.

"We're finding that cruise customers are willing to go on specifically targeted trips around their interests, and we've seen a lot of growth in the area," says Vance Gulliksen, public relations manager for the cruise line.

Carnival has cruises with a Christian theme, a health and wellness theme, and several with sports themes, such as one with members of the Detroit Tigers.

King Of Cruises

One of its most unusual offerings is a four-night Elvis Tribute Cruise, which was held this summer for the first time. The second cruise will take place next August and will sail from New Orleans to Cozumel.

The ship becomes a floating Graceland for 2,000 Elvis devotees. Jerry Schilling, described as having been Elvis' best friend, is host. The trip recreates five of the King's favorite performance venues — including Memphis, Las Vegas and Hawaii — and features Q&A sessions with 28 artists who have worked with him.

Cutouts of Elvis are all over the ship, a movie theater plays Elvis flicks all day long and there's a contest for the best Elvis impersonation by a passenger. Each afternoon from 3 p.m. to 4 p.m., the ship has a breakfast bar, since that's when the King woke up and ate his first meal of the day.

If you're a creative type, you might enjoy the Great Balls of Yarn Knitting Cruise, an eight-day trip sailing in February 2008 through Belize and Honduras. It was started two years ago by Robin Turner, owner of a chain of knitting stores in Florida called Great Balls of Yarn. The journey brings together 100 knitting enthusiasts, along with a prominent figure in the knitting world. Next year, Lily Chin who is the author of several knitting books will be the guest. During the two days when the ship is at sea, Chin will teach six-hour knitting workshops on technique.

Turner also has a staff of five onboard who assist novices and arrange meeting spots throughout the ship for different levels of knitters. Guests learn how to make a different kind of garment each day. There are also two cocktail parties cum yarn sales.

Many niche trips take place as subsets of larger, conventional cruises offered by Royal Caribbean, Holland America or Norwegian. The Great Balls of Yarn cruise, for example, is part of a Norwegian cruise that accommodates 2,000 passengers. Sometimes, however, groups take over a whole ship.

That's the case if you take a cruise with Bare Necessities, a company that offers clothing-optional travel. It charters an entire ship for three sailings a year. A May 2008 trip for 172 nudists will spend two weeks in the South Pacific. Though nudity isn't mandatory, a company representative says that 95 percent of clients choose to cruise in the buff. Activities such as yoga classes, scuba diving and snorkeling are all done in the nude. (Gentlemen, be careful handling those lobsters!) The only place clothes are required is in the dining room, for hygiene.

Pricewise, unique cruises can vary depending on the kind of ship you're on, the level of room you book and the surcharge for the special theme. For example, Hogs on the High Seas takes place on Royal Caribbean. Staying in an inner stateroom costs $1,734 for two people. Book the Royal Suite with a balcony, and the price jumps to $8,400.

With offbeat offerings such as these, "snooze" and "cruise" no longer need be synonymous.

© 2007 Forbes.com         © 2007 MSNBC.com
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The manufactured meal

This holiday weekend revolves around a family dinner that never changes. Or does it? John Allemang deconstructs the Thanksgiving menu and finds that it seems wholesome and true to the past but is riddled with surprises, few of them pleasant ones         BY JOHN ALLEMANG

October 6, 2007 at 12:00 AM EDT

Thanksgiving dinner, we like to imagine, is the one moment in the year when time can be made to stand still. In a busier, noisier, crazier world, where change is to be embraced rather than feared, everyone craves that still point of mealtime communion where the old ways can be revived.

Tradition, that daunting word by which all Thanksgivings are measured, is a dead weight almost everywhere else. But when the autumn harvest festival returns in its entirely predictable way, it's hard not to give thanks: As long as some ancestral values can be made to last, even if it's just the handed-down family recipe for turkey stuffing, we're connected in a way the tradition-deniers will never know.

It's a reassuring thought for anxious times, and on the surface, everything about Thanksgiving stays much the same — even the Tofurkey vegans find a way to join in. But the reality of the food world is that everything is in flux. Thanksgiving endures, but the meal is subject to the restless whims of scientists, politicians, marketing executives, dietary crusaders and those fickle creatures known as consumers who can't make up their minds about what they really want.

So you want to believe that Thanksgiving is a timeless thing? Consider this simple holiday meal, a recipe for change if ever there was one.

Thanksgiving dinner circa 1942

TO START

Smoke Salmon

Thanksgiving likes to claim aboriginal origins alongside its harvest-festival leanings, so let's begin with a food that is one of the more successful culinary achievements of the first peoples. Of course, much has changed since B.C. natives first showed off their salmon-preserving smoke to European interlopers. These days, your delicate, buttery, paper-thin appetizer is far more likely to have started out on a fish farm than in the wild, and what many diners don't know is that much Canadian-made smoked salmon begins with frozen fish from Chile. Kim Dormaar of the award-winning Medallion Smoked Salmon in Ebenezer, PEI, prefers fresh deepwater Newfoundland caged salmon and pays upward of three times what larger producers do for their previously frozen fish, which are mushier because of cell-wall breakdown. The more industrial approach to processing salmon depends on liquid smoke or smoke-soaked pads to impart flavour. Mr. Dormaar chooses to cold-smoke his fish over PEI alder, a wood used in native sweat-lodge ceremonies and traditionally prized for its medicinal properties as much as for its salmon-enhancing aromas.

Mixed Greens

Salad before the main course or after? The more pressing question with our greens may be: Are they really all that good for you if they've been trucked in from California? Environmental politics are never far from the table these days, and even Thanksgiving's throwback side has to defer to the modern preoccupation with food-miles. But here's the problem: If you want to do the right thing and eat organic greens, there's a good chance they will come from the massive Earthbound Farm in California's Salinas Valley. The company grows 80 per cent of the organic lettuce produced in the United States, and its plastic boxes of fresh-cut, washed salad mix are widely available in Canada, thanks to technology that uses inert gas to maintain the little arugula's crispness in temperature-controlled transport. Big isn't bad — Earthbound's rejection of pesticides and petrochemical fertilizers is a model for industrial farming. But it's not just the 100-mile diet crowd who question the wisdom of turning organic salad into a transcontinental convenience food with an extra-long shelf life. "For every calorie of salad you eat," notes Michael Pollan, author of the forthcoming In Defense of Food, "getting it to the East Coast takes 57 calories of fossil-fuel energy. Moving all that water across the continent — and that's essentially what you're doing with salad greens — may not be the wisest thing."

And as for that extra-virgin olive oil in your vinaigrette, be suspicious if the usual fruity, peppery flavours are missing and it instead smells the slightest bit like cucumber or has a metallic note or a hint of greasiness. These off-putting qualities are among the 16 designated by the European Union as official taste flaws and potential signs of fraud, a huge problem in an industry that sees profit potential in the Mediterranean Diet (a modern construct virtually created and expensively promoted by none other than the International Olive Oil Council).

It's common enough in the extra-virgin business to mask the true country of origin, so that North African or Turkish oil comes across as Italian. Greedier tricksters blend in cheaper vegetable oils and add colouring and flavouring. Even the European Union's vaunted lab testing proved ineffective at catching the perps, which is why all those cucumbery, greasy so-called olive oils must be weeded out, one hopes, by expert tasting panels.

THE MAIN EVENT

Turkey

Nothing could be further from its traditional beginnings than the big bird itself. The modern turkey, even before the patented Butterball margarine mixture is stuck under the skin or the unwanted dark meat is transformed into high-sodium processed turkey loaf, bears little resemblance to the bird of 50 years ago, let alone to its wild ancestor. Thanks to an aggressively single-minded breeding program, Tom Turkey has become a breast-meat beast, unable to mate with his female counterpart because of all that low-fat white stuff modern consumers prefer on their festive occasions. Heirloom breeds of turkeys taste much gamier than the bland broad-breasted white turkey that almost completely monopolizes the market and now defines what people think of as the taste of turkey, which is why we all pour on the gravy, with its more complex caramelized flavours, and demand seconds of the more highly aromatic stuffing. Farmers love the sheer efficiency of the modern bird, which can reach 30 pounds in 16 weeks, compared with the 35 weeks it used to take a turkey to climb to a mere 25 pounds little more than a generation ago.

But the cost-cutting supersizing isn't without its problems. As families grow smaller, free time grows shorter and basic cooking skills erode, a monstrous turkey become less desirable for many holiday diners. Alberta turkey producer Darrel Winter takes pride in raising a grain-fed, free-range turkey with a natural self-basting layer of breast fat that doesn't need the cheap beneath-the-skin fats commercial producers add to counteract a factory bird's dryness. But in the extra weeks it takes to put on that fat, his statuesque bird looks even less like the boneless, all-breast turkey roasts many Thanksgiving devotees are shifting to. "It's a challenge," he notes. "We seem to be on the wrong side of the argument."

But not as wrong as the turkey's ostracized dark meat, which has never been more in disfavour — hence the rise of the processed-turkey business, which is essentially a means of taking unwanted dark meat and turning it into turkey burgers, turkey sausages, turkey bacon, turkey kielbasa etc.

Chestnut stuffing

Where do your chestnuts come from? Not from Canada — those are horse chestnuts covering the sidewalks so atmospherically every fall and far too tannic to be eaten. Traditionally, Italy has been the largest exporter of fresh and shelled chestnuts to this country, but lately China has been seizing a greater share of the market with this, as with so many other agricultural products. (Canadian apple juice made from concentrate is more likely to be from Chinese apples than Canadian.) Canada imported about $870,000 worth of fresh chestnuts from China in 2001. By last year, total imports were over $2.4-million.

Sweet potatoes with marshmallows

So this is what Thanksgiving nostalgia comes down to: a longing for a gummy kiddie confection on top of a bright-coloured tropical tuber. Retro tastes meet an infantile culture — we're not being rude, just observant — and so even the celebrated chef Mario Batali makes a point of marking Thanksgiving with mini-marshmallows on his sweet potatoes (on the other hand, he cooks his 20-pound turkey in an outdoor wood-burning pizza oven). Once upon a time, there was a plant known as the marsh mallow, the roots of which yielded a gelatinous muck useful as a binding agent for ancient remedies and sweetmeats. The modern marshmallow has left its marshy origins far behind: It's a tradition-denying confection that owes more to the infinitely elastic properties of corn syrup, egg whites and gelatin. This recently evolved, time-honoured dish began to achieve its holiday popularity only in the 1930s when the gelatin industry promoted its wacky goods to cooks who wanted to put more fun into the sober Thanksgiving feast. Jell-O salad, anyone?

A TOAST

Sauvignon Blanc

Tradition, that daunting word by which all Thanksgivings are measured, says nothing about sauvignon blanc, so feel free to opt for the time-honoured glass of tomato juice or rye 'n' ginger before tucking into your Butterball Roast 'n' Slice Boneless Stuffed Turkey. But grassy, herbaceous sauvignon is the white wine of the moment for those who have moved on from chardonnay, and its popularity is a precise indicator of the modern desire for full-frontal flavours. If chardonnay was bland and predictable, sauvignon is a wild thing whose biggest fans use sensory descriptors like "gooseberries" and "musky" and "tomcat." The grape's rapid ascent in the global marketplace has confounded experts who like to condemn the unadventurousness of mass-market taste (they now damn mouth-filling New Zealand sauvignon as being too "obvious"), but it has not escaped the attention of the flavour fraudsters — in 2004, a leading South African producer was caught punching up its sauvignons with "tropical-fruit" additives to achieve consumer expectations of excess. However, most of sauvignon's sudden popularity is based on a combination of innovative science and more traditional marketing techniques. On the winemaking side, producers are better able to protect their sauvignon juice from excess heat and oxygen to retain its freshness while relying on a new generation of yeast strains that enhance the grape's precocious flavours. And then the all-knowing salesmen step in and make sure the wine is sweet enough for the tartness-fearing global palate — a victim of success, the bone-dry sauvignon is now a rarity.

Red wine

Wine experts, in their alchemic wisdom, insist that you drink a light gamay or pinot noir with turkey, but most red-wine drinkers will opt for something rounder, smoother and considerably sweeter in what has become known as the New World style. This has nothing to do the New World in the pilgrims/Indians, invention-of-Thanksgiving sense, and much more to do with technologies developed in Australia and California to transform cheap rouge from the bitter, tart, low-alcohol wine it used to be into a highly quaffable, blockbuster-seeming red.

The harsh tannins of the old days and old ways are minimized by making wines in stainless steel, adding less-stringent tannin powder (for a more voluptuous mouth-feel) and oak "adjuncts" (as the inexpensive, flavour-enhancing shavings and chips are known) and increasing sweetness levels, which makes red wines seem fruitier. But the best technological shortcut may be micro-oxygenation — a method of dissolving minute amounts of purified air in red wine that immediately makes harsh, youthful wines taste softer and more mature.

A SWEET FINISH

Pumpkin pie

Do you remember when they told us pork fat was bad for our heart, and all those melt-in-the-mouth pie crusts that used to be made with lard were transformed into not-quite-so-melting pastry made with something called shortening? Time passed, and then it was discovered that the hydrogenated fats used to make vegetable shortening imitate lard were actually the evil now known as trans fats — what were we thinking? Pork fat, meanwhile, was starting to get better press, except that the few remaining lard makers had also gone the hydrogenated route so that diehard pastry chefs could store their pig fat at room temperature as if it were shortening.

Now the trans fats are disappearing from lard, all so we can make a melting crust that wraps itself around a leaden filling of canned spiced pumpkin purée, which makes even calorie-counters reach for the whipped cream.

Or you could turn to the fresh pie pumpkins that are coming to market in greater quantities, thanks to the rescue efforts of plant breeders and the growing curiosity of thrill-seeking foodies who do not want to be in thrall to the canning industry and its limited palate of Thanksgiving spices (heavy on the nutmeg). They are sweeter than Halloween pumpkins and less fibrous.

Or you could skip past the pastry debates, drop a few calories at the end of a huge meal and try a pumpkin gelato. Hart Melvin of Toronto's Gelato Fresco makes his from fresh pie pumpkins, and adds fresh ginger to the usual spice mix of clove, cinnamon and nutmeg. His only problem is that pie pumpkins are so weather-sensitive and can ripen any time between early September and "five days before Thanksgiving, which doesn't help at all."

That's Canadian Thanksgiving, of course, which may explain why our traditionalist forebears came to rely on the weighty canned version.

Chocolate

No pleasure is simple any more. Bestselling books such as Eric Schlosser's Fast Food Nation and Michael Pollan's The Omnivore's Dilemma have made thoughtful eaters think again about the modern diet. With her all-encompassing study Bitter Chocolate, Canadian journalist Carol Off exposed what she called the dark side of the world's favourite sweet, which includes at its worst forced child labour, entrenched poverty, extensive political corruption and international cartels that keep the dehumanizing system running smoothly. No one wants a guilt trip at Thanksgiving — the holiday's emotive name still has a feel-good power in a cynical world. But, as Ms. Off says, "everything we eat has a political component, and with tropical commodities like chocolate, somebody's paying the price for our pleasure."

We taste with our brains, which means these dark thoughts can get in the way of our pleasure. Ms. Off doesn't like the guilt-assuaging idea of boycotting chocolate. She would rather see us challenge politicians to make the world of chocolate a better place, improving the lives of others rather than ostentatiously depriving ourselves.

And in the meantime, those who want to do their bit for chocolate politics are opting for certified fair-trade chocolate, which provides a premium to growers and their communities. Until recently, this put dedicated chocolate-lovers in a horrible quandary, a face-off between doing right and eating well. "A lot of fair-trade chocolate was crap," says David Castellan of Soma Chocolatemaker in Toronto. The fallback position for conscientious connoisseurs was to buy organic chocolate or local "single-origin" chocolate in hopes that the premium prices paid for more rigorous farming methods or a greater attention to artisanal production would end up in the hands of the people who needed it most. But now, Mr. Castellan says, "the quality of fair trade is much better. You can go for the beans with the good history because they taste good."

John Allemang is a Globe and Mail feature writer who contributes regularly to the Focus section.
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Born Funny. Why is Ben Stiller smiling? The joker gene runs in the family                by Margot Dougherty

September 2007
Typecast?

In terms of sheer masculine beauty, Ben Stiller is an unlikely member of Hollywood’s leading man elite. Although feature for feature he can compete with the best of them, his lopsided expressions and goofy mannerisms set him apart from his more classically dashing peers. Yet the movies he has appeared in, almost 40 in the 20 years since he made his screen debut, have grossed more than $3.4 billion globally. In the past year, according to the Forbes Celebrity 100, Stiller, 41, has earned a tidy $38 million—more than heartthrobs Tom Cruise, Brad Pitt and George Clooney.

Stiller, of course, specializes in comedy, and his off-kilter features are among his greatest assets. In his best-loved films, he tends to play one of two types: a bumbling nerd who must discover his inner hero (Robert De Niro’s would-be son-in-law in Meet the Parents, the hapless security guard in Night at the Museum) or a manic narcissist whose self-esteem hilariously outstrips his actual talents (the airheaded model in Zoolander, the pumped-up gym owner in DodgeBall). He’s just good-looking enough, and just nebbishy enough, to pull off both kinds of roles.

But his most potent source of cinematic magnetism—and the quality that led People, a few years back, to name him the Sexiest Funnyman Alive—may be the interplay between his hyperactive intelligence and his irrepressible physicality. For fans of his nerd roles (say, the insurance analyst in Along Came Polly, who draws up risk-benefit charts to guide his romance with gorgeous bohemian Jennifer Aniston), half the fun comes from watching the struggle between animal instinct and a neurotically vigilant mind.

That conflict is due for a reprise in The Heartbreak Kid, scheduled for release in October. A remake of the 1972 Neil Simon film, directed this time by the Farrelly brothers, the movie stars Stiller as an indecisive man who marries an obnoxious beauty, only to meet his apparent soul mate on his honeymoon.

In our interview with the actor, we asked whether he identifies with his eternally ambivalent characters. Stiller has always been loath to discuss such matters. “People like to define you through what they’ve seen you do,” he says, his leg fidgeting beneath a conference table on Paramount’s Hollywood lot. “There are aspects of my personality, I guess, that come through on-screen, but I don’t sit around thinking, I’ve been a bumbling suitor all my life.”

John Hamburg, who directed Along Came Polly and cowrote Zoolander and other Stiller projects, describes his colleague both on-screen and off as “a very focused, intense person. His character is driven by obsession.”

The Family Business

But Stiller would rather talk about the intricacies of his craft—the painstaking process of scripting, casting and shooting a funny movie—than analyze his motivations for practicing it. That’s not surprising, given his background. For Stiller, the son of comedians Jerry Stiller and Anne Meara, making people laugh is simply the family business.

Growing up in Manhattan, Ben and his older sister, Amy, saw their parents onstage as often as at the dinner table. A key member of the household was Hazel Hugh, a Jamaican nanny who had seven children of her own. “She gave us so much,” says Stiller, who is still in close touch, “when I think back on how she had to sacrifice, taking care of her big family as well as us. She’s 80 now and a beautiful person, inside and out.”

His parents’ comedy act, Stiller and Meara, was a staple on The Ed Sullivan Show; the couple did summer stock, played Vegas, rode the nightclub circuit from coast to coast. The kids tagged along whenever possible, sometimes catching their folks’ act from front-row seats. “I remember wanting the audience to laugh and to like them,” Ben recalls. When the elder Stillers did make it home, the atmosphere was often festive. There were dinner parties with illustrious guests like Francis Ford Coppola and Rodney Dangerfield. And because Dad was Jewish and Mom was raised Irish Catholic (she later converted), there was a double dose of holidays. Says Stiller, “We’d do Christmas and Hanukkah and Thanksgiving and Passover and everything. Easter egg hunts, whatever. Anything that involved food or toys.”

While his father was influenced by vaudeville comedians like Eddie Cantor, Stiller’s mother brought a different approach to funny. “The Irish have a great sense of humor,” Stiller says, “that black, dark sense of humor about death. My mom, especially. She dealt with so much when she was a kid, lost a lot of people. She wasn’t a Three Stooges or Abbott and Costello kind of person. She was always more into the people who didn’t push as much.”

Stiller absorbed both of his parents’ traditions, as well as that of the Stooges and their brethren. He soaked up contemporary comedy, too, idolizing the casts of Second City Television and Saturday Night Live. He performed Shakespeare for the family and shot his own mini-movies with a Super 8 (recurring plot: A bully picks on our awkward hero, who exacts a clever revenge). At age nine, Stiller made a guest appearance on Kate McShane, his mother’s short-lived CBS series. He graduated from high school, did a nine-month stint at UCLA film school, then headed for Broadway. In 1987 he scored his first film role, a walk-on in Steven Spielberg’s Empire of the Sun. The following year, SNL aired one of Stiller’s home movies, a ten-minute parody of The Color of Money, involving bowling hustlers instead of pool sharks. By 1990 he was hosting The Ben Stiller Show on MTV.

Learning to Relax

Stiller went on to direct the Gen-X cult film Reality Bites and the Jim Carrey bomb The Cable Guy. He also played the lead in such dramas as Permanent Midnight and Your Friends & Neighbors. But it was his performance in the Farrelly brothers’ 1998 There’s Something About Mary, about a depressed but good-hearted loser who woos and wins his high school crush—played by a delectable Cameron Diaz—that made him a star. It established a persona he’s still mining nearly a decade later.

“What I like is that Ben keeps it grounded: less pratfalls and more insecurities,” says actor Owen Wilson, who has appeared alongside Stiller in eight films. “Sometimes we get on these laughing jags where it’s hard to keep a straight face, but when I’m around Ben in real life, he’s not cracking jokes left and right. His humor comes out of real life.”

These days, Stiller often works with both of his parents. In Zoolander, his father, playing a smarmy agent past his prime, is a hoot, tossing out lines like “I’ve got a prostate the size of a honeydew!” “My dad’s hilarious,” Stiller says. “When we’re doing a scene together, I know that he’s going to be the funny guy and I don’t have to worry, which is nice. Less pressure.” Stiller’s mother had a cameo in that movie and in Night at the Museum.

And the family enterprise continues to expand. Stiller’s wife, actress Christine Taylor, played his love interest in Zoolander and his antagonist (a lawyer who helps block his scheme to drive a rival gym out of business) in DodgeBall. “She’s awesome,” Stiller says, “and a lot funnier than she lets on.”

The couple’s two children, Ella, five, and Quinlin, two, seem to have inherited the showbiz gene as well. “Ella has a director’s personality,” according to her dad. “When she’s playing, she has a great imagination, and she likes to tell you what she wants you to be. She likes to get a laugh too.” As for Quinn: “He does everything Ella does.”

Finding time to kick back with the kids can be tough for Stiller, who’s busier than ever. His next gig will take him to Hawaii, where he’s directing, producing and costarring in Tropic Thunder—a satire of big-budget war films (with Owen Wilson, Jack Black, Robert Downey, Jr., and Mos Def) that’s due next summer. He’s also in the throes of producing The Ruins, a thriller based on Scott Smith’s bestseller about a group of vacationers who find horror in a Mexican jungle. Then there’s The Hardy Men, a comedy based on the Hardy Boys books, in which he and old pal Tom Cruise—their friendship dates back to an impression Stiller did of the actor in the early ’90s—will play sibling sleuths. “Tom has such an iconic persona,” Stiller says, “and has a good sense of humor about that too.”

It may be harder for Stiller to laugh at himself: He can be as tightly wound as many of his protagonists. Yet, like them, he’s trying to learn to relax. “When I didn’t have a family, I was much more of a workaholic,” he says. “I still like to work, but I also want to be home with them. As you get older, you realize you need balance. If it’s not fun, what’s the point?”
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Tat’s the way to do it.  MICHAEL BLACKLEY 

THEIR kitsch gift shops have been lambasted and accused of ruining the Royal Mile.

But today the Gold Brothers proudly defended their chain of "tartan tat" shops which are on the verge of making them millionaires.

Malap Singh Gold freely admitted the £20 kilts, "See you Jimmy" hats, Nessie dolls and tartan rugs they sell are "tat", and that some of their Royal Mile shop fronts look "cheap".

But he said their stores are giving tourists what they want and said he was proud of the family's business success.

Mr Singh Gold - whose father Gurbuchen started the business from a market stall at East Fortune in the 1970s - revealed the family now own ten shops in and around the Royal Mile.
He said: "Where the public want to buy tat we put tat and where they want quality gear we put quality gear.

"You can go to any historic site in the world and you'll find these types of shops. We give people what they can afford and we're keeping Scotland's heritage going because they can buy a kilt they can afford.
"Everybody can dream of owning a Ferrari but only a few can afford one."

The 40-year-old businessman spoke out today in the wake of mounting concerns about the growing number of "tartan tat" gift shops on the Royal Mile.

Celebrated kiltmaker Geoffrey Nicholsby even claimed the shops were guilty of "cultural rape" by undercutting traditional goods made by Scottish craftsmen by selling cheaper goods made overseas.
Mr Singh Gold said that while some of the family's shops sold cheaper souvenirs, others sold high-quality goods. The family's John Morrison Kiltmakers supplies the Scots Dragoon Guards and their Barnet shoes store is a supplier to the Queen.

He said that, as well as their ten city stores, his brothers Surinder, 44, and Galab, 30, and nephew Dildar, 24, own two shops in Kirkcaldy, three online stores and rent 15 properties across the Capital.

Mr Singh Gold, who has worked with his brothers for 15 years and now oversees the group's flagship building at Castlehill, said: "If people want quality they can go further down the Royal Mile. At the Castle they just want fridge magnets and keyrings.

"We have to give customers what they want and we have to make some of the shops look cheap so that we can attract the customers in. It's all about using marketing techniques to lure your prey. It's called flash - a big spread, stuff outside the shop that they want, and they come in."

Galab Singh Gold added: "Compare Edinburgh against some of the major European and world cities. They are beautiful with lovely boutique shopping, but all of these cities also have a large selection of 'traditional souvenir shops' with their own style and budget prices."

Business leaders expressed mixed feelings about the Gold Brothers' stores.

Graham Russell, chairman of the Federation of Small Businesses in Edinburgh, said he had concerns about "kilts" being made overseas.

He said: "If you buy a kilt there is a belief that it has come from Scotland, otherwise it's not a kilt.

"People are buying something that doesn't have the credibility to be called Scottish."

But Ron Hewitt, chief executive of Edinburgh Chamber of Commerce, praised the family's success, despite his concerns about traditional crafts-people struggling on the Royal Mile.

He said: "The Chamber of Commerce will never criticise successful businesses and clearly the Gold Brothers are successful.

"But there should be incentives for those producing a higher quality. We don't want our prime street swamped by poor quality."
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Lucky Drew. The famous funny girl on why she feels so fortunate.   By Sara Davidson

September 2006
Finding Strength and Confidence

At age three Drew Barrymore knew she would be an actress. After all, this was the family business: Her grandfather John, her great-aunt Ethel and great-uncle Lionel were all titans of Hollywood. So it was no surprise that Drew became a child star in Steven Spielberg's E.T.: The Extra-Terrestrial. But by age 13 she'd landed in rehab, addicted to alcohol and cocaine.

Her rocky childhood was just the beginning of a series of bad breaks, including two brief marriages and divorces and a scary house fire. Still, she knew she could overcome her mistakes and her sorrows. Drew believes that each experience -- good or bad -- has made her the strong, confident woman she is now. At 31, she has a hot production company, and a happy, stable love life with Fabrizio Moretti, the Brazilian-born drummer for the sizzling rock band the Strokes. Drew met with RD to discuss her most grown-up role yet in this month's film Lucky You, a gambling drama set in Las Vegas. And she talked about her belief that she's been dealt the best hand in the universe.

RD: Have you always been funny?

DB: Well, the people I grew up around who I really liked were quick on the draw. It always just wowed me. And my mom would make weird funny comments. I can see in myself her self-deprecating, hippie humor. I can't take myself too seriously.

RD: When inviting actors to work with you, you've been known to say, "Come play with me."

DB: That's how I think it should be. I cannot understand why people would ever be miserable working on a movie set; it's the most wonderful job.

RD: On some films, you can't just play.

DB: I don't mind a little Sturm und Drang. When I was doing Riding in Cars With Boys, I wouldn't smile at anybody, because my character, Bev, was angry at the world. I'm the opposite. Inside my head I'd be like, God, I'll explain to you at the end of shooting that I'm not this person.

RD: But you've seen your share of hardship and been open about it.

DB: It wasn't my choice to be an open book, but when people found out what my life was like when I was 14 or 15, I didn't deny it. I think the more imperfect you are, the more human you are.

RD: Your dad was absent. Your mom was unstable. You were supporting your family. Weren't you unhappy and angry then?

DB: No. In fact, my therapist says I still haven't gotten in touch with my anger. Maybe one day I'm going to explode. But I'm still really happy. I know it looks like a strange and painful upbringing -- all those experiences led me to the paths that I'm on now.

RD: Do you think your early problems with drugs and alcohol taught you a worthwhile lesson?

DB: Life is a beautiful journey, and I'll never be able to understand what it is from afar. But I don't really have any destructive behavior anymore, because I've tried that and I don't like it. I like being a functioning adult.

RD: There's a famous story about Steven Spielberg saying that at six years old you were capable of producing a major film, but nobody was smart enough to give you the money.

DB: He always had high hopes for me. I don't know what he saw in me, but I like to orchestrate. I'm a bit of a control freak. I love what producers do because they're creatively involved in every aspect of filmmaking. And I love problem-solving. When the crisis hits, I will be there and I will fix it.

RD: So Spielberg has sort of been your godfather.

DB: He's been a major mentor. He was the first stable male figure in my life. The best attribute a parent can have is consistency. When he said he would be there at three o'clock, he was there. That meant more to me than anything.

RD: When you were just three, you told your mother that you wanted to be an actress. Do you remember saying that?

DB: I remember I said I love doing it. She helped me understand who my family was, which made me feel like I wasn't crazy to feel that magnetic pull.

RD: Do you think you inherited the gift for acting?

DB: This is the thing that I love more than anything in the world, and it's what my entire family has done for generations. It must be running through my veins. I can see my face in their faces. I'm inspired by them and really want to make them proud.

RD: But for many today, you're the only Barrymore people know.

DB: I'm sad that as years go by, we lose touch with our history, but happy because the name is still around.

RD: How does a seven-year-old, your age in E.T., act? Is it like playing?

DB: No, I thought of it as acting. At around age two I did a movie in which I played a little boy. I could understand, Okay, you're not playing a little girl. I had to learn lines and hit marks. I think that developed my awareness. By six, I felt much older than six.

RD: In Lucky You, you play a character who's very different from the bubbly, youthful roles we've come to know you in. What attracted you to this part?

DB: When I was considering this film, I wanted to make different choices. I felt like the dark was something that I hadn't explored in my work enough.

Love and Family

RD: A lot of actors say that comedy is harder to do than drama.

DB: They're both hard. Maybe the drama is newer to me, so I'm more excited by it, and I feel eager to understand what the process is. But as much as I want to explore darkness, it really is the light that guides me.

RD: Let's shift gears and talk about eating and weight, because Americans seem obsessed with it. How did you drop and keep off 20 pounds?

DB: Well, I fluctuate. I can't live the deprived lifestyle. If I want to eat and not exercise, I'm going to embrace it. But the minute I start to feel bad, I know exactly what to do. Portions are everything.

RD: What about exercise?

DB: I'm a runner and do some yoga, but I can't do a lot of yoga 'cause I'm better bottled up. I have work. I have a great place to put all the emotions, and I'm better served with them coming out there.

RD: You've said that you feel you have a void to fill and a fear to face. What is the fear?

DB: The fear is of people thinking that I'm only capable of doing my job to a certain degree, that I cannot pass that line in skill. I think my other fear is that I don't really know what life is all about, because I haven't become a parent yet. I want to have a family and see the world, but I've always been cautious to not have kids before I'm ready. I've raced through everything in life. I somehow knew, Don't have kids before you're ready.

RD: Do you think your hesitation has to do with having had such a challenging childhood?

DB: Sure. I want to be safe and stable for my children.

RD: Tell us about meeting Fabrizio.

DB: I just love the Strokes. They ended up playing a show a couple hours from where I live. I called their manager, said, "I'm sure everyone's calling, but can I stand by the side of the stage and watch?"

RD: Fabrizio is the drummer. Usually women fall for the guitarist or the lead singer.

DB: I met him, and he was the most lethal combination. He was handsome and kind and smart and funny. Chemistry is everything, but chemistry can evolve, and I don't think it's the best foundation for a relationship. I think brains and creativity and intelligence and aspirations and poetic romanticism are far more lasting. So it was when I got to know him that I realized I really liked him.

RD: Did he feel the same way?

DB: I think I caught him off guard 'cause I'm just a person who knows what she wants. I don't think that life happens by sitting back and waiting. People hold their cards so tight to their chest. Life is short. Tell people you love them. What's the worst that's going to happen?

RD: You were estranged from your father for years, and he died recently. Why was it important for you to reunite before he departed?

DB: I didn't deny him in my life, say, "You can't be in it." He was the person who said, "I can't be a father." I'm sure there was a little girl in me that was disappointed that he wasn't there. I'd always thought that I'd want an apology from him for not being a dad. But when he was dying, I found myself saying, "I'm sorry if your life wasn't everything you wanted it to be, and I love you." I fear going into the next form with bad energy. We've got to let it go, transform it and make it good.

RD: Did you ever get the apology that you yearned for?

DB: He did apologize. I was like, I don't even need it anymore, but thank you.

RD: How are your relations with your mom these days?

DB: She and I are in really good communication. My dad passing was instrumental in us getting back on track. You only have so much time. We needed to take a break -- time-outs are so healthy -- but we have a functioning relationship that works for us right now.

RD: A few years ago, your house caught fire and burned to the ground as you slept. You said that experience changed your life. How?

DB: If something like that doesn't change your life, you must be crazy. But what's interesting is that stability doesn't come from anything material. You're a bird and can fly to the next nest. If your friends are still circling around it, perfect. I didn't lose anything that really changed my life in a bad way. My dogs, my friends, the people I love -- that's all intact. And you can always rebuild. You can always pick up and start over.
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Face to Face with Muhammad Ali. Muhammud Ali may no longer float or sting, but make no mistake: He's all in there, and his words still pack a punch.           by Howard Bingham

December 2001

The date was set: Muhammad Ali would talk to Reader's Digest on the morning of September 11 at his home, an 88-acre farm in Berrien Springs, Mich. But when the hour arrived, the world was turned upside down. Ali agreed the interview should go on, but for several hours the room was mostly quiet as the terrible events unfolded. He stared silently at the big-screen television while the World Trade Center buckled, and crumbled. And then Ali began to talk.

His Parkinson's and his age -- he turns 60 on January 17 -- have turned him into a slow-motion version of his former self. Make no mistake, though: Muhammad Ali is in there. All of him. Son of a sign painter and his Baptist wife, heavyweight champ, poet and wit, black rights advocate, draft resister, philanthropist, father, and now grandfather six times over, the roles and causes Ali embraced remain a part of him, and from up close you can see and hear them all.

You can feel his warmth as well. At one point Asaad Ali, ten, the youngest of his nine children, peeked into the room. The round-faced, smiling boy stopped short, waiting to be acknowledged. Ali turned his head, his expression frozen, and slowly, wordlessly, unfolded his body to create an opening. Asaad ran to him, filled the space, hugged his dad, and his father hugged him back.

As images of Osama bin Laden began flashing across television, a transformation of sorts began for Ali. The man who started life as Cassius Clay, and then announced his conversion to Islam in 1964, suddenly became only the second most recognizable Muslim face in the world.

Reader's Digest had come to Ali's home to discuss the new film based on his life. Scheduled to open December 25, Ali stars Will Smith, who, after bulking up and getting a '60s haircut, bears an uncanny resemblance to the champ in his prime. The interview covered the movie, September 11, Islam and much more, in part because of the presence of Howard Bingham, 62, a Los Angeles-based photographer who met the fighter in 1962. Bingham has long been considered one of Ali's closest confidants, and unlike many people, he has not taken advantage of Ali -- financially or otherwise. He is not on Ali's payroll, nor does he follow Islam. The two men banter like brothers, and move easily through the events of a long shared history. With Bingham in the room, Ali was able to be completely himself.

Bingham: Tell us your reaction to the attacks this morning.

Ali: Killing like that can never be justified. It's unbelievable. I could never support hurting innocent men, women and children. Islam is a religion of peace. It does not promote terrorism or killing people.

Bingham: Muslims are supposed to be responsible for this. How does that make you feel?

Ali: People say a Muslim caused this destruction. I am angry that the world sees a certain group of Islam followers who caused this destruction, but they are not real Muslims. They are racist fanatics who call themselves Muslims, permitting this murder of thousands.

Bingham: When you became a Muslim, the religion was perceived as anti-white. Has that changed?

Ali: The real Islam comes from Mecca. All people are God's people. The devil can be any color.

Bingham: Do you know some black devils?

Ali: A lot of them.

Bingham: Has it become easier to be a Muslim in America?

Ali: Yes. When I first accepted the religion, you'd say you were Muslim, people thought that's funny. Now there's not half the trouble.

Bingham: How do you feel about different religions?

Ali: Rivers, ponds, lakes and streams. They have different names, but all contain water. Religions have different names but all contain truth.

Bingham: What does your faith mean to you?

Ali: [It] means [a] ticket to heaven. One day we're all going to die, and God's going to judge us, [our] good and bad deeds. [If the] bad outweighs the good, you go to hell; if the good outweighs the bad, you go to heaven. [I'm] thinking about the judgment day and how you treat people wherever you go. Help somebody through charity, because when you do, it's been recorded.

I go to parties, [see] good-looking girls. [I] take a box of matches with me. [I] see a girl I want to flirt with, which is a sin, so I [light] my matches, [touches his finger] oooh, hell hurts worse than this. Buy a box of matches and carry them with you. Put [one] on your finger and see how long you can hold it. Just imagine that's going to be hell. Hell's hotter, and for eternity.

Bingham: A movie's been made about you. Does that surprise you?

Ali: No. It's about the third movie made of me!

Bingham: But don't you have any kind of emotional feelings -- it makes you feel good, makes you feel ... ?

Ali: [It's] good to know people still want to read about me, people still want to hear about me. After so many years, from 1960 until now, it's good to know that I'm still popular.

Bingham: What do you think of Will Smith?

Ali: I think he's a great actor. And for this role, he's the best one to do it because he looks like me a little bit and acts like me, sounds like me.

Bingham: Out of his look and your look, which one is better-looking?

Ali: Some will say him; some people say me.

Bingham: So what do you say?

Ali: I say me!

Bingham: What was your best fight ever?

Ali: The [fight against] famous Joe Frazier in Manila.

Bingham: Which loss hurt most?

Ali: Amos Johnson in the Pan Am trials in 1959.

Bingham: Did you ever win a fight that you thought you'd lost?

Ali: No.

Bingham: Did you ever lose a fight you thought you'd won?

Ali: No.

Bingham: Should boxing be banned like so many people advocate?

Ali: They said it should be banned because it's too brutal. Football is brutal, [and] wrestling. Motor-car racing. The reason they think it's bad is black people control it.

Bingham: Knowing what you know now, would you go back and change anything?

Ali: In boxing [I would] do everything the same, wouldn't change nothing.

Bingham: What about taunting Joe Frazier?

Ali: Joe Frazier, [I'd do] everything the same, wouldn't change nothing.

Bingham: Resisting the draft?

Ali: I know I'd do that the same.

Bingham: All those years back you were a kid who believed in himself enough to tell everyone that one day you would become champion of the world. Where did your confidence come from?

Ali: I had it in my heart. I believed in myself, and I had confidence. I knew how to do it and [had] natural talent, and I pursued it.

Bingham: Now, after you were older, who influenced your life and the beliefs that you have?

Ali: After I started boxing, Sugar Ray Robinson. And my idol was a man named Elijah Muhammad. [His] Islamic teaching is what made me so confident.

Bingham: What people have inspired you -- or who is the most unforgettable character you've ever met?

Ali: Malcolm X. He said courageous things, wasn't afraid of nothing. [He was a] good speaker about black people and their condition and treatment by whites.

Bingham: Your wife, Lonnie, Asaad's mother ... you've been with her longer than any of your first three wives. What does she mean to you?

Ali: Everything.

Bingham: You've said that some people are chosen to spread a message and that you were chosen to spread the word of Allah. What exactly do you mean by that?

Ali: For an example, black people called themselves Negroes for a hundred years, and now they say Afro Americans. But that started after they heard Elijah Muhammad. They didn't accept all Elijah said, but the part about Afro Americans [they did]. Chinese have Chinese names, Cubans have Cuban names, Germans after Germany, Indians after India -- all people by the name of their country. There's no country called Negro.

When I heard that, it shocked me. We have our names for Chinese. Castro-here comes [a] Cuban. But here come Jones of Washington, he doesn't know who he is. He got slave names. Negroes named George Washington. So we took -- we have -- slave names. Muhammad Ali is Muslim.

Bingham: What does Muhammad Ali mean?

Ali: [Muhammad means] worthy of praise and praiseworthy, and Ali means the most high. Clay means dirt. When I heard that, then everything [came together]. We're taught to love white, hate black. The color black meant getting put out, you are being blackballed. Black was bad. There's blackmail. They made angel cake white and devil's food cake chocolate. Think about that, angel-food white and devil's-food chocolate. [The] ugly duckling is the black duckling. Black magic ...

I mean, black is good. In business you want it black. Blackberry juice-the blacker the berry, the sweeter the juice. The rich dirt is black. Black ain't bad. The greatest ballplayers are black. The greatest football players are black.

Bingham: Everything but boxers, huh?

Ali: [The] greatest boxers are black.

Bingham: What were your thoughts when you lit the Olympic flame in Atlanta?

Ali: [It] show[ed] that people in the past didn't hold it against me because here I am rejecting the Vietnam War, joining [the] Islamic religion, and then, of all people, raising the flag. They were thinking of me to light the Olympic flame, so that was a good thing.

Bingham: Do athletes have a responsibility to become role models for people?

Ali: They don't have to, but it's good if they do because then the kids look up to them and want to be like them. It's good to be an example for them in the way they live.

Bingham: Are you a role model that people look up to?

Ali: I've been told so.

Bingham: Why?

Ali: Because I'm pretty, daring, bold, courageous!

Bingham: If there was one thing that you could make happen in this world, what would it be?

Ali: Find a cure for cancer.

Bingham: What disease do you have?

Ali: Parkinson's.

Bingham: Do you think that your Parkinson's was caused by boxing?

Ali: Not all people [with Parkinson's] box. Janet Reno, Michael J. Fox fight, right?

Bingham: Have you ever asked yourself "Why me?" in struggling against your Parkinson's?

Ali: I never ask "Why me?" for no condition. There's so much good, [I've] been so blessed. God tries you. Some things are good. Some things are bad. All of them are trials.

Bingham: How would you like to be remembered?

Ali: He took a few cups of love, one teaspoon of patience, one tablespoon of generosity, one pint of kindness, and stirred it up well and served it to each and every deserving person.

25
THE READER’S DIGEST

Single – Minded. An American Idol is learning her way may be the hard way.                 By Alanna Nash

August 2007

Cords of Steel

For a chart-topping star, Kelly Clarkson is remarkably down-to-earth. Literally. An hour ago, the 25-year-old was basking in the adulation of 4,000 screaming fans in Burbank's Johnny Carson Park. Now she's sprawled on her dressing room floor, wolfing down an energy bar. "I'm sorry to be eating," she says in her slight Texas drawl. "I just haven't had a chance to grab anything."

Life's like that these days for Clarkson, who, after winning the Fox Network's 2002 American Idol competition, has grabbed two Grammys and sold nearly 15 million records. Her newest CD, My December, reveals a sharper, darker edge. When record executives balked, she fought back -- and won the right to define her sound. But with ticket sales slow, Clarkson budged and canceled her summer tour days before My December's scheduled release, saying that it was "too much, too soon." Was it?

Just under five-foot-four, Clarkson has proved to be one determined powerhouse. She grew up the youngest of three in Burleson, a Fort Worth suburb. When she was six, her parents divorced, and music became her refuge. It wasn't until she hit her teens that she realized it could be her salvation. Her voice -- "cords of steel," said one music instructor -- has made her millions, and given her a sense of control in her life that she'd never dreamed of.

And even though Idol hit maker Simon Cowell has said that Clarkson has "one of the best pop voices in the world right now," much of her charm comes from her everyday approachability. "I'm really not that interesting," she says. When RD sat down with her -- yes, on the floor -- we found out otherwise.

RD: You said being on American Idol was one of the best and worst times.

Clarkson: It was definitely one of the best. I had so much fun. But at the same time, I have never been that tired in my entire life.

RD: You've also said you went through a bout of depression shortly after that.

Clarkson: There came a point when it hit me: I have nowhere I'd want to go on this planet where people don't know me. And I'd been going for two years, touring and promoting. It just caught up with me. I had good people around me, but all the nice people in the world can't help you when you're that down. So I took some time and went on vacation with my friends and family, kind of called it quits. I have no desire to be the biggest star on the planet. You can keep it, Madonna.

RD: Your new album has a different sound for you.

Clarkson: The first single and two more are kind of edgy. The others, they're softer, and one's way more pop-y. The CD is a good mix, because I love hard and soft stuff. I get tired of people saying you have to have one sound.

Too Many Cooks

RD: There have been rumors that RCA Records head Clive Davis didn't like this album.

Clarkson: There've been a lot of cooks in the kitchen on all three of my albums. Everybody wants a success, so that's great. On the other hand, the kitchen gets real crowded. They hated "Miss Independent" on my first album. It was No. 1 for six weeks, then they got behind it. They hated "Breakaway." The song I wrote that they hated the most was "Because of You." I fought and fought for it, it became successful and they finally got behind it. I'm not complaining. I'll just say no until I get my way, and I did.

RD: So the album is coming out the way you wanted it?

Clarkson: Perfectly the way I wanted. It's my favorite thing I've done. It could sell two million or 12 million. I don't care. I just want people to hear it, instead of 100-year-old executives making decisions on what's good for pop radio. It's people my age who listen to it. My gut hasn't been wrong yet, so why wouldn't I continue to follow it?

RD: Are you angry that you've been second-guessed?

Clarkson: My parents didn't like me to complain. My stepdad, who is very spiritual, would say to put yourself in the other person's shoes before you get mad. So I'm good at stepping back.

RD: Let's talk about your childhood. You were a tomboy.

Clarkson: Very much so. I hated clothes, makeup, everything girly.

RD: You got naked a lot.

Clarkson: My mom would be embarrassed because at age one or two, I'd just take off my clothes and run through people's yards. I still hate clothes. Photo shoots and wardrobe fittings -- they're the death of me. I just don't care. It's not my thing.

RD: Your parents divorced when you were little, right?

Clarkson: First set, yeah. We're the American family here. There were two divorces. I was 19 the second time.

RD: Was that traumatic?

Clarkson: This is going to sound funny, but I wasn't sad about it. The first time, I knew my mother wasn't happy, and neither was my father. When you're six, everything's so simple.

RD: I thought music was your safe place, but maybe you didn't need a safe place.

Clarkson: I started writing because I would bottle it all up and try to be everything for everyone. And one or two days out of the year, I'd just blow up -- crying uncontrollably. My mom told me, "You got to write in a journal." I am so much more open when I'm writing. It just gets right out of me. Then it turned into music and lyrics.

RD: Your family also had a hard time financially and argued about money.

Clarkson: That was always a huge issue. I know money doesn't solve everything, but it solves a whole lot.

RD: How are you with your own money?

Clarkson: I have saved and saved, and I don't have to work another day. When I won Idol and started working with a business manager, she asked, "What do you want?" I was like, I don't ever want to have to make a decision because I need money. So we accomplished that two years ago, and I'm set.

Destined to Sing

RD: That was a very mature and practical way to go.

Clarkson: I grew up fast. I was really responsible. I had a job right when I could have a job. If I could've worked sooner, I would've. It's good because now I appreciate everything.

RD: What kind of job?

Clarkson: I mowed lawns. My stepdad's a contractor; I worked with him building porches. When I was 16, I worked in a movie theater until I moved to L.A. I've had other jobs too -- worked for Papa John's, Subway, Starbucks, sold vacuums door to door.

RD: Really? How was that?

Clarkson: It sucked.

RD: When did you decide you wanted to be a singer?

Clarkson: I was 13. At one of our high school shows, I sang Mariah Carey's "Vision of Love." When I finished, this old man, obviously someone's grandpa, came up to me and said, "God has given you this gift. You've got to sing. You're destined to sing." Nobody had ever said anything like that. That just rocked my world. I kept singing. Then I started classical training, because we didn't have a lot of money and if I was going to go to college, I'd have to get a scholarship. I ended up getting full rides to UT, UNT and Berklee, but then I didn't use them.

RD: Why not?

Clarkson: When it came time to graduate, I'd already written so much music and wanted to try on my own. And I figured you're never too old to go to college.

RD: In a society where most female pop stars are as skinny as sticks, you don't seem to care.

Clarkson: I fluctuate like every normal woman on the planet. I hate hanging around girls who only talk about their weight. I've always been curvy, which I like, and I think you should be healthy, obviously.

RD: When Idol began, it seemed to be about the American Dream and amateurs with talent showing their stuff.

Clarkson: It was! I did my own hair and makeup for the first half of the shows. What you saw us wearing was our stuff from home. We'd be in a magazine under the heading "What Was She Thinking?" I was like, I'm thinking I ain't got no money. I think that's what made it fun. It felt like you were at camp with a bunch of friends.

RD: Where's home these days?

Clarkson: I live in Texas on 50 acres. My house is my sanctuary. When I drive into my driveway, I turn my phone off. No one can get ahold of me. I live with my brother, and he's the coolest thing on the planet.

RD: Is it weird living with your brother?

Clarkson: No. He's fun to live with. We're like little kids. We buy toys, like go-karts. We build tree houses with zip lines. We go skeet shooting, we go bowling. I love karaoke bars. We play Guitar Hero.

RD: Living with your brother, dedicated to your music. So there's nobody special right now?

Clarkson: I've had great boyfriends. I've been "in like" a lot, but I've just never been in love. I don't want kids right now. I'm not looking to get married. I'm not rushing. Something cool is going to come along.

RD: What's next?

Clarkson: For the album after this one? We've already written a lot of the songs; it's kind of a country-blues-rock thing. Everyone should always expect something different from me. Who knows what it'll be? Well, I do.
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